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			Preface

			So long as there shall ex­ist, by virtue of law and cus­tom, de­crees of damna­tion pro­nounced by so­ci­ety, ar­ti­fi­cial­ly cre­at­ing hells amid the civ­i­liza­tion of earth, and adding the el­e­ment of hu­man fate to di­vine des­tiny; so long as the three great prob­lems of the cen­tu­ry—the degra­da­tion of man through pau­perism, the cor­rup­tion of wom­an through hunger, the crip­pling of chil­dren through lack of light—are un­solved; so long as so­cial as­phyx­ia is pos­si­ble in any part of the world;—in oth­er words, and with a still wider sig­nif­i­cance, so long as ig­no­rance and pover­ty ex­ist on earth, books of the na­ture of Les Mis­érables can­not fail to be of use.
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				M. Myriel

			
			In 1815, M. Charles-François-Bi­en­venu Myriel was Bish­op of D——. He was an old man of about sev­en­ty-five years of age; he had oc­cu­pied the see of D—— since 1806.

			Al­though this de­tail has no con­nec­tion what­ev­er with the re­al sub­stance of what we are about to re­late, it will not be su­per­flu­ous, if mere­ly for the sake of ex­act­ness in all points, to men­tion here the var­i­ous ru­mors and re­marks which had been in cir­cu­la­tion about him from the very mo­ment when he ar­rived in the dio­cese. True or false, that which is said of men of­ten oc­cu­pies as im­por­tant a place in their lives, and above all in their des­tinies, as that which they do. M. Myriel was the son of a coun­cil­lor of the Par­lia­ment of Aix; hence he be­longed to the no­bil­i­ty of the bar. It was said that his fa­ther, des­tin­ing him to be the heir of his own post, had mar­ried him at a very ear­ly age, eigh­teen or twen­ty, in ac­cor­dance with a cus­tom which is rather wide­ly preva­lent in par­lia­men­tary fam­i­lies. In spite of this mar­riage, how­ev­er, it was said that Charles Myriel cre­at­ed a great deal of talk. He was well formed, though rather short in stature, el­e­gant, grace­ful, in­tel­li­gent; the whole of the first por­tion of his life had been de­vot­ed to the world and to gal­lantry.

			The Rev­o­lu­tion came; events suc­ceed­ed each oth­er with pre­cip­i­ta­tion; the par­lia­men­tary fam­i­lies, dec­i­mat­ed, pur­sued, hunt­ed down, were dis­persed. M. Charles Myriel em­i­grat­ed to Italy at the very be­gin­ning of the Rev­o­lu­tion. There his wife died of a mal­a­dy of the chest, from which she had long suf­fered. He had no chil­dren. What took place next in the fate of M. Myriel? The ru­in of the French so­ci­ety of the old­en days, the fall of his own fam­i­ly, the trag­ic spec­ta­cles of ’93, which were, per­haps, even more alarm­ing to the em­i­grants who viewed them from a dis­tance, with the mag­ni­fy­ing pow­ers of ter­ror—did these cause the ideas of re­nun­ci­a­tion and soli­tude to ger­mi­nate in him? Was he, in the midst of these dis­trac­tions, these af­fec­tions which ab­sorbed his life, sud­den­ly smit­ten with one of those mys­te­ri­ous and ter­ri­ble blows which some­times over­whelm, by strik­ing to his heart, a man whom pub­lic catas­tro­phes would not shake, by strik­ing at his ex­is­tence and his for­tune? No one could have told: all that was known was, that when he re­turned from Italy he was a priest.

			In 1804, M. Myriel was the Curé of B—— [Brig­nolles]. He was al­ready ad­vanced in years, and lived in a very re­tired man­ner.

			About the epoch of the coro­na­tion, some pet­ty af­fair con­nect­ed with his cu­ra­cy—just what, is not pre­cise­ly known—took him to Paris. Among oth­er pow­er­ful per­sons to whom he went to so­lic­it aid for his parish­ioners was M. le Car­di­nal Fesch. One day, when the Em­per­or had come to vis­it his un­cle, the wor­thy Curé, who was wait­ing in the an­te­room, found him­self present when His Majesty passed. Napoleon, on find­ing him­self ob­served with a cer­tain cu­rios­i­ty by this old man, turned round and said abrupt­ly:—

			“Who is this good man who is star­ing at me?”

			“Sire,” said M. Myriel, “you are look­ing at a good man, and I at a great man. Each of us can prof­it by it.”

			That very evening, the Em­per­or asked the Car­di­nal the name of the Curé, and some time af­ter­wards M. Myriel was ut­ter­ly as­ton­ished to learn that he had been ap­point­ed Bish­op of D——

			What truth was there, af­ter all, in the sto­ries which were in­vent­ed as to the ear­ly por­tion of M. Myriel’s life? No one knew. Very few fam­i­lies had been ac­quaint­ed with the Myriel fam­i­ly be­fore the Rev­o­lu­tion.

			M. Myriel had to un­der­go the fate of ev­ery new­com­er in a lit­tle town, where there are many mouths which talk, and very few heads which think. He was obliged to un­der­go it al­though he was a bish­op, and be­cause he was a bish­op. But af­ter all, the ru­mors with which his name was con­nect­ed were ru­mors on­ly—noise, say­ings, words; less than words—pal­abres, as the en­er­get­ic lan­guage of the South ex­press­es it.

			How­ev­er that may be, af­ter nine years of epis­co­pal pow­er and of res­i­dence in D——, all the sto­ries and sub­jects of con­ver­sa­tion which en­gross pet­ty towns and pet­ty peo­ple at the out­set had fall­en in­to pro­found obliv­ion. No one would have dared to men­tion them; no one would have dared to re­call them.

			M. Myriel had ar­rived at D—— ac­com­pa­nied by an el­der­ly spin­ster, Made­moi­selle Bap­tis­tine, who was his sis­ter, and ten years his ju­nior.

			Their on­ly do­mes­tic was a fe­male ser­vant of the same age as Made­moi­selle Bap­tis­tine, and named Madame Ma­gloire, who, af­ter hav­ing been the ser­vant of M. le Curé, now as­sumed the dou­ble ti­tle of maid to Made­moi­selle and house­keep­er to Mon­seigneur.

			Made­moi­selle Bap­tis­tine was a long, pale, thin, gen­tle crea­ture; she re­al­ized the ide­al ex­pressed by the word “re­spectable;” for it seems that a wom­an must needs be a moth­er in or­der to be ven­er­a­ble. She had nev­er been pret­ty; her whole life, which had been noth­ing but a suc­ces­sion of holy deeds, had fi­nal­ly con­ferred up­on her a sort of pal­lor and trans­paren­cy; and as she ad­vanced in years she had ac­quired what may be called the beau­ty of good­ness. What had been lean­ness in her youth had be­come trans­paren­cy in her ma­tu­ri­ty; and this di­aphane­ity al­lowed the an­gel to be seen. She was a soul rather than a vir­gin. Her per­son seemed made of a shad­ow; there was hard­ly suf­fi­cient body to pro­vide for sex; a lit­tle mat­ter en­clos­ing a light; large eyes for­ev­er droop­ing;—a mere pre­text for a soul’s re­main­ing on the earth.

			Madame Ma­gloire was a lit­tle, fat, white old wom­an, cor­pu­lent and bustling; al­ways out of breath—in the first place, be­cause of her ac­tiv­i­ty, and in the next, be­cause of her asth­ma.

			On his ar­rival, M. Myriel was in­stalled in the epis­co­pal palace with the hon­ors re­quired by the Im­pe­ri­al de­crees, which class a bish­op im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter a ma­jor-gen­er­al. The may­or and the pres­i­dent paid the first call on him, and he, in turn, paid the first call on the gen­er­al and the pre­fect.

			The in­stal­la­tion over, the town wait­ed to see its bish­op at work.

		
	
		
			
				II

				M. Myriel Be­comes M. Wel­come

			
			The epis­co­pal palace of D—— ad­joins the hos­pi­tal.

			The epis­co­pal palace was a huge and beau­ti­ful house, built of stone at the be­gin­ning of the last cen­tu­ry by M. Hen­ri Puget, Doc­tor of The­ol­o­gy of the Fac­ul­ty of Paris, Ab­bé of Simore, who had been Bish­op of D—— in 1712. This palace was a gen­uine seigno­ri­al res­i­dence. Ev­ery­thing about it had a grand air—the apart­ments of the Bish­op, the draw­ing-rooms, the cham­bers, the prin­ci­pal court­yard, which was very large, with walks en­cir­cling it un­der ar­cades in the old Flo­ren­tine fash­ion, and gar­dens plant­ed with mag­nif­i­cent trees. In the din­ing-room, a long and su­perb gallery which was sit­u­at­ed on the ground floor and opened on the gar­dens, M. Hen­ri Puget had en­ter­tained in state, on Ju­ly 29, 1714, My Lords Charles Brûlart de Gen­lis, arch­bish­op; Prince d’Em­brun; An­toine de Mes­grigny, the ca­puchin, Bish­op of Grasse; Philippe de Vendôme, Grand Pri­or of France, Ab­bé of Saint Hon­oré de Lérins; François de Berton de Cril­lon, bish­op, Baron de Vence; César de Sabran de For­calquier, bish­op, Seignor of Glandève; and Jean Soa­nen, Priest of the Or­a­to­ry, preach­er in or­di­nary to the king, bish­op, Seignor of Senez. The por­traits of these sev­en rev­erend per­son­ages dec­o­rat­ed this apart­ment; and this mem­o­rable date, the 29th of Ju­ly, 1714, was there en­graved in let­ters of gold on a ta­ble of white mar­ble.

			The hos­pi­tal was a low and nar­row build­ing of a sin­gle sto­ry, with a small gar­den.

			Three days af­ter his ar­rival, the Bish­op vis­it­ed the hos­pi­tal. The vis­it end­ed, he had the di­rec­tor re­quest­ed to be so good as to come to his house.

			“Mon­sieur the di­rec­tor of the hos­pi­tal,” said he to him, “how many sick peo­ple have you at the present mo­ment?”

			“Twen­ty-six, Mon­seigneur.”

			“That was the num­ber which I count­ed,” said the Bish­op.

			“The beds,” pur­sued the di­rec­tor, “are very much crowd­ed against each oth­er.”

			“That is what I ob­served.”

			“The halls are noth­ing but rooms, and it is with dif­fi­cul­ty that the air can be changed in them.”

			“So it seems to me.”

			“And then, when there is a ray of sun, the gar­den is very small for the con­va­les­cents.”

			“That was what I said to my­self.”

			“In case of epi­demics—we have had the ty­phus fever this year; we had the sweat­ing sick­ness two years ago, and a hun­dred pa­tients at times—we know not what to do.”

			“That is the thought which oc­curred to me.”

			“What would you have, Mon­seigneur?” said the di­rec­tor. “One must re­sign one’s self.”

			This con­ver­sa­tion took place in the gallery din­ing-room on the ground floor.

			The Bish­op re­mained silent for a mo­ment; then he turned abrupt­ly to the di­rec­tor of the hos­pi­tal.

			“Mon­sieur,” said he, “how many beds do you think this hall alone would hold?”

			“Mon­seigneur’s din­ing-room?” ex­claimed the stu­pe­fied di­rec­tor.

			The Bish­op cast a glance round the apart­ment, and seemed to be tak­ing mea­sures and cal­cu­la­tions with his eyes.

			“It would hold full twen­ty beds,” said he, as though speak­ing to him­self. Then, rais­ing his voice:—

			“Hold, Mon­sieur the di­rec­tor of the hos­pi­tal, I will tell you some­thing. There is ev­i­dent­ly a mis­take here. There are thir­ty-six of you, in five or six small rooms. There are three of us here, and we have room for six­ty. There is some mis­take, I tell you; you have my house, and I have yours. Give me back my house; you are at home here.”

			On the fol­low­ing day the thir­ty-six pa­tients were in­stalled in the Bish­op’s palace, and the Bish­op was set­tled in the hos­pi­tal.

			M. Myriel had no prop­er­ty, his fam­i­ly hav­ing been ru­ined by the Rev­o­lu­tion. His sis­ter was in re­ceipt of a year­ly in­come of five hun­dred francs, which suf­ficed for her per­son­al wants at the vicarage. M. Myriel re­ceived from the State, in his qual­i­ty of bish­op, a salary of fif­teen thou­sand francs. On the very day when he took up his abode in the hos­pi­tal, M. Myriel set­tled on the dis­po­si­tion of this sum once for all, in the fol­low­ing man­ner. We tran­scribe here a note made by his own hand:—

			
				
					Note on the reg­u­la­tion of my house­hold ex­pens­es
					
						
								For the lit­tle sem­i­nary
								1,500 livres
						

						
								So­ci­ety of the mis­sion
								100 livres
						

						
								For the Lazarists of Mont­di­di­er
								100 livres
						

						
								Sem­i­nary for for­eign mis­sions in Paris
								200 livres
						

						
								Con­gre­ga­tion of the Holy Spir­it
								150 livres
						

						
								Re­li­gious es­tab­lish­ments of the Holy Land
								100 livres
						

						
								Char­i­ta­ble ma­ter­ni­ty so­ci­eties
								300 livres
						

						
								Ex­tra, for that of Ar­les
								50 livres
						

						
								Work for the ame­lio­ra­tion of pris­ons
								400 livres
						

						
								Work for the re­lief and de­liv­ery of pris­on­ers
								500 livres
						

						
								To lib­er­ate fa­thers of fam­i­lies in­car­cer­at­ed for debt
								1,000 livres
						

						
								Ad­di­tion to the salary of the poor teach­ers of the dio­cese
								2,000 livres
						

						
								Pub­lic gra­nary of the Hautes-Alpes
								100 livres
						

						
								Con­gre­ga­tion of the ladies of D——, of Manosque, and of Sis­teron, for the gra­tu­itous in­struc­tion of poor girls
								1,500 livres
						

						
								For the poor
								6,000 livres
						

						
								My per­son­al ex­pens­es
								1,000 livres
						

						
								To­tal
								15,000 livres
						

					
				

			

			M. Myriel made no change in this ar­range­ment dur­ing the en­tire pe­ri­od that he oc­cu­pied the see of D——. As has been seen, he called it “reg­u­lat­ing his house­hold ex­pens­es.”

			This ar­range­ment was ac­cept­ed with ab­so­lute sub­mis­sion by Made­moi­selle Bap­tis­tine. This holy wom­an re­gard­ed Mon­seigneur of D—— as at one and the same time her broth­er and her bish­op, her friend ac­cord­ing to the flesh and her su­pe­ri­or ac­cord­ing to the Church. She sim­ply loved and ven­er­at­ed him. When he spoke, she bowed; when he act­ed, she yield­ed her ad­her­ence. Their on­ly ser­vant, Madame Ma­gloire, grum­bled a lit­tle. It will be ob­served that Mon­sieur the Bish­op had re­served for him­self on­ly one thou­sand livres, which, added to the pen­sion of Made­moi­selle Bap­tis­tine, made fif­teen hun­dred francs a year. On these fif­teen hun­dred francs these two old wom­en and the old man sub­sist­ed.

			And when a vil­lage cu­rate came to D——, the Bish­op still found means to en­ter­tain him, thanks to the se­vere econ­o­my of Madame Ma­gloire, and to the in­tel­li­gent ad­min­is­tra­tion of Made­moi­selle Bap­tis­tine.

			One day, af­ter he had been in D—— about three months, the Bish­op said:—

			“And still I am quite cramped with it all!”

			“I should think so!” ex­claimed Madame Ma­gloire. “Mon­seigneur has not even claimed the al­lowance which the de­part­ment owes him for the ex­pense of his car­riage in town, and for his jour­neys about the dio­cese. It was cus­tom­ary for bish­ops in for­mer days.”

			“Hold!” cried the Bish­op, “you are quite right, Madame Ma­gloire.”

			And he made his de­mand.

			Some time af­ter­wards the Gen­er­al Coun­cil took this de­mand un­der con­sid­er­a­tion, and vot­ed him an an­nu­al sum of three thou­sand francs, un­der this head­ing: “Al­lowance to M. the Bish­op for ex­pens­es of car­riage, ex­pens­es of post­ing, and ex­pens­es of pas­toral vis­its.”

			This pro­voked a great out­cry among the lo­cal burgess­es; and a sen­a­tor of the Em­pire, a for­mer mem­ber of the Coun­cil of the Five Hun­dred which fa­vored the 18 Bru­maire, and who was pro­vid­ed with a mag­nif­i­cent sen­a­to­ri­al of­fice in the vicin­i­ty of the town of D——, wrote to M. Big­ot de Préameneu, the min­is­ter of pub­lic wor­ship, a very an­gry and con­fi­den­tial note on the sub­ject, from which we ex­tract these au­then­tic lines:—

			“Ex­pens­es of car­riage? What can be done with it in a town of less than four thou­sand in­hab­i­tants? Ex­pens­es of jour­neys? What is the use of these trips, in the first place? Next, how can the post­ing be ac­com­plished in these moun­tain­ous parts? There are no roads. No one trav­els oth­er­wise than on horse­back. Even the bridge be­tween Du­rance and Château-Arnoux can bare­ly sup­port ox-teams. These priests are all thus, greedy and avari­cious. This man played the good priest when he first came. Now he does like the rest; he must have a car­riage and a post­ing-chaise, he must have lux­u­ries, like the bish­ops of the old­en days. Oh, all this priest­hood! Things will not go well, M. le Comte, un­til the Em­per­or has freed us from these black-capped ras­cals. Down with the Pope!1 For my part, I am for Cae­sar alone.” Etc., etc.

			On the oth­er hand, this af­fair af­ford­ed great de­light to Madame Ma­gloire. “Good,” said she to Made­moi­selle Bap­tis­tine; “Mon­seigneur be­gan with oth­er peo­ple, but he has had to wind up with him­self, af­ter all. He has reg­u­lat­ed all his char­i­ties. Now here are three thou­sand francs for us! At last!”

			That same evening the Bish­op wrote out and hand­ed to his sis­ter a mem­o­ran­dum con­ceived in the fol­low­ing terms:—

			
				
					Ex­pens­es of car­riage and cir­cuit
					
						
								For fur­nish­ing meat soup to the pa­tients in the hos­pi­tal
								1,500 livres
						

						
								For the ma­ter­ni­ty char­i­ta­ble so­ci­ety of Aix
								250 livres
						

						
								For the ma­ter­ni­ty char­i­ta­ble so­ci­ety of Draguig­nan
								250 livres
						

						
								For foundlings
								500 livres
						

						
								For or­phans
								500 livres
						

						
								To­tal
								3,000 livres
						

					
				

			

			Such was M. Myriel’s bud­get.

			As for the chance epis­co­pal perquisites, the fees for mar­riage bans, dis­pen­sa­tions, pri­vate bap­tisms, ser­mons, bene­dic­tions, of church­es or chapels, mar­riages, etc., the Bish­op levied them on the wealthy with all the more as­per­i­ty, since he be­stowed them on the needy.

			Af­ter a time, of­fer­ings of mon­ey flowed in. Those who had and those who lacked knocked at M. Myriel’s door—the lat­ter in search of the alms which the for­mer came to de­posit. In less than a year the Bish­op had be­come the trea­sur­er of all benev­o­lence and the cashier of all those in dis­tress. Con­sid­er­able sums of mon­ey passed through his hands, but noth­ing could in­duce him to make any change what­ev­er in his mode of life, or add any­thing su­per­flu­ous to his bare ne­ces­si­ties.

			Far from it. As there is al­ways more wretched­ness be­low than there is broth­er­hood above, all was giv­en away, so to speak, be­fore it was re­ceived. It was like wa­ter on dry soil; no mat­ter how much mon­ey he re­ceived, he nev­er had any. Then he stripped him­self.

			The us­age be­ing that bish­ops shall an­nounce their bap­tismal names at the head of their charges and their pas­toral let­ters, the poor peo­ple of the coun­try­side had se­lect­ed, with a sort of af­fec­tion­ate in­stinct, among the names and prenomens of their bish­op, that which had a mean­ing for them; and they nev­er called him any­thing ex­cept Mon­seigneur Bi­en­venu.2 We will fol­low their ex­am­ple, and will al­so call him thus when we have oc­ca­sion to name him. More­over, this ap­pel­la­tion pleased him.

			“I like that name,” said he. “Bi­en­venu makes up for the Mon­seigneur.”

			We do not claim that the por­trait here­with pre­sent­ed is prob­a­ble; we con­fine our­selves to stat­ing that it re­sem­bles the orig­i­nal.

		
	
		
			
				III

				A Hard Bish­opric for a Good Bish­op

			
			The Bish­op did not omit his pas­toral vis­its be­cause he had con­vert­ed his car­riage in­to alms. The dio­cese of D—— is a fa­tigu­ing one. There are very few plains and a great many moun­tains; hard­ly any roads, as we have just seen; thir­ty-two cu­ra­cies, forty-one vi­car­ships, and two hun­dred and eighty-five aux­il­iary chapels. To vis­it all these is quite a task.

			The Bish­op man­aged to do it. He went on foot when it was in the neigh­bor­hood, in a tilt­ed spring-cart when it was on the plain, and on a don­key in the moun­tains. The two old wom­en ac­com­pa­nied him. When the trip was too hard for them, he went alone.

			One day he ar­rived at Senez, which is an an­cient epis­co­pal city. He was mount­ed on an ass. His purse, which was very dry at that mo­ment, did not per­mit him any oth­er equipage. The may­or of the town came to re­ceive him at the gate of the town, and watched him dis­mount from his ass, with scan­dal­ized eyes. Some of the cit­i­zens were laugh­ing around him. “Mon­sieur the May­or,” said the Bish­op, “and Messieurs Cit­i­zens, I per­ceive that I shock you. You think it very ar­ro­gant in a poor priest to ride an an­i­mal which was used by Je­sus Christ. I have done so from ne­ces­si­ty, I as­sure you, and not from van­i­ty.”

			In the course of these trips he was kind and in­dul­gent, and talked rather than preached. He nev­er went far in search of his ar­gu­ments and his ex­am­ples. He quot­ed to the in­hab­i­tants of one dis­trict the ex­am­ple of a neigh­bor­ing dis­trict. In the can­tons where they were harsh to the poor, he said: “Look at the peo­ple of Bri­ançon! They have con­ferred on the poor, on wid­ows and or­phans, the right to have their mead­ows mown three days in ad­vance of ev­ery­one else. They re­build their hous­es for them gra­tu­itous­ly when they are ru­ined. There­fore it is a coun­try which is blessed by God. For a whole cen­tu­ry, there has not been a sin­gle mur­der­er among them.”

			In vil­lages which were greedy for prof­it and har­vest, he said: “Look at the peo­ple of Em­brun! If, at the har­vest sea­son, the fa­ther of a fam­i­ly has his son away on ser­vice in the army, and his daugh­ters at ser­vice in the town, and if he is ill and in­ca­pac­i­tat­ed, the curé rec­om­mends him to the prayers of the con­gre­ga­tion; and on Sun­day, af­ter the mass, all the in­hab­i­tants of the vil­lage—men, wom­en, and chil­dren—go to the poor man’s field and do his har­vest­ing for him, and car­ry his straw and his grain to his gra­nary.” To fam­i­lies di­vid­ed by ques­tions of mon­ey and in­her­i­tance he said: “Look at the moun­taineers of De­vol­ny, a coun­try so wild that the nightin­gale is not heard there once in fifty years. Well, when the fa­ther of a fam­i­ly dies, the boys go off to seek their for­tunes, leav­ing the prop­er­ty to the girls, so that they may find hus­bands.” To the can­tons which had a taste for law­suits, and where the farm­ers ru­ined them­selves in stamped pa­per, he said: “Look at those good peas­ants in the val­ley of Queyras! There are three thou­sand souls of them. Mon Dieu! it is like a lit­tle re­pub­lic. Nei­ther judge nor bailiff is known there. The may­or does ev­ery­thing. He al­lots the im­posts, tax­es each per­son con­sci­en­tious­ly, judges quar­rels for noth­ing, di­vides in­her­i­tances with­out charge, pro­nounces sen­tences gra­tu­itous­ly; and he is obeyed, be­cause he is a just man among sim­ple men.” To vil­lages where he found no school­mas­ter, he quot­ed once more the peo­ple of Queyras: “Do you know how they man­age?” he said. “Since a lit­tle coun­try of a dozen or fif­teen hearths can­not al­ways sup­port a teach­er, they have school­mas­ters who are paid by the whole val­ley, who make the round of the vil­lages, spend­ing a week in this one, ten days in that, and in­struct them. These teach­ers go to the fairs. I have seen them there. They are to be rec­og­nized by the quill pens which they wear in the cord of their hat. Those who teach read­ing on­ly have one pen; those who teach read­ing and reck­on­ing have two pens; those who teach read­ing, reck­on­ing, and Latin have three pens. But what a dis­grace to be ig­no­rant! Do like the peo­ple of Queyras!”

			Thus he dis­coursed grave­ly and pa­ter­nal­ly; in de­fault of ex­am­ples, he in­vent­ed para­bles, go­ing di­rect­ly to the point, with few phras­es and many im­ages, which char­ac­ter­is­tic formed the re­al elo­quence of Je­sus Christ. And be­ing con­vinced him­self, he was per­sua­sive.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				Works Cor­re­spond­ing to Words

			
			His con­ver­sa­tion was gay and af­fa­ble. He put him­self on a lev­el with the two old wom­en who had passed their lives be­side him. When he laughed, it was the laugh of a school­boy. Madame Ma­gloire liked to call him Your Grace.3 One day he rose from his arm­chair, and went to his li­brary in search of a book. This book was on one of the up­per shelves. As the bish­op was rather short of stature, he could not reach it. “Madame Ma­gloire,” said he, “fetch me a chair. My great­ness4 does not reach as far as that shelf.”

			One of his dis­tant rel­a­tives, Madame la Comtesse de Lô, rarely al­lowed an op­por­tu­ni­ty to es­cape of enu­mer­at­ing, in his pres­ence, what she des­ig­nat­ed as “the ex­pec­ta­tions” of her three sons. She had nu­mer­ous rel­a­tives, who were very old and near to death, and of whom her sons were the nat­u­ral heirs. The youngest of the three was to re­ceive from a grandaunt a good hun­dred thou­sand livres of in­come; the sec­ond was the heir by en­tail to the ti­tle of the Duke, his un­cle; the el­dest was to suc­ceed to the peer­age of his grand­fa­ther. The Bish­op was ac­cus­tomed to lis­ten in si­lence to these in­no­cent and par­don­able ma­ter­nal boasts. On one oc­ca­sion, how­ev­er, he ap­peared to be more thought­ful than usu­al, while Madame de Lô was re­lat­ing once again the de­tails of all these in­her­i­tances and all these “ex­pec­ta­tions.” She in­ter­rupt­ed her­self im­pa­tient­ly: “Mon Dieu, cousin! What are you think­ing about?” “I am think­ing,” replied the Bish­op, “of a sin­gu­lar re­mark, which is to be found, I be­lieve, in St. Au­gus­tine—‘Place your hopes in the man from whom you do not in­her­it.’ ”

			At an­oth­er time, on re­ceiv­ing a no­ti­fi­ca­tion of the de­cease of a gen­tle­man of the coun­try­side, where­in not on­ly the dig­ni­ties of the dead man, but al­so the feu­dal and no­ble qual­i­fi­ca­tions of all his rel­a­tives, spread over an en­tire page: “What a stout back Death has!” he ex­claimed. “What a strange bur­den of ti­tles is cheer­ful­ly im­posed on him, and how much wit must men have, in or­der thus to press the tomb in­to the ser­vice of van­i­ty!”

			He was gift­ed, on oc­ca­sion, with a gen­tle raillery, which al­most al­ways con­cealed a se­ri­ous mean­ing. In the course of one Lent, a youth­ful vicar came to D——, and preached in the cathe­dral. He was tol­er­a­bly elo­quent. The sub­ject of his ser­mon was char­i­ty. He urged the rich to give to the poor, in or­der to avoid hell, which he de­pict­ed in the most fright­ful man­ner of which he was ca­pa­ble, and to win par­adise, which he rep­re­sent­ed as charm­ing and de­sir­able. Among the au­di­ence there was a wealthy re­tired mer­chant, who was some­what of a usurer, named M. Géb­o­rand, who had amassed two mil­lions in the man­u­fac­ture of coarse cloth, serges, and woollen gal­loons. Nev­er in his whole life had M. Géb­o­rand be­stowed alms on any poor wretch. Af­ter the de­liv­ery of that ser­mon, it was ob­served that he gave a sou ev­ery Sun­day to the poor old beg­gar-wom­en at the door of the cathe­dral. There were six of them to share it. One day the Bish­op caught sight of him in the act of be­stow­ing this char­i­ty, and said to his sis­ter, with a smile, “There is M. Géb­o­rand pur­chas­ing par­adise for a sou.”

			When it was a ques­tion of char­i­ty, he was not to be re­buffed even by a re­fusal, and on such oc­ca­sions he gave ut­ter­ance to re­marks which in­duced re­flec­tion. Once he was beg­ging for the poor in a draw­ing-room of the town; there was present the Mar­quis de Champterci­er, a wealthy and avari­cious old man, who con­trived to be, at one and the same time, an ul­tra-roy­al­ist and an ul­tra-Voltairi­an. This va­ri­ety of man has ac­tu­al­ly ex­ist­ed. When the Bish­op came to him, he touched his arm, “You must give me some­thing, M. le Mar­quis.” The Mar­quis turned round and an­swered dry­ly, “I have poor peo­ple of my own, Mon­seigneur.” “Give them to me,” replied the Bish­op.

			One day he preached the fol­low­ing ser­mon in the cathe­dral:—

			“My very dear brethren, my good friends, there are thir­teen hun­dred and twen­ty thou­sand peas­ants’ dwellings in France which have but three open­ings; eigh­teen hun­dred and sev­en­teen thou­sand hov­els which have but two open­ings, the door and one win­dow; and three hun­dred and forty-six thou­sand cab­ins be­sides which have but one open­ing, the door. And this aris­es from a thing which is called the tax on doors and win­dows. Just put poor fam­i­lies, old wom­en and lit­tle chil­dren, in those build­ings, and be­hold the fevers and mal­adies which re­sult! Alas! God gives air to men; the law sells it to them. I do not blame the law, but I bless God. In the de­part­ment of the Isère, in the Var, in the two de­part­ments of the Alpes, the Hautes, and the Bass­es, the peas­ants have not even wheel­bar­rows; they trans­port their ma­nure on the backs of men; they have no can­dles, and they burn resinous sticks, and bits of rope dipped in pitch. That is the state of af­fairs through­out the whole of the hilly coun­try of Dauphiné. They make bread for six months at one time; they bake it with dried cow-dung. In the win­ter they break this bread up with an axe, and they soak it for twen­ty-four hours, in or­der to ren­der it eat­able. My brethren, have pity! be­hold the suf­fer­ing on all sides of you!”

			Born a Provençal, he eas­i­ly fa­mil­iar­ized him­self with the di­alect of the south. He said, “En bé! mous­su, sés sagé?” as in low­er Langue­doc; “On­té anaras pas­sa?” as in the Bass­es-Alpes; “Puerte un bouen moutu em­be un bouen fro­mage grase,” as in up­per Dauphiné. This pleased the peo­ple ex­treme­ly, and con­trib­uted not a lit­tle to win him ac­cess to all spir­its. He was per­fect­ly at home in the thatched cot­tage and in the moun­tains. He un­der­stood how to say the grand­est things in the most vul­gar of id­ioms. As he spoke all tongues, he en­tered in­to all hearts.

			More­over, he was the same to­wards peo­ple of the world and to­wards the low­er class­es. He con­demned noth­ing in haste and with­out tak­ing cir­cum­stances in­to ac­count. He said, “Ex­am­ine the road over which the fault has passed.”

			Be­ing, as he de­scribed him­self with a smile, an ex-sin­ner, he had none of the as­per­i­ties of aus­ter­i­ty, and he pro­fessed, with a good deal of dis­tinct­ness, and with­out the frown of the fe­ro­cious­ly vir­tu­ous, a doc­trine which may be summed up as fol­lows:—

			“Man has up­on him his flesh, which is at once his bur­den and his temp­ta­tion. He drags it with him and yields to it. He must watch it, check it, re­press it, and obey it on­ly at the last ex­trem­i­ty. There may be some fault even in this obe­di­ence; but the fault thus com­mit­ted is ve­nial; it is a fall, but a fall on the knees which may ter­mi­nate in prayer.

			“To be a saint is the ex­cep­tion; to be an up­right man is the rule. Err, fall, sin if you will, but be up­right.

			“The least pos­si­ble sin is the law of man. No sin at all is the dream of the an­gel. All which is ter­res­tri­al is sub­ject to sin. Sin is a grav­i­ta­tion.”

			When he saw ev­ery­one ex­claim­ing very loud­ly, and grow­ing an­gry very quick­ly, “Oh! oh!” he said, with a smile; “to all ap­pear­ance, this is a great crime which all the world com­mits. These are hypocrisies which have tak­en fright, and are in haste to make protest and to put them­selves un­der shel­ter.”

			He was in­dul­gent to­wards wom­en and poor peo­ple, on whom the bur­den of hu­man so­ci­ety rest. He said, “The faults of wom­en, of chil­dren, of the fee­ble, the in­di­gent, and the ig­no­rant, are the fault of the hus­bands, the fa­thers, the mas­ters, the strong, the rich, and the wise.”

			He said, more­over, “Teach those who are ig­no­rant as many things as pos­si­ble; so­ci­ety is cul­pa­ble, in that it does not af­ford in­struc­tion gratis; it is re­spon­si­ble for the night which it pro­duces. This soul is full of shad­ow; sin is there­in com­mit­ted. The guilty one is not the per­son who has com­mit­ted the sin, but the per­son who has cre­at­ed the shad­ow.”

			It will be per­ceived that he had a pe­cu­liar man­ner of his own of judg­ing things: I sus­pect that he ob­tained it from the Gospel.

			One day he heard a crim­i­nal case, which was in prepa­ra­tion and on the point of tri­al, dis­cussed in a draw­ing-room. A wretch­ed man, be­ing at the end of his re­sources, had coined coun­ter­feit mon­ey, out of love for a wom­an, and for the child which he had had by her. Coun­ter­feit­ing was still pun­ish­able with death at that epoch. The wom­an had been ar­rest­ed in the act of pass­ing the first false piece made by the man. She was held, but there were no proofs ex­cept against her. She alone could ac­cuse her lover, and de­stroy him by her con­fes­sion. She de­nied; they in­sist­ed. She per­sist­ed in her de­nial. There­upon an idea oc­curred to the at­tor­ney for the crown. He in­vent­ed an in­fi­deli­ty on the part of the lover, and suc­ceed­ed, by means of frag­ments of let­ters cun­ning­ly pre­sent­ed, in per­suad­ing the un­for­tu­nate wom­an that she had a ri­val, and that the man was de­ceiv­ing her. There­upon, ex­as­per­at­ed by jeal­ousy, she de­nounced her lover, con­fessed all, proved all.

			The man was ru­ined. He was short­ly to be tried at Aix with his ac­com­plice. They were re­lat­ing the mat­ter, and each one was ex­press­ing en­thu­si­asm over the clev­er­ness of the mag­is­trate. By bring­ing jeal­ousy in­to play, he had caused the truth to burst forth in wrath, he had educed the jus­tice of re­venge. The Bish­op lis­tened to all this in si­lence. When they had fin­ished, he in­quired—

			“Where are this man and wom­an to be tried?”

			“At the Court of As­sizes.”

			He went on, “And where will the ad­vo­cate of the crown be tried?”

			A trag­ic event oc­curred at D——. A man was con­demned to death for mur­der. He was a wretch­ed fel­low, not ex­act­ly ed­u­cat­ed, not ex­act­ly ig­no­rant, who had been a moun­te­bank at fairs, and a writ­er for the pub­lic. The town took a great in­ter­est in the tri­al. On the eve of the day fixed for the ex­e­cu­tion of the con­demned man, the chap­lain of the prison fell ill. A priest was need­ed to at­tend the crim­i­nal in his last mo­ments. They sent for the curé. It seems that he re­fused to come, say­ing, “That is no af­fair of mine. I have noth­ing to do with that un­pleas­ant task, and with that moun­te­bank: I, too, am ill; and be­sides, it is not my place.” This re­ply was re­port­ed to the Bish­op, who said, “Mon­sieur le Curé is right: it is not his place; it is mine.”

			He went in­stant­ly to the prison, de­scend­ed to the cell of the “moun­te­bank,” called him by name, took him by the hand, and spoke to him. He passed the en­tire day with him, for­get­ful of food and sleep, pray­ing to God for the soul of the con­demned man, and pray­ing the con­demned man for his own. He told him the best truths, which are al­so the most sim­ple. He was fa­ther, broth­er, friend; he was bish­op on­ly to bless. He taught him ev­ery­thing, en­cour­aged and con­soled him. The man was on the point of dy­ing in de­spair. Death was an abyss to him. As he stood trem­bling on its mourn­ful brink, he re­coiled with hor­ror. He was not suf­fi­cient­ly ig­no­rant to be ab­so­lute­ly in­dif­fer­ent. His con­dem­na­tion, which had been a pro­found shock, had, in a man­ner, bro­ken through, here and there, that wall which sep­a­rates us from the mys­tery of things, and which we call life. He gazed in­ces­sant­ly be­yond this world through these fa­tal breach­es, and be­held on­ly dark­ness. The Bish­op made him see light.

			On the fol­low­ing day, when they came to fetch the un­hap­py wretch, the Bish­op was still there. He fol­lowed him, and ex­hib­it­ed him­self to the eyes of the crowd in his pur­ple ca­mail and with his epis­co­pal cross up­on his neck, side by side with the crim­i­nal bound with cords.

			He mount­ed the tum­bril with him, he mount­ed the scaf­fold with him. The suf­fer­er, who had been so gloomy and cast down on the pre­ced­ing day, was ra­di­ant. He felt that his soul was rec­on­ciled, and he hoped in God. The Bish­op em­braced him, and at the mo­ment when the knife was about to fall, he said to him: “God rais­es from the dead him whom man slays; he whom his broth­ers have re­ject­ed finds his Fa­ther once more. Pray, be­lieve, en­ter in­to life: the Fa­ther is there.” When he de­scend­ed from the scaf­fold, there was some­thing in his look which made the peo­ple draw aside to let him pass. They did not know which was most wor­thy of ad­mi­ra­tion, his pal­lor or his seren­i­ty. On his re­turn to the hum­ble dwelling, which he des­ig­nat­ed, with a smile, as his palace, he said to his sis­ter, “I have just of­fi­ci­at­ed pon­tif­i­cal­ly.”

			Since the most sub­lime things are of­ten those which are the least un­der­stood, there were peo­ple in the town who said, when com­ment­ing on this con­duct of the Bish­op, “It is af­fec­ta­tion.”

			This, how­ev­er, was a re­mark which was con­fined to the draw­ing-rooms. The pop­u­lace, which per­ceives no jest in holy deeds, was touched, and ad­mired him.

			As for the Bish­op, it was a shock to him to have be­held the guil­lo­tine, and it was a long time be­fore he re­cov­ered from it.

			In fact, when the scaf­fold is there, all erect­ed and pre­pared, it has some­thing about it which pro­duces hal­lu­ci­na­tion. One may feel a cer­tain in­dif­fer­ence to the death penal­ty, one may re­frain from pro­nounc­ing up­on it, from say­ing yes or no, so long as one has not seen a guil­lo­tine with one’s own eyes: but if one en­coun­ters one of them, the shock is vi­o­lent; one is forced to de­cide, and to take part for or against. Some ad­mire it, like de Maistre; oth­ers ex­e­crate it, like Bec­ca­ria. The guil­lo­tine is the con­cre­tion of the law; it is called vin­dicte; it is not neu­tral, and it does not per­mit you to re­main neu­tral. He who sees it shiv­ers with the most mys­te­ri­ous of shiv­ers. All so­cial prob­lems erect their in­ter­ro­ga­tion point around this chop­ping-knife. The scaf­fold is a vi­sion. The scaf­fold is not a piece of car­pen­try; the scaf­fold is not a ma­chine; the scaf­fold is not an in­ert bit of mech­a­nism con­struct­ed of wood, iron and cords.

			It seems as though it were a be­ing, pos­sessed of I know not what som­bre ini­tia­tive; one would say that this piece of car­pen­ter’s work saw, that this ma­chine heard, that this mech­a­nism un­der­stood, that this wood, this iron, and these cords were pos­sessed of will. In the fright­ful med­i­ta­tion in­to which its pres­ence casts the soul the scaf­fold ap­pears in ter­ri­ble guise, and as though tak­ing part in what is go­ing on. The scaf­fold is the ac­com­plice of the ex­e­cu­tion­er; it de­vours, it eats flesh, it drinks blood; the scaf­fold is a sort of mon­ster fab­ri­cat­ed by the judge and the car­pen­ter, a spec­tre which seems to live with a hor­ri­ble vi­tal­i­ty com­posed of all the death which it has in­flict­ed.

			There­fore, the im­pres­sion was ter­ri­ble and pro­found; on the day fol­low­ing the ex­e­cu­tion, and on many suc­ceed­ing days, the Bish­op ap­peared to be crushed. The al­most vi­o­lent seren­i­ty of the fu­ne­re­al mo­ment had dis­ap­peared; the phan­tom of so­cial jus­tice tor­ment­ed him. He, who gen­er­al­ly re­turned from all his deeds with a ra­di­ant sat­is­fac­tion, seemed to be re­proach­ing him­self. At times he talked to him­self, and stam­mered lugubri­ous mono­logues in a low voice. This is one which his sis­ter over­heard one evening and pre­served: “I did not think that it was so mon­strous. It is wrong to be­come ab­sorbed in the di­vine law to such a de­gree as not to per­ceive hu­man law. Death be­longs to God alone. By what right do men touch that un­known thing?”

			In course of time these im­pres­sions weak­ened and prob­a­bly van­ished. Nev­er­the­less, it was ob­served that the Bish­op thence­forth avoid­ed pass­ing the place of ex­e­cu­tion.

			M. Myriel could be sum­moned at any hour to the bed­side of the sick and dy­ing. He did not ig­nore the fact that there­in lay his great­est du­ty and his great­est la­bor. Wid­owed and or­phaned fam­i­lies had no need to sum­mon him; he came of his own ac­cord. He un­der­stood how to sit down and hold his peace for long hours be­side the man who had lost the wife of his love, of the moth­er who had lost her child. As he knew the mo­ment for si­lence he knew al­so the mo­ment for speech. Oh, ad­mirable con­sol­er! He sought not to ef­face sor­row by for­get­ful­ness, but to mag­ni­fy and dig­ni­fy it by hope. He said:—

			“Have a care of the man­ner in which you turn to­wards the dead. Think not of that which per­ish­es. Gaze steadi­ly. You will per­ceive the liv­ing light of your well-beloved dead in the depths of heav­en.” He knew that faith is whole­some. He sought to coun­sel and calm the de­spair­ing man, by point­ing out to him the re­signed man, and to trans­form the grief which gazes up­on a grave by show­ing him the grief which fix­es its gaze up­on a star.

		
	
		
			
				V

				Mon­seigneur Bi­en­venu Made His Cas­socks Last Too Long

			
			The pri­vate life of M. Myriel was filled with the same thoughts as his pub­lic life. The vol­un­tary pover­ty in which the Bish­op of D—— lived, would have been a solemn and charm­ing sight for any­one who could have viewed it close at hand.

			Like all old men, and like the ma­jor­i­ty of thinkers, he slept lit­tle. This brief slum­ber was pro­found. In the morn­ing he med­i­tat­ed for an hour, then he said his mass, ei­ther at the cathe­dral or in his own house. His mass said, he broke his fast on rye bread dipped in the milk of his own cows. Then he set to work.

			A Bish­op is a very busy man: he must ev­ery day re­ceive the sec­re­tary of the bish­opric, who is gen­er­al­ly a canon, and near­ly ev­ery day his vic­ars-gen­er­al. He has con­gre­ga­tions to re­prove, priv­i­leges to grant, a whole ec­cle­si­as­ti­cal li­brary to ex­am­ine—prayer-books, dioce­san cat­e­chisms, books of hours, etc.—charges to write, ser­mons to au­tho­rize, curés and may­ors to rec­on­cile, a cler­i­cal cor­re­spon­dence, an ad­min­is­tra­tive cor­re­spon­dence; on one side the State, on the oth­er the Holy See; and a thou­sand mat­ters of busi­ness.

			What time was left to him, af­ter these thou­sand de­tails of busi­ness, and his of­fices and his bre­viary, he be­stowed first on the ne­ces­si­tous, the sick, and the af­flict­ed; the time which was left to him from the af­flict­ed, the sick, and the ne­ces­si­tous, he de­vot­ed to work. Some­times he dug in his gar­den; again, he read or wrote. He had but one word for both these kinds of toil; he called them “gar­den­ing.” “The mind is a gar­den,” said he.

			To­wards mid­day, when the weath­er was fine, he went forth and took a stroll in the coun­try or in town, of­ten en­ter­ing low­ly dwellings. He was seen walk­ing alone, buried in his own thoughts, his eyes cast down, sup­port­ing him­self on his long cane, clad in his wadded pur­ple gar­ment of silk, which was very warm, wear­ing pur­ple stock­ings in­side his coarse shoes, and sur­mount­ed by a flat hat which al­lowed three gold­en tas­sels of large bul­lion to droop from its three points.

			It was a per­fect fes­ti­val wher­ev­er he ap­peared. One would have said that his pres­ence had some­thing warm­ing and lu­mi­nous about it. The chil­dren and the old peo­ple came out to the doorsteps for the Bish­op as for the sun. He be­stowed his bless­ing, and they blessed him. They point­ed out his house to any­one who was in need of any­thing.

			Here and there he halt­ed, ac­cost­ed the lit­tle boys and girls, and smiled up­on the moth­ers. He vis­it­ed the poor so long as he had any mon­ey; when he no longer had any, he vis­it­ed the rich.

			As he made his cas­socks last a long while, and did not wish to have it no­ticed, he nev­er went out in the town with­out his wadded pur­ple cloak. This in­con­ve­nienced him some­what in sum­mer.

			On his re­turn, he dined. The din­ner re­sem­bled his break­fast.

			At half-past eight in the evening he supped with his sis­ter, Madame Ma­gloire stand­ing be­hind them and serv­ing them at ta­ble. Noth­ing could be more fru­gal than this repast. If, how­ev­er, the Bish­op had one of his curés to sup­per, Madame Ma­gloire took ad­van­tage of the op­por­tu­ni­ty to serve Mon­seigneur with some ex­cel­lent fish from the lake, or with some fine game from the moun­tains. Ev­ery curé fur­nished the pre­text for a good meal: the Bish­op did not in­ter­fere. With that ex­cep­tion, his or­di­nary di­et con­sist­ed on­ly of veg­eta­bles boiled in wa­ter, and oil soup. Thus it was said in the town, “when the Bish­op does not in­dulge in the cheer of a curé, he in­dulges in the cheer of a trap­pist.”

			Af­ter sup­per he con­versed for half an hour with Made­moi­selle Bap­tis­tine and Madame Ma­gloire; then he re­tired to his own room and set to writ­ing, some­times on loose sheets, and again on the mar­gin of some fo­lio. He was a man of let­ters and rather learned. He left be­hind him five or six very cu­ri­ous manuscripts; among oth­ers, a dis­ser­ta­tion on this verse in Gen­e­sis, “In the be­gin­ning, the spir­it of God float­ed up­on the wa­ters.” With this verse he com­pares three texts: the Ara­bic verse which says, “The winds of God blew;” Flav­ius Jose­phus who says, “A wind from above was pre­cip­i­tat­ed up­on the earth;” and fi­nal­ly, the Chal­da­ic para­phrase of Onke­los, which ren­ders it, “A wind com­ing from God blew up­on the face of the wa­ters.” In an­oth­er dis­ser­ta­tion, he ex­am­ines the the­o­log­i­cal works of Hugo, Bish­op of Ptole­maïs, great-grand-un­cle to the writ­er of this book, and es­tab­lish­es the fact, that to this bish­op must be at­trib­uted the divers lit­tle works pub­lished dur­ing the last cen­tu­ry, un­der the pseu­do­nym of Bar­l­ey­court.

			Some­times, in the midst of his read­ing, no mat­ter what the book might be which he had in his hand, he would sud­den­ly fall in­to a pro­found med­i­ta­tion, whence he on­ly emerged to write a few lines on the pages of the vol­ume it­self. These lines have of­ten no con­nec­tion what­ev­er with the book which con­tains them. We now have un­der our eyes a note writ­ten by him on the mar­gin of a quar­to en­ti­tled “Cor­re­spon­dence of Lord Ger­main with Gen­er­als Clin­ton, Corn­wal­lis, and the Ad­mi­rals on the Amer­i­can Sta­tion. Ver­sailles, Poinçot, Book­sell­er; and Paris, Pis­sot, Book­sell­er, Quai des Au­gustins.”

			Here is the note:—

			
				Oh, you who are!

				Ec­cle­si­astes calls you the All-pow­er­ful; the Mac­cabees call you the Cre­ator; the Epis­tle to the Eph­esians calls you lib­er­ty; Baruch calls you Im­men­si­ty; the Psalms call you Wis­dom and Truth; John calls you Light; the Books of Kings call you Lord; Ex­o­dus calls you Prov­i­dence; Leviti­cus, Sanc­ti­ty; Es­dras, Jus­tice; the cre­ation calls you God; man calls you Fa­ther; but Solomon calls you Com­pas­sion, and that is the most beau­ti­ful of all your names.

			

			To­ward nine o’clock in the evening the two wom­en re­tired and be­took them­selves to their cham­bers on the first floor, leav­ing him alone un­til morn­ing on the ground floor.

			It is nec­es­sary that we should, in this place, give an ex­act idea of the dwelling of the Bish­op of D——.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				Who Guard­ed His House for Him

			
			The house in which he lived con­sist­ed, as we have said, of a ground floor, and one sto­ry above; three rooms on the ground floor, three cham­bers on the first, and an at­tic above. Be­hind the house was a gar­den, a quar­ter of an acre in ex­tent. The two wom­en oc­cu­pied the first floor; the Bish­op was lodged be­low. The first room, open­ing on the street, served him as din­ing-room, the sec­ond was his bed­room, and the third his or­a­to­ry. There was no ex­it pos­si­ble from this or­a­to­ry, ex­cept by pass­ing through the bed­room, nor from the bed­room, with­out pass­ing through the din­ing-room. At the end of the suite, in the or­a­to­ry, there was a de­tached al­cove with a bed, for use in cas­es of hos­pi­tal­i­ty. The Bish­op of­fered this bed to coun­try cu­rates whom busi­ness or the re­quire­ments of their parish­es brought to D——

			The phar­ma­cy of the hos­pi­tal, a small build­ing which had been added to the house, and abut­ted on the gar­den, had been trans­formed in­to a kitchen and cel­lar. In ad­di­tion to this, there was in the gar­den a sta­ble, which had for­mer­ly been the kitchen of the hos­pi­tal, and in which the Bish­op kept two cows. No mat­ter what the quan­ti­ty of milk they gave, he in­vari­ably sent half of it ev­ery morn­ing to the sick peo­ple in the hos­pi­tal.

			“I am pay­ing my tithes,” he said.

			His bed­room was tol­er­a­bly large, and rather dif­fi­cult to warm in bad weath­er. As wood is ex­treme­ly dear at D——, he hit up­on the idea of hav­ing a com­part­ment of boards con­struct­ed in the cow­shed. Here he passed his evenings dur­ing sea­sons of se­vere cold: he called it his “win­ter sa­lon.”

			In this win­ter sa­lon, as in the din­ing-room, there was no oth­er fur­ni­ture than a square ta­ble in white wood, and four straw-seat­ed chairs. In ad­di­tion to this the din­ing-room was or­na­ment­ed with an an­tique side­board, paint­ed pink, in wa­ter col­ors. Out of a sim­i­lar side­board, prop­er­ly draped with white napery and im­i­ta­tion lace, the Bish­op had con­struct­ed the al­tar which dec­o­rat­ed his or­a­to­ry.

			His wealthy pen­i­tents and the saint­ed wom­en of D—— had more than once as­sessed them­selves to raise the mon­ey for a new al­tar for Mon­seigneur’s or­a­to­ry; on each oc­ca­sion he had tak­en the mon­ey and had giv­en it to the poor. “The most beau­ti­ful of al­tars,” he said, “is the soul of an un­hap­py crea­ture con­soled and thank­ing God.”

			In his or­a­to­ry there were two straw prie-Dieu, and there was an arm­chair, al­so in straw, in his bed­room. When, by chance, he re­ceived sev­en or eight per­sons at one time, the pre­fect, or the gen­er­al, or the staff of the reg­i­ment in gar­ri­son, or sev­er­al pupils from the lit­tle sem­i­nary, the chairs had to be fetched from the win­ter sa­lon in the sta­ble, the prie-Dieu from the or­a­to­ry, and the arm­chair from the bed­room: in this way as many as eleven chairs could be col­lect­ed for the vis­i­tors. A room was dis­man­tled for each new guest.

			It some­times hap­pened that there were twelve in the par­ty; the Bish­op then re­lieved the em­bar­rass­ment of the sit­u­a­tion by stand­ing in front of the chim­ney if it was win­ter, or by strolling in the gar­den if it was sum­mer.

			There was still an­oth­er chair in the de­tached al­cove, but the straw was half gone from it, and it had but three legs, so that it was of ser­vice on­ly when propped against the wall. Made­moi­selle Bap­tis­tine had al­so in her own room a very large easy-chair of wood, which had for­mer­ly been gild­ed, and which was cov­ered with flow­ered pekin; but they had been obliged to hoist this bergère up to the first sto­ry through the win­dow, as the stair­case was too nar­row; it could not, there­fore, be reck­oned among the pos­si­bil­i­ties in the way of fur­ni­ture.

			Made­moi­selle Bap­tis­tine’s am­bi­tion had been to be able to pur­chase a set of draw­ing-room fur­ni­ture in yel­low Utrecht vel­vet, stamped with a rose pat­tern, and with ma­hogany in swan’s neck style, with a so­fa. But this would have cost five hun­dred francs at least, and in view of the fact that she had on­ly been able to lay by forty-two francs and ten sous for this pur­pose in the course of five years, she had end­ed by re­nounc­ing the idea. How­ev­er, who is there who has at­tained his ide­al?

			Noth­ing is more easy to present to the imag­i­na­tion than the Bish­op’s bed­cham­ber. A glazed door opened on the gar­den; op­po­site this was the bed—a hos­pi­tal bed of iron, with a canopy of green serge; in the shad­ow of the bed, be­hind a cur­tain, were the uten­sils of the toi­let, which still be­trayed the el­e­gant habits of the man of the world: there were two doors, one near the chim­ney, open­ing in­to the or­a­to­ry; the oth­er near the book­case, open­ing in­to the din­ing-room. The book­case was a large cup­board with glass doors filled with books; the chim­ney was of wood paint­ed to rep­re­sent mar­ble, and ha­bit­u­al­ly with­out fire. In the chim­ney stood a pair of fire­dogs of iron, or­na­ment­ed above with two gar­land­ed vas­es, and flut­ings which had for­mer­ly been sil­vered with sil­ver leaf, which was a sort of epis­co­pal lux­u­ry; above the chim­ney­p­iece hung a cru­ci­fix of cop­per, with the sil­ver worn off, fixed on a back­ground of thread­bare vel­vet in a wood­en frame from which the gild­ing had fall­en; near the glass door a large ta­ble with an ink­stand, load­ed with a con­fu­sion of pa­pers and with huge vol­umes; be­fore the ta­ble an arm­chair of straw; in front of the bed a prie-dieu, bor­rowed from the or­a­to­ry.

			Two por­traits in oval frames were fas­tened to the wall on each side of the bed. Small gilt in­scrip­tions on the plain sur­face of the cloth at the side of these fig­ures in­di­cat­ed that the por­traits rep­re­sent­ed, one the Ab­bé of Chaliot, bish­op of Saint Claude; the oth­er, the Ab­bé Tourteau, vicar-gen­er­al of Agde, ab­bé of Grand-Champ, or­der of Cîteaux, dio­cese of Chartres. When the Bish­op suc­ceed­ed to this apart­ment, af­ter the hos­pi­tal pa­tients, he had found these por­traits there, and had left them. They were priests, and prob­a­bly donors—two rea­sons for re­spect­ing them. All that he knew about these two per­sons was, that they had been ap­point­ed by the king, the one to his bish­opric, the oth­er to his benefice, on the same day, the 27th of April, 1785. Madame Ma­gloire hav­ing tak­en the pic­tures down to dust, the Bish­op had dis­cov­ered these par­tic­u­lars writ­ten in whitish ink on a lit­tle square of pa­per, yel­lowed by time, and at­tached to the back of the por­trait of the Ab­bé of Grand-Champ with four wafers.

			At his win­dow he had an an­tique cur­tain of a coarse woollen stuff, which fi­nal­ly be­came so old, that, in or­der to avoid the ex­pense of a new one, Madame Ma­gloire was forced to take a large seam in the very mid­dle of it. This seam took the form of a cross. The Bish­op of­ten called at­ten­tion to it: “How de­light­ful that is!” he said.

			All the rooms in the house, with­out ex­cep­tion, those on the ground floor as well as those on the first floor, were white­washed, which is a fash­ion in bar­racks and hos­pi­tals.

			How­ev­er, in their lat­ter years, Madame Ma­gloire dis­cov­ered be­neath the pa­per which had been washed over, paint­ings, or­na­ment­ing the apart­ment of Made­moi­selle Bap­tis­tine, as we shall see fur­ther on. Be­fore be­com­ing a hos­pi­tal, this house had been the an­cient par­lia­ment house of the Bour­geois. Hence this dec­o­ra­tion. The cham­bers were paved in red bricks, which were washed ev­ery week, with straw mats in front of all the beds. Al­to­geth­er, this dwelling, which was at­tend­ed to by the two wom­en, was exquisite­ly clean from top to bot­tom. This was the sole lux­u­ry which the Bish­op per­mit­ted. He said, “That takes noth­ing from the poor.”

			It must be con­fessed, how­ev­er, that he still re­tained from his for­mer pos­ses­sions six sil­ver knives and forks and a soup-la­dle, which Madame Ma­gloire con­tem­plat­ed ev­ery day with de­light, as they glis­tened splen­did­ly up­on the coarse linen cloth. And since we are now paint­ing the Bish­op of D—— as he was in re­al­i­ty, we must add that he had said more than once, “I find it dif­fi­cult to re­nounce eat­ing from sil­ver dish­es.”

			To this sil­ver­ware must be added two large can­dle­sticks of mas­sive sil­ver, which he had in­her­it­ed from a great-aunt. These can­dle­sticks held two wax can­dles, and usu­al­ly fig­ured on the Bish­op’s chim­ney­p­iece. When he had any­one to din­ner, Madame Ma­gloire light­ed the two can­dles and set the can­dle­sticks on the ta­ble.

			In the Bish­op’s own cham­ber, at the head of his bed, there was a small cup­board, in which Madame Ma­gloire locked up the six sil­ver knives and forks and the big spoon ev­ery night. But it is nec­es­sary to add, that the key was nev­er re­moved.

			The gar­den, which had been rather spoiled by the ug­ly build­ings which we have men­tioned, was com­posed of four al­leys in cross-form, ra­di­at­ing from a tank. An­oth­er walk made the cir­cuit of the gar­den, and skirt­ed the white wall which en­closed it. These al­leys left be­hind them four square plots rimmed with box. In three of these, Madame Ma­gloire cul­ti­vat­ed veg­eta­bles; in the fourth, the Bish­op had plant­ed some flow­ers; here and there stood a few fruit-trees. Madame Ma­gloire had once re­marked, with a sort of gen­tle mal­ice: “Mon­seigneur, you who turn ev­ery­thing to ac­count, have, nev­er­the­less, one use­less plot. It would be bet­ter to grow sal­ads there than bou­quets.” “Madame Ma­gloire,” re­tort­ed the Bish­op, “you are mis­tak­en. The beau­ti­ful is as use­ful as the use­ful.” He added af­ter a pause, “More so, per­haps.”

			This plot, con­sist­ing of three or four beds, oc­cu­pied the Bish­op al­most as much as did his books. He liked to pass an hour or two there, trim­ming, hoe­ing, and mak­ing holes here and there in the earth, in­to which he dropped seeds. He was not as hos­tile to in­sects as a gar­den­er could have wished to see him. More­over, he made no pre­ten­sions to botany; he ig­nored groups and con­sis­ten­cy; he made not the slight­est ef­fort to de­cide be­tween Tourne­fort and the nat­u­ral method; he took part nei­ther with the buds against the cotyle­dons, nor with Jussieu against Lin­naeus. He did not study plants; he loved flow­ers. He re­spect­ed learned men great­ly; he re­spect­ed the ig­no­rant still more; and, with­out ev­er fail­ing in these two re­spects, he wa­tered his flowerbeds ev­ery sum­mer evening with a tin wa­ter­ing-pot paint­ed green.

			The house had not a sin­gle door which could be locked. The door of the din­ing-room, which, as we have said, opened di­rect­ly on the cathe­dral square, had for­mer­ly been or­na­ment­ed with locks and bolts like the door of a prison. The Bish­op had had all this iron­work re­moved, and this door was nev­er fas­tened, ei­ther by night or by day, with any­thing ex­cept the latch. All that the first passer­by had to do at any hour, was to give it a push. At first, the two wom­en had been very much tried by this door, which was nev­er fas­tened, but Mon­sieur de D—— had said to them, “Have bolts put on your rooms, if that will please you.” They had end­ed by shar­ing his con­fi­dence, or by at least act­ing as though they shared it. Madame Ma­gloire alone had frights from time to time. As for the Bish­op, his thought can be found ex­plained, or at least in­di­cat­ed, in the three lines which he wrote on the mar­gin of a Bible, “This is the shade of dif­fer­ence: the door of the physi­cian should nev­er be shut, the door of the priest should al­ways be open.”

			On an­oth­er book, en­ti­tled Phi­los­o­phy of the Med­i­cal Sci­ence, he had writ­ten this oth­er note: “Am not I a physi­cian like them? I al­so have my pa­tients, and then, too, I have some whom I call my un­for­tu­nates.”

			Again he wrote: “Do not in­quire the name of him who asks a shel­ter of you. The very man who is em­bar­rassed by his name is the one who needs shel­ter.”

			It chanced that a wor­thy curé, I know not whether it was the curé of Couloubroux or the curé of Pom­pier­ry, took it in­to his head to ask him one day, prob­a­bly at the in­sti­ga­tion of Madame Ma­gloire, whether Mon­sieur was sure that he was not com­mit­ting an in­dis­cre­tion, to a cer­tain ex­tent, in leav­ing his door un­fas­tened day and night, at the mer­cy of any­one who should choose to en­ter, and whether, in short, he did not fear lest some mis­for­tune might oc­cur in a house so lit­tle guard­ed. The Bish­op touched his shoul­der, with gen­tle grav­i­ty, and said to him, “Nisi Domi­nus cus­todier­it do­mum, in vanum vig­i­lant qui cus­todi­unt eam.” Un­less the Lord guard the house, in vain do they watch who guard it.

			Then he spoke of some­thing else.

			He was fond of say­ing, “There is a brav­ery of the priest as well as the brav­ery of a colonel of dra­goons—on­ly,” he added, “ours must be tran­quil.”

		
	
		
			
				VII

				Cra­vat­te

			
			It is here that a fact falls nat­u­ral­ly in­to place, which we must not omit, be­cause it is one of the sort which show us best what sort of a man the Bish­op of D—— was.

			Af­ter the de­struc­tion of the band of Gas­pard Bès, who had in­fest­ed the gorges of Ol­lioules, one of his lieu­tenants, Cra­vat­te, took refuge in the moun­tains. He con­cealed him­self for some time with his ban­dits, the rem­nant of Gas­pard Bès’s troop, in the coun­ty of Nice; then he made his way to Piéd­mont, and sud­den­ly reap­peared in France, in the vicin­i­ty of Barcelonette. He was first seen at Jauziers, then at Tu­iles. He hid him­self in the cav­erns of the Joug-de-l’Aigle, and thence he de­scend­ed to­wards the ham­lets and vil­lages through the ravines of Ubaye and Ubayette.

			He even pushed as far as Em­brun, en­tered the cathe­dral one night, and de­spoiled the sac­risty. His high­way rob­beries laid waste the coun­try­side. The gen­darmes were set on his track, but in vain. He al­ways es­caped; some­times he re­sist­ed by main force. He was a bold wretch. In the midst of all this ter­ror the Bish­op ar­rived. He was mak­ing his cir­cuit to Chaste­lar. The may­or came to meet him, and urged him to re­trace his steps. Cra­vat­te was in pos­ses­sion of the moun­tains as far as Arche, and be­yond; there was dan­ger even with an es­cort; it mere­ly ex­posed three or four un­for­tu­nate gen­darmes to no pur­pose.

			“There­fore,” said the Bish­op, “I in­tend to go with­out es­cort.”

			“You do not re­al­ly mean that, Mon­seigneur!” ex­claimed the may­or.

			“I do mean it so thor­ough­ly that I ab­so­lute­ly refuse any gen­darmes, and shall set out in an hour.”

			“Set out?”

			“Set out.”

			“Alone?”

			“Alone.”

			“Mon­seigneur, you will not do that!”

			“There ex­ists yon­der in the moun­tains,” said the Bish­op, “a tiny com­mu­ni­ty no big­ger than that, which I have not seen for three years. They are my good friends, those gen­tle and hon­est shep­herds. They own one goat out of ev­ery thir­ty that they tend. They make very pret­ty woollen cords of var­i­ous col­ors, and they play the moun­tain airs on lit­tle flutes with six holes. They need to be told of the good God now and then. What would they say to a bish­op who was afraid? What would they say if I did not go?”

			“But the brig­ands, Mon­seigneur?”

			“Hold,” said the Bish­op, “I must think of that. You are right. I may meet them. They, too, need to be told of the good God.”

			“But, Mon­seigneur, there is a band of them! A flock of wolves!”

			“Mon­sieur le maire, it may be that it is of this very flock of wolves that Je­sus has con­sti­tut­ed me the shep­herd. Who knows the ways of Prov­i­dence?”

			“They will rob you, Mon­seigneur.”

			“I have noth­ing.”

			“They will kill you.”

			“An old good­man of a priest, who pass­es along mum­bling his prayers? Bah! To what pur­pose?”

			“Oh, mon Dieu! what if you should meet them!”

			“I should beg alms of them for my poor.”

			“Do not go, Mon­seigneur. In the name of Heav­en! You are risk­ing your life!”

			“Mon­sieur le maire,” said the Bish­op, “is that re­al­ly all? I am not in the world to guard my own life, but to guard souls.”

			They had to al­low him to do as he pleased. He set out, ac­com­pa­nied on­ly by a child who of­fered to serve as a guide. His ob­sti­na­cy was bruit­ed about the coun­try­side, and caused great con­ster­na­tion.

			He would take nei­ther his sis­ter nor Madame Ma­gloire. He tra­versed the moun­tain on mule-back, en­coun­tered no one, and ar­rived safe and sound at the res­i­dence of his “good friends,” the shep­herds. He re­mained there for a fort­night, preach­ing, ad­min­is­ter­ing the sacra­ment, teach­ing, ex­hort­ing. When the time of his de­par­ture ap­proached, he re­solved to chant a Te Deum pon­tif­i­cal­ly. He men­tioned it to the curé. But what was to be done? There were no epis­co­pal or­na­ments. They could on­ly place at his dis­pos­al a wretch­ed vil­lage sac­risty, with a few an­cient cha­sub­les of thread­bare damask adorned with im­i­ta­tion lace.

			“Bah!” said the Bish­op. “Let us an­nounce our Te Deum from the pul­pit, nev­er­the­less, Mon­sieur le Curé. Things will ar­range them­selves.”

			They in­sti­tut­ed a search in the church­es of the neigh­bor­hood. All the mag­nif­i­cence of these hum­ble parish­es com­bined would not have suf­ficed to clothe the cho­ris­ter of a cathe­dral prop­er­ly.

			While they were thus em­bar­rassed, a large chest was brought and de­posit­ed in the pres­bytery for the Bish­op, by two un­known horse­men, who de­part­ed on the in­stant. The chest was opened; it con­tained a cope of cloth of gold, a mitre or­na­ment­ed with di­a­monds, an arch­bish­op’s cross, a mag­nif­i­cent crosier—all the pon­tif­i­cal vest­ments which had been stolen a month pre­vi­ous­ly from the trea­sury of Notre Dame d’Em­brun. In the chest was a pa­per, on which these words were writ­ten, “From Cra­vat­te to Mon­seigneur Bi­en­venu.”

			“Did not I say that things would come right of them­selves?” said the Bish­op. Then he added, with a smile, “To him who con­tents him­self with the sur­plice of a cu­rate, God sends the cope of an arch­bish­op.”

			“Mon­seigneur,” mur­mured the curé, throw­ing back his head with a smile. “God—or the Dev­il.”

			The Bish­op looked steadi­ly at the curé, and re­peat­ed with au­thor­i­ty, “God!”

			When he re­turned to Chaste­lar, the peo­ple came out to stare at him as at a cu­rios­i­ty, all along the road. At the priest’s house in Chaste­lar he re­joined Made­moi­selle Bap­tis­tine and Madame Ma­gloire, who were wait­ing for him, and he said to his sis­ter: “Well! was I in the right? The poor priest went to his poor moun­taineers with emp­ty hands, and he re­turns from them with his hands full. I set out bear­ing on­ly my faith in God; I have brought back the trea­sure of a cathe­dral.”

			That evening, be­fore he went to bed, he said again: “Let us nev­er fear rob­bers nor mur­der­ers. Those are dan­gers from with­out, pet­ty dan­gers. Let us fear our­selves. Prej­u­dices are the re­al rob­bers; vices are the re­al mur­der­ers. The great dan­gers lie with­in our­selves. What mat­ters it what threat­ens our head or our purse! Let us think on­ly of that which threat­ens our soul.”

			Then, turn­ing to his sis­ter: “Sis­ter, nev­er a pre­cau­tion on the part of the priest, against his fel­low-man. That which his fel­low does, God per­mits. Let us con­fine our­selves to prayer, when we think that a dan­ger is ap­proach­ing us. Let us pray, not for our­selves, but that our broth­er may not fall in­to sin on our ac­count.”

			How­ev­er, such in­ci­dents were rare in his life. We re­late those of which we know; but gen­er­al­ly he passed his life in do­ing the same things at the same mo­ment. One month of his year re­sem­bled one hour of his day.

			As to what be­came of “the trea­sure” of the cathe­dral of Em­brun, we should be em­bar­rassed by any in­quiry in that di­rec­tion. It con­sist­ed of very hand­some things, very tempt­ing things, and things which were very well adapt­ed to be stolen for the ben­e­fit of the un­for­tu­nate. Stolen they had al­ready been else­where. Half of the ad­ven­ture was com­plet­ed; it on­ly re­mained to im­part a new di­rec­tion to the theft, and to cause it to take a short trip in the di­rec­tion of the poor. How­ev­er, we make no as­ser­tions on this point. On­ly, a rather ob­scure note was found among the Bish­op’s pa­pers, which may bear some re­la­tion to this mat­ter, and which is couched in these terms, “The ques­tion is, to de­cide whether this should be turned over to the cathe­dral or to the hos­pi­tal.”

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				Phi­los­o­phy Af­ter Drink­ing

			
			The sen­a­tor above men­tioned was a clever man, who had made his own way, heed­less of those things which present ob­sta­cles, and which are called con­science, sworn faith, jus­tice, du­ty: he had marched straight to his goal, with­out once flinch­ing in the line of his ad­vance­ment and his in­ter­est. He was an old at­tor­ney, soft­ened by suc­cess; not a bad man by any means, who ren­dered all the small ser­vices in his pow­er to his sons, his sons-in-law, his re­la­tions, and even to his friends, hav­ing wise­ly seized up­on, in life, good sides, good op­por­tu­ni­ties, good wind­falls. Ev­ery­thing else seemed to him very stupid. He was in­tel­li­gent, and just suf­fi­cient­ly ed­u­cat­ed to think him­self a dis­ci­ple of Epi­cu­rus; while he was, in re­al­i­ty, on­ly a prod­uct of Pi­gault-Le­brun. He laughed will­ing­ly and pleas­ant­ly over in­fi­nite and eter­nal things, and at the “crotch­ets of that good old fel­low the Bish­op.” He even some­times laughed at him with an ami­able au­thor­i­ty in the pres­ence of M. Myriel him­self, who lis­tened to him.

			On some semiof­fi­cial oc­ca­sion or oth­er, I do not rec­ol­lect what, Count ——— [this sen­a­tor] and M. Myriel were to dine with the pre­fect. At dessert, the sen­a­tor, who was slight­ly ex­hil­a­rat­ed, though still per­fect­ly dig­ni­fied, ex­claimed:—

			“Egad, Bish­op, let’s have a dis­cus­sion. It is hard for a sen­a­tor and a bish­op to look at each oth­er with­out wink­ing. We are two au­gurs. I am go­ing to make a con­fes­sion to you. I have a phi­los­o­phy of my own.”

			“And you are right,” replied the Bish­op. “As one makes one’s phi­los­o­phy, so one lies on it. You are on the bed of pur­ple, sen­a­tor.”

			The sen­a­tor was en­cour­aged, and went on:—

			“Let us be good fel­lows.”

			“Good dev­ils even,” said the Bish­op.

			“I de­clare to you,” con­tin­ued the sen­a­tor, “that the Mar­quis d’Ar­gens, Pyrrhon, Hobbes, and M. Naigeon are no ras­cals. I have all the philoso­phers in my li­brary gild­ed on the edges.”

			“Like your­self, Count,” in­ter­posed the Bish­op.

			The sen­a­tor re­sumed:—

			“I hate Diderot; he is an ide­ol­o­gist, a de­claimer, and a rev­o­lu­tion­ist, a be­liev­er in God at bot­tom, and more big­ot­ed than Voltaire. Voltaire made sport of Need­ham, and he was wrong, for Need­ham’s eels prove that God is use­less. A drop of vine­gar in a spoon­ful of flour paste sup­plies the fi­at lux. Sup­pose the drop to be larg­er and the spoon­ful big­ger; you have the world. Man is the eel. Then what is the good of the Eter­nal Fa­ther? The Je­ho­vah hy­poth­e­sis tires me, Bish­op. It is good for noth­ing but to pro­duce shal­low peo­ple, whose rea­son­ing is hol­low. Down with that great All, which tor­ments me! Hur­rah for Ze­ro which leaves me in peace! Be­tween you and me, and in or­der to emp­ty my sack, and make con­fes­sion to my pas­tor, as it be­hooves me to do, I will ad­mit to you that I have good sense. I am not en­thu­si­as­tic over your Je­sus, who preach­es re­nun­ci­a­tion and sac­ri­fice to the last ex­trem­i­ty. ’Tis the coun­sel of an avari­cious man to beg­gars. Re­nun­ci­a­tion; why? Sac­ri­fice; to what end? I do not see one wolf im­mo­lat­ing him­self for the hap­pi­ness of an­oth­er wolf. Let us stick to na­ture, then. We are at the top; let us have a su­pe­ri­or phi­los­o­phy. What is the ad­van­tage of be­ing at the top, if one sees no fur­ther than the end of oth­er peo­ple’s noses? Let us live mer­ri­ly. Life is all. That man has an­oth­er fu­ture else­where, on high, be­low, any­where, I don’t be­lieve; not one sin­gle word of it. Ah! sac­ri­fice and re­nun­ci­a­tion are rec­om­mend­ed to me; I must take heed to ev­ery­thing I do; I must cud­gel my brains over good and evil, over the just and the un­just, over the fas and the ne­fas. Why? Be­cause I shall have to ren­der an ac­count of my ac­tions. When? Af­ter death. What a fine dream! Af­ter my death it will be a very clever per­son who can catch me. Have a hand­ful of dust seized by a shad­ow-hand, if you can. Let us tell the truth, we who are ini­ti­at­ed, and who have raised the veil of Isis: there is no such thing as ei­ther good or evil; there is veg­e­ta­tion. Let us seek the re­al. Let us get to the bot­tom of it. Let us go in­to it thor­ough­ly. What the deuce! let us go to the bot­tom of it! We must scent out the truth; dig in the earth for it, and seize it. Then it gives you ex­quis­ite joys. Then you grow strong, and you laugh. I am square on the bot­tom, I am. Im­mor­tal­i­ty, Bish­op, is a chance, a wait­ing for dead men’s shoes. Ah! what a charm­ing prom­ise! trust to it, if you like! What a fine lot Adam has! We are souls, and we shall be an­gels, with blue wings on our shoul­der-blades. Do come to my as­sis­tance: is it not Ter­tul­lian who says that the blessed shall trav­el from star to star? Very well. We shall be the grasshop­pers of the stars. And then, be­sides, we shall see God. Ta, ta, ta! What twad­dle all these par­adis­es are! God is a non­sen­si­cal mon­ster. I would not say that in the Moni­teur, egad! but I may whis­per it among friends. In­ter poc­u­la. To sac­ri­fice the world to par­adise is to let slip the prey for the shad­ow. Be the dupe of the in­fi­nite! I’m not such a fool. I am a nought. I call my­self ‘Mon­sieur le Comte Nought,’ sen­a­tor. Did I ex­ist be­fore my birth? No. Shall I ex­ist af­ter death? No. What am I? A lit­tle dust col­lect­ed in an or­gan­ism. What am I to do on this earth? The choice rests with me: suf­fer or en­joy. Whith­er will suf­fer­ing lead me? To noth­ing­ness; but I shall have suf­fered. Whith­er will en­joy­ment lead me? To noth­ing­ness; but I shall have en­joyed my­self. My choice is made. One must eat or be eat­en. I shall eat. It is bet­ter to be the tooth than the grass. Such is my wis­dom. Af­ter which, go whith­er I push thee, the gravedig­ger is there; the Pan­theon for some of us: all falls in­to the great hole. End. Fi­nis. To­tal liq­ui­da­tion. This is the van­ish­ing-point. Death is death, be­lieve me. I laugh at the idea of there be­ing any­one who has any­thing to tell me on that sub­ject. Fa­bles of nurs­es; buga­boo for chil­dren; Je­ho­vah for men. No; our to­mor­row is the night. Be­yond the tomb there is noth­ing but equal noth­ing­ness. You have been Sar­dana­palus, you have been Vin­cent de Paul—it makes no dif­fer­ence. That is the truth. Then live your life, above all things. Make use of your I while you have it. In truth, Bish­op, I tell you that I have a phi­los­o­phy of my own, and I have my philoso­phers. I don’t let my­self be tak­en in with that non­sense. Of course, there must be some­thing for those who are down—for the bare­foot­ed beg­gars, knife-grinders, and mis­er­able wretch­es. Leg­ends, chi­maeras, the soul, im­mor­tal­i­ty, par­adise, the stars, are pro­vid­ed for them to swal­low. They gob­ble it down. They spread it on their dry bread. He who has noth­ing else has the good God. That is the least he can have. I op­pose no ob­jec­tion to that; but I re­serve Mon­sieur Naigeon for my­self. The good God is good for the pop­u­lace.”

			The Bish­op clapped his hands.

			“That’s talk­ing!” he ex­claimed. “What an ex­cel­lent and re­al­ly mar­vel­lous thing is this ma­te­ri­al­ism! Not ev­ery­one who wants it can have it. Ah! when one does have it, one is no longer a dupe, one does not stupid­ly al­low one’s self to be ex­iled like Cato, nor stoned like Stephen, nor burned alive like Jeanne d’Arc. Those who have suc­ceed­ed in procur­ing this ad­mirable ma­te­ri­al­ism have the joy of feel­ing them­selves ir­re­spon­si­ble, and of think­ing that they can de­vour ev­ery­thing with­out un­easi­ness—places, sinecures, dig­ni­ties, pow­er, whether well or ill ac­quired, lu­cra­tive re­can­ta­tions, use­ful treach­eries, sa­vory ca­pit­u­la­tions of con­science—and that they shall en­ter the tomb with their di­ges­tion ac­com­plished. How agree­able that is! I do not say that with ref­er­ence to you, sen­a­tor. Nev­er­the­less, it is im­pos­si­ble for me to re­frain from con­grat­u­lat­ing you. You great lords have, so you say, a phi­los­o­phy of your own, and for your­selves, which is ex­quis­ite, re­fined, ac­ces­si­ble to the rich alone, good for all sauces, and which sea­sons the volup­tuous­ness of life ad­mirably. This phi­los­o­phy has been ex­tract­ed from the depths, and un­earthed by spe­cial seek­ers. But you are good-na­tured princes, and you do not think it a bad thing that be­lief in the good God should con­sti­tute the phi­los­o­phy of the peo­ple, very much as the goose stuffed with chest­nuts is the truf­fled tur­key of the poor.”

		
	
		
			
				IX

				The Broth­er as De­pict­ed by the Sis­ter

			
			In or­der to fur­nish an idea of the pri­vate es­tab­lish­ment of the Bish­op of D——, and of the man­ner in which those two saint­ed wom­en sub­or­di­nat­ed their ac­tions, their thoughts, their fem­i­nine in­stincts even, which are eas­i­ly alarmed, to the habits and pur­pos­es of the Bish­op, with­out his even tak­ing the trou­ble of speak­ing in or­der to ex­plain them, we can­not do bet­ter than tran­scribe in this place a let­ter from Made­moi­selle Bap­tis­tine to Madame the Vi­comt­ess de Bois­chevron, the friend of her child­hood. This let­ter is in our pos­ses­sion.

			
				
					D——,

					Dec. 16, 18—.

				
				My good madam,

				Not a day pass­es with­out our speak­ing of you. It is our es­tab­lished cus­tom; but there is an­oth­er rea­son be­sides. Just imag­ine, while wash­ing and dust­ing the ceil­ings and walls, Madam Ma­gloire has made some dis­cov­er­ies; now our two cham­bers hung with an­tique pa­per white­washed over, would not dis­cred­it a château in the style of yours. Madam Ma­gloire has pulled off all the pa­per. There were things be­neath. My draw­ing-room, which con­tains no fur­ni­ture, and which we use for spread­ing out the linen af­ter wash­ing, is fif­teen feet in height, eigh­teen square, with a ceil­ing which was for­mer­ly paint­ed and gild­ed, and with beams, as in yours. This was cov­ered with a cloth while this was the hos­pi­tal. And the wood­work was of the era of our grand­moth­ers. But my room is the one you ought to see. Madam Ma­gloire has dis­cov­ered, un­der at least ten thick­ness­es of pa­per past­ed on top, some paint­ings, which with­out be­ing good are very tol­er­a­ble. The sub­ject is Telemachus be­ing knight­ed by Min­er­va in some gar­dens, the name of which es­capes me. In short, where the Ro­man ladies re­paired on one sin­gle night. What shall I say to you? I have Ro­mans, and Ro­man ladies [here oc­curs an il­leg­i­ble word], and the whole train. Madam Ma­gloire has cleaned it all off; this sum­mer she is go­ing to have some small in­juries re­paired, and the whole re­var­nished, and my cham­ber will be a reg­u­lar mu­se­um. She has al­so found in a cor­ner of the at­tic two wood­en pier-ta­bles of an­cient fash­ion. They asked us two crowns of six francs each to regild them, but it is much bet­ter to give the mon­ey to the poor; and they are very ug­ly be­sides, and I should much pre­fer a round ta­ble of ma­hogany.

				I am al­ways very hap­py. My broth­er is so good. He gives all he has to the poor and sick. We are very much cramped. The coun­try is try­ing in the win­ter, and we re­al­ly must do some­thing for those who are in need. We are al­most com­fort­ably light­ed and warmed. You see that these are great treats.

				My broth­er has ways of his own. When he talks, he says that a bish­op ought to be so. Just imag­ine! the door of our house is nev­er fas­tened. Who­ev­er choos­es to en­ter finds him­self at once in my broth­er’s room. He fears noth­ing, even at night. That is his sort of brav­ery, he says.

				He does not wish me or Madame Ma­gloire feel any fear for him. He ex­pos­es him­self to all sorts of dan­gers, and he does not like to have us even seem to no­tice it. One must know how to un­der­stand him.

				He goes out in the rain, he walks in the wa­ter, he trav­els in win­ter. He fears nei­ther sus­pi­cious roads nor dan­ger­ous en­coun­ters, nor night.

				Last year he went quite alone in­to a coun­try of rob­bers. He would not take us. He was ab­sent for a fort­night. On his re­turn noth­ing had hap­pened to him; he was thought to be dead, but was per­fect­ly well, and said, “This is the way I have been robbed!” And then he opened a trunk full of jew­els, all the jew­els of the cathe­dral of Em­brun, which the thieves had giv­en him.

				When he re­turned on that oc­ca­sion, I could not re­frain from scold­ing him a lit­tle, tak­ing care, how­ev­er, not to speak ex­cept when the car­riage was mak­ing a noise, so that no one might hear me.

				At first I used to say to my­self, “There are no dan­gers which will stop him; he is ter­ri­ble.” Now I have end­ed by get­ting used to it. I make a sign to Madam Ma­gloire that she is not to op­pose him. He risks him­self as he sees fit. I car­ry off Madam Ma­gloire, I en­ter my cham­ber, I pray for him and fall asleep. I am at ease, be­cause I know that if any­thing were to hap­pen to him, it would be the end of me. I should go to the good God with my broth­er and my bish­op. It has cost Madam Ma­gloire more trou­ble than it did me to ac­cus­tom her­self to what she terms his im­pru­dences. But now the habit has been ac­quired. We pray to­geth­er, we trem­ble to­geth­er, and we fall asleep. If the dev­il were to en­ter this house, he would be al­lowed to do so. Af­ter all, what is there for us to fear in this house? There is al­ways some­one with us who is stronger than we. The dev­il may pass through it, but the good God dwells here.

				This suf­fices me. My broth­er has no longer any need of say­ing a word to me. I un­der­stand him with­out his speak­ing, and we aban­don our­selves to the care of Prov­i­dence. That is the way one has to do with a man who pos­sess­es grandeur of soul.

				I have in­ter­ro­gat­ed my broth­er with re­gard to the in­for­ma­tion which you de­sire on the sub­ject of the Faux fam­i­ly. You are aware that he knows ev­ery­thing, and that he has mem­o­ries, be­cause he is still a very good roy­al­ist. They re­al­ly are a very an­cient Nor­man fam­i­ly of the gen­er­al­ship of Caen. Five hun­dred years ago there was a Raoul de Faux, a Jean de Faux, and a Thomas de Faux, who were gen­tle­men, and one of whom was a seigneur de Rochefort. The last was Guy-Éti­enne-Alexan­dre, and was com­man­der of a reg­i­ment, and some­thing in the light horse of Bre­tagne. His daugh­ter, Marie-Louise, mar­ried Adrien-Charles de Gra­mont, son of the Duke Louis de Gra­mont, peer of France, colonel of the French guards, and lieu­tenant-gen­er­al of the army. It is writ­ten Faux, Fauq, and Faoucq.

				Good Madame, rec­om­mend us to the prayers of your saint­ed rel­a­tive, Mon­sieur the Car­di­nal. As for your dear Syl­vanie, she has done well in not wast­ing the few mo­ments which she pass­es with you in writ­ing to me. She is well, works as you would wish, and loves me. That is all that I de­sire. The sou­venir which she sent through you reached me safe­ly, and it makes me very hap­py. My health is not so very bad, and yet I grow thin­ner ev­ery day. Farewell; my pa­per is at an end, and this forces me to leave you. A thou­sand good wish­es.

				
					Bap­tis­tine

					P.S. Your grand nephew is charm­ing. Do you know that he will soon be five years old? Yes­ter­day he saw some­one rid­ing by on horse­back who had on kneecaps, and he said, “What has he got on his knees?” He is a charm­ing child! His lit­tle broth­er is drag­ging an old broom about the room, like a car­riage, and say­ing, “Hu!”

				
			

			As will be per­ceived from this let­ter, these two wom­en un­der­stood how to mould them­selves to the Bish­op’s ways with that spe­cial fem­i­nine ge­nius which com­pre­hends the man bet­ter than he com­pre­hends him­self. The Bish­op of D——, in spite of the gen­tle and can­did air which nev­er de­sert­ed him, some­times did things that were grand, bold, and mag­nif­i­cent, with­out seem­ing to have even a sus­pi­cion of the fact. They trem­bled, but they let him alone. Some­times Madame Ma­gloire es­sayed a re­mon­strance in ad­vance, but nev­er at the time, nor af­ter­wards. They nev­er in­ter­fered with him by so much as a word or sign, in any ac­tion once en­tered up­on. At cer­tain mo­ments, with­out his hav­ing oc­ca­sion to men­tion it, when he was not even con­scious of it him­self in all prob­a­bil­i­ty, so per­fect was his sim­plic­i­ty, they vague­ly felt that he was act­ing as a bish­op; then they were noth­ing more than two shad­ows in the house. They served him pas­sive­ly; and if obe­di­ence con­sist­ed in dis­ap­pear­ing, they dis­ap­peared. They un­der­stood, with an ad­mirable del­i­ca­cy of in­stinct, that cer­tain cares may be put un­der con­straint. Thus, even when be­liev­ing him to be in per­il, they un­der­stood, I will not say his thought, but his na­ture, to such a de­gree that they no longer watched over him. They con­fid­ed him to God.

			More­over, Bap­tis­tine said, as we have just read, that her broth­er’s end would prove her own. Madame Ma­gloire did not say this, but she knew it.

		
	
		
			
				X

				The Bish­op in the Pres­ence of an Un­known Light

			
			At an epoch a lit­tle lat­er than the date of the let­ter cit­ed in the pre­ced­ing pages, he did a thing which, if the whole town was to be be­lieved, was even more haz­ardous than his trip across the moun­tains in­fest­ed with ban­dits.

			In the coun­try near D—— a man lived quite alone. This man, we will state at once, was a for­mer mem­ber of the Con­ven­tion. His name was G——

			Mem­ber of the Con­ven­tion, G—— was men­tioned with a sort of hor­ror in the lit­tle world of D——. A mem­ber of the Con­ven­tion—can you imag­ine such a thing? That ex­ist­ed from the time when peo­ple called each oth­er “thou,” and when they said “cit­i­zen.” This man was al­most a mon­ster. He had not vot­ed for the death of the king, but al­most. He was a quasi-regi­cide. He had been a ter­ri­ble man. How did it hap­pen that such a man had not been brought be­fore a provost’s court, on the re­turn of the le­git­i­mate princes? They need not have cut off his head, if you please; clemen­cy must be ex­er­cised, agreed; but a good ban­ish­ment for life. An ex­am­ple, in short, etc. Be­sides, he was an athe­ist, like all the rest of those peo­ple. Gos­sip of the geese about the vul­ture.

			Was G—— a vul­ture af­ter all? Yes; if he were to be judged by the el­e­ment of fe­roc­i­ty in this soli­tude of his. As he had not vot­ed for the death of the king, he had not been in­clud­ed in the de­crees of ex­ile, and had been able to re­main in France.

			He dwelt at a dis­tance of three-quar­ters of an hour from the city, far from any ham­let, far from any road, in some hid­den turn of a very wild val­ley, no one knew ex­act­ly where. He had there, it was said, a sort of field, a hole, a lair. There were no neigh­bors, not even passers­by. Since he had dwelt in that val­ley, the path which led thith­er had dis­ap­peared un­der a growth of grass. The lo­cal­i­ty was spo­ken of as though it had been the dwelling of a hang­man.

			Nev­er­the­less, the Bish­op med­i­tat­ed on the sub­ject, and from time to time he gazed at the hori­zon at a point where a clump of trees marked the val­ley of the for­mer mem­ber of the Con­ven­tion, and he said, “There is a soul yon­der which is lone­ly.”

			And he added, deep in his own mind, “I owe him a vis­it.”

			But, let us avow it, this idea, which seemed nat­u­ral at the first blush, ap­peared to him af­ter a mo­ment’s re­flec­tion, as strange, im­pos­si­ble, and al­most re­pul­sive. For, at bot­tom, he shared the gen­er­al im­pres­sion, and the old mem­ber of the Con­ven­tion in­spired him, with­out his be­ing clear­ly con­scious of the fact him­self, with that sen­ti­ment which bor­ders on hate, and which is so well ex­pressed by the word es­trange­ment.

			Still, should the scab of the sheep cause the shep­herd to re­coil? No. But what a sheep!

			The good Bish­op was per­plexed. Some­times he set out in that di­rec­tion; then he re­turned.

			Fi­nal­ly, the ru­mor one day spread through the town that a sort of young shep­herd, who served the mem­ber of the Con­ven­tion in his hov­el, had come in quest of a doc­tor; that the old wretch was dy­ing, that paral­y­sis was gain­ing on him, and that he would not live over night.—“Thank God!” some added.

			The Bish­op took his staff, put on his cloak, on ac­count of his too thread­bare cas­sock, as we have men­tioned, and be­cause of the evening breeze which was sure to rise soon, and set out.

			The sun was set­ting, and had al­most touched the hori­zon when the Bish­op ar­rived at the ex­com­mu­ni­cat­ed spot. With a cer­tain beat­ing of the heart, he rec­og­nized the fact that he was near the lair. He strode over a ditch, leaped a hedge, made his way through a fence of dead boughs, en­tered a ne­glect­ed pad­dock, took a few steps with a good deal of bold­ness, and sud­den­ly, at the ex­trem­i­ty of the waste land, and be­hind lofty bram­bles, he caught sight of the cav­ern.

			It was a very low hut, poor, small, and clean, with a vine nailed against the out­side.

			Near the door, in an old wheel­chair, the arm­chair of the peas­ants, there was a white-haired man, smil­ing at the sun.

			Near the seat­ed man stood a young boy, the shep­herd lad. He was of­fer­ing the old man a jar of milk.

			While the Bish­op was watch­ing him, the old man spoke: “Thank you,” he said, “I need noth­ing.” And his smile quit­ted the sun to rest up­on the child.

			The Bish­op stepped for­ward. At the sound which he made in walk­ing, the old man turned his head, and his face ex­pressed the sum to­tal of the sur­prise which a man can still feel af­ter a long life.

			“This is the first time since I have been here,” said he, “that any­one has en­tered here. Who are you, sir?”

			The Bish­op an­swered:—

			“My name is Bi­en­venu Myriel.”

			“Bi­en­venu Myriel? I have heard that name. Are you the man whom the peo­ple call Mon­seigneur Wel­come?”

			“I am.”

			The old man re­sumed with a half-smile.

			“In that case, you are my bish­op?”

			“Some­thing of that sort.”

			“En­ter, sir.”

			The mem­ber of the Con­ven­tion ex­tend­ed his hand to the Bish­op, but the Bish­op did not take it. The Bish­op con­fined him­self to the re­mark:—

			“I am pleased to see that I have been mis­in­formed. You cer­tain­ly do not seem to me to be ill.”

			“Mon­sieur,” replied the old man, “I am go­ing to re­cov­er.”

			He paused, and then said:—

			“I shall die three hours hence.”

			Then he con­tin­ued:—

			“I am some­thing of a doc­tor; I know in what fash­ion the last hour draws on. Yes­ter­day, on­ly my feet were cold; to­day, the chill has as­cend­ed to my knees; now I feel it mount­ing to my waist; when it reach­es the heart, I shall stop. The sun is beau­ti­ful, is it not? I had my­self wheeled out here to take a last look at things. You can talk to me; it does not fa­tigue me. You have done well to come and look at a man who is on the point of death. It is well that there should be wit­ness­es at that mo­ment. One has one’s caprices; I should have liked to last un­til the dawn, but I know that I shall hard­ly live three hours. It will be night then. What does it mat­ter, af­ter all? Dy­ing is a sim­ple af­fair. One has no need of the light for that. So be it. I shall die by starlight.”

			The old man turned to the shep­herd lad:—

			“Go to thy bed; thou wert awake all last night; thou art tired.”

			The child en­tered the hut.

			The old man fol­lowed him with his eyes, and added, as though speak­ing to him­self:—

			“I shall die while he sleeps. The two slum­bers may be good neigh­bors.”

			The Bish­op was not touched as it seems that he should have been. He did not think he dis­cerned God in this man­ner of dy­ing; let us say the whole, for these pet­ty con­tra­dic­tions of great hearts must be in­di­cat­ed like the rest: he, who on oc­ca­sion, was so fond of laugh­ing at “His Grace,” was rather shocked at not be­ing ad­dressed as Mon­seigneur, and he was al­most tempt­ed to re­tort “cit­i­zen.” He was as­sailed by a fan­cy for peev­ish fa­mil­iar­i­ty, com­mon enough to doc­tors and priests, but which was not ha­bit­u­al with him. This man, af­ter all, this mem­ber of the Con­ven­tion, this rep­re­sen­ta­tive of the peo­ple, had been one of the pow­er­ful ones of the earth; for the first time in his life, prob­a­bly, the Bish­op felt in a mood to be se­vere.

			Mean­while, the mem­ber of the Con­ven­tion had been sur­vey­ing him with a mod­est cor­dial­i­ty, in which one could have dis­tin­guished, pos­si­bly, that hu­mil­i­ty which is so fit­ting when one is on the verge of re­turn­ing to dust.

			The Bish­op, on his side, al­though he gen­er­al­ly re­strained his cu­rios­i­ty, which, in his opin­ion, bor­dered on a fault, could not re­frain from ex­am­in­ing the mem­ber of the Con­ven­tion with an at­ten­tion which, as it did not have its course in sym­pa­thy, would have served his con­science as a mat­ter of re­proach, in con­nec­tion with any oth­er man. A mem­ber of the Con­ven­tion pro­duced on him some­what the ef­fect of be­ing out­side the pale of the law, even of the law of char­i­ty. G——, calm, his body al­most up­right, his voice vi­brat­ing, was one of those oc­to­ge­nar­i­ans who form the sub­ject of as­ton­ish­ment to the phys­i­ol­o­gist. The Rev­o­lu­tion had many of these men, pro­por­tioned to the epoch. In this old man one was con­scious of a man put to the proof. Though so near to his end, he pre­served all the ges­tures of health. In his clear glance, in his firm tone, in the ro­bust move­ment of his shoul­ders, there was some­thing cal­cu­lat­ed to dis­con­cert death. Azrael, the Mo­hammedan an­gel of the sepul­chre, would have turned back, and thought that he had mis­tak­en the door. G—— seemed to be dy­ing be­cause he willed it so. There was free­dom in his agony. His legs alone were mo­tion­less. It was there that the shad­ows held him fast. His feet were cold and dead, but his head sur­vived with all the pow­er of life, and seemed full of light. G——, at this solemn mo­ment, re­sem­bled the king in that tale of the Ori­ent who was flesh above and mar­ble be­low.

			There was a stone there. The Bish­op sat down. The ex­ordi­um was abrupt.

			“I con­grat­u­late you,” said he, in the tone which one us­es for a rep­ri­mand. “You did not vote for the death of the king, af­ter all.”

			The old mem­ber of the Con­ven­tion did not ap­pear to no­tice the bit­ter mean­ing un­der­ly­ing the words “af­ter all.” He replied. The smile had quite dis­ap­peared from his face.

			“Do not con­grat­u­late me too much, sir. I did vote for the death of the tyrant.”

			It was the tone of aus­ter­i­ty an­swer­ing the tone of sever­i­ty.

			“What do you mean to say?” re­sumed the Bish­op.

			“I mean to say that man has a tyrant—ig­no­rance. I vot­ed for the death of that tyrant. That tyrant en­gen­dered roy­al­ty, which is au­thor­i­ty false­ly un­der­stood, while sci­ence is au­thor­i­ty right­ly un­der­stood. Man should be gov­erned on­ly by sci­ence.”

			“And con­science,” added the Bish­op.

			“It is the same thing. Con­science is the quan­ti­ty of in­nate sci­ence which we have with­in us.”

			Mon­seigneur Bi­en­venu lis­tened in some as­ton­ish­ment to this lan­guage, which was very new to him.

			The mem­ber of the Con­ven­tion re­sumed:—

			“So far as Louis XVI was con­cerned, I said ‘no.’ I did not think that I had the right to kill a man; but I felt it my du­ty to ex­ter­mi­nate evil. I vot­ed the end of the tyrant, that is to say, the end of pros­ti­tu­tion for wom­an, the end of slav­ery for man, the end of night for the child. In vot­ing for the Re­pub­lic, I vot­ed for that. I vot­ed for fra­ter­ni­ty, con­cord, the dawn. I have aid­ed in the over­throw of prej­u­dices and er­rors. The crum­bling away of prej­u­dices and er­rors caus­es light. We have caused the fall of the old world, and the old world, that vase of mis­eries, has be­come, through its up­set­ting up­on the hu­man race, an urn of joy.”

			“Mixed joy,” said the Bish­op.

			“You may say trou­bled joy, and to­day, af­ter that fa­tal re­turn of the past, which is called 1814, joy which has dis­ap­peared! Alas! The work was in­com­plete, I ad­mit: we de­mol­ished the an­cient regime in deeds; we were not able to sup­press it en­tire­ly in ideas. To de­stroy abus­es is not suf­fi­cient; cus­toms must be mod­i­fied. The mill is there no longer; the wind is still there.”

			“You have de­mol­ished. It may be of use to de­mol­ish, but I dis­trust a de­mo­li­tion com­pli­cat­ed with wrath.”

			“Right has its wrath, Bish­op; and the wrath of right is an el­e­ment of progress. In any case, and in spite of what­ev­er may be said, the French Rev­o­lu­tion is the most im­por­tant step of the hu­man race since the ad­vent of Christ. In­com­plete, it may be, but sub­lime. It set free all the un­known so­cial quan­ti­ties; it soft­ened spir­its, it calmed, ap­peased, en­light­ened; it caused the waves of civ­i­liza­tion to flow over the earth. It was a good thing. The French Rev­o­lu­tion is the con­se­cra­tion of hu­man­i­ty.”

			The Bish­op could not re­frain from mur­mur­ing:—

			“Yes? ’93!”

			The mem­ber of the Con­ven­tion straight­ened him­self up in his chair with an al­most lugubri­ous solem­ni­ty, and ex­claimed, so far as a dy­ing man is ca­pa­ble of ex­cla­ma­tion:—

			“Ah, there you go; ’93! I was ex­pect­ing that word. A cloud had been form­ing for the space of fif­teen hun­dred years; at the end of fif­teen hun­dred years it burst. You are putting the thun­der­bolt on its tri­al.”

			The Bish­op felt, with­out, per­haps, con­fess­ing it, that some­thing with­in him had suf­fered ex­tinc­tion. Nev­er­the­less, he put a good face on the mat­ter. He replied:—

			“The judge speaks in the name of jus­tice; the priest speaks in the name of pity, which is noth­ing but a more lofty jus­tice. A thun­der­bolt should com­mit no er­ror.” And he added, re­gard­ing the mem­ber of the Con­ven­tion steadi­ly the while, “Louis XVII?”

			The con­ven­tionary stretched forth his hand and grasped the Bish­op’s arm.

			“Louis XVII! Let us see. For whom do you mourn? is it for the in­no­cent child? very good; in that case I mourn with you. Is it for the roy­al child? I de­mand time for re­flec­tion. To me, the broth­er of Car­touche, an in­no­cent child who was hung up by the armpits in the Place de Grève, un­til death en­sued, for the sole crime of hav­ing been the broth­er of Car­touche, is no less painful than the grand­son of Louis XV, an in­no­cent child, mar­tyred in the tow­er of the Tem­ple, for the sole crime of hav­ing been grand­son of Louis XV.”

			“Mon­sieur,” said the Bish­op, “I like not this con­junc­tion of names.”

			“Car­touche? Louis XV? To which of the two do you ob­ject?”

			A mo­men­tary si­lence en­sued. The Bish­op al­most re­gret­ted hav­ing come, and yet he felt vague­ly and strange­ly shak­en.

			The con­ven­tionary re­sumed:—

			“Ah, Mon­sieur Priest, you love not the cru­di­ties of the true. Christ loved them. He seized a rod and cleared out the Tem­ple. His scourge, full of light­nings, was a harsh speak­er of truths. When he cried, ‘Si­nite parvu­los,’ he made no dis­tinc­tion be­tween the lit­tle chil­dren. It would not have em­bar­rassed him to bring to­geth­er the Dauphin of Barab­bas and the Dauphin of Herod. In­no­cence, Mon­sieur, is its own crown. In­no­cence has no need to be a high­ness. It is as au­gust in rags as in fleurs de lys.”

			“That is true,” said the Bish­op in a low voice.

			“I per­sist,” con­tin­ued the con­ven­tionary G—— “You have men­tioned Louis XVII to me. Let us come to an un­der­stand­ing. Shall we weep for all the in­no­cent, all mar­tyrs, all chil­dren, the low­ly as well as the ex­alt­ed? I agree to that. But in that case, as I have told you, we must go back fur­ther than ’93, and our tears must be­gin be­fore Louis XVII. I will weep with you over the chil­dren of kings, pro­vid­ed that you will weep with me over the chil­dren of the peo­ple.”

			“I weep for all,” said the Bish­op.

			“Equal­ly!” ex­claimed con­ven­tionary G——; “and if the bal­ance must in­cline, let it be on the side of the peo­ple. They have been suf­fer­ing longer.”

			An­oth­er si­lence en­sued. The con­ven­tionary was the first to break it. He raised him­self on one el­bow, took a bit of his cheek be­tween his thumb and his fore­fin­ger, as one does me­chan­i­cal­ly when one in­ter­ro­gates and judges, and ap­pealed to the Bish­op with a gaze full of all the forces of the death agony. It was al­most an ex­plo­sion.

			“Yes, sir, the peo­ple have been suf­fer­ing a long while. And hold! that is not all, ei­ther; why have you just ques­tioned me and talked to me about Louis XVII? I know you not. Ev­er since I have been in these parts I have dwelt in this en­clo­sure alone, nev­er set­ting foot out­side, and see­ing no one but that child who helps me. Your name has reached me in a con­fused man­ner, it is true, and very bad­ly pro­nounced, I must ad­mit; but that sig­ni­fies noth­ing: clever men have so many ways of im­pos­ing on that hon­est good­man, the peo­ple. By the way, I did not hear the sound of your car­riage; you have left it yon­der, be­hind the cop­pice at the fork of the roads, no doubt. I do not know you, I tell you. You have told me that you are the Bish­op; but that af­fords me no in­for­ma­tion as to your moral per­son­al­i­ty. In short, I re­peat my ques­tion. Who are you? You are a bish­op; that is to say, a prince of the church, one of those gild­ed men with heraldic bear­ings and rev­enues, who have vast prebends—the bish­opric of D—— fif­teen thou­sand francs set­tled in­come, ten thou­sand in perquisites; to­tal, twen­ty-five thou­sand francs—who have kitchens, who have liv­er­ies, who make good cheer, who eat moorhens on Fri­day, who strut about, a lack­ey be­fore, a lack­ey be­hind, in a gala coach, and who have palaces, and who roll in their car­riages in the name of Je­sus Christ who went bare­foot! You are a prelate—rev­enues, palace, hors­es, ser­vants, good ta­ble, all the sen­su­al­i­ties of life; you have this like the rest, and like the rest, you en­joy it; it is well; but this says ei­ther too much or too lit­tle; this does not en­light­en me up­on the in­trin­sic and es­sen­tial val­ue of the man who comes with the prob­a­ble in­ten­tion of bring­ing wis­dom to me. To whom do I speak? Who are you?”

			The Bish­op hung his head and replied, “Ver­mis sum—I am a worm.”

			“A worm of the earth in a car­riage?” growled the con­ven­tionary.

			It was the con­ven­tionary’s turn to be ar­ro­gant, and the Bish­op’s to be hum­ble.

			The Bish­op re­sumed mild­ly:—

			“So be it, sir. But ex­plain to me how my car­riage, which is a few paces off be­hind the trees yon­der, how my good ta­ble and the moorhens which I eat on Fri­day, how my twen­ty-five thou­sand francs in­come, how my palace and my lack­eys prove that clemen­cy is not a du­ty, and that ’93 was not in­ex­orable.”

			The con­ven­tionary passed his hand across his brow, as though to sweep away a cloud.

			“Be­fore re­ply­ing to you,” he said, “I be­seech you to par­don me. I have just com­mit­ted a wrong, sir. You are at my house, you are my guest, I owe you cour­tesy. You dis­cuss my ideas, and it be­comes me to con­fine my­self to com­bat­ing your ar­gu­ments. Your rich­es and your plea­sures are ad­van­tages which I hold over you in the de­bate; but good taste dic­tates that I shall not make use of them. I prom­ise you to make no use of them in the fu­ture.”

			“I thank you,” said the Bish­op.

			G—— re­sumed.

			“Let us re­turn to the ex­pla­na­tion which you have asked of me. Where were we? What were you say­ing to me? That ’93 was in­ex­orable?”

			“In­ex­orable; yes,” said the Bish­op. “What think you of Marat clap­ping his hands at the guil­lo­tine?”

			“What think you of Bossuet chant­ing the Te Deum over the drag­onnades?”

			The re­tort was a harsh one, but it at­tained its mark with the di­rect­ness of a point of steel. The Bish­op quiv­ered un­der it; no re­ply oc­curred to him; but he was of­fend­ed by this mode of al­lud­ing to Bossuet. The best of minds will have their fetish­es, and they some­times feel vague­ly wound­ed by the want of re­spect of log­ic.

			The con­ven­tionary be­gan to pant; the asth­ma of the agony which is min­gled with the last breaths in­ter­rupt­ed his voice; still, there was a per­fect lu­cid­i­ty of soul in his eyes. He went on:—

			“Let me say a few words more in this and that di­rec­tion; I am will­ing. Apart from the Rev­o­lu­tion, which, tak­en as a whole, is an im­mense hu­man af­fir­ma­tion, ’93 is, alas! a re­join­der. You think it in­ex­orable, sir; but what of the whole monar­chy, sir? Car­ri­er is a ban­dit; but what name do you give to Mon­trev­el? Fouquier-Tainville is a ras­cal; but what is your opin­ion as to Lam­oignon-Bâville? Mail­lard is ter­ri­ble; but Saulx-Ta­vannes, if you please? Duchêne se­nior is fe­ro­cious; but what ep­i­thet will you al­low me for the el­der Letel­li­er? Jour­dan-Coupe-Tetê is a mon­ster; but not so great a one as M. the Mar­quis de Lou­vois. Sir, sir, I am sor­ry for Marie An­toinette, arch­duchess and queen; but I am al­so sor­ry for that poor Huguenot wom­an, who, in 1685, un­der Louis the Great, sir, while with a nurs­ing in­fant, was bound, naked to the waist, to a stake, and the child kept at a dis­tance; her breast swelled with milk and her heart with an­guish; the lit­tle one, hun­gry and pale, be­held that breast and cried and ag­o­nized; the ex­e­cu­tion­er said to the wom­an, a moth­er and a nurse, ‘Ab­jure!’ giv­ing her her choice be­tween the death of her in­fant and the death of her con­science. What say you to that tor­ture of Tan­ta­lus as ap­plied to a moth­er? Bear this well in mind sir: the French Rev­o­lu­tion had its rea­sons for ex­is­tence; its wrath will be ab­solved by the fu­ture; its re­sult is the world made bet­ter. From its most ter­ri­ble blows there comes forth a ca­ress for the hu­man race. I abridge, I stop, I have too much the ad­van­tage; more­over, I am dy­ing.”

			And ceas­ing to gaze at the Bish­op, the con­ven­tionary con­clud­ed his thoughts in these tran­quil words:—

			“Yes, the bru­tal­i­ties of progress are called rev­o­lu­tions. When they are over, this fact is rec­og­nized—that the hu­man race has been treat­ed harsh­ly, but that it has pro­gressed.”

			The con­ven­tionary doubt­ed not that he had suc­ces­sive­ly con­quered all the in­most in­trench­ments of the Bish­op. One re­mained, how­ev­er, and from this in­trench­ment, the last re­source of Mon­seigneur Bi­en­venu’s re­sis­tance, came forth this re­ply, where­in ap­peared near­ly all the harsh­ness of the be­gin­ning:—

			“Progress should be­lieve in God. Good can­not have an im­pi­ous servi­tor. He who is an athe­ist is but a bad lead­er for the hu­man race.”

			The for­mer rep­re­sen­ta­tive of the peo­ple made no re­ply. He was seized with a fit of trem­bling. He looked to­wards heav­en, and in his glance a tear gath­ered slow­ly. When the eye­lid was full, the tear trick­led down his livid cheek, and he said, al­most in a stam­mer, quite low, and to him­self, while his eyes were plunged in the depths:—

			“O thou! O ide­al! Thou alone ex­is­test!”

			The Bish­op ex­pe­ri­enced an in­de­scrib­able shock.

			Af­ter a pause, the old man raised a fin­ger heav­en­ward and said:—

			“The in­fi­nite is. He is there. If the in­fi­nite had no per­son, per­son would be with­out lim­it; it would not be in­fi­nite; in oth­er words, it would not ex­ist. There is, then, an I. That I of the in­fi­nite is God.”

			The dy­ing man had pro­nounced these last words in a loud voice, and with the shiv­er of ec­sta­sy, as though he be­held some­one. When he had spo­ken, his eyes closed. The ef­fort had ex­haust­ed him. It was ev­i­dent that he had just lived through in a mo­ment the few hours which had been left to him. That which he had said brought him near­er to him who is in death. The supreme mo­ment was ap­proach­ing.

			The Bish­op un­der­stood this; time pressed; it was as a priest that he had come: from ex­treme cold­ness he had passed by de­grees to ex­treme emo­tion; he gazed at those closed eyes, he took that wrin­kled, aged and ice-cold hand in his, and bent over the dy­ing man.

			“This hour is the hour of God. Do you not think that it would be re­gret­table if we had met in vain?”

			The con­ven­tionary opened his eyes again. A grav­i­ty min­gled with gloom was im­print­ed on his coun­te­nance.

			“Bish­op,” said he, with a slow­ness which prob­a­bly arose more from his dig­ni­ty of soul than from the fail­ing of his strength, “I have passed my life in med­i­ta­tion, study, and con­tem­pla­tion. I was six­ty years of age when my coun­try called me and com­mand­ed me to con­cern my­self with its af­fairs. I obeyed. Abus­es ex­ist­ed, I com­bat­ed them; tyran­nies ex­ist­ed, I de­stroyed them; rights and prin­ci­ples ex­ist­ed, I pro­claimed and con­fessed them. Our ter­ri­to­ry was in­vad­ed, I de­fend­ed it; France was men­aced, I of­fered my breast. I was not rich; I am poor. I have been one of the mas­ters of the state; the vaults of the trea­sury were en­cum­bered with specie to such a de­gree that we were forced to shore up the walls, which were on the point of burst­ing be­neath the weight of gold and sil­ver; I dined in Dead Tree Street, at twen­ty-two sous. I have suc­cored the op­pressed, I have com­fort­ed the suf­fer­ing. I tore the cloth from the al­tar, it is true; but it was to bind up the wounds of my coun­try. I have al­ways up­held the march for­ward of the hu­man race, for­ward to­wards the light, and I have some­times re­sist­ed progress with­out pity. I have, when the oc­ca­sion of­fered, pro­tect­ed my own ad­ver­saries, men of your pro­fes­sion. And there is at Pe­teghem, in Flan­ders, at the very spot where the Merovin­gian kings had their sum­mer palace, a con­vent of Ur­ban­ists, the Abbey of Sainte Claire en Beaulieu, which I saved in 1793. I have done my du­ty ac­cord­ing to my pow­ers, and all the good that I was able. Af­ter which, I was hunt­ed down, pur­sued, per­se­cut­ed, black­ened, jeered at, scorned, cursed, pro­scribed. For many years past, I with my white hair have been con­scious that many peo­ple think they have the right to de­spise me; to the poor ig­no­rant mass­es I present the vis­age of one damned. And I ac­cept this iso­la­tion of ha­tred, with­out hat­ing any­one my­self. Now I am eighty-six years old; I am on the point of death. What is it that you have come to ask of me?”

			“Your bless­ing,” said the Bish­op.

			And he knelt down.

			When the Bish­op raised his head again, the face of the con­ven­tionary had be­come au­gust. He had just ex­pired.

			The Bish­op re­turned home, deeply ab­sorbed in thoughts which can­not be known to us. He passed the whole night in prayer. On the fol­low­ing morn­ing some bold and cu­ri­ous per­sons at­tempt­ed to speak to him about mem­ber of the Con­ven­tion G——; he con­tent­ed him­self with point­ing heav­en­ward.

			From that mo­ment he re­dou­bled his ten­der­ness and broth­er­ly feel­ing to­wards all chil­dren and suf­fer­ers.

			Any al­lu­sion to “that old wretch of a G——” caused him to fall in­to a sin­gu­lar pre­oc­cu­pa­tion. No one could say that the pas­sage of that soul be­fore his, and the re­flec­tion of that grand con­science up­on his, did not count for some­thing in his ap­proach to per­fec­tion.

			This “pas­toral vis­it” nat­u­ral­ly fur­nished an oc­ca­sion for a mur­mur of com­ment in all the lit­tle lo­cal co­ter­ies.

			“Was the bed­side of such a dy­ing man as that the prop­er place for a bish­op? There was ev­i­dent­ly no con­ver­sion to be ex­pect­ed. All those rev­o­lu­tion­ists are back­slid­ers. Then why go there? What was there to be seen there? He must have been very cu­ri­ous in­deed to see a soul car­ried off by the dev­il.”

			One day a dowa­ger of the im­per­ti­nent va­ri­ety who thinks her­self spir­i­tu­al, ad­dressed this sal­ly to him, “Mon­seigneur, peo­ple are in­quir­ing when Your Great­ness will re­ceive the red cap!”—“Oh! oh! that’s a coarse col­or,” replied the Bish­op. “It is lucky that those who de­spise it in a cap re­vere it in a hat.”

		
	
		
			
				XI

				A Re­stric­tion

			
			We should in­cur a great risk of de­ceiv­ing our­selves, were we to con­clude from this that Mon­seigneur Wel­come was “a philo­soph­i­cal bish­op,” or a “pa­tri­ot­ic curé.” His meet­ing, which may al­most be des­ig­nat­ed as his union, with con­ven­tionary G——, left be­hind it in his mind a sort of as­ton­ish­ment, which ren­dered him still more gen­tle. That is all.

			Al­though Mon­seigneur Bi­en­venu was far from be­ing a politi­cian, this is, per­haps, the place to in­di­cate very briefly what his at­ti­tude was in the events of that epoch, sup­pos­ing that Mon­seigneur Bi­en­venu ev­er dreamed of hav­ing an at­ti­tude.

			Let us, then, go back a few years.

			Some time af­ter the el­e­va­tion of M. Myriel to the epis­co­pate, the Em­per­or had made him a baron of the Em­pire, in com­pa­ny with many oth­er bish­ops. The ar­rest of the Pope took place, as ev­ery­one knows, on the night of the 5th to the 6th of Ju­ly, 1809; on this oc­ca­sion, M. Myriel was sum­moned by Napoleon to the syn­od of the bish­ops of France and Italy con­vened at Paris. This syn­od was held at Notre-Dame, and as­sem­bled for the first time on the 15th of June, 1811, un­der the pres­i­den­cy of Car­di­nal Fesch. M. Myriel was one of the nine­ty-five bish­ops who at­tend­ed it. But he was present on­ly at one sit­ting and at three or four pri­vate con­fer­ences. Bish­op of a moun­tain dio­cese, liv­ing so very close to na­ture, in rus­tic­i­ty and de­pri­va­tion, it ap­peared that he im­port­ed among these em­i­nent per­son­ages, ideas which al­tered the tem­per­a­ture of the as­sem­bly. He very soon re­turned to D——. He was in­ter­ro­gat­ed as to this speedy re­turn, and he replied: “I em­bar­rassed them. The out­side air pen­e­trat­ed to them through me. I pro­duced on them the ef­fect of an open door.”

			On an­oth­er oc­ca­sion he said, “What would you have? Those gen­tle­men are princes. I am on­ly a poor peas­ant bish­op.”

			The fact is that he dis­pleased them. Among oth­er strange things, it is said that he chanced to re­mark one evening, when he found him­self at the house of one of his most no­table col­leagues: “What beau­ti­ful clocks! What beau­ti­ful car­pets! What beau­ti­ful liv­er­ies! They must be a great trou­ble. I would not have all those su­per­fluities, cry­ing in­ces­sant­ly in my ears: ‘There are peo­ple who are hun­gry! There are peo­ple who are cold! There are poor peo­ple! There are poor peo­ple!’ ”

			Let us re­mark, by the way, that the ha­tred of lux­u­ry is not an in­tel­li­gent ha­tred. This ha­tred would in­volve the ha­tred of the arts. Nev­er­the­less, in church­men, lux­u­ry is wrong, ex­cept in con­nec­tion with rep­re­sen­ta­tions and cer­e­monies. It seems to re­veal habits which have very lit­tle that is char­i­ta­ble about them. An op­u­lent priest is a con­tra­dic­tion. The priest must keep close to the poor. Now, can one come in con­tact in­ces­sant­ly night and day with all this dis­tress, all these mis­for­tunes, and this pover­ty, with­out hav­ing about one’s own per­son a lit­tle of that mis­ery, like the dust of la­bor? Is it pos­si­ble to imag­ine a man near a bra­zier who is not warm? Can one imag­ine a work­man who is work­ing near a fur­nace, and who has nei­ther a singed hair, nor black­ened nails, nor a drop of sweat, nor a speck of ash­es on his face? The first proof of char­i­ty in the priest, in the bish­op es­pe­cial­ly, is pover­ty.

			This is, no doubt, what the Bish­op of D—— thought.

			It must not be sup­posed, how­ev­er, that he shared what we call the “ideas of the cen­tu­ry” on cer­tain del­i­cate points. He took very lit­tle part in the the­o­log­i­cal quar­rels of the mo­ment, and main­tained si­lence on ques­tions in which Church and State were im­pli­cat­ed; but if he had been strong­ly pressed, it seems that he would have been found to be an ul­tra­mon­tane rather than a gal­li­can. Since we are mak­ing a por­trait, and since we do not wish to con­ceal any­thing, we are forced to add that he was glacial to­wards Napoleon in his de­cline. Be­gin­ning with 1813, he gave in his ad­her­ence to or ap­plaud­ed all hos­tile man­i­fes­ta­tions. He re­fused to see him, as he passed through on his re­turn from the is­land of El­ba, and he ab­stained from or­der­ing pub­lic prayers for the Em­per­or in his dio­cese dur­ing the Hun­dred Days.

			Be­sides his sis­ter, Made­moi­selle Bap­tis­tine, he had two broth­ers, one a gen­er­al, the oth­er a pre­fect. He wrote to both with tol­er­a­ble fre­quen­cy. He was harsh for a time to­wards the for­mer, be­cause, hold­ing a com­mand in Provence at the epoch of the dis­em­barka­tion at Cannes, the gen­er­al had put him­self at the head of twelve hun­dred men and had pur­sued the Em­per­or as though the lat­ter had been a per­son whom one is de­sirous of al­low­ing to es­cape. His cor­re­spon­dence with the oth­er broth­er, the ex-pre­fect, a fine, wor­thy man who lived in re­tire­ment at Paris, Rue Cas­sette, re­mained more af­fec­tion­ate.

			Thus Mon­seigneur Bi­en­venu al­so had his hour of par­ty spir­it, his hour of bit­ter­ness, his cloud. The shad­ow of the pas­sions of the mo­ment tra­versed this grand and gen­tle spir­it oc­cu­pied with eter­nal things. Cer­tain­ly, such a man would have done well not to en­ter­tain any po­lit­i­cal opin­ions. Let there be no mis­take as to our mean­ing: we are not con­found­ing what is called “po­lit­i­cal opin­ions” with the grand as­pi­ra­tion for progress, with the sub­lime faith, pa­tri­ot­ic, demo­crat­ic, hu­mane, which in our day should be the very foun­da­tion of ev­ery gen­er­ous in­tel­lect. With­out go­ing deeply in­to ques­tions which are on­ly in­di­rect­ly con­nect­ed with the sub­ject of this book, we will sim­ply say this: It would have been well if Mon­seigneur Bi­en­venu had not been a Roy­al­ist, and if his glance had nev­er been, for a sin­gle in­stant, turned away from that serene con­tem­pla­tion in which is dis­tinct­ly dis­cernible, above the fic­tions and the ha­treds of this world, above the stormy vi­cis­si­tudes of hu­man things, the beam­ing of those three pure ra­di­ances, truth, jus­tice, and char­i­ty.

			While ad­mit­ting that it was not for a po­lit­i­cal of­fice that God cre­at­ed Mon­seigneur Wel­come, we should have un­der­stood and ad­mired his protest in the name of right and lib­er­ty, his proud op­po­si­tion, his just but per­ilous re­sis­tance to the all-pow­er­ful Napoleon. But that which pleas­es us in peo­ple who are ris­ing pleas­es us less in the case of peo­ple who are fall­ing. We on­ly love the fray so long as there is dan­ger, and in any case, the com­bat­ants of the first hour have alone the right to be the ex­ter­mi­na­tors of the last. He who has not been a stub­born ac­cus­er in pros­per­i­ty should hold his peace in the face of ru­in. The de­nun­ci­a­tor of suc­cess is the on­ly le­git­i­mate ex­e­cu­tion­er of the fall. As for us, when Prov­i­dence in­ter­venes and strikes, we let it work. 1812 com­menced to dis­arm us. In 1813 the cow­ard­ly breach of si­lence of that tac­i­turn leg­isla­tive body, em­bold­ened by catas­tro­phe, pos­sessed on­ly traits which aroused in­dig­na­tion. And it was a crime to ap­plaud, in 1814, in the pres­ence of those mar­shals who be­trayed; in the pres­ence of that sen­ate which passed from one dunghill to an­oth­er, in­sult­ing af­ter hav­ing de­i­fied; in the pres­ence of that idol­a­try which was loos­ing its foot­ing and spit­ting on its idol—it was a du­ty to turn aside the head. In 1815, when the supreme dis­as­ters filled the air, when France was seized with a shiv­er at their sin­is­ter ap­proach, when Wa­ter­loo could be dim­ly dis­cerned open­ing be­fore Napoleon, the mourn­ful ac­cla­ma­tion of the army and the peo­ple to the con­demned of des­tiny had noth­ing laugh­able in it, and, af­ter mak­ing all al­lowance for the despot, a heart like that of the Bish­op of D——, ought not per­haps to have failed to rec­og­nize the au­gust and touch­ing fea­tures pre­sent­ed by the em­brace of a great na­tion and a great man on the brink of the abyss.

			With this ex­cep­tion, he was in all things just, true, eq­ui­table, in­tel­li­gent, hum­ble and dig­ni­fied, benef­i­cent and kind­ly, which is on­ly an­oth­er sort of benev­o­lence. He was a priest, a sage, and a man. It must be ad­mit­ted, that even in the po­lit­i­cal views with which we have just re­proached him, and which we are dis­posed to judge al­most with sever­i­ty, he was tol­er­ant and easy, more so, per­haps, than we who are speak­ing here. The porter of the town-hall had been placed there by the Em­per­or. He was an old non­com­mis­sioned of­fi­cer of the old guard, a mem­ber of the Le­gion of Hon­or at Auster­litz, as much of a Bona­partist as the ea­gle. This poor fel­low oc­ca­sion­al­ly let slip in­con­sid­er­ate re­marks, which the law then stig­ma­tized as “sedi­tious speech­es.” Af­ter the im­pe­ri­al pro­file dis­ap­peared from the Le­gion of Hon­or, he nev­er dressed him­self in his reg­i­men­tals, as he said, so that he should not be obliged to wear his cross. He had him­self de­vout­ly re­moved the im­pe­ri­al ef­fi­gy from the cross which Napoleon had giv­en him; this made a hole, and he would not put any­thing in its place. “I will die,” he said, “rather than wear the three frogs up­on my heart!” He liked to scoff aloud at Louis XVI­II. “The gouty old crea­ture in Eng­lish gaiters!” he said; “let him take him­self off to Prus­sia with that queue of his.” He was hap­py to com­bine in the same im­pre­ca­tion the two things which he most de­test­ed, Prus­sia and Eng­land. He did it so of­ten that he lost his place. There he was, turned out of the house, with his wife and chil­dren, and with­out bread. The Bish­op sent for him, re­proved him gen­tly, and ap­point­ed him bea­dle in the cathe­dral.

			In the course of nine years Mon­seigneur Bi­en­venu had, by dint of holy deeds and gen­tle man­ners, filled the town of D—— with a sort of ten­der and fil­ial rev­er­ence. Even his con­duct to­wards Napoleon had been ac­cept­ed and tac­it­ly par­doned, as it were, by the peo­ple, the good and weak­ly flock who adored their em­per­or, but loved their bish­op.

		
	
		
			
				XII

				The Soli­tude of Mon­seigneur Wel­come

			
			A bish­op is al­most al­ways sur­round­ed by a full squadron of lit­tle ab­bés, just as a gen­er­al is by a cov­ey of young of­fi­cers. This is what that charm­ing Saint François de Sales calls some­where “les prêtres blancs-becs,” cal­low priests. Ev­ery ca­reer has its as­pi­rants, who form a train for those who have at­tained em­i­nence in it. There is no pow­er which has not its de­pen­dents. There is no for­tune which has not its court. The seek­ers of the fu­ture ed­dy around the splen­did present. Ev­ery me­trop­o­lis has its staff of of­fi­cials. Ev­ery bish­op who pos­sess­es the least in­flu­ence has about him his pa­trol of cheru­bim from the sem­i­nary, which goes the round, and main­tains good or­der in the epis­co­pal palace, and mounts guard over mon­seigneur’s smile. To please a bish­op is equiv­a­lent to get­ting one’s foot in the stir­rup for a sub-di­a­conate. It is nec­es­sary to walk one’s path dis­creet­ly; the apos­tle­ship does not dis­dain the canon­ship.

			Just as there are big­wigs else­where, there are big mitres in the Church. These are the bish­ops who stand well at Court, who are rich, well en­dowed, skil­ful, ac­cept­ed by the world, who know how to pray, no doubt, but who know al­so how to beg, who feel lit­tle scru­ple at mak­ing a whole dio­cese dance at­ten­dance in their per­son, who are con­nect­ing links be­tween the sac­risty and diplo­ma­cy, who are ab­bés rather than priests, prelates rather than bish­ops. Hap­py those who ap­proach them! Be­ing per­sons of in­flu­ence, they cre­ate a show­er about them, up­on the as­sid­u­ous and the fa­vored, and up­on all the young men who un­der­stand the art of pleas­ing, of large parish­es, prebends, archidi­a­conates, chap­lain­cies, and cathe­dral posts, while await­ing epis­co­pal hon­ors. As they ad­vance them­selves, they cause their satel­lites to progress al­so; it is a whole so­lar sys­tem on the march. Their ra­di­ance casts a gleam of pur­ple over their suite. Their pros­per­i­ty is crum­bled up be­hind the scenes, in­to nice lit­tle pro­mo­tions. The larg­er the dio­cese of the pa­tron, the fat­ter the cu­ra­cy for the fa­vorite. And then, there is Rome. A bish­op who un­der­stands how to be­come an arch­bish­op, an arch­bish­op who knows how to be­come a car­di­nal, car­ries you with him as con­clav­ist; you en­ter a court of pa­pal ju­ris­dic­tion, you re­ceive the pal­li­um, and be­hold! you are an au­di­tor, then a pa­pal cham­ber­lain, then mon­signor, and from a Grace to an Em­i­nence is on­ly a step, and be­tween the Em­i­nence and the Ho­li­ness there is but the smoke of a bal­lot. Ev­ery skull­cap may dream of the tiara. The priest is nowa­days the on­ly man who can be­come a king in a reg­u­lar man­ner; and what a king! the supreme king. Then what a nurs­ery of as­pi­ra­tions is a sem­i­nary! How many blush­ing cho­ris­ters, how many youth­ful ab­bés bear on their heads Per­rette’s pot of milk! Who knows how easy it is for am­bi­tion to call it­self vo­ca­tion? in good faith, per­chance, and de­ceiv­ing it­self, devo­tee that it is.

			Mon­seigneur Bi­en­venu, poor, hum­ble, re­tir­ing, was not ac­count­ed among the big mitres. This was plain from the com­plete ab­sence of young priests about him. We have seen that he “did not take” in Paris. Not a sin­gle fu­ture dreamed of en­graft­ing it­self on this soli­tary old man. Not a sin­gle sprout­ing am­bi­tion com­mit­ted the fol­ly of putting forth its fo­liage in his shad­ow. His canons and grand-vic­ars were good old men, rather vul­gar like him­self, walled up like him in this dio­cese, with­out ex­it to a car­di­nal­ship, and who re­sem­bled their bish­op, with this dif­fer­ence, that they were fin­ished and he was com­plet­ed. The im­pos­si­bil­i­ty of grow­ing great un­der Mon­seigneur Bi­en­venu was so well un­der­stood, that no soon­er had the young men whom he or­dained left the sem­i­nary than they got them­selves rec­om­mend­ed to the arch­bish­ops of Aix or of Auch, and went off in a great hur­ry. For, in short, we re­peat it, men wish to be pushed. A saint who dwells in a parox­ysm of ab­ne­ga­tion is a dan­ger­ous neigh­bor; he might com­mu­ni­cate to you, by con­ta­gion, an in­cur­able pover­ty, an an­chy­lo­sis of the joints, which are use­ful in ad­vance­ment, and in short, more re­nun­ci­a­tion than you de­sire; and this in­fec­tious virtue is avoid­ed. Hence the iso­la­tion of Mon­seigneur Bi­en­venu. We live in the midst of a gloomy so­ci­ety. Suc­cess; that is the les­son which falls drop by drop from the slope of cor­rup­tion.

			Be it said in pass­ing, that suc­cess is a very hideous thing. Its false re­sem­blance to mer­it de­ceives men. For the mass­es, suc­cess has al­most the same pro­file as suprema­cy. Suc­cess, that Menaech­mus of tal­ent, has one dupe—his­to­ry. Ju­ve­nal and Tac­i­tus alone grum­ble at it. In our day, a phi­los­o­phy which is al­most of­fi­cial has en­tered in­to its ser­vice, wears the liv­ery of suc­cess, and per­forms the ser­vice of its an­techam­ber. Suc­ceed: the­o­ry. Pros­per­i­ty ar­gues ca­pac­i­ty. Win in the lot­tery, and be­hold! you are a clever man. He who tri­umphs is ven­er­at­ed. Be born with a sil­ver spoon in your mouth! ev­ery­thing lies in that. Be lucky, and you will have all the rest; be hap­py, and peo­ple will think you great. Out­side of five or six im­mense ex­cep­tions, which com­pose the splen­dor of a cen­tu­ry, con­tem­po­rary ad­mi­ra­tion is noth­ing but short­sight­ed­ness. Gild­ing is gold. It does no harm to be the first ar­rival by pure chance, so long as you do ar­rive. The com­mon herd is an old Nar­cis­sus who adores him­self, and who ap­plauds the vul­gar herd. That enor­mous abil­i­ty by virtue of which one is Moses, Aeschy­lus, Dante, Michelan­ge­lo, or Napoleon, the mul­ti­tude awards on the spot, and by ac­cla­ma­tion, to whom­so­ev­er at­tains his ob­ject, in what­so­ev­er it may con­sist. Let a no­tary trans­fig­ure him­self in­to a deputy: let a false Corneille com­pose Tiri­date; let a eu­nuch come to pos­sess a harem; let a mil­i­tary Prud­homme ac­ci­den­tal­ly win the de­ci­sive bat­tle of an epoch; let an apothe­cary in­vent card­board shoe-soles for the army of the Sam­bre-and-Meuse, and con­struct for him­self, out of this card­board, sold as leather, four hun­dred thou­sand francs of in­come; let a pork-pack­er es­pouse usury, and cause it to bring forth sev­en or eight mil­lions, of which he is the fa­ther and of which it is the moth­er; let a preach­er be­come a bish­op by force of his nasal drawl; let the stew­ard of a fine fam­i­ly be so rich on re­tir­ing from ser­vice that he is made min­is­ter of fi­nances—and men call that Ge­nius, just as they call the face of Mous­que­ton “Beau­ty,” and the mien of Claude “Majesty.” With the con­stel­la­tions of space they con­found the stars of the abyss which are made in the soft mire of the pud­dle by the feet of ducks.

		
	
		
			
				XIII

				What He Be­lieved

			
			We are not obliged to sound the Bish­op of D—— on the score of or­tho­doxy. In the pres­ence of such a soul we feel our­selves in no mood but re­spect. The con­science of the just man should be ac­cept­ed on his word. More­over, cer­tain na­tures be­ing giv­en, we ad­mit the pos­si­ble de­vel­op­ment of all beau­ties of hu­man virtue in a be­lief that dif­fers from our own.

			What did he think of this dog­ma, or of that mys­tery? These se­crets of the in­ner tri­bunal of the con­science are known on­ly to the tomb, where souls en­ter naked. The point on which we are cer­tain is, that the dif­fi­cul­ties of faith nev­er re­solved them­selves in­to hypocrisy in his case. No de­cay is pos­si­ble to the di­a­mond. He be­lieved to the ex­tent of his pow­ers. “Cre­do in Pa­trem,” he of­ten ex­claimed. More­over, he drew from good works that amount of sat­is­fac­tion which suf­fices to the con­science, and which whis­pers to a man, “Thou art with God!”

			The point which we con­sid­er it our du­ty to note is, that out­side of and be­yond his faith, as it were, the Bish­op pos­sessed an ex­cess of love. It was in that quar­ter, quia mul­tum amav­it—be­cause he loved much—that he was re­gard­ed as vul­ner­a­ble by “se­ri­ous men,” “grave per­sons” and “rea­son­able peo­ple;” fa­vorite lo­cu­tions of our sad world where ego­tism takes its word of com­mand from pedantry. What was this ex­cess of love? It was a serene benev­o­lence which over­flowed men, as we have al­ready point­ed out, and which, on oc­ca­sion, ex­tend­ed even to things. He lived with­out dis­dain. He was in­dul­gent to­wards God’s cre­ation. Ev­ery man, even the best, has with­in him a thought­less harsh­ness which he re­serves for an­i­mals. The Bish­op of D—— had none of that harsh­ness, which is pe­cu­liar to many priests, nev­er­the­less. He did not go as far as the Brah­min, but he seemed to have weighed this say­ing of Ec­cle­si­astes: “Who knoweth whith­er the soul of the an­i­mal goeth?” Hideous­ness of as­pect, de­for­mi­ty of in­stinct, trou­bled him not, and did not arouse his in­dig­na­tion. He was touched, al­most soft­ened by them. It seemed as though he went thought­ful­ly away to seek be­yond the bounds of life which is ap­par­ent, the cause, the ex­pla­na­tion, or the ex­cuse for them. He seemed at times to be ask­ing God to com­mute these penal­ties. He ex­am­ined with­out wrath, and with the eye of a lin­guist who is de­ci­pher­ing a palimpsest, that por­tion of chaos which still ex­ists in na­ture. This rever­ie some­times caused him to ut­ter odd say­ings. One morn­ing he was in his gar­den, and thought him­self alone, but his sis­ter was walk­ing be­hind him, un­seen by him: sud­den­ly he paused and gazed at some­thing on the ground; it was a large, black, hairy, fright­ful spi­der. His sis­ter heard him say:—

			“Poor beast! It is not its fault!”

			Why not men­tion these al­most di­vine­ly child­ish say­ings of kind­ness? Puerile they may be; but these sub­lime pueril­i­ties were pe­cu­liar to Saint Fran­cis d’As­sisi and of Mar­cus Au­re­lius. One day he sprained his an­kle in his ef­fort to avoid step­ping on an ant. Thus lived this just man. Some­times he fell asleep in his gar­den, and then there was noth­ing more ven­er­a­ble pos­si­ble.

			Mon­seigneur Bi­en­venu had for­mer­ly been, if the sto­ries anent his youth, and even in re­gard to his man­hood, were to be be­lieved, a pas­sion­ate, and, pos­si­bly, a vi­o­lent man. His uni­ver­sal suavi­ty was less an in­stinct of na­ture than the re­sult of a grand con­vic­tion which had fil­tered in­to his heart through the medi­um of life, and had trick­led there slow­ly, thought by thought; for, in a char­ac­ter, as in a rock, there may ex­ist aper­tures made by drops of wa­ter. These hol­lows are un­ef­face­able; these for­ma­tions are in­de­struc­tible.

			In 1815, as we think we have al­ready said, he reached his sev­en­ty-fifth birth­day, but he did not ap­pear to be more than six­ty. He was not tall; he was rather plump; and, in or­der to com­bat this ten­den­cy, he was fond of tak­ing long strolls on foot; his step was firm, and his form was but slight­ly bent, a de­tail from which we do not pre­tend to draw any con­clu­sion. Gre­go­ry XVI, at the age of eighty, held him­self erect and smil­ing, which did not pre­vent him from be­ing a bad bish­op. Mon­seigneur Wel­come had what the peo­ple term a “fine head,” but so ami­able was he that they for­got that it was fine.

			When he con­versed with that in­fan­tile gayety which was one of his charms, and of which we have al­ready spo­ken, peo­ple felt at their ease with him, and joy seemed to ra­di­ate from his whole per­son. His fresh and rud­dy com­plex­ion, his very white teeth, all of which he had pre­served, and which were dis­played by his smile, gave him that open and easy air which cause the re­mark to be made of a man, “He’s a good fel­low;” and of an old man, “He is a fine man.” That, it will be re­called, was the ef­fect which he pro­duced up­on Napoleon. On the first en­counter, and to one who saw him for the first time, he was noth­ing, in fact, but a fine man. But if one re­mained near him for a few hours, and be­held him in the least de­gree pen­sive, the fine man be­came grad­u­al­ly trans­fig­ured, and took on some im­pos­ing qual­i­ty, I know not what; his broad and se­ri­ous brow, ren­dered au­gust by his white locks, be­came au­gust al­so by virtue of med­i­ta­tion; majesty ra­di­at­ed from his good­ness, though his good­ness ceased not to be ra­di­ant; one ex­pe­ri­enced some­thing of the emo­tion which one would feel on be­hold­ing a smil­ing an­gel slow­ly un­fold his wings, with­out ceas­ing to smile. Re­spect, an un­ut­ter­able re­spect, pen­e­trat­ed you by de­grees and mount­ed to your heart, and one felt that one had be­fore him one of those strong, thor­ough­ly tried, and in­dul­gent souls where thought is so grand that it can no longer be any­thing but gen­tle.

			As we have seen, prayer, the cel­e­bra­tion of the of­fices of re­li­gion, alms-giv­ing, the con­so­la­tion of the af­flict­ed, the cul­ti­va­tion of a bit of land, fra­ter­ni­ty, fru­gal­i­ty, hos­pi­tal­i­ty, re­nun­ci­a­tion, con­fi­dence, study, work, filled ev­ery day of his life. Filled is ex­act­ly the word; cer­tain­ly the Bish­op’s day was quite full to the brim, of good words and good deeds. Nev­er­the­less, it was not com­plete if cold or rainy weath­er pre­vent­ed his pass­ing an hour or two in his gar­den be­fore go­ing to bed, and af­ter the two wom­en had re­tired. It seemed to be a sort of rite with him, to pre­pare him­self for slum­ber by med­i­ta­tion in the pres­ence of the grand spec­ta­cles of the noc­tur­nal heav­ens. Some­times, if the two old wom­en were not asleep, they heard him pac­ing slow­ly along the walks at a very ad­vanced hour of the night. He was there alone, com­muning with him­self, peace­ful, ador­ing, com­par­ing the seren­i­ty of his heart with the seren­i­ty of the ether, moved amid the dark­ness by the vis­i­ble splen­dor of the con­stel­la­tions and the in­vis­i­ble splen­dor of God, open­ing his heart to the thoughts which fall from the Un­known. At such mo­ments, while he of­fered his heart at the hour when noc­tur­nal flow­ers of­fer their per­fume, il­lu­mi­nat­ed like a lamp amid the star­ry night, as he poured him­self out in ec­sta­sy in the midst of the uni­ver­sal ra­di­ance of cre­ation, he could not have told him­self, prob­a­bly, what was pass­ing in his spir­it; he felt some­thing take its flight from him, and some­thing de­scend in­to him. Mys­te­ri­ous ex­change of the abysses of the soul with the abysses of the uni­verse!

			He thought of the grandeur and pres­ence of God; of the fu­ture eter­ni­ty, that strange mys­tery; of the eter­ni­ty past, a mys­tery still more strange; of all the in­fini­ties, which pierced their way in­to all his sens­es, be­neath his eyes; and, with­out seek­ing to com­pre­hend the in­com­pre­hen­si­ble, he gazed up­on it. He did not study God; he was daz­zled by him. He con­sid­ered those mag­nif­i­cent con­junc­tions of atoms, which com­mu­ni­cate as­pects to mat­ter, re­veal forces by ver­i­fy­ing them, cre­ate in­di­vid­u­al­i­ties in uni­ty, pro­por­tions in ex­tent, the in­nu­mer­able in the in­fi­nite, and, through light, pro­duce beau­ty. These con­junc­tions are formed and dis­solved in­ces­sant­ly; hence life and death.

			He seat­ed him­self on a wood­en bench, with his back against a de­crepit vine; he gazed at the stars, past the puny and stunt­ed sil­hou­ettes of his fruit-trees. This quar­ter of an acre, so poor­ly plant­ed, so en­cum­bered with mean build­ings and sheds, was dear to him, and sat­is­fied his wants.

			What more was need­ed by this old man, who di­vid­ed the leisure of his life, where there was so lit­tle leisure, be­tween gar­den­ing in the day­time and con­tem­pla­tion at night? Was not this nar­row en­clo­sure, with the heav­ens for a ceil­ing, suf­fi­cient to en­able him to adore God in his most di­vine works, in turn? Does not this com­pre­hend all, in fact? and what is there left to de­sire be­yond it? A lit­tle gar­den in which to walk, and im­men­si­ty in which to dream. At one’s feet that which can be cul­ti­vat­ed and plucked; over head that which one can study and med­i­tate up­on: some flow­ers on earth, and all the stars in the sky.

		
	
		
			
				XIV

				What He Thought

			
			One last word.

			Since this sort of de­tails might, par­tic­u­lar­ly at the present mo­ment, and to use an ex­pres­sion now in fash­ion, give to the Bish­op of D—— a cer­tain “pan­the­is­ti­cal” phys­iog­no­my, and in­duce the be­lief, ei­ther to his cred­it or dis­cred­it, that he en­ter­tained one of those per­son­al philoso­phies which are pe­cu­liar to our cen­tu­ry, which some­times spring up in soli­tary spir­its, and there take on a form and grow un­til they usurp the place of re­li­gion, we in­sist up­on it, that not one of those per­sons who knew Mon­seigneur Wel­come would have thought him­self au­tho­rized to think any­thing of the sort. That which en­light­ened this man was his heart. His wis­dom was made of the light which comes from there.

			No sys­tems; many works. Ab­struse spec­u­la­tions con­tain ver­ti­go; no, there is noth­ing to in­di­cate that he risked his mind in apoc­a­lypses. The apos­tle may be dar­ing, but the bish­op must be timid. He would prob­a­bly have felt a scru­ple at sound­ing too far in ad­vance cer­tain prob­lems which are, in a man­ner, re­served for ter­ri­ble great minds. There is a sa­cred hor­ror be­neath the porch­es of the enig­ma; those gloomy open­ings stand yawn­ing there, but some­thing tells you, you, a passer­by in life, that you must not en­ter. Woe to him who pen­e­trates thith­er!

			Ge­nius­es in the im­pen­e­tra­ble depths of ab­strac­tion and pure spec­u­la­tion, sit­u­at­ed, so to speak, above all dog­mas, pro­pose their ideas to God. Their prayer au­da­cious­ly of­fers dis­cus­sion. Their ado­ra­tion in­ter­ro­gates. This is di­rect re­li­gion, which is full of anx­i­ety and re­spon­si­bil­i­ty for him who at­tempts its steep cliffs.

			Hu­man med­i­ta­tion has no lim­its. At his own risk and per­il, it an­a­lyzes and digs deep in­to its own be­daz­zle­ment. One might al­most say, that by a sort of splen­did re­ac­tion, it with it daz­zles na­ture; the mys­te­ri­ous world which sur­rounds us ren­ders back what it has re­ceived; it is prob­a­ble that the con­tem­pla­tors are con­tem­plat­ed. How­ev­er that may be, there are on earth men who—are they men?—per­ceive dis­tinct­ly at the verge of the hori­zons of rever­ie the heights of the ab­so­lute, and who have the ter­ri­ble vi­sion of the in­fi­nite moun­tain. Mon­seigneur Wel­come was one of these men; Mon­seigneur Wel­come was not a ge­nius. He would have feared those sub­lim­i­ties whence some very great men even, like Swe­den­borg and Pas­cal, have slipped in­to in­san­i­ty. Cer­tain­ly, these pow­er­ful rever­ies have their moral util­i­ty, and by these ar­du­ous paths one ap­proach­es to ide­al per­fec­tion. As for him, he took the path which short­ens—the Gospel’s.

			He did not at­tempt to im­part to his cha­suble the folds of Eli­jah’s man­tle; he pro­ject­ed no ray of fu­ture up­on the dark groundswell of events; he did not see to con­dense in flame the light of things; he had noth­ing of the prophet and noth­ing of the ma­gi­cian about him. This hum­ble soul loved, and that was all.

			That he car­ried prayer to the pitch of a su­per­hu­man as­pi­ra­tion is prob­a­ble: but one can no more pray too much than one can love too much; and if it is a heresy to pray be­yond the texts, Saint There­sa and Saint Jerome would be heretics.

			He in­clined to­wards all that groans and all that ex­pi­ates. The uni­verse ap­peared to him like an im­mense mal­a­dy; ev­ery­where he felt fever, ev­ery­where he heard the sound of suf­fer­ing, and, with­out seek­ing to solve the enig­ma, he strove to dress the wound. The ter­ri­ble spec­ta­cle of cre­at­ed things de­vel­oped ten­der­ness in him; he was oc­cu­pied on­ly in find­ing for him­self, and in in­spir­ing oth­ers with the best way to com­pas­sion­ate and re­lieve. That which ex­ists was for this good and rare priest a per­ma­nent sub­ject of sad­ness which sought con­so­la­tion.

			There are men who toil at ex­tract­ing gold; he toiled at the ex­trac­tion of pity. Uni­ver­sal mis­ery was his mine. The sad­ness which reigned ev­ery­where was but an ex­cuse for un­fail­ing kind­ness. “Love each oth­er;” he de­clared this to be com­plete, de­sired noth­ing fur­ther, and that was the whole of his doc­trine. One day, that man who be­lieved him­self to be a “philoso­pher,” the sen­a­tor who has al­ready been al­lud­ed to, said to the Bish­op: “Just sur­vey the spec­ta­cle of the world: all war against all; the strong­est has the most wit. Your love each oth­er is non­sense.”—“Well,” replied Mon­seigneur Wel­come, with­out con­test­ing the point, “if it is non­sense, the soul should shut it­self up in it, as the pearl in the oys­ter.” Thus he shut him­self up, he lived there, he was ab­so­lute­ly sat­is­fied with it, leav­ing on one side the prodi­gious ques­tions which at­tract and ter­ri­fy, the fath­om­less per­spec­tives of ab­strac­tion, the precipices of meta­physics—all those pro­fun­di­ties which con­verge, for the apos­tle in God, for the athe­ist in noth­ing­ness; des­tiny, good and evil, the way of be­ing against be­ing, the con­science of man, the thought­ful som­nam­bu­lism of the an­i­mal, the trans­for­ma­tion in death, the re­ca­pit­u­la­tion of ex­is­tences which the tomb con­tains, the in­com­pre­hen­si­ble graft­ing of suc­ces­sive loves on the per­sis­tent I, the essence, the sub­stance, the Nile, and the Ens, the soul, na­ture, lib­er­ty, ne­ces­si­ty; per­pen­dic­u­lar prob­lems, sin­is­ter ob­scu­ri­ties, where lean the gi­gan­tic archangels of the hu­man mind; for­mi­da­ble abysses, which Lu­cretius, Manou, Saint Paul, Dante, con­tem­plate with eyes flash­ing light­ning, which seems by its steady gaze on the in­fi­nite to cause stars to blaze forth there.

			Mon­seigneur Bi­en­venu was sim­ply a man who took note of the ex­te­ri­or of mys­te­ri­ous ques­tions with­out scru­ti­niz­ing them, and with­out trou­bling his own mind with them, and who cher­ished in his own soul a grave re­spect for dark­ness.
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				The Fall

			
		
	
		
			
				I

				The Evening of a Day of Walk­ing

			
			Ear­ly in the month of Oc­to­ber, 1815, about an hour be­fore sun­set, a man who was trav­el­ling on foot en­tered the lit­tle town of D——. The few in­hab­i­tants who were at their win­dows or on their thresh­olds at the mo­ment stared at this trav­eller with a sort of un­easi­ness. It was dif­fi­cult to en­counter a way­far­er of more wretch­ed ap­pear­ance. He was a man of medi­um stature, thick­set and ro­bust, in the prime of life. He might have been forty-six or forty-eight years old. A cap with a droop­ing leather vi­sor part­ly con­cealed his face, burned and tanned by sun and wind, and drip­ping with per­spi­ra­tion. His shirt of coarse yel­low linen, fas­tened at the neck by a small sil­ver an­chor, per­mit­ted a view of his hairy breast: he had a cra­vat twist­ed in­to a string; trousers of blue drilling, worn and thread­bare, white on one knee and torn on the oth­er; an old gray, tat­tered blouse, patched on one of the el­bows with a bit of green cloth sewed on with twine; a tight­ly packed sol­dier knap­sack, well buck­led and per­fect­ly new, on his back; an enor­mous, knot­ty stick in his hand; iron-shod shoes on his stock­ing­less feet; a shaved head and a long beard.

			The sweat, the heat, the jour­ney on foot, the dust, added I know not what sor­did qual­i­ty to this di­lap­i­dat­ed whole. His hair was close­ly cut, yet bristling, for it had be­gun to grow a lit­tle, and did not seem to have been cut for some time.

			No one knew him. He was ev­i­dent­ly on­ly a chance passer­by. Whence came he? From the south; from the seashore, per­haps, for he made his en­trance in­to D—— by the same street which, sev­en months pre­vi­ous­ly, had wit­nessed the pas­sage of the Em­per­or Napoleon on his way from Cannes to Paris. This man must have been walk­ing all day. He seemed very much fa­tigued. Some wom­en of the an­cient mar­ket town which is sit­u­at­ed be­low the city had seen him pause be­neath the trees of the boule­vard Gassen­di, and drink at the foun­tain which stands at the end of the prom­e­nade. He must have been very thirsty: for the chil­dren who fol­lowed him saw him stop again for a drink, two hun­dred paces fur­ther on, at the foun­tain in the mar­ket­place.

			On ar­riv­ing at the cor­ner of the Rue Poichev­ert, he turned to the left, and di­rect­ed his steps to­ward the town-hall. He en­tered, then came out a quar­ter of an hour lat­er. A gen­darme was seat­ed near the door, on the stone bench which Gen­er­al Drouot had mount­ed on the 4th of March to read to the fright­ened throng of the in­hab­i­tants of D—— the procla­ma­tion of the Gulf Juan. The man pulled off his cap and humbly salut­ed the gen­darme.

			The gen­darme, with­out re­ply­ing to his salute, stared at­ten­tive­ly at him, fol­lowed him for a while with his eyes, and then en­tered the town-hall.

			There then ex­ist­ed at D—— a fine inn at the sign of the Cross of Col­bas. This inn had for a land­lord a cer­tain Jacquin Labarre, a man of con­sid­er­a­tion in the town on ac­count of his re­la­tion­ship to an­oth­er Labarre, who kept the inn of the Three Dauphins in Greno­ble, and had served in the Guides. At the time of the Em­per­or’s land­ing, many ru­mors had cir­cu­lat­ed through­out the coun­try with re­gard to this inn of the Three Dauphins. It was said that Gen­er­al Bertrand, dis­guised as a carter, had made fre­quent trips thith­er in the month of Jan­u­ary, and that he had dis­trib­uted cross­es of hon­or to the sol­diers and hand­fuls of gold to the cit­i­zens. The truth is, that when the Em­per­or en­tered Greno­ble he had re­fused to in­stall him­self at the ho­tel of the pre­fec­ture; he had thanked the may­or, say­ing, “I am go­ing to the house of a brave man of my ac­quain­tance;” and he had be­tak­en him­self to the Three Dauphins. This glo­ry of the Labarre of the Three Dauphins was re­flect­ed up­on the Labarre of the Cross of Col­bas, at a dis­tance of five and twen­ty leagues. It was said of him in the town, “That is the cousin of the man of Greno­ble.”

			The man bent his steps to­wards this inn, which was the best in the coun­try­side. He en­tered the kitchen, which opened on a lev­el with the street. All the stoves were light­ed; a huge fire blazed gay­ly in the fire­place. The host, who was al­so the chief cook, was go­ing from one stew­pan to an­oth­er, very busi­ly su­per­in­tend­ing an ex­cel­lent din­ner de­signed for the wag­oners, whose loud talk­ing, con­ver­sa­tion, and laugh­ter were au­di­ble from an ad­join­ing apart­ment. Any­one who has trav­elled knows that there is no one who in­dulges in bet­ter cheer than wag­oners. A fat mar­mot, flanked by white par­tridges and heather-cocks, was turn­ing on a long spit be­fore the fire; on the stove, two huge carps from Lake Lauzet and a trout from Lake Al­loz were cook­ing.

			The host, hear­ing the door open and see­ing a new­com­er en­ter, said, with­out rais­ing his eyes from his stoves:—

			“What do you wish, sir?”

			“Food and lodg­ing,” said the man.

			“Noth­ing eas­i­er,” replied the host. At that mo­ment he turned his head, took in the trav­eller’s ap­pear­ance with a sin­gle glance, and added, “By pay­ing for it.”

			The man drew a large leather purse from the pock­et of his blouse, and an­swered, “I have mon­ey.”

			“In that case, we are at your ser­vice,” said the host.

			The man put his purse back in his pock­et, re­moved his knap­sack from his back, put it on the ground near the door, re­tained his stick in his hand, and seat­ed him­self on a low stool close to the fire. D—— is in the moun­tains. The evenings are cold there in Oc­to­ber.

			But as the host went back and forth, he scru­ti­nized the trav­eller.

			“Will din­ner be ready soon?” said the man.

			“Im­me­di­ate­ly,” replied the land­lord.

			While the new­com­er was warm­ing him­self be­fore the fire, with his back turned, the wor­thy host, Jacquin Labarre, drew a pen­cil from his pock­et, then tore off the cor­ner of an old news­pa­per which was ly­ing on a small ta­ble near the win­dow. On the white mar­gin he wrote a line or two, fold­ed it with­out seal­ing, and then en­trust­ed this scrap of pa­per to a child who seemed to serve him in the ca­pac­i­ty both of scul­lion and lack­ey. The land­lord whis­pered a word in the scul­lion’s ear, and the child set off on a run in the di­rec­tion of the town-hall.

			The trav­eller saw noth­ing of all this.

			Once more he in­quired, “Will din­ner be ready soon?”

			“Im­me­di­ate­ly,” re­spond­ed the host.

			The child re­turned. He brought back the pa­per. The host un­fold­ed it ea­ger­ly, like a per­son who is ex­pect­ing a re­ply. He seemed to read it at­ten­tive­ly, then tossed his head, and re­mained thought­ful for a mo­ment. Then he took a step in the di­rec­tion of the trav­eller, who ap­peared to be im­mersed in re­flec­tions which were not very serene.

			“I can­not re­ceive you, sir,” said he.

			The man half rose.

			“What! Are you afraid that I will not pay you? Do you want me to pay you in ad­vance? I have mon­ey, I tell you.”

			“It is not that.”

			“What then?”

			“You have mon­ey—”

			“Yes,” said the man.

			“And I,” said the host, “have no room.”

			The man re­sumed tran­quil­ly, “Put me in the sta­ble.”

			“I can­not.”

			“Why?”

			“The hors­es take up all the space.”

			“Very well!” re­tort­ed the man; “a cor­ner of the loft then, a truss of straw. We will see about that af­ter din­ner.”

			“I can­not give you any din­ner.”

			This dec­la­ra­tion, made in a mea­sured but firm tone, struck the stranger as grave. He rose.

			“Ah! bah! But I am dy­ing of hunger. I have been walk­ing since sun­rise. I have trav­elled twelve leagues. I pay. I wish to eat.”

			“I have noth­ing,” said the land­lord.

			The man burst out laugh­ing, and turned to­wards the fire­place and the stoves: “Noth­ing! and all that?”

			“All that is en­gaged.”

			“By whom?”

			“By messieurs the wag­oners.”

			“How many are there of them?”

			“Twelve.”

			“There is enough food there for twen­ty.”

			“They have en­gaged the whole of it and paid for it in ad­vance.”

			The man seat­ed him­self again, and said, with­out rais­ing his voice, “I am at an inn; I am hun­gry, and I shall re­main.”

			Then the host bent down to his ear, and said in a tone which made him start, “Go away!”

			At that mo­ment the trav­eller was bend­ing for­ward and thrust­ing some brands in­to the fire with the iron-shod tip of his staff; he turned quick­ly round, and as he opened his mouth to re­ply, the host gazed steadi­ly at him and added, still in a low voice: “Stop! there’s enough of that sort of talk. Do you want me to tell you your name? Your name is Jean Val­jean. Now do you want me to tell you who you are? When I saw you come in I sus­pect­ed some­thing; I sent to the town-hall, and this was the re­ply that was sent to me. Can you read?”

			So say­ing, he held out to the stranger, ful­ly un­fold­ed, the pa­per which had just trav­elled from the inn to the town-hall, and from the town-hall to the inn. The man cast a glance up­on it. The land­lord re­sumed af­ter a pause.

			“I am in the habit of be­ing po­lite to ev­ery­one. Go away!”

			The man dropped his head, picked up the knap­sack which he had de­posit­ed on the ground, and took his de­par­ture.

			He chose the prin­ci­pal street. He walked straight on at a ven­ture, keep­ing close to the hous­es like a sad and hu­mil­i­at­ed man. He did not turn round a sin­gle time. Had he done so, he would have seen the host of the Cross of Col­bas stand­ing on his thresh­old, sur­round­ed by all the guests of his inn, and all the passers­by in the street, talk­ing vi­va­cious­ly, and point­ing him out with his fin­ger; and, from the glances of ter­ror and dis­trust cast by the group, he might have di­vined that his ar­rival would speed­i­ly be­come an event for the whole town.

			He saw noth­ing of all this. Peo­ple who are crushed do not look be­hind them. They know but too well the evil fate which fol­lows them.

			Thus he pro­ceed­ed for some time, walk­ing on with­out ceas­ing, travers­ing at ran­dom streets of which he knew noth­ing, for­get­ful of his fa­tigue, as is of­ten the case when a man is sad. All at once he felt the pangs of hunger sharply. Night was draw­ing near. He glanced about him, to see whether he could not dis­cov­er some shel­ter.

			The fine hostel­ry was closed to him; he was seek­ing some very hum­ble pub­lic house, some hov­el, how­ev­er low­ly.

			Just then a light flashed up at the end of the streets; a pine branch sus­pend­ed from a cross­beam of iron was out­lined against the white sky of the twi­light. He pro­ceed­ed thith­er.

			It proved to be, in fact, a pub­lic house. The pub­lic house which is in the Rue de Chaf­faut.

			The way­far­er halt­ed for a mo­ment, and peeped through the win­dow in­to the in­te­ri­or of the low-stud­ded room of the pub­lic house, il­lu­mi­nat­ed by a small lamp on a ta­ble and by a large fire on the hearth. Some men were en­gaged in drink­ing there. The land­lord was warm­ing him­self. An iron pot, sus­pend­ed from a crane, bub­bled over the flame.

			The en­trance to this pub­lic house, which is al­so a sort of an inn, is by two doors. One opens on the street, the oth­er up­on a small yard filled with ma­nure. The trav­eller dare not en­ter by the street door. He slipped in­to the yard, halt­ed again, then raised the latch timid­ly and opened the door.

			“Who goes there?” said the mas­ter.

			“Some­one who wants sup­per and bed.”

			“Good. We fur­nish sup­per and bed here.”

			He en­tered. All the men who were drink­ing turned round. The lamp il­lu­mi­nat­ed him on one side, the fire­light on the oth­er. They ex­am­ined him for some time while he was tak­ing off his knap­sack.

			The host said to him, “There is the fire. The sup­per is cook­ing in the pot. Come and warm your­self, com­rade.”

			He ap­proached and seat­ed him­self near the hearth. He stretched out his feet, which were ex­haust­ed with fa­tigue, to the fire; a fine odor was emit­ted by the pot. All that could be dis­tin­guished of his face, be­neath his cap, which was well pulled down, as­sumed a vague ap­pear­ance of com­fort, min­gled with that oth­er poignant as­pect which ha­bit­u­al suf­fer­ing be­stows.

			It was, more­over, a firm, en­er­get­ic, and melan­choly pro­file. This phys­iog­no­my was strange­ly com­posed; it be­gan by seem­ing hum­ble, and end­ed by seem­ing se­vere. The eye shone be­neath its lash­es like a fire be­neath brush­wood.

			One of the men seat­ed at the ta­ble, how­ev­er, was a fish­mon­ger who, be­fore en­ter­ing the pub­lic house of the Rue de Chaf­faut, had been to sta­ble his horse at Labarre’s. It chanced that he had that very morn­ing en­coun­tered this un­pre­pos­sess­ing stranger on the road be­tween Bras d’Asse and—I have for­got­ten the name. I think it was Es­cou­blon. Now, when he met him, the man, who then seemed al­ready ex­treme­ly weary, had re­quest­ed him to take him on his crup­per; to which the fish­mon­ger had made no re­ply ex­cept by re­dou­bling his gait. This fish­mon­ger had been a mem­ber half an hour pre­vi­ous­ly of the group which sur­round­ed Jacquin Labarre, and had him­self re­lat­ed his dis­agree­able en­counter of the morn­ing to the peo­ple at the Cross of Col­bas. From where he sat he made an im­per­cep­ti­ble sign to the tav­ern-keep­er. The tav­ern-keep­er went to him. They ex­changed a few words in a low tone. The man had again be­come ab­sorbed in his re­flec­tions.

			The tav­ern-keep­er re­turned to the fire­place, laid his hand abrupt­ly on the shoul­der of the man, and said to him:—

			“You are go­ing to get out of here.”

			The stranger turned round and replied gen­tly, “Ah! You know?—”

			“Yes.”

			“I was sent away from the oth­er inn.”

			“And you are to be turned out of this one.”

			“Where would you have me go?”

			“Else­where.”

			The man took his stick and his knap­sack and de­part­ed.

			As he went out, some chil­dren who had fol­lowed him from the Cross of Col­bas, and who seemed to be ly­ing in wait for him, threw stones at him. He re­traced his steps in anger, and threat­ened them with his stick: the chil­dren dis­persed like a flock of birds.

			He passed be­fore the prison. At the door hung an iron chain at­tached to a bell. He rang.

			The wick­et opened.

			“Turnkey,” said he, re­mov­ing his cap po­lite­ly, “will you have the kind­ness to ad­mit me, and give me a lodg­ing for the night?”

			A voice replied:—

			“The prison is not an inn. Get your­self ar­rest­ed, and you will be ad­mit­ted.”

			The wick­et closed again.

			He en­tered a lit­tle street in which there were many gar­dens. Some of them are en­closed on­ly by hedges, which lends a cheer­ful as­pect to the street. In the midst of these gar­dens and hedges he caught sight of a small house of a sin­gle sto­ry, the win­dow of which was light­ed up. He peered through the pane as he had done at the pub­lic house. With­in was a large white­washed room, with a bed draped in print­ed cot­ton stuff, and a cra­dle in one cor­ner, a few wood­en chairs, and a dou­ble-bar­relled gun hang­ing on the wall. A ta­ble was spread in the cen­tre of the room. A cop­per lamp il­lu­mi­nat­ed the table­cloth of coarse white linen, the pewter jug shin­ing like sil­ver, and filled with wine, and the brown, smok­ing soup-tureen. At this ta­ble sat a man of about forty, with a mer­ry and open coun­te­nance, who was dan­dling a lit­tle child on his knees. Close by a very young wom­an was nurs­ing an­oth­er child. The fa­ther was laugh­ing, the child was laugh­ing, the moth­er was smil­ing.

			The stranger paused a mo­ment in rever­ie be­fore this ten­der and calm­ing spec­ta­cle. What was tak­ing place with­in him? He alone could have told. It is prob­a­ble that he thought that this joy­ous house would be hos­pitable, and that, in a place where he be­held so much hap­pi­ness, he would find per­haps a lit­tle pity.

			He tapped on the pane with a very small and fee­ble knock.

			They did not hear him.

			He tapped again.

			He heard the wom­an say, “It seems to me, hus­band, that some­one is knock­ing.”

			“No,” replied the hus­band.

			He tapped a third time.

			The hus­band rose, took the lamp, and went to the door, which he opened.

			He was a man of lofty stature, half peas­ant, half ar­ti­san. He wore a huge leather apron, which reached to his left shoul­der, and which a ham­mer, a red hand­ker­chief, a pow­der-horn, and all sorts of ob­jects which were up­held by the gir­dle, as in a pock­et, caused to bulge out. He car­ried his head thrown back­wards; his shirt, wide­ly opened and turned back, dis­played his bull neck, white and bare. He had thick eye­lash­es, enor­mous black whiskers, prom­i­nent eyes, the low­er part of his face like a snout; and be­sides all this, that air of be­ing on his own ground, which is in­de­scrib­able.

			“Par­don me, sir,” said the way­far­er, “Could you, in con­sid­er­a­tion of pay­ment, give me a plate of soup and a cor­ner of that shed yon­der in the gar­den, in which to sleep? Tell me; can you? For mon­ey?”

			“Who are you?” de­mand­ed the mas­ter of the house.

			The man replied: “I have just come from Puy-Mois­son. I have walked all day long. I have trav­elled twelve leagues. Can you?—if I pay?”

			“I would not refuse,” said the peas­ant, “to lodge any re­spectable man who would pay me. But why do you not go to the inn?”

			“There is no room.”

			“Bah! Im­pos­si­ble. This is nei­ther a fair nor a mar­ket day. Have you been to Labarre?”

			“Yes.”

			“Well?”

			The trav­eller replied with em­bar­rass­ment: “I do not know. He did not re­ceive me.”

			“Have you been to What’s-his-name’s, in the Rue Chaf­faut?”

			The stranger’s em­bar­rass­ment in­creased; he stam­mered, “He did not re­ceive me ei­ther.”

			The peas­ant’s coun­te­nance as­sumed an ex­pres­sion of dis­trust; he sur­veyed the new­com­er from head to feet, and sud­den­ly ex­claimed, with a sort of shud­der:—

			“Are you the man?—”

			He cast a fresh glance up­on the stranger, took three steps back­wards, placed the lamp on the ta­ble, and took his gun down from the wall.

			Mean­while, at the words, Are you the man? the wom­an had risen, had clasped her two chil­dren in her arms, and had tak­en refuge pre­cip­i­tate­ly be­hind her hus­band, star­ing in ter­ror at the stranger, with her bo­som un­cov­ered, and with fright­ened eyes, as she mur­mured in a low tone, “Tso-ma­raude.”5

			All this took place in less time than it re­quires to pic­ture it to one’s self. Af­ter hav­ing scru­ti­nized the man for sev­er­al mo­ments, as one scru­ti­nizes a viper, the mas­ter of the house re­turned to the door and said:—

			“Clear out!”

			“For pity’s sake, a glass of wa­ter,” said the man.

			“A shot from my gun!” said the peas­ant.

			Then he closed the door vi­o­lent­ly, and the man heard him shoot two large bolts. A mo­ment lat­er, the win­dow-shut­ter was closed, and the sound of a bar of iron which was placed against it was au­di­ble out­side.

			Night con­tin­ued to fall. A cold wind from the Alps was blow­ing. By the light of the ex­pir­ing day the stranger per­ceived, in one of the gar­dens which bor­dered the street, a sort of hut, which seemed to him to be built of sods. He climbed over the wood­en fence res­o­lute­ly, and found him­self in the gar­den. He ap­proached the hut; its door con­sist­ed of a very low and nar­row aper­ture, and it re­sem­bled those build­ings which road-la­bor­ers con­struct for them­selves along the roads. He thought with­out doubt, that it was, in fact, the dwelling of a road-la­bor­er; he was suf­fer­ing from cold and hunger, but this was, at least, a shel­ter from the cold. This sort of dwelling is not usu­al­ly oc­cu­pied at night. He threw him­self flat on his face, and crawled in­to the hut. It was warm there, and he found a tol­er­a­bly good bed of straw. He lay, for a mo­ment, stretched out on this bed, with­out the pow­er to make a move­ment, so fa­tigued was he. Then, as the knap­sack on his back was in his way, and as it fur­nished, more­over, a pil­low ready to his hand, he set about un­buck­ling one of the straps. At that mo­ment, a fe­ro­cious growl be­came au­di­ble. He raised his eyes. The head of an enor­mous dog was out­lined in the dark­ness at the en­trance of the hut.

			It was a dog’s ken­nel.

			He was him­self vig­or­ous and for­mi­da­ble; he armed him­self with his staff, made a shield of his knap­sack, and made his way out of the ken­nel in the best way he could, not with­out en­larg­ing the rents in his rags.

			He left the gar­den in the same man­ner, but back­wards, be­ing obliged, in or­der to keep the dog re­spect­ful, to have re­course to that ma­noeu­vre with his stick which mas­ters in that sort of fenc­ing des­ig­nate as la rose cou­verte.

			When he had, not with­out dif­fi­cul­ty, repassed the fence, and found him­self once more in the street, alone, with­out refuge, with­out shel­ter, with­out a roof over his head, chased even from that bed of straw and from that mis­er­able ken­nel, he dropped rather than seat­ed him­self on a stone, and it ap­pears that a passer­by heard him ex­claim, “I am not even a dog!”

			He soon rose again and re­sumed his march. He went out of the town, hop­ing to find some tree or haystack in the fields which would af­ford him shel­ter.

			He walked thus for some time, with his head still droop­ing. When he felt him­self far from ev­ery hu­man habi­ta­tion, he raised his eyes and gazed search­ing­ly about him. He was in a field. Be­fore him was one of those low hills cov­ered with close-cut stub­ble, which, af­ter the har­vest, re­sem­ble shaved heads.

			The hori­zon was per­fect­ly black. This was not alone the ob­scu­ri­ty of night; it was caused by very low-hang­ing clouds which seemed to rest up­on the hill it­self, and which were mount­ing and fill­ing the whole sky. Mean­while, as the moon was about to rise, and as there was still float­ing in the zenith a rem­nant of the bright­ness of twi­light, these clouds formed at the sum­mit of the sky a sort of whitish arch, whence a gleam of light fell up­on the earth.

			The earth was thus bet­ter light­ed than the sky, which pro­duces a par­tic­u­lar­ly sin­is­ter ef­fect, and the hill, whose con­tour was poor and mean, was out­lined vague and wan against the gloomy hori­zon. The whole ef­fect was hideous, pet­ty, lugubri­ous, and nar­row.

			There was noth­ing in the field or on the hill ex­cept a de­formed tree, which writhed and shiv­ered a few paces dis­tant from the way­far­er.

			This man was ev­i­dent­ly very far from hav­ing those del­i­cate habits of in­tel­li­gence and spir­it which ren­der one sen­si­ble to the mys­te­ri­ous as­pects of things; nev­er­the­less, there was some­thing in that sky, in that hill, in that plain, in that tree, which was so pro­found­ly des­o­late, that af­ter a mo­ment of im­mo­bil­i­ty and rever­ie he turned back abrupt­ly. There are in­stants when na­ture seems hos­tile.

			He re­traced his steps; the gates of D—— were closed. D——, which had sus­tained sieges dur­ing the wars of re­li­gion, was still sur­round­ed in 1815 by an­cient walls flanked by square tow­ers which have been de­mol­ished since. He passed through a breach and en­tered the town again.

			It might have been eight o’clock in the evening. As he was not ac­quaint­ed with the streets, he recom­menced his walk at ran­dom.

			In this way he came to the pre­fec­ture, then to the sem­i­nary. As he passed through the Cathe­dral Square, he shook his fist at the church.

			At the cor­ner of this square there is a print­ing es­tab­lish­ment. It is there that the procla­ma­tions of the Em­per­or and of the Im­pe­ri­al Guard to the army, brought from the Is­land of El­ba and dic­tat­ed by Napoleon him­self, were print­ed for the first time.

			Worn out with fa­tigue, and no longer en­ter­tain­ing any hope, he lay down on a stone bench which stands at the door­way of this print­ing of­fice.

			At that mo­ment an old wom­an came out of the church. She saw the man stretched out in the shad­ow. “What are you do­ing there, my friend?” said she.

			He an­swered harsh­ly and an­gri­ly: “As you see, my good wom­an, I am sleep­ing.” The good wom­an, who was well wor­thy the name, in fact, was the Mar­quise de R——

			“On this bench?” she went on.

			“I have had a mat­tress of wood for nine­teen years,” said the man; “to­day I have a mat­tress of stone.”

			“You have been a sol­dier?”

			“Yes, my good wom­an, a sol­dier.”

			“Why do you not go to the inn?”

			“Be­cause I have no mon­ey.”

			“Alas!” said Madame de R——, “I have on­ly four sous in my purse.”

			“Give it to me all the same.”

			The man took the four sous. Madame de R—— con­tin­ued: “You can­not ob­tain lodg­ings in an inn for so small a sum. But have you tried? It is im­pos­si­ble for you to pass the night thus. You are cold and hun­gry, no doubt. Some­one might have giv­en you a lodg­ing out of char­i­ty.”

			“I have knocked at all doors.”

			“Well?”

			“I have been driv­en away ev­ery­where.”

			The “good wom­an” touched the man’s arm, and point­ed out to him on the oth­er side of the street a small, low house, which stood be­side the Bish­op’s palace.

			“You have knocked at all doors?”

			“Yes.”

			“Have you knocked at that one?”

			“No.”

			“Knock there.”

		
	
		
			
				II

				Pru­dence Coun­selled to Wis­dom

			
			That evening, the Bish­op of D——, af­ter his prom­e­nade through the town, re­mained shut up rather late in his room. He was busy over a great work on Du­ties, which was nev­er com­plet­ed, un­for­tu­nate­ly. He was care­ful­ly com­pil­ing ev­ery­thing that the Fa­thers and the doc­tors have said on this im­por­tant sub­ject. His book was di­vid­ed in­to two parts: first­ly, the du­ties of all; sec­ond­ly, the du­ties of each in­di­vid­u­al, ac­cord­ing to the class to which he be­longs. The du­ties of all are the great du­ties. There are four of these. Saint Matthew points them out: du­ties to­wards God (Matthew 6); du­ties to­wards one’s self (Matthew 5:29, 30); du­ties to­wards one’s neigh­bor (Matthew 7:12); du­ties to­wards an­i­mals (Matthew 6:20, 25). As for the oth­er du­ties the Bish­op found them point­ed out and pre­scribed else­where: to sov­er­eigns and sub­jects, in the Epis­tle to the Ro­mans; to mag­is­trates, to wives, to moth­ers, to young men, by Saint Pe­ter; to hus­bands, fa­thers, chil­dren and ser­vants, in the Epis­tle to the Eph­esians; to the faith­ful, in the Epis­tle to the He­brews; to vir­gins, in the Epis­tle to the Corinthi­ans. Out of these pre­cepts he was la­bo­ri­ous­ly con­struct­ing a har­mo­nious whole, which he de­sired to present to souls.

			At eight o’clock he was still at work, writ­ing with a good deal of in­con­ve­nience up­on lit­tle squares of pa­per, with a big book open on his knees, when Madame Ma­gloire en­tered, ac­cord­ing to her wont, to get the sil­ver­ware from the cup­board near his bed. A mo­ment lat­er, the Bish­op, know­ing that the ta­ble was set, and that his sis­ter was prob­a­bly wait­ing for him, shut his book, rose from his ta­ble, and en­tered the din­ing-room.

			The din­ing-room was an ob­long apart­ment, with a fire­place, which had a door open­ing on the street (as we have said), and a win­dow open­ing on the gar­den.

			Madame Ma­gloire was, in fact, just putting the last touch­es to the ta­ble.

			As she per­formed this ser­vice, she was con­vers­ing with Made­moi­selle Bap­tis­tine.

			A lamp stood on the ta­ble; the ta­ble was near the fire­place. A wood fire was burn­ing there.

			One can eas­i­ly pic­ture to one’s self these two wom­en, both of whom were over six­ty years of age. Madame Ma­gloire small, plump, vi­va­cious; Made­moi­selle Bap­tis­tine gen­tle, slen­der, frail, some­what taller than her broth­er, dressed in a gown of puce-col­ored silk, of the fash­ion of 1806, which she had pur­chased at that date in Paris, and which had last­ed ev­er since. To bor­row vul­gar phras­es, which pos­sess the mer­it of giv­ing ut­ter­ance in a sin­gle word to an idea which a whole page would hard­ly suf­fice to ex­press, Madame Ma­gloire had the air of a peas­ant, and Made­moi­selle Bap­tis­tine that of a la­dy. Madame Ma­gloire wore a white quilt­ed cap, a gold Jean­nette cross on a vel­vet rib­bon up­on her neck, the on­ly bit of fem­i­nine jew­el­ry that there was in the house, a very white fichu puff­ing out from a gown of coarse black woollen stuff, with large, short sleeves, an apron of cot­ton cloth in red and green checks, knot­ted round the waist with a green rib­bon, with a stom­ach­er of the same at­tached by two pins at the up­per cor­ners, coarse shoes on her feet, and yel­low stock­ings, like the wom­en of Mar­seilles. Made­moi­selle Bap­tis­tine’s gown was cut on the pat­terns of 1806, with a short waist, a nar­row, sheath-like skirt, puffed sleeves, with flaps and but­tons. She con­cealed her gray hair un­der a frizzed wig known as the “ba­by wig.” Madame Ma­gloire had an in­tel­li­gent, vi­va­cious, and kind­ly air; the two cor­ners of her mouth un­equal­ly raised, and her up­per lip, which was larg­er than the low­er, im­part­ed to her a rather crabbed and im­pe­ri­ous look. So long as Mon­seigneur held his peace, she talked to him res­o­lute­ly with a mix­ture of re­spect and free­dom; but as soon as Mon­seigneur be­gan to speak, as we have seen, she obeyed pas­sive­ly like her mis­tress. Made­moi­selle Bap­tis­tine did not even speak. She con­fined her­self to obey­ing and pleas­ing him. She had nev­er been pret­ty, even when she was young; she had large, blue, prom­i­nent eyes, and a long arched nose; but her whole vis­age, her whole per­son, breathed forth an in­ef­fa­ble good­ness, as we stat­ed in the be­gin­ning. She had al­ways been pre­des­tined to gen­tle­ness; but faith, char­i­ty, hope, those three virtues which mild­ly warm the soul, had grad­u­al­ly el­e­vat­ed that gen­tle­ness to sanc­ti­ty. Na­ture had made her a lamb, re­li­gion had made her an an­gel. Poor saint­ed vir­gin! Sweet mem­o­ry which has van­ished!

			Made­moi­selle Bap­tis­tine has so of­ten nar­rat­ed what passed at the epis­co­pal res­i­dence that evening, that there are many peo­ple now liv­ing who still re­call the most minute de­tails.

			At the mo­ment when the Bish­op en­tered, Madame Ma­gloire was talk­ing with con­sid­er­able vi­vac­i­ty. She was ha­rangu­ing Made­moi­selle Bap­tis­tine on a sub­ject which was fa­mil­iar to her and to which the Bish­op was al­so ac­cus­tomed. The ques­tion con­cerned the lock up­on the en­trance door.

			It ap­pears that while procur­ing some pro­vi­sions for sup­per, Madame Ma­gloire had heard things in divers places. Peo­ple had spo­ken of a prowler of evil ap­pear­ance; a sus­pi­cious vagabond had ar­rived who must be some­where about the town, and those who should take it in­to their heads to re­turn home late that night might be sub­ject­ed to un­pleas­ant en­coun­ters. The po­lice was very bad­ly or­ga­nized, more­over, be­cause there was no love lost be­tween the Pre­fect and the May­or, who sought to in­jure each oth­er by mak­ing things hap­pen. It be­hooved wise peo­ple to play the part of their own po­lice, and to guard them­selves well, and care must be tak­en to du­ly close, bar and bar­ri­cade their hous­es, and to fas­ten the doors well.

			Madame Ma­gloire em­pha­sized these last words; but the Bish­op had just come from his room, where it was rather cold. He seat­ed him­self in front of the fire, and warmed him­self, and then fell to think­ing of oth­er things. He did not take up the re­mark dropped with de­sign by Madame Ma­gloire. She re­peat­ed it. Then Made­moi­selle Bap­tis­tine, de­sirous of sat­is­fy­ing Madame Ma­gloire with­out dis­pleas­ing her broth­er, ven­tured to say timid­ly:—

			“Did you hear what Madame Ma­gloire is say­ing, broth­er?”

			“I have heard some­thing of it in a vague way,” replied the Bish­op. Then half-turn­ing in his chair, plac­ing his hands on his knees, and rais­ing to­wards the old ser­vant wom­an his cor­dial face, which so eas­i­ly grew joy­ous, and which was il­lu­mi­nat­ed from be­low by the fire­light—“Come, what is the mat­ter? What is the mat­ter? Are we in any great dan­ger?”

			Then Madame Ma­gloire be­gan the whole sto­ry afresh, ex­ag­ger­at­ing it a lit­tle with­out be­ing aware of the fact. It ap­peared that a Bo­hemi­an, a bare­foot­ed vagabond, a sort of dan­ger­ous men­di­cant, was at that mo­ment in the town. He had pre­sent­ed him­self at Jacquin Labarre’s to ob­tain lodg­ings, but the lat­ter had not been will­ing to take him in. He had been seen to ar­rive by the way of the boule­vard Gassen­di and roam about the streets in the gloam­ing. A gal­lows-bird with a ter­ri­ble face.

			“Re­al­ly!” said the Bish­op.

			This will­ing­ness to in­ter­ro­gate en­cour­aged Madame Ma­gloire; it seemed to her to in­di­cate that the Bish­op was on the point of be­com­ing alarmed; she pur­sued tri­umphant­ly:—

			“Yes, Mon­seigneur. That is how it is. There will be some sort of catas­tro­phe in this town tonight. Ev­ery­one says so. And with­al, the po­lice is so bad­ly reg­u­lat­ed” (a use­ful rep­e­ti­tion). “The idea of liv­ing in a moun­tain­ous coun­try, and not even hav­ing lights in the streets at night! One goes out. Black as ovens, in­deed! And I say, Mon­seigneur, and Made­moi­selle there says with me—”

			“I,” in­ter­rupt­ed his sis­ter, “say noth­ing. What my broth­er does is well done.”

			Madame Ma­gloire con­tin­ued as though there had been no protest:—

			“We say that this house is not safe at all; that if Mon­seigneur will per­mit, I will go and tell Paulin Muse­bois, the lock­smith, to come and re­place the an­cient locks on the doors; we have them, and it is on­ly the work of a mo­ment; for I say that noth­ing is more ter­ri­ble than a door which can be opened from the out­side with a latch by the first passer­by; and I say that we need bolts, Mon­seigneur, if on­ly for this night; more­over, Mon­seigneur has the habit of al­ways say­ing ‘come in’; and be­sides, even in the mid­dle of the night, O mon Dieu! there is no need to ask per­mis­sion.”

			At that mo­ment there came a tol­er­a­bly vi­o­lent knock on the door.

			“Come in,” said the Bish­op.

		
	
		
			
				III

				The Hero­ism of Pas­sive Obe­di­ence

			
			The door opened.

			It opened wide with a rapid move­ment, as though some­one had giv­en it an en­er­get­ic and res­o­lute push.

			A man en­tered.

			We al­ready know the man. It was the way­far­er whom we have seen wan­der­ing about in search of shel­ter.

			He en­tered, ad­vanced a step, and halt­ed, leav­ing the door open be­hind him. He had his knap­sack on his shoul­ders, his cud­gel in his hand, a rough, au­da­cious, weary, and vi­o­lent ex­pres­sion in his eyes. The fire on the hearth light­ed him up. He was hideous. It was a sin­is­ter ap­pari­tion.

			Madame Ma­gloire had not even the strength to ut­ter a cry. She trem­bled, and stood with her mouth wide open.

			Made­moi­selle Bap­tis­tine turned round, be­held the man en­ter­ing, and half start­ed up in ter­ror; then, turn­ing her head by de­grees to­wards the fire­place again, she be­gan to ob­serve her broth­er, and her face be­came once more pro­found­ly calm and serene.

			The Bish­op fixed a tran­quil eye on the man.

			As he opened his mouth, doubt­less to ask the new­com­er what he de­sired, the man rest­ed both hands on his staff, di­rect­ed his gaze at the old man and the two wom­en, and with­out wait­ing for the Bish­op to speak, he said, in a loud voice:—

			“See here. My name is Jean Val­jean. I am a con­vict from the gal­leys. I have passed nine­teen years in the gal­leys. I was lib­er­at­ed four days ago, and am on my way to Pon­tar­li­er, which is my des­ti­na­tion. I have been walk­ing for four days since I left Toulon. I have trav­elled a dozen leagues to­day on foot. This evening, when I ar­rived in these parts, I went to an inn, and they turned me out, be­cause of my yel­low pass­port, which I had shown at the town-hall. I had to do it. I went to an inn. They said to me, ‘Be off,’ at both places. No one would take me. I went to the prison; the jail­er would not ad­mit me. I went in­to a dog’s ken­nel; the dog bit me and chased me off, as though he had been a man. One would have said that he knew who I was. I went in­to the fields, in­tend­ing to sleep in the open air, be­neath the stars. There were no stars. I thought it was go­ing to rain, and I re-en­tered the town, to seek the re­cess of a door­way. Yon­der, in the square, I meant to sleep on a stone bench. A good wom­an point­ed out your house to me, and said to me, ‘Knock there!’ I have knocked. What is this place? Do you keep an inn? I have mon­ey—sav­ings. One hun­dred and nine francs fif­teen sous, which I earned in the gal­leys by my la­bor, in the course of nine­teen years. I will pay. What is that to me? I have mon­ey. I am very weary; twelve leagues on foot; I am very hun­gry. Are you will­ing that I should re­main?”

			“Madame Ma­gloire,” said the Bish­op, “you will set an­oth­er place.”

			The man ad­vanced three paces, and ap­proached the lamp which was on the ta­ble. “Stop,” he re­sumed, as though he had not quite un­der­stood; “that’s not it. Did you hear? I am a gal­ley-slave; a con­vict. I come from the gal­leys.” He drew from his pock­et a large sheet of yel­low pa­per, which he un­fold­ed. “Here’s my pass­port. Yel­low, as you see. This serves to ex­pel me from ev­ery place where I go. Will you read it? I know how to read. I learned in the gal­leys. There is a school there for those who choose to learn. Hold, this is what they put on this pass­port: ‘Jean Val­jean, dis­charged con­vict, na­tive of’—that is noth­ing to you—‘has been nine­teen years in the gal­leys: five years for house­break­ing and bur­glary; four­teen years for hav­ing at­tempt­ed to es­cape on four oc­ca­sions. He is a very dan­ger­ous man.’ There! Ev­ery­one has cast me out. Are you will­ing to re­ceive me? Is this an inn? Will you give me some­thing to eat and a bed? Have you a sta­ble?”

			“Madame Ma­gloire,” said the Bish­op, “you will put white sheets on the bed in the al­cove.” We have al­ready ex­plained the char­ac­ter of the two wom­en’s obe­di­ence.

			Madame Ma­gloire re­tired to ex­e­cute these or­ders.

			The Bish­op turned to the man.

			“Sit down, sir, and warm your­self. We are go­ing to sup in a few mo­ments, and your bed will be pre­pared while you are sup­ping.”

			At this point the man sud­den­ly com­pre­hend­ed. The ex­pres­sion of his face, up to that time som­bre and harsh, bore the im­print of stu­pe­fac­tion, of doubt, of joy, and be­came ex­tra­or­di­nary. He be­gan stam­mer­ing like a crazy man:—

			“Re­al­ly? What! You will keep me? You do not drive me forth? A con­vict! You call me sir! You do not ad­dress me as thou? ‘Get out of here, you dog!’ is what peo­ple al­ways say to me. I felt sure that you would ex­pel me, so I told you at once who I am. Oh, what a good wom­an that was who di­rect­ed me hith­er! I am go­ing to sup! A bed with a mat­tress and sheets, like the rest of the world! a bed! It is nine­teen years since I have slept in a bed! You ac­tu­al­ly do not want me to go! You are good peo­ple. Be­sides, I have mon­ey. I will pay well. Par­don me, mon­sieur the innkeep­er, but what is your name? I will pay any­thing you ask. You are a fine man. You are an innkeep­er, are you not?”

			“I am,” replied the Bish­op, “a priest who lives here.”

			“A priest!” said the man. “Oh, what a fine priest! Then you are not go­ing to de­mand any mon­ey of me? You are the curé, are you not? the curé of this big church? Well! I am a fool, tru­ly! I had not per­ceived your skull­cap.”

			As he spoke, he de­posit­ed his knap­sack and his cud­gel in a cor­ner, re­placed his pass­port in his pock­et, and seat­ed him­self. Made­moi­selle Bap­tis­tine gazed mild­ly at him. He con­tin­ued:

			“You are hu­mane, Mon­sieur le Curé; you have not scorned me. A good priest is a very good thing. Then you do not re­quire me to pay?”

			“No,” said the Bish­op; “keep your mon­ey. How much have you? Did you not tell me one hun­dred and nine francs?”

			“And fif­teen sous,” added the man.

			“One hun­dred and nine francs fif­teen sous. And how long did it take you to earn that?”

			“Nine­teen years.”

			“Nine­teen years!”

			The Bish­op sighed deeply.

			The man con­tin­ued: “I have still the whole of my mon­ey. In four days I have spent on­ly twen­ty-five sous, which I earned by help­ing un­load some wag­ons at Grasse. Since you are an ab­bé, I will tell you that we had a chap­lain in the gal­leys. And one day I saw a bish­op there. Mon­seigneur is what they call him. He was the Bish­op of Ma­jore at Mar­seilles. He is the curé who rules over the oth­er curés, you un­der­stand. Par­don me, I say that very bad­ly; but it is such a far-off thing to me! You un­der­stand what we are! He said mass in the mid­dle of the gal­leys, on an al­tar. He had a point­ed thing, made of gold, on his head; it glit­tered in the bright light of mid­day. We were all ranged in lines on the three sides, with can­nons with light­ed match­es fac­ing us. We could not see very well. He spoke; but he was too far off, and we did not hear. That is what a bish­op is like.”

			While he was speak­ing, the Bish­op had gone and shut the door, which had re­mained wide open.

			Madame Ma­gloire re­turned. She brought a sil­ver fork and spoon, which she placed on the ta­ble.

			“Madame Ma­gloire,” said the Bish­op, “place those things as near the fire as pos­si­ble.” And turn­ing to his guest: “The night wind is harsh on the Alps. You must be cold, sir.”

			Each time that he ut­tered the word sir, in his voice which was so gen­tly grave and pol­ished, the man’s face light­ed up. Mon­sieur to a con­vict is like a glass of wa­ter to one of the ship­wrecked of the Medusa. Ig­nominy thirsts for con­sid­er­a­tion.

			“This lamp gives a very bad light,” said the Bish­op.

			Madame Ma­gloire un­der­stood him, and went to get the two sil­ver can­dle­sticks from the chim­ney­p­iece in Mon­seigneur’s bed­cham­ber, and placed them, light­ed, on the ta­ble.

			“Mon­sieur le Curé,” said the man, “you are good; you do not de­spise me. You re­ceive me in­to your house. You light your can­dles for me. Yet I have not con­cealed from you whence I come and that I am an un­for­tu­nate man.”

			The Bish­op, who was sit­ting close to him, gen­tly touched his hand. “You could not help telling me who you were. This is not my house; it is the house of Je­sus Christ. This door does not de­mand of him who en­ters whether he has a name, but whether he has a grief. You suf­fer, you are hun­gry and thirsty; you are wel­come. And do not thank me; do not say that I re­ceive you in my house. No one is at home here, ex­cept the man who needs a refuge. I say to you, who are pass­ing by, that you are much more at home here than I am my­self. Ev­ery­thing here is yours. What need have I to know your name? Be­sides, be­fore you told me you had one which I knew.”

			The man opened his eyes in as­ton­ish­ment.

			“Re­al­ly? You knew what I was called?”

			“Yes,” replied the Bish­op, “you are called my broth­er.”

			“Stop, Mon­sieur le Curé,” ex­claimed the man. “I was very hun­gry when I en­tered here; but you are so good, that I no longer know what has hap­pened to me.”

			The Bish­op looked at him, and said—

			“You have suf­fered much?”

			“Oh, the red coat, the ball on the an­kle, a plank to sleep on, heat, cold, toil, the con­victs, the thrash­ings, the dou­ble chain for noth­ing, the cell for one word; even sick and in bed, still the chain! Dogs, dogs are hap­pi­er! Nine­teen years! I am forty-six. Now there is the yel­low pass­port. That is what it is like.”

			“Yes,” re­sumed the Bish­op, “you have come from a very sad place. Lis­ten. There will be more joy in heav­en over the tear-bathed face of a re­pen­tant sin­ner than over the white robes of a hun­dred just men. If you emerge from that sad place with thoughts of ha­tred and of wrath against mankind, you are de­serv­ing of pity; if you emerge with thoughts of good­will and of peace, you are more wor­thy than any one of us.”

			In the mean­time, Madame Ma­gloire had served sup­per: soup, made with wa­ter, oil, bread, and salt; a lit­tle ba­con, a bit of mut­ton, figs, a fresh cheese, and a large loaf of rye bread. She had, of her own ac­cord, added to the Bish­op’s or­di­nary fare a bot­tle of his old Mauves wine.

			The Bish­op’s face at once as­sumed that ex­pres­sion of gayety which is pe­cu­liar to hos­pitable na­tures. “To ta­ble!” he cried vi­va­cious­ly. As was his cus­tom when a stranger supped with him, he made the man sit on his right. Made­moi­selle Bap­tis­tine, per­fect­ly peace­able and nat­u­ral, took her seat at his left.

			The Bish­op asked a bless­ing; then helped the soup him­self, ac­cord­ing to his cus­tom. The man be­gan to eat with avid­i­ty.

			All at once the Bish­op said: “It strikes me there is some­thing miss­ing on this ta­ble.”

			Madame Ma­gloire had, in fact, on­ly placed the three sets of forks and spoons which were ab­so­lute­ly nec­es­sary. Now, it was the us­age of the house, when the Bish­op had any­one to sup­per, to lay out the whole six sets of sil­ver on the table­cloth—an in­no­cent os­ten­ta­tion. This grace­ful sem­blance of lux­u­ry was a kind of child’s play, which was full of charm in that gen­tle and se­vere house­hold, which raised pover­ty in­to dig­ni­ty.

			Madame Ma­gloire un­der­stood the re­mark, went out with­out say­ing a word, and a mo­ment lat­er the three sets of sil­ver forks and spoons de­mand­ed by the Bish­op were glit­ter­ing up­on the cloth, sym­met­ri­cal­ly ar­ranged be­fore the three per­sons seat­ed at the ta­ble.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				De­tails Con­cern­ing the Cheese-Dairies of Pon­tar­li­er

			
			Now, in or­der to con­vey an idea of what passed at that ta­ble, we can­not do bet­ter than to tran­scribe here a pas­sage from one of Made­moi­selle Bap­tis­tine’s let­ters to Madame Bois­chevron, where­in the con­ver­sa­tion be­tween the con­vict and the Bish­op is de­scribed with in­ge­nious minute­ness.

			
				… This man paid no at­ten­tion to any­one. He ate with the vo­rac­i­ty of a starv­ing man. How­ev­er, af­ter sup­per he said:

				“Mon­sieur le Curé of the good God, all this is far too good for me; but I must say that the carters who would not al­low me to eat with them keep a bet­ter ta­ble than you do.”

				Be­tween our­selves, the re­mark rather shocked me. My broth­er replied:—

				“They are more fa­tigued than I.”

				“No,” re­turned the man, “they have more mon­ey. You are poor; I see that plain­ly. You can­not be even a cu­rate. Are you re­al­ly a curé? Ah, if the good God were but just, you cer­tain­ly ought to be a curé!”

				“The good God is more than just,” said my broth­er.

				A mo­ment lat­er he added:—

				“Mon­sieur Jean Val­jean, is it to Pon­tar­li­er that you are go­ing?”

				“With my road marked out for me.”

				I think that is what the man said. Then he went on:—

				“I must be on my way by day­break to­mor­row. Trav­el­ling is hard. If the nights are cold, the days are hot.”

				“You are go­ing to a good coun­try,” said my broth­er. “Dur­ing the Rev­o­lu­tion my fam­i­ly was ru­ined. I took refuge in Franche-Comté at first, and there I lived for some time by the toil of my hands. My will was good. I found plen­ty to oc­cu­py me. One has on­ly to choose. There are pa­per mills, tan­ner­ies, dis­til­leries, oil fac­to­ries, watch fac­to­ries on a large scale, steel mills, cop­per works, twen­ty iron foundries at least, four of which, sit­u­at­ed at Lods, at Châtil­lon, at Au­d­in­court, and at Beure, are tol­er­a­bly large.”

				I think I am not mis­tak­en in say­ing that those are the names which my broth­er men­tioned. Then he in­ter­rupt­ed him­self and ad­dressed me:—

				“Have we not some rel­a­tives in those parts, my dear sis­ter?”

				I replied—

				“We did have some; among oth­ers, M. de Lucenet, who was cap­tain of the gates at Pon­tar­li­er un­der the old regime.”

				“Yes,” re­sumed my broth­er; “but in ’93, one had no longer any rel­a­tives, one had on­ly one’s arms. I worked. They have, in the coun­try of Pon­tar­li­er, whith­er you are go­ing, Mon­sieur Val­jean, a tru­ly pa­tri­ar­chal and tru­ly charm­ing in­dus­try, my sis­ter. It is their cheese-dairies, which they call fruitières.”

				Then my broth­er, while urg­ing the man to eat, ex­plained to him, with great minute­ness, what these fruitières of Pon­tar­li­er were; that they were di­vid­ed in­to two class­es: the “big barns” which be­long to the rich, and where there are forty or fifty cows which pro­duce from sev­en to eight thou­sand cheeses each sum­mer, and the as­so­ci­at­ed fruitières, which be­long to the poor; these are the peas­ants of mid-moun­tain, who hold their cows in com­mon, and share the pro­ceeds. ‘They en­gage the ser­vices of a cheese-mak­er, whom they call the grurin; the grurin re­ceives the milk of the as­so­ciates three times a day, and marks the quan­ti­ty on a dou­ble tal­ly. It is to­wards the end of April that the work of the cheese-dairies be­gins; it is to­wards the mid­dle of June that the cheese-mak­ers drive their cows to the moun­tains.’

				The man re­cov­ered his an­i­ma­tion as he ate. My broth­er made him drink that good Mauves wine, which he does not drink him­self, be­cause he says that wine is ex­pen­sive. My broth­er im­part­ed all these de­tails with that easy gayety of his with which you are ac­quaint­ed, in­ter­spers­ing his words with grace­ful at­ten­tions to me. He re­curred fre­quent­ly to that com­fort­able trade of grurin, as though he wished the man to un­der­stand, with­out ad­vis­ing him di­rect­ly and harsh­ly, that this would af­ford him a refuge. One thing struck me. This man was what I have told you. Well, nei­ther dur­ing sup­per, nor dur­ing the en­tire evening, did my broth­er ut­ter a sin­gle word, with the ex­cep­tion of a few words about Je­sus when he en­tered, which could re­mind the man of what he was, nor of what my broth­er was. To all ap­pear­ances, it was an oc­ca­sion for preach­ing him a lit­tle ser­mon, and of im­press­ing the Bish­op on the con­vict, so that a mark of the pas­sage might re­main be­hind. This might have ap­peared to any­one else who had this, un­for­tu­nate man in his hands to af­ford a chance to nour­ish his soul as well as his body, and to be­stow up­on him some re­proach, sea­soned with mor­al­iz­ing and ad­vice, or a lit­tle com­mis­er­a­tion, with an ex­hor­ta­tion to con­duct him­self bet­ter in the fu­ture. My broth­er did not even ask him from what coun­try he came, nor what was his his­to­ry. For in his his­to­ry there is a fault, and my broth­er seemed to avoid ev­ery­thing which could re­mind him of it. To such a point did he car­ry it, that at one time, when my broth­er was speak­ing of the moun­taineers of Pon­tar­li­er, “who ex­er­cise a gen­tle la­bor near heav­en, and who,” he added, “are hap­py be­cause they are in­no­cent,” he stopped short, fear­ing lest in this re­mark there might have es­caped him some­thing which might wound the man. By dint of re­flec­tion, I think I have com­pre­hend­ed what was pass­ing in my broth­er’s heart. He was think­ing, no doubt, that this man, whose name is Jean Val­jean, had his mis­for­tune on­ly too vivid­ly present in his mind; that the best thing was to di­vert him from it, and to make him be­lieve, if on­ly mo­men­tar­i­ly, that he was a per­son like any oth­er, by treat­ing him just in his or­di­nary way. Is not this in­deed, to un­der­stand char­i­ty well? Is there not, dear Madame, some­thing tru­ly evan­gel­i­cal in this del­i­ca­cy which ab­stains from ser­mon, from mor­al­iz­ing, from al­lu­sions? and is not the truest pity, when a man has a sore point, not to touch it at all? It has seemed to me that this might have been my broth­er’s pri­vate thought. In any case, what I can say is that, if he en­ter­tained all these ideas, he gave no sign of them; from be­gin­ning to end, even to me he was the same as he is ev­ery evening, and he supped with this Jean Val­jean with the same air and in the same man­ner in which he would have supped with M. Gédéon le Prévost, or with the cu­rate of the parish.

				To­wards the end, when he had reached the figs, there came a knock at the door. It was Moth­er Ger­baud, with her lit­tle one in her arms. My broth­er kissed the child on the brow, and bor­rowed fif­teen sous which I had about me to give to Moth­er Ger­baud. The man was not pay­ing much heed to any­thing then. He was no longer talk­ing, and he seemed very much fa­tigued. Af­ter poor old Ger­baud had tak­en her de­par­ture, my broth­er said grace; then he turned to the man and said to him, ‘You must be in great need of your bed.’ Madame Ma­gloire cleared the ta­ble very prompt­ly. I un­der­stood that we must re­tire, in or­der to al­low this trav­eller to go to sleep, and we both went up­stairs. Nev­er­the­less, I sent Madame Ma­gloire down a mo­ment lat­er, to car­ry to the man’s bed a goat skin from the Black For­est, which was in my room. The nights are frigid, and that keeps one warm. It is a pity that this skin is old; all the hair is fall­ing out. My broth­er bought it while he was in Ger­many, at Tot­tlin­gen, near the sources of the Danube, as well as the lit­tle ivory-han­dled knife which I use at ta­ble.

				Madame Ma­gloire re­turned im­me­di­ate­ly. We said our prayers in the draw­ing-room, where we hang up the linen, and then we each re­tired to our own cham­bers, with­out say­ing a word to each oth­er.

			

		
	
		
			
				V

				Tran­quil­li­ty

			
			Af­ter bid­ding his sis­ter good night, Mon­seigneur Bi­en­venu took one of the two sil­ver can­dle­sticks from the ta­ble, hand­ed the oth­er to his guest, and said to him—

			“Mon­sieur, I will con­duct you to your room.”

			The man fol­lowed him.

			As might have been ob­served from what has been said above, the house was so ar­ranged that in or­der to pass in­to the or­a­to­ry where the al­cove was sit­u­at­ed, or to get out of it, it was nec­es­sary to tra­verse the Bish­op’s bed­room.

			At the mo­ment when he was cross­ing this apart­ment, Madame Ma­gloire was putting away the sil­ver­ware in the cup­board near the head of the bed. This was her last care ev­ery evening be­fore she went to bed.

			The Bish­op in­stalled his guest in the al­cove. A fresh white bed had been pre­pared there. The man set the can­dle down on a small ta­ble.

			“Well,” said the Bish­op, “may you pass a good night. To­mor­row morn­ing, be­fore you set out, you shall drink a cup of warm milk from our cows.”

			“Thanks, Mon­sieur l’Ab­bé,” said the man.

			Hard­ly had he pro­nounced these words full of peace, when all of a sud­den, and with­out tran­si­tion, he made a strange move­ment, which would have frozen the two saint­ed wom­en with hor­ror, had they wit­nessed it. Even at this day it is dif­fi­cult for us to ex­plain what in­spired him at that mo­ment. Did he in­tend to con­vey a warn­ing or to throw out a men­ace? Was he sim­ply obey­ing a sort of in­stinc­tive im­pulse which was ob­scure even to him­self? He turned abrupt­ly to the old man, fold­ed his arms, and bend­ing up­on his host a sav­age gaze, he ex­claimed in a hoarse voice:—

			“Ah! re­al­ly! You lodge me in your house, close to your­self like this?”

			He broke off, and added with a laugh in which there lurked some­thing mon­strous:—

			“Have you re­al­ly re­flect­ed well? How do you know that I have not been an as­sas­sin?”

			The Bish­op replied:—

			“That is the con­cern of the good God.”

			Then grave­ly, and mov­ing his lips like one who is pray­ing or talk­ing to him­self, he raised two fin­gers of his right hand and be­stowed his bene­dic­tion on the man, who did not bow, and with­out turn­ing his head or look­ing be­hind him, he re­turned to his bed­room.

			When the al­cove was in use, a large serge cur­tain drawn from wall to wall con­cealed the al­tar. The Bish­op knelt be­fore this cur­tain as he passed and said a brief prayer. A mo­ment lat­er he was in his gar­den, walk­ing, med­i­tat­ing, con­tem­plat­ing, his heart and soul whol­ly ab­sorbed in those grand and mys­te­ri­ous things which God shows at night to the eyes which re­main open.

			As for the man, he was ac­tu­al­ly so fa­tigued that he did not even prof­it by the nice white sheets. Snuff­ing out his can­dle with his nos­trils af­ter the man­ner of con­victs, he dropped, all dressed as he was, up­on the bed, where he im­me­di­ate­ly fell in­to a pro­found sleep.

			Mid­night struck as the Bish­op re­turned from his gar­den to his apart­ment.

			A few min­utes lat­er all were asleep in the lit­tle house.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				Jean Val­jean

			
			To­wards the mid­dle of the night Jean Val­jean woke.

			Jean Val­jean came from a poor peas­ant fam­i­ly of Brie. He had not learned to read in his child­hood. When he reached man’s es­tate, he be­came a tree-pruner at Faverolles. His moth­er was named Jeanne Math­ieu; his fa­ther was called Jean Val­jean or Vla­jean, prob­a­bly a so­bri­quet, and a con­trac­tion of voilà Jean, “here’s Jean.”

			Jean Val­jean was of that thought­ful but not gloomy dis­po­si­tion which con­sti­tutes the pe­cu­liar­i­ty of af­fec­tion­ate na­tures. On the whole, how­ev­er, there was some­thing de­cid­ed­ly slug­gish and in­signif­i­cant about Jean Val­jean in ap­pear­ance, at least. He had lost his fa­ther and moth­er at a very ear­ly age. His moth­er had died of a milk fever, which had not been prop­er­ly at­tend­ed to. His fa­ther, a tree-pruner, like him­self, had been killed by a fall from a tree. All that re­mained to Jean Val­jean was a sis­ter old­er than him­self—a wid­ow with sev­en chil­dren, boys and girls. This sis­ter had brought up Jean Val­jean, and so long as she had a hus­band she lodged and fed her young broth­er.

			The hus­band died. The el­dest of the sev­en chil­dren was eight years old. The youngest, one.

			Jean Val­jean had just at­tained his twen­ty-fifth year. He took the fa­ther’s place, and, in his turn, sup­port­ed the sis­ter who had brought him up. This was done sim­ply as a du­ty and even a lit­tle churl­ish­ly on the part of Jean Val­jean. Thus his youth had been spent in rude and ill-paid toil. He had nev­er known a “kind wom­an friend” in his na­tive parts. He had not had the time to fall in love.

			He re­turned at night weary, and ate his broth with­out ut­ter­ing a word. His sis­ter, moth­er Jeanne, of­ten took the best part of his repast from his bowl while he was eat­ing—a bit of meat, a slice of ba­con, the heart of the cab­bage—to give to one of her chil­dren. As he went on eat­ing, with his head bent over the ta­ble and al­most in­to his soup, his long hair fall­ing about his bowl and con­ceal­ing his eyes, he had the air of per­ceiv­ing noth­ing and al­low­ing it. There was at Faverolles, not far from the Val­jean thatched cot­tage, on the oth­er side of the lane, a farmer’s wife named Marie-Claude; the Val­jean chil­dren, ha­bit­u­al­ly fam­ished, some­times went to bor­row from Marie-Claude a pint of milk, in their moth­er’s name, which they drank be­hind a hedge or in some al­ley cor­ner, snatch­ing the jug from each oth­er so hasti­ly that the lit­tle girls spilled it on their aprons and down their necks. If their moth­er had known of this ma­raud­ing, she would have pun­ished the delin­quents se­vere­ly. Jean Val­jean gruffly and grum­bling­ly paid Marie-Claude for the pint of milk be­hind their moth­er’s back, and the chil­dren were not pun­ished.

			In prun­ing sea­son he earned eigh­teen sous a day; then he hired out as a hay­mak­er, as la­bor­er, as neat-herd on a farm, as a drudge. He did what­ev­er he could. His sis­ter worked al­so but what could she do with sev­en lit­tle chil­dren? It was a sad group en­veloped in mis­ery, which was be­ing grad­u­al­ly an­ni­hi­lat­ed. A very hard win­ter came. Jean had no work. The fam­i­ly had no bread. No bread lit­er­al­ly. Sev­en chil­dren!

			One Sun­day evening, Maubert Is­abeau, the bak­er on the Church Square at Faverolles, was pre­par­ing to go to bed, when he heard a vi­o­lent blow on the grat­ed front of his shop. He ar­rived in time to see an arm passed through a hole made by a blow from a fist, through the grat­ing and the glass. The arm seized a loaf of bread and car­ried it off. Is­abeau ran out in haste; the rob­ber fled at the full speed of his legs. Is­abeau ran af­ter him and stopped him. The thief had flung away the loaf, but his arm was still bleed­ing. It was Jean Val­jean.

			This took place in 1795. Jean Val­jean was tak­en be­fore the tri­bunals of the time for theft and break­ing and en­ter­ing an in­hab­it­ed house at night. He had a gun which he used bet­ter than any­one else in the world, he was a bit of a poach­er, and this in­jured his case. There ex­ists a le­git­i­mate prej­u­dice against poach­ers. The poach­er, like the smug­gler, smacks too strong­ly of the brig­and. Nev­er­the­less, we will re­mark cur­so­ri­ly, there is still an abyss be­tween these races of men and the hideous as­sas­sin of the towns. The poach­er lives in the for­est, the smug­gler lives in the moun­tains or on the sea. The cities make fe­ro­cious men be­cause they make cor­rupt men. The moun­tain, the sea, the for­est, make sav­age men; they de­vel­op the fierce side, but of­ten with­out de­stroy­ing the hu­mane side.

			Jean Val­jean was pro­nounced guilty. The terms of the Code were ex­plic­it. There oc­cur for­mi­da­ble hours in our civ­i­liza­tion; there are mo­ments when the pe­nal laws de­cree a ship­wreck. What an omi­nous minute is that in which so­ci­ety draws back and con­sum­mates the ir­repara­ble aban­don­ment of a sen­tient be­ing! Jean Val­jean was con­demned to five years in the gal­leys.

			On the 22nd of April, 1796, the vic­to­ry of Mon­tenotte, won by the gen­er­al-in-chief of the army of Italy, whom the mes­sage of the Di­rec­to­ry to the Five Hun­dred, of the 2nd of Floréal, year IV, calls Buona-Parte, was an­nounced in Paris; on that same day a great gang of gal­ley-slaves was put in chains at Bicêtre. Jean Val­jean formed a part of that gang. An old turnkey of the prison, who is now near­ly eighty years old, still re­calls per­fect­ly that un­for­tu­nate wretch who was chained to the end of the fourth line, in the north an­gle of the court­yard. He was seat­ed on the ground like the oth­ers. He did not seem to com­pre­hend his po­si­tion, ex­cept that it was hor­ri­ble. It is prob­a­ble that he, al­so, was dis­en­tan­gling from amid the vague ideas of a poor man, ig­no­rant of ev­ery­thing, some­thing ex­ces­sive. While the bolt of his iron col­lar was be­ing riv­et­ed be­hind his head with heavy blows from the ham­mer, he wept, his tears sti­fled him, they im­ped­ed his speech; he on­ly man­aged to say from time to time, “I was a tree-pruner at Faverolles.” Then still sob­bing, he raised his right hand and low­ered it grad­u­al­ly sev­en times, as though he were touch­ing in suc­ces­sion sev­en heads of un­equal heights, and from this ges­ture it was di­vined that the thing which he had done, what­ev­er it was, he had done for the sake of cloth­ing and nour­ish­ing sev­en lit­tle chil­dren.

			He set out for Toulon. He ar­rived there, af­ter a jour­ney of twen­ty-sev­en days, on a cart, with a chain on his neck. At Toulon he was clothed in the red cas­sock. All that had con­sti­tut­ed his life, even to his name, was ef­faced; he was no longer even Jean Val­jean; he was num­ber 24,601. What be­came of his sis­ter? What be­came of the sev­en chil­dren? Who trou­bled him­self about that? What be­comes of the hand­ful of leaves from the young tree which is sawed off at the root?

			It is al­ways the same sto­ry. These poor liv­ing be­ings, these crea­tures of God, hence­forth with­out sup­port, with­out guide, with­out refuge, wan­dered away at ran­dom—who even knows?—each in his own di­rec­tion per­haps, and lit­tle by lit­tle buried them­selves in that cold mist which en­gulfs soli­tary des­tinies; gloomy shades, in­to which dis­ap­pear in suc­ces­sion so many un­lucky heads, in the som­bre march of the hu­man race. They quit­ted the coun­try. The clock-tow­er of what had been their vil­lage for­got them; the bound­ary line of what had been their field for­got them; af­ter a few years’ res­i­dence in the gal­leys, Jean Val­jean him­self for­got them. In that heart, where there had been a wound, there was a scar. That is all. On­ly once, dur­ing all the time which he spent at Toulon, did he hear his sis­ter men­tioned. This hap­pened, I think, to­wards the end of the fourth year of his cap­tiv­i­ty. I know not through what chan­nels the news reached him. Some­one who had known them in their own coun­try had seen his sis­ter. She was in Paris. She lived in a poor street near Saint-Sulpice, in the Rue du Gin­dre. She had with her on­ly one child, a lit­tle boy, the youngest. Where were the oth­er six? Per­haps she did not know her­self. Ev­ery morn­ing she went to a print­ing of­fice, No. 3 Rue du Sabot, where she was a fold­er and stitch­er. She was obliged to be there at six o’clock in the morn­ing—long be­fore day­light in win­ter. In the same build­ing with the print­ing of­fice there was a school, and to this school she took her lit­tle boy, who was sev­en years old. But as she en­tered the print­ing of­fice at six, and the school on­ly opened at sev­en, the child had to wait in the court­yard, for the school to open, for an hour—one hour of a win­ter night in the open air! They would not al­low the child to come in­to the print­ing of­fice, be­cause he was in the way, they said. When the work­men passed in the morn­ing, they be­held this poor lit­tle be­ing seat­ed on the pave­ment, over­come with drowsi­ness, and of­ten fast asleep in the shad­ow, crouched down and dou­bled up over his bas­ket. When it rained, an old wom­an, the portress, took pity on him; she took him in­to her den, where there was a pal­let, a spin­ning-wheel, and two wood­en chairs, and the lit­tle one slum­bered in a cor­ner, press­ing him­self close to the cat that he might suf­fer less from cold. At sev­en o’clock the school opened, and he en­tered. That is what was told to Jean Val­jean.

			They talked to him about it for one day; it was a mo­ment, a flash, as though a win­dow had sud­den­ly been opened up­on the des­tiny of those things whom he had loved; then all closed again. He heard noth­ing more for­ev­er. Noth­ing from them ev­er reached him again; he nev­er be­held them; he nev­er met them again; and in the con­tin­u­a­tion of this mourn­ful his­to­ry they will not be met with any more.

			To­wards the end of this fourth year Jean Val­jean’s turn to es­cape ar­rived. His com­rades as­sist­ed him, as is the cus­tom in that sad place. He es­caped. He wan­dered for two days in the fields at lib­er­ty, if be­ing at lib­er­ty is to be hunt­ed, to turn the head ev­ery in­stant, to quake at the slight­est noise, to be afraid of ev­ery­thing—of a smok­ing roof, of a pass­ing man, of a bark­ing dog, of a gal­lop­ing horse, of a strik­ing clock, of the day be­cause one can see, of the night be­cause one can­not see, of the high­way, of the path, of a bush, of sleep. On the evening of the sec­ond day he was cap­tured. He had nei­ther eat­en nor slept for thir­ty-six hours. The mar­itime tri­bunal con­demned him, for this crime, to a pro­lon­ga­tion of his term for three years, which made eight years. In the sixth year his turn to es­cape oc­curred again; he availed him­self of it, but could not ac­com­plish his flight ful­ly. He was miss­ing at roll-call. The can­non were fired, and at night the pa­trol found him hid­den un­der the keel of a ves­sel in process of con­struc­tion; he re­sist­ed the gal­ley guards who seized him. Es­cape and re­bel­lion. This case, pro­vid­ed for by a spe­cial code, was pun­ished by an ad­di­tion of five years, two of them in the dou­ble chain. Thir­teen years. In the tenth year his turn came round again; he again prof­it­ed by it; he suc­ceed­ed no bet­ter. Three years for this fresh at­tempt. Six­teen years. Fi­nal­ly, I think it was dur­ing his thir­teenth year, he made a last at­tempt, and on­ly suc­ceed­ed in get­ting re­tak­en at the end of four hours of ab­sence. Three years for those four hours. Nine­teen years. In Oc­to­ber, 1815, he was re­leased; he had en­tered there in 1796, for hav­ing bro­ken a pane of glass and tak­en a loaf of bread.

			Room for a brief paren­the­sis. This is the sec­ond time, dur­ing his stud­ies on the pe­nal ques­tion and damna­tion by law, that the au­thor of this book has come across the theft of a loaf of bread as the point of de­par­ture for the dis­as­ter of a des­tiny. Claude Gaux had stolen a loaf; Jean Val­jean had stolen a loaf. Eng­lish sta­tis­tics prove the fact that four thefts out of five in Lon­don have hunger for their im­me­di­ate cause.

			Jean Val­jean had en­tered the gal­leys sob­bing and shud­der­ing; he emerged im­pas­sive. He had en­tered in de­spair; he emerged gloomy.

			What had tak­en place in that soul?

		
	
		
			
				VII

				The In­te­ri­or of De­spair

			
			Let us try to say it.

			It is nec­es­sary that so­ci­ety should look at these things, be­cause it is it­self which cre­ates them.

			He was, as we have said, an ig­no­rant man, but he was not a fool. The light of na­ture was ig­nit­ed in him. Un­hap­pi­ness, which al­so pos­sess­es a clear­ness of vi­sion of its own, aug­ment­ed the small amount of day­light which ex­ist­ed in this mind. Be­neath the cud­gel, be­neath the chain, in the cell, in hard­ship, be­neath the burn­ing sun of the gal­leys, up­on the plank bed of the con­vict, he with­drew in­to his own con­scious­ness and med­i­tat­ed.

			He con­sti­tut­ed him­self the tri­bunal.

			He be­gan by putting him­self on tri­al.

			He rec­og­nized the fact that he was not an in­no­cent man un­just­ly pun­ished. He ad­mit­ted that he had com­mit­ted an ex­treme and blame­wor­thy act; that that loaf of bread would prob­a­bly not have been re­fused to him had he asked for it; that, in any case, it would have been bet­ter to wait un­til he could get it through com­pas­sion or through work; that it is not an unan­swer­able ar­gu­ment to say, “Can one wait when one is hun­gry?” That, in the first place, it is very rare for any­one to die of hunger, lit­er­al­ly; and next, that, for­tu­nate­ly or un­for­tu­nate­ly, man is so con­sti­tut­ed that he can suf­fer long and much, both moral­ly and phys­i­cal­ly, with­out dy­ing; that it is there­fore nec­es­sary to have pa­tience; that that would even have been bet­ter for those poor lit­tle chil­dren; that it had been an act of mad­ness for him, a mis­er­able, un­for­tu­nate wretch, to take so­ci­ety at large vi­o­lent­ly by the col­lar, and to imag­ine that one can es­cape from mis­ery through theft; that that is in any case a poor door through which to es­cape from mis­ery through which in­famy en­ters; in short, that he was in the wrong.

			Then he asked him­self:—

			Whether he had been the on­ly one in fault in his fa­tal his­to­ry. Whether it was not a se­ri­ous thing, that he, a la­bor­er, out of work, that he, an in­dus­tri­ous man, should have lacked bread. And whether, the fault once com­mit­ted and con­fessed, the chas­tise­ment had not been fe­ro­cious and dis­pro­por­tioned. Whether there had not been more abuse on the part of the law, in re­spect to the penal­ty, than there had been on the part of the cul­prit in re­spect to his fault. Whether there had not been an ex­cess of weights in one bal­ance of the scale, in the one which con­tains ex­pi­a­tion. Whether the over­weight of the penal­ty was not equiv­a­lent to the an­ni­hi­la­tion of the crime, and did not re­sult in re­vers­ing the sit­u­a­tion, of re­plac­ing the fault of the delin­quent by the fault of the re­pres­sion, of con­vert­ing the guilty man in­to the vic­tim, and the debtor in­to the cred­i­tor, and of rang­ing the law def­i­nite­ly on the side of the man who had vi­o­lat­ed it.

			Whether this penal­ty, com­pli­cat­ed by suc­ces­sive ag­gra­va­tions for at­tempts at es­cape, had not end­ed in be­com­ing a sort of out­rage per­pe­trat­ed by the stronger up­on the fee­bler, a crime of so­ci­ety against the in­di­vid­u­al, a crime which was be­ing com­mit­ted afresh ev­ery day, a crime which had last­ed nine­teen years.

			He asked him­self whether hu­man so­ci­ety could have the right to force its mem­bers to suf­fer equal­ly in one case for its own un­rea­son­able lack of fore­sight, and in the oth­er case for its piti­less fore­sight; and to seize a poor man for­ev­er be­tween a de­fect and an ex­cess, a de­fault of work and an ex­cess of pun­ish­ment.

			Whether it was not out­ra­geous for so­ci­ety to treat thus pre­cise­ly those of its mem­bers who were the least well en­dowed in the di­vi­sion of goods made by chance, and con­se­quent­ly the most de­serv­ing of con­sid­er­a­tion.

			These ques­tions put and an­swered, he judged so­ci­ety and con­demned it.

			He con­demned it to his ha­tred.

			He made it re­spon­si­ble for the fate which he was suf­fer­ing, and he said to him­self that it might be that one day he should not hes­i­tate to call it to ac­count. He de­clared to him­self that there was no equi­lib­ri­um be­tween the harm which he had caused and the harm which was be­ing done to him; he fi­nal­ly ar­rived at the con­clu­sion that his pun­ish­ment was not, in truth, un­just, but that it most as­sured­ly was in­iq­ui­tous.

			Anger may be both fool­ish and ab­surd; one can be ir­ri­tat­ed wrong­ful­ly; one is ex­as­per­at­ed on­ly when there is some show of right on one’s side at bot­tom. Jean Val­jean felt him­self ex­as­per­at­ed.

			And be­sides, hu­man so­ci­ety had done him noth­ing but harm; he had nev­er seen any­thing of it save that an­gry face which it calls Jus­tice, and which it shows to those whom it strikes. Men had on­ly touched him to bruise him. Ev­ery con­tact with them had been a blow. Nev­er, since his in­fan­cy, since the days of his moth­er, of his sis­ter, had he ev­er en­coun­tered a friend­ly word and a kind­ly glance. From suf­fer­ing to suf­fer­ing, he had grad­u­al­ly ar­rived at the con­vic­tion that life is a war; and that in this war he was the con­quered. He had no oth­er weapon than his hate. He re­solved to whet it in the gal­leys and to bear it away with him when he de­part­ed.

			There was at Toulon a school for the con­victs, kept by the Ig­no­rantin fri­ars, where the most nec­es­sary branch­es were taught to those of the un­for­tu­nate men who had a mind for them. He was of the num­ber who had a mind. He went to school at the age of forty, and learned to read, to write, to ci­pher. He felt that to for­ti­fy his in­tel­li­gence was to for­ti­fy his hate. In cer­tain cas­es, ed­u­ca­tion and en­light­en­ment can serve to eke out evil.

			This is a sad thing to say; af­ter hav­ing judged so­ci­ety, which had caused his un­hap­pi­ness, he judged Prov­i­dence, which had made so­ci­ety, and he con­demned it al­so.

			Thus dur­ing nine­teen years of tor­ture and slav­ery, this soul mount­ed and at the same time fell. Light en­tered it on one side, and dark­ness on the oth­er.

			Jean Val­jean had not, as we have seen, an evil na­ture. He was still good when he ar­rived at the gal­leys. He there con­demned so­ci­ety, and felt that he was be­com­ing wicked; he there con­demned Prov­i­dence, and was con­scious that he was be­com­ing im­pi­ous.

			It is dif­fi­cult not to in­dulge in med­i­ta­tion at this point.

			Does hu­man na­ture thus change ut­ter­ly and from top to bot­tom? Can the man cre­at­ed good by God be ren­dered wicked by man? Can the soul be com­plete­ly made over by fate, and be­come evil, fate be­ing evil? Can the heart be­come mis­shapen and con­tract in­cur­able de­for­mi­ties and in­fir­mi­ties un­der the op­pres­sion of a dis­pro­por­tion­ate un­hap­pi­ness, as the ver­te­bral col­umn be­neath too low a vault? Is there not in ev­ery hu­man soul, was there not in the soul of Jean Val­jean in par­tic­u­lar, a first spark, a di­vine el­e­ment, in­cor­rupt­ible in this world, im­mor­tal in the oth­er, which good can de­vel­op, fan, ig­nite, and make to glow with splen­dor, and which evil can nev­er whol­ly ex­tin­guish?

			Grave and ob­scure ques­tions, to the last of which ev­ery phys­i­ol­o­gist would prob­a­bly have re­spond­ed no, and that with­out hes­i­ta­tion, had he be­held at Toulon, dur­ing the hours of re­pose, which were for Jean Val­jean hours of rever­ie, this gloomy gal­ley-slave, seat­ed with fold­ed arms up­on the bar of some cap­stan, with the end of his chain thrust in­to his pock­et to pre­vent its drag­ging, se­ri­ous, silent, and thought­ful, a pari­ah of the laws which re­gard­ed the man with wrath, con­demned by civ­i­liza­tion, and re­gard­ing heav­en with sever­i­ty.

			Cer­tain­ly—and we make no at­tempt to dis­sim­u­late the fact—the ob­serv­ing phys­i­ol­o­gist would have be­held an ir­re­me­di­a­ble mis­ery; he would, per­chance, have pitied this sick man, of the law’s mak­ing; but he would not have even es­sayed any treat­ment; he would have turned aside his gaze from the cav­erns of which he would have caught a glimpse with­in this soul, and, like Dante at the por­tals of hell, he would have ef­faced from this ex­is­tence the word which the fin­ger of God has, nev­er­the­less, in­scribed up­on the brow of ev­ery man—hope.

			Was this state of his soul, which we have at­tempt­ed to an­a­lyze, as per­fect­ly clear to Jean Val­jean as we have tried to ren­der it for those who read us? Did Jean Val­jean dis­tinct­ly per­ceive, af­ter their for­ma­tion, and had he seen dis­tinct­ly dur­ing the process of their for­ma­tion, all the el­e­ments of which his moral mis­ery was com­posed? Had this rough and un­let­tered man gath­ered a per­fect­ly clear per­cep­tion of the suc­ces­sion of ideas through which he had, by de­grees, mount­ed and de­scend­ed to the lugubri­ous as­pects which had, for so many years, formed the in­ner hori­zon of his spir­it? Was he con­scious of all that passed with­in him, and of all that was work­ing there? That is some­thing which we do not pre­sume to state; it is some­thing which we do not even be­lieve. There was too much ig­no­rance in Jean Val­jean, even af­ter his mis­for­tune, to pre­vent much vague­ness from still lin­ger­ing there. At times he did not right­ly know him­self what he felt. Jean Val­jean was in the shad­ows; he suf­fered in the shad­ows; he hat­ed in the shad­ows; one might have said that he hat­ed in ad­vance of him­self. He dwelt ha­bit­u­al­ly in this shad­ow, feel­ing his way like a blind man and a dream­er. On­ly, at in­ter­vals, there sud­den­ly came to him, from with­out and from with­in, an ac­cess of wrath, a sur­charge of suf­fer­ing, a livid and rapid flash which il­lu­mi­nat­ed his whole soul, and caused to ap­pear abrupt­ly all around him, in front, be­hind, amid the gleams of a fright­ful light, the hideous precipices and the som­bre per­spec­tive of his des­tiny.

			The flash passed, the night closed in again; and where was he? He no longer knew. The pe­cu­liar­i­ty of pains of this na­ture, in which that which is piti­less—that is to say, that which is bru­tal­iz­ing—pre­dom­i­nates, is to trans­form a man, lit­tle by lit­tle, by a sort of stupid trans­fig­u­ra­tion, in­to a wild beast; some­times in­to a fe­ro­cious beast.

			Jean Val­jean’s suc­ces­sive and ob­sti­nate at­tempts at es­cape would alone suf­fice to prove this strange work­ing of the law up­on the hu­man soul. Jean Val­jean would have re­newed these at­tempts, ut­ter­ly use­less and fool­ish as they were, as of­ten as the op­por­tu­ni­ty had pre­sent­ed it­self, with­out re­flect­ing for an in­stant on the re­sult, nor on the ex­pe­ri­ences which he had al­ready gone through. He es­caped im­petu­ous­ly, like the wolf who finds his cage open. In­stinct said to him, “Flee!” Rea­son would have said, “Re­main!” But in the pres­ence of so vi­o­lent a temp­ta­tion, rea­son van­ished; noth­ing re­mained but in­stinct. The beast alone act­ed. When he was re­cap­tured, the fresh sever­i­ties in­flict­ed on him on­ly served to ren­der him still more wild.

			One de­tail, which we must not omit, is that he pos­sessed a phys­i­cal strength which was not ap­proached by a sin­gle one of the denizens of the gal­leys. At work, at pay­ing out a ca­ble or wind­ing up a cap­stan, Jean Val­jean was worth four men. He some­times lift­ed and sus­tained enor­mous weights on his back; and when the oc­ca­sion de­mand­ed it, he re­placed that im­ple­ment which is called a jackscrew, and was for­mer­ly called orgueil,6 whence, we may re­mark in pass­ing, is de­rived the name of the Rue Mon­torgueil, near the Halles7 in Paris. His com­rades had nick­named him Jean the Jackscrew. Once, when they were re­pair­ing the bal­cony of the town-hall at Toulon, one of those ad­mirable cary­atids of Puget, which sup­port the bal­cony, be­came loos­ened, and was on the point of fall­ing. Jean Val­jean, who was present, sup­port­ed the cary­atid with his shoul­der, and gave the work­men time to ar­rive.

			His sup­ple­ness even ex­ceed­ed his strength. Cer­tain con­victs who were for­ev­er dream­ing of es­cape, end­ed by mak­ing a ver­i­ta­ble sci­ence of force and skill com­bined. It is the sci­ence of mus­cles. An en­tire sys­tem of mys­te­ri­ous stat­ics is dai­ly prac­tised by pris­on­ers, men who are for­ev­er en­vi­ous of the flies and birds. To climb a ver­ti­cal sur­face, and to find points of sup­port where hard­ly a pro­jec­tion was vis­i­ble, was play to Jean Val­jean. An an­gle of the wall be­ing giv­en, with the ten­sion of his back and legs, with his el­bows and his heels fit­ted in­to the un­even­ness of the stone, he raised him­self as if by mag­ic to the third sto­ry. He some­times mount­ed thus even to the roof of the gal­ley prison.

			He spoke but lit­tle. He laughed not at all. An ex­ces­sive emo­tion was re­quired to wring from him, once or twice a year, that lugubri­ous laugh of the con­vict, which is like the echo of the laugh of a de­mon. To all ap­pear­ance, he seemed to be oc­cu­pied in the con­stant con­tem­pla­tion of some­thing ter­ri­ble.

			He was ab­sorbed, in fact.

			Athwart the un­healthy per­cep­tions of an in­com­plete na­ture and a crushed in­tel­li­gence, he was con­fus­ed­ly con­scious that some mon­strous thing was rest­ing on him. In that ob­scure and wan shad­ow with­in which he crawled, each time that he turned his neck and es­sayed to raise his glance, he per­ceived with ter­ror, min­gled with rage, a sort of fright­ful ac­cu­mu­la­tion of things, col­lect­ing and mount­ing above him, be­yond the range of his vi­sion—laws, prej­u­dices, men, and deeds—whose out­lines es­caped him, whose mass ter­ri­fied him, and which was noth­ing else than that prodi­gious pyra­mid which we call civ­i­liza­tion. He dis­tin­guished, here and there in that swarm­ing and form­less mass, now near him, now afar off and on in­ac­ces­si­ble table­lands, some group, some de­tail, vivid­ly il­lu­mi­nat­ed; here the gal­ley-sergeant and his cud­gel; there the gen­darme and his sword; yon­der the mitred arch­bish­op; away at the top, like a sort of sun, the Em­per­or, crowned and daz­zling. It seemed to him that these dis­tant splen­dors, far from dis­si­pat­ing his night, ren­dered it more fu­ne­re­al and more black. All this—laws, prej­u­dices, deeds, men, things—went and came above him, over his head, in ac­cor­dance with the com­pli­cat­ed and mys­te­ri­ous move­ment which God im­parts to civ­i­liza­tion, walk­ing over him and crush­ing him with I know not what peace­ful­ness in its cru­el­ty and in­ex­ora­bil­i­ty in its in­dif­fer­ence. Souls which have fall­en to the bot­tom of all pos­si­ble mis­for­tune, un­hap­py men lost in the low­est of those lim­bos at which no one any longer looks, the re­proved of the law, feel the whole weight of this hu­man so­ci­ety, so for­mi­da­ble for him who is with­out, so fright­ful for him who is be­neath, rest­ing up­on their heads.

			In this sit­u­a­tion Jean Val­jean med­i­tat­ed; and what could be the na­ture of his med­i­ta­tion?

			If the grain of mil­let be­neath the mill­stone had thoughts, it would, doubt­less, think that same thing which Jean Val­jean thought.

			All these things, re­al­i­ties full of spec­tres, phan­tas­magories full of re­al­i­ties, had even­tu­al­ly cre­at­ed for him a sort of in­te­ri­or state which is al­most in­de­scrib­able.

			At times, amid his con­vict toil, he paused. He fell to think­ing. His rea­son, at one and the same time riper and more trou­bled than of yore, rose in re­volt. Ev­ery­thing which had hap­pened to him seemed to him ab­surd; ev­ery­thing that sur­round­ed him seemed to him im­pos­si­ble. He said to him­self, “It is a dream.” He gazed at the gal­ley-sergeant stand­ing a few paces from him; the gal­ley-sergeant seemed a phan­tom to him. All of a sud­den the phan­tom dealt him a blow with his cud­gel.

			Vis­i­ble na­ture hard­ly ex­ist­ed for him. It would al­most be true to say that there ex­ist­ed for Jean Val­jean nei­ther sun, nor fine sum­mer days, nor ra­di­ant sky, nor fresh April dawns. I know not what vent-hole day­light ha­bit­u­al­ly il­lu­mined his soul.

			To sum up, in con­clu­sion, that which can be summed up and trans­lat­ed in­to pos­i­tive re­sults in all that we have just point­ed out, we will con­fine our­selves to the state­ment that, in the course of nine­teen years, Jean Val­jean, the in­of­fen­sive tree-pruner of Faverolles, the for­mi­da­ble con­vict of Toulon, had be­come ca­pa­ble, thanks to the man­ner in which the gal­leys had mould­ed him, of two sorts of evil ac­tion: first­ly, of evil ac­tion which was rapid, un­premed­i­tat­ed, dash­ing, en­tire­ly in­stinc­tive, in the na­ture of reprisals for the evil which he had un­der­gone; sec­ond­ly, of evil ac­tion which was se­ri­ous, grave, con­scious­ly ar­gued out and pre­med­i­tat­ed, with the false ideas which such a mis­for­tune can fur­nish. His de­lib­er­ate deeds passed through three suc­ces­sive phas­es, which na­tures of a cer­tain stamp can alone tra­verse—rea­son­ing, will, per­se­ver­ance. He had for mov­ing caus­es his ha­bit­u­al wrath, bit­ter­ness of soul, a pro­found sense of in­dig­ni­ties suf­fered, the re­ac­tion even against the good, the in­no­cent, and the just, if there are any such. The point of de­par­ture, like the point of ar­rival, for all his thoughts, was ha­tred of hu­man law; that ha­tred which, if it be not ar­rest­ed in its de­vel­op­ment by some prov­i­den­tial in­ci­dent, be­comes, with­in a giv­en time, the ha­tred of so­ci­ety, then the ha­tred of the hu­man race, then the ha­tred of cre­ation, and which man­i­fests it­self by a vague, in­ces­sant, and bru­tal de­sire to do harm to some liv­ing be­ing, no mat­ter whom. It will be per­ceived that it was not with­out rea­son that Jean Val­jean’s pass­port de­scribed him as “a very dan­ger­ous man.”

			From year to year this soul had dried away slow­ly, but with fa­tal sure­ness. When the heart is dry, the eye is dry. On his de­par­ture from the gal­leys it had been nine­teen years since he had shed a tear.

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				Bil­lows and Shad­ows

			
			A man over­board!

			What mat­ters it? The ves­sel does not halt. The wind blows. That som­bre ship has a path which it is forced to pur­sue. It pass­es on.

			The man dis­ap­pears, then reap­pears; he plunges, he ris­es again to the sur­face; he calls, he stretch­es out his arms; he is not heard. The ves­sel, trem­bling un­der the hur­ri­cane, is whol­ly ab­sorbed in its own work­ings; the pas­sen­gers and sailors do not even see the drown­ing man; his mis­er­able head is but a speck amid the im­men­si­ty of the waves. He gives vent to des­per­ate cries from out of the depths. What a spec­tre is that re­treat­ing sail! He gazes and gazes at it fran­ti­cal­ly. It re­treats, it grows dim, it di­min­ish­es in size. He was there but just now, he was one of the crew, he went and came along the deck with the rest, he had his part of breath and of sun­light, he was a liv­ing man. Now, what has tak­en place? He has slipped, he has fall­en; all is at an end.

			He is in the tremen­dous sea. Un­der foot he has noth­ing but what flees and crum­bles. The bil­lows, torn and lashed by the wind, en­com­pass him hideous­ly; the toss­ings of the abyss bear him away; all the tongues of wa­ter dash over his head; a pop­u­lace of waves spits up­on him; con­fused open­ings half de­vour him; ev­ery time that he sinks, he catch­es glimpses of precipices filled with night; fright­ful and un­known veg­e­ta­tions seize him, knot about his feet, draw him to them; he is con­scious that he is be­com­ing an abyss, that he forms part of the foam; the waves toss him from one to an­oth­er; he drinks in the bit­ter­ness; the cow­ard­ly ocean at­tacks him fu­ri­ous­ly, to drown him; the enor­mi­ty plays with his agony. It seems as though all that wa­ter were hate.

			Nev­er­the­less, he strug­gles.

			He tries to de­fend him­self; he tries to sus­tain him­self; he makes an ef­fort; he swims. He, his pet­ty strength all ex­haust­ed in­stant­ly, com­bats the in­ex­haustible.

			Where, then, is the ship? Yon­der. Bare­ly vis­i­ble in the pale shad­ows of the hori­zon.

			The wind blows in gusts; all the foam over­whelms him. He rais­es his eyes and be­holds on­ly the livid­ness of the clouds. He wit­ness­es, amid his death-pangs, the im­mense mad­ness of the sea. He is tor­tured by this mad­ness; he hears nois­es strange to man, which seem to come from be­yond the lim­its of the earth, and from one knows not what fright­ful re­gion be­yond.

			There are birds in the clouds, just as there are an­gels above hu­man dis­tress­es; but what can they do for him? They sing and fly and float, and he, he rat­tles in the death agony.

			He feels him­self buried in those two in­fini­ties, the ocean and the sky, at one and the same time: the one is a tomb; the oth­er is a shroud.

			Night de­scends; he has been swim­ming for hours; his strength is ex­haust­ed; that ship, that dis­tant thing in which there were men, has van­ished; he is alone in the for­mi­da­ble twi­light gulf; he sinks, he stiff­ens him­self, he twists him­self; he feels un­der him the mon­strous bil­lows of the in­vis­i­ble; he shouts.

			There are no more men. Where is God?

			He shouts. Help! Help! He still shouts on.

			Noth­ing on the hori­zon; noth­ing in heav­en.

			He im­plores the ex­panse, the waves, the sea­weed, the reef; they are deaf. He be­seech­es the tem­pest; the im­per­turbable tem­pest obeys on­ly the in­fi­nite.

			Around him dark­ness, fog, soli­tude, the stormy and non­sen­tient tu­mult, the un­de­fined curl­ing of those wild wa­ters. In him hor­ror and fa­tigue. Be­neath him the depths. Not a point of sup­port. He thinks of the gloomy ad­ven­tures of the corpse in the lim­it­less shad­ow. The bot­tom­less cold par­a­lyzes him. His hands con­tract con­vul­sive­ly; they close, and grasp noth­ing­ness. Winds, clouds, whirl­winds, gusts, use­less stars! What is to be done? The des­per­ate man gives up; he is weary, he choos­es the al­ter­na­tive of death; he re­sists not; he lets him­self go; he aban­dons his grip; and then he toss­es forever­more in the lugubri­ous drea­ry depths of en­gulf­ment.

			Oh, im­pla­ca­ble march of hu­man so­ci­eties! Oh, loss­es of men and of souls on the way! Ocean in­to which falls all that the law lets slip! Dis­as­trous ab­sence of help! Oh, moral death!

			The sea is the in­ex­orable so­cial night in­to which the pe­nal laws fling their con­demned. The sea is the im­men­si­ty of wretched­ness.

			The soul, go­ing down­stream in this gulf, may be­come a corpse. Who shall re­sus­ci­tate it?

		
	
		
			
				IX

				New Trou­bles

			
			When the hour came for him to take his de­par­ture from the gal­leys, when Jean Val­jean heard in his ear the strange words, “Thou art free!” the mo­ment seemed im­prob­a­ble and un­prece­dent­ed; a ray of vivid light, a ray of the true light of the liv­ing, sud­den­ly pen­e­trat­ed with­in him. But it was not long be­fore this ray paled. Jean Val­jean had been daz­zled by the idea of lib­er­ty. He had be­lieved in a new life. He very speed­i­ly per­ceived what sort of lib­er­ty it is to which a yel­low pass­port is pro­vid­ed.

			And this was en­com­passed with much bit­ter­ness. He had cal­cu­lat­ed that his earn­ings, dur­ing his so­journ in the gal­leys, ought to amount to a hun­dred and sev­en­ty-one francs. It is but just to add that he had for­got­ten to in­clude in his cal­cu­la­tions the forced re­pose of Sun­days and fes­ti­val days dur­ing nine­teen years, which en­tailed a diminu­tion of about eighty francs. At all events, his hoard had been re­duced by var­i­ous lo­cal levies to the sum of one hun­dred and nine francs fif­teen sous, which had been count­ed out to him on his de­par­ture. He had un­der­stood noth­ing of this, and had thought him­self wronged. Let us say the word—robbed.

			On the day fol­low­ing his lib­er­a­tion, he saw, at Grasse, in front of an or­ange-flow­er dis­tillery, some men en­gaged in un­load­ing bales. He of­fered his ser­vices. Busi­ness was press­ing; they were ac­cept­ed. He set to work. He was in­tel­li­gent, ro­bust, adroit; he did his best; the mas­ter seemed pleased. While he was at work, a gen­darme passed, ob­served him, and de­mand­ed his pa­pers. It was nec­es­sary to show him the yel­low pass­port. That done, Jean Val­jean re­sumed his la­bor. A lit­tle while be­fore he had ques­tioned one of the work­men as to the amount which they earned each day at this oc­cu­pa­tion; he had been told “thir­ty sous.” When evening ar­rived, as he was forced to set out again on the fol­low­ing day, he pre­sent­ed him­self to the own­er of the dis­tillery and re­quest­ed to be paid. The own­er did not ut­ter a word, but hand­ed him fif­teen sous. He ob­ject­ed. He was told, “That is enough for thee.” He per­sist­ed. The mas­ter looked him straight be­tween the eyes, and said to him “Be­ware of the prison.”

			There, again, he con­sid­ered that he had been robbed.

			So­ci­ety, the State, by di­min­ish­ing his hoard, had robbed him whole­sale. Now it was the in­di­vid­u­al who was rob­bing him at re­tail.

			Lib­er­a­tion is not de­liv­er­ance. One gets free from the gal­leys, but not from the sen­tence.

			That is what hap­pened to him at Grasse. We have seen in what man­ner he was re­ceived at D——

		
	
		
			
				X

				The Man Aroused

			
			As the cathe­dral clock struck two in the morn­ing, Jean Val­jean awoke.

			What woke him was that his bed was too good. It was near­ly twen­ty years since he had slept in a bed, and, al­though he had not un­dressed, the sen­sa­tion was too nov­el not to dis­turb his slum­bers.

			He had slept more than four hours. His fa­tigue had passed away. He was ac­cus­tomed not to de­vote many hours to re­pose.

			He opened his eyes and stared in­to the gloom which sur­round­ed him; then he closed them again, with the in­ten­tion of go­ing to sleep once more.

			When many var­ied sen­sa­tions have ag­i­tat­ed the day, when var­i­ous mat­ters pre­oc­cu­py the mind, one falls asleep once, but not a sec­ond time. Sleep comes more eas­i­ly than it re­turns. This is what hap­pened to Jean Val­jean. He could not get to sleep again, and he fell to think­ing.

			He was at one of those mo­ments when the thoughts which one has in one’s mind are trou­bled. There was a sort of dark con­fu­sion in his brain. His mem­o­ries of the old­en time and of the im­me­di­ate present float­ed there pell-mell and min­gled con­fus­ed­ly, los­ing their prop­er forms, be­com­ing dis­pro­por­tion­ate­ly large, then sud­den­ly dis­ap­pear­ing, as in a mud­dy and per­turbed pool. Many thoughts oc­curred to him; but there was one which kept con­stant­ly pre­sent­ing it­self afresh, and which drove away all oth­ers. We will men­tion this thought at once: he had ob­served the six sets of sil­ver forks and spoons and the la­dle which Madame Ma­gloire had placed on the ta­ble.

			Those six sets of sil­ver haunt­ed him.—They were there.—A few paces dis­tant.—Just as he was travers­ing the ad­join­ing room to reach the one in which he then was, the old ser­vant-wom­an had been in the act of plac­ing them in a lit­tle cup­board near the head of the bed.—He had tak­en care­ful note of this cup­board.—On the right, as you en­tered from the din­ing-room.—They were sol­id.—And old sil­ver.—From the la­dle one could get at least two hun­dred francs.—Dou­ble what he had earned in nine­teen years.—It is true that he would have earned more if “the ad­min­is­tra­tion had not robbed him.”

			His mind wa­vered for a whole hour in fluc­tu­a­tions with which there was cer­tain­ly min­gled some strug­gle. Three o’clock struck. He opened his eyes again, drew him­self up abrupt­ly in­to a sit­ting pos­ture, stretched out his arm and felt of his knap­sack, which he had thrown down on a cor­ner of the al­cove; then he hung his legs over the edge of the bed, and placed his feet on the floor, and thus found him­self, al­most with­out know­ing it, seat­ed on his bed.

			He re­mained for a time thought­ful­ly in this at­ti­tude, which would have been sug­ges­tive of some­thing sin­is­ter for any­one who had seen him thus in the dark, the on­ly per­son awake in that house where all were sleep­ing. All of a sud­den he stooped down, re­moved his shoes and placed them soft­ly on the mat be­side the bed; then he re­sumed his thought­ful at­ti­tude, and be­came mo­tion­less once more.

			Through­out this hideous med­i­ta­tion, the thoughts which we have above in­di­cat­ed moved in­ces­sant­ly through his brain; en­tered, with­drew, re-en­tered, and in a man­ner op­pressed him; and then he thought, al­so, with­out know­ing why, and with the me­chan­i­cal per­sis­tence of rever­ie, of a con­vict named Brevet, whom he had known in the gal­leys, and whose trousers had been up­held by a sin­gle sus­pender of knit­ted cot­ton. The check­ered pat­tern of that sus­pender re­curred in­ces­sant­ly to his mind.

			He re­mained in this sit­u­a­tion, and would have so re­mained in­def­i­nite­ly, even un­til day­break, had not the clock struck one—the half or quar­ter hour. It seemed to him that that stroke said to him, “Come on!”

			He rose to his feet, hes­i­tat­ed still an­oth­er mo­ment, and lis­tened; all was qui­et in the house; then he walked straight ahead, with short steps, to the win­dow, of which he caught a glimpse. The night was not very dark; there was a full moon, across which coursed large clouds driv­en by the wind. This cre­at­ed, out­doors, al­ter­nate shad­ow and gleams of light, eclipses, then bright open­ings of the clouds; and in­doors a sort of twi­light. This twi­light, suf­fi­cient to en­able a per­son to see his way, in­ter­mit­tent on ac­count of the clouds, re­sem­bled the sort of livid light which falls through an air-hole in a cel­lar, be­fore which the passers­by come and go. On ar­riv­ing at the win­dow, Jean Val­jean ex­am­ined it. It had no grat­ing; it opened in the gar­den and was fas­tened, ac­cord­ing to the fash­ion of the coun­try, on­ly by a small pin. He opened it; but as a rush of cold and pierc­ing air pen­e­trat­ed the room abrupt­ly, he closed it again im­me­di­ate­ly. He scru­ti­nized the gar­den with that at­ten­tive gaze which stud­ies rather than looks. The gar­den was en­closed by a tol­er­a­bly low white wall, easy to climb. Far away, at the ex­trem­i­ty, he per­ceived tops of trees, spaced at reg­u­lar in­ter­vals, which in­di­cat­ed that the wall sep­a­rat­ed the gar­den from an av­enue or lane plant­ed with trees.

			Hav­ing tak­en this sur­vey, he ex­e­cut­ed a move­ment like that of a man who has made up his mind, strode to his al­cove, grasped his knap­sack, opened it, fum­bled in it, pulled out of it some­thing which he placed on the bed, put his shoes in­to one of his pock­ets, shut the whole thing up again, threw the knap­sack on his shoul­ders, put on his cap, drew the vi­sor down over his eyes, felt for his cud­gel, went and placed it in the an­gle of the win­dow; then re­turned to the bed, and res­o­lute­ly seized the ob­ject which he had de­posit­ed there. It re­sem­bled a short bar of iron, point­ed like a pike at one end. It would have been dif­fi­cult to dis­tin­guish in that dark­ness for what em­ploy­ment that bit of iron could have been de­signed. Per­haps it was a lever; pos­si­bly it was a club.

			In the day­time it would have been pos­si­ble to rec­og­nize it as noth­ing more than a min­er’s can­dle­stick. Con­victs were, at that pe­ri­od, some­times em­ployed in quar­ry­ing stone from the lofty hills which en­v­i­ron Toulon, and it was not rare for them to have min­ers’ tools at their com­mand. These min­ers’ can­dle­sticks are of mas­sive iron, ter­mi­nat­ed at the low­er ex­trem­i­ty by a point, by means of which they are stuck in­to the rock.

			He took the can­dle­stick in his right hand; hold­ing his breath and try­ing to dead­en the sound of his tread, he di­rect­ed his steps to the door of the ad­join­ing room, oc­cu­pied by the Bish­op, as we al­ready know.

			On ar­riv­ing at this door, he found it ajar. The Bish­op had not closed it.

		
	
		
			
				XI

				What He Does

			
			Jean Val­jean lis­tened. Not a sound.

			He gave the door a push.

			He pushed it gen­tly with the tip of his fin­ger, light­ly, with the furtive and un­easy gen­tle­ness of a cat which is de­sirous of en­ter­ing.

			The door yield­ed to this pres­sure, and made an im­per­cep­ti­ble and silent move­ment, which en­larged the open­ing a lit­tle.

			He wait­ed a mo­ment; then gave the door a sec­ond and a bold­er push.

			It con­tin­ued to yield in si­lence. The open­ing was now large enough to al­low him to pass. But near the door there stood a lit­tle ta­ble, which formed an em­bar­rass­ing an­gle with it, and barred the en­trance.

			Jean Val­jean rec­og­nized the dif­fi­cul­ty. It was nec­es­sary, at any cost, to en­large the aper­ture still fur­ther.

			He de­cid­ed on his course of ac­tion, and gave the door a third push, more en­er­get­ic than the two pre­ced­ing. This time a bad­ly oiled hinge sud­den­ly emit­ted amid the si­lence a hoarse and pro­longed cry.

			Jean Val­jean shud­dered. The noise of the hinge rang in his ears with some­thing of the pierc­ing and for­mi­da­ble sound of the trump of the Day of Judg­ment.

			In the fan­tas­tic ex­ag­ger­a­tions of the first mo­ment he al­most imag­ined that that hinge had just be­come an­i­mat­ed, and had sud­den­ly as­sumed a ter­ri­ble life, and that it was bark­ing like a dog to arouse ev­ery­one, and warn and to wake those who were asleep. He halt­ed, shud­der­ing, be­wil­dered, and fell back from the tips of his toes up­on his heels. He heard the ar­ter­ies in his tem­ples beat­ing like two forge ham­mers, and it seemed to him that his breath is­sued from his breast with the roar of the wind is­su­ing from a cav­ern. It seemed im­pos­si­ble to him that the hor­ri­ble clam­or of that ir­ri­tat­ed hinge should not have dis­turbed the en­tire house­hold, like the shock of an earth­quake; the door, pushed by him, had tak­en the alarm, and had shout­ed; the old man would rise at once; the two old wom­en would shriek out; peo­ple would come to their as­sis­tance; in less than a quar­ter of an hour the town would be in an up­roar, and the gen­darmerie on hand. For a mo­ment he thought him­self lost.

			He re­mained where he was, pet­ri­fied like the stat­ue of salt, not dar­ing to make a move­ment. Sev­er­al min­utes elapsed. The door had fall­en wide open. He ven­tured to peep in­to the next room. Noth­ing had stirred there. He lent an ear. Noth­ing was mov­ing in the house. The noise made by the rusty hinge had not awak­ened any­one.

			This first dan­ger was past; but there still reigned a fright­ful tu­mult with­in him. Nev­er­the­less, he did not re­treat. Even when he had thought him­self lost, he had not drawn back. His on­ly thought now was to fin­ish as soon as pos­si­ble. He took a step and en­tered the room.

			This room was in a state of per­fect calm. Here and there vague and con­fused forms were dis­tin­guish­able, which in the day­light were pa­pers scat­tered on a ta­ble, open fo­lios, vol­umes piled up­on a stool, an arm­chair heaped with cloth­ing, a prie-Dieu, and which at that hour were on­ly shad­owy cor­ners and whitish spots. Jean Val­jean ad­vanced with pre­cau­tion, tak­ing care not to knock against the fur­ni­ture. He could hear, at the ex­trem­i­ty of the room, the even and tran­quil breath­ing of the sleep­ing Bish­op.

			He sud­den­ly came to a halt. He was near the bed. He had ar­rived there soon­er than he had thought for.

			Na­ture some­times min­gles her ef­fects and her spec­ta­cles with our ac­tions with som­bre and in­tel­li­gent ap­pro­pri­ate­ness, as though she de­sired to make us re­flect. For the last half-hour a large cloud had cov­ered the heav­ens. At the mo­ment when Jean Val­jean paused in front of the bed, this cloud part­ed, as though on pur­pose, and a ray of light, travers­ing the long win­dow, sud­den­ly il­lu­mi­nat­ed the Bish­op’s pale face. He was sleep­ing peace­ful­ly. He lay in his bed al­most com­plete­ly dressed, on ac­count of the cold of the Bass­es-Alps, in a gar­ment of brown wool, which cov­ered his arms to the wrists. His head was thrown back on the pil­low, in the care­less at­ti­tude of re­pose; his hand, adorned with the pas­toral ring, and whence had fall­en so many good deeds and so many holy ac­tions, was hang­ing over the edge of the bed. His whole face was il­lu­mined with a vague ex­pres­sion of sat­is­fac­tion, of hope, and of fe­lic­i­ty. It was more than a smile, and al­most a ra­di­ance. He bore up­on his brow the in­de­scrib­able re­flec­tion of a light which was in­vis­i­ble. The soul of the just con­tem­plates in sleep a mys­te­ri­ous heav­en.

			A re­flec­tion of that heav­en rest­ed on the Bish­op.

			It was, at the same time, a lu­mi­nous trans­paren­cy, for that heav­en was with­in him. That heav­en was his con­science.

			At the mo­ment when the ray of moon­light su­per­posed it­self, so to speak, up­on that in­ward ra­di­ance, the sleep­ing Bish­op seemed as in a glo­ry. It re­mained, how­ev­er, gen­tle and veiled in an in­ef­fa­ble half-light. That moon in the sky, that slum­ber­ing na­ture, that gar­den with­out a quiver, that house which was so calm, the hour, the mo­ment, the si­lence, added some solemn and un­speak­able qual­i­ty to the ven­er­a­ble re­pose of this man, and en­veloped in a sort of serene and ma­jes­tic au­re­ole that white hair, those closed eyes, that face in which all was hope and all was con­fi­dence, that head of an old man, and that slum­ber of an in­fant.

			There was some­thing al­most di­vine in this man, who was thus au­gust, with­out be­ing him­self aware of it.

			Jean Val­jean was in the shad­ow, and stood mo­tion­less, with his iron can­dle­stick in his hand, fright­ened by this lu­mi­nous old man. Nev­er had he be­held any­thing like this. This con­fi­dence ter­ri­fied him. The moral world has no grander spec­ta­cle than this: a trou­bled and un­easy con­science, which has ar­rived on the brink of an evil ac­tion, con­tem­plat­ing the slum­ber of the just.

			That slum­ber in that iso­la­tion, and with a neigh­bor like him­self, had about it some­thing sub­lime, of which he was vague­ly but im­pe­ri­ous­ly con­scious.

			No one could have told what was pass­ing with­in him, not even him­self. In or­der to at­tempt to form an idea of it, it is nec­es­sary to think of the most vi­o­lent of things in the pres­ence of the most gen­tle. Even on his vis­age it would have been im­pos­si­ble to dis­tin­guish any­thing with cer­tain­ty. It was a sort of hag­gard as­ton­ish­ment. He gazed at it, and that was all. But what was his thought? It would have been im­pos­si­ble to di­vine it. What was ev­i­dent was, that he was touched and as­tound­ed. But what was the na­ture of this emo­tion?

			His eye nev­er quit­ted the old man. The on­ly thing which was clear­ly to be in­ferred from his at­ti­tude and his phys­iog­no­my was a strange in­de­ci­sion. One would have said that he was hes­i­tat­ing be­tween the two abysses—the one in which one los­es one’s self and that in which one saves one’s self. He seemed pre­pared to crush that skull or to kiss that hand.

			At the ex­pi­ra­tion of a few min­utes his left arm rose slow­ly to­wards his brow, and he took off his cap; then his arm fell back with the same de­lib­er­a­tion, and Jean Val­jean fell to med­i­tat­ing once more, his cap in his left hand, his club in his right hand, his hair bristling all over his sav­age head.

			The Bish­op con­tin­ued to sleep in pro­found peace be­neath that ter­ri­fy­ing gaze.

			The gleam of the moon ren­dered con­fus­ed­ly vis­i­ble the cru­ci­fix over the chim­ney­p­iece, which seemed to be ex­tend­ing its arms to both of them, with a bene­dic­tion for one and par­don for the oth­er.

			Sud­den­ly Jean Val­jean re­placed his cap on his brow; then stepped rapid­ly past the bed, with­out glanc­ing at the Bish­op, straight to the cup­board, which he saw near the head; he raised his iron can­dle­stick as though to force the lock; the key was there; he opened it; the first thing which pre­sent­ed it­self to him was the bas­ket of sil­ver­ware; he seized it, tra­versed the cham­ber with long strides, with­out tak­ing any pre­cau­tions and with­out trou­bling him­self about the noise, gained the door, re-en­tered the or­a­to­ry, opened the win­dow, seized his cud­gel, be­strode the win­dowsill of the ground floor, put the sil­ver in­to his knap­sack, threw away the bas­ket, crossed the gar­den, leaped over the wall like a tiger, and fled.

		
	
		
			
				XII

				The Bish­op Works

			
			The next morn­ing at sun­rise Mon­seigneur Bi­en­venu was strolling in his gar­den. Madame Ma­gloire ran up to him in ut­ter con­ster­na­tion.

			“Mon­seigneur, Mon­seigneur!” she ex­claimed, “does your Grace know where the bas­ket of sil­ver is?”

			“Yes,” replied the Bish­op.

			“Je­sus the Lord be blessed!” she re­sumed; “I did not know what had be­come of it.”

			The Bish­op had just picked up the bas­ket in a flowerbed. He pre­sent­ed it to Madame Ma­gloire.

			“Here it is.”

			“Well!” said she. “Noth­ing in it! And the sil­ver?”

			“Ah,” re­turned the Bish­op, “so it is the sil­ver which trou­bles you? I don’t know where it is.”

			“Great, good God! It is stolen! That man who was here last night has stolen it.”

			In a twin­kling, with all the vi­vac­i­ty of an alert old wom­an, Madame Ma­gloire had rushed to the or­a­to­ry, en­tered the al­cove, and re­turned to the Bish­op. The Bish­op had just bent down, and was sigh­ing as he ex­am­ined a plant of cochlearia des Guil­lons, which the bas­ket had bro­ken as it fell across the bed. He rose up at Madame Ma­gloire’s cry.

			“Mon­seigneur, the man is gone! The sil­ver has been stolen!”

			As she ut­tered this ex­cla­ma­tion, her eyes fell up­on a cor­ner of the gar­den, where traces of the wall hav­ing been scaled were vis­i­ble. The cop­ing of the wall had been torn away.

			“Stay! yon­der is the way he went. He jumped over in­to Cochefilet Lane. Ah, the abom­i­na­tion! He has stolen our sil­ver!”

			The Bish­op re­mained silent for a mo­ment; then he raised his grave eyes, and said gen­tly to Madame Ma­gloire:—

			“And, in the first place, was that sil­ver ours?”

			Madame Ma­gloire was speech­less. An­oth­er si­lence en­sued; then the Bish­op went on:—

			“Madame Ma­gloire, I have for a long time de­tained that sil­ver wrong­ful­ly. It be­longed to the poor. Who was that man? A poor man, ev­i­dent­ly.”

			“Alas! Je­sus!” re­turned Madame Ma­gloire. “It is not for my sake, nor for Made­moi­selle’s. It makes no dif­fer­ence to us. But it is for the sake of Mon­seigneur. What is Mon­seigneur to eat with now?”

			The Bish­op gazed at her with an air of amaze­ment.

			“Ah, come! Are there no such things as pewter forks and spoons?”

			Madame Ma­gloire shrugged her shoul­ders.

			“Pewter has an odor.”

			“Iron forks and spoons, then.”

			Madame Ma­gloire made an ex­pres­sive gri­mace.

			“Iron has a taste.”

			“Very well,” said the Bish­op; “wood­en ones then.”

			A few mo­ments lat­er he was break­fast­ing at the very ta­ble at which Jean Val­jean had sat on the pre­vi­ous evening. As he ate his break­fast, Mon­seigneur Wel­come re­marked gay­ly to his sis­ter, who said noth­ing, and to Madame Ma­gloire, who was grum­bling un­der her breath, that one re­al­ly does not need ei­ther fork or spoon, even of wood, in or­der to dip a bit of bread in a cup of milk.

			“A pret­ty idea, tru­ly,” said Madame Ma­gloire to her­self, as she went and came, “to take in a man like that! and to lodge him close to one’s self! And how for­tu­nate that he did noth­ing but steal! Ah, mon Dieu! it makes one shud­der to think of it!”

			As the broth­er and sis­ter were about to rise from the ta­ble, there came a knock at the door.

			“Come in,” said the Bish­op.

			The door opened. A sin­gu­lar and vi­o­lent group made its ap­pear­ance on the thresh­old. Three men were hold­ing a fourth man by the col­lar. The three men were gen­darmes; the oth­er was Jean Val­jean.

			A brigadier of gen­darmes, who seemed to be in com­mand of the group, was stand­ing near the door. He en­tered and ad­vanced to the Bish­op, mak­ing a mil­i­tary salute.

			“Mon­seigneur—” said he.

			At this word, Jean Val­jean, who was de­ject­ed and seemed over­whelmed, raised his head with an air of stu­pe­fac­tion.

			“Mon­seigneur!” he mur­mured. “So he is not the curé?”

			“Si­lence!” said the gen­darme. “He is Mon­seigneur the Bish­op.”

			In the mean­time, Mon­seigneur Bi­en­venu had ad­vanced as quick­ly as his great age per­mit­ted.

			“Ah! here you are!” he ex­claimed, look­ing at Jean Val­jean. “I am glad to see you. Well, but how is this? I gave you the can­dle­sticks too, which are of sil­ver like the rest, and for which you can cer­tain­ly get two hun­dred francs. Why did you not car­ry them away with your forks and spoons?”

			Jean Val­jean opened his eyes wide, and stared at the ven­er­a­ble Bish­op with an ex­pres­sion which no hu­man tongue can ren­der any ac­count of.

			“Mon­seigneur,” said the brigadier of gen­darmes, “so what this man said is true, then? We came across him. He was walk­ing like a man who is run­ning away. We stopped him to look in­to the mat­ter. He had this sil­ver—”

			“And he told you,” in­ter­posed the Bish­op with a smile, “that it had been giv­en to him by a kind old fel­low of a priest with whom he had passed the night? I see how the mat­ter stands. And you have brought him back here? It is a mis­take.”

			“In that case,” replied the brigadier, “we can let him go?”

			“Cer­tain­ly,” replied the Bish­op.

			The gen­darmes re­leased Jean Val­jean, who re­coiled.

			“Is it true that I am to be re­leased?” he said, in an al­most inar­tic­u­late voice, and as though he were talk­ing in his sleep.

			“Yes, thou art re­leased; dost thou not un­der­stand?” said one of the gen­darmes.

			“My friend,” re­sumed the Bish­op, “be­fore you go, here are your can­dle­sticks. Take them.”

			He stepped to the chim­ney­p­iece, took the two sil­ver can­dle­sticks, and brought them to Jean Val­jean. The two wom­en looked on with­out ut­ter­ing a word, with­out a ges­ture, with­out a look which could dis­con­cert the Bish­op.

			Jean Val­jean was trem­bling in ev­ery limb. He took the two can­dle­sticks me­chan­i­cal­ly, and with a be­wil­dered air.

			“Now,” said the Bish­op, “go in peace. By the way, when you re­turn, my friend, it is not nec­es­sary to pass through the gar­den. You can al­ways en­ter and de­part through the street door. It is nev­er fas­tened with any­thing but a latch, ei­ther by day or by night.”

			Then, turn­ing to the gen­darmes:—

			“You may re­tire, gen­tle­men.”

			The gen­darmes re­tired.

			Jean Val­jean was like a man on the point of faint­ing.

			The Bish­op drew near to him, and said in a low voice:—

			“Do not for­get, nev­er for­get, that you have promised to use this mon­ey in be­com­ing an hon­est man.”

			Jean Val­jean, who had no rec­ol­lec­tion of ev­er hav­ing promised any­thing, re­mained speech­less. The Bish­op had em­pha­sized the words when he ut­tered them. He re­sumed with solem­ni­ty:—

			“Jean Val­jean, my broth­er, you no longer be­long to evil, but to good. It is your soul that I buy from you; I with­draw it from black thoughts and the spir­it of perdi­tion, and I give it to God.”

		
	
		
			
				XIII

				Lit­tle Ger­vais

			
			Jean Val­jean left the town as though he were flee­ing from it. He set out at a very hasty pace through the fields, tak­ing what­ev­er roads and paths pre­sent­ed them­selves to him, with­out per­ceiv­ing that he was in­ces­sant­ly re­trac­ing his steps. He wan­dered thus the whole morn­ing, with­out hav­ing eat­en any­thing and with­out feel­ing hun­gry. He was the prey of a throng of nov­el sen­sa­tions. He was con­scious of a sort of rage; he did not know against whom it was di­rect­ed. He could not have told whether he was touched or hu­mil­i­at­ed. There came over him at mo­ments a strange emo­tion which he re­sist­ed and to which he op­posed the hard­ness ac­quired dur­ing the last twen­ty years of his life. This state of mind fa­tigued him. He per­ceived with dis­may that the sort of fright­ful calm which the in­jus­tice of his mis­for­tune had con­ferred up­on him was giv­ing way with­in him. He asked him­self what would re­place this. At times he would have ac­tu­al­ly pre­ferred to be in prison with the gen­darmes, and that things should not have hap­pened in this way; it would have ag­i­tat­ed him less. Al­though the sea­son was tol­er­a­bly far ad­vanced, there were still a few late flow­ers in the hedgerows here and there, whose odor as he passed through them in his march re­called to him mem­o­ries of his child­hood. These mem­o­ries were al­most in­tol­er­a­ble to him, it was so long since they had re­curred to him.

			Un­ut­ter­able thoughts as­sem­bled with­in him in this man­ner all day long.

			As the sun de­clined to its set­ting, cast­ing long shad­ows athwart the soil from ev­ery peb­ble, Jean Val­jean sat down be­hind a bush up­on a large rud­dy plain, which was ab­so­lute­ly de­sert­ed. There was noth­ing on the hori­zon ex­cept the Alps. Not even the spire of a dis­tant vil­lage. Jean Val­jean might have been three leagues dis­tant from D——. A path which in­ter­sect­ed the plain passed a few paces from the bush.

			In the mid­dle of this med­i­ta­tion, which would have con­trib­uted not a lit­tle to ren­der his rags ter­ri­fy­ing to any­one who might have en­coun­tered him, a joy­ous sound be­came au­di­ble.

			He turned his head and saw a lit­tle Savo­yard, about ten years of age, com­ing up the path and singing, his hur­dy-gur­dy on his hip, and his mar­mot-box on his back.

			One of those gay and gen­tle chil­dren, who go from land to land af­ford­ing a view of their knees through the holes in their trousers.

			With­out stop­ping his song, the lad halt­ed in his march from time to time, and played at knuck­le-bones with some coins which he had in his hand—his whole for­tune, prob­a­bly.

			Among this mon­ey there was one forty-sou piece.

			The child halt­ed be­side the bush, with­out per­ceiv­ing Jean Val­jean, and tossed up his hand­ful of sous, which, up to that time, he had caught with a good deal of adroit­ness on the back of his hand.

			This time the forty-sou piece es­caped him, and went rolling to­wards the brush­wood un­til it reached Jean Val­jean.

			Jean Val­jean set his foot up­on it.

			In the mean­time, the child had looked af­ter his coin and had caught sight of him.

			He showed no as­ton­ish­ment, but walked straight up to the man.

			The spot was ab­so­lute­ly soli­tary. As far as the eye could see there was not a per­son on the plain or on the path. The on­ly sound was the tiny, fee­ble cries of a flock of birds of pas­sage, which was travers­ing the heav­ens at an im­mense height. The child was stand­ing with his back to the sun, which cast threads of gold in his hair and em­pur­pled with its blood-red gleam the sav­age face of Jean Val­jean.

			“Sir,” said the lit­tle Savo­yard, with that child­ish con­fi­dence which is com­posed of ig­no­rance and in­no­cence, “my mon­ey.”

			“What is your name?” said Jean Val­jean.

			“Lit­tle Ger­vais, sir.”

			“Go away,” said Jean Val­jean.

			“Sir,” re­sumed the child, “give me back my mon­ey.”

			Jean Val­jean dropped his head, and made no re­ply.

			The child be­gan again, “My mon­ey, sir.”

			Jean Val­jean’s eyes re­mained fixed on the earth.

			“My piece of mon­ey!” cried the child, “my white piece! my sil­ver!”

			It seemed as though Jean Val­jean did not hear him. The child grasped him by the col­lar of his blouse and shook him. At the same time he made an ef­fort to dis­place the big iron-shod shoe which rest­ed on his trea­sure.

			“I want my piece of mon­ey! My piece of forty sous!”

			The child wept. Jean Val­jean raised his head. He still re­mained seat­ed. His eyes were trou­bled. He gazed at the child, in a sort of amaze­ment, then he stretched out his hand to­wards his cud­gel and cried in a ter­ri­ble voice, “Who’s there?”

			“I, sir,” replied the child. “Lit­tle Ger­vais! I! Give me back my forty sous, if you please! Take your foot away, sir, if you please!”

			Then ir­ri­tat­ed, though he was so small, and be­com­ing al­most men­ac­ing:—

			“Come now, will you take your foot away? Take your foot away, or we’ll see!”

			“Ah! It’s still you!” said Jean Val­jean, and ris­ing abrupt­ly to his feet, his foot still rest­ing on the sil­ver piece, he added:—

			“Will you take your­self off!”

			The fright­ened child looked at him, then be­gan to trem­ble from head to foot, and af­ter a few mo­ments of stu­por he set out, run­ning at the top of his speed, with­out dar­ing to turn his neck or to ut­ter a cry.

			Nev­er­the­less, lack of breath forced him to halt af­ter a cer­tain dis­tance, and Jean Val­jean heard him sob­bing, in the midst of his own rever­ie.

			At the end of a few mo­ments the child had dis­ap­peared.

			The sun had set.

			The shad­ows were de­scend­ing around Jean Val­jean. He had eat­en noth­ing all day; it is prob­a­ble that he was fever­ish.

			He had re­mained stand­ing and had not changed his at­ti­tude af­ter the child’s flight. The breath heaved his chest at long and ir­reg­u­lar in­ter­vals. His gaze, fixed ten or twelve paces in front of him, seemed to be scru­ti­niz­ing with pro­found at­ten­tion the shape of an an­cient frag­ment of blue earth­en­ware which had fall­en in the grass. All at once he shiv­ered; he had just be­gun to feel the chill of evening.

			He set­tled his cap more firm­ly on his brow, sought me­chan­i­cal­ly to cross and but­ton his blouse, ad­vanced a step and stopped to pick up his cud­gel.

			At that mo­ment he caught sight of the forty-sou piece, which his foot had half ground in­to the earth, and which was shin­ing among the peb­bles. It was as though he had re­ceived a gal­van­ic shock. “What is this?” he mut­tered be­tween his teeth. He re­coiled three paces, then halt­ed, with­out be­ing able to de­tach his gaze from the spot which his foot had trod­den but an in­stant be­fore, as though the thing which lay glit­ter­ing there in the gloom had been an open eye riv­et­ed up­on him.

			At the ex­pi­ra­tion of a few mo­ments he dart­ed con­vul­sive­ly to­wards the sil­ver coin, seized it, and straight­ened him­self up again and be­gan to gaze afar off over the plain, at the same time cast­ing his eyes to­wards all points of the hori­zon, as he stood there erect and shiv­er­ing, like a ter­ri­fied wild an­i­mal which is seek­ing refuge.

			He saw noth­ing. Night was fall­ing, the plain was cold and vague, great banks of vi­o­let haze were ris­ing in the gleam of the twi­light.

			He said, “Ah!” and set out rapid­ly in the di­rec­tion in which the child had dis­ap­peared. Af­ter about thir­ty paces he paused, looked about him and saw noth­ing.

			Then he shout­ed with all his might:—

			“Lit­tle Ger­vais! Lit­tle Ger­vais!”

			He paused and wait­ed.

			There was no re­ply.

			The land­scape was gloomy and de­sert­ed. He was en­com­passed by space. There was noth­ing around him but an ob­scu­ri­ty in which his gaze was lost, and a si­lence which en­gulfed his voice.

			An icy north wind was blow­ing, and im­part­ed to things around him a sort of lugubri­ous life. The bush­es shook their thin lit­tle arms with in­cred­i­ble fury. One would have said that they were threat­en­ing and pur­su­ing some­one.

			He set out on his march again, then he be­gan to run; and from time to time he halt­ed and shout­ed in­to that soli­tude, with a voice which was the most for­mi­da­ble and the most dis­con­so­late that it was pos­si­ble to hear, “Lit­tle Ger­vais! Lit­tle Ger­vais!”

			As­sured­ly, if the child had heard him, he would have been alarmed and would have tak­en good care not to show him­self. But the child was no doubt al­ready far away.

			He en­coun­tered a priest on horse­back. He stepped up to him and said:—

			“Mon­sieur le Curé, have you seen a child pass?”

			“No,” said the priest.

			“One named Lit­tle Ger­vais?”

			“I have seen no one.”

			He drew two five-franc pieces from his mon­ey­bag and hand­ed them to the priest.

			“Mon­sieur le Curé, this is for your poor peo­ple. Mon­sieur le Curé, he was a lit­tle lad, about ten years old, with a mar­mot, I think, and a hur­dy-gur­dy. One of those Savo­yards, you know?”

			“I have not seen him.”

			“Lit­tle Ger­vais? There are no vil­lages here? Can you tell me?”

			“If he is like what you say, my friend, he is a lit­tle stranger. Such per­sons pass through these parts. We know noth­ing of them.”

			Jean Val­jean seized two more coins of five francs each with vi­o­lence, and gave them to the priest.

			“For your poor,” he said.

			Then he added, wild­ly:—

			“Mon­sieur l’Ab­bé, have me ar­rest­ed. I am a thief.”

			The priest put spurs to his horse and fled in haste, much alarmed.

			Jean Val­jean set out on a run, in the di­rec­tion which he had first tak­en.

			In this way he tra­versed a tol­er­a­bly long dis­tance, gaz­ing, call­ing, shout­ing, but he met no one. Two or three times he ran across the plain to­wards some­thing which con­veyed to him the ef­fect of a hu­man be­ing re­clin­ing or crouch­ing down; it turned out to be noth­ing but brush­wood or rocks near­ly on a lev­el with the earth. At length, at a spot where three paths in­ter­sect­ed each oth­er, he stopped. The moon had risen. He sent his gaze in­to the dis­tance and shout­ed for the last time, “Lit­tle Ger­vais! Lit­tle Ger­vais! Lit­tle Ger­vais!” His shout died away in the mist, with­out even awak­en­ing an echo. He mur­mured yet once more, “Lit­tle Ger­vais!” but in a fee­ble and al­most inar­tic­u­late voice. It was his last ef­fort; his legs gave way abrupt­ly un­der him, as though an in­vis­i­ble pow­er had sud­den­ly over­whelmed him with the weight of his evil con­science; he fell ex­haust­ed, on a large stone, his fists clenched in his hair and his face on his knees, and he cried, “I am a wretch!”

			Then his heart burst, and he be­gan to cry. It was the first time that he had wept in nine­teen years.

			When Jean Val­jean left the Bish­op’s house, he was, as we have seen, quite thrown out of ev­ery­thing that had been his thought hith­er­to. He could not yield to the ev­i­dence of what was go­ing on with­in him. He hard­ened him­self against the an­gel­ic ac­tion and the gen­tle words of the old man. “You have promised me to be­come an hon­est man. I buy your soul. I take it away from the spir­it of per­ver­si­ty; I give it to the good God.”

			This re­curred to his mind un­ceas­ing­ly. To this ce­les­tial kind­ness he op­posed pride, which is the fortress of evil with­in us. He was in­dis­tinct­ly con­scious that the par­don of this priest was the great­est as­sault and the most for­mi­da­ble at­tack which had moved him yet; that his ob­du­ra­cy was fi­nal­ly set­tled if he re­sist­ed this clemen­cy; that if he yield­ed, he should be obliged to re­nounce that ha­tred with which the ac­tions of oth­er men had filled his soul through so many years, and which pleased him; that this time it was nec­es­sary to con­quer or to be con­quered; and that a strug­gle, a colos­sal and fi­nal strug­gle, had been be­gun be­tween his vi­cious­ness and the good­ness of that man.

			In the pres­ence of these lights, he pro­ceed­ed like a man who is in­tox­i­cat­ed. As he walked thus with hag­gard eyes, did he have a dis­tinct per­cep­tion of what might re­sult to him from his ad­ven­ture at D——? Did he un­der­stand all those mys­te­ri­ous mur­murs which warn or im­por­tune the spir­it at cer­tain mo­ments of life? Did a voice whis­per in his ear that he had just passed the solemn hour of his des­tiny; that there no longer re­mained a mid­dle course for him; that if he were not hence­forth the best of men, he would be the worst; that it be­hooved him now, so to speak, to mount high­er than the Bish­op, or fall low­er than the con­vict; that if he wished to be­come good he must be­come an an­gel; that if he wished to re­main evil, he must be­come a mon­ster?

			Here, again, some ques­tions must be put, which we have al­ready put to our­selves else­where: did he catch some shad­ow of all this in his thought, in a con­fused way? Mis­for­tune cer­tain­ly, as we have said, does form the ed­u­ca­tion of the in­tel­li­gence; nev­er­the­less, it is doubt­ful whether Jean Val­jean was in a con­di­tion to dis­en­tan­gle all that we have here in­di­cat­ed. If these ideas oc­curred to him, he but caught glimpses of, rather than saw them, and they on­ly suc­ceed­ed in throw­ing him in­to an un­ut­ter­able and al­most painful state of emo­tion. On emerg­ing from that black and de­formed thing which is called the gal­leys, the Bish­op had hurt his soul, as too vivid a light would have hurt his eyes on emerg­ing from the dark. The fu­ture life, the pos­si­ble life which of­fered it­self to him hence­forth, all pure and ra­di­ant, filled him with tremors and anx­i­ety. He no longer knew where he re­al­ly was. Like an owl, who should sud­den­ly see the sun rise, the con­vict had been daz­zled and blind­ed, as it were, by virtue.

			That which was cer­tain, that which he did not doubt, was that he was no longer the same man, that ev­ery­thing about him was changed, that it was no longer in his pow­er to make it as though the Bish­op had not spo­ken to him and had not touched him.

			In this state of mind he had en­coun­tered lit­tle Ger­vais, and had robbed him of his forty sous. Why? He cer­tain­ly could not have ex­plained it; was this the last ef­fect and the supreme ef­fort, as it were, of the evil thoughts which he had brought away from the gal­leys—a rem­nant of im­pulse, a re­sult of what is called in stat­ics, “ac­quired force?” It was that, and it was al­so, per­haps, even less than that. Let us say it sim­ply, it was not he who stole; it was not the man; it was the beast, who, by habit and in­stinct, had sim­ply placed his foot up­on that mon­ey, while the in­tel­li­gence was strug­gling amid so many nov­el and hith­er­to un­heard-of thoughts be­set­ting it.

			When in­tel­li­gence reawak­ened and be­held that ac­tion of the brute, Jean Val­jean re­coiled with an­guish and ut­tered a cry of ter­ror.

			It was be­cause—strange phe­nom­e­non, and one which was pos­si­ble on­ly in the sit­u­a­tion in which he found him­self—in steal­ing the mon­ey from that child, he had done a thing of which he was no longer ca­pa­ble.

			How­ev­er that may be, this last evil ac­tion had a de­ci­sive ef­fect on him; it abrupt­ly tra­versed that chaos which he bore in his mind, and dis­persed it, placed on one side the thick ob­scu­ri­ty, and on the oth­er the light, and act­ed on his soul, in the state in which it then was, as cer­tain chem­i­cal reagents act up­on a trou­bled mix­ture by pre­cip­i­tat­ing one el­e­ment and clar­i­fy­ing the oth­er.

			First of all, even be­fore ex­am­in­ing him­self and re­flect­ing, all be­wil­dered, like one who seeks to save him­self, he tried to find the child in or­der to re­turn his mon­ey to him; then, when he rec­og­nized the fact that this was im­pos­si­ble, he halt­ed in de­spair. At the mo­ment when he ex­claimed “I am a wretch!” he had just per­ceived what he was, and he was al­ready sep­a­rat­ed from him­self to such a de­gree, that he seemed to him­self to be no longer any­thing more than a phan­tom, and as if he had, there be­fore him, in flesh and blood, the hideous gal­ley-con­vict, Jean Val­jean, cud­gel in hand, his blouse on his hips, his knap­sack filled with stolen ob­jects on his back, with his res­o­lute and gloomy vis­age, with his thoughts filled with abom­inable projects.

			Ex­cess of un­hap­pi­ness had, as we have re­marked, made him in some sort a vi­sion­ary. This, then, was in the na­ture of a vi­sion. He ac­tu­al­ly saw that Jean Val­jean, that sin­is­ter face, be­fore him. He had al­most reached the point of ask­ing him­self who that man was, and he was hor­ri­fied by him.

			His brain was go­ing through one of those vi­o­lent and yet per­fect­ly calm mo­ments in which rever­ie is so pro­found that it ab­sorbs re­al­i­ty. One no longer be­holds the ob­ject which one has be­fore one, and one sees, as though apart from one’s self, the fig­ures which one has in one’s own mind.

			Thus he con­tem­plat­ed him­self, so to speak, face to face, and at the same time, athwart this hal­lu­ci­na­tion, he per­ceived in a mys­te­ri­ous depth a sort of light which he at first took for a torch. On scru­ti­niz­ing this light which ap­peared to his con­science with more at­ten­tion, he rec­og­nized the fact that it pos­sessed a hu­man form and that this torch was the Bish­op.

			His con­science weighed in turn these two men thus placed be­fore it—the Bish­op and Jean Val­jean. Noth­ing less than the first was re­quired to soft­en the sec­ond. By one of those sin­gu­lar ef­fects, which are pe­cu­liar to this sort of ec­stasies, in pro­por­tion as his rever­ie con­tin­ued, as the Bish­op grew great and re­splen­dent in his eyes, so did Jean Val­jean grow less and van­ish. Af­ter a cer­tain time he was no longer any­thing more than a shade. All at once he dis­ap­peared. The Bish­op alone re­mained; he filled the whole soul of this wretch­ed man with a mag­nif­i­cent ra­di­ance.

			Jean Val­jean wept for a long time. He wept burn­ing tears, he sobbed with more weak­ness than a wom­an, with more fright than a child.

			As he wept, day­light pen­e­trat­ed more and more clear­ly in­to his soul; an ex­tra­or­di­nary light; a light at once rav­ish­ing and ter­ri­ble. His past life, his first fault, his long ex­pi­a­tion, his ex­ter­nal brutish­ness, his in­ter­nal hard­ness, his dis­missal to lib­er­ty, re­joic­ing in man­i­fold plans of vengeance, what had hap­pened to him at the Bish­op’s, the last thing that he had done, that theft of forty sous from a child, a crime all the more cow­ard­ly, and all the more mon­strous since it had come af­ter the Bish­op’s par­don—all this re­curred to his mind and ap­peared clear­ly to him, but with a clear­ness which he had nev­er hith­er­to wit­nessed. He ex­am­ined his life, and it seemed hor­ri­ble to him; his soul, and it seemed fright­ful to him. In the mean­time a gen­tle light rest­ed over this life and this soul. It seemed to him that he be­held Sa­tan by the light of Par­adise.

			How many hours did he weep thus? What did he do af­ter he had wept? Whith­er did he go! No one ev­er knew. The on­ly thing which seems to be au­then­ti­cat­ed is that that same night the car­ri­er who served Greno­ble at that epoch, and who ar­rived at D—— about three o’clock in the morn­ing, saw, as he tra­versed the street in which the Bish­op’s res­i­dence was sit­u­at­ed, a man in the at­ti­tude of prayer, kneel­ing on the pave­ment in the shad­ow, in front of the door of Mon­seigneur Wel­come.
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				I

				The Year 1817

			
			1817 is the year which Louis XVI­II, with a cer­tain roy­al as­sur­ance which was not want­ing in pride, en­ti­tled the twen­ty-sec­ond of his reign. It is the year in which M. Bruguière de Sor­sum was cel­e­brat­ed. All the hair­dressers’ shops, hop­ing for pow­der and the re­turn of the roy­al bird, were be­smeared with azure and decked with fleurs-de-lys. It was the can­did time at which Count Lynch sat ev­ery Sun­day as church­war­den in the church­war­den’s pew of Saint-Ger­main-des-Prés, in his cos­tume of a peer of France, with his red rib­bon and his long nose and the majesty of pro­file pe­cu­liar to a man who has per­formed a bril­liant ac­tion. The bril­liant ac­tion per­formed by M. Lynch was this: be­ing may­or of Bor­deaux, on the 12th of March, 1814, he had sur­ren­dered the city a lit­tle too prompt­ly to M. the Duke d’An­goulême. Hence his peer­age. In 1817 fash­ion swal­lowed up lit­tle boys of from four to six years of age in vast caps of mo­roc­co leather with ear-tabs re­sem­bling Es­ki­mo mitres. The French army was dressed in white, af­ter the mode of the Aus­tri­an; the reg­i­ments were called le­gions; in­stead of num­bers they bore the names of de­part­ments; Napoleon was at St. He­le­na; and since Eng­land re­fused him green cloth, he was hav­ing his old coats turned. In 1817 Pel­li­gri­ni sang; Made­moi­selle Big­ot­ti­ni danced; Poti­er reigned; Odry did not yet ex­ist. Madame Saqui had suc­ceed­ed to Forioso. There were still Prus­sians in France. M. De­lalot was a per­son­age. Le­git­i­ma­cy had just as­sert­ed it­self by cut­ting off the hand, then the head, of Pleignier, of Car­bon­neau, and of Tolleron. The Prince de Tal­leyrand, grand cham­ber­lain, and the Ab­bé Louis, ap­point­ed min­is­ter of fi­nance, laughed as they looked at each oth­er, with the laugh of the two au­gurs; both of them had cel­e­brat­ed, on the 14th of Ju­ly, 1790, the mass of fed­er­a­tion in the Champ de Mars; Tal­leyrand had said it as bish­op, Louis had served it in the ca­pac­i­ty of dea­con. In 1817, in the side-al­leys of this same Champ de Mars, two great cylin­ders of wood might have been seen ly­ing in the rain, rot­ting amid the grass, paint­ed blue, with traces of ea­gles and bees, from which the gild­ing was fall­ing. These were the col­umns which two years be­fore had up­held the Em­per­or’s plat­form in the Champ de Mai. They were black­ened here and there with the scorch­es of the bivouac of Aus­tri­ans en­camped near Gros-Cail­lou. Two or three of these col­umns had dis­ap­peared in these bivouac fires, and had warmed the large hands of the Im­pe­ri­al troops. The Field of May had this re­mark­able point: that it had been held in the month of June and in the Field of March (Mars). In this year, 1817, two things were pop­u­lar: the Voltaire-Tou­quet and the snuff­box à la Char­ter. The most re­cent Parisian sen­sa­tion was the crime of Dau­tun, who had thrown his broth­er’s head in­to the foun­tain of the Flow­er-Mar­ket.

			They had be­gun to feel anx­ious at the Naval De­part­ment, on ac­count of the lack of news from that fa­tal frigate, the Medusa, which was des­tined to cov­er Chau­mareix with in­famy and Géri­cault with glo­ry. Colonel Selves was go­ing to Egypt to be­come Soli­man-Pasha. The palace of Ther­mes, in the Rue de La Harpe, served as a shop for a coop­er. On the plat­form of the oc­tag­o­nal tow­er of the Ho­tel de Cluny, the lit­tle shed of boards, which had served as an ob­ser­va­to­ry to Messier, the naval as­tronomer un­der Louis XVI, was still to be seen. The Duchesse de Duras read to three or four friends her un­pub­lished Ouri­ka, in her boudoir fur­nished by X. in sky-blue satin. The N’s were scratched off the Lou­vre. The bridge of Auster­litz had ab­di­cat­ed, and was en­ti­tled the bridge of the King’s Gar­den,8 a dou­ble enig­ma, which dis­guised the bridge of Auster­litz and the Jardin des Plantes at one stroke. Louis XVI­II, much pre­oc­cu­pied while an­no­tat­ing Ho­race with the cor­ner of his fin­ger­nail, he­roes who have be­come em­per­ors, and mak­ers of wood­en shoes who have be­come dauphins, had two anx­i­eties—Napoleon and Math­urin Bruneau. The French Acad­e­my had giv­en for its prize sub­ject, “The Hap­pi­ness pro­cured through Study.” M. Bel­lart was of­fi­cial­ly elo­quent. In his shad­ow could be seen ger­mi­nat­ing that fu­ture ad­vo­cate-gen­er­al of Broë, ded­i­cat­ed to the sar­casms of Paul-Louis Couri­er. There was a false Chateaubriand, named Marchangy, in the in­ter­im, un­til there should be a false Marchangy, named d’Ar­lin­court. Claire d’Albe and Malek-Adel were mas­ter­pieces; Madame Cot­tin was pro­claimed the chief writ­er of the epoch. The In­sti­tute had the aca­demi­cian, Napoleon Bona­parte, strick­en from its list of mem­bers. A roy­al or­di­nance erect­ed An­goulême in­to a naval school; for the Duc d’An­goulême, be­ing lord high ad­mi­ral, it was ev­i­dent that the city of An­goulême had all the qual­i­ties of a sea­port; oth­er­wise the monar­chi­cal prin­ci­ple would have re­ceived a wound. In the Coun­cil of Min­is­ters the ques­tion was ag­i­tat­ed whether vi­gnettes rep­re­sent­ing slack-rope per­for­mances, which adorned Fran­coni’s ad­ver­tis­ing posters, and which at­tract­ed throngs of street urchins, should be tol­er­at­ed. M. Paër, the au­thor of Ag­nese, a good sort of fel­low, with a square face and a wart on his cheek, di­rect­ed the lit­tle pri­vate con­certs of the Mar­quise de Sase­naye in the Rue Ville l’Évêque. All the young girls were singing the “Her­mit of Saint-Avelle,” with words by Ed­mond Géraud. “The Yel­low Dwarf” was trans­ferred in­to Mir­ror. The Café Lem­blin stood up for the Em­per­or, against the Café Val­ois, which up­held the Bour­bons. The Duc de Berri, al­ready sur­veyed from the shad­ow by Lou­v­el, had just been mar­ried to a princess of Sici­ly. Madame de Staël had died a year pre­vi­ous­ly. The body­guard hissed Made­moi­selle Mars. The grand news­pa­pers were all very small. Their form was re­strict­ed, but their lib­er­ty was great. The Con­sti­tu­tion­nel was con­sti­tu­tion­al. La Min­erve called Chateaubriand “Chateaubri­ant.” That t made the good mid­dle-class peo­ple laugh hearti­ly at the ex­pense of the great writ­er. In jour­nals which sold them­selves, pros­ti­tut­ed jour­nal­ists, in­sult­ed the ex­iles of 1815. David had no longer any tal­ent, Ar­nault had no longer any wit, Carnot was no longer hon­est, Soult had won no bat­tles; it is true that Napoleon had no longer any ge­nius. No one is ig­no­rant of the fact that let­ters sent to an ex­ile by post very rarely reached him, as the po­lice made it their re­li­gious du­ty to in­ter­cept them. This is no new fact; Descartes com­plained of it in his ex­ile. Now David, hav­ing, in a Bel­gian pub­li­ca­tion, shown some dis­plea­sure at not re­ceiv­ing let­ters which had been writ­ten to him, it struck the roy­al­ist jour­nals as amus­ing; and they de­rid­ed the pre­scribed man well on this oc­ca­sion. What sep­a­rat­ed two men more than an abyss was to say, the regi­cides, or to say the vot­ers; to say the en­e­mies, or to say the al­lies; to say Napoleon, or to say Bona­parte. All sen­si­ble peo­ple were agreed that the era of rev­o­lu­tion had been closed for­ev­er by King Louis XVI­II, sur­named “The Im­mor­tal Au­thor of the Char­ter.” On the plat­form of the Pont-Neuf, the word Re­di­vivus was carved on the pedestal that await­ed the stat­ue of Hen­ry IV. M. Piet, in the Rue Thérèse, No. 4, was mak­ing the rough draft of his privy as­sem­bly to con­sol­i­date the monar­chy. The lead­ers of the Right said at grave con­junc­tures, “We must write to Ba­cot.” MM. Canuel, O’Ma­honey, and De Chappede­laine were pre­par­ing the sketch, to some ex­tent with Mon­sieur’s ap­proval, of what was to be­come lat­er on “The Con­spir­a­cy of the Bord de l’Eau”—of the wa­ter­side. L’Épin­gle Noire was al­ready plot­ting in his own quar­ter. Delaverderie was con­fer­ring with Tro­goff. M. De­cazes, who was lib­er­al to a de­gree, reigned. Chateaubriand stood ev­ery morn­ing at his win­dow at No. 27 Rue Saint-Do­minique, clad in foot­ed trousers, and slip­pers, with a madras ker­chief knot­ted over his gray hair, with his eyes fixed on a mir­ror, a com­plete set of den­tist’s in­stru­ments spread out be­fore him, clean­ing his teeth, which were charm­ing, while he dic­tat­ed The Monar­chy Ac­cord­ing to the Char­ter to M. Pi­lorge, his sec­re­tary. Crit­i­cism, as­sum­ing an au­thor­i­ta­tive tone, pre­ferred La­fon to Tal­ma. M. de Féletez signed him­self A.; M. Hoff­mann signed him­self Z. Charles Nodi­er wrote Thérèse Aubert. Di­vorce was abol­ished. Lyceums called them­selves col­leges. The col­le­gians, dec­o­rat­ed on the col­lar with a gold­en fleur-de-lys, fought each oth­er apro­pos of the King of Rome. The counter-po­lice of the château had de­nounced to her Roy­al High­ness Madame, the por­trait, ev­ery­where ex­hib­it­ed, of M. the Duc d’Or­leans, who made a bet­ter ap­pear­ance in his uni­form of a colonel-gen­er­al of hus­sars than M. the Duc de Berri, in his uni­form of colonel-gen­er­al of dra­goons—a se­ri­ous in­con­ve­nience. The city of Paris was hav­ing the dome of the In­valides regild­ed at its own ex­pense. Se­ri­ous men asked them­selves what M. de Trin­que­lague would do on such or such an oc­ca­sion; M. Clausel de Mon­tals dif­fered on divers points from M. Clausel de Cousser­gues; M. de Sal­aber­ry was not sat­is­fied. The co­me­di­an Pi­card, who be­longed to the Acad­e­my, which the co­me­di­an Molière had not been able to do, had The Two Philib­erts played at the Odéon, up­on whose ped­i­ment the re­moval of the let­ters still al­lowed “The­atre of the Em­press” to be plain­ly read. Peo­ple took part for or against Cugnet de Mon­tar­lot. Fab­vi­er was fac­tious; Bavoux was rev­o­lu­tion­ary. The Lib­er­al, Pélici­er, pub­lished an edi­tion of Voltaire, with the fol­low­ing ti­tle: Works of Voltaire, of the French Acad­e­my. “That will at­tract pur­chasers,” said the in­ge­nious ed­i­tor. The gen­er­al opin­ion was that M. Charles Loyson would be the ge­nius of the cen­tu­ry; en­vy was be­gin­ning to gnaw at him—a sign of glo­ry; and this verse was com­posed on him:—

			
				
					Even when Loyson steals, one feels that he has paws.
				

			

			As Car­di­nal Fesch re­fused to re­sign, M. de Pins, Arch­bish­op of Amasie, ad­min­is­tered the dio­cese of Lyons. The quar­rel over the val­ley of Dappes was be­gun be­tween Switzer­land and France by a mem­oir from Cap­tain, af­ter­wards Gen­er­al Du­four. Saint-Si­mon, ig­nored, was erect­ing his sub­lime dream. There was a cel­e­brat­ed Fouri­er at the Acad­e­my of Sci­ence, whom pos­ter­i­ty has for­got­ten; and in some gar­ret an ob­scure Fouri­er, whom the fu­ture will re­call. Lord By­ron was be­gin­ning to make his mark; a note to a po­em by Millevoye in­tro­duced him to France in these terms: “a cer­tain Lord Baron.” David d’Angers was try­ing to work in mar­ble. The Ab­bé Caron was speak­ing, in terms of praise, to a pri­vate gath­er­ing of sem­i­nar­ists in the blind al­ley of Feuil­lan­tines, of an un­known priest, named Félic­ité-Robert, who, at a lat­ter date, be­came Lamen­nais. A thing which smoked and clat­tered on the Seine with the noise of a swim­ming dog went and came be­neath the win­dows of the Tu­i­leries, from the Pont Roy­al to the Pont Louis XV; it was a piece of mech­a­nism which was not good for much; a sort of play­thing, the idle dream of a dream-rid­den in­ven­tor; an utopia—a steam­boat. The Parisians stared in­dif­fer­ent­ly at this use­less thing. M. de Vaublanc, the re­former of the In­sti­tute by a coup d’etat, the dis­tin­guished au­thor of nu­mer­ous aca­demi­cians, or­di­nances, and batch­es of mem­bers, af­ter hav­ing cre­at­ed them, could not suc­ceed in be­com­ing one him­self. The Faubourg Saint-Ger­main and the pavil­ion de Marsan wished to have M. Delaveau for pre­fect of po­lice, on ac­count of his piety. Dupuytren and Ré­cami­er en­tered in­to a quar­rel in the am­phithe­atre of the School of Medicine, and threat­ened each oth­er with their fists on the sub­ject of the di­vin­i­ty of Je­sus Christ. Cu­vi­er, with one eye on Gen­e­sis and the oth­er on na­ture, tried to please big­ot­ed re­ac­tion by rec­on­cil­ing fos­sils with texts and by mak­ing mastodons flat­ter Moses.

			M. François de Neufchâteau, the praise­wor­thy cul­ti­va­tor of the mem­o­ry of Par­men­tier, made a thou­sand ef­forts to have pomme de terre9 pro­nounced par­men­tière, and suc­ceed­ed there­in not at all. The Ab­bé Gré­goire, ex-bish­op, ex-con­ven­tionary, ex-sen­a­tor, had passed, in the roy­al­ist polemics, to the state of “In­fa­mous Gré­goire.” The lo­cu­tion of which we have made use—passed to the state of—has been con­demned as a ne­ol­o­gism by M. Roy­er Col­lard. Un­der the third arch of the Pont de Jé­na, the new stone with which, the two years pre­vi­ous­ly, the min­ing aper­ture made by Blüch­er to blow up the bridge had been stopped up, was still rec­og­niz­able on ac­count of its white­ness. Jus­tice sum­moned to its bar a man who, on see­ing the Comte d’Ar­tois en­ter Notre Dame, had said aloud: “Sapristi! I re­gret the time when I saw Bona­parte and Tal­ma en­ter the Bel Sauvage, arm in arm.” A sedi­tious ut­ter­ance. Six months in prison. Traitors showed them­selves un­but­toned; men who had gone over to the en­e­my on the eve of bat­tle made no se­cret of their rec­om­pense, and strut­ted im­mod­est­ly in the light of day, in the cyn­i­cism of rich­es and dig­ni­ties; de­sert­ers from Ligny and Qua­tre-Bras, in the brazen­ness of their well-paid turpi­tude, ex­hib­it­ed their de­vo­tion to the monar­chy in the most barefaced man­ner.

			This is what floats up con­fus­ed­ly, pell-mell, for the year 1817, and is now for­got­ten. His­to­ry ne­glects near­ly all these par­tic­u­lars, and can­not do oth­er­wise; the in­fin­i­ty would over­whelm it. Nev­er­the­less, these de­tails, which are wrong­ly called triv­ial—there are no triv­ial facts in hu­man­i­ty, nor lit­tle leaves in veg­e­ta­tion—are use­ful. It is of the phys­iog­no­my of the years that the phys­iog­no­my of the cen­turies is com­posed. In this year of 1817 four young Parisians ar­ranged “a fine farce.”

		
	
		
			
				II

				A Dou­ble Quar­tette

			
			These Parisians came, one from Toulouse, an­oth­er from Limo­ges, the third from Ca­hors, and the fourth from Mon­tauban; but they were stu­dents; and when one says stu­dent, one says Parisian: to study in Paris is to be born in Paris.

			These young men were in­signif­i­cant; ev­ery­one has seen such faces; four spec­i­mens of hu­man­i­ty tak­en at ran­dom; nei­ther good nor bad, nei­ther wise nor ig­no­rant, nei­ther ge­nius­es nor fools; hand­some, with that charm­ing April which is called twen­ty years. They were four Os­cars; for, at that epoch, Arthurs did not yet ex­ist. “Burn for him the per­fumes of Ara­by!” ex­claimed ro­mance. “Os­car ad­vances. Os­car, I shall be­hold him!” Peo­ple had just emerged from Os­sian; el­e­gance was Scan­di­na­vian and Cale­do­nian; the pure Eng­lish style was on­ly to pre­vail lat­er, and the first of the Arthurs, Welling­ton, had but just won the bat­tle of Wa­ter­loo.

			These Os­cars bore the names, one of Félix Tholomyès, of Toulouse; the sec­ond, Lis­toli­er, of Ca­hors; the next, Fameuil, of Limo­ges; the last, Blachev­elle, of Mon­tauban. Nat­u­ral­ly, each of them had his mis­tress. Blachev­elle loved Fa­vorite, so named be­cause she had been in Eng­land; Lis­toli­er adored Dahlia, who had tak­en for her nick­name the name of a flow­er; Fameuil idol­ized Zéphine, an abridg­ment of Joséphine; Tholomyès had Fan­tine, called the Blonde, be­cause of her beau­ti­ful, sun­ny hair.

			Fa­vorite, Dahlia, Zéphine, and Fan­tine were four rav­ish­ing young wom­en, per­fumed and ra­di­ant, still a lit­tle like work­ing-wom­en, and not yet en­tire­ly di­vorced from their nee­dles; some­what dis­turbed by in­trigues, but still re­tain­ing on their faces some­thing of the seren­i­ty of toil, and in their souls that flow­er of hon­esty which sur­vives the first fall in wom­an. One of the four was called The Young, be­cause she was the youngest of them, and one was called The Old; the old one was twen­ty-three. Not to con­ceal any­thing, the three first were more ex­pe­ri­enced, more heed­less, and more eman­ci­pat­ed in­to the tu­mult of life than Fan­tine the Blonde, who was still in her first il­lu­sions.

			Dahlia, Zéphine, and es­pe­cial­ly Fa­vorite, could not have said as much. There had al­ready been more than one episode in their ro­mance, though hard­ly be­gun; and the lover who had borne the name of Adolph in the first chap­ter had turned out to be Alphonse in the sec­ond, and Gus­tave in the third. Pover­ty and co­quetry are two fa­tal coun­sel­lors; one scolds and the oth­er flat­ters, and the beau­ti­ful daugh­ters of the peo­ple have both of them whis­per­ing in their ear, each on its own side. These bad­ly guard­ed souls lis­ten. Hence the falls which they ac­com­plish, and the stones which are thrown at them. They are over­whelmed with splen­dor of all that is im­mac­u­late and in­ac­ces­si­ble. Alas! what if the Jungfrau were hun­gry?

			Fa­vorite hav­ing been in Eng­land, was ad­mired by Dahlia and Zéphine. She had had an es­tab­lish­ment of her own very ear­ly in life. Her fa­ther was an old un­mar­ried pro­fes­sor of math­e­mat­ics, a bru­tal man and a brag­gart, who went out to give lessons in spite of his age. This pro­fes­sor, when he was a young man, had one day seen a cham­ber­maid’s gown catch on a fend­er; he had fall­en in love in con­se­quence of this ac­ci­dent. The re­sult had been Fa­vorite. She met her fa­ther from time to time, and he bowed to her. One morn­ing an old wom­an with the air of a devo­tee, had en­tered her apart­ments, and had said to her, “You do not know me, Mamem­oi­selle?” “No.” “I am your moth­er.” Then the old wom­an opened the side­board, and ate and drank, had a mat­tress which she owned brought in, and in­stalled her­self. This cross and pi­ous old moth­er nev­er spoke to Fa­vorite, re­mained hours with­out ut­ter­ing a word, break­fast­ed, dined, and supped for four, and went down to the porter’s quar­ters for com­pa­ny, where she spoke ill of her daugh­ter.

			It was hav­ing rosy nails that were too pret­ty which had drawn Dahlia to Lis­toli­er, to oth­ers per­haps, to idle­ness. How could she make such nails work? She who wish­es to re­main vir­tu­ous must not have pity on her hands. As for Zéphine, she had con­quered Fameuil by her rogu­ish and ca­ress­ing lit­tle way of say­ing “Yes, sir.”

			The young men were com­rades; the young girls were friends. Such loves are al­ways ac­com­pa­nied by such friend­ships.

			Good­ness and phi­los­o­phy are two dis­tinct things; the proof of this is that, af­ter mak­ing all due al­lowances for these lit­tle ir­reg­u­lar house­holds, Fa­vorite, Zéphine, and Dahlia were philo­soph­i­cal young wom­en, while Fan­tine was a good girl.

			Good! some­one will ex­claim; and Tholomyès? Solomon would re­ply that love forms a part of wis­dom. We will con­fine our­selves to say­ing that the love of Fan­tine was a first love, a sole love, a faith­ful love.

			She alone, of all the four, was not called “thou” by a sin­gle one of them.

			Fan­tine was one of those be­ings who blos­som, so to speak, from the dregs of the peo­ple. Though she had emerged from the most un­fath­omable depths of so­cial shad­ow, she bore on her brow the sign of the anony­mous and the un­known. She was born at M—— sur M——. Of what par­ents? Who can say? She had nev­er known fa­ther or moth­er. She was called Fan­tine. Why Fan­tine? She had nev­er borne any oth­er name. At the epoch of her birth the Di­rec­to­ry still ex­ist­ed. She had no fam­i­ly name; she had no fam­i­ly; no bap­tismal name; the Church no longer ex­ist­ed. She bore the name which pleased the first ran­dom passer­by, who had en­coun­tered her, when a very small child, run­ning bare­legged in the street. She re­ceived the name as she re­ceived the wa­ter from the clouds up­on her brow when it rained. She was called lit­tle Fan­tine. No one knew more than that. This hu­man crea­ture had en­tered life in just this way. At the age of ten, Fan­tine quit­ted the town and went to ser­vice with some farm­ers in the neigh­bor­hood. At fif­teen she came to Paris “to seek her for­tune.” Fan­tine was beau­ti­ful, and re­mained pure as long as she could. She was a love­ly blonde, with fine teeth. She had gold and pearls for her dowry; but her gold was on her head, and her pearls were in her mouth.

			She worked for her liv­ing; then, still for the sake of her liv­ing—for the heart, al­so, has its hunger—she loved.

			She loved Tholomyès.

			An amour for him; pas­sion for her. The streets of the Latin quar­ter, filled with throngs of stu­dents and grisettes, saw the be­gin­ning of their dream. Fan­tine had long evad­ed Tholomyès in the mazes of the hill of the Pan­theon, where so many ad­ven­tur­ers twine and un­twine, but in such a way as con­stant­ly to en­counter him again. There is a way of avoid­ing which re­sem­bles seek­ing. In short, the eclogue took place.

			Blachev­elle, Lis­toli­er, and Fameuil formed a sort of group of which Tholomyès was the head. It was he who pos­sessed the wit.

			Tholomyès was the an­tique old stu­dent; he was rich; he had an in­come of four thou­sand francs; four thou­sand francs! a splen­did scan­dal on Mount Sainte-Geneviève. Tholomyès was a fast man of thir­ty, and bad­ly pre­served. He was wrin­kled and tooth­less, and he had the be­gin­ning of a bald spot, of which he him­self said with sad­ness, “the skull at thir­ty, the knee at forty.” His di­ges­tion was medi­ocre, and he had been at­tacked by a wa­ter­ing in one eye. But in pro­por­tion as his youth dis­ap­peared, gayety was kin­dled; he re­placed his teeth with buf­fooner­ies, his hair with mirth, his health with irony, his weep­ing eye laughed in­ces­sant­ly. He was di­lap­i­dat­ed but still in flow­er. His youth, which was pack­ing up for de­par­ture long be­fore its time, beat a re­treat in good or­der, burst­ing with laugh­ter, and no one saw any­thing but fire. He had had a piece re­ject­ed at the Vaude­ville. He made a few vers­es now and then. In ad­di­tion to this he doubt­ed ev­ery­thing to the last de­gree, which is a vast force in the eyes of the weak. Be­ing thus iron­i­cal and bald, he was the lead­er. “Iron” is an Eng­lish word. Is it pos­si­ble that irony is de­rived from it?

			One day Tholomyès took the three oth­ers aside, with the ges­ture of an or­a­cle, and said to them:—

			“Fan­tine, Dahlia, Zéphine, and Fa­vorite have been teas­ing us for near­ly a year to give them a sur­prise. We have promised them solemn­ly that we would. They are for­ev­er talk­ing about it to us, to me in par­tic­u­lar, just as the old wom­en in Naples cry to Saint Jan­uar­ius, ‘Fac­cia gi­al­lu­ta, fa o mira­co­lo, Yel­low face, per­form thy mir­a­cle,’ so our beau­ties say to me in­ces­sant­ly, ‘Tholomyès, when will you bring forth your sur­prise?’ At the same time our par­ents keep writ­ing to us. Pres­sure on both sides. The mo­ment has ar­rived, it seems to me; let us dis­cuss the ques­tion.”

			There­upon, Tholomyès low­ered his voice and ar­tic­u­lat­ed some­thing so mirth­ful, that a vast and en­thu­si­as­tic grin broke out up­on the four mouths si­mul­ta­ne­ous­ly, and Blachev­elle ex­claimed, “That is an idea.”

			A smoky tap­room pre­sent­ed it­self; they en­tered, and the re­main­der of their con­fi­den­tial col­lo­quy was lost in shad­ow.

			The re­sult of these shades was a daz­zling plea­sure par­ty which took place on the fol­low­ing Sun­day, the four young men invit­ing the four young girls.

		
	
		
			
				III

				Four and Four

			
			It is hard nowa­days to pic­ture to one’s self what a plea­sure-trip of stu­dents and grisettes to the coun­try was like, forty-five years ago. The sub­urbs of Paris are no longer the same; the phys­iog­no­my of what may be called cir­cum­par­isian life has changed com­plete­ly in the last half-cen­tu­ry; where there was the cuck­oo, there is the rail­way car; where there was a ten­der-boat, there is now the steam­boat; peo­ple speak of Fé­camp nowa­days as they spoke of Saint-Cloud in those days. The Paris of 1862 is a city which has France for its out­skirts.

			The four cou­ples con­sci­en­tious­ly went through with all the coun­try fol­lies pos­si­ble at that time. The va­ca­tion was be­gin­ning, and it was a warm, bright, sum­mer day. On the pre­ced­ing day, Fa­vorite, the on­ly one who knew how to write, had writ­ten the fol­low­ing to Tholomyès in the name of the four: “It is a good hour to emerge from hap­pi­ness.” That is why they rose at five o’clock in the morn­ing. Then they went to Saint-Cloud by the coach, looked at the dry cas­cade and ex­claimed, “This must be very beau­ti­ful when there is wa­ter!” They break­fast­ed at the Tête-Noir, where Cas­taing had not yet been; they treat­ed them­selves to a game of ring-throw­ing un­der the quin­cunx of trees of the grand foun­tain; they as­cend­ed Dio­genes’ lantern, they gam­bled for mac­a­roons at the roulette es­tab­lish­ment of the Pont de Sèvres, picked bou­quets at Pateaux, bought reed-pipes at Neuil­ly, ate ap­ple tarts ev­ery­where, and were per­fect­ly hap­py.

			The young girls rus­tled and chat­ted like war­blers es­caped from their cage. It was a per­fect delir­i­um. From time to time they be­stowed lit­tle taps on the young men. Matuti­nal in­tox­i­ca­tion of life! adorable years! the wings of the drag­on­fly quiver. Oh, who­ev­er you may be, do you not re­mem­ber? Have you ram­bled through the brush­wood, hold­ing aside the branch­es, on ac­count of the charm­ing head which is com­ing on be­hind you? Have you slid, laugh­ing, down a slope all wet with rain, with a beloved wom­an hold­ing your hand, and cry­ing, “Ah, my new boots! what a state they are in!”

			Let us say at once that that mer­ry ob­sta­cle, a show­er, was lack­ing in the case of this good-hu­mored par­ty, al­though Fa­vorite had said as they set out, with a mag­is­te­ri­al and ma­ter­nal tone, “The slugs are crawl­ing in the paths—a sign of rain, chil­dren.”

			All four were mad­ly pret­ty. A good old clas­sic po­et, then fa­mous, a good fel­low who had an Éléonore, M. le Cheva­lier de Labouisse, as he strolled that day be­neath the chest­nut-trees of Saint-Cloud, saw them pass about ten o’clock in the morn­ing, and ex­claimed, “There is one too many of them,” as he thought of the Graces. Fa­vorite, Blachev­elle’s friend, the one aged three and twen­ty, the old one, ran on in front un­der the great green boughs, jumped the ditch­es, stalked dis­tract­ed­ly over bush­es, and presid­ed over this mer­ry­mak­ing with the spir­it of a young fe­male faun. Zéphine and Dahlia, whom chance had made beau­ti­ful in such a way that they set each off when they were to­geth­er, and com­plet­ed each oth­er, nev­er left each oth­er, more from an in­stinct of co­quetry than from friend­ship, and cling­ing to each oth­er, they as­sumed Eng­lish pos­es; the first keep­sakes had just made their ap­pear­ance, melan­choly was dawn­ing for wom­en, as lat­er on, By­ro­nism dawned for men; and the hair of the ten­der sex be­gan to droop dole­ful­ly. Zéphine and Dahlia had their hair dressed in rolls. Lis­toli­er and Fameuil, who were en­gaged in dis­cussing their pro­fes­sors, ex­plained to Fan­tine the dif­fer­ence that ex­ist­ed be­tween M. Delvin­court and M. Blon­deau.

			Blachev­elle seemed to have been cre­at­ed ex­press­ly to car­ry Fa­vorite’s sin­gle-bor­dered, im­i­ta­tion In­dia shawl of Ter­naux’s man­u­fac­ture, on his arm on Sun­days.

			Tholomyès fol­lowed, dom­i­nat­ing the group. He was very gay, but one felt the force of gov­ern­ment in him; there was dic­ta­tion in his jovi­al­i­ty; his prin­ci­pal or­na­ment was a pair of trousers of ele­phant-leg pat­tern of nan­keen, with straps of braid­ed cop­per wire; he car­ried a stout rat­tan worth two hun­dred francs in his hand, and, as he treat­ed him­self to ev­ery­thing, a strange thing called a cigar in his mouth. Noth­ing was sa­cred to him; he smoked.

			“That Tholomyès is as­tound­ing!” said the oth­ers, with ven­er­a­tion. “What trousers! What en­er­gy!”

			As for Fan­tine, she was a joy to be­hold. Her splen­did teeth had ev­i­dent­ly re­ceived an of­fice from God—laugh­ter. She pre­ferred to car­ry her lit­tle hat of sewed straw, with its long white strings, in her hand rather than on her head. Her thick blond hair, which was in­clined to wave, and which eas­i­ly un­coiled, and which it was nec­es­sary to fas­ten up in­ces­sant­ly, seemed made for the flight of Galatea un­der the wil­lows. Her rosy lips bab­bled en­chant­ing­ly. The cor­ners of her mouth volup­tuous­ly turned up, as in the an­tique masks of Erigone, had an air of en­cour­ag­ing the au­da­cious; but her long, shad­owy lash­es drooped dis­creet­ly over the jol­li­ty of the low­er part of the face as though to call a halt. There was some­thing in­de­scrib­ably har­mo­nious and strik­ing about her en­tire dress. She wore a gown of mauve barege, lit­tle red­dish brown buskins, whose rib­bons traced an X on her fine, white, open-worked stock­ings, and that sort of muslin spencer, a Mar­seilles in­ven­tion, whose name, cane­zou, a cor­rup­tion of the words quinze août, pro­nounced af­ter the fash­ion of the Canebière, sig­ni­fies fine weath­er, heat, and mid­day. The three oth­ers, less timid, as we have al­ready said, wore low-necked dress­es with­out dis­guise, which in sum­mer, be­neath flow­er-adorned hats, are very grace­ful and en­tic­ing; but by the side of these au­da­cious out­fits, blond Fan­tine’s cane­zou, with its trans­paren­cies, its in­dis­cre­tion, and its ret­i­cence, con­ceal­ing and dis­play­ing at one and the same time, seemed an al­lur­ing god­send of de­cen­cy, and the fa­mous Court of Love, presid­ed over by the Vi­comtesse de Cette, with the sea-green eyes, would, per­haps, have award­ed the prize for co­quetry to this cane­zou, in the con­test for the prize of mod­esty. The most in­ge­nious is, at times, the wis­est. This does hap­pen.

			Bril­liant of face, del­i­cate of pro­file, with eyes of a deep blue, heavy lids, feet arched and small, wrists and an­kles ad­mirably formed, a white skin which, here and there al­lowed the azure branch­ing of the veins to be seen, joy, a cheek that was young and fresh, the ro­bust throat of the Juno of Aegi­na, a strong and sup­ple nape of the neck, shoul­ders mod­elled as though by Cous­tou, with a volup­tuous dim­ple in the mid­dle, vis­i­ble through the muslin; a gayety cooled by dreami­ness; sculp­tural and ex­quis­ite—such was Fan­tine; and be­neath these fem­i­nine adorn­ments and these rib­bons one could di­vine a stat­ue, and in that stat­ue a soul.

			Fan­tine was beau­ti­ful, with­out be­ing too con­scious of it. Those rare dream­ers, mys­te­ri­ous priests of the beau­ti­ful who silent­ly con­front ev­ery­thing with per­fec­tion, would have caught a glimpse in this lit­tle work­ing-wom­an, through the trans­paren­cy of her Parisian grace, of the an­cient sa­cred eu­pho­ny. This daugh­ter of the shad­ows was thor­ough­bred. She was beau­ti­ful in the two ways—style and rhythm. Style is the form of the ide­al; rhythm is its move­ment.

			We have said that Fan­tine was joy; she was al­so mod­esty.

			To an ob­serv­er who stud­ied her at­ten­tive­ly, that which breathed from her athwart all the in­tox­i­ca­tion of her age, the sea­son, and her love af­fair, was an in­vin­ci­ble ex­pres­sion of re­serve and mod­esty. She re­mained a lit­tle as­ton­ished. This chaste as­ton­ish­ment is the shade of dif­fer­ence which sep­a­rates Psy­che from Venus. Fan­tine had the long, white, fine fin­gers of the vestal vir­gin who stirs the ash­es of the sa­cred fire with a gold­en pin. Al­though she would have re­fused noth­ing to Tholomyès, as we shall have more than am­ple op­por­tu­ni­ty to see, her face in re­pose was supreme­ly vir­ginal; a sort of se­ri­ous and al­most aus­tere dig­ni­ty sud­den­ly over­whelmed her at cer­tain times, and there was noth­ing more sin­gu­lar and dis­turb­ing than to see gayety be­come so sud­den­ly ex­tinct there, and med­i­ta­tion suc­ceed to cheer­ful­ness with­out any tran­si­tion state. This sud­den and some­times se­vere­ly ac­cen­tu­at­ed grav­i­ty re­sem­bled the dis­dain of a god­dess. Her brow, her nose, her chin, pre­sent­ed that equi­lib­ri­um of out­line which is quite dis­tinct from equi­lib­ri­um of pro­por­tion, and from which har­mo­ny of coun­te­nance re­sults; in the very char­ac­ter­is­tic in­ter­val which sep­a­rates the base of the nose from the up­per lip, she had that im­per­cep­ti­ble and charm­ing fold, a mys­te­ri­ous sign of chasti­ty, which makes Bar­ber­ousse fall in love with a Di­ana found in the trea­sures of Ico­nia.

			Love is a fault; so be it. Fan­tine was in­no­cence float­ing high over fault.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				Tholomyès Is So Mer­ry That He Sings a Span­ish Dit­ty

			
			That day was com­posed of dawn, from one end to the oth­er. All na­ture seemed to be hav­ing a hol­i­day, and to be laugh­ing. The flowerbeds of Saint-Cloud per­fumed the air; the breath of the Seine rus­tled the leaves vague­ly; the branch­es ges­tic­u­lat­ed in the wind, bees pil­laged the jas­mines; a whole bo­hemia of but­ter­flies swooped down up­on the yarrow, the clover, and the ster­ile oats; in the au­gust park of the King of France there was a pack of vagabonds, the birds.

			The four mer­ry cou­ples, min­gled with the sun, the fields, the flow­ers, the trees, were re­splen­dent.

			And in this com­mu­ni­ty of Par­adise, talk­ing, singing, run­ning, danc­ing, chas­ing but­ter­flies, pluck­ing con­volvu­lus, wet­ting their pink, open­work stock­ings in the tall grass, fresh, wild, with­out mal­ice, all re­ceived, to some ex­tent, the kiss­es of all, with the ex­cep­tion of Fan­tine, who was hedged about with that vague re­sis­tance of hers com­posed of dreami­ness and wild­ness, and who was in love. “You al­ways have a queer look about you,” said Fa­vorite to her.

			Such things are joys. These pas­sages of hap­py cou­ples are a pro­found ap­peal to life and na­ture, and make a ca­ress and light spring forth from ev­ery­thing. There was once a fairy who cre­at­ed the fields and forests ex­press­ly for those in love—in that eter­nal hedge-school of lovers, which is for­ev­er be­gin­ning anew, and which will last as long as there are hedges and schol­ars. Hence the pop­u­lar­i­ty of spring among thinkers. The pa­tri­cian and the knife-grinder, the duke and the peer, the limb of the law, the courtiers and towns­peo­ple, as they used to say in old­en times, all are sub­jects of this fairy. They laugh and hunt, and there is in the air the bril­liance of an apoth­e­o­sis—what a trans­fig­u­ra­tion ef­fect­ed by love! No­taries’ clerks are gods. And the lit­tle cries, the pur­suits through the grass, the waists em­braced on the fly, those jar­gons which are melodies, those ado­ra­tions which burst forth in the man­ner of pro­nounc­ing a syl­la­ble, those cher­ries torn from one mouth by an­oth­er—all this blazes forth and takes its place among the ce­les­tial glo­ries. Beau­ti­ful wom­en waste them­selves sweet­ly. They think that this will nev­er come to an end. Philoso­phers, po­ets, painters, ob­serve these ec­stasies and know not what to make of it, so great­ly are they daz­zled by it. The de­par­ture for Cythera! ex­claims Wat­teau; Lan­cret, the painter of ple­beians, con­tem­plates his bour­geois, who have flit­ted away in­to the azure sky; Diderot stretch­es out his arms to all these love idyls, and d’Ur­fé min­gles druids with them.

			Af­ter break­fast the four cou­ples went to what was then called the King’s Square to see a new­ly ar­rived plant from In­dia, whose name es­capes our mem­o­ry at this mo­ment, and which, at that epoch, was at­tract­ing all Paris to Saint-Cloud. It was an odd and charm­ing shrub with a long stem, whose nu­mer­ous branch­es, bristling and leaf­less and as fine as threads, were cov­ered with a mil­lion tiny white rosettes; this gave the shrub the air of a head of hair stud­ded with flow­ers. There was al­ways an ad­mir­ing crowd about it.

			Af­ter view­ing the shrub, Tholomyès ex­claimed, “I of­fer you ass­es!” and hav­ing agreed up­on a price with the own­er of the ass­es, they re­turned by way of Van­vres and Is­sy. At Is­sy an in­ci­dent oc­curred. The tru­ly na­tion­al park, at that time owned by Bour­guin the con­trac­tor, hap­pened to be wide open. They passed the gates, vis­it­ed the manikin an­chorite in his grot­to, tried the mys­te­ri­ous lit­tle ef­fects of the fa­mous cab­i­net of mir­rors, the wan­ton trap wor­thy of a satyr be­come a mil­lion­aire or of Tur­caret meta­mor­phosed in­to a Pri­a­pus. They had stout­ly shak­en the swing at­tached to the two chest­nut-trees cel­e­brat­ed by the Ab­bé de Ber­nis. As he swung these beau­ties, one af­ter the oth­er, pro­duc­ing folds in the flut­ter­ing skirts which Greuze would have found to his taste, amid peals of laugh­ter, the Toulou­san Tholomyès, who was some­what of a Spaniard, Toulouse be­ing the cousin of Tolosa, sang, to a melan­choly chant, the old bal­lad “Gal­le­ga,” prob­a­bly in­spired by some love­ly maid dash­ing in full flight up­on a rope be­tween two trees:—

			
				
					Soy de Bada­joz,
					

					Amor me lla­ma,
					

					To­da mi al­ma,
					

					Es en mi ojos,
					

					Porque en­señas,
					

					A tuas pier­nas.10
				

			

			Fan­tine alone re­fused to swing.

			“I don’t like to have peo­ple put on airs like that,” mut­tered Fa­vorite, with a good deal of ac­ri­mo­ny.

			Af­ter leav­ing the ass­es there was a fresh de­light; they crossed the Seine in a boat, and pro­ceed­ing from Passy on foot they reached the bar­ri­er of l’Étoile. They had been up since five o’clock that morn­ing, as the read­er will re­mem­ber; but “bah! there is no such thing as fa­tigue on Sun­day,” said Fa­vorite; “on Sun­day fa­tigue does not work.”

			About three o’clock the four cou­ples, fright­ened at their hap­pi­ness, were slid­ing down the Rus­sian moun­tains, a sin­gu­lar ed­i­fice which then oc­cu­pied the heights of Beau­jon, and whose un­du­lat­ing line was vis­i­ble above the trees of the Champs-Élysées.

			From time to time Fa­vorite ex­claimed:—

			“And the sur­prise? I claim the sur­prise.”

			“Pa­tience,” replied Tholomyès.

		
	
		
			
				V

				At Bom­bar­da’s

			
			The Rus­sian moun­tains hav­ing been ex­haust­ed, they be­gan to think about din­ner; and the ra­di­ant par­ty of eight, some­what weary at last, be­came strand­ed in Bom­bar­da’s pub­lic house, a branch es­tab­lish­ment which had been set up in the Champs-Élysées by that fa­mous restau­rant-keep­er, Bom­bar­da, whose sign could then be seen in the Rue de Rivoli, near De­lorme Al­ley.

			A large but ug­ly room, with an al­cove and a bed at the end (they had been obliged to put up with this ac­com­mo­da­tion in view of the Sun­day crowd); two win­dows whence they could sur­vey be­yond the elms, the quay and the riv­er; a mag­nif­i­cent Au­gust sun­light light­ly touch­ing the panes; two ta­bles; up­on one of them a tri­umphant moun­tain of bou­quets, min­gled with the hats of men and wom­en; at the oth­er the four cou­ples seat­ed round a mer­ry con­fu­sion of plat­ters, dish­es, glass­es, and bot­tles; jugs of beer min­gled with flasks of wine; very lit­tle or­der on the ta­ble, some dis­or­der be­neath it;

			
				
					“They made be­neath the ta­ble
					

					A noise, a clat­ter of the feet that was abom­inable,”
				

			

			says Molière.

			This was the state which the shep­herd idyl, be­gun at five o’clock in the morn­ing, had reached at half-past four in the af­ter­noon. The sun was set­ting; their ap­petites were sat­is­fied.

			The Champs-Élysées, filled with sun­shine and with peo­ple, were noth­ing but light and dust, the two things of which glo­ry is com­posed. The hors­es of Marly, those neigh­ing mar­bles, were pranc­ing in a cloud of gold. Car­riages were go­ing and com­ing. A squadron of mag­nif­i­cent body­guards, with their clar­i­ons at their head, were de­scend­ing the Av­enue de Neuil­ly; the white flag, show­ing faint­ly rosy in the set­ting sun, float­ed over the dome of the Tu­i­leries. The Place de la Con­corde, which had be­come the Place Louis XV once more, was choked with hap­py prom­e­naders. Many wore the sil­ver fleur-de-lys sus­pend­ed from the white-wa­tered rib­bon, which had not yet whol­ly dis­ap­peared from but­ton­holes in the year 1817. Here and there cho­rus­es of lit­tle girls threw to the winds, amid the passers­by, who formed in­to cir­cles and ap­plaud­ed, the then cel­e­brat­ed Bour­bon air, which was des­tined to strike the Hun­dred Days with light­ning, and which had for its re­frain:—

			
				
					Ren­dez-nous notre père de Gand,
					

					Ren­dez-nous notre père.11
				

			

			Groups of dwellers in the sub­urbs, in Sun­day ar­ray, some­times even dec­o­rat­ed with the fleur-de-lys, like the bour­geois, scat­tered over the large square and the Marigny square, were play­ing at rings and re­volv­ing on the wood­en hors­es; oth­ers were en­gaged in drink­ing; some jour­ney­man print­ers had on pa­per caps; their laugh­ter was au­di­ble. Ev­ery­thing was ra­di­ant. It was a time of undis­put­ed peace and pro­found roy­al­ist se­cu­ri­ty; it was the epoch when a spe­cial and pri­vate re­port of Chief of Po­lice An­glès to the King, on the sub­ject of the sub­urbs of Paris, ter­mi­nat­ed with these lines:—

			
				“Tak­ing all things in­to con­sid­er­a­tion, Sire, there is noth­ing to be feared from these peo­ple. They are as heed­less and as in­do­lent as cats. The pop­u­lace is rest­less in the prov­inces; it is not in Paris. These are very pret­ty men, Sire. It would take all of two of them to make one of your grenadiers. There is noth­ing to be feared on the part of the pop­u­lace of Paris the cap­i­tal. It is re­mark­able that the stature of this pop­u­la­tion should have di­min­ished in the last fifty years; and the pop­u­lace of the sub­urbs is still more puny than at the time of the Rev­o­lu­tion. It is not dan­ger­ous. In short, it is an ami­able rab­ble.”

			

			Pre­fects of the po­lice do not deem it pos­si­ble that a cat can trans­form it­self in­to a li­on; that does hap­pen, how­ev­er, and in that lies the mir­a­cle wrought by the pop­u­lace of Paris. More­over, the cat so de­spised by Count An­glès pos­sessed the es­teem of the re­publics of old. In their eyes it was lib­er­ty in­car­nate; and as though to serve as pen­dant to the Min­er­va Aptera of the Pi­raeus, there stood on the pub­lic square in Corinth the colos­sal bronze fig­ure of a cat. The in­gen­u­ous po­lice of the Restora­tion be­held the pop­u­lace of Paris in too “rose-col­ored” a light; it is not so much of “an ami­able rab­ble” as it is thought. The Parisian is to the French­man what the Athe­ni­an was to the Greek: no one sleeps more sound­ly than he, no one is more frankly friv­o­lous and lazy than he, no one can bet­ter as­sume the air of for­get­ful­ness; let him not be trust­ed nev­er­the­less; he is ready for any sort of cool deed; but when there is glo­ry at the end of it, he is wor­thy of ad­mi­ra­tion in ev­ery sort of fury. Give him a pike, he will pro­duce the 10th of Au­gust; give him a gun, you will have Auster­litz. He is Napoleon’s stay and Dan­ton’s re­source. Is it a ques­tion of coun­try, he en­lists; is it a ques­tion of lib­er­ty, he tears up the pave­ments. Be­ware! His hair filled with wrath, is epic; his blouse drapes it­self like the folds of a chlamys. Take care! He will make of the first Rue Grené­tat which comes to hand Cau­dine Forks. When the hour strikes, this man of the faubourgs will grow in stature; this lit­tle man will arise, and his gaze will be ter­ri­ble, and his breath will be­come a tem­pest, and there will is­sue forth from that slen­der chest enough wind to dis­ar­range the folds of the Alps. It is, thanks to the sub­ur­ban man of Paris, that the Rev­o­lu­tion, mixed with arms, con­quers Eu­rope. He sings; it is his de­light. Pro­por­tion his song to his na­ture, and you will see! As long as he has for re­frain noth­ing but “la Car­mag­nole,” he on­ly over­throws Louis XVI; make him sing the “Mar­seil­laise,” and he will free the world.

			This note jot­ted down on the mar­gin of An­glès’ re­port, we will re­turn to our four cou­ples. The din­ner, as we have said, was draw­ing to its close.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				A Chap­ter in Which They Adore Each Oth­er

			
			Chat at ta­ble, the chat of love; it is as im­pos­si­ble to re­pro­duce one as the oth­er; the chat of love is a cloud; the chat at ta­ble is smoke.

			Fameuil and Dahlia were hum­ming. Tholomyès was drink­ing. Zéphine was laugh­ing, Fan­tine smil­ing, Lis­toli­er blow­ing a wood­en trum­pet which he had pur­chased at Saint-Cloud.

			Fa­vorite gazed ten­der­ly at Blachev­elle and said:—

			“Blachev­elle, I adore you.”

			This called forth a ques­tion from Blachev­elle:—

			“What would you do, Fa­vorite, if I were to cease to love you?”

			“I!” cried Fa­vorite. “Ah! Do not say that even in jest! If you were to cease to love me, I would spring af­ter you, I would scratch you, I should rend you, I would throw you in­to the wa­ter, I would have you ar­rest­ed.”

			Blachev­elle smiled with the volup­tuous self-con­ceit of a man who is tick­led in his self-love. Fa­vorite re­sumed:—

			“Yes, I would scream to the po­lice! Ah! I should not re­strain my­self, not at all! Rab­ble!”

			Blachev­elle threw him­self back in his chair, in an ec­sta­sy, and closed both eyes proud­ly.

			Dahlia, as she ate, said in a low voice to Fa­vorite, amid the up­roar:—

			“So you re­al­ly idol­ize him deeply, that Blachev­elle of yours?”

			“I? I de­test him,” replied Fa­vorite in the same tone, seiz­ing her fork again. “He is avari­cious. I love the lit­tle fel­low op­po­site me in my house. He is very nice, that young man; do you know him? One can see that he is an ac­tor by pro­fes­sion. I love ac­tors. As soon as he comes in, his moth­er says to him: ‘Ah! Mon Dieu! my peace of mind is gone. There he goes with his shout­ing. But, my dear, you are split­ting my head!’ So he goes up to rat-rid­den gar­rets, to black holes, as high as he can mount, and there he sets to singing, de­claim­ing, how do I know what? So that he can be heard down­stairs! He earns twen­ty sous a day at an at­tor­ney’s by pen­ning quib­bles. He is the son of a for­mer pre­cen­tor of Saint-Jacques-du-Haut-Pas. Ah! he is very nice. He idol­izes me so, that one day when he saw me mak­ing bat­ter for some pan­cakes, he said to me: ‘Mam­selle, make your gloves in­to frit­ters, and I will eat them.’ It is on­ly artists who can say such things as that. Ah! he is very nice. I am in a fair way to go out of my head over that lit­tle fel­low. Nev­er mind; I tell Blachev­elle that I adore him—how I lie! Hey! How I do lie!”

			Fa­vorite paused, and then went on:—

			“I am sad, you see, Dahlia. It has done noth­ing but rain all sum­mer; the wind ir­ri­tates me; the wind does not abate. Blachev­elle is very stingy; there are hard­ly any green peas in the mar­ket; one does not know what to eat. I have the spleen, as the Eng­lish say, but­ter is so dear! And then you see it is hor­ri­ble, here we are din­ing in a room with a bed in it, and that dis­gusts me with life.”

		
	
		
			
				VII

				The Wis­dom of Tholomyès

			
			In the mean­time, while some sang, the rest talked to­geth­er tu­mul­tuous­ly all at once; it was no longer any­thing but noise. Tholomyès in­ter­vened.

			“Let us not talk at ran­dom nor too fast,” he ex­claimed. “Let us re­flect, if we wish to be bril­liant. Too much im­pro­vi­sa­tion emp­ties the mind in a stupid way. Run­ning beer gath­ers no froth. No haste, gen­tle­men. Let us min­gle majesty with the feast. Let us eat with med­i­ta­tion; let us make haste slow­ly. Let us not hur­ry. Con­sid­er the spring­time; if it makes haste, it is done for; that is to say, it gets frozen. Ex­cess of zeal ru­ins peach-trees and apri­cot-trees. Ex­cess of zeal kills the grace and the mirth of good din­ners. No zeal, gen­tle­men! Gri­mod de la Reynière agrees with Tal­leyrand.”

			A hol­low sound of re­bel­lion rum­bled through the group.

			“Leave us in peace, Tholomyès,” said Blachev­elle.

			“Down with the tyrant!” said Fameuil.

			“Bom­bar­da, Bom­bance, and Bam­bochel!” cried Lis­toli­er.

			“Sun­day ex­ists,” re­sumed Fameuil.

			“We are sober,” added Lis­toli­er.

			“Tholomyès,” re­marked Blachev­elle, “con­tem­plate my calm­ness.”12

			“You are the Mar­quis of that,” re­tort­ed Tholomyès.

			This medi­ocre play up­on words pro­duced the ef­fect of a stone in a pool. The Mar­quis de Mont­calm was at that time a cel­e­brat­ed roy­al­ist. All the frogs held their peace.

			“Friends,” cried Tholomyès, with the ac­cent of a man who had re­cov­ered his em­pire, “Come to your­selves. This pun which has fall­en from the skies must not be re­ceived with too much stu­por. Ev­ery­thing which falls in that way is not nec­es­sar­i­ly wor­thy of en­thu­si­asm and re­spect. The pun is the dung of the mind which soars. The jest falls, no mat­ter where; and the mind af­ter pro­duc­ing a piece of stu­pid­i­ty plunges in­to the azure depths. A whitish speck flat­tened against the rock does not pre­vent the con­dor from soar­ing aloft. Far be it from me to in­sult the pun! I hon­or it in pro­por­tion to its mer­its; noth­ing more. All the most au­gust, the most sub­lime, the most charm­ing of hu­man­i­ty, and per­haps out­side of hu­man­i­ty, have made puns. Je­sus Christ made a pun on St. Pe­ter, Moses on Isaac, Aeschy­lus on Polyn­ices, Cleopa­tra on Oc­tavius. And ob­serve that Cleopa­tra’s pun pre­ced­ed the bat­tle of Ac­tium, and that had it not been for it, no one would have re­mem­bered the city of To­ryne, a Greek name which sig­ni­fies a la­dle. That once con­ced­ed, I re­turn to my ex­hor­ta­tion. I re­peat, broth­ers, I re­peat, no zeal, no hub­bub, no ex­cess; even in wit­ti­cisms, gayety, jol­li­ties, or plays on words. Lis­ten to me. I have the pru­dence of Am­phiaraüs and the bald­ness of Cae­sar. There must be a lim­it, even to re­bus­es. Est modus in re­bus.

			“There must be a lim­it, even to din­ners. You are fond of ap­ple turnovers, ladies; do not in­dulge in them to ex­cess. Even in the mat­ter of turnovers, good sense and art are req­ui­site. Glut­tony chas­tis­es the glut­ton, Gu­la punit Gu­lax. In­di­ges­tion is charged by the good God with preach­ing moral­i­ty to stom­achs. And re­mem­ber this: each one of our pas­sions, even love, has a stom­ach which must not be filled too full. In all things the word fi­nis must be writ­ten in good sea­son; self-con­trol must be ex­er­cised when the mat­ter be­comes ur­gent; the bolt must be drawn on ap­petite; one must set one’s own fan­ta­sy to the vi­o­lin, and car­ry one’s self to the post. The sage is the man who knows how, at a giv­en mo­ment, to ef­fect his own ar­rest. Have some con­fi­dence in me, for I have suc­ceed­ed to some ex­tent in my study of the law, ac­cord­ing to the ver­dict of my ex­am­i­na­tions, for I know the dif­fer­ence be­tween the ques­tion put and the ques­tion pend­ing, for I have sus­tained a the­sis in Latin up­on the man­ner in which tor­ture was ad­min­is­tered at Rome at the epoch when Mu­natius De­mens was quaestor of the Par­ri­cide; be­cause I am go­ing to be a doc­tor, ap­par­ent­ly it does not fol­low that it is ab­so­lute­ly nec­es­sary that I should be an im­be­cile. I rec­om­mend you to mod­er­a­tion in your de­sires. It is true that my name is Félix Tholomyès; I speak well. Hap­py is he who, when the hour strikes, takes a hero­ic re­solve, and ab­di­cates like Syl­la or Ori­genes.”

			Fa­vorite lis­tened with pro­found at­ten­tion.

			“Félix,” said she, “what a pret­ty word! I love that name. It is Latin; it means pros­per.”

			Tholomyès went on:—

			“Quirites, gen­tle­men, ca­balleros, my friends. Do you wish nev­er to feel the prick, to do with­out the nup­tial bed, and to brave love? Noth­ing more sim­ple. Here is the re­ceipt: lemon­ade, ex­ces­sive ex­er­cise, hard la­bor; work your­self to death, drag blocks, sleep not, hold vig­il, gorge your­self with ni­trous bev­er­ages, and po­tions of nymphaeas; drink emul­sions of pop­pies and ag­nus cas­tus; sea­son this with a strict di­et, starve your­self, and add there­to cold baths, gir­dles of herbs, the ap­pli­ca­tion of a plate of lead, lo­tions made with the sub­ac­etate of lead, and fo­men­ta­tions of oxy­crat.”

			“I pre­fer a wom­an,” said Lis­toli­er.

			“Wom­an,” re­sumed Tholomyès; “dis­trust her. Woe to him who yields him­self to the un­sta­ble heart of wom­an! Wom­an is per­fid­i­ous and disin­gen­u­ous. She de­tests the ser­pent from pro­fes­sion­al jeal­ousy. The ser­pent is the shop over the way.”

			“Tholomyès!” cried Blachev­elle, “you are drunk!”

			“Par­dieu,” said Tholomyès.

			“Then be gay,” re­sumed Blachev­elle.

			“I agree to that,” re­spond­ed Tholomyès.

			And, re­fill­ing his glass, he rose.

			“Glo­ry to wine! Nunc te, Bac­che, canam! Par­don me ladies; that is Span­ish. And the proof of it, seño­ras, is this: like peo­ple, like cask. The ar­robe of Castille con­tains six­teen litres; the can­taro of Al­i­cante, twelve; the al­mude of the Ca­naries, twen­ty-five; the cuar­tin of the Balearic Isles, twen­ty-six; the boot of Tzar Pe­ter, thir­ty. Long live that Tzar who was great, and long live his boot, which was still greater! Ladies, take the ad­vice of a friend; make a mis­take in your neigh­bor if you see fit. The prop­er­ty of love is to err. A love af­fair is not made to crouch down and bru­tal­ize it­self like an Eng­lish serv­ing-maid who has cal­lous­es on her knees from scrub­bing. It is not made for that; it errs gay­ly, our gen­tle love. It has been said, er­ror is hu­man; I say, er­ror is love. Ladies, I idol­ize you all. O Zéphine, O Joséphine, face more than ir­reg­u­lar, you would be charm­ing were you not all askew. You have the air of a pret­ty face up­on which some­one has sat down by mis­take. As for Fa­vorite, O nymphs and mus­es! One day when Blachev­elle was cross­ing the gut­ter in the Rue Guérin-Bois­seau, he es­pied a beau­ti­ful girl with white stock­ings well drawn up, which dis­played her legs. This pro­logue pleased him, and Blachev­elle fell in love. The one he loved was Fa­vorite. O Fa­vorite, thou hast Io­ni­an lips. There was a Greek painter named Eu­phori­on, who was sur­named the painter of the lips. That Greek alone would have been wor­thy to paint thy mouth. Lis­ten! Be­fore thee, there was nev­er a crea­ture wor­thy of the name. Thou wert made to re­ceive the ap­ple like Venus, or to eat it like Eve; beau­ty be­gins with thee. I have just re­ferred to Eve; it is thou who hast cre­at­ed her. Thou de­ser­vest the let­ters-patent of the beau­ti­ful wom­an. O Fa­vorite, I cease to ad­dress you as ‘thou,’ be­cause I pass from po­et­ry to prose. You were speak­ing of my name a lit­tle while ago. That touched me; but let us, who­ev­er we may be, dis­trust names. They may de­lude us. I am called Félix, and I am not hap­py. Words are liars. Let us not blind­ly ac­cept the in­di­ca­tions which they af­ford us. It would be a mis­take to write to Liège for corks, and to Pau for gloves.13 Miss Dahlia, were I in your place, I would call my­self Rosa. A flow­er should smell sweet, and wom­an should have wit. I say noth­ing of Fan­tine; she is a dream­er, a mus­ing, thought­ful, pen­sive per­son; she is a phan­tom pos­sessed of the form of a nymph and the mod­esty of a nun, who has strayed in­to the life of a grisette, but who takes refuge in il­lu­sions, and who sings and prays and gazes in­to the azure with­out very well know­ing what she sees or what she is do­ing, and who, with her eyes fixed on heav­en, wan­ders in a gar­den where there are more birds than are in ex­is­tence. O Fan­tine, know this: I, Tholomyès, I am an il­lu­sion; but she does not even hear me, that blond maid of Chimeras! As for the rest, ev­ery­thing about her is fresh­ness, suavi­ty, youth, sweet morn­ing light. O Fan­tine, maid wor­thy of be­ing called Mar­guerite or Pearl, you are a wom­an from the beau­teous Ori­ent. Ladies, a sec­ond piece of ad­vice: do not mar­ry; mar­riage is a graft; it takes well or ill; avoid that risk. But bah! What am I say­ing? I am wast­ing my words. Girls are in­cur­able on the sub­ject of mar­riage, and all that we wise men can say will not pre­vent the waist­coat-mak­ers and the shoe-stitch­ers from dream­ing of hus­bands stud­ded with di­a­monds. Well, so be it; but, my beau­ties, re­mem­ber this, you eat too much sug­ar. You have but one fault, O wom­an, and that is nib­bling sug­ar. O nib­bling sex, your pret­ty lit­tle white teeth adore sug­ar. Now, heed me well, sug­ar is a salt. All salts are with­er­ing. Sug­ar is the most des­ic­cat­ing of all salts; it sucks the liq­uids of the blood through the veins; hence the co­ag­u­la­tion, and then the so­lid­i­fi­ca­tion of the blood; hence tu­ber­cles in the lungs, hence death. That is why di­a­betes bor­ders on con­sump­tion. Then, do not crunch sug­ar, and you will live. I turn to the men: gen­tle­men, make con­quest, rob each oth­er of your well-beloved with­out re­morse. Chas­sez across. In love there are no friends. Ev­ery­where where there is a pret­ty wom­an hos­til­i­ty is open. No quar­ter, war to the death! a pret­ty wom­an is a ca­sus bel­li; a pret­ty wom­an is fla­grant mis­de­meanor. All the in­va­sions of his­to­ry have been de­ter­mined by pet­ti­coats. Wom­an is man’s right. Ro­mu­lus car­ried off the Sabines; William car­ried off the Sax­on wom­en; Cae­sar car­ried off the Ro­man wom­en. The man who is not loved soars like a vul­ture over the mis­tress­es of oth­er men; and for my own part, to all those un­for­tu­nate men who are wid­ow­ers, I throw the sub­lime procla­ma­tion of Bona­parte to the army of Italy: “Sol­diers, you are in need of ev­ery­thing; the en­e­my has it.”

			Tholomyès paused.

			“Take breath, Tholomyès,” said Blachev­elle.

			At the same mo­ment Blachev­elle, sup­port­ed by Lis­toli­er and Fameuil, struck up to a plain­tive air, one of those stu­dio songs com­posed of the first words which come to hand, rhymed rich­ly and not at all, as des­ti­tute of sense as the ges­ture of the tree and the sound of the wind, which have their birth in the va­por of pipes, and are dis­si­pat­ed and take their flight with them. This is the cou­plet by which the group replied to Tholomyès’ ha­rangue:—

			
				
					The fa­ther tur­key-cocks so grave
					

					Some mon­ey to an agent gave,
					

					That mas­ter good Cler­mont-Ton­nerre
					

					Might be made pope on Saint Johns’ day fair.
				

				
					But this good Cler­mont could not be
					

					Made pope, be­cause no priest was he;
					

					And then their agent, whose wrath burned,
					

					With all their mon­ey back re­turned.
				

			

			This was not cal­cu­lat­ed to calm Tholomyès’ im­pro­vi­sa­tion; he emp­tied his glass, filled, re­filled it, and be­gan again:—

			“Down with wis­dom! For­get all that I have said. Let us be nei­ther prudes nor pru­dent men nor prud­hommes. I pro­pose a toast to mirth; be mer­ry. Let us com­plete our course of law by fol­ly and eat­ing! In­di­ges­tion and the di­gest. Let Jus­tini­an be the male, and Feast­ing, the fe­male! Joy in the depths! Live, O cre­ation! The world is a great di­a­mond. I am hap­py. The birds are as­ton­ish­ing. What a fes­ti­val ev­ery­where! The nightin­gale is a gra­tu­itous Elle­vi­ou. Sum­mer, I salute thee! O Lux­em­bourg! O Geor­gics of the Rue Madame, and of the Al­lée de l’Ob­ser­va­toire! O pen­sive in­fantry sol­diers! O all those charm­ing nurs­es who, while they guard the chil­dren, amuse them­selves! The pam­pas of Amer­i­ca would please me if I had not the ar­cades of the Odéon. My soul flits away in­to the vir­gin forests and to the sa­van­nas. All is beau­ti­ful. The flies buzz in the sun. The sun has sneezed out the hum­ming bird. Em­brace me, Fan­tine!”

			He made a mis­take and em­braced Fa­vorite.

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				The Death of a Horse

			
			“The din­ners are bet­ter at Édon’s than at Bom­bar­da’s,” ex­claimed Zéphine.

			“I pre­fer Bom­bar­da to Édon,” de­clared Blachev­elle. “There is more lux­u­ry. It is more Asi­at­ic. Look at the room down­stairs; there are mir­rors14 on the walls.”

			“I pre­fer them15 on my plate,” said Fa­vorite.

			Blachev­elle per­sist­ed:—

			“Look at the knives. The han­dles are of sil­ver at Bom­bar­da’s and of bone at Édon’s. Now, sil­ver is more valu­able than bone.”

			“Ex­cept for those who have a sil­ver chin,” ob­served Tholomyès.

			He was look­ing at the dome of the In­valides, which was vis­i­ble from Bom­bar­da’s win­dows.

			A pause en­sued.

			“Tholomyès,” ex­claimed Fameuil, “Lis­toli­er and I were hav­ing a dis­cus­sion just now.”

			“A dis­cus­sion is a good thing,” replied Tholomyès; “a quar­rel is bet­ter.”

			“We were dis­put­ing about phi­los­o­phy.”

			“Well?”

			“Which do you pre­fer, Descartes or Spinoza?”

			“Désaugiers,” said Tholomyès.

			This de­cree pro­nounced, he took a drink, and went on:—

			“I con­sent to live. All is not at an end on earth since we can still talk non­sense. For that I re­turn thanks to the im­mor­tal gods. We lie. One lies, but one laughs. One af­firms, but one doubts. The un­ex­pect­ed bursts forth from the syl­lo­gism. That is fine. There are still hu­man be­ings here be­low who know how to open and close the sur­prise box of the para­dox mer­ri­ly. This, ladies, which you are drink­ing with so tran­quil an air is Madeira wine, you must know, from the vine­yard of Coural das Freiras, which is three hun­dred and sev­en­teen fath­oms above the lev­el of the sea. At­ten­tion while you drink! Three hun­dred and sev­en­teen fath­oms! And Mon­sieur Bom­bar­da, the mag­nif­i­cent eat­ing-house keep­er, gives you those three hun­dred and sev­en­teen fath­oms for four francs and fifty cen­times.”

			Again Fameuil in­ter­rupt­ed him:—

			“Tholomyès, your opin­ions fix the law. Who is your fa­vorite au­thor?”

			“Ber—”

			“Quin?”

			“No; Choux.”

			And Tholomyès con­tin­ued:—

			“Hon­or to Bom­bar­da! He would equal Munophis of Ele­phan­ta if he could but get me an In­di­an danc­ing-girl, and Thyge­lion of Chaeronea if he could bring me a Greek cour­te­san; for, oh, ladies! there were Bom­bar­das in Greece and in Egypt. Apuleius tells us of them. Alas! al­ways the same, and noth­ing new; noth­ing more un­pub­lished by the cre­ator in cre­ation! Nil sub sole novum, says Solomon; amor om­nibus idem, says Vir­gil; and Cara­bine mounts with Cara­bin in­to the bark at Saint-Cloud, as As­pa­sia em­barked with Per­i­cles up­on the fleet at Samos. One last word. Do you know what As­pa­sia was, ladies? Al­though she lived at an epoch when wom­en had, as yet, no soul, she was a soul; a soul of a rosy and pur­ple hue, more ar­dent hued than fire, fresh­er than the dawn. As­pa­sia was a crea­ture in whom two ex­tremes of wom­an­hood met; she was the god­dess pros­ti­tute; Socrates plus Manon Lescaut. As­pa­sia was cre­at­ed in case a mis­tress should be need­ed for Prometheus.”

			Tholomyès, once start­ed, would have found some dif­fi­cul­ty in stop­ping, had not a horse fall­en down up­on the quay just at that mo­ment. The shock caused the cart and the or­a­tor to come to a dead halt. It was a Beauceron mare, old and thin, and one fit for the knack­er, which was drag­ging a very heavy cart. On ar­riv­ing in front of Bom­bar­da’s, the worn-out, ex­haust­ed beast had re­fused to pro­ceed any fur­ther. This in­ci­dent at­tract­ed a crowd. Hard­ly had the curs­ing and in­dig­nant carter had time to ut­ter with prop­er en­er­gy the sacra­men­tal word, Mâtin (the jade), backed up with a piti­less cut of the whip, when the jade fell, nev­er to rise again. On hear­ing the hub­bub made by the passers­by, Tholomyès’ mer­ry au­di­tors turned their heads, and Tholomyès took ad­van­tage of the op­por­tu­ni­ty to bring his al­lo­cu­tion to a close with this melan­choly stro­phe:—

			
				
					Elle était de ce monde ou coucous et car­ross­es
					

					Ont le même des­tin;
					

					Et, rosse, elle a vécu ce que vi­vant les ross­es,
					

					L’es­pace d’un mâtin!16
				

			

			“Poor horse!” sighed Fan­tine.

			And Dahlia ex­claimed:—

			“There is Fan­tine on the point of cry­ing over hors­es. How can one be such a piti­ful fool as that!”

			At that mo­ment Fa­vorite, fold­ing her arms and throw­ing her head back, looked res­o­lute­ly at Tholomyès and said:—

			“Come, now! the sur­prise?”

			“Ex­act­ly. The mo­ment has ar­rived,” replied Tholomyès. “Gen­tle­men, the hour for giv­ing these ladies a sur­prise has struck. Wait for us a mo­ment, ladies.”

			“It be­gins with a kiss,” said Blachev­elle.

			“On the brow,” added Tholomyès.

			Each grave­ly be­stowed a kiss on his mis­tress’s brow; then all four filed out through the door, with their fin­gers on their lips.

			Fa­vorite clapped her hands on their de­par­ture.

			“It is be­gin­ning to be amus­ing al­ready,” said she.

			“Don’t be too long,” mur­mured Fan­tine; “we are wait­ing for you.”

		
	
		
			
				IX

				A Mer­ry End to Mirth

			
			When the young girls were left alone, they leaned two by two on the win­dowsills, chat­ting, cran­ing out their heads, and talk­ing from one win­dow to the oth­er.

			They saw the young men emerge from the Café Bom­bar­da arm in arm. The lat­ter turned round, made signs to them, smiled, and dis­ap­peared in that dusty Sun­day throng which makes a week­ly in­va­sion in­to the Champs-Élysées.

			“Don’t be long!” cried Fan­tine.

			“What are they go­ing to bring us?” said Zéphine.

			“It will cer­tain­ly be some­thing pret­ty,” said Dahlia.

			“For my part,” said Fa­vorite, “I want it to be of gold.”

			Their at­ten­tion was soon dis­tract­ed by the move­ments on the shore of the lake, which they could see through the branch­es of the large trees, and which di­vert­ed them great­ly.

			It was the hour for the de­par­ture of the mail-coach­es and dili­gences. Near­ly all the stage­coach­es for the south and west passed through the Champs-Élysées. The ma­jor­i­ty fol­lowed the quay and went through the Passy Bar­ri­er. From mo­ment to mo­ment, some huge ve­hi­cle, paint­ed yel­low and black, heav­i­ly load­ed, nois­i­ly har­nessed, ren­dered shape­less by trunks, tar­pau­lins, and valis­es, full of heads which im­me­di­ate­ly dis­ap­peared, rushed through the crowd with all the sparks of a forge, with dust for smoke, and an air of fury, grind­ing the pave­ments, chang­ing all the paving-stones in­to steels. This up­roar de­light­ed the young girls. Fa­vorite ex­claimed:—

			“What a row! One would say that it was a pile of chains fly­ing away.”

			It chanced that one of these ve­hi­cles, which they could on­ly see with dif­fi­cul­ty through the thick elms, halt­ed for a mo­ment, then set out again at a gal­lop. This sur­prised Fan­tine.

			“That’s odd!” said she. “I thought the dili­gence nev­er stopped.”

			Fa­vorite shrugged her shoul­ders.

			“This Fan­tine is sur­pris­ing. I am com­ing to take a look at her out of cu­rios­i­ty. She is daz­zled by the sim­plest things. Sup­pose a case: I am a trav­eller; I say to the dili­gence, ‘I will go on in ad­vance; you shall pick me up on the quay as you pass.’ The dili­gence pass­es, sees me, halts, and takes me. That is done ev­ery day. You do not know life, my dear.”

			In this man­ner a cer­tain time elapsed. All at once Fa­vorite made a move­ment, like a per­son who is just wak­ing up.

			“Well,” said she, “and the sur­prise?”

			“Yes, by the way,” joined in Dahlia, “the fa­mous sur­prise?”

			“They are a very long time about it!” said Fan­tine.

			As Fan­tine con­clud­ed this sigh, the wait­er who had served them at din­ner en­tered. He held in his hand some­thing which re­sem­bled a let­ter.

			“What is that?” de­mand­ed Fa­vorite.

			The wait­er replied:—

			“It is a pa­per that those gen­tle­men left for these ladies.”

			“Why did you not bring it at once?”

			“Be­cause,” said the wait­er, “the gen­tle­men or­dered me not to de­liv­er it to the ladies for an hour.”

			Fa­vorite snatched the pa­per from the wait­er’s hand. It was, in fact, a let­ter.

			“Stop!” said she; “there is no ad­dress; but this is what is writ­ten on it—”

			
				This is the sur­prise

			

			She tore the let­ter open hasti­ly, opened it, and read (she knew how to read):—

			
				Our Beloved:—

				You must know that we have par­ents. Par­ents—you do not know much about such things. They are called fa­thers and moth­ers by the civ­il code, which is puerile and hon­est. Now, these par­ents groan, these old folks im­plore us, these good men and these good wom­en call us prodi­gal sons; they de­sire our re­turn, and of­fer to kill calves for us. Be­ing vir­tu­ous, we obey them. At the hour when you read this, five fiery hors­es will be bear­ing us to our pa­pas and mam­mas. We are pulling up our stakes, as Bossuet says. We are go­ing; we are gone. We flee in the arms of Laf­fitte and on the wings of Cail­lard. The Toulouse dili­gence tears us from the abyss, and the abyss is you, O our lit­tle beau­ties! We re­turn to so­ci­ety, to du­ty, to re­spectabil­i­ty, at full trot, at the rate of three leagues an hour. It is nec­es­sary for the good of the coun­try that we should be, like the rest of the world, pre­fects, fa­thers of fam­i­lies, ru­ral po­lice, and coun­cil­lors of state. Ven­er­ate us. We are sac­ri­fic­ing our­selves. Mourn for us in haste, and re­place us with speed. If this let­ter lac­er­ates you, do the same by it. Adieu.

				For the space of near­ly two years we have made you hap­py. We bear you no grudge for that.

				
					Signed: Blachev­elle,

					Fa­mueil,

					Lis­toli­er,

					Félix Tholomyès.

					Postscrip­tum. The din­ner is paid for.

				
			

			The four young wom­en looked at each oth­er.

			Fa­vorite was the first to break the si­lence.

			“Well!” she ex­claimed, “it’s a very pret­ty farce, all the same.”

			“It is very droll,” said Zéphine.

			“That must have been Blachev­elle’s idea,” re­sumed Fa­vorite. “It makes me in love with him. No soon­er is he gone than he is loved. This is an ad­ven­ture, in­deed.”

			“No,” said Dahlia; “it was one of Tholomyès’ ideas. That is ev­i­dent.”

			“In that case,” re­tort­ed Fa­vorite, “death to Blachev­elle, and long live Tholomyès!”

			“Long live Tholomyès!” ex­claimed Dahlia and Zéphine.

			And they burst out laugh­ing.

			Fan­tine laughed with the rest.

			An hour lat­er, when she had re­turned to her room, she wept. It was her first love af­fair, as we have said; she had giv­en her­self to this Tholomyès as to a hus­band, and the poor girl had a child.

		
	
		
			
				
					Book
					IV
				

				To Con­fide Is Some­times to De­liv­er In­to a Per­son’s Pow­er

			
		
	
		
			
				I

				One Moth­er Meets An­oth­er Moth­er

			
			There was, at Mont­fer­meil, near Paris, dur­ing the first quar­ter of this cen­tu­ry, a sort of cook-shop which no longer ex­ists. This cook-shop was kept by some peo­ple named Thé­nardier, hus­band and wife. It was sit­u­at­ed in Boulanger Lane. Over the door there was a board nailed flat against the wall. Up­on this board was paint­ed some­thing which re­sem­bled a man car­ry­ing an­oth­er man on his back, the lat­ter wear­ing the big gilt epaulettes of a gen­er­al, with large sil­ver stars; red spots rep­re­sent­ed blood; the rest of the pic­ture con­sist­ed of smoke, and prob­a­bly rep­re­sent­ed a bat­tle. Be­low ran this in­scrip­tion: At the sign of Sergeant of Wa­ter­loo (Au Sar­gent de Wa­ter­loo).

			Noth­ing is more com­mon than a cart or a truck at the door of a hostel­ry. Nev­er­the­less, the ve­hi­cle, or, to speak more ac­cu­rate­ly, the frag­ment of a ve­hi­cle, which en­cum­bered the street in front of the cook-shop of the Sergeant of Wa­ter­loo, one evening in the spring of 1818, would cer­tain­ly have at­tract­ed, by its mass, the at­ten­tion of any painter who had passed that way.

			It was the fore-car­riage of one of those trucks which are used in wood­ed tracts of coun­try, and which serve to trans­port thick planks and the trunks of trees. This fore-car­riage was com­posed of a mas­sive iron axle­tree with a piv­ot, in­to which was fit­ted a heavy shaft, and which was sup­port­ed by two huge wheels. The whole thing was com­pact, over­whelm­ing, and mis­shapen. It seemed like the gun-car­riage of an enor­mous can­non. The ruts of the road had be­stowed on the wheels, the fel­lies, the hub, the axle, and the shaft, a lay­er of mud, a hideous yel­low­ish daub­ing hue, tol­er­a­bly like that with which peo­ple are fond of or­na­ment­ing cathe­drals. The wood was dis­ap­pear­ing un­der mud, and the iron be­neath rust. Un­der the axle­tree hung, like drap­ery, a huge chain, wor­thy of some Go­liath of a con­vict. This chain sug­gest­ed, not the beams, which it was its of­fice to trans­port, but the mastodons and mam­moths which it might have served to har­ness; it had the air of the gal­leys, but of cy­clo­pean and su­per­hu­man gal­leys, and it seemed to have been de­tached from some mon­ster. Homer would have bound Polyphe­mus with it, and Shake­speare, Cal­iban.

			Why was that fore-car­riage of a truck in that place in the street? In the first place, to en­cum­ber the street; next, in or­der that it might fin­ish the process of rust­ing. There is a throng of in­sti­tu­tions in the old so­cial or­der, which one comes across in this fash­ion as one walks about out­doors, and which have no oth­er rea­sons for ex­is­tence than the above.

			The cen­tre of the chain swung very near the ground in the mid­dle, and in the loop, as in the rope of a swing, there were seat­ed and grouped, on that par­tic­u­lar evening, in ex­quis­ite in­ter­lace­ment, two lit­tle girls; one about two years and a half old, the oth­er, eigh­teen months; the younger in the arms of the oth­er. A hand­ker­chief, clev­er­ly knot­ted about them, pre­vent­ed their fall­ing out. A moth­er had caught sight of that fright­ful chain, and had said, “Come! there’s a play­thing for my chil­dren.”

			The two chil­dren, who were dressed pret­ti­ly and with some el­e­gance, were ra­di­ant with plea­sure; one would have said that they were two ros­es amid old iron; their eyes were a tri­umph; their fresh cheeks were full of laugh­ter. One had chest­nut hair; the oth­er, brown. Their in­no­cent faces were two de­light­ed sur­pris­es; a blos­som­ing shrub which grew near waft­ed to the passers­by per­fumes which seemed to em­anate from them; the child of eigh­teen months dis­played her pret­ty lit­tle bare stom­ach with the chaste in­de­cen­cy of child­hood. Above and around these two del­i­cate heads, all made of hap­pi­ness and steeped in light, the gi­gan­tic fore-car­riage, black with rust, al­most ter­ri­ble, all en­tan­gled in curves and wild an­gles, rose in a vault, like the en­trance of a cav­ern. A few paces apart, crouch­ing down up­on the thresh­old of the hostel­ry, the moth­er, not a very pre­pos­sess­ing wom­an, by the way, though touch­ing at that mo­ment, was swing­ing the two chil­dren by means of a long cord, watch­ing them care­ful­ly, for fear of ac­ci­dents, with that an­i­mal and ce­les­tial ex­pres­sion which is pe­cu­liar to ma­ter­ni­ty. At ev­ery back­ward and for­ward swing the hideous links emit­ted a stri­dent sound, which re­sem­bled a cry of rage; the lit­tle girls were in ec­stasies; the set­ting sun min­gled in this joy, and noth­ing could be more charm­ing than this caprice of chance which had made of a chain of Ti­tans the swing of cheru­bim.

			As she rocked her lit­tle ones, the moth­er hummed in a dis­cor­dant voice a ro­mance then cel­e­brat­ed:—

			
				
					“It must be, said a war­rior.”
				

			

			Her song, and the con­tem­pla­tion of her daugh­ters, pre­vent­ed her hear­ing and see­ing what was go­ing on in the street.

			In the mean­time, some­one had ap­proached her, as she was be­gin­ning the first cou­plet of the ro­mance, and sud­den­ly she heard a voice say­ing very near her ear:—

			“You have two beau­ti­ful chil­dren there, Madame.”

			
				
					“To the fair and ten­der Imo­gene—”
				

			

			replied the moth­er, con­tin­u­ing her ro­mance; then she turned her head.

			A wom­an stood be­fore her, a few paces dis­tant. This wom­an al­so had a child, which she car­ried in her arms.

			She was car­ry­ing, in ad­di­tion, a large car­pet­bag, which seemed very heavy.

			This wom­an’s child was one of the most di­vine crea­tures that it is pos­si­ble to be­hold. It was a girl, two or three years of age. She could have en­tered in­to com­pe­ti­tion with the two oth­er lit­tle ones, so far as the co­quetry of her dress was con­cerned; she wore a cap of fine linen, rib­bons on her bodice, and Va­len­ci­ennes lace on her cap. The folds of her skirt were raised so as to per­mit a view of her white, firm, and dim­pled leg. She was ad­mirably rosy and healthy. The lit­tle beau­ty in­spired a de­sire to take a bite from the ap­ples of her cheeks. Of her eyes noth­ing could be known, ex­cept that they must be very large, and that they had mag­nif­i­cent lash­es. She was asleep.

			She slept with that slum­ber of ab­so­lute con­fi­dence pe­cu­liar to her age. The arms of moth­ers are made of ten­der­ness; in them chil­dren sleep pro­found­ly.

			As for the moth­er, her ap­pear­ance was sad and pover­ty-strick­en. She was dressed like a work­ing-wom­an who is in­clined to turn in­to a peas­ant again. She was young. Was she hand­some? Per­haps; but in that at­tire it was not ap­par­ent. Her hair, a gold­en lock of which had es­caped, seemed very thick, but was se­vere­ly con­cealed be­neath an ug­ly, tight, close, nun-like cap, tied un­der the chin. A smile dis­plays beau­ti­ful teeth when one has them; but she did not smile. Her eyes did not seem to have been dry for a very long time. She was pale; she had a very weary and rather sick­ly ap­pear­ance. She gazed up­on her daugh­ter asleep in her arms with the air pe­cu­liar to a moth­er who has nursed her own child. A large blue hand­ker­chief, such as the In­valides use, was fold­ed in­to a fichu, and con­cealed her fig­ure clum­si­ly. Her hands were sun­burnt and all dot­ted with freck­les, her fore­fin­ger was hard­ened and lac­er­at­ed with the nee­dle; she wore a cloak of coarse brown woollen stuff, a linen gown, and coarse shoes. It was Fan­tine.

			It was Fan­tine, but dif­fi­cult to rec­og­nize. Nev­er­the­less, on scru­ti­niz­ing her at­ten­tive­ly, it was ev­i­dent that she still re­tained her beau­ty. A melan­choly fold, which re­sem­bled the be­gin­ning of irony, wrin­kled her right cheek. As for her toi­lette, that aeri­al toi­lette of muslin and rib­bons, which seemed made of mirth, of fol­ly, and of mu­sic, full of bells, and per­fumed with lilacs had van­ished like that beau­ti­ful and daz­zling hoar­frost which is mis­tak­en for di­a­monds in the sun­light; it melts and leaves the branch quite black.

			Ten months had elapsed since the “pret­ty farce.”

			What had tak­en place dur­ing those ten months? It can be di­vined.

			Af­ter aban­don­ment, straight­ened cir­cum­stances. Fan­tine had im­me­di­ate­ly lost sight of Fa­vorite, Zéphine and Dahlia; the bond once bro­ken on the side of the men, it was loosed be­tween the wom­en; they would have been great­ly as­ton­ished had any­one told them a fort­night lat­er, that they had been friends; there no longer ex­ist­ed any rea­son for such a thing. Fan­tine had re­mained alone. The fa­ther of her child gone—alas! Such rup­tures are ir­rev­o­ca­ble—she found her­self ab­so­lute­ly iso­lat­ed, mi­nus the habit of work and plus the taste for plea­sure. Drawn away by her li­ai­son with Tholomyès to dis­dain the pret­ty trade which she knew, she had ne­glect­ed to keep her mar­ket open; it was now closed to her. She had no re­source. Fan­tine bare­ly knew how to read, and did not know how to write; in her child­hood she had on­ly been taught to sign her name; she had a pub­lic let­ter-writ­er in­dite an epis­tle to Tholomyès, then a sec­ond, then a third. Tholomyès replied to none of them. Fan­tine heard the gos­sips say, as they looked at her child: “Who takes those chil­dren se­ri­ous­ly! One on­ly shrugs one’s shoul­ders over such chil­dren!” Then she thought of Tholomyès, who had shrugged his shoul­ders over his child, and who did not take that in­no­cent be­ing se­ri­ous­ly; and her heart grew gloomy to­ward that man. But what was she to do? She no longer knew to whom to ap­ply. She had com­mit­ted a fault, but the foun­da­tion of her na­ture, as will be re­mem­bered, was mod­esty and virtue. She was vague­ly con­scious that she was on the verge of fall­ing in­to dis­tress, and of glid­ing in­to a worse state. Courage was nec­es­sary; she pos­sessed it, and held her­self firm. The idea of re­turn­ing to her na­tive town of M—— sur M—— oc­curred to her. There, some­one might pos­si­bly know her and give her work; yes, but it would be nec­es­sary to con­ceal her fault. In a con­fused way she per­ceived the ne­ces­si­ty of a sep­a­ra­tion which would be more painful than the first one. Her heart con­tract­ed, but she took her res­o­lu­tion. Fan­tine, as we shall see, had the fierce brav­ery of life. She had al­ready valiant­ly re­nounced fin­ery, had dressed her­self in linen, and had put all her silks, all her or­na­ments, all her rib­bons, and all her laces on her daugh­ter, the on­ly van­i­ty which was left to her, and a holy one it was. She sold all that she had, which pro­duced for her two hun­dred francs; her lit­tle debts paid, she had on­ly about eighty francs left. At the age of twen­ty-two, on a beau­ti­ful spring morn­ing, she quit­ted Paris, bear­ing her child on her back. Any­one who had seen these two pass would have had pity on them. This wom­an had, in all the world, noth­ing but her child, and the child had, in all the world, no one but this wom­an. Fan­tine had nursed her child, and this had tired her chest, and she coughed a lit­tle.

			We shall have no fur­ther oc­ca­sion to speak of M. Félix Tholomyès. Let us con­fine our­selves to say­ing, that, twen­ty years lat­er, un­der King Louis Philippe, he was a great pro­vin­cial lawyer, wealthy and in­flu­en­tial, a wise elec­tor, and a very se­vere ju­ry­man; he was still a man of plea­sure.

			To­wards the mid­dle of the day, af­ter hav­ing, from time to time, for the sake of rest­ing her­self, trav­elled, for three or four sous a league, in what was then known as the Pe­tites Voitures des En­vi­rons de Paris, the “lit­tle sub­ur­ban coach ser­vice,” Fan­tine found her­self at Mont­fer­meil, in the al­ley Boulanger.

			As she passed the Thé­nardier hostel­ry, the two lit­tle girls, bliss­ful in the mon­ster swing, had daz­zled her in a man­ner, and she had halt­ed in front of that vi­sion of joy.

			Charms ex­ist. These two lit­tle girls were a charm to this moth­er.

			She gazed at them in much emo­tion. The pres­ence of an­gels is an an­nounce­ment of Par­adise. She thought that, above this inn, she be­held the mys­te­ri­ous here of Prov­i­dence. These two lit­tle crea­tures were ev­i­dent­ly hap­py. She gazed at them, she ad­mired them, in such emo­tion that at the mo­ment when their moth­er was re­cov­er­ing her breath be­tween two cou­plets of her song, she could not re­frain from ad­dress­ing to her the re­mark which we have just read:—

			“You have two pret­ty chil­dren, Madame.”

			The most fe­ro­cious crea­tures are dis­armed by ca­ress­es be­stowed on their young.

			The moth­er raised her head and thanked her, and bade the way­far­er sit down on the bench at the door, she her­self be­ing seat­ed on the thresh­old. The two wom­en be­gan to chat.

			“My name is Madame Thé­nardier,” said the moth­er of the two lit­tle girls. “We keep this inn.”

			Then, her mind still run­ning on her ro­mance, she re­sumed hum­ming be­tween her teeth:—

			
				
					“It must be so; I am a knight,
					

					And I am off to Pales­tine.”
				

			

			This Madame Thé­nardier was a sandy-com­plex­ioned wom­an, thin and an­gu­lar—the type of the sol­dier’s wife in all its un­pleas­ant­ness; and what was odd, with a lan­guish­ing air, which she owed to her pe­rusal of ro­mances. She was a sim­per­ing, but mas­cu­line crea­ture. Old ro­mances pro­duce that ef­fect when rubbed against the imag­i­na­tion of cook-shop wom­an. She was still young; she was bare­ly thir­ty. If this crouch­ing wom­an had stood up­right, her lofty stature and her frame of a per­am­bu­lat­ing colos­sus suit­able for fairs, might have fright­ened the trav­eller at the out­set, trou­bled her con­fi­dence, and dis­turbed what caused what we have to re­late to van­ish. A per­son who is seat­ed in­stead of stand­ing erect—des­tinies hang up­on such a thing as that.

			The trav­eller told her sto­ry, with slight mod­i­fi­ca­tions.

			That she was a work­ing-wom­an; that her hus­band was dead; that her work in Paris had failed her, and that she was on her way to seek it else­where, in her own na­tive parts; that she had left Paris that morn­ing on foot; that, as she was car­ry­ing her child, and felt fa­tigued, she had got in­to the Ville­momble coach when she met it; that from Ville­momble she had come to Mont­fer­meil on foot; that the lit­tle one had walked a lit­tle, but not much, be­cause she was so young, and that she had been obliged to take her up, and the jew­el had fall­en asleep.

			At this word she be­stowed on her daugh­ter a pas­sion­ate kiss, which woke her. The child opened her eyes, great blue eyes like her moth­er’s, and looked at—what? Noth­ing; with that se­ri­ous and some­times se­vere air of lit­tle chil­dren, which is a mys­tery of their lu­mi­nous in­no­cence in the pres­ence of our twi­light of virtue. One would say that they feel them­selves to be an­gels, and that they know us to be men. Then the child be­gan to laugh; and al­though the moth­er held fast to her, she slipped to the ground with the un­con­quer­able en­er­gy of a lit­tle be­ing which wished to run. All at once she caught sight of the two oth­ers in the swing, stopped short, and put out her tongue, in sign of ad­mi­ra­tion.

			Moth­er Thé­nardier re­leased her daugh­ters, made them de­scend from the swing, and said:—

			“Now amuse your­selves, all three of you.”

			Chil­dren be­come ac­quaint­ed quick­ly at that age, and at the ex­pi­ra­tion of a minute the lit­tle Thé­nardiers were play­ing with the new­com­er at mak­ing holes in the ground, which was an im­mense plea­sure.

			The new­com­er was very gay; the good­ness of the moth­er is writ­ten in the gayety of the child; she had seized a scrap of wood which served her for a shov­el, and en­er­get­i­cal­ly dug a cav­i­ty big enough for a fly. The gravedig­ger’s busi­ness be­comes a sub­ject for laugh­ter when per­formed by a child.

			The two wom­en pur­sued their chat.

			“What is your lit­tle one’s name?”

			“Cosette.”

			For Cosette, read Eu­phrasie. The child’s name was Eu­phrasie. But out of Eu­phrasie the moth­er had made Cosette by that sweet and grace­ful in­stinct of moth­ers and of the pop­u­lace which changes Josepha in­to Pepi­ta, and Françoise in­to Sil­lette. It is a sort of de­riv­a­tive which dis­ar­ranges and dis­con­certs the whole sci­ence of et­y­mol­o­gists. We have known a grand­moth­er who suc­ceed­ed in turn­ing Theodore in­to Gnon.

			“How old is she?”

			“She is go­ing on three.”

			“That is the age of my el­dest.”

			In the mean­time, the three lit­tle girls were grouped in an at­ti­tude of pro­found anx­i­ety and bliss­ful­ness; an event had hap­pened; a big worm had emerged from the ground, and they were afraid; and they were in ec­stasies over it.

			Their ra­di­ant brows touched each oth­er; one would have said that there were three heads in one au­re­ole.

			“How eas­i­ly chil­dren get ac­quaint­ed at once!” ex­claimed Moth­er Thé­nardier; “one would swear that they were three sis­ters!”

			This re­mark was prob­a­bly the spark which the oth­er moth­er had been wait­ing for. She seized the Thé­nardier’s hand, looked at her fixed­ly, and said:—

			“Will you keep my child for me?”

			The Thé­nardier made one of those move­ments of sur­prise which sig­ni­fy nei­ther as­sent nor re­fusal.

			Cosette’s moth­er con­tin­ued:—

			“You see, I can­not take my daugh­ter to the coun­try. My work will not per­mit it. With a child one can find no sit­u­a­tion. Peo­ple are ridicu­lous in the coun­try. It was the good God who caused me to pass your inn. When I caught sight of your lit­tle ones, so pret­ty, so clean, and so hap­py, it over­whelmed me. I said: ‘Here is a good moth­er. That is just the thing; that will make three sis­ters.’ And then, it will not be long be­fore I re­turn. Will you keep my child for me?”

			“I must see about it,” replied the Thé­nardier.

			“I will give you six francs a month.”

			Here a man’s voice called from the depths of the cook-shop:—

			“Not for less than sev­en francs. And six months paid in ad­vance.”

			“Six times sev­en makes forty-two,” said the Thé­nardier.

			“I will give it,” said the moth­er.

			“And fif­teen francs in ad­di­tion for pre­lim­i­nary ex­pens­es,” added the man’s voice.

			“To­tal, fifty-sev­en francs,” said Madame Thé­nardier. And she hummed vague­ly, with these fig­ures:—

			
				
					“It must be, said a war­rior.”
				

			

			“I will pay it,” said the moth­er. “I have eighty francs. I shall have enough left to reach the coun­try, by trav­el­ling on foot. I shall earn mon­ey there, and as soon as I have a lit­tle I will re­turn for my dar­ling.”

			The man’s voice re­sumed:—

			“The lit­tle one has an out­fit?”

			“That is my hus­band,” said the Thé­nardier.

			“Of course she has an out­fit, the poor trea­sure.—I un­der­stood per­fect­ly that it was your hus­band.—And a beau­ti­ful out­fit, too! a sense­less out­fit, ev­ery­thing by the dozen, and silk gowns like a la­dy. It is here, in my car­pet­bag.”

			“You must hand it over,” struck in the man’s voice again.

			“Of course I shall give it to you,” said the moth­er. “It would be very queer if I were to leave my daugh­ter quite naked!”

			The mas­ter’s face ap­peared.

			“That’s good,” said he.

			The bar­gain was con­clud­ed. The moth­er passed the night at the inn, gave up her mon­ey and left her child, fas­tened her car­pet­bag once more, now re­duced in vol­ume by the re­moval of the out­fit, and light hence­forth and set out on the fol­low­ing morn­ing, in­tend­ing to re­turn soon. Peo­ple ar­range such de­par­tures tran­quil­ly; but they are de­spairs!

			A neigh­bor of the Thé­nardiers met this moth­er as she was set­ting out, and came back with the re­mark:—

			“I have just seen a wom­an cry­ing in the street so that it was enough to rend your heart.”

			When Cosette’s moth­er had tak­en her de­par­ture, the man said to the wom­an:—

			“That will serve to pay my note for one hun­dred and ten francs which falls due to­mor­row; I lacked fifty francs. Do you know that I should have had a bailiff and a protest af­ter me? You played the mouse­trap nice­ly with your young ones.”

			“With­out sus­pect­ing it,” said the wom­an.

		
	
		
			
				II

				First Sketch of Two Un­pre­pos­sess­ing Fig­ures

			
			The mouse which had been caught was a piti­ful spec­i­men; but the cat re­joic­es even over a lean mouse.

			Who were these Thé­nardiers?

			Let us say a word or two of them now. We will com­plete the sketch lat­er on.

			These be­ings be­longed to that bas­tard class com­posed of coarse peo­ple who have been suc­cess­ful, and of in­tel­li­gent peo­ple who have de­scend­ed in the scale, which is be­tween the class called “mid­dle” and the class de­nom­i­nat­ed as “in­fe­ri­or,” and which com­bines some of the de­fects of the sec­ond with near­ly all the vices of the first, with­out pos­sess­ing the gen­er­ous im­pulse of the work­ing­man nor the hon­est or­der of the bour­geois.

			They were of those dwarfed na­tures which, if a dull fire chances to warm them up, eas­i­ly be­come mon­strous. There was in the wom­an a sub­stra­tum of the brute, and in the man the ma­te­ri­al for a black­guard. Both were sus­cep­ti­ble, in the high­est de­gree, of the sort of hideous progress which is ac­com­plished in the di­rec­tion of evil. There ex­ist crab-like souls which are con­tin­u­al­ly re­treat­ing to­wards the dark­ness, ret­ro­grad­ing in life rather than ad­vanc­ing, em­ploy­ing ex­pe­ri­ence to aug­ment their de­for­mi­ty, grow­ing in­ces­sant­ly worse, and be­com­ing more and more im­preg­nat­ed with an ev­er-aug­ment­ing black­ness. This man and wom­an pos­sessed such souls.

			Thé­nardier, in par­tic­u­lar, was trou­ble­some for a phys­iog­nomist. One can on­ly look at some men to dis­trust them; for one feels that they are dark in both di­rec­tions. They are un­easy in the rear and threat­en­ing in front. There is some­thing of the un­known about them. One can no more an­swer for what they have done than for what they will do. The shad­ow which they bear in their glance de­nounces them. From mere­ly hear­ing them ut­ter a word or see­ing them make a ges­ture, one ob­tains a glimpse of som­bre se­crets in their past and of som­bre mys­ter­ies in their fu­ture.

			This Thé­nardier, if he him­self was to be be­lieved, had been a sol­dier—a sergeant, he said. He had prob­a­bly been through the cam­paign of 1815, and had even con­duct­ed him­self with tol­er­a­ble val­or, it would seem. We shall see lat­er on how much truth there was in this. The sign of his hostel­ry was in al­lu­sion to one of his feats of arms. He had paint­ed it him­self; for he knew how to do a lit­tle of ev­ery­thing, and bad­ly.

			It was at the epoch when the an­cient clas­si­cal ro­mance which, af­ter hav­ing been Clélie, was no longer any­thing but Lodoïs­ka, still no­ble, but ev­er more and more vul­gar, hav­ing fall­en from Made­moi­selle de Scud­éri to Madame Bournon-Malarme, and from Madame de Lafayette to Madame Barthéle­my-Hadot, was set­ting the lov­ing hearts of the portress­es of Paris aflame, and even rav­aging the sub­urbs to some ex­tent. Madame Thé­nardier was just in­tel­li­gent enough to read this sort of books. She lived on them. In them she drowned what brains she pos­sessed. This had giv­en her, when very young, and even a lit­tle lat­er, a sort of pen­sive at­ti­tude to­wards her hus­band, a scamp of a cer­tain depth, a ruf­fi­an let­tered to the ex­tent of the gram­mar, coarse and fine at one and the same time, but, so far as sen­ti­men­tal­ism was con­cerned, giv­en to the pe­rusal of Pi­gault-Le­brun, and “in what con­cerns the sex,” as he said in his jar­gon—a down­right, un­mit­i­gat­ed lout. His wife was twelve or fif­teen years younger than he was. Lat­er on, when her hair, ar­ranged in a ro­man­ti­cal­ly droop­ing fash­ion, be­gan to grow gray, when the Megaera be­gan to be de­vel­oped from the Pamela, the fe­male Thé­nardier was noth­ing but a coarse, vi­cious wom­an, who had dab­bled in stupid ro­mances. Now, one can­not read non­sense with im­puni­ty. The re­sult was that her el­dest daugh­ter was named Épo­nine; as for the younger, the poor lit­tle thing came near be­ing called Gulnare; I know not to what di­ver­sion, ef­fect­ed by a ro­mance of Ducray-Du­me­nil, she owed the fact that she mere­ly bore the name of Azel­ma.

			How­ev­er, we will re­mark by the way, ev­ery­thing was not ridicu­lous and su­per­fi­cial in that cu­ri­ous epoch to which we are al­lud­ing, and which may be des­ig­nat­ed as the an­ar­chy of bap­tismal names. By the side of this ro­man­tic el­e­ment which we have just in­di­cat­ed there is the so­cial symp­tom. It is not rare for the neatherd’s boy nowa­days to bear the name of Arthur, Al­fred, or Alphonse, and for the vi­comte—if there are still any vi­comtes—to be called Thomas, Pierre, or Jacques. This dis­place­ment, which places the el­e­gant name on the ple­beian and the rus­tic name on the aris­to­crat, is noth­ing else than an ed­dy of equal­i­ty. The ir­re­sistible pen­e­tra­tion of the new in­spi­ra­tion is there as ev­ery­where else. Be­neath this ap­par­ent dis­cord there is a great and a pro­found thing—the French Rev­o­lu­tion.

		
	
		
			
				III

				The Lark

			
			It is not all in all suf­fi­cient to be wicked in or­der to pros­per. The cook-shop was in a bad way.

			Thanks to the trav­eller’s fifty-sev­en francs, Thé­nardier had been able to avoid a protest and to hon­or his sig­na­ture. On the fol­low­ing month they were again in need of mon­ey. The wom­an took Cosette’s out­fit to Paris, and pawned it at the pawn­bro­ker’s for six­ty francs. As soon as that sum was spent, the Thé­nardiers grew ac­cus­tomed to look on the lit­tle girl mere­ly as a child whom they were car­ing for out of char­i­ty; and they treat­ed her ac­cord­ing­ly. As she had no longer any clothes, they dressed her in the cast-off pet­ti­coats and chemis­es of the Thé­nardier brats; that is to say, in rags. They fed her on what all the rest had left—a lit­tle bet­ter than the dog, a lit­tle worse than the cat. More­over, the cat and the dog were her ha­bit­u­al ta­ble-com­pan­ions; Cosette ate with them un­der the ta­ble, from a wood­en bowl sim­i­lar to theirs.

			The moth­er, who had es­tab­lished her­self, as we shall see lat­er on, at M—— sur M——, wrote, or, more cor­rect­ly, caused to be writ­ten, a let­ter ev­ery month, that she might have news of her child. The Thé­nardiers replied in­vari­ably, “Cosette is do­ing won­der­ful­ly well.”

			At the ex­pi­ra­tion of the first six months the moth­er sent sev­en francs for the sev­enth month, and con­tin­ued her re­mit­tances with tol­er­a­ble reg­u­lar­i­ty from month to month. The year was not com­plet­ed when Thé­nardier said: “A fine fa­vor she is do­ing us, in sooth! What does she ex­pect us to do with her sev­en francs?” and he wrote to de­mand twelve francs. The moth­er, whom they had per­suad­ed in­to the be­lief that her child was hap­py, “and was com­ing on well,” sub­mit­ted, and for­ward­ed the twelve francs.

			Cer­tain na­tures can­not love on the one hand with­out hat­ing on the oth­er. Moth­er Thé­nardier loved her two daugh­ters pas­sion­ate­ly, which caused her to hate the stranger.

			It is sad to think that the love of a moth­er can pos­sess vil­lain­ous as­pects. Lit­tle as was the space oc­cu­pied by Cosette, it seemed to her as though it were tak­en from her own, and that that lit­tle child di­min­ished the air which her daugh­ters breathed. This wom­an, like many wom­en of her sort, had a load of ca­ress­es and a bur­den of blows and in­juries to dis­pense each day. If she had not had Cosette, it is cer­tain that her daugh­ters, idol­ized as they were, would have re­ceived the whole of it; but the stranger did them the ser­vice to di­vert the blows to her­self. Her daugh­ters re­ceived noth­ing but ca­ress­es. Cosette could not make a mo­tion which did not draw down up­on her head a heavy show­er of vi­o­lent blows and un­mer­it­ed chas­tise­ment. The sweet, fee­ble be­ing, who should not have un­der­stood any­thing of this world or of God, in­ces­sant­ly pun­ished, scold­ed, ill-used, beat­en, and see­ing be­side her two lit­tle crea­tures like her­self, who lived in a ray of dawn!

			Madame Thé­nardier was vi­cious with Cosette. Épo­nine and Azel­ma were vi­cious. Chil­dren at that age are on­ly copies of their moth­er. The size is small­er; that is all.

			A year passed; then an­oth­er.

			Peo­ple in the vil­lage said:—

			“Those Thé­nardiers are good peo­ple. They are not rich, and yet they are bring­ing up a poor child who was aban­doned on their hands!”

			They thought that Cosette’s moth­er had for­got­ten her.

			In the mean­while, Thé­nardier, hav­ing learned, it is im­pos­si­ble to say by what ob­scure means, that the child was prob­a­bly a bas­tard, and that the moth­er could not ac­knowl­edge it, ex­act­ed fif­teen francs a month, say­ing that “the crea­ture” was grow­ing and “eat­ing,” and threat­en­ing to send her away. “Let her not both­er me,” he ex­claimed, “or I’ll fire her brat right in­to the mid­dle of her se­crets. I must have an in­crease.” The moth­er paid the fif­teen francs.

			From year to year the child grew, and so did her wretched­ness.

			As long as Cosette was lit­tle, she was the scape­goat of the two oth­er chil­dren; as soon as she be­gan to de­vel­op a lit­tle, that is to say, be­fore she was even five years old, she be­came the ser­vant of the house­hold.

			Five years old! the read­er will say; that is not prob­a­ble. Alas! It is true. So­cial suf­fer­ing be­gins at all ages. Have we not re­cent­ly seen the tri­al of a man named Du­mol­lard, an or­phan turned ban­dit, who, from the age of five, as the of­fi­cial doc­u­ments state, be­ing alone in the world, “worked for his liv­ing and stole?”

			Cosette was made to run on er­rands, to sweep the rooms, the court­yard, the street, to wash the dish­es, to even car­ry bur­dens. The Thé­nardiers con­sid­ered them­selves all the more au­tho­rized to be­have in this man­ner, since the moth­er, who was still at M—— sur M——, had be­come ir­reg­u­lar in her pay­ments. Some months she was in ar­rears.

			If this moth­er had re­turned to Mont­fer­meil at the end of these three years, she would not have rec­og­nized her child. Cosette, so pret­ty and rosy on her ar­rival in that house, was now thin and pale. She had an in­de­scrib­ably un­easy look. “The sly crea­ture,” said the Thé­nardiers.

			In­jus­tice had made her peev­ish, and mis­ery had made her ug­ly. Noth­ing re­mained to her ex­cept her beau­ti­ful eyes, which in­spired pain, be­cause, large as they were, it seemed as though one be­held in them a still larg­er amount of sad­ness.

			It was a heart­break­ing thing to see this poor child, not yet six years old, shiv­er­ing in the win­ter in her old rags of linen, full of holes, sweep­ing the street be­fore day­light, with an enor­mous broom in her tiny red hands, and a tear in her great eyes.

			She was called “the Lark” in the neigh­bor­hood. The pop­u­lace, who are fond of these fig­ures of speech, had tak­en a fan­cy to be­stow this name on this trem­bling, fright­ened, and shiv­er­ing lit­tle crea­ture, no big­ger than a bird, who was awake ev­ery morn­ing be­fore any­one else in the house or the vil­lage, and was al­ways in the street or the fields be­fore day­break.

			On­ly the lit­tle lark nev­er sang.
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				The De­scent

			
		
	
		
			
				I

				The His­to­ry of a Progress in Black Glass Trin­kets

			
			And in the mean­time, what had be­come of that moth­er who ac­cord­ing to the peo­ple at Mont­fer­meil, seemed to have aban­doned her child? Where was she? What was she do­ing?

			Af­ter leav­ing her lit­tle Cosette with the Thé­nardiers, she had con­tin­ued her jour­ney, and had reached M—— sur M——

			This, it will be re­mem­bered, was in 1818.

			Fan­tine had quit­ted her prov­ince ten years be­fore. M—— sur M—— had changed its as­pect. While Fan­tine had been slow­ly de­scend­ing from wretched­ness to wretched­ness, her na­tive town had pros­pered.

			About two years pre­vi­ous­ly one of those in­dus­tri­al facts which are the grand events of small dis­tricts had tak­en place.

			This de­tail is im­por­tant, and we re­gard it as use­ful to de­vel­op it at length; we should al­most say, to un­der­line it.

			From time im­memo­ri­al, M—— sur M—— had had for its spe­cial in­dus­try the im­i­ta­tion of Eng­lish jet and the black glass trin­kets of Ger­many. This in­dus­try had al­ways veg­e­tat­ed, on ac­count of the high price of the raw ma­te­ri­al, which re­act­ed on the man­u­fac­ture. At the mo­ment when Fan­tine re­turned to M—— sur M——, an un­heard-of trans­for­ma­tion had tak­en place in the pro­duc­tion of “black goods.” To­wards the close of 1815 a man, a stranger, had es­tab­lished him­self in the town, and had been in­spired with the idea of sub­sti­tut­ing, in this man­u­fac­ture, gum-lac for resin, and, for bracelets in par­tic­u­lar, slides of sheet-iron sim­ply laid to­geth­er, for slides of sol­dered sheet-iron.

			This very small change had ef­fect­ed a rev­o­lu­tion.

			This very small change had, in fact, prodi­gious­ly re­duced the cost of the raw ma­te­ri­al, which had ren­dered it pos­si­ble in the first place, to raise the price of man­u­fac­ture, a ben­e­fit to the coun­try; in the sec­ond place, to im­prove the work­man­ship, an ad­van­tage to the con­sumer; in the third place, to sell at a low­er price, while tre­bling the prof­it, which was a ben­e­fit to the man­u­fac­tur­er.

			Thus three re­sults en­sued from one idea.

			In less than three years the in­ven­tor of this process had be­come rich, which is good, and had made ev­ery­one about him rich, which is bet­ter. He was a stranger in the De­part­ment. Of his ori­gin, noth­ing was known; of the be­gin­ning of his ca­reer, very lit­tle. It was ru­mored that he had come to town with very lit­tle mon­ey, a few hun­dred francs at the most.

			It was from this slen­der cap­i­tal, en­list­ed in the ser­vice of an in­ge­nious idea, de­vel­oped by method and thought, that he had drawn his own for­tune, and the for­tune of the whole coun­try­side.

			On his ar­rival at M—— sur M—— he had on­ly the gar­ments, the ap­pear­ance, and the lan­guage of a work­ing­man.

			It ap­pears that on the very day when he made his ob­scure en­try in­to the lit­tle town of M—— sur M——, just at night­fall, on a De­cem­ber evening, knap­sack on back and thorn club in hand, a large fire had bro­ken out in the town-hall. This man had rushed in­to the flames and saved, at the risk of his own life, two chil­dren who be­longed to the cap­tain of the gen­darmerie; this is why they had for­got­ten to ask him for his pass­port. Af­ter­wards they had learned his name. He was called Fa­ther Madeleine.

		
	
		
			
				II

				Madeleine

			
			He was a man about fifty years of age, who had a pre­oc­cu­pied air, and who was good. That was all that could be said about him.

			Thanks to the rapid progress of the in­dus­try which he had so ad­mirably re­con­struct­ed, M—— sur M—— had be­come a rather im­por­tant cen­tre of trade. Spain, which con­sumes a good deal of black jet, made enor­mous pur­chas­es there each year. M—— sur M—— al­most ri­valled Lon­don and Berlin in this branch of com­merce. Fa­ther Madeleine’s prof­its were such, that at the end of the sec­ond year he was able to erect a large fac­to­ry, in which there were two vast work­rooms, one for the men, and the oth­er for wom­en. Any­one who was hun­gry could present him­self there, and was sure of find­ing em­ploy­ment and bread. Fa­ther Madeleine re­quired of the men good will, of the wom­en pure morals, and of all, pro­bity. He had sep­a­rat­ed the work­rooms in or­der to sep­a­rate the sex­es, and so that the wom­en and girls might re­main dis­creet. On this point he was in­flex­i­ble. It was the on­ly thing in which he was in a man­ner in­tol­er­ant. He was all the more firm­ly set on this sever­i­ty, since M—— sur M——, be­ing a gar­ri­son town, op­por­tu­ni­ties for cor­rup­tion abound­ed. How­ev­er, his com­ing had been a boon, and his pres­ence was a god­send. Be­fore Fa­ther Madeleine’s ar­rival, ev­ery­thing had lan­guished in the coun­try; now ev­ery­thing lived with a healthy life of toil. A strong cir­cu­la­tion warmed ev­ery­thing and pen­e­trat­ed ev­ery­where. Slack sea­sons and wretched­ness were un­known. There was no pock­et so ob­scure that it had not a lit­tle mon­ey in it; no dwelling so low­ly that there was not some lit­tle joy with­in it.

			Fa­ther Madeleine gave em­ploy­ment to ev­ery­one. He ex­act­ed but one thing: Be an hon­est man. Be an hon­est wom­an.

			As we have said, in the midst of this ac­tiv­i­ty of which he was the cause and the piv­ot, Fa­ther Madeleine made his for­tune; but a sin­gu­lar thing in a sim­ple man of busi­ness, it did not seem as though that were his chief care. He ap­peared to be think­ing much of oth­ers, and lit­tle of him­self. In 1820 he was known to have a sum of six hun­dred and thir­ty thou­sand francs lodged in his name with Laf­fitte; but be­fore re­serv­ing these six hun­dred and thir­ty thou­sand francs, he had spent more than a mil­lion for the town and its poor.

			The hos­pi­tal was bad­ly en­dowed; he found­ed six beds there. M—— sur M—— is di­vid­ed in­to the up­per and the low­er town. The low­er town, in which he lived, had but one school, a mis­er­able hov­el, which was fall­ing to ru­in: he con­struct­ed two, one for girls, the oth­er for boys. He al­lot­ted a salary from his own funds to the two in­struc­tors, a salary twice as large as their mea­gre of­fi­cial salary, and one day he said to some­one who ex­pressed sur­prise, “The two prime func­tionar­ies of the state are the nurse and the school­mas­ter.” He cre­at­ed at his own ex­pense an in­fant school, a thing then al­most un­known in France, and a fund for aid­ing old and in­firm work­men. As his fac­to­ry was a cen­tre, a new quar­ter, in which there were a good many in­di­gent fam­i­lies, rose rapid­ly around him; he es­tab­lished there a free dis­pen­sary.

			At first, when they watched his be­gin­nings, the good souls said, “He’s a jol­ly fel­low who means to get rich.” When they saw him en­rich­ing the coun­try be­fore he en­riched him­self, the good souls said, “He is an am­bi­tious man.” This seemed all the more prob­a­ble since the man was re­li­gious, and even prac­tised his re­li­gion to a cer­tain de­gree, a thing which was very fa­vor­ably viewed at that epoch. He went reg­u­lar­ly to low mass ev­ery Sun­day. The lo­cal deputy, who nosed out all ri­val­ry ev­ery­where, soon be­gan to grow un­easy over this re­li­gion. This deputy had been a mem­ber of the leg­isla­tive body of the Em­pire, and shared the re­li­gious ideas of a fa­ther of the Or­a­toire, known un­der the name of Fouché, Duc d’Otrante, whose crea­ture and friend he had been. He in­dulged in gen­tle raillery at God with closed doors. But when he be­held the wealthy man­u­fac­tur­er Madeleine go­ing to low mass at sev­en o’clock, he per­ceived in him a pos­si­ble can­di­date, and re­solved to out­do him; he took a Je­suit con­fes­sor, and went to high mass and to ves­pers. Am­bi­tion was at that time, in the di­rect ac­cep­ta­tion of the word, a race to the steeple. The poor prof­it­ed by this ter­ror as well as the good God, for the hon­or­able deputy al­so found­ed two beds in the hos­pi­tal, which made twelve.

			Nev­er­the­less, in 1819 a ru­mor one morn­ing cir­cu­lat­ed through the town to the ef­fect that, on the rep­re­sen­ta­tions of the pre­fect and in con­sid­er­a­tion of the ser­vices ren­dered by him to the coun­try, Fa­ther Madeleine was to be ap­point­ed by the King, may­or of M—— sur M——. Those who had pro­nounced this new­com­er to be “an am­bi­tious fel­low,” seized with de­light on this op­por­tu­ni­ty which all men de­sire, to ex­claim, “There! what did we say!” All M—— sur M—— was in an up­roar. The ru­mor was well found­ed. Sev­er­al days lat­er the ap­point­ment ap­peared in the Moni­teur. On the fol­low­ing day Fa­ther Madeleine re­fused.

			In this same year of 1819 the prod­ucts of the new process in­vent­ed by Madeleine fig­ured in the in­dus­tri­al ex­hi­bi­tion; when the ju­ry made their re­port, the King ap­point­ed the in­ven­tor a Cheva­lier of the Le­gion of Hon­or. A fresh ex­cite­ment in the lit­tle town. Well, so it was the cross that he want­ed! Fa­ther Madeleine re­fused the cross.

			De­cid­ed­ly this man was an enig­ma. The good souls got out of their predica­ment by say­ing, “Af­ter all, he is some sort of an ad­ven­tur­er.”

			We have seen that the coun­try owed much to him; the poor owed him ev­ery­thing; he was so use­ful and he was so gen­tle that peo­ple had been obliged to hon­or and re­spect him. His work­men, in par­tic­u­lar, adored him, and he en­dured this ado­ra­tion with a sort of melan­choly grav­i­ty. When he was known to be rich, “peo­ple in so­ci­ety” bowed to him, and he re­ceived in­vi­ta­tions in the town; he was called, in town, Mon­sieur Madeleine; his work­men and the chil­dren con­tin­ued to call him Fa­ther Madeleine, and that was what was most adapt­ed to make him smile. In pro­por­tion as he mount­ed, throve, in­vi­ta­tions rained down up­on him. “So­ci­ety” claimed him for its own. The prim lit­tle draw­ing-rooms on M—— sur M——, which, of course, had at first been closed to the ar­ti­san, opened both leaves of their fold­ing-doors to the mil­lion­aire. They made a thou­sand ad­vances to him. He re­fused.

			This time the good gos­sips had no trou­ble. “He is an ig­no­rant man, of no ed­u­ca­tion. No one knows where he came from. He would not know how to be­have in so­ci­ety. It has not been ab­so­lute­ly proved that he knows how to read.”

			When they saw him mak­ing mon­ey, they said, “He is a man of busi­ness.” When they saw him scat­ter­ing his mon­ey about, they said, “He is an am­bi­tious man.” When he was seen to de­cline hon­ors, they said, “He is an ad­ven­tur­er.” When they saw him re­pulse so­ci­ety, they said, “He is a brute.”

			In 1820, five years af­ter his ar­rival in M—— sur M——, the ser­vices which he had ren­dered to the dis­trict were so daz­zling, the opin­ion of the whole coun­try round about was so unan­i­mous, that the King again ap­point­ed him may­or of the town. He again de­clined; but the pre­fect re­sist­ed his re­fusal, all the no­ta­bil­i­ties of the place came to im­plore him, the peo­ple in the street be­sought him; the urg­ing was so vig­or­ous that he end­ed by ac­cept­ing. It was no­ticed that the thing which seemed chiefly to bring him to a de­ci­sion was the al­most ir­ri­tat­ed apos­tro­phe ad­dressed to him by an old wom­an of the peo­ple, who called to him from her thresh­old, in an an­gry way: “A good may­or is a use­ful thing. Is he draw­ing back be­fore the good which he can do?”

			This was the third phase of his as­cent. Fa­ther Madeleine had be­come Mon­sieur Madeleine. Mon­sieur Madeleine be­came Mon­sieur le Maire.

		
	
		
			
				III

				Sums De­posit­ed with Laf­fitte

			
			On the oth­er hand, he re­mained as sim­ple as on the first day. He had gray hair, a se­ri­ous eye, the sun­burned com­plex­ion of a la­bor­er, the thought­ful vis­age of a philoso­pher. He ha­bit­u­al­ly wore a hat with a wide brim, and a long coat of coarse cloth, but­toned to the chin. He ful­filled his du­ties as may­or; but, with that ex­cep­tion, he lived in soli­tude. He spoke to but few peo­ple. He avoid­ed po­lite at­ten­tions; he es­caped quick­ly; he smiled to re­lieve him­self of the ne­ces­si­ty of talk­ing; he gave, in or­der to get rid of the ne­ces­si­ty for smil­ing. The wom­en said of him, “What a good-na­tured bear!” His plea­sure con­sist­ed in strolling in the fields.

			He al­ways took his meals alone, with an open book be­fore him, which he read. He had a well-se­lect­ed lit­tle li­brary. He loved books; books are cold but safe friends. In pro­por­tion as leisure came to him with for­tune, he seemed to take ad­van­tage of it to cul­ti­vate his mind. It had been ob­served that, ev­er since his ar­rival at M—— sur M——, his lan­guage had grown more pol­ished, more choice, and more gen­tle with ev­ery pass­ing year. He liked to car­ry a gun with him on his strolls, but he rarely made use of it. When he did hap­pen to do so, his shoot­ing was some­thing so in­fal­li­ble as to in­spire ter­ror. He nev­er killed an in­of­fen­sive an­i­mal. He nev­er shot at a lit­tle bird.

			Al­though he was no longer young, it was thought that he was still prodi­gious­ly strong. He of­fered his as­sis­tance to any­one who was in need of it, lift­ed a horse, re­leased a wheel clogged in the mud, or stopped a run­away bull by the horns. He al­ways had his pock­ets full of mon­ey when he went out; but they were emp­ty on his re­turn. When he passed through a vil­lage, the ragged brats ran joy­ous­ly af­ter him, and sur­round­ed him like a swarm of gnats.

			It was thought that he must, in the past, have lived a coun­try life, since he knew all sorts of use­ful se­crets, which he taught to the peas­ants. He taught them how to de­stroy scurf on wheat, by sprin­kling it and the gra­nary and in­un­dat­ing the cracks in the floor with a so­lu­tion of com­mon salt; and how to chase away wee­vils by hang­ing up orviot in bloom ev­ery­where, on the walls and the ceil­ings, among the grass and in the hous­es.

			He had “recipes” for ex­ter­mi­nat­ing from a field, blight, tares, fox­tail, and all par­a­sitic growths which de­stroy the wheat. He de­fend­ed a rab­bit war­ren against rats, sim­ply by the odor of a guinea-pig which he placed in it.

			One day he saw some coun­try peo­ple busi­ly en­gaged in pulling up net­tles; he ex­am­ined the plants, which were up­root­ed and al­ready dried, and said: “They are dead. Nev­er­the­less, it would be a good thing to know how to make use of them. When the net­tle is young, the leaf makes an ex­cel­lent veg­etable; when it is old­er, it has fil­a­ments and fi­bres like hemp and flax. Net­tle cloth is as good as linen cloth. Chopped up, net­tles are good for poul­try; pound­ed, they are good for horned cat­tle. The seed of the net­tle, mixed with fod­der, gives gloss to the hair of an­i­mals; the root, mixed with salt, pro­duces a beau­ti­ful yel­low col­or­ing-mat­ter. More­over, it is an ex­cel­lent hay, which can be cut twice. And what is re­quired for the net­tle? A lit­tle soil, no care, no cul­ture. On­ly the seed falls as it is ripe, and it is dif­fi­cult to col­lect it. That is all. With the ex­er­cise of a lit­tle care, the net­tle could be made use­ful; it is ne­glect­ed and it be­comes hurt­ful. It is ex­ter­mi­nat­ed. How many men re­sem­ble the net­tle!” He added, af­ter a pause: “Re­mem­ber this, my friends: there are no such things as bad plants or bad men. There are on­ly bad cul­ti­va­tors.”

			The chil­dren loved him be­cause he knew how to make charm­ing lit­tle tri­fles of straw and co­conuts.

			When he saw the door of a church hung in black, he en­tered: he sought out fu­ner­als as oth­er men seek chris­ten­ings. Wid­ow­hood and the grief of oth­ers at­tract­ed him, be­cause of his great gen­tle­ness; he min­gled with the friends clad in mourn­ing, with fam­i­lies dressed in black, with the priests groan­ing around a cof­fin. He seemed to like to give to his thoughts for text these fu­ne­re­al psalmodies filled with the vi­sion of the oth­er world. With his eyes fixed on heav­en, he lis­tened with a sort of as­pi­ra­tion to­wards all the mys­ter­ies of the in­fi­nite, those sad voic­es which sing on the verge of the ob­scure abyss of death.

			He per­formed a mul­ti­tude of good ac­tions, con­ceal­ing his agen­cy in them as a man con­ceals him­self be­cause of evil ac­tions. He pen­e­trat­ed hous­es pri­vate­ly, at night; he as­cend­ed stair­cas­es furtive­ly. A poor wretch on re­turn­ing to his at­tic would find that his door had been opened, some­times even forced, dur­ing his ab­sence. The poor man made a clam­or over it: some male­fac­tor had been there! He en­tered, and the first thing he be­held was a piece of gold ly­ing for­got­ten on some piece of fur­ni­ture. The “male­fac­tor” who had been there was Fa­ther Madeleine.

			He was af­fa­ble and sad. The peo­ple said: “There is a rich man who has not a haughty air. There is a hap­py man who has not a con­tent­ed air.”

			Some peo­ple main­tained that he was a mys­te­ri­ous per­son, and that no one ev­er en­tered his cham­ber, which was a reg­u­lar an­chorite’s cell, fur­nished with winged hour­glass­es and en­livened by cross­bones and skulls of dead men! This was much talked of, so that one of the el­e­gant and ma­li­cious young wom­en of M—— sur M—— came to him one day, and asked: “Mon­sieur le Maire, pray show us your cham­ber. It is said to be a grot­to.” He smiled, and in­tro­duced them in­stant­ly in­to this “grot­to.” They were well pun­ished for their cu­rios­i­ty. The room was very sim­ply fur­nished in ma­hogany, which was rather ug­ly, like all fur­ni­ture of that sort, and hung with pa­per worth twelve sous. They could see noth­ing re­mark­able about it, ex­cept two can­dle­sticks of an­tique pat­tern which stood on the chim­ney­p­iece and ap­peared to be sil­ver, “for they were hall-marked,” an ob­ser­va­tion full of the type of wit of pet­ty towns.

			Nev­er­the­less, peo­ple con­tin­ued to say that no one ev­er got in­to the room, and that it was a her­mit’s cave, a mys­te­ri­ous re­treat, a hole, a tomb.

			It was al­so whis­pered about that he had “im­mense” sums de­posit­ed with Laf­fitte, with this pe­cu­liar fea­ture, that they were al­ways at his im­me­di­ate dis­pos­al, so that, it was added, M. Madeleine could make his ap­pear­ance at Laf­fitte’s any morn­ing, sign a re­ceipt, and car­ry off his two or three mil­lions in ten min­utes. In re­al­i­ty, “these two or three mil­lions” were re­duc­ible, as we have said, to six hun­dred and thir­ty or forty thou­sand francs.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				M. Madeleine in Mourn­ing

			
			At the be­gin­ning of 1820 the news­pa­pers an­nounced the death of M. Myriel, Bish­op of D——, sur­named “Mon­seigneur Bi­en­venu,” who had died in the odor of sanc­ti­ty at the age of eighty-two.

			The Bish­op of D—— to sup­ply here a de­tail which the pa­pers omit­ted—had been blind for many years be­fore his death, and con­tent to be blind, as his sis­ter was be­side him.

			Let us re­mark by the way, that to be blind and to be loved, is, in fact, one of the most strange­ly ex­quis­ite forms of hap­pi­ness up­on this earth, where noth­ing is com­plete. To have con­tin­u­al­ly at one’s side a wom­an, a daugh­ter, a sis­ter, a charm­ing be­ing, who is there be­cause you need her and be­cause she can­not do with­out you; to know that we are in­dis­pens­able to a per­son who is nec­es­sary to us; to be able to in­ces­sant­ly mea­sure one’s af­fec­tion by the amount of her pres­ence which she be­stows on us, and to say to our­selves, “Since she con­se­crates the whole of her time to me, it is be­cause I pos­sess the whole of her heart;” to be­hold her thought in lieu of her face; to be able to ver­i­fy the fi­deli­ty of one be­ing amid the eclipse of the world; to re­gard the rus­tle of a gown as the sound of wings; to hear her come and go, re­tire, speak, re­turn, sing, and to think that one is the cen­tre of these steps, of this speech; to man­i­fest at each in­stant one’s per­son­al at­trac­tion; to feel one’s self all the more pow­er­ful be­cause of one’s in­fir­mi­ty; to be­come in one’s ob­scu­ri­ty, and through one’s ob­scu­ri­ty, the star around which this an­gel grav­i­tates—few fe­lic­i­ties equal this. The supreme hap­pi­ness of life con­sists in the con­vic­tion that one is loved; loved for one’s own sake—let us say rather, loved in spite of one’s self; this con­vic­tion the blind man pos­sess­es. To be served in dis­tress is to be ca­ressed. Does he lack any­thing? No. One does not lose the sight when one has love. And what love! A love whol­ly con­sti­tut­ed of virtue! There is no blind­ness where there is cer­tain­ty. Soul seeks soul, grop­ing­ly, and finds it. And this soul, found and test­ed, is a wom­an. A hand sus­tains you; it is hers: a mouth light­ly touch­es your brow; it is her mouth: you hear a breath very near you; it is hers. To have ev­ery­thing of her, from her wor­ship to her pity, nev­er to be left, to have that sweet weak­ness aid­ing you, to lean up­on that im­mov­able reed, to touch Prov­i­dence with one’s hands, and to be able to take it in one’s arms—God made tan­gi­ble—what bliss! The heart, that ob­scure, ce­les­tial flow­er, un­der­goes a mys­te­ri­ous blos­som­ing. One would not ex­change that shad­ow for all bright­ness! The an­gel soul is there, un­in­ter­rupt­ed­ly there; if she de­parts, it is but to re­turn again; she van­ish­es like a dream, and reap­pears like re­al­i­ty. One feels warmth ap­proach­ing, and be­hold! she is there. One over­flows with seren­i­ty, with gayety, with ec­sta­sy; one is a ra­di­ance amid the night. And there are a thou­sand lit­tle cares. Noth­ings, which are enor­mous in that void. The most in­ef­fa­ble ac­cents of the fem­i­nine voice em­ployed to lull you, and sup­ply­ing the van­ished uni­verse to you. One is ca­ressed with the soul. One sees noth­ing, but one feels that one is adored. It is a par­adise of shad­ows.

			It was from this par­adise that Mon­seigneur Wel­come had passed to the oth­er.

			The an­nounce­ment of his death was reprint­ed by the lo­cal jour­nal of M—— sur M——. On the fol­low­ing day, M. Madeleine ap­peared clad whol­ly in black, and with crape on his hat.

			This mourn­ing was no­ticed in the town, and com­ment­ed on. It seemed to throw a light on M. Madeleine’s ori­gin. It was con­clud­ed that some re­la­tion­ship ex­ist­ed be­tween him and the ven­er­a­ble Bish­op. “He has gone in­to mourn­ing for the Bish­op of D——” said the draw­ing-rooms; this raised M. Madeleine’s cred­it great­ly, and pro­cured for him, in­stant­ly and at one blow, a cer­tain con­sid­er­a­tion in the no­ble world of M—— sur M——. The mi­cro­scop­ic Faubourg Saint-Ger­main of the place med­i­tat­ed rais­ing the quar­an­tine against M. Madeleine, the prob­a­ble rel­a­tive of a bish­op. M. Madeleine per­ceived the ad­vance­ment which he had ob­tained, by the more nu­mer­ous cour­te­sies of the old wom­en and the more plen­ti­ful smiles of the young ones. One evening, a ruler in that pet­ty great world, who was cu­ri­ous by right of se­nior­i­ty, ven­tured to ask him, “M. le Maire is doubt­less a cousin of the late Bish­op of D——?”

			He said, “No, Madame.”

			“But,” re­sumed the dowa­ger, “you are wear­ing mourn­ing for him.”

			He replied, “It is be­cause I was a ser­vant in his fam­i­ly in my youth.”

			An­oth­er thing which was re­marked, was, that ev­ery time that he en­coun­tered in the town a young Savo­yard who was roam­ing about the coun­try and seek­ing chim­neys to sweep, the may­or had him sum­moned, in­quired his name, and gave him mon­ey. The lit­tle Savo­yards told each oth­er about it: a great many of them passed that way.

		
	
		
			
				V

				Vague Flash­es on the Hori­zon

			
			Lit­tle by lit­tle, and in the course of time, all this op­po­si­tion sub­sid­ed. There had at first been ex­er­cised against M. Madeleine, in virtue of a sort of law which all those who rise must sub­mit to, black­en­ing and calum­nies; then they grew to be noth­ing more than ill-na­ture, then mere­ly ma­li­cious re­marks, then even this en­tire­ly dis­ap­peared; re­spect be­came com­plete, unan­i­mous, cor­dial, and to­wards 1821 the mo­ment ar­rived when the word “Mon­sieur le Maire” was pro­nounced at M—— sur M—— with al­most the same ac­cent as “Mon­seigneur the Bish­op” had been pro­nounced in D—— in 1815. Peo­ple came from a dis­tance of ten leagues around to con­sult M. Madeleine. He put an end to dif­fer­ences, he pre­vent­ed law­suits, he rec­on­ciled en­e­mies. Ev­ery­one took him for the judge, and with good rea­son. It seemed as though he had for a soul the book of the nat­u­ral law. It was like an epi­dem­ic of ven­er­a­tion, which in the course of six or sev­en years grad­u­al­ly took pos­ses­sion of the whole dis­trict.

			One sin­gle man in the town, in the ar­rondisse­ment, ab­so­lute­ly es­caped this con­ta­gion, and, what­ev­er Fa­ther Madeleine did, re­mained his op­po­nent as though a sort of in­cor­rupt­ible and im­per­turbable in­stinct kept him on the alert and un­easy. It seems, in fact, as though there ex­ist­ed in cer­tain men a ver­i­ta­ble bes­tial in­stinct, though pure and up­right, like all in­stincts, which cre­ates an­tipathies and sym­pa­thies, which fa­tal­ly sep­a­rates one na­ture from an­oth­er na­ture, which does not hes­i­tate, which feels no dis­qui­et, which does not hold its peace, and which nev­er be­lies it­self, clear in its ob­scu­ri­ty, in­fal­li­ble, im­pe­ri­ous, in­tractable, stub­born to all coun­sels of the in­tel­li­gence and to all the dis­sol­vents of rea­son, and which, in what­ev­er man­ner des­tinies are ar­ranged, se­cret­ly warns the man-dog of the pres­ence of the man-cat, and the man-fox of the pres­ence of the man-li­on.

			It fre­quent­ly hap­pened that when M. Madeleine was pass­ing along a street, calm, af­fec­tion­ate, sur­round­ed by the bless­ings of all, a man of lofty stature, clad in an iron-gray frock-coat, armed with a heavy cane, and wear­ing a bat­tered hat, turned round abrupt­ly be­hind him, and fol­lowed him with his eyes un­til he dis­ap­peared, with fold­ed arms and a slow shake of the head, and his up­per lip raised in com­pa­ny with his low­er to his nose, a sort of sig­nif­i­cant gri­mace which might be trans­lat­ed by: “What is that man, af­ter all? I cer­tain­ly have seen him some­where. In any case, I am not his dupe.”

			This per­son, grave with a grav­i­ty which was al­most men­ac­ing, was one of those men who, even when on­ly seen by a rapid glimpse, ar­rest the spec­ta­tor’s at­ten­tion.

			His name was Javert, and he be­longed to the po­lice.

			At M—— sur M—— he ex­er­cised the un­pleas­ant but use­ful func­tions of an in­spec­tor. He had not seen Madeleine’s be­gin­nings. Javert owed the post which he oc­cu­pied to the pro­tec­tion of M. Chabouil­let, the sec­re­tary of the Min­is­ter of State, Comte An­glès, then pre­fect of po­lice at Paris. When Javert ar­rived at M—— sur M—— the for­tune of the great man­u­fac­tur­er was al­ready made, and Fa­ther Madeleine had be­come Mon­sieur Madeleine.

			Cer­tain po­lice of­fi­cers have a pe­cu­liar phys­iog­no­my, which is com­pli­cat­ed with an air of base­ness min­gled with an air of au­thor­i­ty. Javert pos­sessed this phys­iog­no­my mi­nus the base­ness.

			It is our con­vic­tion that if souls were vis­i­ble to the eyes, we should be able to see dis­tinct­ly that strange thing that each one in­di­vid­u­al of the hu­man race cor­re­sponds to some­one of the species of the an­i­mal cre­ation; and we could eas­i­ly rec­og­nize this truth, hard­ly per­ceived by the thinker, that from the oys­ter to the ea­gle, from the pig to the tiger, all an­i­mals ex­ist in man, and that each one of them is in a man. Some­times even sev­er­al of them at a time.

			An­i­mals are noth­ing else than the fig­ures of our virtues and our vices, stray­ing be­fore our eyes, the vis­i­ble phan­toms of our souls. God shows them to us in or­der to in­duce us to re­flect. On­ly since an­i­mals are mere shad­ows, God has not made them ca­pa­ble of ed­u­ca­tion in the full sense of the word; what is the use? On the con­trary, our souls be­ing re­al­i­ties and hav­ing a goal which is ap­pro­pri­ate to them, God has be­stowed on them in­tel­li­gence; that is to say, the pos­si­bil­i­ty of ed­u­ca­tion. So­cial ed­u­ca­tion, when well done, can al­ways draw from a soul, of what­ev­er sort it may be, the util­i­ty which it con­tains.

			This, be it said, is of course from the re­strict­ed point of view of the ter­res­tri­al life which is ap­par­ent, and with­out pre­judg­ing the pro­found ques­tion of the an­te­ri­or or ul­te­ri­or per­son­al­i­ty of the be­ings which are not man. The vis­i­ble I in no­wise au­tho­rizes the thinker to de­ny the la­tent I. Hav­ing made this reser­va­tion, let us pass on.

			Now, if the read­er will ad­mit, for a mo­ment, with us, that in ev­ery man there is one of the an­i­mal species of cre­ation, it will be easy for us to say what there was in Po­lice Of­fi­cer Javert.

			The peas­ants of As­turias are con­vinced that in ev­ery lit­ter of wolves there is one dog, which is killed by the moth­er be­cause, oth­er­wise, as he grew up, he would de­vour the oth­er lit­tle ones.

			Give to this dog-son of a wolf a hu­man face, and the re­sult will be Javert.

			Javert had been born in prison, of a for­tune-tell­er, whose hus­band was in the gal­leys. As he grew up, he thought that he was out­side the pale of so­ci­ety, and he de­spaired of ev­er re-en­ter­ing it. He ob­served that so­ci­ety un­par­don­ing­ly ex­cludes two class­es of men—those who at­tack it and those who guard it; he had no choice ex­cept be­tween these two class­es; at the same time, he was con­scious of an in­de­scrib­able foun­da­tion of rigid­i­ty, reg­u­lar­i­ty, and pro­bity, com­pli­cat­ed with an in­ex­press­ible ha­tred for the race of bo­hemi­ans whence he was sprung. He en­tered the po­lice; he suc­ceed­ed there. At forty years of age he was an in­spec­tor.

			Dur­ing his youth he had been em­ployed in the con­vict es­tab­lish­ments of the South.

			Be­fore pro­ceed­ing fur­ther, let us come to an un­der­stand­ing as to the words, “hu­man face,” which we have just ap­plied to Javert.

			The hu­man face of Javert con­sist­ed of a flat nose, with two deep nos­trils, to­wards which enor­mous whiskers as­cend­ed on his cheeks. One felt ill at ease when he saw these two forests and these two cav­erns for the first time. When Javert laughed—and his laugh was rare and ter­ri­ble—his thin lips part­ed and re­vealed to view not on­ly his teeth, but his gums, and around his nose there formed a flat­tened and sav­age fold, as on the muz­zle of a wild beast. Javert, se­ri­ous, was a watch­dog; when he laughed, he was a tiger. As for the rest, he had very lit­tle skull and a great deal of jaw; his hair con­cealed his fore­head and fell over his eye­brows; be­tween his eyes there was a per­ma­nent, cen­tral frown, like an im­print of wrath; his gaze was ob­scure; his mouth pursed up and ter­ri­ble; his air that of fe­ro­cious com­mand.

			This man was com­posed of two very sim­ple and two very good sen­ti­ments, com­par­a­tive­ly; but he ren­dered them al­most bad, by dint of ex­ag­ger­at­ing them—re­spect for au­thor­i­ty, ha­tred of re­bel­lion; and in his eyes, mur­der, rob­bery, all crimes, are on­ly forms of re­bel­lion. He en­veloped in a blind and pro­found faith ev­ery­one who had a func­tion in the state, from the prime min­is­ter to the ru­ral po­lice­man. He cov­ered with scorn, aver­sion, and dis­gust ev­ery­one who had once crossed the le­gal thresh­old of evil. He was ab­so­lute, and ad­mit­ted no ex­cep­tions. On the one hand, he said, “The func­tionary can make no mis­take; the mag­is­trate is nev­er the wrong.” On the oth­er hand, he said, “These men are ir­re­me­di­a­bly lost. Noth­ing good can come from them.” He ful­ly shared the opin­ion of those ex­treme minds which at­tribute to hu­man law I know not what pow­er of mak­ing, or, if the read­er will have it so, of au­then­ti­cat­ing, demons, and who place a Styx at the base of so­ci­ety. He was sto­ical, se­ri­ous, aus­tere; a melan­choly dream­er, hum­ble and haughty, like fa­nat­ics. His glance was like a gim­let, cold and pierc­ing. His whole life hung on these two words: watch­ful­ness and su­per­vi­sion. He had in­tro­duced a straight line in­to what is the most crooked thing in the world; he pos­sessed the con­science of his use­ful­ness, the re­li­gion of his func­tions, and he was a spy as oth­er men are priests. Woe to the man who fell in­to his hands! He would have ar­rest­ed his own fa­ther, if the lat­ter had es­caped from the gal­leys, and would have de­nounced his moth­er, if she had bro­ken her ban. And he would have done it with that sort of in­ward sat­is­fac­tion which is con­ferred by virtue. And, with­al, a life of pri­va­tion, iso­la­tion, ab­ne­ga­tion, chasti­ty, with nev­er a di­ver­sion. It was im­pla­ca­ble du­ty; the po­lice un­der­stood, as the Spar­tans un­der­stood Spar­ta, a piti­less ly­ing in wait, a fe­ro­cious hon­esty, a mar­ble in­former, Bru­tus in Vi­docq.

			Javert’s whole per­son was ex­pres­sive of the man who spies and who with­draws him­self from ob­ser­va­tion. The mys­ti­cal school of Joseph de Maistre, which at that epoch sea­soned with lofty cos­mogony those things which were called the ul­tra news­pa­pers, would not have failed to de­clare that Javert was a sym­bol. His brow was not vis­i­ble; it dis­ap­peared be­neath his hat: his eyes were not vis­i­ble, since they were lost un­der his eye­brows: his chin was not vis­i­ble, for it was plunged in his cra­vat: his hands were not vis­i­ble; they were drawn up in his sleeves: and his cane was not vis­i­ble; he car­ried it un­der his coat. But when the oc­ca­sion pre­sent­ed it­self, there was sud­den­ly seen to emerge from all this shad­ow, as from an am­bus­cade, a nar­row and an­gu­lar fore­head, a bale­ful glance, a threat­en­ing chin, enor­mous hands, and a mon­strous cud­gel.

			In his leisure mo­ments, which were far from fre­quent, he read, al­though he hat­ed books; this caused him to be not whol­ly il­lit­er­ate. This could be rec­og­nized by some em­pha­sis in his speech.

			As we have said, he had no vices. When he was pleased with him­self, he per­mit­ted him­self a pinch of snuff. There­in lay his con­nec­tion with hu­man­i­ty.

			The read­er will have no dif­fi­cul­ty in un­der­stand­ing that Javert was the ter­ror of that whole class which the an­nu­al sta­tis­tics of the Min­istry of Jus­tice des­ig­nates un­der the rubric, Va­grants. The name of Javert rout­ed them by its mere ut­ter­ance; the face of Javert pet­ri­fied them at sight.

			Such was this for­mi­da­ble man.

			Javert was like an eye con­stant­ly fixed on M. Madeleine. An eye full of sus­pi­cion and con­jec­ture. M. Madeleine had fi­nal­ly per­ceived the fact; but it seemed to be of no im­por­tance to him. He did not even put a ques­tion to Javert; he nei­ther sought nor avoid­ed him; he bore that em­bar­rass­ing and al­most op­pres­sive gaze with­out ap­pear­ing to no­tice it. He treat­ed Javert with ease and cour­tesy, as he did all the rest of the world.

			It was di­vined, from some words which es­caped Javert, that he had se­cret­ly in­ves­ti­gat­ed, with that cu­rios­i­ty which be­longs to the race, and in­to which there en­ters as much in­stinct as will, all the an­te­ri­or traces which Fa­ther Madeleine might have left else­where. He seemed to know, and he some­times said in covert words, that some­one had gleaned cer­tain in­for­ma­tion in a cer­tain dis­trict about a fam­i­ly which had dis­ap­peared. Once he chanced to say, as he was talk­ing to him­self, “I think I have him!” Then he re­mained pen­sive for three days, and ut­tered not a word. It seemed that the thread which he thought he held had bro­ken.

			More­over, and this fur­nish­es the nec­es­sary cor­rec­tive for the too ab­so­lute sense which cer­tain words might present, there can be noth­ing re­al­ly in­fal­li­ble in a hu­man crea­ture, and the pe­cu­liar­i­ty of in­stinct is that it can be­come con­fused, thrown off the track, and de­feat­ed. Oth­er­wise, it would be su­pe­ri­or to in­tel­li­gence, and the beast would be found to be pro­vid­ed with a bet­ter light than man.

			Javert was ev­i­dent­ly some­what dis­con­cert­ed by the per­fect nat­u­ral­ness and tran­quil­li­ty of M. Madeleine.

			One day, nev­er­the­less, his strange man­ner ap­peared to pro­duce an im­pres­sion on M. Madeleine. It was on the fol­low­ing oc­ca­sion.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				Fa­ther Fauchelevent

			
			One morn­ing M. Madeleine was pass­ing through an un­paved al­ley of M—— sur M——; he heard a noise, and saw a group some dis­tance away. He ap­proached. An old man named Fa­ther Fauchelevent had just fall­en be­neath his cart, his horse hav­ing tum­bled down.

			This Fauchelevent was one of the few en­e­mies whom M. Madeleine had at that time. When Madeleine ar­rived in the neigh­bor­hood, Fauchelevent, an ex-no­tary and a peas­ant who was al­most ed­u­cat­ed, had a busi­ness which was be­gin­ning to be in a bad way. Fauchelevent had seen this sim­ple work­man grow rich, while he, a lawyer, was be­ing ru­ined. This had filled him with jeal­ousy, and he had done all he could, on ev­ery oc­ca­sion, to in­jure Madeleine. Then bank­rupt­cy had come; and as the old man had noth­ing left but a cart and a horse, and nei­ther fam­i­ly nor chil­dren, he had turned carter.

			The horse had two bro­ken legs and could not rise. The old man was caught in the wheels. The fall had been so un­lucky that the whole weight of the ve­hi­cle rest­ed on his breast. The cart was quite heav­i­ly laden. Fa­ther Fauchelevent was rat­tling in the throat in the most lam­en­ta­ble man­ner. They had tried, but in vain, to drag him out. An un­me­thod­i­cal ef­fort, aid awk­ward­ly giv­en, a wrong shake, might kill him. It was im­pos­si­ble to dis­en­gage him oth­er­wise than by lift­ing the ve­hi­cle off of him. Javert, who had come up at the mo­ment of the ac­ci­dent, had sent for a jackscrew.

			M. Madeleine ar­rived. Peo­ple stood aside re­spect­ful­ly.

			“Help!” cried old Fauchelevent. “Who will be good and save the old man?”

			M. Madeleine turned to­wards those present:—

			“Is there a jackscrew to be had?”

			“One has been sent for,” an­swered the peas­ant.

			“How long will it take to get it?”

			“They have gone for the near­est, to Fla­chot’s place, where there is a far­ri­er; but it makes no dif­fer­ence; it will take a good quar­ter of an hour.”

			“A quar­ter of an hour!” ex­claimed Madeleine.

			It had rained on the pre­ced­ing night; the soil was soaked.

			The cart was sink­ing deep­er in­to the earth ev­ery mo­ment, and crush­ing the old carter’s breast more and more. It was ev­i­dent that his ribs would be bro­ken in five min­utes more.

			“It is im­pos­si­ble to wait an­oth­er quar­ter of an hour,” said Madeleine to the peas­ants, who were star­ing at him.

			“We must!”

			“But it will be too late then! Don’t you see that the cart is sink­ing?”

			“Well!”

			“Lis­ten,” re­sumed Madeleine; “there is still room enough un­der the cart to al­low a man to crawl be­neath it and raise it with his back. On­ly half a minute, and the poor man can be tak­en out. Is there any­one here who has stout loins and heart? There are five louis d’or to be earned!”

			Not a man in the group stirred.

			“Ten louis,” said Madeleine.

			The per­sons present dropped their eyes. One of them mut­tered: “A man would need to be dev­il­ish strong. And then he runs the risk of get­ting crushed!”

			“Come,” be­gan Madeleine again, “twen­ty louis.”

			The same si­lence.

			“It is not the will which is lack­ing,” said a voice.

			M. Madeleine turned round, and rec­og­nized Javert. He had not no­ticed him on his ar­rival.

			Javert went on:—

			“It is strength. One would have to be a ter­ri­ble man to do such a thing as lift a cart like that on his back.”

			Then, gaz­ing fixed­ly at M. Madeleine, he went on, em­pha­siz­ing ev­ery word that he ut­tered:—

			“Mon­sieur Madeleine, I have nev­er known but one man ca­pa­ble of do­ing what you ask.”

			Madeleine shud­dered.

			Javert added, with an air of in­dif­fer­ence, but with­out re­mov­ing his eyes from Madeleine:—

			“He was a con­vict.”

			“Ah!” said Madeleine.

			“In the gal­leys at Toulon.”

			Madeleine turned pale.

			Mean­while, the cart con­tin­ued to sink slow­ly. Fa­ther Fauchelevent rat­tled in the throat, and shrieked:—

			“I am stran­gling! My ribs are break­ing! a screw! some­thing! Ah!”

			Madeleine glanced about him.

			“Is there, then, no one who wish­es to earn twen­ty louis and save the life of this poor old man?”

			No one stirred. Javert re­sumed:—

			“I have nev­er known but one man who could take the place of a screw, and he was that con­vict.”

			“Ah! It is crush­ing me!” cried the old man.

			Madeleine raised his head, met Javert’s fal­con eye still fixed up­on him, looked at the mo­tion­less peas­ants, and smiled sad­ly. Then, with­out say­ing a word, he fell on his knees, and be­fore the crowd had even had time to ut­ter a cry, he was un­der­neath the ve­hi­cle.

			A ter­ri­ble mo­ment of ex­pec­ta­tion and si­lence en­sued.

			They be­held Madeleine, al­most flat on his stom­ach be­neath that ter­ri­ble weight, make two vain ef­forts to bring his knees and his el­bows to­geth­er. They shout­ed to him, “Fa­ther Madeleine, come out!” Old Fauchelevent him­self said to him, “Mon­sieur Madeleine, go away! You see that I am fat­ed to die! Leave me! You will get your­self crushed al­so!” Madeleine made no re­ply.

			All the spec­ta­tors were pant­ing. The wheels had con­tin­ued to sink, and it had be­come al­most im­pos­si­ble for Madeleine to make his way from un­der the ve­hi­cle.

			Sud­den­ly the enor­mous mass was seen to quiver, the cart rose slow­ly, the wheels half emerged from the ruts. They heard a sti­fled voice cry­ing, “Make haste! Help!” It was Madeleine, who had just made a fi­nal ef­fort.

			They rushed for­wards. The de­vo­tion of a sin­gle man had giv­en force and courage to all. The cart was raised by twen­ty arms. Old Fauchelevent was saved.

			Madeleine rose. He was pale, though drip­ping with per­spi­ra­tion. His clothes were torn and cov­ered with mud. All wept. The old man kissed his knees and called him the good God. As for him, he bore up­on his coun­te­nance an in­de­scrib­able ex­pres­sion of hap­py and ce­les­tial suf­fer­ing, and he fixed his tran­quil eye on Javert, who was still star­ing at him.

		
	
		
			
				VII

				Fauchelevent Be­comes a Gar­den­er in Paris

			
			Fauchelevent had dis­lo­cat­ed his kneep­an in his fall. Fa­ther Madeleine had him con­veyed to an in­fir­mary which he had es­tab­lished for his work­men in the fac­to­ry build­ing it­self, and which was served by two sis­ters of char­i­ty. On the fol­low­ing morn­ing the old man found a thou­sand-franc ban­knote on his night-stand, with these words in Fa­ther Madeleine’s writ­ing: “I pur­chase your horse and cart.” The cart was bro­ken, and the horse was dead. Fauchelevent re­cov­ered, but his knee re­mained stiff. M. Madeleine, on the rec­om­men­da­tion of the sis­ters of char­i­ty and of his priest, got the good man a place as gar­den­er in a fe­male con­vent in the Rue Saint-An­toine in Paris.

			Some time af­ter­wards, M. Madeleine was ap­point­ed may­or. The first time that Javert be­held M. Madeleine clothed in the scarf which gave him au­thor­i­ty over the town, he felt the sort of shud­der which a watch­dog might ex­pe­ri­ence on smelling a wolf in his mas­ter’s clothes. From that time forth he avoid­ed him as much as he pos­si­bly could. When the re­quire­ments of the ser­vice im­per­a­tive­ly de­mand­ed it, and he could not do oth­er­wise than meet the may­or, he ad­dressed him with pro­found re­spect.

			This pros­per­i­ty cre­at­ed at M—— sur M—— by Fa­ther Madeleine had, be­sides the vis­i­ble signs which we have men­tioned, an­oth­er symp­tom which was none­the­less sig­nif­i­cant for not be­ing vis­i­ble. This nev­er de­ceives. When the pop­u­la­tion suf­fers, when work is lack­ing, when there is no com­merce, the tax­pay­er re­sists im­posts through penury, he ex­hausts and over­steps his respite, and the state ex­pends a great deal of mon­ey in the charges for com­pelling and col­lec­tion. When work is abun­dant, when the coun­try is rich and hap­py, the tax­es are paid eas­i­ly and cost the state noth­ing. It may be said, that there is one in­fal­li­ble ther­mome­ter of the pub­lic mis­ery and rich­es—the cost of col­lect­ing the tax­es. In the course of sev­en years the ex­pense of col­lect­ing the tax­es had di­min­ished three-fourths in the ar­rondisse­ment of M—— sur M——, and this led to this ar­rondisse­ment be­ing fre­quent­ly cit­ed from all the rest by M. de Vil­lèle, then Min­is­ter of Fi­nance.

			Such was the con­di­tion of the coun­try when Fan­tine re­turned thith­er. No one re­mem­bered her. For­tu­nate­ly, the door of M. Madeleine’s fac­to­ry was like the face of a friend. She pre­sent­ed her­self there, and was ad­mit­ted to the wom­en’s work­room. The trade was en­tire­ly new to Fan­tine; she could not be very skil­ful at it, and she there­fore earned but lit­tle by her day’s work; but it was suf­fi­cient; the prob­lem was solved; she was earn­ing her liv­ing.

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				Madame Vic­turnien Ex­pends Thir­ty Francs on Moral­i­ty

			
			When Fan­tine saw that she was mak­ing her liv­ing, she felt joy­ful for a mo­ment. To live hon­est­ly by her own la­bor, what mer­cy from heav­en! The taste for work had re­al­ly re­turned to her. She bought a look­ing-glass, took plea­sure in sur­vey­ing in it her youth, her beau­ti­ful hair, her fine teeth; she for­got many things; she thought on­ly of Cosette and of the pos­si­ble fu­ture, and was al­most hap­py. She hired a lit­tle room and fur­nished on cred­it on the strength of her fu­ture work—a lin­ger­ing trace of her im­prov­i­dent ways. As she was not able to say that she was mar­ried she took good care, as we have seen, not to men­tion her lit­tle girl.

			At first, as the read­er has seen, she paid the Thé­nardiers prompt­ly. As she on­ly knew how to sign her name, she was obliged to write through a pub­lic let­ter-writ­er.

			She wrote of­ten, and this was no­ticed. It be­gan to be said in an un­der­tone, in the wom­en’s work­room, that Fan­tine “wrote let­ters” and that “she had ways about her.”

			There is no one for spy­ing on peo­ple’s ac­tions like those who are not con­cerned in them. Why does that gen­tle­man nev­er come ex­cept at night­fall? Why does Mr. So-and-So nev­er hang his key on its nail on Tues­day? Why does he al­ways take the nar­row streets? Why does Madame al­ways de­scend from her hack­ney-coach be­fore reach­ing her house? Why does she send out to pur­chase six sheets of note pa­per, when she has a “whole sta­tion­er’s shop full of it?” etc. There ex­ist be­ings who, for the sake of ob­tain­ing the key to these enig­mas, which are, more­over, of no con­se­quence what­ev­er to them, spend more mon­ey, waste more time, take more trou­ble, than would be re­quired for ten good ac­tions, and that gra­tu­itous­ly, for their own plea­sure, with­out re­ceiv­ing any oth­er pay­ment for their cu­rios­i­ty than cu­rios­i­ty. They will fol­low up such and such a man or wom­an for whole days; they will do sen­try du­ty for hours at a time on the cor­ners of the streets, un­der al­ley­way doors at night, in cold and rain; they will bribe er­rand-porters, they will make the driv­ers of hack­ney-coach­es and lack­eys tip­sy, buy a wait­ing-maid, sub­orn a porter. Why? For no rea­son. A pure pas­sion for see­ing, know­ing, and pen­e­trat­ing in­to things. A pure itch for talk­ing. And of­ten these se­crets once known, these mys­ter­ies made pub­lic, these enig­mas il­lu­mi­nat­ed by the light of day, bring on catas­tro­phies, du­els, fail­ures, the ru­in of fam­i­lies, and bro­ken lives, to the great joy of those who have “found out ev­ery­thing,” with­out any in­ter­est in the mat­ter, and by pure in­stinct. A sad thing.

			Cer­tain per­sons are ma­li­cious sole­ly through a ne­ces­si­ty for talk­ing. Their con­ver­sa­tion, the chat of the draw­ing-room, gos­sip of the an­te­room, is like those chim­neys which con­sume wood rapid­ly; they need a great amount of com­bustibles; and their com­bustibles are fur­nished by their neigh­bors.

			So Fan­tine was watched.

			In ad­di­tion, many a one was jeal­ous of her gold­en hair and of her white teeth.

			It was re­marked that in the work­room she of­ten turned aside, in the midst of the rest, to wipe away a tear. These were the mo­ments when she was think­ing of her child; per­haps, al­so, of the man whom she had loved.

			Break­ing the gloomy bonds of the past is a mourn­ful task.

			It was ob­served that she wrote twice a month at least, and that she paid the car­riage on the let­ter. They man­aged to ob­tain the ad­dress: Mon­sieur, Mon­sieur Thé­nardier, innkeep­er at Mont­fer­meil. The pub­lic writ­er, a good old man who could not fill his stom­ach with red wine with­out emp­ty­ing his pock­et of se­crets, was made to talk in the wine-shop. In short, it was dis­cov­ered that Fan­tine had a child. “She must be a pret­ty sort of a wom­an.” An old gos­sip was found, who made the trip to Mont­fer­meil, talked to the Thé­nardiers, and said on her re­turn: “For my five and thir­ty francs I have freed my mind. I have seen the child.”

			The gos­sip who did this thing was a gor­gon named Madame Vic­turnien, the guardian and door­keep­er of ev­ery­one’s virtue. Madame Vic­turnien was fifty-six, and re­in­forced the mask of ug­li­ness with the mask of age. A qua­ver­ing voice, a whim­si­cal mind. This old dame had once been young—as­ton­ish­ing fact! In her youth, in ’93, she had mar­ried a monk who had fled from his clois­ter in a red cap, and passed from the Bernar­dines to the Ja­cobins. She was dry, rough, peev­ish, sharp, cap­tious, al­most ven­omous; all this in mem­o­ry of her monk, whose wid­ow she was, and who had ruled over her mas­ter­ful­ly and bent her to his will. She was a net­tle in which the rus­tle of the cas­sock was vis­i­ble. At the Restora­tion she had turned big­ot, and that with so much en­er­gy that the priests had for­giv­en her her monk. She had a small prop­er­ty, which she be­queathed with much os­ten­ta­tion to a re­li­gious com­mu­ni­ty. She was in high fa­vor at the epis­co­pal palace of Ar­ras. So this Madame Vic­turnien went to Mont­fer­meil, and re­turned with the re­mark, “I have seen the child.”

			All this took time. Fan­tine had been at the fac­to­ry for more than a year, when, one morn­ing, the su­per­in­ten­dent of the work­room hand­ed her fifty francs from the may­or, told her that she was no longer em­ployed in the shop, and re­quest­ed her, in the may­or’s name, to leave the neigh­bor­hood.

			This was the very month when the Thé­nardiers, af­ter hav­ing de­mand­ed twelve francs in­stead of six, had just ex­act­ed fif­teen francs in­stead of twelve.

			Fan­tine was over­whelmed. She could not leave the neigh­bor­hood; she was in debt for her rent and fur­ni­ture. Fifty francs was not suf­fi­cient to can­cel this debt. She stam­mered a few sup­pli­cat­ing words. The su­per­in­ten­dent or­dered her to leave the shop on the in­stant. Be­sides, Fan­tine was on­ly a mod­er­ate­ly good work­wom­an. Over­come with shame, even more than with de­spair, she quit­ted the shop, and re­turned to her room. So her fault was now known to ev­ery­one.

			She no longer felt strong enough to say a word. She was ad­vised to see the may­or; she did not dare. The may­or had giv­en her fifty francs be­cause he was good, and had dis­missed her be­cause he was just. She bowed be­fore the de­ci­sion.

		
	
		
			
				IX

				Madame Vic­turnien’s Suc­cess

			
			So the monk’s wid­ow was good for some­thing.

			But M. Madeleine had heard noth­ing of all this. Life is full of just such com­bi­na­tions of events. M. Madeleine was in the habit of al­most nev­er en­ter­ing the wom­en’s work­room.

			At the head of this room he had placed an el­der­ly spin­ster, whom the priest had pro­vid­ed for him, and he had full con­fi­dence in this su­per­in­ten­dent—a tru­ly re­spectable per­son, firm, eq­ui­table, up­right, full of the char­i­ty which con­sists in giv­ing, but not hav­ing in the same de­gree that char­i­ty which con­sists in un­der­stand­ing and in for­giv­ing. M. Madeleine re­lied whol­ly on her. The best men are of­ten obliged to del­e­gate their au­thor­i­ty. It was with this full pow­er, and the con­vic­tion that she was do­ing right, that the su­per­in­ten­dent had in­sti­tut­ed the suit, judged, con­demned, and ex­e­cut­ed Fan­tine.

			As re­gards the fifty francs, she had giv­en them from a fund which M. Madeleine had en­trust­ed to her for char­i­ta­ble pur­pos­es, and for giv­ing as­sis­tance to the work­wom­en, and of which she ren­dered no ac­count.

			Fan­tine tried to ob­tain a sit­u­a­tion as a ser­vant in the neigh­bor­hood; she went from house to house. No one would have her. She could not leave town. The sec­ond­hand deal­er, to whom she was in debt for her fur­ni­ture—and what fur­ni­ture!—said to her, “If you leave, I will have you ar­rest­ed as a thief.” The house­hold­er, whom she owed for her rent, said to her, “You are young and pret­ty; you can pay.” She di­vid­ed the fifty francs be­tween the land­lord and the fur­ni­ture-deal­er, re­turned to the lat­ter three-quar­ters of his goods, kept on­ly nec­es­saries, and found her­self with­out work, with­out a trade, with noth­ing but her bed, and still about fifty francs in debt.

			She be­gan to make coarse shirts for sol­diers of the gar­ri­son, and earned twelve sous a day. Her daugh­ter cost her ten. It was at this point that she be­gan to pay the Thé­nardiers ir­reg­u­lar­ly.

			How­ev­er, the old wom­an who light­ed her can­dle for her when she re­turned at night, taught her the art of liv­ing in mis­ery. Back of liv­ing on lit­tle, there is the liv­ing on noth­ing. These are the two cham­bers; the first is dark, the sec­ond is black.

			Fan­tine learned how to live with­out fire en­tire­ly in the win­ter; how to give up a bird which eats a half a far­thing’s worth of mil­let ev­ery two days; how to make a cov­er­let of one’s pet­ti­coat, and a pet­ti­coat of one’s cov­er­let; how to save one’s can­dle, by tak­ing one’s meals by the light of the op­po­site win­dow. No one knows all that cer­tain fee­ble crea­tures, who have grown old in pri­va­tion and hon­esty, can get out of a sou. It ends by be­ing a tal­ent. Fan­tine ac­quired this sub­lime tal­ent, and re­gained a lit­tle courage.

			At this epoch she said to a neigh­bor, “Bah! I say to my­self, by on­ly sleep­ing five hours, and work­ing all the rest of the time at my sewing, I shall al­ways man­age to near­ly earn my bread. And, then, when one is sad, one eats less. Well, suf­fer­ings, un­easi­ness, a lit­tle bread on one hand, trou­ble on the oth­er—all this will sup­port me.”

			It would have been a great hap­pi­ness to have her lit­tle girl with her in this dis­tress. She thought of hav­ing her come. But what then! Make her share her own des­ti­tu­tion! And then, she was in debt to the Thé­nardiers! How could she pay them? And the jour­ney! How pay for that?

			The old wom­an who had giv­en her lessons in what may be called the life of in­di­gence, was a saint­ed spin­ster named Mar­guerite, who was pi­ous with a true piety, poor and char­i­ta­ble to­wards the poor, and even to­wards the rich, know­ing how to write just suf­fi­cient­ly to sign her­self Mar­guerite, and be­liev­ing in God, which is sci­ence.

			There are many such vir­tu­ous peo­ple in this low­er world; some day they will be in the world above. This life has a mor­row.

			At first, Fan­tine had been so ashamed that she had not dared to go out.

			When she was in the street, she di­vined that peo­ple turned round be­hind her, and point­ed at her; ev­ery­one stared at her and no one greet­ed her; the cold and bit­ter scorn of the passers­by pen­e­trat­ed her very flesh and soul like a north wind.

			It seems as though an un­for­tu­nate wom­an were ut­ter­ly bare be­neath the sar­casm and the cu­rios­i­ty of all in small towns. In Paris, at least, no one knows you, and this ob­scu­ri­ty is a gar­ment. Oh! how she would have liked to be­take her­self to Paris! Im­pos­si­ble!

			She was obliged to ac­cus­tom her­self to dis­re­pute, as she had ac­cus­tomed her­self to in­di­gence. Grad­u­al­ly she de­cid­ed on her course. At the ex­pi­ra­tion of two or three months she shook off her shame, and be­gan to go about as though there were noth­ing the mat­ter. “It is all the same to me,” she said.

			She went and came, bear­ing her head well up, with a bit­ter smile, and was con­scious that she was be­com­ing brazen-faced.

			Madame Vic­turnien some­times saw her pass­ing, from her win­dow, no­ticed the dis­tress of “that crea­ture” who, “thanks to her,” had been “put back in her prop­er place,” and con­grat­u­lat­ed her­self. The hap­pi­ness of the evil-mind­ed is black.

			Ex­cess of toil wore out Fan­tine, and the lit­tle dry cough which trou­bled her in­creased. She some­times said to her neigh­bor, Mar­guerite, “Just feel how hot my hands are!”

			Nev­er­the­less, when she combed her beau­ti­ful hair in the morn­ing with an old bro­ken comb, and it flowed about her like floss silk, she ex­pe­ri­enced a mo­ment of hap­py co­quetry.

		
	
		
			
				X

				Re­sult of the Suc­cess

			
			She had been dis­missed to­wards the end of the win­ter; the sum­mer passed, but win­ter came again. Short days, less work. Win­ter: no warmth, no light, no noon­day, the evening join­ing on to the morn­ing, fogs, twi­light; the win­dow is gray; it is im­pos­si­ble to see clear­ly at it. The sky is but a vent-hole. The whole day is a cav­ern. The sun has the air of a beg­gar. A fright­ful sea­son! Win­ter changes the wa­ter of heav­en and the heart of man in­to a stone. Her cred­i­tors har­rassed her.

			Fan­tine earned too lit­tle. Her debts had in­creased. The Thé­nardiers, who were not prompt­ly paid, wrote to her con­stant­ly let­ters whose con­tents drove her to de­spair, and whose car­riage ru­ined her. One day they wrote to her that her lit­tle Cosette was en­tire­ly naked in that cold weath­er, that she need­ed a woollen skirt, and that her moth­er must send at least ten francs for this. She re­ceived the let­ter, and crushed it in her hands all day long. That evening she went in­to a bar­ber’s shop at the cor­ner of the street, and pulled out her comb. Her ad­mirable gold­en hair fell to her knees.

			“What splen­did hair!” ex­claimed the bar­ber.

			“How much will you give me for it?” said she.

			“Ten francs.”

			“Cut it off.”

			She pur­chased a knit­ted pet­ti­coat and sent it to the Thé­nardiers. This pet­ti­coat made the Thé­nardiers fu­ri­ous. It was the mon­ey that they want­ed. They gave the pet­ti­coat to Épo­nine. The poor Lark con­tin­ued to shiv­er.

			Fan­tine thought: “My child is no longer cold. I have clothed her with my hair.” She put on lit­tle round caps which con­cealed her shorn head, and in which she was still pret­ty.

			Dark thoughts held pos­ses­sion of Fan­tine’s heart.

			When she saw that she could no longer dress her hair, she be­gan to hate ev­ery­one about her. She had long shared the uni­ver­sal ven­er­a­tion for Fa­ther Madeleine; yet, by dint of re­peat­ing to her­self that it was he who had dis­charged her, that he was the cause of her un­hap­pi­ness, she came to hate him al­so, and most of all. When she passed the fac­to­ry in work­ing hours, when the workpeo­ple were at the door, she af­fect­ed to laugh and sing.

			An old work­wom­an who once saw her laugh­ing and singing in this fash­ion said, “There’s a girl who will come to a bad end.”

			She took a lover, the first who of­fered, a man whom she did not love, out of brava­do and with rage in her heart. He was a mis­er­able scamp, a sort of men­di­cant mu­si­cian, a lazy beg­gar, who beat her, and who aban­doned her as she had tak­en him, in dis­gust.

			She adored her child.

			The low­er she de­scend­ed, the dark­er ev­ery­thing grew about her, the more ra­di­ant shone that lit­tle an­gel at the bot­tom of her heart. She said, “When I get rich, I will have my Cosette with me;” and she laughed. Her cough did not leave her, and she had sweats on her back.

			One day she re­ceived from the Thé­nardiers a let­ter couched in the fol­low­ing terms: “Cosette is ill with a mal­a­dy which is go­ing the rounds of the neigh­bor­hood. A mil­iary fever, they call it. Ex­pen­sive drugs are re­quired. This is ru­in­ing us, and we can no longer pay for them. If you do not send us forty francs be­fore the week is out, the lit­tle one will be dead.”

			She burst out laugh­ing, and said to her old neigh­bor: “Ah! they are good! Forty francs! the idea! That makes two napoleons! Where do they think I am to get them? These peas­ants are stupid, tru­ly.”

			Nev­er­the­less she went to a dormer win­dow in the stair­case and read the let­ter once more. Then she de­scend­ed the stairs and emerged, run­ning and leap­ing and still laugh­ing.

			Some­one met her and said to her, “What makes you so gay?”

			She replied: “A fine piece of stu­pid­i­ty that some coun­try peo­ple have writ­ten to me. They de­mand forty francs of me. So much for you, you peas­ants!”

			As she crossed the square, she saw a great many peo­ple col­lect­ed around a car­riage of ec­cen­tric shape, up­on the top of which stood a man dressed in red, who was hold­ing forth. He was a quack den­tist on his rounds, who was of­fer­ing to the pub­lic full sets of teeth, opi­ates, pow­ders and elixirs.

			Fan­tine min­gled in the group, and be­gan to laugh with the rest at the ha­rangue, which con­tained slang for the pop­u­lace and jar­gon for re­spectable peo­ple. The tooth-puller es­pied the love­ly, laugh­ing girl, and sud­den­ly ex­claimed: “You have beau­ti­ful teeth, you girl there, who are laugh­ing; if you want to sell me your pal­ettes, I will give you a gold napoleon apiece for them.”

			“What are my pal­ettes?” asked Fan­tine.

			“The pal­ettes,” replied the den­tal pro­fes­sor, “are the front teeth, the two up­per ones.”

			“How hor­ri­ble!” ex­claimed Fan­tine.

			“Two napoleons!” grum­bled a tooth­less old wom­an who was present. “Here’s a lucky girl!”

			Fan­tine fled and stopped her ears that she might not hear the hoarse voice of the man shout­ing to her: “Re­flect, my beau­ty! two napoleons; they may prove of ser­vice. If your heart bids you, come this evening to the inn of the Tillac d’Ar­gent; you will find me there.”

			Fan­tine re­turned home. She was fu­ri­ous, and re­lat­ed the oc­cur­rence to her good neigh­bor Mar­guerite: “Can you un­der­stand such a thing? Is he not an abom­inable man? How can they al­low such peo­ple to go about the coun­try! Pull out my two front teeth! Why, I should be hor­ri­ble! My hair will grow again, but my teeth! Ah! what a mon­ster of a man! I should pre­fer to throw my­self head first on the pave­ment from the fifth sto­ry! He told me that he should be at the Tillac d’Ar­gent this evening.”

			“And what did he of­fer?” asked Mar­guerite.

			“Two napoleons.”

			“That makes forty francs.”

			“Yes,” said Fan­tine; “that makes forty francs.”

			She re­mained thought­ful, and be­gan her work. At the ex­pi­ra­tion of a quar­ter of an hour she left her sewing and went to read the Thé­nardiers’ let­ter once more on the stair­case.

			On her re­turn, she said to Mar­guerite, who was at work be­side her:—

			“What is a mil­iary fever? Do you know?”

			“Yes,” an­swered the old spin­ster; “it is a dis­ease.”

			“Does it re­quire many drugs?”

			“Oh! ter­ri­ble drugs.”

			“How does one get it?”

			“It is a mal­a­dy that one gets with­out know­ing how.”

			“Then it at­tacks chil­dren?”

			“Chil­dren in par­tic­u­lar.”

			“Do peo­ple die of it?”

			“They may,” said Mar­guerite.

			Fan­tine left the room and went to read her let­ter once more on the stair­case.

			That evening she went out, and was seen to turn her steps in the di­rec­tion of the Rue de Paris, where the inns are sit­u­at­ed.

			The next morn­ing, when Mar­guerite en­tered Fan­tine’s room be­fore day­light—for they al­ways worked to­geth­er, and in this man­ner used on­ly one can­dle for the two—she found Fan­tine seat­ed on her bed, pale and frozen. She had not lain down. Her cap had fall­en on her knees. Her can­dle had burned all night, and was al­most en­tire­ly con­sumed. Mar­guerite halt­ed on the thresh­old, pet­ri­fied at this tremen­dous waste­ful­ness, and ex­claimed:—

			“Lord! the can­dle is all burned out! Some­thing has hap­pened.”

			Then she looked at Fan­tine, who turned to­ward her her head bereft of its hair.

			Fan­tine had grown ten years old­er since the pre­ced­ing night.

			“Je­sus!” said Mar­guerite, “what is the mat­ter with you, Fan­tine?”

			“Noth­ing,” replied Fan­tine. “Quite the con­trary. My child will not die of that fright­ful mal­a­dy, for lack of suc­cor. I am con­tent.”

			So say­ing, she point­ed out to the spin­ster two napoleons which were glit­ter­ing on the ta­ble.

			“Ah! Je­sus God!” cried Mar­guerite. “Why, it is a for­tune! Where did you get those louis d’or?”

			“I got them,” replied Fan­tine.

			At the same time she smiled. The can­dle il­lu­mi­nat­ed her coun­te­nance. It was a bloody smile. A red­dish sali­va soiled the cor­ners of her lips, and she had a black hole in her mouth.

			The two teeth had been ex­tract­ed.

			She sent the forty francs to Mont­fer­meil.

			Af­ter all it was a ruse of the Thé­nardiers to ob­tain mon­ey. Cosette was not ill.

			Fan­tine threw her mir­ror out of the win­dow. She had long since quit­ted her cell on the sec­ond floor for an at­tic with on­ly a latch to fas­ten it, next the roof; one of those at­tics whose ex­trem­i­ty forms an an­gle with the floor, and knocks you on the head ev­ery in­stant. The poor oc­cu­pant can reach the end of his cham­ber as he can the end of his des­tiny, on­ly by bend­ing over more and more.

			She had no longer a bed; a rag which she called her cov­er­let, a mat­tress on the floor, and a seat­less chair still re­mained. A lit­tle rose­bush which she had, had dried up, for­got­ten, in one cor­ner. In the oth­er cor­ner was a but­ter-pot to hold wa­ter, which froze in win­ter, and in which the var­i­ous lev­els of the wa­ter re­mained long marked by these cir­cles of ice. She had lost her shame; she lost her co­quetry. A fi­nal sign. She went out, with dirty caps. Whether from lack of time or from in­dif­fer­ence, she no longer mend­ed her linen. As the heels wore out, she dragged her stock­ings down in­to her shoes. This was ev­i­dent from the per­pen­dic­u­lar wrin­kles. She patched her bodice, which was old and worn out, with scraps of cal­i­co which tore at the slight­est move­ment. The peo­ple to whom she was in­debt­ed made “scenes” and gave her no peace. She found them in the street, she found them again on her stair­case. She passed many a night weep­ing and think­ing. Her eyes were very bright, and she felt a steady pain in her shoul­der to­wards the top of the left shoul­der-blade. She coughed a great deal. She deeply hat­ed Fa­ther Madeleine, but made no com­plaint. She sewed sev­en­teen hours a day; but a con­trac­tor for the work of pris­ons, who made the pris­on­ers work at a dis­count, sud­den­ly made prices fall, which re­duced the dai­ly earn­ings of work­ing-wom­en to nine sous. Sev­en­teen hours of toil, and nine sous a day! Her cred­i­tors were more piti­less than ev­er. The sec­ond­hand deal­er, who had tak­en back near­ly all his fur­ni­ture, said to her in­ces­sant­ly, “When will you pay me, you hussy?” What did they want of her, good God! She felt that she was be­ing hunt­ed, and some­thing of the wild beast de­vel­oped in her. About the same time, Thé­nardier wrote to her that he had wait­ed with de­cid­ed­ly too much ami­a­bil­i­ty and that he must have a hun­dred francs at once; oth­er­wise he would turn lit­tle Cosette out of doors, con­va­les­cent as she was from her heavy ill­ness, in­to the cold and the streets, and that she might do what she liked with her­self, and die if she chose. “A hun­dred francs,” thought Fan­tine. “But in what trade can one earn a hun­dred sous a day?”

			“Come!” said she, “let us sell what is left.”

			The un­for­tu­nate girl be­came a wom­an of the town.

		
	
		
			
				XI

				Chris­tus Nos Lib­er­av­it

			
			What is this his­to­ry of Fan­tine? It is so­ci­ety pur­chas­ing a slave.

			From whom? From mis­ery.

			From hunger, cold, iso­la­tion, des­ti­tu­tion. A do­lor­ous bar­gain. A soul for a morsel of bread. Mis­ery of­fers; so­ci­ety ac­cepts.

			The sa­cred law of Je­sus Christ gov­erns our civ­i­liza­tion, but it does not, as yet, per­me­ate it; it is said that slav­ery has dis­ap­peared from Eu­ro­pean civ­i­liza­tion. This is a mis­take. It still ex­ists; but it weighs on­ly up­on the wom­an, and it is called pros­ti­tu­tion.

			It weighs up­on the wom­an, that is to say, up­on grace, weak­ness, beau­ty, ma­ter­ni­ty. This is not one of the least of man’s dis­graces.

			At the point in this melan­choly dra­ma which we have now reached, noth­ing is left to Fan­tine of that which she had for­mer­ly been.

			She has be­come mar­ble in be­com­ing mire. Who­ev­er touch­es her feels cold. She pass­es; she en­dures you; she ig­nores you; she is the se­vere and dis­hon­ored fig­ure. Life and the so­cial or­der have said their last word for her. All has hap­pened to her that will hap­pen to her. She has felt ev­ery­thing, borne ev­ery­thing, ex­pe­ri­enced ev­ery­thing, suf­fered ev­ery­thing, lost ev­ery­thing, mourned ev­ery­thing. She is re­signed, with that res­ig­na­tion which re­sem­bles in­dif­fer­ence, as death re­sem­bles sleep. She no longer avoids any­thing. Let all the clouds fall up­on her, and all the ocean sweep over her! What mat­ters it to her? She is a sponge that is soaked.

			At least, she be­lieves it to be so; but it is an er­ror to imag­ine that fate can be ex­haust­ed, and that one has reached the bot­tom of any­thing what­ev­er.

			Alas! What are all these fates, driv­en on pell-mell? Whith­er are they go­ing? Why are they thus?

			He who knows that sees the whole of the shad­ow.

			He is alone. His name is God.

		
	
		
			
				XII

				M. Ba­matabois’s In­ac­tiv­i­ty

			
			There is in all small towns, and there was at M—— sur M—— in par­tic­u­lar, a class of young men who nib­ble away an in­come of fif­teen hun­dred francs with the same air with which their pro­to­types de­vour two hun­dred thou­sand francs a year in Paris. These are be­ings of the great neuter species: im­po­tent men, par­a­sites, ci­phers, who have a lit­tle land, a lit­tle fol­ly, a lit­tle wit; who would be rus­tics in a draw­ing-room, and who think them­selves gen­tle­men in the dram-shop; who say, “My fields, my peas­ants, my woods;” who hiss ac­tress­es at the the­atre to prove that they are per­sons of taste; quar­rel with the of­fi­cers of the gar­ri­son to prove that they are men of war; hunt, smoke, yawn, drink, smell of to­bac­co, play bil­liards, stare at trav­ellers as they de­scend from the dili­gence, live at the café, dine at the inn, have a dog which eats the bones un­der the ta­ble, and a mis­tress who eats the dish­es on the ta­ble; who stick at a sou, ex­ag­ger­ate the fash­ions, ad­mire tragedy, de­spise wom­en, wear out their old boots, copy Lon­don through Paris, and Paris through the medi­um of Pont-à-Mous­son, grow old as dullards, nev­er work, serve no use, and do no great harm.

			M. Félix Tholomyès, had he re­mained in his own prov­ince and nev­er be­held Paris, would have been one of these men.

			If they were rich­er, one would say, “They are dandies;” if they were poor­er, one would say, “They are idlers.” They are sim­ply men with­out em­ploy­ment. Among these un­em­ployed there are bores, the bored, dream­ers, and some knaves.

			At that pe­ri­od a dandy was com­posed of a tall col­lar, a big cra­vat, a watch with trin­kets, three vests of dif­fer­ent col­ors, worn one on top of the oth­er—the red and blue in­side; of a short-waist­ed olive coat, with a cod­fish tail, a dou­ble row of sil­ver but­tons set close to each oth­er and run­ning up to the shoul­der; and a pair of trousers of a lighter shade of olive, or­na­ment­ed on the two seams with an in­def­i­nite, but al­ways un­even, num­ber of lines, vary­ing from one to eleven—a lim­it which was nev­er ex­ceed­ed. Add to this, high shoes with lit­tle irons on the heels, a tall hat with a nar­row brim, hair worn in a tuft, an enor­mous cane, and con­ver­sa­tion set off by puns of Poti­er. Over all, spurs and a mous­tache. At that epoch mous­tach­es in­di­cat­ed the bour­geois, and spurs the pedes­tri­an.

			The pro­vin­cial dandy wore the long­est of spurs and the fiercest of mous­tach­es.

			It was the pe­ri­od of the con­flict of the re­publics of South Amer­i­ca with the King of Spain, of Bo­li­var against Mo­ril­lo. Nar­row-brimmed hats were roy­al­ist, and were called mo­ril­los; lib­er­als wore hats with wide brims, which were called bo­li­vars.

			Eight or ten months, then, af­ter that which is re­lat­ed in the pre­ced­ing pages, to­wards the first of Jan­u­ary, 1823, on a snowy evening, one of these dandies, one of these un­em­ployed, a “right thinker,” for he wore a mo­ril­lo, and was, more­over, warm­ly en­veloped in one of those large cloaks which com­plet­ed the fash­ion­able cos­tume in cold weath­er, was amus­ing him­self by tor­ment­ing a crea­ture who was prowl­ing about in a ball-dress, with neck un­cov­ered and flow­ers in her hair, in front of the of­fi­cers’ café. This dandy was smok­ing, for he was de­cid­ed­ly fash­ion­able.

			Each time that the wom­an passed in front of him, he be­stowed on her, to­geth­er with a puff from his cigar, some apos­tro­phe which he con­sid­ered wit­ty and mirth­ful, such as, “How ug­ly you are!—Will you get out of my sight?—You have no teeth!” etc., etc. This gen­tle­man was known as M. Ba­matabois. The wom­an, a melan­choly, dec­o­rat­ed spec­tre which went and came through the snow, made him no re­ply, did not even glance at him, and nev­er­the­less con­tin­ued her prom­e­nade in si­lence, and with a som­bre reg­u­lar­i­ty, which brought her ev­ery five min­utes with­in reach of this sar­casm, like the con­demned sol­dier who re­turns un­der the rods. The small ef­fect which he pro­duced no doubt piqued the lounger; and tak­ing ad­van­tage of a mo­ment when her back was turned, he crept up be­hind her with the gait of a wolf, and sti­fling his laugh, bent down, picked up a hand­ful of snow from the pave­ment, and thrust it abrupt­ly in­to her back, be­tween her bare shoul­ders. The wom­an ut­tered a roar, whirled round, gave a leap like a pan­ther, and hurled her­self up­on the man, bury­ing her nails in his face, with the most fright­ful words which could fall from the guard­room in­to the gut­ter. These in­sults, poured forth in a voice rough­ened by brandy, did, in­deed, pro­ceed in hideous wise from a mouth which lacked its two front teeth. It was Fan­tine.

			At the noise thus pro­duced, the of­fi­cers ran out in throngs from the café, passers­by col­lect­ed, and a large and mer­ry cir­cle, hoot­ing and ap­plaud­ing, was formed around this whirl­wind com­posed of two be­ings, whom there was some dif­fi­cul­ty in rec­og­niz­ing as a man and a wom­an: the man strug­gling, his hat on the ground; the wom­an strik­ing out with feet and fists, bare­head­ed, howl­ing, mi­nus hair and teeth, livid with wrath, hor­ri­ble.

			Sud­den­ly a man of lofty stature emerged vi­va­cious­ly from the crowd, seized the wom­an by her satin bodice, which was cov­ered with mud, and said to her, “Fol­low me!”

			The wom­an raised her head; her fu­ri­ous voice sud­den­ly died away. Her eyes were glassy; she turned pale in­stead of livid, and she trem­bled with a quiver of ter­ror. She had rec­og­nized Javert.

			The dandy took ad­van­tage of the in­ci­dent to make his es­cape.

		
	
		
			
				XIII

				The So­lu­tion of Some Ques­tions Con­nect­ed with the Mu­nic­i­pal Po­lice

			
			Javert thrust aside the spec­ta­tors, broke the cir­cle, and set out with long strides to­wards the po­lice sta­tion, which is sit­u­at­ed at the ex­trem­i­ty of the square, drag­ging the wretch­ed wom­an af­ter him. She yield­ed me­chan­i­cal­ly. Nei­ther he nor she ut­tered a word. The cloud of spec­ta­tors fol­lowed, jest­ing, in a parox­ysm of de­light. Supreme mis­ery an oc­ca­sion for ob­scen­i­ty.

			On ar­riv­ing at the po­lice sta­tion, which was a low room, warmed by a stove, with a glazed and grat­ed door open­ing on the street, and guard­ed by a de­tach­ment, Javert opened the door, en­tered with Fan­tine, and shut the door be­hind him, to the great dis­ap­point­ment of the cu­ri­ous, who raised them­selves on tip­toe, and craned their necks in front of the thick glass of the sta­tion-house, in their ef­fort to see. Cu­rios­i­ty is a sort of glut­tony. To see is to de­vour.

			On en­ter­ing, Fan­tine fell down in a cor­ner, mo­tion­less and mute, crouch­ing down like a ter­ri­fied dog.

			The sergeant of the guard brought a light­ed can­dle to the ta­ble. Javert seat­ed him­self, drew a sheet of stamped pa­per from his pock­et, and be­gan to write.

			This class of wom­en is con­signed by our laws en­tire­ly to the dis­cre­tion of the po­lice. The lat­ter do what they please, pun­ish them, as seems good to them, and con­fis­cate at their will those two sor­ry things which they en­ti­tle their in­dus­try and their lib­er­ty. Javert was im­pas­sive; his grave face be­trayed no emo­tion what­ev­er. Nev­er­the­less, he was se­ri­ous­ly and deeply pre­oc­cu­pied. It was one of those mo­ments when he was ex­er­cis­ing with­out con­trol, but sub­ject to all the scru­ples of a se­vere con­science, his re­doubtable dis­cre­tionary pow­er. At that mo­ment he was con­scious that his po­lice agent’s stool was a tri­bunal. He was en­ter­ing judg­ment. He judged and con­demned. He sum­moned all the ideas which could pos­si­bly ex­ist in his mind, around the great thing which he was do­ing. The more he ex­am­ined the deed of this wom­an, the more shocked he felt. It was ev­i­dent that he had just wit­nessed the com­mis­sion of a crime. He had just be­held, yon­der, in the street, so­ci­ety, in the per­son of a free­hold­er and an elec­tor, in­sult­ed and at­tacked by a crea­ture who was out­side all pales. A pros­ti­tute had made an at­tempt on the life of a cit­i­zen. He had seen that, he, Javert. He wrote in si­lence.

			When he had fin­ished he signed the pa­per, fold­ed it, and said to the sergeant of the guard, as he hand­ed it to him, “Take three men and con­duct this crea­ture to jail.”

			Then, turn­ing to Fan­tine, “You are to have six months of it.” The un­hap­py wom­an shud­dered.

			“Six months! six months of prison!” she ex­claimed. “Six months in which to earn sev­en sous a day! But what will be­come of Cosette? My daugh­ter! my daugh­ter! But I still owe the Thé­nardiers over a hun­dred francs; do you know that, Mon­sieur In­spec­tor?”

			She dragged her­self across the damp floor, among the mud­dy boots of all those men, with­out ris­ing, with clasped hands, and tak­ing great strides on her knees.

			“Mon­sieur Javert,” said she, “I be­seech your mer­cy. I as­sure you that I was not in the wrong. If you had seen the be­gin­ning, you would have seen. I swear to you by the good God that I was not to blame! That gen­tle­man, the bour­geois, whom I do not know, put snow in my back. Has any­one the right to put snow down our backs when we are walk­ing along peace­ably, and do­ing no harm to any­one? I am rather ill, as you see. And then, he had been say­ing im­per­ti­nent things to me for a long time: ‘You are ug­ly! you have no teeth!’ I know well that I have no longer those teeth. I did noth­ing; I said to my­self, ‘The gen­tle­man is amus­ing him­self.’ I was hon­est with him; I did not speak to him. It was at that mo­ment that he put the snow down my back. Mon­sieur Javert, good Mon­sieur In­spec­tor! is there not some per­son here who saw it and can tell you that this is quite true? Per­haps I did wrong to get an­gry. You know that one is not mas­ter of one’s self at the first mo­ment. One gives way to vi­vac­i­ty; and then, when some­one puts some­thing cold down your back just when you are not ex­pect­ing it! I did wrong to spoil that gen­tle­man’s hat. Why did he go away? I would ask his par­don. Oh, my God! It makes no dif­fer­ence to me whether I ask his par­don. Do me the fa­vor to­day, for this once, Mon­sieur Javert. Hold! you do not know that in prison one can earn on­ly sev­en sous a day; it is not the gov­ern­ment’s fault, but sev­en sous is one’s earn­ings; and just fan­cy, I must pay one hun­dred francs, or my lit­tle girl will be sent to me. Oh, my God! I can­not have her with me. What I do is so vile! Oh, my Cosette! Oh, my lit­tle an­gel of the Holy Vir­gin! what will be­come of her, poor crea­ture? I will tell you: it is the Thé­nardiers, innkeep­ers, peas­ants; and such peo­ple are un­rea­son­able. They want mon­ey. Don’t put me in prison! You see, there is a lit­tle girl who will be turned out in­to the street to get along as best she may, in the very heart of the win­ter; and you must have pity on such a be­ing, my good Mon­sieur Javert. If she were old­er, she might earn her liv­ing; but it can­not be done at that age. I am not a bad wom­an at bot­tom. It is not cow­ard­li­ness and glut­tony that have made me what I am. If I have drunk brandy, it was out of mis­ery. I do not love it; but it be­numbs the sens­es. When I was hap­py, it was on­ly nec­es­sary to glance in­to my clos­ets, and it would have been ev­i­dent that I was not a co­quet­tish and un­tidy wom­an. I had linen, a great deal of linen. Have pity on me, Mon­sieur Javert!”

			She spoke thus, rent in twain, shak­en with sobs, blind­ed with tears, her neck bare, wring­ing her hands, and cough­ing with a dry, short cough, stam­mer­ing soft­ly with a voice of agony. Great sor­row is a di­vine and ter­ri­ble ray, which trans­fig­ures the un­hap­py. At that mo­ment Fan­tine had be­come beau­ti­ful once more. From time to time she paused, and ten­der­ly kissed the po­lice agent’s coat. She would have soft­ened a heart of gran­ite; but a heart of wood can­not be soft­ened.

			“Come!” said Javert, “I have heard you out. Have you en­tire­ly fin­ished? You will get six months. Now march! The Eter­nal Fa­ther in per­son could do noth­ing more.”

			At these solemn words, “the Eter­nal Fa­ther in per­son could do noth­ing more,” she un­der­stood that her fate was sealed. She sank down, mur­mur­ing, “Mer­cy!”

			Javert turned his back.

			The sol­diers seized her by the arms.

			A few mo­ments ear­li­er a man had en­tered, but no one had paid any heed to him. He shut the door, leaned his back against it, and lis­tened to Fan­tine’s de­spair­ing sup­pli­ca­tions.

			At the in­stant when the sol­diers laid their hands up­on the un­for­tu­nate wom­an, who would not rise, he emerged from the shad­ow, and said:—

			“One mo­ment, if you please.”

			Javert raised his eyes and rec­og­nized M. Madeleine. He re­moved his hat, and, salut­ing him with a sort of ag­grieved awk­ward­ness:—

			“Ex­cuse me, Mr. May­or—”

			The words “Mr. May­or” pro­duced a cu­ri­ous ef­fect up­on Fan­tine. She rose to her feet with one bound, like a spec­tre spring­ing from the earth, thrust aside the sol­diers with both arms, walked straight up to M. Madeleine be­fore any­one could pre­vent her, and gaz­ing in­tent­ly at him, with a be­wil­dered air, she cried:—

			“Ah! so it is you who are M. le Maire!”

			Then she burst in­to a laugh, and spit in his face.

			M. Madeleine wiped his face, and said:—

			“In­spec­tor Javert, set this wom­an at lib­er­ty.”

			Javert felt that he was on the verge of go­ing mad. He ex­pe­ri­enced at that mo­ment, blow up­on blow and al­most si­mul­ta­ne­ous­ly, the most vi­o­lent emo­tions which he had ev­er un­der­gone in all his life. To see a wom­an of the town spit in the may­or’s face was a thing so mon­strous that, in his most dar­ing flights of fan­cy, he would have re­gard­ed it as a sac­ri­lege to be­lieve it pos­si­ble. On the oth­er hand, at the very bot­tom of his thought, he made a hideous com­par­i­son as to what this wom­an was, and as to what this may­or might be; and then he, with hor­ror, caught a glimpse of I know not what sim­ple ex­pla­na­tion of this prodi­gious at­tack. But when he be­held that may­or, that mag­is­trate, calm­ly wipe his face and say, “Set this wom­an at lib­er­ty,” he un­der­went a sort of in­tox­i­ca­tion of amaze­ment; thought and word failed him equal­ly; the sum to­tal of pos­si­ble as­ton­ish­ment had been ex­ceed­ed in his case. He re­mained mute.

			The words had pro­duced no less strange an ef­fect on Fan­tine. She raised her bare arm, and clung to the damper of the stove, like a per­son who is reel­ing. Nev­er­the­less, she glanced about her, and be­gan to speak in a low voice, as though talk­ing to her­self:—

			“At lib­er­ty! I am to be al­lowed to go! I am not to go to prison for six months! Who said that? It is not pos­si­ble that any­one could have said that. I did not hear aright. It can­not have been that mon­ster of a may­or! Was it you, my good Mon­sieur Javert, who said that I was to be set free? Oh, see here! I will tell you about it, and you will let me go. That mon­ster of a may­or, that old black­guard of a may­or, is the cause of all. Just imag­ine, Mon­sieur Javert, he turned me out! all be­cause of a pack of ras­cal­ly wom­en, who gos­sip in the work­room. If that is not a hor­ror, what is? To dis­miss a poor girl who is do­ing her work hon­est­ly! Then I could no longer earn enough, and all this mis­ery fol­lowed. In the first place, there is one im­prove­ment which these gen­tle­men of the po­lice ought to make, and that is, to pre­vent prison con­trac­tors from wrong­ing poor peo­ple. I will ex­plain it to you, you see: you are earn­ing twelve sous at shirt-mak­ing, the price falls to nine sous; and it is not enough to live on. Then one has to be­come what­ev­er one can. As for me, I had my lit­tle Cosette, and I was ac­tu­al­ly forced to be­come a bad wom­an. Now you un­der­stand how it is that that black­guard of a may­or caused all the mis­chief. Af­ter that I stamped on that gen­tle­man’s hat in front of the of­fi­cers’ café; but he had spoiled my whole dress with snow. We wom­en have but one silk dress for evening wear. You see that I did not do wrong de­lib­er­ate­ly—tru­ly, Mon­sieur Javert; and ev­ery­where I be­hold wom­en who are far more wicked than I, and who are much hap­pi­er. O Mon­sieur Javert! it was you who gave or­ders that I am to be set free, was it not? Make in­quiries, speak to my land­lord; I am pay­ing my rent now; they will tell you that I am per­fect­ly hon­est. Ah! my God! I beg your par­don; I have un­in­ten­tion­al­ly touched the damper of the stove, and it has made it smoke.”

			M. Madeleine lis­tened to her with pro­found at­ten­tion. While she was speak­ing, he fum­bled in his waist­coat, drew out his purse and opened it. It was emp­ty. He put it back in his pock­et. He said to Fan­tine, “How much did you say that you owed?”

			Fan­tine, who was look­ing at Javert on­ly, turned to­wards him:—

			“Was I speak­ing to you?”

			Then, ad­dress­ing the sol­diers:—

			“Say, you fel­lows, did you see how I spit in his face? Ah! you old wretch of a may­or, you came here to fright­en me, but I’m not afraid of you. I am afraid of Mon­sieur Javert. I am afraid of my good Mon­sieur Javert!”

			So say­ing, she turned to the in­spec­tor again:—

			“And yet, you see, Mr. In­spec­tor, it is nec­es­sary to be just. I un­der­stand that you are just, Mr. In­spec­tor; in fact, it is per­fect­ly sim­ple: a man amus­es him­self by putting snow down a wom­an’s back, and that makes the of­fi­cers laugh; one must di­vert them­selves in some way; and we—well, we are here for them to amuse them­selves with, of course! And then, you, you come; you are cer­tain­ly obliged to pre­serve or­der, you lead off the wom­an who is in the wrong; but on re­flec­tion, since you are a good man, you say that I am to be set at lib­er­ty; it is for the sake of the lit­tle one, for six months in prison would pre­vent my sup­port­ing my child. ‘On­ly, don’t do it again, you hussy!’ Oh! I won’t do it again, Mon­sieur Javert! They may do what­ev­er they please to me now; I will not stir. But to­day, you see, I cried be­cause it hurt me. I was not ex­pect­ing that snow from the gen­tle­man at all; and then as I told you, I am not well; I have a cough; I seem to have a burn­ing ball in my stom­ach, and the doc­tor tells me, ‘Take care of your­self.’ Here, feel, give me your hand; don’t be afraid—it is here.”

			She no longer wept, her voice was ca­ress­ing; she placed Javert’s coarse hand on her del­i­cate, white throat and looked smil­ing­ly at him.

			All at once she rapid­ly ad­just­ed her dis­or­dered gar­ments, dropped the folds of her skirt, which had been pushed up as she dragged her­self along, al­most to the height of her knee, and stepped to­wards the door, say­ing to the sol­diers in a low voice, and with a friend­ly nod:—

			“Chil­dren, Mon­sieur l’In­specteur has said that I am to be re­leased, and I am go­ing.”

			She laid her hand on the latch of the door. One step more and she would be in the street.

			Javert up to that mo­ment had re­mained erect, mo­tion­less, with his eyes fixed on the ground, cast athwart this scene like some dis­placed stat­ue, which is wait­ing to be put away some­where.

			The sound of the latch roused him. He raised his head with an ex­pres­sion of sov­er­eign au­thor­i­ty, an ex­pres­sion all the more alarm­ing in pro­por­tion as the au­thor­i­ty rests on a low lev­el, fe­ro­cious in the wild beast, atro­cious in the man of no es­tate.

			“Sergeant!” he cried, “don’t you see that that jade is walk­ing off! Who bade you let her go?”

			“I,” said Madeleine.

			Fan­tine trem­bled at the sound of Javert’s voice, and let go of the latch as a thief re­lin­quish­es the ar­ti­cle which he has stolen. At the sound of Madeleine’s voice she turned around, and from that mo­ment forth she ut­tered no word, nor dared so much as to breathe freely, but her glance strayed from Madeleine to Javert, and from Javert to Madeleine in turn, ac­cord­ing to which was speak­ing.

			It was ev­i­dent that Javert must have been ex­as­per­at­ed be­yond mea­sure be­fore he would per­mit him­self to apos­tro­phize the sergeant as he had done, af­ter the may­or’s sug­ges­tion that Fan­tine should be set at lib­er­ty. Had he reached the point of for­get­ting the may­or’s pres­ence? Had he fi­nal­ly de­clared to him­self that it was im­pos­si­ble that any “au­thor­i­ty” should have giv­en such an or­der, and that the may­or must cer­tain­ly have said one thing by mis­take for an­oth­er, with­out in­tend­ing it? Or, in view of the enor­mi­ties of which he had been a wit­ness for the past two hours, did he say to him­self, that it was nec­es­sary to re­cur to supreme res­o­lu­tions, that it was in­dis­pens­able that the small should be made great, that the po­lice spy should trans­form him­self in­to a mag­is­trate, that the po­lice­man should be­come a dis­penser of jus­tice, and that, in this prodi­gious ex­trem­i­ty, or­der, law, moral­i­ty, gov­ern­ment, so­ci­ety in its en­tire­ty, was per­son­i­fied in him, Javert?

			How­ev­er that may be, when M. Madeleine ut­tered that word, I, as we have just heard, Po­lice In­spec­tor Javert was seen to turn to­ward the may­or, pale, cold, with blue lips, and a look of de­spair, his whole body ag­i­tat­ed by an im­per­cep­ti­ble quiver and an un­prece­dent­ed oc­cur­rence, and say to him, with down­cast eyes but a firm voice:—

			“Mr. May­or, that can­not be.”

			“Why not?” said M. Madeleine.

			“This mis­er­able wom­an has in­sult­ed a cit­i­zen.”

			“In­spec­tor Javert,” replied the may­or, in a calm and con­cil­i­at­ing tone, “lis­ten. You are an hon­est man, and I feel no hes­i­ta­tion in ex­plain­ing mat­ters to you. Here is the true state of the case: I was pass­ing through the square just as you were lead­ing this wom­an away; there were still groups of peo­ple stand­ing about, and I made in­quiries and learned ev­ery­thing; it was the towns­man who was in the wrong and who should have been ar­rest­ed by prop­er­ly con­duct­ed po­lice.”

			Javert re­tort­ed:—

			“This wretch has just in­sult­ed Mon­sieur le Maire.”

			“That con­cerns me,” said M. Madeleine. “My own in­sult be­longs to me, I think. I can do what I please about it.”

			“I beg Mon­sieur le Maire’s par­don. The in­sult is not to him but to the law.”

			“In­spec­tor Javert,” replied M. Madeleine, “the high­est law is con­science. I have heard this wom­an; I know what I am do­ing.”

			“And I, Mr. May­or, do not know what I see.”

			“Then con­tent your­self with obey­ing.”

			“I am obey­ing my du­ty. My du­ty de­mands that this wom­an shall serve six months in prison.”

			M. Madeleine replied gen­tly:—

			“Heed this well; she will not serve a sin­gle day.”

			At this de­ci­sive word, Javert ven­tured to fix a search­ing look on the may­or and to say, but in a tone of voice that was still pro­found­ly re­spect­ful:—

			“I am sor­ry to op­pose Mon­sieur le Maire; it is for the first time in my life, but he will per­mit me to re­mark that I am with­in the bounds of my au­thor­i­ty. I con­fine my­self, since Mon­sieur le Maire de­sires it, to the ques­tion of the gen­tle­man. I was present. This wom­an flung her­self on Mon­sieur Ba­matabois, who is an elec­tor and the pro­pri­etor of that hand­some house with a bal­cony, which forms the cor­ner of the es­planade, three sto­ries high and en­tire­ly of cut stone. Such things as there are in the world! In any case, Mon­sieur le Maire, this is a ques­tion of po­lice reg­u­la­tions in the streets, and con­cerns me, and I shall de­tain this wom­an Fan­tine.”

			Then M. Madeleine fold­ed his arms, and said in a se­vere voice which no one in the town had heard hith­er­to:—

			“The mat­ter to which you re­fer is one con­nect­ed with the mu­nic­i­pal po­lice. Ac­cord­ing to the terms of ar­ti­cles nine, eleven, fif­teen, and six­ty-six of the code of crim­i­nal ex­am­i­na­tion, I am the judge. I or­der that this wom­an shall be set at lib­er­ty.”

			Javert ven­tured to make a fi­nal ef­fort.

			“But, Mr. May­or—”

			“I re­fer you to ar­ti­cle eighty-one of the law of the 13th of De­cem­ber, 1799, in re­gard to ar­bi­trary de­ten­tion.”

			“Mon­sieur le Maire, per­mit me—”

			“Not an­oth­er word.”

			“But—”

			“Leave the room,” said M. Madeleine.

			Javert re­ceived the blow erect, full in the face, in his breast, like a Rus­sian sol­dier. He bowed to the very earth be­fore the may­or and left the room.

			Fan­tine stood aside from the door and stared at him in amaze­ment as he passed.

			Nev­er­the­less, she al­so was the prey to a strange con­fu­sion. She had just seen her­self a sub­ject of dis­pute be­tween two op­pos­ing pow­ers. She had seen two men who held in their hands her lib­er­ty, her life, her soul, her child, in com­bat be­fore her very eyes; one of these men was draw­ing her to­wards dark­ness, the oth­er was lead­ing her back to­wards the light. In this con­flict, viewed through the ex­ag­ger­a­tions of ter­ror, these two men had ap­peared to her like two gi­ants; the one spoke like her de­mon, the oth­er like her good an­gel. The an­gel had con­quered the de­mon, and, strange to say, that which made her shud­der from head to foot was the fact that this an­gel, this lib­er­a­tor, was the very man whom she ab­horred, that may­or whom she had so long re­gard­ed as the au­thor of all her woes, that Madeleine! And at the very mo­ment when she had in­sult­ed him in so hideous a fash­ion, he had saved her! Had she, then, been mis­tak­en? Must she change her whole soul? She did not know; she trem­bled. She lis­tened in be­wil­der­ment, she looked on in af­fright, and at ev­ery word ut­tered by M. Madeleine she felt the fright­ful shades of ha­tred crum­ble and melt with­in her, and some­thing warm and in­ef­fa­ble, in­de­scrib­able, which was both joy, con­fi­dence and love, dawn in her heart.

			When Javert had tak­en his de­par­ture, M. Madeleine turned to her and said to her in a de­lib­er­ate voice, like a se­ri­ous man who does not wish to weep and who finds some dif­fi­cul­ty in speak­ing:—

			“I have heard you. I knew noth­ing about what you have men­tioned. I be­lieve that it is true, and I feel that it is true. I was even ig­no­rant of the fact that you had left my shop. Why did you not ap­ply to me? But here; I will pay your debts, I will send for your child, or you shall go to her. You shall live here, in Paris, or where you please. I un­der­take the care of your child and your­self. You shall not work any longer if you do not like. I will give all the mon­ey you re­quire. You shall be hon­est and hap­py once more. And lis­ten! I de­clare to you that if all is as you say—and I do not doubt it—you have nev­er ceased to be vir­tu­ous and holy in the sight of God. Oh! poor wom­an.”

			This was more than Fan­tine could bear. To have Cosette! To leave this life of in­famy. To live free, rich, hap­py, re­spectable with Cosette; to see all these re­al­i­ties of par­adise blos­som of a sud­den in the midst of her mis­ery. She stared stupid­ly at this man who was talk­ing to her, and could on­ly give vent to two or three sobs, “Oh! Oh! Oh!”

			Her limbs gave way be­neath her, she knelt in front of M. Madeleine, and be­fore he could pre­vent her he felt her grasp his hand and press her lips to it.

			Then she faint­ed.
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				The Be­gin­ning of Re­pose

			
			M. Madeleine had Fan­tine re­moved to that in­fir­mary which he had es­tab­lished in his own house. He con­fid­ed her to the sis­ters, who put her to bed. A burn­ing fever had come on. She passed a part of the night in delir­i­um and rav­ing. At length, how­ev­er, she fell asleep.

			On the mor­row, to­wards mid­day, Fan­tine awoke. She heard some­one breath­ing close to her bed; she drew aside the cur­tain and saw M. Madeleine stand­ing there and look­ing at some­thing over her head. His gaze was full of pity, an­guish, and sup­pli­ca­tion. She fol­lowed its di­rec­tion, and saw that it was fixed on a cru­ci­fix which was nailed to the wall.

			Thence­forth, M. Madeleine was trans­fig­ured in Fan­tine’s eyes. He seemed to her to be clothed in light. He was ab­sorbed in a sort of prayer. She gazed at him for a long time with­out dar­ing to in­ter­rupt him. At last she said timid­ly:—

			“What are you do­ing?”

			M. Madeleine had been there for an hour. He had been wait­ing for Fan­tine to awake. He took her hand, felt of her pulse, and replied:—

			“How do you feel?”

			“Well, I have slept,” she replied; “I think that I am bet­ter. It is noth­ing.”

			He an­swered, re­spond­ing to the first ques­tion which she had put to him as though he had just heard it:—

			“I was pray­ing to the mar­tyr there on high.”

			And he added in his own mind, “For the mar­tyr here be­low.”

			M. Madeleine had passed the night and the morn­ing in mak­ing in­quiries. He knew all now. He knew Fan­tine’s his­to­ry in all its heartrend­ing de­tails. He went on:—

			“You have suf­fered much, poor moth­er. Oh! do not com­plain; you now have the dowry of the elect. It is thus that men are trans­formed in­to an­gels. It is not their fault they do not know how to go to work oth­er­wise. You see this hell from which you have just emerged is the first form of heav­en. It was nec­es­sary to be­gin there.”

			He sighed deeply. But she smiled on him with that sub­lime smile in which two teeth were lack­ing.

			That same night, Javert wrote a let­ter. The next morn­ing be post­ed it him­self at the of­fice of M—— sur M——. It was ad­dressed to Paris, and the su­per­scrip­tion ran:

			
				To Mon­sieur Chabouil­let,

				Sec­re­tary of Mon­sieur le Préfet of Po­lice.

			

			As the af­fair in the sta­tion-house had been bruit­ed about, the post­mistress and some oth­er per­sons who saw the let­ter be­fore it was sent off, and who rec­og­nized Javert’s hand­writ­ing on the cov­er, thought that he was send­ing in his res­ig­na­tion.

			M. Madeleine made haste to write to the Thé­nardiers. Fan­tine owed them one hun­dred and twen­ty francs. He sent them three hun­dred francs, telling them to pay them­selves from that sum, and to fetch the child in­stant­ly to M—— sur M——, where her sick moth­er re­quired her pres­ence.

			This daz­zled Thé­nardier. “The dev­il!” said the man to his wife; “don’t let’s al­low the child to go. This lark is go­ing to turn in­to a milch cow. I see through it. Some nin­ny has tak­en a fan­cy to the moth­er.”

			He replied with a very well drawn-up bill for five hun­dred and some odd francs. In this mem­o­ran­dum two in­dis­putable items fig­ured up over three hun­dred francs—one for the doc­tor, the oth­er for the apothe­cary who had at­tend­ed and physicked Épo­nine and Azel­ma through two long ill­ness­es. Cosette, as we have al­ready said, had not been ill. It was on­ly a ques­tion of a tri­fling sub­sti­tu­tion of names. At the foot of the mem­o­ran­dum Thé­nardier wrote, Re­ceived on ac­count, three hun­dred francs.

			M. Madeleine im­me­di­ate­ly sent three hun­dred francs more, and wrote, “Make haste to bring Cosette.”

			“Christi!” said Thé­nardier, “let’s not give up the child.”

			In the mean­time, Fan­tine did not re­cov­er. She still re­mained in the in­fir­mary.

			The sis­ters had at first on­ly re­ceived and nursed “that wom­an” with re­pug­nance. Those who have seen the bas-re­liefs of Rheims will re­call the in­fla­tion of the low­er lip of the wise vir­gins as they sur­vey the fool­ish vir­gins. The an­cient scorn of the vestals for the am­buba­jae is one of the most pro­found in­stincts of fem­i­nine dig­ni­ty; the sis­ters felt it with the dou­ble force con­trib­uted by re­li­gion. But in a few days Fan­tine dis­armed them. She said all kinds of hum­ble and gen­tle things, and the moth­er in her pro­voked ten­der­ness. One day the sis­ters heard her say amid her fever: “I have been a sin­ner; but when I have my child be­side me, it will be a sign that God has par­doned me. While I was lead­ing a bad life, I should not have liked to have my Cosette with me; I could not have borne her sad, as­ton­ished eyes. It was for her sake that I did evil, and that is why God par­dons me. I shall feel the bene­dic­tion of the good God when Cosette is here. I shall gaze at her; it will do me good to see that in­no­cent crea­ture. She knows noth­ing at all. She is an an­gel, you see, my sis­ters. At that age the wings have not fall­en off.”

			M. Madeleine went to see her twice a day, and each time she asked him:—

			“Shall I see my Cosette soon?”

			He an­swered:—

			“To­mor­row, per­haps. She may ar­rive at any mo­ment. I am ex­pect­ing her.”

			And the moth­er’s pale face grew ra­di­ant.

			“Oh!” she said, “how hap­py I am go­ing to be!”

			We have just said that she did not re­cov­er her health. On the con­trary, her con­di­tion seemed to be­come more grave from week to week. That hand­ful of snow ap­plied to her bare skin be­tween her shoul­der-blades had brought about a sud­den sup­pres­sion of per­spi­ra­tion, as a con­se­quence of which the mal­a­dy which had been smoul­der­ing with­in her for many years was vi­o­lent­ly de­vel­oped at last. At that time peo­ple were be­gin­ning to fol­low the fine Laën­nec’s fine sug­ges­tions in the study and treat­ment of chest mal­adies. The doc­tor sound­ed Fan­tine’s chest and shook his head.

			M. Madeleine said to the doc­tor:—

			“Well?”

			“Has she not a child which she de­sires to see?” said the doc­tor.

			“Yes.”

			“Well! Make haste and get it here!”

			M. Madeleine shud­dered.

			Fan­tine in­quired:—

			“What did the doc­tor say?”

			M. Madeleine forced him­self to smile.

			“He said that your child was to be brought speed­i­ly. That that would re­store your health.”

			“Oh!” she re­joined, “he is right! But what do those Thé­nardiers mean by keep­ing my Cosette from me! Oh! she is com­ing. At last I be­hold hap­pi­ness close be­side me!”

			In the mean­time Thé­nardier did not “let go of the child,” and gave a hun­dred in­suf­fi­cient rea­sons for it. Cosette was not quite well enough to take a jour­ney in the win­ter. And then, there still re­mained some pet­ty but press­ing debts in the neigh­bor­hood, and they were col­lect­ing the bills for them, etc., etc.

			“I shall send some­one to fetch Cosette!” said Fa­ther Madeleine. “If nec­es­sary, I will go my­self.”

			He wrote the fol­low­ing let­ter to Fan­tine’s dic­ta­tion, and made her sign it:—

			
				Mon­sieur Thé­nardier:—

				You will de­liv­er Cosette to this per­son.

				You will be paid for all the lit­tle things.

				I have the hon­or to salute you with re­spect.

				
					Fan­tine.

				
			

			In the mean­time a se­ri­ous in­ci­dent oc­curred. Carve as we will the mys­te­ri­ous block of which our life is made, the black vein of des­tiny con­stant­ly reap­pears in it.

		
	
		
			
				II

				How Jean May Be­come Champ

			
			One morn­ing M. Madeleine was in his study, oc­cu­pied in ar­rang­ing in ad­vance some press­ing mat­ters con­nect­ed with the may­or’s of­fice, in case he should de­cide to take the trip to Mont­fer­meil, when he was in­formed that Po­lice In­spec­tor Javert was de­sirous of speak­ing with him. Madeleine could not re­frain from a dis­agree­able im­pres­sion on hear­ing this name. Javert had avoid­ed him more than ev­er since the af­fair of the po­lice-sta­tion, and M. Madeleine had not seen him.

			“Ad­mit him,” he said.

			Javert en­tered.

			M. Madeleine had re­tained his seat near the fire, pen in hand, his eyes fixed on the dock­et which he was turn­ing over and an­no­tat­ing, and which con­tained the tri­als of the com­mis­sion on high­ways for the in­frac­tion of po­lice reg­u­la­tions. He did not dis­turb him­self on Javert’s ac­count. He could not help think­ing of poor Fan­tine, and it suit­ed him to be glacial in his man­ner.

			Javert be­stowed a re­spect­ful salute on the may­or, whose back was turned to him. The may­or did not look at him, but went on an­no­tat­ing this dock­et.

			Javert ad­vanced two or three paces in­to the study, and halt­ed, with­out break­ing the si­lence.

			If any phys­iog­nomist who had been fa­mil­iar with Javert, and who had made a lengthy study of this sav­age in the ser­vice of civ­i­liza­tion, this sin­gu­lar com­pos­ite of the Ro­man, the Spar­tan, the monk, and the cor­po­ral, this spy who was in­ca­pable of a lie, this unspot­ted po­lice agent—if any phys­iog­nomist had known his se­cret and long-cher­ished aver­sion for M. Madeleine, his con­flict with the may­or on the sub­ject of Fan­tine, and had ex­am­ined Javert at that mo­ment, he would have said to him­self, “What has tak­en place?” It was ev­i­dent to any­one ac­quaint­ed with that clear, up­right, sin­cere, hon­est, aus­tere, and fe­ro­cious con­science, that Javert had but just gone through some great in­te­ri­or strug­gle. Javert had noth­ing in his soul which he had not al­so in his coun­te­nance. Like vi­o­lent peo­ple in gen­er­al, he was sub­ject to abrupt changes of opin­ion. His phys­iog­no­my had nev­er been more pe­cu­liar and star­tling. On en­ter­ing he bowed to M. Madeleine with a look in which there was nei­ther ran­cor, anger, nor dis­trust; he halt­ed a few paces in the rear of the may­or’s arm­chair, and there he stood, per­fect­ly erect, in an at­ti­tude al­most of dis­ci­pline, with the cold, in­gen­u­ous rough­ness of a man who has nev­er been gen­tle and who has al­ways been pa­tient; he wait­ed with­out ut­ter­ing a word, with­out mak­ing a move­ment, in gen­uine hu­mil­i­ty and tran­quil res­ig­na­tion, calm, se­ri­ous, hat in hand, with eyes cast down, and an ex­pres­sion which was half­way be­tween that of a sol­dier in the pres­ence of his of­fi­cer and a crim­i­nal in the pres­ence of his judge, un­til it should please the may­or to turn round. All the sen­ti­ments as well as all the mem­o­ries which one might have at­trib­uted to him had dis­ap­peared. That face, as im­pen­e­tra­ble and sim­ple as gran­ite, no longer bore any trace of any­thing but a melan­choly de­pres­sion. His whole per­son breathed low­li­ness and firm­ness and an in­de­scrib­able coura­geous de­spon­den­cy.

			At last the may­or laid down his pen and turned half round.

			“Well! What is it? What is the mat­ter, Javert?”

			Javert re­mained silent for an in­stant as though col­lect­ing his ideas, then raised his voice with a sort of sad solem­ni­ty, which did not, how­ev­er, pre­clude sim­plic­i­ty.

			“This is the mat­ter, Mr. May­or; a cul­pa­ble act has been com­mit­ted.”

			“What act?”

			“An in­fe­ri­or agent of the au­thor­i­ties has failed in re­spect, and in the gravest man­ner, to­wards a mag­is­trate. I have come to bring the fact to your knowl­edge, as it is my du­ty to do.”

			“Who is the agent?” asked M. Madeleine.

			“I,” said Javert.

			“You?”

			“I.”

			“And who is the mag­is­trate who has rea­son to com­plain of the agent?”

			“You, Mr. May­or.”

			M. Madeleine sat erect in his arm­chair. Javert went on, with a se­vere air and his eyes still cast down.

			“Mr. May­or, I have come to re­quest you to in­sti­gate the au­thor­i­ties to dis­miss me.”

			M. Madeleine opened his mouth in amaze­ment. Javert in­ter­rupt­ed him:—

			“You will say that I might have hand­ed in my res­ig­na­tion, but that does not suf­fice. Hand­ing in one’s res­ig­na­tion is hon­or­able. I have failed in my du­ty; I ought to be pun­ished; I must be turned out.”

			And af­ter a pause he added:—

			“Mr. May­or, you were se­vere with me the oth­er day, and un­just­ly. Be so to­day, with jus­tice.”

			“Come, now! Why?” ex­claimed M. Madeleine. “What non­sense is this? What is the mean­ing of this? What cul­pa­ble act have you been guilty of to­wards me? What have you done to me? What are your wrongs with re­gard to me? You ac­cuse your­self; you wish to be su­per­seded—”

			“Turned out,” said Javert.

			“Turned out; so it be, then. That is well. I do not un­der­stand.”

			“You shall un­der­stand, Mr. May­or.”

			Javert sighed from the very bot­tom of his chest, and re­sumed, still cold­ly and sad­ly:—

			“Mr. May­or, six weeks ago, in con­se­quence of the scene over that wom­an, I was fu­ri­ous, and I in­formed against you.”

			“In­formed against me!”

			“At the Pre­fec­ture of Po­lice in Paris.”

			M. Madeleine, who was not in the habit of laugh­ing much of­ten­er than Javert him­self, burst out laugh­ing now:—

			“As a may­or who had en­croached on the prov­ince of the po­lice?”

			“As an ex-con­vict.”

			The may­or turned livid.

			Javert, who had not raised his eyes, went on:—

			“I thought it was so. I had had an idea for a long time; a re­sem­blance; in­quiries which you had caused to be made at Faverolles; the strength of your loins; the ad­ven­ture with old Fauchel­e­vant; your skill in marks­man­ship; your leg, which you drag a lit­tle;—I hard­ly know what all—ab­sur­di­ties! But, at all events, I took you for a cer­tain Jean Val­jean.”

			“A cer­tain—What did you say the name was?”

			“Jean Val­jean. He was a con­vict whom I was in the habit of see­ing twen­ty years ago, when I was ad­ju­tant-guard of con­victs at Toulon. On leav­ing the gal­leys, this Jean Val­jean, as it ap­pears, robbed a bish­op; then he com­mit­ted an­oth­er theft, ac­com­pa­nied with vi­o­lence, on a pub­lic high­way on the per­son of a lit­tle Savo­yard. He dis­ap­peared eight years ago, no one knows how, and he has been sought, I fan­cied. In short, I did this thing! Wrath im­pelled me; I de­nounced you at the Pre­fec­ture!”

			M. Madeleine, who had tak­en up the dock­et again sev­er­al mo­ments be­fore this, re­sumed with an air of per­fect in­dif­fer­ence:—

			“And what re­ply did you re­ceive?”

			“That I was mad.”

			“Well?”

			“Well, they were right.”

			“It is lucky that you rec­og­nize the fact.”

			“I am forced to do so, since the re­al Jean Val­jean has been found.”

			The sheet of pa­per which M. Madeleine was hold­ing dropped from his hand; he raised his head, gazed fixed­ly at Javert, and said with his in­de­scrib­able ac­cent:—

			“Ah!”

			Javert con­tin­ued:—

			“This is the way it is, Mr. May­or. It seems that there was in the neigh­bor­hood near Ail­ly-le-Haut-Clocher an old fel­low who was called Fa­ther Champ­math­ieu. He was a very wretch­ed crea­ture. No one paid any at­ten­tion to him. No one knows what such peo­ple sub­sist on. Late­ly, last au­tumn, Fa­ther Champ­math­ieu was ar­rest­ed for the theft of some cider ap­ples from—Well, no mat­ter, a theft had been com­mit­ted, a wall scaled, branch­es of trees bro­ken. My Champ­math­ieu was ar­rest­ed. He still had the branch of ap­ple-tree in his hand. The scamp is locked up. Up to this point it was mere­ly an af­fair of a mis­de­meanor. But here is where Prov­i­dence in­ter­vened.

			“The jail be­ing in a bad con­di­tion, the ex­am­in­ing mag­is­trate finds it con­ve­nient to trans­fer Champ­math­ieu to Ar­ras, where the de­part­men­tal prison is sit­u­at­ed. In this prison at Ar­ras there is an ex-con­vict named Brevet, who is de­tained for I know not what, and who has been ap­point­ed turnkey of the house, be­cause of good be­hav­ior. Mr. May­or, no soon­er had Champ­math­ieu ar­rived than Brevet ex­claims: ‘Eh! Why, I know that man! He is a fagot!17 Take a good look at me, my good man! You are Jean Val­jean!’ ‘Jean Val­jean! who’s Jean Val­jean?’ Champ­math­ieu feigns as­ton­ish­ment. ‘Don’t play the in­no­cent dodge,’ says Brevet. ‘You are Jean Val­jean! You have been in the gal­leys of Toulon; it was twen­ty years ago; we were there to­geth­er.’ Champ­math­ieu de­nies it. Par­bleu! You un­der­stand. The case is in­ves­ti­gat­ed. The thing was well ven­ti­lat­ed for me. This is what they dis­cov­ered: This Champ­math­ieu had been, thir­ty years ago, a pruner of trees in var­i­ous lo­cal­i­ties, no­tably at Faverolles. There all trace of him was lost. A long time af­ter­wards he was seen again in Au­vergne; then in Paris, where he is said to have been a wheel­wright, and to have had a daugh­ter, who was a laun­dress; but that has not been proved. Now, be­fore go­ing to the gal­leys for theft, what was Jean Val­jean? A pruner of trees. Where? At Faverolles. An­oth­er fact. This Val­jean’s Chris­tian name was Jean, and his moth­er’s sur­name was Math­ieu. What more nat­u­ral to sup­pose than that, on emerg­ing from the gal­leys, he should have tak­en his moth­er’s name for the pur­pose of con­ceal­ing him­self, and have called him­self Jean Math­ieu? He goes to Au­vergne. The lo­cal pro­nun­ci­a­tion turns Jean in­to Chan—he is called Chan Math­ieu. Our man of­fers no op­po­si­tion, and be­hold him trans­formed in­to Champ­math­ieu. You fol­low me, do you not? In­quiries were made at Faverolles. The fam­i­ly of Jean Val­jean is no longer there. It is not known where they have gone. You know that among those class­es a fam­i­ly of­ten dis­ap­pears. Search was made, and noth­ing was found. When such peo­ple are not mud, they are dust. And then, as the be­gin­ning of the sto­ry dates thir­ty years back, there is no longer any­one at Faverolles who knew Jean Val­jean. In­quiries were made at Toulon. Be­sides Brevet, there are on­ly two con­victs in ex­is­tence who have seen Jean Val­jean; they are Coche­p­aille and Che­nildieu, and are sen­tenced for life. They are tak­en from the gal­leys and con­front­ed with the pre­tend­ed Champ­math­ieu. They do not hes­i­tate; he is Jean Val­jean for them as well as for Brevet. The same age—he is fifty-four—the same height, the same air, the same man; in short, it is he. It was pre­cise­ly at this mo­ment that I for­ward­ed my de­nun­ci­a­tion to the Pre­fec­ture in Paris. I was told that I had lost my rea­son, and that Jean Val­jean is at Ar­ras, in the pow­er of the au­thor­i­ties. You can imag­ine whether this sur­prised me, when I thought that I had that same Jean Val­jean here. I write to the ex­am­in­ing judge; he sends for me; Champ­math­ieu is con­duct­ed to me—”

			“Well?” in­ter­posed M. Madeleine.

			Javert replied, his face in­cor­rupt­ible, and as melan­choly as ev­er:—

			“Mr. May­or, the truth is the truth. I am sor­ry; but that man is Jean Val­jean. I rec­og­nized him al­so.”

			M. Madeleine re­sumed in, a very low voice:—

			“You are sure?”

			Javert be­gan to laugh, with that mourn­ful laugh which comes from pro­found con­vic­tion.

			“O! Sure!”

			He stood there thought­ful­ly for a mo­ment, me­chan­i­cal­ly tak­ing pinch­es of pow­dered wood for blot­ting ink from the wood­en bowl which stood on the ta­ble, and he added:—

			“And even now that I have seen the re­al Jean Val­jean, I do not see how I could have thought oth­er­wise. I beg your par­don, Mr. May­or.”

			Javert, as he ad­dressed these grave and sup­pli­cat­ing words to the man, who six weeks be­fore had hu­mil­i­at­ed him in the pres­ence of the whole sta­tion-house, and bade him “leave the room,”—Javert, that haughty man, was un­con­scious­ly full of sim­plic­i­ty and dig­ni­ty—M. Madeleine made no oth­er re­ply to his prayer than the abrupt ques­tion:—

			“And what does this man say?”

			“Ah! In­deed, Mr. May­or, it’s a bad busi­ness. If he is Jean Val­jean, he has his pre­vi­ous con­vic­tion against him. To climb a wall, to break a branch, to pur­loin ap­ples, is a mis­chievous trick in a child; for a man it is a mis­de­meanor; for a con­vict it is a crime. Rob­bing and house­break­ing—it is all there. It is no longer a ques­tion of cor­rec­tion­al po­lice; it is a mat­ter for the Court of As­sizes. It is no longer a mat­ter of a few days in prison; it is the gal­leys for life. And then, there is the af­fair with the lit­tle Savo­yard, who will re­turn, I hope. The deuce! there is plen­ty to dis­pute in the mat­ter, is there not? Yes, for any­one but Jean Val­jean. But Jean Val­jean is a sly dog. That is the way I rec­og­nized him. Any oth­er man would have felt that things were get­ting hot for him; he would strug­gle, he would cry out—the ket­tle sings be­fore the fire; he would not be Jean Val­jean, et cetera. But he has not the ap­pear­ance of un­der­stand­ing; he says, ‘I am Champ­math­ieu, and I won’t de­part from that!’ He has an as­ton­ished air, he pre­tends to be stupid; it is far bet­ter. Oh! the rogue is clever! But it makes no dif­fer­ence. The proofs are there. He has been rec­og­nized by four per­sons; the old scamp will be con­demned. The case has been tak­en to the As­sizes at Ar­ras. I shall go there to give my tes­ti­mo­ny. I have been sum­moned.”

			M. Madeleine had turned to his desk again, and tak­en up his dock­et, and was turn­ing over the leaves tran­quil­ly, read­ing and writ­ing by turns, like a busy man. He turned to Javert:—

			“That will do, Javert. In truth, all these de­tails in­ter­est me but lit­tle. We are wast­ing our time, and we have press­ing busi­ness on hand. Javert, you will be­take your­self at once to the house of the wom­an Buse­aupied, who sells herbs at the cor­ner of the Rue Saint-Saul­ve. You will tell her that she must en­ter her com­plaint against carter Pierre Ches­ne­long. The man is a brute, who came near crush­ing this wom­an and her child. He must be pun­ished. You will then go to M. Char­cel­lay, Rue Mon­tre-de-Champigny. He com­plained that there is a gut­ter on the ad­join­ing house which dis­charges rain­wa­ter on his premis­es, and is un­der­min­ing the foun­da­tions of his house. Af­ter that, you will ver­i­fy the in­frac­tions of po­lice reg­u­la­tions which have been re­port­ed to me in the Rue Gui­bourg, at Wid­ow Doris’s, and Rue du Gar­raud-Blanc, at Madame Renée le Bossé’s, and you will pre­pare doc­u­ments. But I am giv­ing you a great deal of work. Are you not to be ab­sent? Did you not tell me that you were go­ing to Ar­ras on that mat­ter in a week or ten days?”

			“Soon­er than that, Mr. May­or.”

			“On what day, then?”

			“Why, I thought that I had said to Mon­sieur le Maire that the case was to be tried to­mor­row, and that I am to set out by dili­gence tonight.”

			M. Madeleine made an im­per­cep­ti­ble move­ment.

			“And how long will the case last?”

			“One day, at the most. The judg­ment will be pro­nounced to­mor­row evening at lat­est. But I shall not wait for the sen­tence, which is cer­tain; I shall re­turn here as soon as my de­po­si­tion has been tak­en.”

			“That is well,” said M. Madeleine.

			And he dis­missed Javert with a wave of the hand.

			Javert did not with­draw.

			“Ex­cuse me, Mr. May­or,” said he.

			“What is it now?” de­mand­ed M. Madeleine.

			“Mr. May­or, there is still some­thing of which I must re­mind you.”

			“What is it?”

			“That I must be dis­missed.”

			M. Madeleine rose.

			“Javert, you are a man of hon­or, and I es­teem you. You ex­ag­ger­ate your fault. More­over, this is an of­fence which con­cerns me. Javert, you de­serve pro­mo­tion in­stead of degra­da­tion. I wish you to re­tain your post.”

			Javert gazed at M. Madeleine with his can­did eyes, in whose depths his not very en­light­ened but pure and rigid con­science seemed vis­i­ble, and said in a tran­quil voice:—

			“Mr. May­or, I can­not grant you that.”

			“I re­peat,” replied M. Madeleine, “that the mat­ter con­cerns me.”

			But Javert, heed­ing his own thought on­ly, con­tin­ued:—

			“So far as ex­ag­ger­a­tion is con­cerned, I am not ex­ag­ger­at­ing. This is the way I rea­son: I have sus­pect­ed you un­just­ly. That is noth­ing. It is our right to cher­ish sus­pi­cion, al­though sus­pi­cion di­rect­ed above our­selves is an abuse. But with­out proofs, in a fit of rage, with the ob­ject of wreak­ing my vengeance, I have de­nounced you as a con­vict, you, a re­spectable man, a may­or, a mag­is­trate! That is se­ri­ous, very se­ri­ous. I have in­sult­ed au­thor­i­ty in your per­son, I, an agent of the au­thor­i­ties! If one of my sub­or­di­nates had done what I have done, I should have de­clared him un­wor­thy of the ser­vice, and have ex­pelled him. Well? Stop, Mr. May­or; one word more. I have of­ten been se­vere in the course of my life to­wards oth­ers. That is just. I have done well. Now, if I were not se­vere to­wards my­self, all the jus­tice that I have done would be­come in­jus­tice. Ought I to spare my­self more than oth­ers? No! What! I should be good for noth­ing but to chas­tise oth­ers, and not my­self! Why, I should be a black­guard! Those who say, ‘That black­guard of a Javert!’ would be in the right. Mr. May­or, I do not de­sire that you should treat me kind­ly; your kind­ness roused suf­fi­cient bad blood in me when it was di­rect­ed to oth­ers. I want none of it for my­self. The kind­ness which con­sists in up­hold­ing a wom­an of the town against a cit­i­zen, the po­lice agent against the may­or, the man who is down against the man who is up in the world, is what I call false kind­ness. That is the sort of kind­ness which dis­or­ga­nizes so­ci­ety. Good God! it is very easy to be kind; the dif­fi­cul­ty lies in be­ing just. Come! if you had been what I thought you, I should not have been kind to you, not I! You would have seen! Mr. May­or, I must treat my­self as I would treat any oth­er man. When I have sub­dued male­fac­tors, when I have pro­ceed­ed with vig­or against ras­cals, I have of­ten said to my­self, ‘If you flinch, if I ev­er catch you in fault, you may rest at your ease!’ I have flinched, I have caught my­self in a fault. So much the worse! Come, dis­charged, cashiered, ex­pelled! That is well. I have arms. I will till the soil; it makes no dif­fer­ence to me. Mr. May­or, the good of the ser­vice de­mands an ex­am­ple. I sim­ply re­quire the dis­charge of In­spec­tor Javert.”

			All this was ut­tered in a proud, hum­ble, de­spair­ing, yet con­vinced tone, which lent in­de­scrib­able grandeur to this sin­gu­lar, hon­est man.

			“We shall see,” said M. Madeleine.

			And he of­fered him his hand.

			Javert re­coiled, and said in a wild voice:—

			“Ex­cuse me, Mr. May­or, but this must not be. A may­or does not of­fer his hand to a po­lice spy.”

			He added be­tween his teeth:—

			“A po­lice spy, yes; from the mo­ment when I have mis­used the po­lice. I am no more than a po­lice spy.”

			Then he bowed pro­found­ly, and di­rect­ed his steps to­wards the door.

			There he wheeled round, and with eyes still down­cast:—

			“Mr. May­or,” he said, “I shall con­tin­ue to serve un­til I am su­per­seded.”

			He with­drew. M. Madeleine re­mained thought­ful­ly lis­ten­ing to the firm, sure step, which died away on the pave­ment of the cor­ri­dor.

		
	
		
			
				
					Book
					VII
				

				The Champ­math­ieu Af­fair

			
		
	
		
			
				I

				Sis­ter Sim­plice

			
			The in­ci­dents the read­er is about to pe­ruse were not all known at M—— sur M——. But the small por­tion of them which be­came known left such a mem­o­ry in that town that a se­ri­ous gap would ex­ist in this book if we did not nar­rate them in their most minute de­tails. Among these de­tails the read­er will en­counter two or three im­prob­a­ble cir­cum­stances, which we pre­serve out of re­spect for the truth.

			On the af­ter­noon fol­low­ing the vis­it of Javert, M. Madeleine went to see Fan­tine ac­cord­ing to his wont.

			Be­fore en­ter­ing Fan­tine’s room, he had Sis­ter Sim­plice sum­moned.

			The two nuns who per­formed the ser­vices of nurse in the in­fir­mary, Lazariste ladies, like all sis­ters of char­i­ty, bore the names of Sis­ter Per­pétue and Sis­ter Sim­plice.

			Sis­ter Per­pétue was an or­di­nary vil­lager, a sis­ter of char­i­ty in a coarse style, who had en­tered the ser­vice of God as one en­ters any oth­er ser­vice. She was a nun as oth­er wom­en are cooks. This type is not so very rare. The monas­tic or­ders glad­ly ac­cept this heavy peas­ant earth­en­ware, which is eas­i­ly fash­ioned in­to a Ca­puchin or an Ur­su­line. These rus­tics are uti­lized for the rough work of de­vo­tion. The tran­si­tion from a drover to a Carmelite is not in the least vi­o­lent; the one turns in­to the oth­er with­out much ef­fort; the fund of ig­no­rance com­mon to the vil­lage and the clois­ter is a prepa­ra­tion ready at hand, and places the boor at once on the same foot­ing as the monk: a lit­tle more am­pli­tude in the smock, and it be­comes a frock. Sis­ter Per­pétue was a ro­bust nun from Marines near Pon­toise, who chat­tered her pa­tois, droned, grum­bled, sug­ared the po­tion ac­cord­ing to the big­otry or the hypocrisy of the in­valid, treat­ed her pa­tients abrupt­ly, rough­ly, was crabbed with the dy­ing, al­most flung God in their faces, stoned their death agony with prayers mum­bled in a rage; was bold, hon­est, and rud­dy.

			Sis­ter Sim­plice was white, with a wax­en pal­lor. Be­side Sis­ter Per­pétue, she was the ta­per be­side the can­dle. Vin­cent de Paul has di­vine­ly traced the fea­tures of the Sis­ter of Char­i­ty in these ad­mirable words, in which he min­gles as much free­dom as servi­tude: “They shall have for their con­vent on­ly the house of the sick; for cell on­ly a hired room; for chapel on­ly their parish church; for clois­ter on­ly the streets of the town and the wards of the hos­pi­tals; for en­clo­sure on­ly obe­di­ence; for grat­ings on­ly the fear of God; for veil on­ly mod­esty.” This ide­al was re­al­ized in the liv­ing per­son of Sis­ter Sim­plice: she had nev­er been young, and it seemed as though she would nev­er grow old. No one could have told Sis­ter Sim­plice’s age. She was a per­son—we dare not say a wom­an—who was gen­tle, aus­tere, well-bred, cold, and who had nev­er lied. She was so gen­tle that she ap­peared frag­ile; but she was more sol­id than gran­ite. She touched the un­hap­py with fin­gers that were charm­ing­ly pure and fine. There was, so to speak, si­lence in her speech; she said just what was nec­es­sary, and she pos­sessed a tone of voice which would have equal­ly ed­i­fied a con­fes­sion­al or en­chant­ed a draw­ing-room. This del­i­ca­cy ac­com­mo­dat­ed it­self to the serge gown, find­ing in this harsh con­tact a con­tin­u­al re­minder of heav­en and of God. Let us em­pha­size one de­tail. Nev­er to have lied, nev­er to have said, for any in­ter­est what­ev­er, even in in­dif­fer­ence, any sin­gle thing which was not the truth, the sa­cred truth, was Sis­ter Sim­plice’s dis­tinc­tive trait; it was the ac­cent of her virtue. She was al­most renowned in the con­gre­ga­tion for this im­per­turbable ve­rac­i­ty. The Ab­bé Sicard speaks of Sis­ter Sim­plice in a let­ter to the deaf-mute Massieu. How­ev­er pure and sin­cere we may be, we all bear up­on our can­dor the crack of the lit­tle, in­no­cent lie. She did not. Lit­tle lie, in­no­cent lie—does such a thing ex­ist? To lie is the ab­so­lute form of evil. To lie a lit­tle is not pos­si­ble: he who lies, lies the whole lie. To lie is the very face of the de­mon. Sa­tan has two names; he is called Sa­tan and Ly­ing. That is what she thought; and as she thought, so she did. The re­sult was the white­ness which we have men­tioned—a white­ness which cov­ered even her lips and her eyes with ra­di­ance. Her smile was white, her glance was white. There was not a sin­gle spi­der’s web, not a grain of dust, on the glass win­dow of that con­science. On en­ter­ing the or­der of Saint Vin­cent de Paul, she had tak­en the name of Sim­plice by spe­cial choice. Sim­plice of Sici­ly, as we know, is the saint who pre­ferred to al­low both her breasts to be torn off rather than to say that she had been born at Seges­ta when she had been born at Syra­cuse—a lie which would have saved her. This pa­tron saint suit­ed this soul.

			Sis­ter Sim­plice, on her en­trance in­to the or­der, had had two faults which she had grad­u­al­ly cor­rect­ed: she had a taste for dain­ties, and she liked to re­ceive let­ters. She nev­er read any­thing but a book of prayers print­ed in Latin, in coarse type. She did not un­der­stand Latin, but she un­der­stood the book.

			This pi­ous wom­an had con­ceived an af­fec­tion for Fan­tine, prob­a­bly feel­ing a la­tent virtue there, and she had de­vot­ed her­self al­most ex­clu­sive­ly to her care.

			M. Madeleine took Sis­ter Sim­plice apart and rec­om­mend­ed Fan­tine to her in a sin­gu­lar tone, which the sis­ter re­called lat­er on.

			On leav­ing the sis­ter, he ap­proached Fan­tine.

			Fan­tine await­ed M. Madeleine’s ap­pear­ance ev­ery day as one awaits a ray of warmth and joy. She said to the sis­ters, “I on­ly live when Mon­sieur le Maire is here.”

			She had a great deal of fever that day. As soon as she saw M. Madeleine she asked him:—

			“And Cosette?”

			He replied with a smile:—

			“Soon.”

			M. Madeleine was the same as usu­al with Fan­tine. On­ly he re­mained an hour in­stead of half an hour, to Fan­tine’s great de­light. He urged ev­ery­one re­peat­ed­ly not to al­low the in­valid to want for any­thing. It was no­ticed that there was a mo­ment when his coun­te­nance be­came very som­bre. But this was ex­plained when it be­came known that the doc­tor had bent down to his ear and said to him, “She is los­ing ground fast.”

			Then he re­turned to the town-hall, and the clerk ob­served him at­ten­tive­ly ex­am­in­ing a road map of France which hung in his study. He wrote a few fig­ures on a bit of pa­per with a pen­cil.

		
	
		
			
				II

				The Per­spi­cac­i­ty of Mas­ter Scauf­flaire

			
			From the town-hall he be­took him­self to the ex­trem­i­ty of the town, to a Flem­ing named Mas­ter Scauf­flaer, French Scauf­flaire, who let out “hors­es and cabri­o­lets as de­sired.”

			In or­der to reach this Scauf­flaire, the short­est way was to take the lit­tle-fre­quent­ed street in which was sit­u­at­ed the par­son­age of the parish in which M. Madeleine resid­ed. The curé was, it was said, a wor­thy, re­spectable, and sen­si­ble man. At the mo­ment when M. Madeleine ar­rived in front of the par­son­age there was but one passer­by in the street, and this per­son no­ticed this: Af­ter the may­or had passed the priest’s house he halt­ed, stood mo­tion­less, then turned about, and re­traced his steps to the door of the par­son­age, which had an iron knock­er. He laid his hand quick­ly on the knock­er and lift­ed it; then he paused again and stopped short, as though in thought, and af­ter the lapse of a few sec­onds, in­stead of al­low­ing the knock­er to fall abrupt­ly, he placed it gen­tly, and re­sumed his way with a sort of haste which had not been ap­par­ent pre­vi­ous­ly.

			M. Madeleine found Mas­ter Scauf­flaire at home, en­gaged in stitch­ing a har­ness over.

			“Mas­ter Scauf­flaire,” he in­quired, “have you a good horse?”

			“Mr. May­or,” said the Flem­ing, “all my hors­es are good. What do you mean by a good horse?”

			“I mean a horse which can trav­el twen­ty leagues in a day.”

			“The deuce!” said the Flem­ing. “Twen­ty leagues!”

			“Yes.”

			“Hitched to a cabri­o­let?”

			“Yes.”

			“And how long can he rest at the end of his jour­ney?”

			“He must be able to set out again on the next day if nec­es­sary.”

			“To tra­verse the same road?”

			“Yes.”

			“The deuce! the deuce! And it is twen­ty leagues?”

			M. Madeleine drew from his pock­et the pa­per on which he had pen­cilled some fig­ures. He showed it to the Flem­ing. The fig­ures were 5, 6, 8½.

			“You see,” he said, “to­tal, nine­teen and a half; as well say twen­ty leagues.”

			“Mr. May­or,” re­turned the Flem­ing, “I have just what you want. My lit­tle white horse—you may have seen him pass oc­ca­sion­al­ly; he is a small beast from Low­er Boulon­nais. He is full of fire. They want­ed to make a sad­dle-horse of him at first. Bah! He reared, he kicked, he laid ev­ery­body flat on the ground. He was thought to be vi­cious, and no one knew what to do with him. I bought him. I har­nessed him to a car­riage. That is what he want­ed, sir; he is as gen­tle as a girl; he goes like the wind. Ah! in­deed he must not be mount­ed. It does not suit his ideas to be a sad­dle-horse. Ev­ery­one has his am­bi­tion. ‘Draw? Yes. Car­ry? No.’ We must sup­pose that is what he said to him­self.”

			“And he will ac­com­plish the trip?”

			“Your twen­ty leagues all at a full trot, and in less than eight hours. But here are the con­di­tions.”

			“State them.”

			“In the first place, you will give him half an hour’s breath­ing spell mid­way of the road; he will eat; and some­one must be by while he is eat­ing to pre­vent the sta­ble boy of the inn from steal­ing his oats; for I have no­ticed that in inns the oats are more of­ten drunk by the sta­ble men than eat­en by the hors­es.”

			“Some­one will be by.”

			“In the sec­ond place—is the cabri­o­let for Mon­sieur le Maire?”

			“Yes.”

			“Does Mon­sieur le Maire know how to drive?”

			“Yes.”

			“Well, Mon­sieur le Maire will trav­el alone and with­out bag­gage, in or­der not to over­load the horse?”

			“Agreed.”

			“But as Mon­sieur le Maire will have no one with him, he will be obliged to take the trou­ble him­self of see­ing that the oats are not stolen.”

			“That is un­der­stood.”

			“I am to have thir­ty francs a day. The days of rest to be paid for al­so—not a far­thing less; and the beast’s food to be at Mon­sieur le Maire’s ex­pense.”

			M. Madeleine drew three napoleons from his purse and laid them on the ta­ble.

			“Here is the pay for two days in ad­vance.”

			“Fourth­ly, for such a jour­ney a cabri­o­let would be too heavy, and would fa­tigue the horse. Mon­sieur le Maire must con­sent to trav­el in a lit­tle tilbury that I own.”

			“I con­sent to that.”

			“It is light, but it has no cov­er.”

			“That makes no dif­fer­ence to me.”

			“Has Mon­sieur le Maire re­flect­ed that we are in the mid­dle of win­ter?”

			M. Madeleine did not re­ply. The Flem­ing re­sumed:—

			“That it is very cold?”

			M. Madeleine pre­served si­lence.

			Mas­ter Scauf­flaire con­tin­ued:—

			“That it may rain?”

			M. Madeleine raised his head and said:—

			“The tilbury and the horse will be in front of my door to­mor­row morn­ing at half-past four o’clock.”

			“Of course, Mon­sieur le Maire,” replied Scauf­flaire; then, scratch­ing a speck in the wood of the ta­ble with his thumb­nail, he re­sumed with that care­less air which the Flem­ings un­der­stand so well how to min­gle with their shrewd­ness:—

			“But this is what I am think­ing of now: Mon­sieur le Maire has not told me where he is go­ing. Where is Mon­sieur le Maire go­ing?”

			He had been think­ing of noth­ing else since the be­gin­ning of the con­ver­sa­tion, but he did not know why he had not dared to put the ques­tion.

			“Are your horse’s forelegs good?” said M. Madeleine.

			“Yes, Mon­sieur le Maire. You must hold him in a lit­tle when go­ing down hill. Are there many de­scends be­tween here and the place whith­er you are go­ing?”

			“Do not for­get to be at my door at pre­cise­ly half-past four o’clock to­mor­row morn­ing,” replied M. Madeleine; and he took his de­par­ture.

			The Flem­ing re­mained “ut­ter­ly stupid,” as he him­self said some time af­ter­wards.

			The may­or had been gone two or three min­utes when the door opened again; it was the may­or once more.

			He still wore the same im­pas­sive and pre­oc­cu­pied air.

			“Mon­sieur Scauf­flaire,” said he, “at what sum do you es­ti­mate the val­ue of the horse and tilbury which you are to let to me—the one bear­ing the oth­er?”

			“The one drag­ging the oth­er, Mon­sieur le Maire,” said the Flem­ing, with a broad smile.

			“So be it. Well?”

			“Does Mon­sieur le Maire wish to pur­chase them or me?”

			“No; but I wish to guar­an­tee you in any case. You shall give me back the sum at my re­turn. At what val­ue do you es­ti­mate your horse and cabri­o­let?”

			“Five hun­dred francs, Mon­sieur le Maire.”

			“Here it is.”

			M. Madeleine laid a bank-bill on the ta­ble, then left the room; and this time he did not re­turn.

			Mas­ter Scauf­flaire ex­pe­ri­enced a fright­ful re­gret that he had not said a thou­sand francs. Be­sides the horse and tilbury to­geth­er were worth but a hun­dred crowns.

			The Flem­ing called his wife, and re­lat­ed the af­fair to her. “Where the dev­il could Mon­sieur le Maire be go­ing?” They held coun­sel to­geth­er. “He is go­ing to Paris,” said the wife. “I don’t be­lieve it,” said the hus­band.

			M. Madeleine had for­got­ten the pa­per with the fig­ures on it, and it lay on the chim­ney­p­iece. The Flem­ing picked it up and stud­ied it. “Five, six, eight and a half? That must des­ig­nate the post­ing re­lays.” He turned to his wife:—

			“I have found out.”

			“What?”

			“It is five leagues from here to Hes­din, six from Hes­din to Saint-Pol, eight and a half from Saint-Pol to Ar­ras. He is go­ing to Ar­ras.”

			Mean­while, M. Madeleine had re­turned home. He had tak­en the long­est way to re­turn from Mas­ter Scauf­flaire’s, as though the par­son­age door had been a temp­ta­tion for him, and he had wished to avoid it. He as­cend­ed to his room, and there he shut him­self up, which was a very sim­ple act, since he liked to go to bed ear­ly. Nev­er­the­less, the portress of the fac­to­ry, who was, at the same time, M. Madeleine’s on­ly ser­vant, no­ticed that the lat­ter’s light was ex­tin­guished at half-past eight, and she men­tioned it to the cashier when he came home, adding:—

			“Is Mon­sieur le Maire ill? I thought he had a rather sin­gu­lar air.”

			This cashier oc­cu­pied a room sit­u­at­ed di­rect­ly un­der M. Madeleine’s cham­ber. He paid no heed to the portress’s words, but went to bed and to sleep. To­wards mid­night he woke up with a start; in his sleep he had heard a noise above his head. He lis­tened; it was a foot­step pac­ing back and forth, as though some­one were walk­ing in the room above him. He lis­tened more at­ten­tive­ly, and rec­og­nized M. Madeleine’s step. This struck him as strange; usu­al­ly, there was no noise in M. Madeleine’s cham­ber un­til he rose in the morn­ing. A mo­ment lat­er the cashier heard a noise which re­sem­bled that of a cup­board be­ing opened, and then shut again; then a piece of fur­ni­ture was dis­ar­ranged; then a pause en­sued; then the step be­gan again. The cashier sat up in bed, quite awake now, and star­ing; and through his win­dow­panes he saw the red­dish gleam of a light­ed win­dow re­flect­ed on the op­po­site wall; from the di­rec­tion of the rays, it could on­ly come from the win­dow of M. Madeleine’s cham­ber. The re­flec­tion wa­vered, as though it came rather from a fire which had been light­ed than from a can­dle. The shad­ow of the win­dow-frame was not shown, which in­di­cat­ed that the win­dow was wide open. The fact that this win­dow was open in such cold weath­er was sur­pris­ing. The cashier fell asleep again. An hour or two lat­er he waked again. The same step was still pass­ing slow­ly and reg­u­lar­ly back and forth over­head.

			The re­flec­tion was still vis­i­ble on the wall, but now it was pale and peace­ful, like the re­flec­tion of a lamp or of a can­dle. The win­dow was still open.

			This is what had tak­en place in M. Madeleine’s room.

		
	
		
			
				III

				A Tem­pest in a Skull

			
			The read­er has, no doubt, al­ready di­vined that M. Madeleine is no oth­er than Jean Val­jean.

			We have al­ready gazed in­to the depths of this con­science; the mo­ment has now come when we must take an­oth­er look in­to it. We do so not with­out emo­tion and trep­i­da­tion. There is noth­ing more ter­ri­ble in ex­is­tence than this sort of con­tem­pla­tion. The eye of the spir­it can nowhere find more daz­zling bril­liance and more shad­ow than in man; it can fix it­self on no oth­er thing which is more for­mi­da­ble, more com­pli­cat­ed, more mys­te­ri­ous, and more in­fi­nite. There is a spec­ta­cle more grand than the sea; it is heav­en: there is a spec­ta­cle more grand than heav­en; it is the in­most re­cess­es of the soul.

			To make the po­em of the hu­man con­science, were it on­ly with ref­er­ence to a sin­gle man, were it on­ly in con­nec­tion with the basest of men, would be to blend all epics in­to one su­pe­ri­or and de­fin­i­tive epic. Con­science is the chaos of chi­maeras, of lusts, and of temp­ta­tions; the fur­nace of dreams; the lair of ideas of which we are ashamed; it is the pan­de­mo­ni­um of sophisms; it is the bat­tle­field of the pas­sions. Pen­e­trate, at cer­tain hours, past the livid face of a hu­man be­ing who is en­gaged in re­flec­tion, and look be­hind, gaze in­to that soul, gaze in­to that ob­scu­ri­ty. There, be­neath that ex­ter­nal si­lence, bat­tles of gi­ants, like those record­ed in Homer, are in progress; skir­mish­es of drag­ons and hy­dras and swarms of phan­toms, as in Mil­ton; vi­sion­ary cir­cles, as in Dante. What a solemn thing is this in­fin­i­ty which ev­ery man bears with­in him, and which he mea­sures with de­spair against the caprices of his brain and the ac­tions of his life!

			Alighieri one day met with a sin­is­ter-look­ing door, be­fore which he hes­i­tat­ed. Here is one be­fore us, up­on whose thresh­old we hes­i­tate. Let us en­ter, nev­er­the­less.

			We have but lit­tle to add to what the read­er al­ready knows of what had hap­pened to Jean Val­jean af­ter the ad­ven­ture with Lit­tle Ger­vais. From that mo­ment forth he was, as we have seen, a to­tal­ly dif­fer­ent man. What the Bish­op had wished to make of him, that he car­ried out. It was more than a trans­for­ma­tion; it was a trans­fig­u­ra­tion.

			He suc­ceed­ed in dis­ap­pear­ing, sold the Bish­op’s sil­ver, re­serv­ing on­ly the can­dle­sticks as a sou­venir, crept from town to town, tra­versed France, came to M—— sur M——, con­ceived the idea which we have men­tioned, ac­com­plished what we have re­lat­ed, suc­ceed­ed in ren­der­ing him­self safe from seizure and in­ac­ces­si­ble, and, thence­forth, es­tab­lished at M—— sur M——, hap­py in feel­ing his con­science sad­dened by the past and the first half of his ex­is­tence be­lied by the last, he lived in peace, re­as­sured and hope­ful, hav­ing hence­forth on­ly two thoughts—to con­ceal his name and to sanc­ti­fy his life; to es­cape men and to re­turn to God.

			These two thoughts were so close­ly in­ter­twined in his mind that they formed but a sin­gle one there; both were equal­ly ab­sorb­ing and im­per­a­tive and ruled his slight­est ac­tions. In gen­er­al, they con­spired to reg­u­late the con­duct of his life; they turned him to­wards the gloom; they ren­dered him kind­ly and sim­ple; they coun­selled him to the same things. Some­times, how­ev­er, they con­flict­ed. In that case, as the read­er will re­mem­ber, the man whom all the coun­try of M—— sur M—— called M. Madeleine did not hes­i­tate to sac­ri­fice the first to the sec­ond—his se­cu­ri­ty to his virtue. Thus, in spite of all his re­serve and all his pru­dence, he had pre­served the Bish­op’s can­dle­sticks, worn mourn­ing for him, sum­moned and in­ter­ro­gat­ed all the lit­tle Savo­yards who passed that way, col­lect­ed in­for­ma­tion re­gard­ing the fam­i­lies at Faverolles, and saved old Fauchelevent’s life, de­spite the dis­qui­et­ing in­sin­u­a­tions of Javert. It seemed, as we have al­ready re­marked, as though he thought, fol­low­ing the ex­am­ple of all those who have been wise, holy, and just, that his first du­ty was not to­wards him­self.

			At the same time, it must be con­fessed, noth­ing just like this had yet pre­sent­ed it­self.

			Nev­er had the two ideas which gov­erned the un­hap­py man whose suf­fer­ings we are nar­rat­ing, en­gaged in so se­ri­ous a strug­gle. He un­der­stood this con­fus­ed­ly but pro­found­ly at the very first words pro­nounced by Javert, when the lat­ter en­tered his study. At the mo­ment when that name, which he had buried be­neath so many lay­ers, was so strange­ly ar­tic­u­lat­ed, he was struck with stu­por, and as though in­tox­i­cat­ed with the sin­is­ter ec­cen­tric­i­ty of his des­tiny; and through this stu­por he felt that shud­der which pre­cedes great shocks. He bent like an oak at the ap­proach of a storm, like a sol­dier at the ap­proach of an as­sault. He felt shad­ows filled with thun­ders and light­nings de­scend­ing up­on his head. As he lis­tened to Javert, the first thought which oc­curred to him was to go, to run and de­nounce him­self, to take that Champ­math­ieu out of prison and place him­self there; this was as painful and as poignant as an in­ci­sion in the liv­ing flesh. Then it passed away, and he said to him­self, “We will see! We will see!” He re­pressed this first, gen­er­ous in­stinct, and re­coiled be­fore hero­ism.

			It would be beau­ti­ful, no doubt, af­ter the Bish­op’s holy words, af­ter so many years of re­pen­tance and ab­ne­ga­tion, in the midst of a pen­i­tence ad­mirably be­gun, if this man had not flinched for an in­stant, even in the pres­ence of so ter­ri­ble a con­jec­ture, but had con­tin­ued to walk with the same step to­wards this yawn­ing precipice, at the bot­tom of which lay heav­en; that would have been beau­ti­ful; but it was not thus. We must ren­der an ac­count of the things which went on in this soul, and we can on­ly tell what there was there. He was car­ried away, at first, by the in­stinct of self-preser­va­tion; he ral­lied all his ideas in haste, sti­fled his emo­tions, took in­to con­sid­er­a­tion Javert’s pres­ence, that great dan­ger, post­poned all de­ci­sion with the firm­ness of ter­ror, shook off thought as to what he had to do, and re­sumed his calm­ness as a war­rior picks up his buck­ler.

			He re­mained in this state dur­ing the rest of the day, a whirl­wind with­in, a pro­found tran­quil­li­ty with­out. He took no “preser­va­tive mea­sures,” as they may be called. Ev­ery­thing was still con­fused, and jostling to­geth­er in his brain. His trou­ble was so great that he could not per­ceive the form of a sin­gle idea dis­tinct­ly, and he could have told noth­ing about him­self, ex­cept that he had re­ceived a great blow.

			He re­paired to Fan­tine’s bed of suf­fer­ing, as usu­al, and pro­longed his vis­it, through a kind­ly in­stinct, telling him­self that he must be­have thus, and rec­om­mend her well to the sis­ters, in case he should be obliged to be ab­sent him­self. He had a vague feel­ing that he might be obliged to go to Ar­ras; and with­out hav­ing the least in the world made up his mind to this trip, he said to him­self that be­ing, as he was, be­yond the shad­ow of any sus­pi­cion, there could be noth­ing out of the way in be­ing a wit­ness to what was to take place, and he en­gaged the tilbury from Scauf­flaire in or­der to be pre­pared in any event.

			He dined with a good deal of ap­petite.

			On re­turn­ing to his room, he com­muned with him­self.

			He ex­am­ined the sit­u­a­tion, and found it un­prece­dent­ed; so un­prece­dent­ed that in the midst of his rever­ie he rose from his chair, moved by some in­ex­pli­ca­ble im­pulse of anx­i­ety, and bolt­ed his door. He feared lest some­thing more should en­ter. He was bar­ri­cad­ing him­self against pos­si­bil­i­ties.

			A mo­ment lat­er he ex­tin­guished his light; it em­bar­rassed him.

			It seemed to him as though he might be seen.

			By whom?

			Alas! That on which he de­sired to close the door had al­ready en­tered; that which he de­sired to blind was star­ing him in the face—his con­science.

			His con­science; that is to say, God.

			Nev­er­the­less, he de­lud­ed him­self at first; he had a feel­ing of se­cu­ri­ty and of soli­tude; the bolt once drawn, he thought him­self im­preg­nable; the can­dle ex­tin­guished, he felt him­self in­vis­i­ble. Then he took pos­ses­sion of him­self: he set his el­bows on the ta­ble, leaned his head on his hand, and be­gan to med­i­tate in the dark.

			“Where do I stand? Am not I dream­ing? What have I heard? Is it re­al­ly true that I have seen that Javert, and that he spoke to me in that man­ner? Who can that Champ­math­ieu be? So he re­sem­bles me! Is it pos­si­ble? When I re­flect that yes­ter­day I was so tran­quil, and so far from sus­pect­ing any­thing! What was I do­ing yes­ter­day at this hour? What is there in this in­ci­dent? What will the end be? What is to be done?”

			This was the tor­ment in which he found him­self. His brain had lost its pow­er of re­tain­ing ideas; they passed like waves, and he clutched his brow in both hands to ar­rest them.

			Noth­ing but an­guish ex­tri­cat­ed it­self from this tu­mult which over­whelmed his will and his rea­son, and from which he sought to draw proof and res­o­lu­tion.

			His head was burn­ing. He went to the win­dow and threw it wide open. There were no stars in the sky. He re­turned and seat­ed him­self at the ta­ble.

			The first hour passed in this man­ner.

			Grad­u­al­ly, how­ev­er, vague out­lines be­gan to take form and to fix them­selves in his med­i­ta­tion, and he was able to catch a glimpse with pre­ci­sion of the re­al­i­ty—not the whole sit­u­a­tion, but some of the de­tails. He be­gan by rec­og­niz­ing the fact that, crit­i­cal and ex­tra­or­di­nary as was this sit­u­a­tion, he was com­plete­ly mas­ter of it.

			This on­ly caused an in­crease of his stu­por.

			In­de­pen­dent­ly of the se­vere and re­li­gious aim which he had as­signed to his ac­tions, all that he had made up to that day had been noth­ing but a hole in which to bury his name. That which he had al­ways feared most of all in his hours of self-com­mu­nion, dur­ing his sleep­less nights, was to ev­er hear that name pro­nounced; he had said to him­self, that that would be the end of all things for him; that on the day when that name made its reap­pear­ance it would cause his new life to van­ish from about him, and—who knows?—Per­haps even his new soul with­in him, al­so. He shud­dered at the very thought that this was pos­si­ble. As­sured­ly, if any­one had said to him at such mo­ments that the hour would come when that name would ring in his ears, when the hideous words, Jean Val­jean, would sud­den­ly emerge from the dark­ness and rise in front of him, when that for­mi­da­ble light, ca­pa­ble of dis­si­pat­ing the mys­tery in which he had en­veloped him­self, would sud­den­ly blaze forth above his head, and that that name would not men­ace him, that that light would but pro­duce an ob­scu­ri­ty more dense, that this rent veil would but in­crease the mys­tery, that this earth­quake would so­lid­i­fy his ed­i­fice, that this prodi­gious in­ci­dent would have no oth­er re­sult, so far as he was con­cerned, if so it seemed good to him, than that of ren­der­ing his ex­is­tence at once clear­er and more im­pen­e­tra­ble, and that, out of his con­fronta­tion with the phan­tom of Jean Val­jean, the good and wor­thy cit­i­zen Mon­sieur Madeleine would emerge more hon­ored, more peace­ful, and more re­spect­ed than ev­er—if any­one had told him that, he would have tossed his head and re­gard­ed the words as those of a mad­man. Well, all this was pre­cise­ly what had just come to pass; all that ac­cu­mu­la­tion of im­pos­si­bil­i­ties was a fact, and God had per­mit­ted these wild fan­cies to be­come re­al things!

			His rever­ie con­tin­ued to grow clear­er. He came more and more to an un­der­stand­ing of his po­si­tion.

			It seemed to him that he had but just waked up from some in­ex­pli­ca­ble dream, and that he found him­self slip­ping down a de­cliv­i­ty in the mid­dle of the night, erect, shiv­er­ing, hold­ing back all in vain, on the very brink of the abyss. He dis­tinct­ly per­ceived in the dark­ness a stranger, a man un­known to him, whom des­tiny had mis­tak­en for him, and whom she was thrust­ing in­to the gulf in his stead; in or­der that the gulf might close once more, it was nec­es­sary that some­one, him­self or that oth­er man, should fall in­to it: he had on­ly let things take their course.

			The light be­came com­plete, and he ac­knowl­edged this to him­self: That his place was emp­ty in the gal­leys; that do what he would, it was still await­ing him; that the theft from lit­tle Ger­vais had led him back to it; that this va­cant place would await him, and draw him on un­til he filled it; that this was in­evitable and fa­tal; and then he said to him­self, “that, at this mo­ment, he had a sub­sti­tute; that it ap­peared that a cer­tain Champ­math­ieu had that ill luck, and that, as re­gards him­self, be­ing present in the gal­leys in the per­son of that Champ­math­ieu, present in so­ci­ety un­der the name of M. Madeleine, he had noth­ing more to fear, pro­vid­ed that he did not pre­vent men from seal­ing over the head of that Champ­math­ieu this stone of in­famy which, like the stone of the sepul­chre, falls once, nev­er to rise again.”

			All this was so strange and so vi­o­lent, that there sud­den­ly took place in him that in­de­scrib­able move­ment, which no man feels more than two or three times in the course of his life, a sort of con­vul­sion of the con­science which stirs up all that there is doubt­ful in the heart, which is com­posed of irony, of joy, and of de­spair, and which may be called an out­burst of in­ward laugh­ter.

			He hasti­ly re­light­ed his can­dle.

			“Well, what then?” he said to him­self; “what am I afraid of? What is there in all that for me to think about? I am safe; all is over. I had but one part­ly open door through which my past might in­vade my life, and be­hold that door is walled up for­ev­er! That Javert, who has been an­noy­ing me so long; that ter­ri­ble in­stinct which seemed to have di­vined me, which had di­vined me—good God! and which fol­lowed me ev­ery­where; that fright­ful hunt­ing-dog, al­ways mak­ing a point at me, is thrown off the scent, en­gaged else­where, ab­so­lute­ly turned from the trail: hence­forth he is sat­is­fied; he will leave me in peace; he has his Jean Val­jean. Who knows? It is even prob­a­ble that he will wish to leave town! And all this has been brought about with­out any aid from me, and I count for noth­ing in it! Ah! But where is the mis­for­tune in this? Up­on my hon­or, peo­ple would think, to see me, that some catas­tro­phe had hap­pened to me! Af­ter all, if it does bring harm to some­one, that is not my fault in the least: it is Prov­i­dence which has done it all; it is be­cause it wish­es it so to be, ev­i­dent­ly. Have I the right to dis­ar­range what it has ar­ranged? What do I ask now? Why should I med­dle? It does not con­cern me; what! I am not sat­is­fied: but what more do I want? The goal to which I have as­pired for so many years, the dream of my nights, the ob­ject of my prayers to Heav­en—se­cu­ri­ty—I have now at­tained; it is God who wills it; I can do noth­ing against the will of God, and why does God will it? In or­der that I may con­tin­ue what I have be­gun, that I may do good, that I may one day be a grand and en­cour­ag­ing ex­am­ple, that it may be said at last, that a lit­tle hap­pi­ness has been at­tached to the penance which I have un­der­gone, and to that virtue to which I have re­turned. Re­al­ly, I do not un­der­stand why I was afraid, a lit­tle while ago, to en­ter the house of that good curé, and to ask his ad­vice; this is ev­i­dent­ly what he would have said to me: It is set­tled; let things take their course; let the good God do as he likes!”

			Thus did he ad­dress him­self in the depths of his own con­science, bend­ing over what may be called his own abyss; he rose from his chair, and be­gan to pace the room: “Come,” said he, “let us think no more about it; my re­solve is tak­en!” but he felt no joy.

			Quite the re­verse.

			One can no more pre­vent thought from re­cur­ring to an idea than one can the sea from re­turn­ing to the shore: the sailor calls it the tide; the guilty man calls it re­morse; God up­heaves the soul as he does the ocean.

			Af­ter the ex­pi­ra­tion of a few mo­ments, do what he would, he re­sumed the gloomy di­a­logue in which it was he who spoke and he who lis­tened, say­ing that which he would have pre­ferred to ig­nore, and lis­tened to that which he would have pre­ferred not to hear, yield­ing to that mys­te­ri­ous pow­er which said to him: “Think!” as it said to an­oth­er con­demned man, two thou­sand years ago, “March on!”

			Be­fore pro­ceed­ing fur­ther, and in or­der to make our­selves ful­ly un­der­stood, let us in­sist up­on one nec­es­sary ob­ser­va­tion.

			It is cer­tain that peo­ple do talk to them­selves; there is no liv­ing be­ing who has not done it. It may even be said that the word is nev­er a more mag­nif­i­cent mys­tery than when it goes from thought to con­science with­in a man, and when it re­turns from con­science to thought; it is in this sense on­ly that the words so of­ten em­ployed in this chap­ter, he said, he ex­claimed, must be un­der­stood; one speaks to one’s self, talks to one’s self, ex­claims to one’s self with­out break­ing the ex­ter­nal si­lence; there is a great tu­mult; ev­ery­thing about us talks ex­cept the mouth. The re­al­i­ties of the soul are none­the­less re­al­i­ties be­cause they are not vis­i­ble and pal­pa­ble.

			So he asked him­self where he stood. He in­ter­ro­gat­ed him­self up­on that “set­tled re­solve.” He con­fessed to him­self that all that he had just ar­ranged in his mind was mon­strous, that “to let things take their course, to let the good God do as he liked,” was sim­ply hor­ri­ble; to al­low this er­ror of fate and of men to be car­ried out, not to hin­der it, to lend him­self to it through his si­lence, to do noth­ing, in short, was to do ev­ery­thing! that this was hyp­o­crit­i­cal base­ness in the last de­gree! that it was a base, cow­ard­ly, sneak­ing, ab­ject, hideous crime!

			For the first time in eight years, the wretch­ed man had just tast­ed the bit­ter sa­vor of an evil thought and of an evil ac­tion.

			He spit it out with dis­gust.

			He con­tin­ued to ques­tion him­self. He asked him­self se­vere­ly what he had meant by this, “My ob­ject is at­tained!” He de­clared to him­self that his life re­al­ly had an ob­ject; but what ob­ject? To con­ceal his name? To de­ceive the po­lice? Was it for so pet­ty a thing that he had done all that he had done? Had he not an­oth­er and a grand ob­ject, which was the true one—to save, not his per­son, but his soul; to be­come hon­est and good once more; to be a just man? Was it not that above all, that alone, which he had al­ways de­sired, which the Bish­op had en­joined up­on him—to shut the door on his past? But he was not shut­ting it! great God! he was re­open­ing it by com­mit­ting an in­fa­mous ac­tion! He was be­com­ing a thief once more, and the most odi­ous of thieves! He was rob­bing an­oth­er of his ex­is­tence, his life, his peace, his place in the sun­shine. He was be­com­ing an as­sas­sin. He was mur­der­ing, moral­ly mur­der­ing, a wretch­ed man. He was in­flict­ing on him that fright­ful liv­ing death, that death be­neath the open sky, which is called the gal­leys. On the oth­er hand, to sur­ren­der him­self to save that man, struck down with so melan­choly an er­ror, to re­sume his own name, to be­come once more, out of du­ty, the con­vict Jean Val­jean, that was, in truth, to achieve his res­ur­rec­tion, and to close for­ev­er that hell whence he had just emerged; to fall back there in ap­pear­ance was to es­cape from it in re­al­i­ty. This must be done! He had done noth­ing if he did not do all this; his whole life was use­less; all his pen­i­tence was wast­ed. There was no longer any need of say­ing, “What is the use?” He felt that the Bish­op was there, that the Bish­op was present all the more be­cause he was dead, that the Bish­op was gaz­ing fixed­ly at him, that hence­forth May­or Madeleine, with all his virtues, would be abom­inable to him, and that the con­vict Jean Val­jean would be pure and ad­mirable in his sight; that men be­held his mask, but that the Bish­op saw his face; that men saw his life, but that the Bish­op be­held his con­science. So he must go to Ar­ras, de­liv­er the false Jean Val­jean, and de­nounce the re­al one. Alas! that was the great­est of sac­ri­fices, the most poignant of vic­to­ries, the last step to take; but it must be done. Sad fate! he would en­ter in­to sanc­ti­ty on­ly in the eyes of God when he re­turned to in­famy in the eyes of men.

			“Well,” said he, “let us de­cide up­on this; let us do our du­ty; let us save this man.” He ut­tered these words aloud, with­out per­ceiv­ing that he was speak­ing aloud.

			He took his books, ver­i­fied them, and put them in or­der. He flung in the fire a bun­dle of bills which he had against pet­ty and em­bar­rassed trades­men. He wrote and sealed a let­ter, and on the en­ve­lope it might have been read, had there been any­one in his cham­ber at the mo­ment,

			
				To Mon­sieur Laf­fitte, Banker,

				Rue d’Ar­tois, Paris.

			

			He drew from his sec­re­tary a pock­et­book which con­tained sev­er­al ban­knotes and the pass­port of which he had made use that same year when he went to the elec­tions.

			Any­one who had seen him dur­ing the ex­e­cu­tion of these var­i­ous acts, in­to which there en­tered such grave thought, would have had no sus­pi­cion of what was go­ing on with­in him. On­ly oc­ca­sion­al­ly did his lips move; at oth­er times he raised his head and fixed his gaze up­on some point of the wall, as though there ex­ist­ed at that point some­thing which he wished to elu­ci­date or in­ter­ro­gate.

			When he had fin­ished the let­ter to M. Laf­fitte, he put it in­to his pock­et, to­geth­er with the pock­et­book, and be­gan his walk once more.

			His rever­ie had not swerved from its course. He con­tin­ued to see his du­ty clear­ly, writ­ten in lu­mi­nous let­ters, which flamed be­fore his eyes and changed its place as he al­tered the di­rec­tion of his glance:—

			“Go! Tell your name! De­nounce your­self!”

			In the same way he be­held, as though they had passed be­fore him in vis­i­ble forms, the two ideas which had, up to that time, formed the dou­ble rule of his soul—the con­ceal­ment of his name, the sanc­ti­fi­ca­tion of his life. For the first time they ap­peared to him as ab­so­lute­ly dis­tinct, and he per­ceived the dis­tance which sep­a­rat­ed them. He rec­og­nized the fact that one of these ideas was, nec­es­sar­i­ly, good, while the oth­er might be­come bad; that the first was self-de­vo­tion, and that the oth­er was per­son­al­i­ty; that the one said, “my neigh­bour,” and that the oth­er said, “my­self;” that one em­anat­ed from the light, and the oth­er from dark­ness.

			They were an­tag­o­nis­tic. He saw them in con­flict. In pro­por­tion as he med­i­tat­ed, they grew be­fore the eyes of his spir­it. They had now at­tained colos­sal statures, and it seemed to him that he be­held with­in him­self, in that in­fin­i­ty of which we were re­cent­ly speak­ing, in the midst of the dark­ness and the lights, a god­dess and a gi­ant con­tend­ing.

			He was filled with ter­ror; but it seemed to him that the good thought was get­ting the up­per hand.

			He felt that he was on the brink of the sec­ond de­ci­sive cri­sis of his con­science and of his des­tiny; that the Bish­op had marked the first phase of his new life, and that Champ­math­ieu marked the sec­ond. Af­ter the grand cri­sis, the grand test.

			But the fever, al­layed for an in­stant, grad­u­al­ly re­sumed pos­ses­sion of him. A thou­sand thoughts tra­versed his mind, but they con­tin­ued to for­ti­fy him in his res­o­lu­tion.

			One mo­ment he said to him­self that he was, per­haps, tak­ing the mat­ter too keen­ly; that, af­ter all, this Champ­math­ieu was not in­ter­est­ing, and that he had ac­tu­al­ly been guilty of theft.

			He an­swered him­self: “If this man has, in­deed, stolen a few ap­ples, that means a month in prison. It is a long way from that to the gal­leys. And who knows? Did he steal? Has it been proved? The name of Jean Val­jean over­whelms him, and seems to dis­pense with proofs. Do not the at­tor­neys for the Crown al­ways pro­ceed in this man­ner? He is sup­posed to be a thief be­cause he is known to be a con­vict.”

			In an­oth­er in­stant the thought had oc­curred to him that, when he de­nounced him­self, the hero­ism of his deed might, per­haps, be tak­en in­to con­sid­er­a­tion, and his hon­est life for the last sev­en years, and what he had done for the dis­trict, and that they would have mer­cy on him.

			But this sup­po­si­tion van­ished very quick­ly, and he smiled bit­ter­ly as he re­mem­bered that the theft of the forty sous from lit­tle Ger­vais put him in the po­si­tion of a man guilty of a sec­ond of­fence af­ter con­vic­tion, that this af­fair would cer­tain­ly come up, and, ac­cord­ing to the pre­cise terms of the law, would ren­der him li­able to pe­nal servi­tude for life.

			He turned aside from all il­lu­sions, de­tached him­self more and more from earth, and sought strength and con­so­la­tion else­where. He told him­self that he must do his du­ty; that per­haps he should not be more un­hap­py af­ter do­ing his du­ty than af­ter hav­ing avoid­ed it; that if he “al­lowed things to take their own course,” if he re­mained at M—— sur M——, his con­sid­er­a­tion, his good name, his good works, the def­er­ence and ven­er­a­tion paid to him, his char­i­ty, his wealth, his pop­u­lar­i­ty, his virtue, would be sea­soned with a crime. And what would be the taste of all these holy things when bound up with this hideous thing? while, if he ac­com­plished his sac­ri­fice, a ce­les­tial idea would be min­gled with the gal­leys, the post, the iron neck­let, the green cap, un­ceas­ing toil, and piti­less shame.

			At length he told him­self that it must be so, that his des­tiny was thus al­lot­ted, that he had not au­thor­i­ty to al­ter the ar­range­ments made on high, that, in any case, he must make his choice: virtue with­out and abom­i­na­tion with­in, or ho­li­ness with­in and in­famy with­out.

			The stir­ring up of these lugubri­ous ideas did not cause his courage to fail, but his brain grow weary. He be­gan to think of oth­er things, of in­dif­fer­ent mat­ters, in spite of him­self.

			The veins in his tem­ples throbbed vi­o­lent­ly; he still paced to and fro; mid­night sound­ed first from the parish church, then from the town-hall; he count­ed the twelve strokes of the two clocks, and com­pared the sounds of the two bells; he re­called in this con­nec­tion the fact that, a few days pre­vi­ous­ly, he had seen in an iron­mon­ger’s shop an an­cient clock for sale, up­on which was writ­ten the name, An­toine-Al­bin de Ro­mainville.

			He was cold; he light­ed a small fire; it did not oc­cur to him to close the win­dow.

			In the mean­time he had re­lapsed in­to his stu­por; he was obliged to make a tol­er­a­bly vig­or­ous ef­fort to re­call what had been the sub­ject of his thoughts be­fore mid­night had struck; he fi­nal­ly suc­ceed­ed in do­ing this.

			“Ah! yes,” he said to him­self, “I had re­solved to in­form against my­self.”

			And then, all of a sud­den, he thought of Fan­tine.

			“Hold!” said he, “and what about that poor wom­an?”

			Here a fresh cri­sis de­clared it­self.

			Fan­tine, by ap­pear­ing thus abrupt­ly in his rever­ie, pro­duced the ef­fect of an un­ex­pect­ed ray of light; it seemed to him as though ev­ery­thing about him were un­der­go­ing a change of as­pect: he ex­claimed:—

			“Ah! but I have hith­er­to con­sid­ered no one but my­self; it is prop­er for me to hold my tongue or to de­nounce my­self, to con­ceal my per­son or to save my soul, to be a de­spi­ca­ble and re­spect­ed mag­is­trate, or an in­fa­mous and ven­er­a­ble con­vict; it is I, it is al­ways I and noth­ing but I: but, good God! all this is ego­tism; these are di­verse forms of ego­tism, but it is ego­tism all the same. What if I were to think a lit­tle about oth­ers? The high­est ho­li­ness is to think of oth­ers; come, let us ex­am­ine the mat­ter. The I ex­cept­ed, the I ef­faced, the I for­got­ten, what would be the re­sult of all this? What if I de­nounce my­self? I am ar­rest­ed; this Champ­math­ieu is re­leased; I am put back in the gal­leys; that is well—and what then? What is go­ing on here? Ah! here is a coun­try, a town, here are fac­to­ries, an in­dus­try, work­ers, both men and wom­en, aged grand­sires, chil­dren, poor peo­ple! All this I have cre­at­ed; all these I pro­vide with their liv­ing; ev­ery­where where there is a smok­ing chim­ney, it is I who have placed the brand on the hearth and meat in the pot; I have cre­at­ed ease, cir­cu­la­tion, cred­it; be­fore me there was noth­ing; I have el­e­vat­ed, viv­i­fied, in­formed with life, fe­cun­dat­ed, stim­u­lat­ed, en­riched the whole coun­try­side; lack­ing me, the soul is lack­ing; I take my­self off, ev­ery­thing dies: and this wom­an, who has suf­fered so much, who pos­sess­es so many mer­its in spite of her fall; the cause of all whose mis­ery I have un­wit­ting­ly been! And that child whom I meant to go in search of, whom I have promised to her moth­er; do I not al­so owe some­thing to this wom­an, in repa­ra­tion for the evil which I have done her? If I dis­ap­pear, what hap­pens? The moth­er dies; the child be­comes what it can; that is what will take place, if I de­nounce my­self. If I do not de­nounce my­self? come, let us see how it will be if I do not de­nounce my­self.”

			Af­ter putting this ques­tion to him­self, he paused; he seemed to un­der­go a mo­men­tary hes­i­ta­tion and trep­i­da­tion; but it did not last long, and he an­swered him­self calm­ly:—

			“Well, this man is go­ing to the gal­leys; it is true, but what the deuce! he has stolen! There is no use in my say­ing that he has not been guilty of theft, for he has! I re­main here; I go on: in ten years I shall have made ten mil­lions; I scat­ter them over the coun­try; I have noth­ing of my own; what is that to me? It is not for my­self that I am do­ing it; the pros­per­i­ty of all goes on aug­ment­ing; in­dus­tries are aroused and an­i­mat­ed; fac­to­ries and shops are mul­ti­plied; fam­i­lies, a hun­dred fam­i­lies, a thou­sand fam­i­lies, are hap­py; the dis­trict be­comes pop­u­lat­ed; vil­lages spring up where there were on­ly farms be­fore; farms rise where there was noth­ing; wretched­ness dis­ap­pears, and with wretched­ness de­bauch­ery, pros­ti­tu­tion, theft, mur­der; all vices dis­ap­pear, all crimes: and this poor moth­er rears her child; and be­hold a whole coun­try rich and hon­est! Ah! I was a fool! I was ab­surd! what was that I was say­ing about de­nounc­ing my­self? I re­al­ly must pay at­ten­tion and not be pre­cip­i­tate about any­thing. What! be­cause it would have pleased me to play the grand and gen­er­ous; this is melo­dra­ma, af­ter all; be­cause I should have thought of no one but my­self, the idea! for the sake of sav­ing from a pun­ish­ment, a tri­fle ex­ag­ger­at­ed, per­haps, but just at bot­tom, no one knows whom, a thief, a good-for-noth­ing, ev­i­dent­ly, a whole coun­try­side must per­ish! a poor wom­an must die in the hos­pi­tal! a poor lit­tle girl must die in the street! like dogs; ah, this is abom­inable! And with­out the moth­er even hav­ing seen her child once more, al­most with­out the child’s hav­ing known her moth­er; and all that for the sake of an old wretch of an ap­ple-thief who, most as­sured­ly, has de­served the gal­leys for some­thing else, if not for that; fine scru­ples, in­deed, which save a guilty man and sac­ri­fice the in­no­cent, which save an old vagabond who has on­ly a few years to live at most, and who will not be more un­hap­py in the gal­leys than in his hov­el, and which sac­ri­fice a whole pop­u­la­tion, moth­ers, wives, chil­dren. This poor lit­tle Cosette who has no one in the world but me, and who is, no doubt, blue with cold at this mo­ment in the den of those Thé­nardiers; those peo­ples are ras­cals; and I was go­ing to ne­glect my du­ty to­wards all these poor crea­tures; and I was go­ing off to de­nounce my­self; and I was about to com­mit that un­speak­able fol­ly! Let us put it at the worst: sup­pose that there is a wrong ac­tion on my part in this, and that my con­science will re­proach me for it some day, to ac­cept, for the good of oth­ers, these re­proach­es which weigh on­ly on my­self; this evil ac­tion which com­pro­mis­es my soul alone; in that lies self-sac­ri­fice; in that alone there is virtue.”

			He rose and re­sumed his march; this time, he seemed to be con­tent.

			Di­a­monds are found on­ly in the dark places of the earth; truths are found on­ly in the depths of thought. It seemed to him, that, af­ter hav­ing de­scend­ed in­to these depths, af­ter hav­ing long groped among the dark­est of these shad­ows, he had at last found one of these di­a­monds, one of these truths, and that he now held it in his hand, and he was daz­zled as he gazed up­on it.

			“Yes,” he thought, “this is right; I am on the right road; I have the so­lu­tion; I must end by hold­ing fast to some­thing; my re­solve is tak­en; let things take their course; let us no longer vac­il­late; let us no longer hang back; this is for the in­ter­est of all, not for my own; I am Madeleine, and Madeleine I re­main. Woe to the man who is Jean Val­jean! I am no longer he; I do not know that man; I no longer know any­thing; it turns out that some­one is Jean Val­jean at the present mo­ment; let him look out for him­self; that does not con­cern me; it is a fa­tal name which was float­ing abroad in the night; if it halts and de­scends on a head, so much the worse for that head.”

			He looked in­to the lit­tle mir­ror which hung above his chim­ney­p­iece, and said:—

			“Hold! It has re­lieved me to come to a de­ci­sion; I am quite an­oth­er man now.”

			He pro­ceed­ed a few paces fur­ther, then he stopped short.

			“Come!” he said, “I must not flinch be­fore any of the con­se­quences of the res­o­lu­tion which I have once adopt­ed; there are still threads which at­tach me to that Jean Val­jean; they must be bro­ken; in this very room there are ob­jects which would be­tray me, dumb things which would bear wit­ness against me; it is set­tled; all these things must dis­ap­pear.”

			He fum­bled in his pock­et, drew out his purse, opened it, and took out a small key; he in­sert­ed the key in a lock whose aper­ture could hard­ly be seen, so hid­den was it in the most som­bre tones of the de­sign which cov­ered the wall­pa­per; a se­cret re­cep­ta­cle opened, a sort of false cup­board con­struct­ed in the an­gle be­tween the wall and the chim­ney­p­iece; in this hid­ing-place there were some rags—a blue linen blouse, an old pair of trousers, an old knap­sack, and a huge thorn cud­gel shod with iron at both ends. Those who had seen Jean Val­jean at the epoch when he passed through D—— in Oc­to­ber, 1815, could eas­i­ly have rec­og­nized all the pieces of this mis­er­able out­fit.

			He had pre­served them as he had pre­served the sil­ver can­dle­sticks, in or­der to re­mind him­self con­tin­u­al­ly of his start­ing-point, but he had con­cealed all that came from the gal­leys, and he had al­lowed the can­dle­sticks which came from the Bish­op to be seen.

			He cast a furtive glance to­wards the door, as though he feared that it would open in spite of the bolt which fas­tened it; then, with a quick and abrupt move­ment, he took the whole in his arms at once, with­out be­stow­ing so much as a glance on the things which he had so re­li­gious­ly and so per­ilous­ly pre­served for so many years, and flung them all, rags, cud­gel, knap­sack, in­to the fire.

			He closed the false cup­board again, and with re­dou­bled pre­cau­tions, hence­forth un­nec­es­sary, since it was now emp­ty, he con­cealed the door be­hind a heavy piece of fur­ni­ture, which he pushed in front of it.

			Af­ter the lapse of a few sec­onds, the room and the op­po­site wall were light­ed up with a fierce, red, tremu­lous glow. Ev­ery­thing was on fire; the thorn cud­gel snapped and threw out sparks to the mid­dle of the cham­ber.

			As the knap­sack was con­sumed, to­geth­er with the hideous rags which it con­tained, it re­vealed some­thing which sparkled in the ash­es. By bend­ing over, one could have read­i­ly rec­og­nized a coin—no doubt the forty-sou piece stolen from the lit­tle Savo­yard.

			He did not look at the fire, but paced back and forth with the same step.

			All at once his eye fell on the two sil­ver can­dle­sticks, which shone vague­ly on the chim­ney­p­iece, through the glow.

			“Hold!” he thought; “the whole of Jean Val­jean is still in them. They must be de­stroyed al­so.”

			He seized the two can­dle­sticks.

			There was still fire enough to al­low of their be­ing put out of shape, and con­vert­ed in­to a sort of un­rec­og­niz­able bar of met­al.

			He bent over the hearth and warmed him­self for a mo­ment. He felt a sense of re­al com­fort. “How good warmth is!” said he.

			He stirred the live coals with one of the can­dle­sticks.

			A minute more, and they were both in the fire.

			At that mo­ment it seemed to him that he heard a voice with­in him shout­ing: “Jean Val­jean! Jean Val­jean!”

			His hair rose up­right: he be­came like a man who is lis­ten­ing to some ter­ri­ble thing.

			“Yes, that’s it! fin­ish!” said the voice. “Com­plete what you are about! De­stroy these can­dle­sticks! An­ni­hi­late this sou­venir! For­get the Bish­op! For­get ev­ery­thing! De­stroy this Champ­math­ieu, do! That is right! Ap­plaud your­self! So it is set­tled, re­solved, fixed, agreed: here is an old man who does not know what is want­ed of him, who has, per­haps, done noth­ing, an in­no­cent man, whose whole mis­for­tune lies in your name, up­on whom your name weighs like a crime, who is about to be tak­en for you, who will be con­demned, who will fin­ish his days in ab­ject­ness and hor­ror. That is good! Be an hon­est man your­self; re­main Mon­sieur le Maire; re­main hon­or­able and hon­ored; en­rich the town; nour­ish the in­di­gent; rear the or­phan; live hap­py, vir­tu­ous, and ad­mired; and, dur­ing this time, while you are here in the midst of joy and light, there will be a man who will wear your red blouse, who will bear your name in ig­nominy, and who will drag your chain in the gal­leys. Yes, it is well ar­ranged thus. Ah, wretch!”

			The per­spi­ra­tion streamed from his brow. He fixed a hag­gard eye on the can­dle­sticks. But that with­in him which had spo­ken had not fin­ished. The voice con­tin­ued:—

			“Jean Val­jean, there will be around you many voic­es, which will make a great noise, which will talk very loud, and which will bless you, and on­ly one which no one will hear, and which will curse you in the dark. Well! lis­ten, in­fa­mous man! All those bene­dic­tions will fall back be­fore they reach heav­en, and on­ly the male­dic­tion will as­cend to God.”

			This voice, fee­ble at first, and which had pro­ceed­ed from the most ob­scure depths of his con­science, had grad­u­al­ly be­come star­tling and for­mi­da­ble, and he now heard it in his very ear. It seemed to him that it had de­tached it­self from him, and that it was now speak­ing out­side of him. He thought that he heard the last words so dis­tinct­ly, that he glanced around the room in a sort of ter­ror.

			“Is there any­one here?” he de­mand­ed aloud, in ut­ter be­wil­der­ment.

			Then he re­sumed, with a laugh which re­sem­bled that of an id­iot:—

			“How stupid I am! There can be no one!”

			There was some­one; but the per­son who was there was of those whom the hu­man eye can­not see.

			He placed the can­dle­sticks on the chim­ney­p­iece.

			Then he re­sumed his mo­not­o­nous and lugubri­ous tramp, which trou­bled the dreams of the sleep­ing man be­neath him, and awoke him with a start.

			This tramp­ing to and fro soothed and at the same time in­tox­i­cat­ed him. It some­times seems, on supreme oc­ca­sions, as though peo­ple moved about for the pur­pose of ask­ing ad­vice of ev­ery­thing that they may en­counter by change of place. Af­ter the lapse of a few min­utes he no longer knew his po­si­tion.

			He now re­coiled in equal ter­ror be­fore both the res­o­lu­tions at which he had ar­rived in turn. The two ideas which coun­selled him ap­peared to him equal­ly fa­tal. What a fa­tal­i­ty! What con­junc­tion that that Champ­math­ieu should have been tak­en for him; to be over­whelmed by pre­cise­ly the means which Prov­i­dence seemed to have em­ployed, at first, to strength­en his po­si­tion!

			There was a mo­ment when he re­flect­ed on the fu­ture. De­nounce him­self, great God! De­liv­er him­self up! With im­mense de­spair he faced all that he should be obliged to leave, all that he should be obliged to take up once more. He should have to bid farewell to that ex­is­tence which was so good, so pure, so ra­di­ant, to the re­spect of all, to hon­or, to lib­er­ty. He should nev­er more stroll in the fields; he should nev­er more hear the birds sing in the month of May; he should nev­er more be­stow alms on the lit­tle chil­dren; he should nev­er more ex­pe­ri­ence the sweet­ness of hav­ing glances of grat­i­tude and love fixed up­on him; he should quit that house which he had built, that lit­tle cham­ber! Ev­ery­thing seemed charm­ing to him at that mo­ment. Nev­er again should he read those books; nev­er more should he write on that lit­tle ta­ble of white wood; his old portress, the on­ly ser­vant whom he kept, would nev­er more bring him his cof­fee in the morn­ing. Great God! in­stead of that, the con­vict gang, the iron neck­let, the red waist­coat, the chain on his an­kle, fa­tigue, the cell, the camp bed all those hor­rors which he knew so well! At his age, af­ter hav­ing been what he was! If he were on­ly young again! but to be ad­dressed in his old age as “thou” by any­one who pleased; to be searched by the con­vict-guard; to re­ceive the gal­ley-sergeant’s cud­gellings; to wear iron-bound shoes on his bare feet; to have to stretch out his leg night and morn­ing to the ham­mer of the rounds­man who vis­its the gang; to sub­mit to the cu­rios­i­ty of strangers, who would be told: “That man yon­der is the fa­mous Jean Val­jean, who was may­or of M—— sur M——;” and at night, drip­ping with per­spi­ra­tion, over­whelmed with las­si­tude, their green caps drawn over their eyes, to re­mount, two by two, the lad­der stair­case of the gal­leys be­neath the sergeant’s whip. Oh, what mis­ery! Can des­tiny, then, be as ma­li­cious as an in­tel­li­gent be­ing, and be­come as mon­strous as the hu­man heart?

			And do what he would, he al­ways fell back up­on the heartrend­ing dilem­ma which lay at the foun­da­tion of his rever­ie: “Should he re­main in par­adise and be­come a de­mon? Should he re­turn to hell and be­come an an­gel?”

			What was to be done? Great God! what was to be done?

			The tor­ment from which he had es­caped with so much dif­fi­cul­ty was un­chained afresh with­in him. His ideas be­gan to grow con­fused once more; they as­sumed a kind of stu­pe­fied and me­chan­i­cal qual­i­ty which is pe­cu­liar to de­spair. The name of Ro­mainville re­curred in­ces­sant­ly to his mind, with the two vers­es of a song which he had heard in the past. He thought that Ro­mainville was a lit­tle grove near Paris, where young lovers go to pluck lilacs in the month of April.

			He wa­vered out­ward­ly as well as in­ward­ly. He walked like a lit­tle child who is per­mit­ted to tod­dle alone.

			At in­ter­vals, as he com­bat­ed his las­si­tude, he made an ef­fort to re­cov­er the mas­tery of his mind. He tried to put to him­self, for the last time, and def­i­nite­ly, the prob­lem over which he had, in a man­ner, fall­en pros­trate with fa­tigue: Ought he to de­nounce him­self? Ought he to hold his peace? He could not man­age to see any­thing dis­tinct­ly. The vague as­pects of all the cour­ses of rea­son­ing which had been sketched out by his med­i­ta­tions quiv­ered and van­ished, one af­ter the oth­er, in­to smoke. He on­ly felt that, to what­ev­er course of ac­tion he made up his mind, some­thing in him must die, and that of ne­ces­si­ty, and with­out his be­ing able to es­cape the fact; that he was en­ter­ing a sepul­chre on the right hand as much as on the left; that he was pass­ing through a death agony—the agony of his hap­pi­ness, or the agony of his virtue.

			Alas! all his res­o­lu­tion had again tak­en pos­ses­sion of him. He was no fur­ther ad­vanced than at the be­gin­ning.

			Thus did this un­hap­py soul strug­gle in its an­guish. Eigh­teen hun­dred years be­fore this un­for­tu­nate man, the mys­te­ri­ous Be­ing in whom are summed up all the sanc­ti­ties and all the suf­fer­ings of hu­man­i­ty had al­so long thrust aside with his hand, while the olive-trees quiv­ered in the wild wind of the in­fi­nite, the ter­ri­ble cup which ap­peared to Him drip­ping with dark­ness and over­flow­ing with shad­ows in the depths all stud­ded with stars.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				Forms As­sumed by Suf­fer­ing Dur­ing Sleep

			
			Three o’clock in the morn­ing had just struck, and he had been walk­ing thus for five hours, al­most un­in­ter­rupt­ed­ly, when he at length al­lowed him­self to drop in­to his chair.

			There he fell asleep and had a dream.

			This dream, like the ma­jor­i­ty of dreams, bore no re­la­tion to the sit­u­a­tion, ex­cept by its painful and heartrend­ing char­ac­ter, but it made an im­pres­sion on him. This night­mare struck him so forcibly that he wrote it down lat­er on. It is one of the pa­pers in his own hand­writ­ing which he has be­queathed to us. We think that we have here re­pro­duced the thing in strict ac­cor­dance with the text.

			Of what­ev­er na­ture this dream may be, the his­to­ry of this night would be in­com­plete if we were to omit it: it is the gloomy ad­ven­ture of an ail­ing soul.

			Here it is. On the en­ve­lope we find this line in­scribed,

			
				
					The Dream I had that Night.

				
				I was in a plain; a vast, gloomy plain, where there was no grass. It did not seem to me to be day­light nor yet night.

				I was walk­ing with my broth­er, the broth­er of my child­ish years, the broth­er of whom, I must say, I nev­er think, and whom I now hard­ly re­mem­ber.

				We were con­vers­ing and we met some passers­by. We were talk­ing of a neigh­bor of ours in for­mer days, who had al­ways worked with her win­dow open from the time when she came to live on the street. As we talked we felt cold be­cause of that open win­dow.

				There were no trees in the plain. We saw a man pass­ing close to us. He was en­tire­ly nude, of the hue of ash­es, and mount­ed on a horse which was earth col­or. The man had no hair; we could see his skull and the veins on it. In his hand he held a switch which was as sup­ple as a vine-shoot and as heavy as iron. This horse­man passed and said noth­ing to us.

				My broth­er said to me, “Let us take to the hol­low road.”

				There ex­ist­ed a hol­low way where­in one saw nei­ther a sin­gle shrub nor a spear of moss. Ev­ery­thing was dirt-col­ored, even the sky. Af­ter pro­ceed­ing a few paces, I re­ceived no re­ply when I spoke: I per­ceived that my broth­er was no longer with me.

				I en­tered a vil­lage which I es­pied. I re­flect­ed that it must be Ro­mainville … why Ro­mainville?

				The first street that I en­tered was de­sert­ed. I en­tered a sec­ond street. Be­hind the an­gle formed by the two streets, a man was stand­ing erect against the wall. I said to this man:—

				“What coun­try is this? Where am I?” The man made no re­ply. I saw the door of a house open, and I en­tered.

				The first cham­ber was de­sert­ed. I en­tered the sec­ond. Be­hind the door of this cham­ber a man was stand­ing erect against the wall. I in­quired of this man, “Whose house is this? Where am I?” The man replied not.

				The house had a gar­den. I quit­ted the house and en­tered the gar­den. The gar­den was de­sert­ed. Be­hind the first tree I found a man stand­ing up­right. I said to this man, “What gar­den is this? Where am I?” The man did not an­swer.

				I strolled in­to the vil­lage, and per­ceived that it was a town. All the streets were de­sert­ed, all the doors were open. Not a sin­gle liv­ing be­ing was pass­ing in the streets, walk­ing through the cham­bers or strolling in the gar­dens. But be­hind each an­gle of the walls, be­hind each door, be­hind each tree, stood a silent man. On­ly one was to be seen at a time. These men watched me pass.

				I left the town and be­gan to ram­ble about the fields.

				Af­ter the lapse of some time I turned back and saw a great crowd com­ing up be­hind me. I rec­og­nized all the men whom I had seen in that town. They had strange heads. They did not seem to be in a hur­ry, yet they walked faster than I did. They made no noise as they walked. In an in­stant this crowd had over­tak­en and sur­round­ed me. The faces of these men were earth­en in hue.

				Then the first one whom I had seen and ques­tioned on en­ter­ing the town said to me:—

				“Whith­er are you go­ing! Do you not know that you have been dead this long time?”

				I opened my mouth to re­ply, and I per­ceived that there was no one near me.

			

			He woke. He was icy cold. A wind which was chill like the breeze of dawn was rat­tling the leaves of the win­dow, which had been left open on their hinges. The fire was out. The can­dle was near­ing its end. It was still black night.

			He rose, he went to the win­dow. There were no stars in the sky even yet.

			From his win­dow the yard of the house and the street were vis­i­ble. A sharp, harsh noise, which made him drop his eyes, re­sound­ed from the earth.

			Be­low him he per­ceived two red stars, whose rays length­ened and short­ened in a sin­gu­lar man­ner through the dark­ness.

			As his thoughts were still half im­mersed in the mists of sleep, “Hold!” said he, “there are no stars in the sky. They are on earth now.”

			But this con­fu­sion van­ished; a sec­ond sound sim­i­lar to the first roused him thor­ough­ly; he looked and rec­og­nized the fact that these two stars were the lanterns of a car­riage. By the light which they cast he was able to dis­tin­guish the form of this ve­hi­cle. It was a tilbury har­nessed to a small white horse. The noise which he had heard was the tram­pling of the horse’s hoofs on the pave­ment.

			“What ve­hi­cle is this?” he said to him­self. “Who is com­ing here so ear­ly in the morn­ing?”

			At that mo­ment there came a light tap on the door of his cham­ber.

			He shud­dered from head to foot, and cried in a ter­ri­ble voice:—

			“Who is there?”

			Some­one said:—

			“I, Mon­sieur le Maire.”

			He rec­og­nized the voice of the old wom­an who was his portress.

			“Well!” he replied, “what is it?”

			“Mon­sieur le Maire, it is just five o’clock in the morn­ing.”

			“What is that to me?”

			“The cabri­o­let is here, Mon­sieur le Maire.”

			“What cabri­o­let?”

			“The tilbury.”

			“What tilbury?”

			“Did not Mon­sieur le Maire or­der a tilbury?”

			“No,” said he.

			“The coach­man says that he has come for Mon­sieur le Maire.”

			“What coach­man?”

			“M. Scauf­flaire’s coach­man.”

			“M. Scauf­flaire?”

			That name sent a shud­der over him, as though a flash of light­ning had passed in front of his face.

			“Ah! yes,” he re­sumed; “M. Scauf­flaire!”

			If the old wom­an could have seen him at that mo­ment, she would have been fright­ened.

			A tol­er­a­bly long si­lence en­sued. He ex­am­ined the flame of the can­dle with a stupid air, and from around the wick he took some of the burn­ing wax, which he rolled be­tween his fin­gers. The old wom­an wait­ed for him. She even ven­tured to up­lift her voice once more:—

			“What am I to say, Mon­sieur le Maire?”

			“Say that it is well, and that I am com­ing down.”

		
	
		
			
				V

				Hin­drances

			
			The post­ing ser­vice from Ar­ras to M—— sur M—— was still op­er­at­ed at this pe­ri­od by small mail-wag­ons of the time of the Em­pire. These mail-wag­ons were two-wheeled cabri­o­lets, up­hol­stered in­side with fawn-col­ored leather, hung on springs, and hav­ing but two seats, one for the post­boy, the oth­er for the trav­eller. The wheels were armed with those long, of­fen­sive axles which keep oth­er ve­hi­cles at a dis­tance, and which may still be seen on the road in Ger­many. The despatch box, an im­mense ob­long cof­fer, was placed be­hind the ve­hi­cle and formed a part of it. This cof­fer was paint­ed black, and the cabri­o­let yel­low.

			These ve­hi­cles, which have no coun­ter­parts nowa­days, had some­thing dis­tort­ed and hunch­backed about them; and when one saw them pass­ing in the dis­tance, and climb­ing up some road to the hori­zon, they re­sem­bled the in­sects which are called, I think, ter­mites, and which, though with but lit­tle corse­let, drag a great train be­hind them. But they trav­elled at a very rapid rate. The post-wag­on which set out from Ar­ras at one o’clock ev­ery night, af­ter the mail from Paris had passed, ar­rived at M—— sur M—— a lit­tle be­fore five o’clock in the morn­ing.

			That night the wag­on which was de­scend­ing to M—— sur M—— by the Hes­din road, col­lid­ed at the cor­ner of a street, just as it was en­ter­ing the town, with a lit­tle tilbury har­nessed to a white horse, which was go­ing in the op­po­site di­rec­tion, and in which there was but one per­son, a man en­veloped in a man­tle. The wheel of the tilbury re­ceived quite a vi­o­lent shock. The post­man shout­ed to the man to stop, but the trav­eller paid no heed and pur­sued his road at full gal­lop.

			“That man is in a dev­il­ish hur­ry!” said the post­man.

			The man thus has­ten­ing on was the one whom we have just seen strug­gling in con­vul­sions which are cer­tain­ly de­serv­ing of pity.

			Whith­er was he go­ing? He could not have told. Why was he has­ten­ing? He did not know. He was driv­ing at ran­dom, straight ahead. Whith­er? To Ar­ras, no doubt; but he might have been go­ing else­where as well. At times he was con­scious of it, and he shud­dered. He plunged in­to the night as in­to a gulf. Some­thing urged him for­ward; some­thing drew him on. No one could have told what was tak­ing place with­in him; ev­ery­one will un­der­stand it. What man is there who has not en­tered, at least once in his life, in­to that ob­scure cav­ern of the un­known?

			How­ev­er, he had re­solved on noth­ing, de­cid­ed noth­ing, formed no plan, done noth­ing. None of the ac­tions of his con­science had been de­ci­sive. He was, more than ev­er, as he had been at the first mo­ment.

			Why was he go­ing to Ar­ras?

			He re­peat­ed what he had al­ready said to him­self when he had hired Scauf­flaire’s cabri­o­let: that, what­ev­er the re­sult was to be, there was no rea­son why he should not see with his own eyes, and judge of mat­ters for him­self; that this was even pru­dent; that he must know what took place; that no de­ci­sion could be ar­rived at with­out hav­ing ob­served and scru­ti­nized; that one made moun­tains out of ev­ery­thing from a dis­tance; that, at any rate, when he should have seen that Champ­math­ieu, some wretch, his con­science would prob­a­bly be great­ly re­lieved to al­low him to go to the gal­leys in his stead; that Javert would in­deed be there; and that Brevet, that Che­nildieu, that Coche­p­aille, old con­victs who had known him; but they cer­tain­ly would not rec­og­nize him;—bah! what an idea! that Javert was a hun­dred leagues from sus­pect­ing the truth; that all con­jec­tures and all sup­po­si­tions were fixed on Champ­math­ieu, and that there is noth­ing so head­strong as sup­po­si­tions and con­jec­tures; that ac­cord­ing­ly there was no dan­ger.

			That it was, no doubt, a dark mo­ment, but that he should emerge from it; that, af­ter all, he held his des­tiny, how­ev­er bad it might be, in his own hand; that he was mas­ter of it. He clung to this thought.

			At bot­tom, to tell the whole truth, he would have pre­ferred not to go to Ar­ras.

			Nev­er­the­less, he was go­ing thith­er.

			As he med­i­tat­ed, he whipped up his horse, which was pro­ceed­ing at that fine, reg­u­lar, and even trot which ac­com­plish­es two leagues and a half an hour.

			In pro­por­tion as the cabri­o­let ad­vanced, he felt some­thing with­in him draw back.

			At day­break he was in the open coun­try; the town of M—— sur M—— lay far be­hind him. He watched the hori­zon grow white; he stared at all the chilly fig­ures of a win­ter’s dawn as they passed be­fore his eyes, but with­out see­ing them. The morn­ing has its spec­tres as well as the evening. He did not see them; but with­out his be­ing aware of it, and by means of a sort of pen­e­tra­tion which was al­most phys­i­cal, these black sil­hou­ettes of trees and of hills added some gloomy and sin­is­ter qual­i­ty to the vi­o­lent state of his soul.

			Each time that he passed one of those iso­lat­ed dwellings which some­times bor­der on the high­way, he said to him­self, “And yet there are peo­ple there with­in who are sleep­ing!”

			The trot of the horse, the bells on the har­ness, the wheels on the road, pro­duced a gen­tle, mo­not­o­nous noise. These things are charm­ing when one is joy­ous, and lugubri­ous when one is sad.

			It was broad day­light when he ar­rived at Hes­din. He halt­ed in front of the inn, to al­low the horse a breath­ing spell, and to have him giv­en some oats.

			The horse be­longed, as Scauf­flaire had said, to that small race of the Boulon­nais, which has too much head, too much bel­ly, and not enough neck and shoul­ders, but which has a broad chest, a large crup­per, thin, fine legs, and sol­id hoofs—a home­ly, but a ro­bust and healthy race. The ex­cel­lent beast had trav­elled five leagues in two hours, and had not a drop of sweat on his loins.

			He did not get out of the tilbury. The sta­ble­man who brought the oats sud­den­ly bent down and ex­am­ined the left wheel.

			“Are you go­ing far in this con­di­tion?” said the man.

			He replied, with an air of not hav­ing roused him­self from his rever­ie:—

			“Why?”

			“Have you come from a great dis­tance?” went on the man.

			“Five leagues.”

			“Ah!”

			“Why do you say, ‘Ah?’ ”

			The man bent down once more, was silent for a mo­ment, with his eyes fixed on the wheel; then he rose erect and said:—

			“Be­cause, though this wheel has trav­elled five leagues, it cer­tain­ly will not trav­el an­oth­er quar­ter of a league.”

			He sprang out of the tilbury.

			“What is that you say, my friend?”

			“I say that it is a mir­a­cle that you should have trav­elled five leagues with­out you and your horse rolling in­to some ditch on the high­way. Just see here!”

			The wheel re­al­ly had suf­fered se­ri­ous dam­age. The shock ad­min­is­tered by the mail-wag­on had split two spokes and strained the hub, so that the nut no longer held firm.

			“My friend,” he said to the sta­ble­man, “is there a wheel­wright here?”

			“Cer­tain­ly, sir.”

			“Do me the ser­vice to go and fetch him.”

			“He is on­ly a step from here. Hey! Mas­ter Bour­gail­lard!”

			Mas­ter Bour­gail­lard, the wheel­wright, was stand­ing on his own thresh­old. He came, ex­am­ined the wheel and made a gri­mace like a sur­geon when the lat­ter thinks a limb is bro­ken.

			“Can you re­pair this wheel im­me­di­ate­ly?”

			“Yes, sir.”

			“When can I set out again?”

			“To­mor­row.”

			“To­mor­row!”

			“There is a long day’s work on it. Are you in a hur­ry, sir?”

			“In a very great hur­ry. I must set out again in an hour at the lat­est.”

			“Im­pos­si­ble, sir.”

			“I will pay what­ev­er you ask.”

			“Im­pos­si­ble.”

			“Well, in two hours, then.”

			“Im­pos­si­ble to­day. Two new spokes and a hub must be made. Mon­sieur will not be able to start be­fore to­mor­row morn­ing.”

			“The mat­ter can­not wait un­til to­mor­row. What if you were to re­place this wheel in­stead of re­pair­ing it?”

			“How so?”

			“You are a wheel­wright?”

			“Cer­tain­ly, sir.”

			“Have you not a wheel that you can sell me? Then I could start again at once.”

			“A spare wheel?”

			“Yes.”

			“I have no wheel on hand that would fit your cabri­o­let. Two wheels make a pair. Two wheels can­not be put to­geth­er hap­haz­ard.”

			“In that case, sell me a pair of wheels.”

			“Not all wheels fit all axles, sir.”

			“Try, nev­er­the­less.”

			“It is use­less, sir. I have noth­ing to sell but cart­wheels. We are but a poor coun­try here.”

			“Have you a cabri­o­let that you can let me have?”

			The wheel­wright had seen at the first glance that the tilbury was a hired ve­hi­cle. He shrugged his shoul­ders.

			“You treat the cabri­o­lets that peo­ple let you so well! If I had one, I would not let it to you!”

			“Well, sell it to me, then.”

			“I have none.”

			“What! not even a spring-cart? I am not hard to please, as you see.”

			“We live in a poor coun­try. There is, in truth,” added the wheel­wright, “an old calash un­der the shed yon­der, which be­longs to a bour­geois of the town, who gave it to me to take care of, and who on­ly us­es it on the thir­ty-sixth of the month—nev­er, that is to say. I might let that to you, for what mat­ters it to me? But the bour­geois must not see it pass—and then, it is a calash; it would re­quire two hors­es.”

			“I will take two post-hors­es.”

			“Where is Mon­sieur go­ing?”

			“To Ar­ras.”

			“And Mon­sieur wish­es to reach there to­day?”

			“Yes, of course.”

			“By tak­ing two post-hors­es?”

			“Why not?”

			“Does it make any dif­fer­ence whether Mon­sieur ar­rives at four o’clock to­mor­row morn­ing?”

			“Cer­tain­ly not.”

			“There is one thing to be said about that, you see, by tak­ing post-hors­es—Mon­sieur has his pass­port?”

			“Yes.”

			“Well, by tak­ing post-hors­es, Mon­sieur can­not reach Ar­ras be­fore to­mor­row. We are on a cross­road. The re­lays are bad­ly served, the hors­es are in the fields. The sea­son for plough­ing is just be­gin­ning; heavy teams are re­quired, and hors­es are seized up­on ev­ery­where, from the post as well as else­where. Mon­sieur will have to wait three or four hours at the least at ev­ery re­lay. And, then, they drive at a walk. There are many hills to as­cend.”

			“Come then, I will go on horse­back. Un­har­ness the cabri­o­let. Some­one can sure­ly sell me a sad­dle in the neigh­bor­hood.”

			“With­out doubt. But will this horse bear the sad­dle?”

			“That is true; you re­mind me of that; he will not bear it.”

			“Then—”

			“But I can sure­ly hire a horse in the vil­lage?”

			“A horse to trav­el to Ar­ras at one stretch?”

			“Yes.”

			“That would re­quire such a horse as does not ex­ist in these parts. You would have to buy it to be­gin with, be­cause no one knows you. But you will not find one for sale nor to let, for five hun­dred francs, or for a thou­sand.”

			“What am I to do?”

			“The best thing is to let me re­pair the wheel like an hon­est man, and set out on your jour­ney to­mor­row.”

			“To­mor­row will be too late.”

			“The deuce!”

			“Is there not a mail-wag­on which runs to Ar­ras? When will it pass?”

			“Tonight. Both the posts pass at night; the one go­ing as well as the one com­ing.”

			“What! It will take you a day to mend this wheel?”

			“A day, and a good long one.”

			“If you set two men to work?”

			“If I set ten men to work.”

			“What if the spokes were to be tied to­geth­er with ropes?”

			“That could be done with the spokes, not with the hub; and the fel­ly is in a bad state, too.”

			“Is there any­one in this vil­lage who lets out teams?”

			“No.”

			“Is there an­oth­er wheel­wright?”

			The sta­ble­man and the wheel­wright replied in con­cert, with a toss of the head.

			“No.”

			He felt an im­mense joy.

			It was ev­i­dent that Prov­i­dence was in­ter­ven­ing. That it was it who had bro­ken the wheel of the tilbury and who was stop­ping him on the road. He had not yield­ed to this sort of first sum­mons; he had just made ev­ery pos­si­ble ef­fort to con­tin­ue the jour­ney; he had loy­al­ly and scrupu­lous­ly ex­haust­ed all means; he had been de­terred nei­ther by the sea­son, nor fa­tigue, nor by the ex­pense; he had noth­ing with which to re­proach him­self. If he went no fur­ther, that was no fault of his. It did not con­cern him fur­ther. It was no longer his fault. It was not the act of his own con­science, but the act of Prov­i­dence.

			He breathed again. He breathed freely and to the full ex­tent of his lungs for the first time since Javert’s vis­it. It seemed to him that the hand of iron which had held his heart in its grasp for the last twen­ty hours had just re­leased him.

			It seemed to him that God was for him now, and was man­i­fest­ing Him­self.

			He said to him­self that he had done all he could, and that now he had noth­ing to do but re­trace his steps qui­et­ly.

			If his con­ver­sa­tion with the wheel­wright had tak­en place in a cham­ber of the inn, it would have had no wit­ness­es, no one would have heard him, things would have rest­ed there, and it is prob­a­ble that we should not have had to re­late any of the oc­cur­rences which the read­er is about to pe­ruse; but this con­ver­sa­tion had tak­en place in the street. Any col­lo­quy in the street in­evitably at­tracts a crowd. There are al­ways peo­ple who ask noth­ing bet­ter than to be­come spec­ta­tors. While he was ques­tion­ing the wheel­wright, some peo­ple who were pass­ing back and forth halt­ed around them. Af­ter lis­ten­ing for a few min­utes, a young lad, to whom no one had paid any heed, de­tached him­self from the group and ran off.

			At the mo­ment when the trav­eller, af­ter the in­ward de­lib­er­a­tion which we have just de­scribed, re­solved to re­trace his steps, this child re­turned. He was ac­com­pa­nied by an old wom­an.

			“Mon­sieur,” said the wom­an, “my boy tells me that you wish to hire a cabri­o­let.”

			These sim­ple words ut­tered by an old wom­an led by a child made the per­spi­ra­tion trick­le down his limbs. He thought that he be­held the hand which had re­laxed its grasp reap­pear in the dark­ness be­hind him, ready to seize him once more.

			He an­swered:—

			“Yes, my good wom­an; I am in search of a cabri­o­let which I can hire.”

			And he has­tened to add:—

			“But there is none in the place.”

			“Cer­tain­ly there is,” said the old wom­an.

			“Where?” in­ter­po­lat­ed the wheel­wright.

			“At my house,” replied the old wom­an.

			He shud­dered. The fa­tal hand had grasped him again.

			The old wom­an re­al­ly had in her shed a sort of bas­ket spring-cart. The wheel­wright and the sta­ble­man, in de­spair at the prospect of the trav­eller es­cap­ing their clutch­es, in­ter­fered.

			“It was a fright­ful old trap; it rests flat on the axle; it is an ac­tu­al fact that the seats were sus­pend­ed in­side it by leather thongs; the rain came in­to it; the wheels were rust­ed and eat­en with mois­ture; it would not go much fur­ther than the tilbury; a reg­u­lar ram­shackle old stage-wag­on; the gen­tle­man would make a great mis­take if he trust­ed him­self to it,” etc., etc.

			All this was true; but this trap, this ram­shackle old ve­hi­cle, this thing, what­ev­er it was, ran on its two wheels and could go to Ar­ras.

			He paid what was asked, left the tilbury with the wheel­wright to be re­paired, in­tend­ing to re­claim it on his re­turn, had the white horse put to the cart, climbed in­to it, and re­sumed the road which he had been trav­el­ling since morn­ing.

			At the mo­ment when the cart moved off, he ad­mit­ted that he had felt, a mo­ment pre­vi­ous­ly, a cer­tain joy in the thought that he should not go whith­er he was now pro­ceed­ing. He ex­am­ined this joy with a sort of wrath, and found it ab­surd. Why should he feel joy at turn­ing back? Af­ter all, he was tak­ing this trip of his own free will. No one was forc­ing him to it.

			And as­sured­ly noth­ing would hap­pen ex­cept what he should choose.

			As he left Hes­din, he heard a voice shout­ing to him: “Stop! Stop!” He halt­ed the cart with a vig­or­ous move­ment which con­tained a fever­ish and con­vul­sive el­e­ment re­sem­bling hope.

			It was the old wom­an’s lit­tle boy.

			“Mon­sieur,” said the lat­ter, “it was I who got the cart for you.”

			“Well?”

			“You have not giv­en me any­thing.”

			He who gave to all so read­i­ly thought this de­mand ex­or­bi­tant and al­most odi­ous.

			“Ah! it’s you, you scamp?” said he; “you shall have noth­ing.”

			He whipped up his horse and set off at full speed.

			He had lost a great deal of time at Hes­din. He want­ed to make it good. The lit­tle horse was coura­geous, and pulled for two; but it was the month of Feb­ru­ary, there had been rain; the roads were bad. And then, it was no longer the tilbury. The cart was very heavy, and in ad­di­tion, there were many as­cents.

			He took near­ly four hours to go from Hes­din to Saint-Pol; four hours for five leagues.

			At Saint-Pol he had the horse un­har­nessed at the first inn he came to and led to the sta­ble; as he had promised Scauf­flaire, he stood be­side the manger while the horse was eat­ing; he thought of sad and con­fus­ing things.

			The innkeep­er’s wife came to the sta­ble.

			“Does not Mon­sieur wish to break­fast?”

			“Come, that is true; I even have a good ap­petite.”

			He fol­lowed the wom­an, who had a rosy, cheer­ful face; she led him to the pub­lic room where there were ta­bles cov­ered with waxed cloth.

			“Make haste!” said he; “I must start again; I am in a hur­ry.”

			A big Flem­ish ser­vant-maid placed his knife and fork in all haste; he looked at the girl with a sen­sa­tion of com­fort.

			“That is what ailed me,” he thought; “I had not break­fast­ed.”

			His break­fast was served; he seized the bread, took a mouth­ful, and then slow­ly re­placed it on the ta­ble, and did not touch it again.

			A carter was eat­ing at an­oth­er ta­ble; he said to this man:—

			“Why is their bread so bit­ter here?”

			The carter was a Ger­man and did not un­der­stand him.

			He re­turned to the sta­ble and re­mained near the horse.

			An hour lat­er he had quit­ted Saint-Pol and was di­rect­ing his course to­wards Tin­ques, which is on­ly five leagues from Ar­ras.

			What did he do dur­ing this jour­ney? Of what was he think­ing? As in the morn­ing, he watched the trees, the thatched roofs, the tilled fields pass by, and the way in which the land­scape, bro­ken at ev­ery turn of the road, van­ished; this is a sort of con­tem­pla­tion which some­times suf­fices to the soul, and al­most re­lieves it from thought. What is more melan­choly and more pro­found than to see a thou­sand ob­jects for the first and the last time? To trav­el is to be born and to die at ev­ery in­stant; per­haps, in the vaguest re­gion of his mind, he did make com­par­isons be­tween the shift­ing hori­zon and our hu­man ex­is­tence: all the things of life are per­pet­u­al­ly flee­ing be­fore us; the dark and bright in­ter­vals are in­ter­min­gled; af­ter a daz­zling mo­ment, an eclipse; we look, we has­ten, we stretch out our hands to grasp what is pass­ing; each event is a turn in the road, and, all at once, we are old; we feel a shock; all is black; we dis­tin­guish an ob­scure door; the gloomy horse of life, which has been draw­ing us halts, and we see a veiled and un­known per­son un­har­ness­ing amid the shad­ows.

			Twi­light was fall­ing when the chil­dren who were com­ing out of school be­held this trav­eller en­ter Tin­ques; it is true that the days were still short; he did not halt at Tin­ques; as he emerged from the vil­lage, a la­bor­er, who was mend­ing the road with stones, raised his head and said to him:—

			“That horse is very much fa­tigued.”

			The poor beast was, in fact, go­ing at a walk.

			“Are you go­ing to Ar­ras?” added the road-mender.

			“Yes.”

			“If you go on at that rate you will not ar­rive very ear­ly.”

			He stopped his horse, and asked the la­bor­er:—

			“How far is it from here to Ar­ras?”

			“Near­ly sev­en good leagues.”

			“How is that? the post­ing guide on­ly says five leagues and a quar­ter.”

			“Ah!” re­turned the road-mender, “so you don’t know that the road is un­der re­pair? You will find it barred a quar­ter of an hour fur­ther on; there is no way to pro­ceed fur­ther.”

			“Re­al­ly?”

			“You will take the road on the left, lead­ing to Caren­cy; you will cross the riv­er; when you reach Cam­blin, you will turn to the right; that is the road to Mont-Saint-Éloy which leads to Ar­ras.”

			“But it is night, and I shall lose my way.”

			“You do not be­long in these parts?”

			“No.”

			“And, be­sides, it is all cross­roads; stop! sir,” re­sumed the road-mender; “shall I give you a piece of ad­vice? your horse is tired; re­turn to Tin­ques; there is a good inn there; sleep there; you can reach Ar­ras to­mor­row.”

			“I must be there this evening.”

			“That is dif­fer­ent; but go to the inn all the same, and get an ex­tra horse; the sta­ble-boy will guide you through the cross­roads.”

			He fol­lowed the road-mender’s ad­vice, re­traced his steps, and, half an hour lat­er, he passed the same spot again, but this time at full speed, with a good horse to aid; a sta­ble-boy, who called him­self a pos­til­ion, was seat­ed on the shaft of the car­i­ole.

			Still, he felt that he had lost time.

			Night had ful­ly come.

			They turned in­to the cross­road; the way be­came fright­ful­ly bad; the cart lurched from one rut to the oth­er; he said to the pos­til­ion:—

			“Keep at a trot, and you shall have a dou­ble fee.”

			In one of the jolts, the whif­fle­tree broke.

			“There’s the whif­fle­tree bro­ken, sir,” said the pos­til­ion; “I don’t know how to har­ness my horse now; this road is very bad at night; if you wish to re­turn and sleep at Tin­ques, we could be in Ar­ras ear­ly to­mor­row morn­ing.”

			He replied, “Have you a bit of rope and a knife?”

			“Yes, sir.”

			He cut a branch from a tree and made a whif­fle­tree of it.

			This caused an­oth­er loss of twen­ty min­utes; but they set out again at a gal­lop.

			The plain was gloomy; low-hang­ing, black, crisp fogs crept over the hills and wrenched them­selves away like smoke: there were whitish gleams in the clouds; a strong breeze which blew in from the sea pro­duced a sound in all quar­ters of the hori­zon, as of some­one mov­ing fur­ni­ture; ev­ery­thing that could be seen as­sumed at­ti­tudes of ter­ror. How many things shiv­er be­neath these vast breaths of the night!

			He was stiff with cold; he had eat­en noth­ing since the night be­fore; he vague­ly re­called his oth­er noc­tur­nal trip in the vast plain in the neigh­bor­hood of D——, eight years pre­vi­ous­ly, and it seemed but yes­ter­day.

			The hour struck from a dis­tant tow­er; he asked the boy:—

			“What time is it?”

			“Sev­en o’clock, sir; we shall reach Ar­ras at eight; we have but three leagues still to go.”

			At that mo­ment, he for the first time in­dulged in this re­flec­tion, think­ing it odd the while that it had not oc­curred to him soon­er: that all this trou­ble which he was tak­ing was, per­haps, use­less; that he did not know so much as the hour of the tri­al; that he should, at least, have in­formed him­self of that; that he was fool­ish to go thus straight ahead with­out know­ing whether he would be of any ser­vice or not; then he sketched out some cal­cu­la­tions in his mind: that, or­di­nar­i­ly, the sit­tings of the Court of As­sizes be­gan at nine o’clock in the morn­ing; that it could not be a long af­fair; that the theft of the ap­ples would be very brief; that there would then re­main on­ly a ques­tion of iden­ti­ty, four or five de­po­si­tions, and very lit­tle for the lawyers to say; that he should ar­rive af­ter all was over.

			The pos­til­ion whipped up the hors­es; they had crossed the riv­er and left Mont-Saint-Éloy be­hind them.

			The night grew more pro­found.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				Sis­ter Sim­plice Put to the Proof

			
			But at that mo­ment Fan­tine was joy­ous.

			She had passed a very bad night; her cough was fright­ful; her fever had dou­bled in in­ten­si­ty; she had had dreams: in the morn­ing, when the doc­tor paid his vis­it, she was deliri­ous; he as­sumed an alarmed look, and or­dered that he should be in­formed as soon as M. Madeleine ar­rived.

			All the morn­ing she was melan­choly, said but lit­tle, and laid plaits in her sheets, mur­mur­ing the while, in a low voice, cal­cu­la­tions which seemed to be cal­cu­la­tions of dis­tances. Her eyes were hol­low and star­ing. They seemed al­most ex­tin­guished at in­ter­vals, then light­ed up again and shone like stars. It seems as though, at the ap­proach of a cer­tain dark hour, the light of heav­en fills those who are quit­ting the light of earth.

			Each time that Sis­ter Sim­plice asked her how she felt, she replied in­vari­ably, “Well. I should like to see M. Madeleine.”

			Some months be­fore this, at the mo­ment when Fan­tine had just lost her last mod­esty, her last shame, and her last joy, she was the shad­ow of her­self; now she was the spec­tre of her­self. Phys­i­cal suf­fer­ing had com­plet­ed the work of moral suf­fer­ing. This crea­ture of five and twen­ty had a wrin­kled brow, flab­by cheeks, pinched nos­trils, teeth from which the gums had re­ced­ed, a lead­en com­plex­ion, a bony neck, prom­i­nent shoul­der-blades, frail limbs, a clayey skin, and her gold­en hair was grow­ing out sprin­kled with gray. Alas! how ill­ness im­pro­vis­es old-age!

			At mid­day the physi­cian re­turned, gave some di­rec­tions, in­quired whether the may­or had made his ap­pear­ance at the in­fir­mary, and shook his head.

			M. Madeleine usu­al­ly came to see the in­valid at three o’clock. As ex­act­ness is kind­ness, he was ex­act.

			About half-past two, Fan­tine be­gan to be rest­less. In the course of twen­ty min­utes, she asked the nun more than ten times, “What time is it, sis­ter?”

			Three o’clock struck. At the third stroke, Fan­tine sat up in bed; she who could, in gen­er­al, hard­ly turn over, joined her yel­low, flesh­less hands in a sort of con­vul­sive clasp, and the nun heard her ut­ter one of those pro­found sighs which seem to throw off de­jec­tion. Then Fan­tine turned and looked at the door.

			No one en­tered; the door did not open.

			She re­mained thus for a quar­ter of an hour, her eyes riv­et­ed on the door, mo­tion­less and ap­par­ent­ly hold­ing her breath. The sis­ter dared not speak to her. The clock struck a quar­ter past three. Fan­tine fell back on her pil­low.

			She said noth­ing, but be­gan to plait the sheets once more.

			Half an hour passed, then an hour, no one came; ev­ery time the clock struck, Fan­tine start­ed up and looked to­wards the door, then fell back again.

			Her thought was clear­ly per­cep­ti­ble, but she ut­tered no name, she made no com­plaint, she blamed no one. But she coughed in a melan­choly way. One would have said that some­thing dark was de­scend­ing up­on her. She was livid and her lips were blue. She smiled now and then.

			Five o’clock struck. Then the sis­ter heard her say, very low and gen­tly, “He is wrong not to come to­day, since I am go­ing away to­mor­row.”

			Sis­ter Sim­plice her­self was sur­prised at M. Madeleine’s de­lay.

			In the mean­time, Fan­tine was star­ing at the tester of her bed. She seemed to be en­deav­or­ing to re­call some­thing. All at once she be­gan to sing in a voice as fee­ble as a breath. The nun lis­tened. This is what Fan­tine was singing:—

			
				
					
						Love­ly things we will buy
						

						As we stroll the faubourgs through.
						

						Ros­es are pink, corn­flow­ers are blue,
						

						I love my love, corn­flow­ers are blue.
					

				

				Yestere’en the Vir­gin Mary came near my stove, in a broi­dered man­tle clad, and said to me, ‘Here, hide ’neath my veil the child whom you one day begged from me. Haste to the city, buy linen, buy a nee­dle, buy thread.’

				
					
						Love­ly things we will buy
						

						As we stroll the faubourgs through.
					

				

				Dear Holy Vir­gin, be­side my stove I have set a cra­dle with rib­bons decked. God may give me his loveli­est star; I pre­fer the child thou hast grant­ed me. ‘Madame, what shall I do with this linen fine?’—‘Make of it clothes for thy new­born babe.’

				
					
						Ros­es are pink and corn­flow­ers are blue,
						

						I love my love, and corn­flow­ers are blue.
					

				

				‘Wash this linen.’—‘Where?’—‘In the stream. Make of it, soil­ing not, spoil­ing not, a pet­ti­coat fair with its bodice fine, which I will em­broi­der and fill with flow­ers.’—‘Madame, the child is no longer here; what is to be done?’—‘Then make of it a wind­ing-sheet in which to bury me.’

				
					
						Love­ly things we will buy
						

						As we stroll the faubourgs through,
						

						Ros­es are pink, corn­flow­ers are blue,
						

						I love my love, corn­flow­ers are blue.
					

				

			

			This song was an old cra­dle ro­mance with which she had, in for­mer days, lulled her lit­tle Cosette to sleep, and which had nev­er re­curred to her mind in all the five years dur­ing which she had been part­ed from her child. She sang it in so sad a voice, and to so sweet an air, that it was enough to make any­one, even a nun, weep. The sis­ter, ac­cus­tomed as she was to aus­ter­i­ties, felt a tear spring to her eyes.

			The clock struck six. Fan­tine did not seem to hear it. She no longer seemed to pay at­ten­tion to any­thing about her.

			Sis­ter Sim­plice sent a serv­ing-maid to in­quire of the portress of the fac­to­ry, whether the may­or had re­turned, and if he would not come to the in­fir­mary soon. The girl re­turned in a few min­utes.

			Fan­tine was still mo­tion­less and seemed ab­sorbed in her own thoughts.

			The ser­vant in­formed Sis­ter Sim­plice in a very low tone, that the may­or had set out that morn­ing be­fore six o’clock, in a lit­tle tilbury har­nessed to a white horse, cold as the weath­er was; that he had gone alone, with­out even a driv­er; that no one knew what road he had tak­en; that peo­ple said he had been seen to turn in­to the road to Ar­ras; that oth­ers as­sert­ed that they had met him on the road to Paris. That when he went away he had been very gen­tle, as usu­al, and that he had mere­ly told the portress not to ex­pect him that night.

			While the two wom­en were whis­per­ing to­geth­er, with their backs turned to Fan­tine’s bed, the sis­ter in­ter­ro­gat­ing, the ser­vant con­jec­tur­ing, Fan­tine, with the fever­ish vi­vac­i­ty of cer­tain or­gan­ic mal­adies, which unite the free move­ments of health with the fright­ful ema­ci­a­tion of death, had raised her­self to her knees in bed, with her shriv­elled hands rest­ing on the bol­ster, and her head thrust through the open­ing of the cur­tains, and was lis­ten­ing. All at once she cried:—

			“You are speak­ing of M. Madeleine! Why are you talk­ing so low? What is he do­ing? Why does he not come?”

			Her voice was so abrupt and hoarse that the two wom­en thought they heard the voice of a man; they wheeled round in af­fright.

			“An­swer me!” cried Fan­tine.

			The ser­vant stam­mered:—

			“The portress told me that he could not come to­day.”

			“Be calm, my child,” said the sis­ter; “lie down again.”

			Fan­tine, with­out chang­ing her at­ti­tude, con­tin­ued in a loud voice, and with an ac­cent that was both im­pe­ri­ous and heartrend­ing:—

			“He can­not come? Why not? You know the rea­son. You are whis­per­ing it to each oth­er there. I want to know it.”

			The ser­vant-maid has­tened to say in the nun’s ear, “Say that he is busy with the city coun­cil.”

			Sis­ter Sim­plice blushed faint­ly, for it was a lie that the maid had pro­posed to her.

			On the oth­er hand, it seemed to her that the mere com­mu­ni­ca­tion of the truth to the in­valid would, with­out doubt, deal her a ter­ri­ble blow, and that this was a se­ri­ous mat­ter in Fan­tine’s present state. Her flush did not last long; the sis­ter raised her calm, sad eyes to Fan­tine, and said, “Mon­sieur le Maire has gone away.”

			Fan­tine raised her­self and crouched on her heels in the bed: her eyes sparkled; in­de­scrib­able joy beamed from that melan­choly face.

			“Gone!” she cried; “he has gone to get Cosette.”

			Then she raised her arms to heav­en, and her white face be­came in­ef­fa­ble; her lips moved; she was pray­ing in a low voice.

			When her prayer was fin­ished, “Sis­ter,” she said, “I am will­ing to lie down again; I will do any­thing you wish; I was naughty just now; I beg your par­don for hav­ing spo­ken so loud; it is very wrong to talk loud­ly; I know that well, my good sis­ter, but, you see, I am very hap­py: the good God is good; M. Madeleine is good; just think! he has gone to Mont­fer­meil to get my lit­tle Cosette.”

			She lay down again, with the nun’s as­sis­tance, helped the nun to ar­range her pil­low, and kissed the lit­tle sil­ver cross which she wore on her neck, and which Sis­ter Sim­plice had giv­en her.

			“My child,” said the sis­ter, “try to rest now, and do not talk any more.”

			Fan­tine took the sis­ter’s hand in her moist hands, and the lat­ter was pained to feel that per­spi­ra­tion.

			“He set out this morn­ing for Paris; in fact, he need not even go through Paris; Mont­fer­meil is a lit­tle to the left as you come thence. Do you re­mem­ber how he said to me yes­ter­day, when I spoke to him of Cosette, Soon, soon? He wants to give me a sur­prise, you know! he made me sign a let­ter so that she could be tak­en from the Thé­nardiers; they can­not say any­thing, can they? they will give back Cosette, for they have been paid; the au­thor­i­ties will not al­low them to keep the child since they have re­ceived their pay. Do not make signs to me that I must not talk, sis­ter! I am ex­treme­ly hap­py; I am do­ing well; I am not ill at all any more; I am go­ing to see Cosette again; I am even quite hun­gry; it is near­ly five years since I saw her last; you can­not imag­ine how much at­tached one gets to chil­dren, and then, she will be so pret­ty; you will see! If you on­ly knew what pret­ty lit­tle rosy fin­gers she had! In the first place, she will have very beau­ti­ful hands; she had ridicu­lous hands when she was on­ly a year old; like this! she must be a big girl now; she is sev­en years old; she is quite a young la­dy; I call her Cosette, but her name is re­al­ly Eu­phrasie. Stop! this morn­ing I was look­ing at the dust on the chim­ney­p­iece, and I had a sort of idea come across me, like that, that I should see Cosette again soon. Mon Dieu! how wrong it is not to see one’s chil­dren for years! One ought to re­flect that life is not eter­nal. Oh, how good M. le Maire is to go! it is very cold! it is true; he had on his cloak, at least? he will be here to­mor­row, will he not? to­mor­row will be a fes­ti­val day; to­mor­row morn­ing, sis­ter, you must re­mind me to put on my lit­tle cap that has lace on it. What a place that Mont­fer­meil is! I took that jour­ney on foot once; it was very long for me, but the dili­gences go very quick­ly! he will be here to­mor­row with Cosette: how far is it from here to Mont­fer­meil?”

			The sis­ter, who had no idea of dis­tances, replied, “Oh, I think that he will be here to­mor­row.”

			“To­mor­row! to­mor­row!” said Fan­tine, “I shall see Cosette to­mor­row! you see, good sis­ter of the good God, that I am no longer ill; I am mad; I could dance if any­one wished it.”

			A per­son who had seen her a quar­ter of an hour pre­vi­ous­ly would not have un­der­stood the change; she was all rosy now; she spoke in a live­ly and nat­u­ral voice; her whole face was one smile; now and then she talked, she laughed soft­ly; the joy of a moth­er is al­most in­fan­tile.

			“Well,” re­sumed the nun, “now that you are hap­py, mind me, and do not talk any more.”

			Fan­tine laid her head on her pil­low and said in a low voice: “Yes, lie down again; be good, for you are go­ing to have your child; Sis­ter Sim­plice is right; ev­ery­one here is right.”

			And then, with­out stir­ring, with­out even mov­ing her head, she be­gan to stare all about her with wide-open eyes and a joy­ous air, and she said noth­ing more.

			The sis­ter drew the cur­tains to­geth­er again, hop­ing that she would fall in­to a doze. Be­tween sev­en and eight o’clock the doc­tor came; not hear­ing any sound, he thought Fan­tine was asleep, en­tered soft­ly, and ap­proached the bed on tip­toe; he opened the cur­tains a lit­tle, and, by the light of the ta­per, he saw Fan­tine’s big eyes gaz­ing at him.

			She said to him, “She will be al­lowed to sleep be­side me in a lit­tle bed, will she not, sir?”

			The doc­tor thought that she was deliri­ous. She added:—

			“See! there is just room.”

			The doc­tor took Sis­ter Sim­plice aside, and she ex­plained mat­ters to him; that M. Madeleine was ab­sent for a day or two, and that in their doubt they had not thought it well to un­de­ceive the in­valid, who be­lieved that the may­or had gone to Mont­fer­meil; that it was pos­si­ble, af­ter all, that her guess was cor­rect: the doc­tor ap­proved.

			He re­turned to Fan­tine’s bed, and she went on:—

			“You see, when she wakes up in the morn­ing, I shall be able to say good morn­ing to her, poor kit­ten, and when I can­not sleep at night, I can hear her asleep; her lit­tle gen­tle breath­ing will do me good.”

			“Give me your hand,” said the doc­tor.

			She stretched out her arm, and ex­claimed with a laugh:—

			“Ah, hold! in truth, you did not know it; I am cured; Cosette will ar­rive to­mor­row.”

			The doc­tor was sur­prised; she was bet­ter; the pres­sure on her chest had de­creased; her pulse had re­gained its strength; a sort of life had sud­den­ly su­per­vened and re­an­i­mat­ed this poor, worn-out crea­ture.

			“Doc­tor,” she went on, “did the sis­ter tell you that M. le Maire has gone to get that mite of a child?”

			The doc­tor rec­om­mend­ed si­lence, and that all painful emo­tions should be avoid­ed; he pre­scribed an in­fu­sion of pure chin­chona, and, in case the fever should in­crease again dur­ing the night, a calm­ing po­tion. As he took his de­par­ture, he said to the sis­ter:—

			“She is do­ing bet­ter; if good luck willed that the may­or should ac­tu­al­ly ar­rive to­mor­row with the child, who knows? there are crises so as­tound­ing; great joy has been known to ar­rest mal­adies; I know well that this is an or­gan­ic dis­ease, and in an ad­vanced state, but all those things are such mys­ter­ies: we may be able to save her.”

		
	
		
			
				VII

				The Trav­eller on His Ar­rival Takes Pre­cau­tions for De­par­ture

			
			It was near­ly eight o’clock in the evening when the cart, which we left on the road, en­tered the porte-cochère of the Ho­tel de la Poste in Ar­ras; the man whom we have been fol­low­ing up to this mo­ment alight­ed from it, re­spond­ed with an ab­stract­ed air to the at­ten­tions of the peo­ple of the inn, sent back the ex­tra horse, and with his own hands led the lit­tle white horse to the sta­ble; then he opened the door of a bil­liard-room which was sit­u­at­ed on the ground floor, sat down there, and leaned his el­bows on a ta­ble; he had tak­en four­teen hours for the jour­ney which he had count­ed on mak­ing in six; he did him­self the jus­tice to ac­knowl­edge that it was not his fault, but at bot­tom, he was not sor­ry.

			The land­la­dy of the ho­tel en­tered.

			“Does Mon­sieur wish a bed? Does Mon­sieur re­quire sup­per?”

			He made a sign of the head in the neg­a­tive.

			“The sta­ble­man says that Mon­sieur’s horse is ex­treme­ly fa­tigued.”

			Here he broke his si­lence.

			“Will not the horse be in a con­di­tion to set out again to­mor­row morn­ing?”

			“Oh, Mon­sieur! he must rest for two days at least.”

			He in­quired:—

			“Is not the post­ing-sta­tion lo­cat­ed here?”

			“Yes, sir.”

			The host­ess con­duct­ed him to the of­fice; he showed his pass­port, and in­quired whether there was any way of re­turn­ing that same night to M—— sur M—— by the mail-wag­on; the seat be­side the post-boy chanced to be va­cant; he en­gaged it and paid for it. “Mon­sieur,” said the clerk, “do not fail to be here ready to start at pre­cise­ly one o’clock in the morn­ing.”

			This done, he left the ho­tel and be­gan to wan­der about the town.

			He was not ac­quaint­ed with Ar­ras; the streets were dark, and he walked on at ran­dom; but he seemed bent up­on not ask­ing the way of the passers­by. He crossed the lit­tle riv­er Crin­chon, and found him­self in a labyrinth of nar­row al­leys where he lost his way. A cit­i­zen was pass­ing along with a lantern. Af­ter some hes­i­ta­tion, he de­cid­ed to ap­ply to this man, not with­out hav­ing first glanced be­hind and in front of him, as though he feared lest some­one should hear the ques­tion which he was about to put.

			“Mon­sieur,” said he, “where is the court­house, if you please.”

			“You do not be­long in town, sir?” replied the bour­geois, who was an old­ish man; “well, fol­low me. I hap­pen to be go­ing in the di­rec­tion of the court­house, that is to say, in the di­rec­tion of the ho­tel of the pre­fec­ture; for the court­house is un­der­go­ing re­pairs just at this mo­ment, and the courts are hold­ing their sit­tings pro­vi­sion­al­ly in the pre­fec­ture.”

			“Is it there that the As­sizes are held?” he asked.

			“Cer­tain­ly, sir; you see, the pre­fec­ture of to­day was the bish­op’s palace be­fore the Rev­o­lu­tion. M. de Conz­ié, who was bish­op in ’82, built a grand hall there. It is in this grand hall that the court is held.”

			On the way, the bour­geois said to him:—

			“If Mon­sieur de­sires to wit­ness a case, it is rather late. The sit­tings gen­er­al­ly close at six o’clock.”

			When they ar­rived on the grand square, how­ev­er, the man point­ed out to him four long win­dows all light­ed up, in the front of a vast and gloomy build­ing.

			“Up­on my word, sir, you are in luck; you have ar­rived in sea­son. Do you see those four win­dows? That is the Court of As­sizes. There is light there, so they are not through. The mat­ter must have been great­ly pro­tract­ed, and they are hold­ing an evening ses­sion. Do you take an in­ter­est in this af­fair? Is it a crim­i­nal case? Are you a wit­ness?”

			He replied:—

			“I have not come on any busi­ness; I on­ly wish to speak to one of the lawyers.”

			“That is dif­fer­ent,” said the bour­geois. “Stop, sir; here is the door where the sen­try stands. You have on­ly to as­cend the grand stair­case.”

			He con­formed to the bour­geois’s di­rec­tions, and a few min­utes lat­er he was in a hall con­tain­ing many peo­ple, and where groups, in­ter­min­gled with lawyers in their gowns, were whis­per­ing to­geth­er here and there.

			It is al­ways a heart­break­ing thing to see these con­gre­ga­tions of men robed in black, mur­mur­ing to­geth­er in low voic­es, on the thresh­old of the halls of jus­tice. It is rare that char­i­ty and pity are the out­come of these words. Con­dem­na­tions pro­nounced in ad­vance are more like­ly to be the re­sult. All these groups seem to the pass­ing and thought­ful ob­serv­er so many som­bre hives where buzzing spir­its con­struct in con­cert all sorts of dark ed­i­fices.

			This spa­cious hall, il­lu­mi­nat­ed by a sin­gle lamp, was the old hall of the epis­co­pal palace, and served as the large hall of the palace of jus­tice. A dou­ble-leaved door, which was closed at that mo­ment, sep­a­rat­ed it from the large apart­ment where the court was sit­ting.

			The ob­scu­ri­ty was such that he did not fear to ac­cost the first lawyer whom he met.

			“What stage have they reached, sir?” he asked.

			“It is fin­ished,” said the lawyer.

			“Fin­ished!”

			This word was re­peat­ed in such ac­cents that the lawyer turned round.

			“Ex­cuse me sir; per­haps you are a rel­a­tive?”

			“No; I know no one here. Has judg­ment been pro­nounced?”

			“Of course. Noth­ing else was pos­si­ble.”

			“To pe­nal servi­tude?”

			“For life.”

			He con­tin­ued, in a voice so weak that it was bare­ly au­di­ble:—

			“Then his iden­ti­ty was es­tab­lished?”

			“What iden­ti­ty?” replied the lawyer. “There was no iden­ti­ty to be es­tab­lished. The mat­ter was very sim­ple. The wom­an had mur­dered her child; the in­fan­ti­cide was proved; the ju­ry threw out the ques­tion of pre­med­i­ta­tion, and she was con­demned for life.”

			“So it was a wom­an?” said he.

			“Why, cer­tain­ly. The Limosin wom­an. Of what are you speak­ing?”

			“Noth­ing. But since it is all over, how comes it that the hall is still light­ed?”

			“For an­oth­er case, which was be­gun about two hours ago.”

			“What oth­er case?”

			“Oh! this one is a clear case al­so. It is about a sort of black­guard; a man ar­rest­ed for a sec­ond of­fence; a con­vict who has been guilty of theft. I don’t know his name ex­act­ly. There’s a ban­dit’s phiz for you! I’d send him to the gal­leys on the strength of his face alone.”

			“Is there any way of get­ting in­to the court­room, sir?” said he.

			“I re­al­ly think that there is not. There is a great crowd. How­ev­er, the hear­ing has been sus­pend­ed. Some peo­ple have gone out, and when the hear­ing is re­sumed, you might make an ef­fort.”

			“Where is the en­trance?”

			“Through yon­der large door.”

			The lawyer left him. In the course of a few mo­ments he had ex­pe­ri­enced, al­most si­mul­ta­ne­ous­ly, al­most in­ter­min­gled with each oth­er, all pos­si­ble emo­tions. The words of this in­dif­fer­ent spec­ta­tor had, in turn, pierced his heart like nee­dles of ice and like blades of fire. When he saw that noth­ing was set­tled, he breathed freely once more; but he could not have told whether what he felt was pain or plea­sure.

			He drew near to many groups and lis­tened to what they were say­ing. The dock­et of the ses­sion was very heavy; the pres­i­dent had ap­point­ed for the same day two short and sim­ple cas­es. They had be­gun with the in­fan­ti­cide, and now they had reached the con­vict, the old of­fend­er, the “re­turn horse.” This man had stolen ap­ples, but that did not ap­pear to be en­tire­ly proved; what had been proved was, that he had al­ready been in the gal­leys at Toulon. It was that which lent a bad as­pect to his case. How­ev­er, the man’s ex­am­i­na­tion and the de­po­si­tions of the wit­ness­es had been com­plet­ed, but the lawyer’s plea, and the speech of the pub­lic pros­e­cu­tor were still to come; it could not be fin­ished be­fore mid­night. The man would prob­a­bly be con­demned; the at­tor­ney-gen­er­al was very clever, and nev­er missed his cul­prits; he was a bril­liant fel­low who wrote vers­es.

			An ush­er stood at the door com­mu­ni­cat­ing with the hall of the As­sizes. He in­quired of this ush­er:—

			“Will the door be opened soon, sir?”

			“It will not be opened at all,” replied the ush­er.

			“What! It will not be opened when the hear­ing is re­sumed? Is not the hear­ing sus­pend­ed?”

			“The hear­ing has just been be­gun again,” replied the ush­er, “but the door will not be opened again.”

			“Why?”

			“Be­cause the hall is full.”

			“What! There is not room for one more?”

			“Not an­oth­er one. The door is closed. No one can en­ter now.”

			The ush­er added af­ter a pause: “There are, to tell the truth, two or three ex­tra places be­hind Mon­sieur le Pres­i­dent, but Mon­sieur le Pres­i­dent on­ly ad­mits pub­lic func­tionar­ies to them.”

			So say­ing, the ush­er turned his back.

			He re­tired with bowed head, tra­versed the an­techam­ber, and slow­ly de­scend­ed the stairs, as though hes­i­tat­ing at ev­ery step. It is prob­a­ble that he was hold­ing coun­sel with him­self. The vi­o­lent con­flict which had been go­ing on with­in him since the pre­ced­ing evening was not yet end­ed; and ev­ery mo­ment he en­coun­tered some new phase of it. On reach­ing the land­ing-place, he leaned his back against the balus­ters and fold­ed his arms. All at once he opened his coat, drew out his pock­et­book, took from it a pen­cil, tore out a leaf, and up­on that leaf he wrote rapid­ly, by the light of the street lantern, this line: M. Madeleine, May­or of M—— sur M——; then he as­cend­ed the stairs once more with great strides, made his way through the crowd, walked straight up to the ush­er, hand­ed him the pa­per, and said in an au­thor­i­ta­tive man­ner:—

			“Take this to Mon­sieur le Pres­i­dent.”

			The ush­er took the pa­per, cast a glance up­on it, and obeyed.

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				An En­trance by Fa­vor

			
			Al­though he did not sus­pect the fact, the may­or of M—— sur M—— en­joyed a sort of celebri­ty. For the space of sev­en years his rep­u­ta­tion for virtue had filled the whole of Bas Boulon­nais; it had even­tu­al­ly passed the con­fines of a small dis­trict and had been spread abroad through two or three neigh­bor­ing de­part­ments. Be­sides the ser­vice which he had ren­dered to the chief town by re­sus­ci­tat­ing the black jet in­dus­try, there was not one out of the hun­dred and forty com­munes of the ar­rondisse­ment of M—— sur M—— which was not in­debt­ed to him for some ben­e­fit. He had even at need con­trived to aid and mul­ti­ply the in­dus­tries of oth­er ar­rondisse­ments. It was thus that he had, when oc­ca­sion of­fered, sup­port­ed with his cred­it and his funds the linen fac­to­ry at Boulogne, the flax-spin­ning in­dus­try at Frévent, and the hy­draulic man­u­fac­ture of cloth at Bou­bers-sur-Can­che. Ev­ery­where the name of M. Madeleine was pro­nounced with ven­er­a­tion. Ar­ras and Douai en­vied the hap­py lit­tle town of M—— sur M—— its may­or.

			The Coun­cil­lor of the Roy­al Court of Douai, who was pre­sid­ing over this ses­sion of the As­sizes at Ar­ras, was ac­quaint­ed, in com­mon with the rest of the world, with this name which was so pro­found­ly and uni­ver­sal­ly hon­ored. When the ush­er, dis­creet­ly open­ing the door which con­nect­ed the coun­cil-cham­ber with the court­room, bent over the back of the Pres­i­dent’s arm­chair and hand­ed him the pa­per on which was in­scribed the line which we have just pe­rused, adding: “The gen­tle­man de­sires to be present at the tri­al,” the Pres­i­dent, with a quick and def­er­en­tial move­ment, seized a pen and wrote a few words at the bot­tom of the pa­per and re­turned it to the ush­er, say­ing, “Ad­mit him.”

			The un­hap­py man whose his­to­ry we are re­lat­ing had re­mained near the door of the hall, in the same place and the same at­ti­tude in which the ush­er had left him. In the midst of his rever­ie he heard some­one say­ing to him, “Will Mon­sieur do me the hon­or to fol­low me?” It was the same ush­er who had turned his back up­on him but a mo­ment pre­vi­ous­ly, and who was now bow­ing to the earth be­fore him. At the same time, the ush­er hand­ed him the pa­per. He un­fold­ed it, and as he chanced to be near the light, he could read it.

			“The Pres­i­dent of the Court of As­sizes presents his re­spects to M. Madeleine.”

			He crushed the pa­per in his hand as though those words con­tained for him a strange and bit­ter af­ter­taste.

			He fol­lowed the ush­er.

			A few min­utes lat­er he found him­self alone in a sort of wain­scot­ed cab­i­net of se­vere as­pect, light­ed by two wax can­dles, placed up­on a ta­ble with a green cloth. The last words of the ush­er who had just quit­ted him still rang in his ears: “Mon­sieur, you are now in the coun­cil-cham­ber; you have on­ly to turn the cop­per han­dle of yon­der door, and you will find your­self in the court­room, be­hind the Pres­i­dent’s chair.” These words were min­gled in his thoughts with a vague mem­o­ry of nar­row cor­ri­dors and dark stair­cas­es which he had re­cent­ly tra­versed.

			The ush­er had left him alone. The supreme mo­ment had ar­rived. He sought to col­lect his fac­ul­ties, but could not. It is chiefly at the mo­ment when there is the great­est need for at­tach­ing them to the painful re­al­i­ties of life, that the threads of thought snap with­in the brain. He was in the very place where the judges de­lib­er­at­ed and con­demned. With stupid tran­quil­li­ty he sur­veyed this peace­ful and ter­ri­ble apart­ment, where so many lives had been bro­ken, which was soon to ring with his name, and which his fate was at that mo­ment travers­ing. He stared at the wall, then he looked at him­self, won­der­ing that it should be that cham­ber and that it should be he.

			He had eat­en noth­ing for four and twen­ty hours; he was worn out by the jolts of the cart, but he was not con­scious of it. It seemed to him that he felt noth­ing.

			He ap­proached a black frame which was sus­pend­ed on the wall, and which con­tained, un­der glass, an an­cient au­to­graph let­ter of Jean Nico­las Pache, may­or of Paris and min­is­ter, and dat­ed, through an er­ror, no doubt, the 9th of June, of the year II, and in which Pache for­ward­ed to the com­mune the list of min­is­ters and deputies held in ar­rest by them. Any spec­ta­tor who had chanced to see him at that mo­ment, and who had watched him, would have imag­ined, doubt­less, that this let­ter struck him as very cu­ri­ous, for he did not take his eyes from it, and he read it two or three times. He read it with­out pay­ing any at­ten­tion to it, and un­con­scious­ly. He was think­ing of Fan­tine and Cosette.

			As he dreamed, he turned round, and his eyes fell up­on the brass knob of the door which sep­a­rat­ed him from the Court of As­sizes. He had al­most for­got­ten that door. His glance, calm at first, paused there, re­mained fixed on that brass han­dle, then grew ter­ri­fied, and lit­tle by lit­tle be­came im­preg­nat­ed with fear. Beads of per­spi­ra­tion burst forth among his hair and trick­led down up­on his tem­ples.

			At a cer­tain mo­ment he made that in­de­scrib­able ges­ture of a sort of au­thor­i­ty min­gled with re­bel­lion, which is in­tend­ed to con­vey, and which does so well con­vey, “Par­dieu! who com­pels me to this?” Then he wheeled briskly round, caught sight of the door through which he had en­tered in front of him, went to it, opened it, and passed out. He was no longer in that cham­ber; he was out­side in a cor­ri­dor, a long, nar­row cor­ri­dor, bro­ken by steps and grat­ings, mak­ing all sorts of an­gles, light­ed here and there by lanterns sim­i­lar to the night ta­per of in­valids, the cor­ri­dor through which he had ap­proached. He breathed, he lis­tened; not a sound in front, not a sound be­hind him, and he fled as though pur­sued.

			When he had turned many an­gles in this cor­ri­dor, he still lis­tened. The same si­lence reigned, and there was the same dark­ness around him. He was out of breath; he stag­gered; he leaned against the wall. The stone was cold; the per­spi­ra­tion lay ice-cold on his brow; he straight­ened him­self up with a shiv­er.

			Then, there alone in the dark­ness, trem­bling with cold and with some­thing else, too, per­chance, he med­i­tat­ed.

			He had med­i­tat­ed all night long; he had med­i­tat­ed all the day: he heard with­in him but one voice, which said, “Alas!”

			A quar­ter of an hour passed thus. At length he bowed his head, sighed with agony, dropped his arms, and re­traced his steps. He walked slow­ly, and as though crushed. It seemed as though some­one had over­tak­en him in his flight and was lead­ing him back.

			He re-en­tered the coun­cil-cham­ber. The first thing he caught sight of was the knob of the door. This knob, which was round and of pol­ished brass, shone like a ter­ri­ble star for him. He gazed at it as a lamb might gaze in­to the eye of a tiger.

			He could not take his eyes from it. From time to time he ad­vanced a step and ap­proached the door.

			Had he lis­tened, he would have heard the sound of the ad­join­ing hall like a sort of con­fused mur­mur; but he did not lis­ten, and he did not hear.

			Sud­den­ly, with­out him­self know­ing how it hap­pened, he found him­self near the door; he grasped the knob con­vul­sive­ly; the door opened.

			He was in the court­room.

		
	
		
			
				IX

				A Place Where Con­vic­tions Are in Process of For­ma­tion

			
			He ad­vanced a pace, closed the door me­chan­i­cal­ly be­hind him, and re­mained stand­ing, con­tem­plat­ing what he saw.

			It was a vast and bad­ly light­ed apart­ment, now full of up­roar, now full of si­lence, where all the ap­pa­ra­tus of a crim­i­nal case, with its pet­ty and mourn­ful grav­i­ty in the midst of the throng, was in process of de­vel­op­ment.

			At the one end of the hall, the one where he was, were judges, with ab­stract­ed air, in thread­bare robes, who were gnaw­ing their nails or clos­ing their eye­lids; at the oth­er end, a ragged crowd; lawyers in all sorts of at­ti­tudes; sol­diers with hard but hon­est faces; an­cient, spot­ted wood­work, a dirty ceil­ing, ta­bles cov­ered with serge that was yel­low rather than green; doors black­ened by hand­marks; tap­room lamps which emit­ted more smoke than light, sus­pend­ed from nails in the wain­scot; on the ta­bles can­dles in brass can­dle­sticks; dark­ness, ug­li­ness, sad­ness; and from all this there was dis­en­gaged an aus­tere and au­gust im­pres­sion, for one there felt that grand hu­man thing which is called the law, and that grand di­vine thing which is called jus­tice.

			No one in all that throng paid any at­ten­tion to him; all glances were di­rect­ed to­wards a sin­gle point, a wood­en bench placed against a small door, in the stretch of wall on the Pres­i­dent’s left; on this bench, il­lu­mi­nat­ed by sev­er­al can­dles, sat a man be­tween two gen­darmes.

			This man was the man.

			He did not seek him; he saw him; his eyes went thith­er nat­u­ral­ly, as though they had known be­fore­hand where that fig­ure was.

			He thought he was look­ing at him­self, grown old; not ab­so­lute­ly the same in face, of course, but ex­act­ly sim­i­lar in at­ti­tude and as­pect, with his bristling hair, with that wild and un­easy eye, with that blouse, just as it was on the day when he en­tered D——, full of ha­tred, con­ceal­ing his soul in that hideous mass of fright­ful thoughts which he had spent nine­teen years in col­lect­ing on the floor of the prison.

			He said to him­self with a shud­der, “Good God! shall I be­come like that again?”

			This crea­ture seemed to be at least six­ty; there was some­thing in­de­scrib­ably coarse, stupid, and fright­ened about him.

			At the sound made by the open­ing door, peo­ple had drawn aside to make way for him; the Pres­i­dent had turned his head, and, un­der­stand­ing that the per­son­age who had just en­tered was the may­or of M—— sur M——, he had bowed to him; the at­tor­ney-gen­er­al, who had seen M. Madeleine at M—— sur M——, whith­er the du­ties of his of­fice had called him more than once, rec­og­nized him and salut­ed him al­so: he had hard­ly per­ceived it; he was the vic­tim of a sort of hal­lu­ci­na­tion; he was watch­ing.

			Judges, clerks, gen­darmes, a throng of cru­el­ly cu­ri­ous heads, all these he had al­ready be­held once, in days gone by, twen­ty-sev­en years be­fore; he had en­coun­tered those fa­tal things once more; there they were; they moved; they ex­ist­ed; it was no longer an ef­fort of his mem­o­ry, a mi­rage of his thought; they were re­al gen­darmes and re­al judges, a re­al crowd, and re­al men of flesh and blood: it was all over; he be­held the mon­strous as­pects of his past reap­pear and live once more around him, with all that there is for­mi­da­ble in re­al­i­ty.

			All this was yawn­ing be­fore him.

			He was hor­ri­fied by it; he shut his eyes, and ex­claimed in the deep­est re­cess­es of his soul, “Nev­er!”

			And by a trag­ic play of des­tiny which made all his ideas trem­ble, and ren­dered him near­ly mad, it was an­oth­er self of his that was there! all called that man who was be­ing tried Jean Val­jean.

			Un­der his very eyes, un­heard-of vi­sion, he had a sort of rep­re­sen­ta­tion of the most hor­ri­ble mo­ment of his life, en­act­ed by his spec­tre.

			Ev­ery­thing was there; the ap­pa­ra­tus was the same, the hour of the night, the faces of the judges, of sol­diers, and of spec­ta­tors; all were the same, on­ly above the Pres­i­dent’s head there hung a cru­ci­fix, some­thing which the courts had lacked at the time of his con­dem­na­tion: God had been ab­sent when he had been judged.

			There was a chair be­hind him; he dropped in­to it, ter­ri­fied at the thought that he might be seen; when he was seat­ed, he took ad­van­tage of a pile of card­board box­es, which stood on the judge’s desk, to con­ceal his face from the whole room; he could now see with­out be­ing seen; he had ful­ly re­gained con­scious­ness of the re­al­i­ty of things; grad­u­al­ly he re­cov­ered; he at­tained that phase of com­po­sure where it is pos­si­ble to lis­ten.

			M. Ba­matabois was one of the ju­rors.

			He looked for Javert, but did not see him; the seat of the wit­ness­es was hid­den from him by the clerk’s ta­ble, and then, as we have just said, the hall was spar­e­ly light­ed.

			At the mo­ment of this en­trance, the de­fen­dant’s lawyer had just fin­ished his plea.

			The at­ten­tion of all was ex­cit­ed to the high­est pitch; the af­fair had last­ed for three hours: for three hours that crowd had been watch­ing a strange man, a mis­er­able spec­i­men of hu­man­i­ty, ei­ther pro­found­ly stupid or pro­found­ly sub­tle, grad­u­al­ly bend­ing be­neath the weight of a ter­ri­ble like­ness. This man, as the read­er al­ready knows, was a vagabond who had been found in a field car­ry­ing a branch laden with ripe ap­ples, bro­ken in the or­chard of a neigh­bor, called the Pier­ron or­chard. Who was this man? an ex­am­i­na­tion had been made; wit­ness­es had been heard, and they were unan­i­mous; light had abound­ed through­out the en­tire de­bate; the ac­cu­sa­tion said: “We have in our grasp not on­ly a ma­raud­er, a steal­er of fruit; we have here, in our hands, a ban­dit, an old of­fend­er who has bro­ken his ban, an ex-con­vict, a mis­cre­ant of the most dan­ger­ous de­scrip­tion, a male­fac­tor named Jean Val­jean, whom jus­tice has long been in search of, and who, eight years ago, on emerg­ing from the gal­leys at Toulon, com­mit­ted a high­way rob­bery, ac­com­pa­nied by vi­o­lence, on the per­son of a child, a Savo­yard named Lit­tle Ger­vais; a crime pro­vid­ed for by ar­ti­cle 383 of the Pe­nal Code, the right to try him for which we re­serve here­after, when his iden­ti­ty shall have been ju­di­cial­ly es­tab­lished. He has just com­mit­ted a fresh theft; it is a case of a sec­ond of­fence; con­demn him for the fresh deed; lat­er on he will be judged for the old crime.” In the face of this ac­cu­sa­tion, in the face of the una­nim­i­ty of the wit­ness­es, the ac­cused ap­peared to be as­ton­ished more than any­thing else; he made signs and ges­tures which were meant to con­vey No, or else he stared at the ceil­ing: he spoke with dif­fi­cul­ty, replied with em­bar­rass­ment, but his whole per­son, from head to foot, was a de­nial; he was an id­iot in the pres­ence of all these minds ranged in or­der of bat­tle around him, and like a stranger in the midst of this so­ci­ety which was seiz­ing fast up­on him; nev­er­the­less, it was a ques­tion of the most men­ac­ing fu­ture for him; the like­ness in­creased ev­ery mo­ment, and the en­tire crowd sur­veyed, with more anx­i­ety than he did him­self, that sen­tence freight­ed with calami­ty, which de­scend­ed ev­er clos­er over his head; there was even a glimpse of a pos­si­bil­i­ty af­ford­ed; be­sides the gal­leys, a pos­si­ble death penal­ty, in case his iden­ti­ty were es­tab­lished, and the af­fair of Lit­tle Ger­vais were to end there­after in con­dem­na­tion. Who was this man? what was the na­ture of his ap­a­thy? was it im­be­cil­i­ty or craft? Did he un­der­stand too well, or did he not un­der­stand at all? these were ques­tions which di­vid­ed the crowd, and seemed to di­vide the ju­ry; there was some­thing both ter­ri­ble and puz­zling in this case: the dra­ma was not on­ly melan­choly; it was al­so ob­scure.

			The coun­sel for the de­fence had spo­ken tol­er­a­bly well, in that pro­vin­cial tongue which has long con­sti­tut­ed the elo­quence of the bar, and which was for­mer­ly em­ployed by all ad­vo­cates, at Paris as well as at Ro­morantin or at Mont­bri­son, and which to­day, hav­ing be­come clas­sic, is no longer spo­ken ex­cept by the of­fi­cial or­a­tors of mag­is­tra­cy, to whom it is suit­ed on ac­count of its grave sonorous­ness and its ma­jes­tic stride; a tongue in which a hus­band is called a con­sort, and a wom­an a spouse; Paris, the cen­tre of art and civ­i­liza­tion; the king, the monarch; Mon­seigneur the Bish­op, a saint­ed pon­tiff; the dis­trict-at­tor­ney, the elo­quent in­ter­preter of pub­lic pros­e­cu­tion; the ar­gu­ments, the ac­cents which we have just lis­tened to; the age of Louis XIV, the grand age; a the­atre, the tem­ple of Melpomene; the reign­ing fam­i­ly, the au­gust blood of our kings; a con­cert, a mu­si­cal solem­ni­ty; the Gen­er­al Com­man­dant of the prov­ince, the il­lus­tri­ous war­rior, who, etc.; the pupils in the sem­i­nary, these ten­der lev­i­ties; er­rors im­put­ed to news­pa­pers, the im­pos­ture which dis­tills its ven­om through the col­umns of those or­gans; etc. The lawyer had, ac­cord­ing­ly, be­gun with an ex­pla­na­tion as to the theft of the ap­ples—an awk­ward mat­ter couched in fine style; but Bénigne Bossuet him­self was obliged to al­lude to a chick­en in the midst of a fu­ner­al ora­tion, and he ex­tri­cat­ed him­self from the sit­u­a­tion in state­ly fash­ion. The lawyer es­tab­lished the fact that the theft of the ap­ples had not been cir­cum­stan­tial­ly proved. His client, whom he, in his char­ac­ter of coun­sel, per­sist­ed in call­ing Champ­math­ieu, had not been seen scal­ing that wall nor break­ing that branch by any­one. He had been tak­en with that branch (which the lawyer pre­ferred to call a bough) in his pos­ses­sion; but he said that he had found it bro­ken off and ly­ing on the ground, and had picked it up. Where was there any proof to the con­trary? No doubt that branch had been bro­ken off and con­cealed af­ter the scal­ing of the wall, then thrown away by the alarmed ma­raud­er; there was no doubt that there had been a thief in the case. But what proof was there that that thief had been Champ­math­ieu? One thing on­ly. His char­ac­ter as an ex-con­vict. The lawyer did not de­ny that that char­ac­ter ap­peared to be, un­hap­pi­ly, well at­test­ed; the ac­cused had resid­ed at Faverolles; the ac­cused had ex­er­cised the call­ing of a tree-pruner there; the name of Champ­math­ieu might well have had its ori­gin in Jean Math­ieu; all that was true—in short, four wit­ness­es rec­og­nize Champ­math­ieu, pos­i­tive­ly and with­out hes­i­ta­tion, as that con­vict, Jean Val­jean; to these signs, to this tes­ti­mo­ny, the coun­sel could op­pose noth­ing but the de­nial of his client, the de­nial of an in­ter­est­ed par­ty; but sup­pos­ing that he was the con­vict Jean Val­jean, did that prove that he was the thief of the ap­ples? that was a pre­sump­tion at the most, not a proof. The pris­on­er, it was true, and his coun­sel, “in good faith,” was obliged to ad­mit it, had adopt­ed “a bad sys­tem of de­fence.” He ob­sti­nate­ly de­nied ev­ery­thing, the theft and his char­ac­ter of con­vict. An ad­mis­sion up­on this last point would cer­tain­ly have been bet­ter, and would have won for him the in­dul­gence of his judges; the coun­sel had ad­vised him to do this; but the ac­cused had ob­sti­nate­ly re­fused, think­ing, no doubt, that he would save ev­ery­thing by ad­mit­ting noth­ing. It was an er­ror; but ought not the pauci­ty of this in­tel­li­gence to be tak­en in­to con­sid­er­a­tion? This man was vis­i­bly stupid. Long-con­tin­ued wretched­ness in the gal­leys, long mis­ery out­side the gal­leys, had bru­tal­ized him, etc. He de­fend­ed him­self bad­ly; was that a rea­son for con­demn­ing him? As for the af­fair with Lit­tle Ger­vais, the coun­sel need not dis­cuss it; it did not en­ter in­to the case. The lawyer wound up by be­seech­ing the ju­ry and the court, if the iden­ti­ty of Jean Val­jean ap­peared to them to be ev­i­dent, to ap­ply to him the po­lice penal­ties which are pro­vid­ed for a crim­i­nal who has bro­ken his ban, and not the fright­ful chas­tise­ment which de­scends up­on the con­vict guilty of a sec­ond of­fence.

			The dis­trict-at­tor­ney an­swered the coun­sel for the de­fence. He was vi­o­lent and florid, as dis­trict-at­tor­neys usu­al­ly are.

			He con­grat­u­lat­ed the coun­sel for the de­fence on his “loy­al­ty,” and skil­ful­ly took ad­van­tage of this loy­al­ty. He reached the ac­cused through all the con­ces­sions made by his lawyer. The ad­vo­cate had seemed to ad­mit that the pris­on­er was Jean Val­jean. He took note of this. So this man was Jean Val­jean. This point had been con­ced­ed to the ac­cu­sa­tion and could no longer be dis­put­ed. Here, by means of a clever au­tono­ma­sia which went back to the sources and caus­es of crime, the dis­trict-at­tor­ney thun­dered against the im­moral­i­ty of the ro­man­tic school, then dawn­ing un­der the name of The Sa­tan­ic School, which had been be­stowed up­on it by the crit­ics of the Quo­ti­di­enne and the Ori­flamme; he at­trib­uted, not with­out some prob­a­bil­i­ty, to the in­flu­ence of this per­verse lit­er­a­ture the crime of Champ­math­ieu, or rather, to speak more cor­rect­ly, of Jean Val­jean. Hav­ing ex­haust­ed these con­sid­er­a­tions, he passed on to Jean Val­jean him­self. Who was this Jean Val­jean? De­scrip­tion of Jean Val­jean: a mon­ster spewed forth, etc. The mod­el for this sort of de­scrip­tion is con­tained in the tale of Théramène, which is not use­ful to tragedy, but which ev­ery day ren­ders great ser­vices to ju­di­cial elo­quence. The au­di­ence and the ju­ry “shud­dered.” The de­scrip­tion fin­ished, the dis­trict-at­tor­ney re­sumed with an or­a­tor­i­cal turn cal­cu­lat­ed to raise the en­thu­si­asm of the jour­nal of the pre­fec­ture to the high­est pitch on the fol­low­ing day: And it is such a man, etc., etc., etc., vagabond, beg­gar, with­out means of ex­is­tence, etc., etc., in­ured by his past life to cul­pa­ble deeds, and but lit­tle re­formed by his so­journ in the gal­leys, as was proved by the crime com­mit­ted against Lit­tle Ger­vais, etc., etc.; it is such a man, caught up­on the high­way in the very act of theft, a few paces from a wall that had been scaled, still hold­ing in his hand the ob­ject stolen, who de­nies the crime, the theft, the climb­ing the wall; de­nies ev­ery­thing; de­nies even his own iden­ti­ty! In ad­di­tion to a hun­dred oth­er proofs, to which we will not re­cur, four wit­ness­es rec­og­nize him—Javert, the up­right in­spec­tor of po­lice; Javert, and three of his for­mer com­pan­ions in in­famy, the con­victs Brevet, Che­nildieu, and Coche­p­aille. What does he of­fer in op­po­si­tion to this over­whelm­ing una­nim­i­ty? His de­nial. What ob­du­ra­cy! You will do jus­tice, gen­tle­men of the ju­ry, etc., etc. While the dis­trict-at­tor­ney was speak­ing, the ac­cused lis­tened to him open-mouthed, with a sort of amaze­ment in which some ad­mi­ra­tion was as­sured­ly blend­ed. He was ev­i­dent­ly sur­prised that a man could talk like that. From time to time, at those “en­er­get­ic” mo­ments of the pros­e­cu­tor’s speech, when elo­quence which can­not con­tain it­self over­flows in a flood of with­er­ing ep­i­thets and en­velops the ac­cused like a storm, he moved his head slow­ly from right to left and from left to right in the sort of mute and melan­choly protest with which he had con­tent­ed him­self since the be­gin­ning of the ar­gu­ment. Two or three times the spec­ta­tors who were near­est to him heard him say in a low voice, “That is what comes of not hav­ing asked M. Baloup.” The dis­trict-at­tor­ney di­rect­ed the at­ten­tion of the ju­ry to this stupid at­ti­tude, ev­i­dent­ly de­lib­er­ate, which de­not­ed not im­be­cil­i­ty, but craft, skill, a habit of de­ceiv­ing jus­tice, and which set forth in all its naked­ness the “pro­found per­ver­si­ty” of this man. He end­ed by mak­ing his re­serves on the af­fair of Lit­tle Ger­vais and de­mand­ing a se­vere sen­tence.

			At that time, as the read­er will re­mem­ber, it was pe­nal servi­tude for life.

			The coun­sel for the de­fence rose, be­gan by com­pli­ment­ing Mon­sieur l’Av­o­cat-Gen­er­al on his “ad­mirable speech,” then replied as best he could; but he weak­ened; the ground was ev­i­dent­ly slip­ping away from un­der his feet.

		
	
		
			
				X

				The Sys­tem of De­nials

			
			The mo­ment for clos­ing the de­bate had ar­rived. The Pres­i­dent had the ac­cused stand up, and ad­dressed to him the cus­tom­ary ques­tion, “Have you any­thing to add to your de­fence?”

			The man did not ap­pear to un­der­stand, as he stood there, twist­ing in his hands a ter­ri­ble cap which he had.

			The Pres­i­dent re­peat­ed the ques­tion.

			This time the man heard it. He seemed to un­der­stand. He made a mo­tion like a man who is just wak­ing up, cast his eyes about him, stared at the au­di­ence, the gen­darmes, his coun­sel, the ju­ry, the court, laid his mon­strous fist on the rim of wood­work in front of his bench, took an­oth­er look, and all at once, fix­ing his glance up­on the dis­trict-at­tor­ney, he be­gan to speak. It was like an erup­tion. It seemed, from the man­ner in which the words es­caped from his mouth—in­co­her­ent, im­petu­ous, pell-mell, tum­bling over each oth­er—as though they were all press­ing for­ward to is­sue forth at once. He said:—

			“This is what I have to say. That I have been a wheel­wright in Paris, and that it was with Mon­sieur Baloup. It is a hard trade. In the wheel­wright’s trade one works al­ways in the open air, in court­yards, un­der sheds when the mas­ters are good, nev­er in closed work­shops, be­cause space is re­quired, you see. In win­ter one gets so cold that one beats one’s arms to­geth­er to warm one’s self; but the mas­ters don’t like it; they say it wastes time. Han­dling iron when there is ice be­tween the paving-stones is hard work. That wears a man out quick­ly. One is old while he is still quite young in that trade. At forty a man is done for. I was fifty-three. I was in a bad state. And then, work­men are so mean! When a man is no longer young, they call him noth­ing but an old bird, old beast! I was not earn­ing more than thir­ty sous a day. They paid me as lit­tle as pos­si­ble. The mas­ters took ad­van­tage of my age—and then I had my daugh­ter, who was a laun­dress at the riv­er. She earned a lit­tle al­so. It suf­ficed for us two. She had trou­ble, al­so; all day long up to her waist in a tub, in rain, in snow. When the wind cuts your face, when it freezes, it is all the same; you must still wash. There are peo­ple who have not much linen, and wait un­til late; if you do not wash, you lose your cus­tom. The planks are bad­ly joined, and wa­ter drops on you from ev­ery­where; you have your pet­ti­coats all damp above and be­low. That pen­e­trates. She has al­so worked at the laun­dry of the En­fants-Rouges, where the wa­ter comes through faucets. You are not in the tub there; you wash at the faucet in front of you, and rinse in a basin be­hind you. As it is en­closed, you are not so cold; but there is that hot steam, which is ter­ri­ble, and which ru­ins your eyes. She came home at sev­en o’clock in the evening, and went to bed at once, she was so tired. Her hus­band beat her. She is dead. We have not been very hap­py. She was a good girl, who did not go to the ball, and who was very peace­able. I re­mem­ber one Shrove-Tues­day when she went to bed at eight o’clock. There, I am telling the truth; you have on­ly to ask. Ah, yes! how stupid I am! Paris is a gulf. Who knows Fa­ther Champ­math­ieu there? But M. Baloup does, I tell you. Go see at M. Baloup’s; and af­ter all, I don’t know what is want­ed of me.”

			The man ceased speak­ing, and re­mained stand­ing. He had said these things in a loud, rapid, hoarse voice, with a sort of ir­ri­tat­ed and sav­age in­gen­u­ous­ness. Once he paused to salute some­one in the crowd. The sort of af­fir­ma­tions which he seemed to fling out be­fore him at ran­dom came like hic­cups, and to each he added the ges­ture of a wood­cut­ter who is split­ting wood. When he had fin­ished, the au­di­ence burst in­to a laugh. He stared at the pub­lic, and, per­ceiv­ing that they were laugh­ing, and not un­der­stand­ing why, he be­gan to laugh him­self.

			It was in­aus­pi­cious.

			The Pres­i­dent, an at­ten­tive and benev­o­lent man, raised his voice.

			He re­mind­ed “the gen­tle­men of the ju­ry” that “the sieur Baloup, for­mer­ly a mas­ter-wheel­wright, with whom the ac­cused stat­ed that he had served, had been sum­moned in vain. He had be­come bank­rupt, and was not to be found.” Then turn­ing to the ac­cused, he en­joined him to lis­ten to what he was about to say, and added: “You are in a po­si­tion where re­flec­tion is nec­es­sary. The gravest pre­sump­tions rest up­on you, and may in­duce vi­tal re­sults. Pris­on­er, in your own in­ter­ests, I sum­mon you for the last time to ex­plain your­self clear­ly on two points. In the first place, did you or did you not climb the wall of the Pier­ron or­chard, break the branch, and steal the ap­ples; that is to say, com­mit the crime of break­ing in and theft? In the sec­ond place, are you the dis­charged con­vict, Jean Val­jean—yes or no?”

			The pris­on­er shook his head with a ca­pa­ble air, like a man who has thor­ough­ly un­der­stood, and who knows what an­swer he is go­ing to make. He opened his mouth, turned to­wards the Pres­i­dent, and said:—

			“In the first place—”

			Then he stared at his cap, stared at the ceil­ing, and held his peace.

			“Pris­on­er,” said the dis­trict-at­tor­ney, in a se­vere voice; “pay at­ten­tion. You are not an­swer­ing any­thing that has been asked of you. Your em­bar­rass­ment con­demns you. It is ev­i­dent that your name is not Champ­math­ieu; that you are the con­vict, Jean Val­jean, con­cealed first un­der the name of Jean Math­ieu, which was the name of his moth­er; that you went to Au­vergne; that you were born at Faverolles, where you were a pruner of trees. It is ev­i­dent that you have been guilty of en­ter­ing, and of the theft of ripe ap­ples from the Pier­ron or­chard. The gen­tle­men of the ju­ry will form their own opin­ion.”

			The pris­on­er had fi­nal­ly re­sumed his seat; he arose abrupt­ly when the dis­trict-at­tor­ney had fin­ished, and ex­claimed:—

			“You are very wicked; that you are! This what I want­ed to say; I could not find words for it at first. I have stolen noth­ing. I am a man who does not have some­thing to eat ev­ery day. I was com­ing from Ail­ly; I was walk­ing through the coun­try af­ter a show­er, which had made the whole coun­try yel­low: even the ponds were over­flowed, and noth­ing sprang from the sand any more but the lit­tle blades of grass at the way­side. I found a bro­ken branch with ap­ples on the ground; I picked up the branch with­out know­ing that it would get me in­to trou­ble. I have been in prison, and they have been drag­ging me about for the last three months; more than that I can­not say; peo­ple talk against me, they tell me, ‘An­swer!’ The gen­darme, who is a good fel­low, nudges my el­bow, and says to me in a low voice, ‘Come, an­swer!’ I don’t know how to ex­plain; I have no ed­u­ca­tion; I am a poor man; that is where they wrong me, be­cause they do not see this. I have not stolen; I picked up from the ground things that were ly­ing there. You say, Jean Val­jean, Jean Math­ieu! I don’t know those per­sons; they are vil­lagers. I worked for M. Baloup, Boule­vard de l’Hôpi­tal; my name is Champ­math­ieu. You are very clever to tell me where I was born; I don’t know my­self: it’s not ev­ery­body who has a house in which to come in­to the world; that would be too con­ve­nient. I think that my fa­ther and moth­er were peo­ple who strolled along the high­ways; I know noth­ing dif­fer­ent. When I was a child, they called me ‘young fel­low;’ now they call me ‘old fel­low;’ those are my bap­tismal names; take that as you like. I have been in Au­vergne; I have been at Faverolles. Par­di. Well! can’t a man have been in Au­vergne, or at Faverolles, with­out hav­ing been in the gal­leys? I tell you that I have not stolen, and that I am Fa­ther Champ­math­ieu; I have been with M. Baloup; I have had a set­tled res­i­dence. You wor­ry me with your non­sense, there! Why is ev­ery­body pur­su­ing me so fu­ri­ous­ly?”

			The dis­trict-at­tor­ney had re­mained stand­ing; he ad­dressed the Pres­i­dent:—

			“Mon­sieur le Pres­i­dent, in view of the con­fused but ex­ceed­ing­ly clever de­nials of the pris­on­er, who would like to pass him­self off as an id­iot, but who will not suc­ceed in so do­ing—we shall at­tend to that—we de­mand that it shall please you and that it shall please the court to sum­mon once more in­to this place the con­victs Brevet, Coche­p­aille, and Che­nildieu, and Po­lice-In­spec­tor Javert, and ques­tion them for the last time as to the iden­ti­ty of the pris­on­er with the con­vict Jean Val­jean.”

			“I would re­mind the dis­trict-at­tor­ney,” said the Pres­i­dent, “that Po­lice-In­spec­tor Javert, re­called by his du­ties to the cap­i­tal of a neigh­bor­ing ar­rondisse­ment, left the court­room and the town as soon as he had made his de­po­si­tion; we have ac­cord­ed him per­mis­sion, with the con­sent of the dis­trict-at­tor­ney and of the coun­sel for the pris­on­er.”

			“That is true, Mr. Pres­i­dent,” re­spond­ed the dis­trict-at­tor­ney. “In the ab­sence of ’sieur Javert, I think it my du­ty to re­mind the gen­tle­men of the ju­ry of what he said here a few hours ago. Javert is an es­timable man, who does hon­or by his rig­or­ous and strict pro­bity to in­fe­ri­or but im­por­tant func­tions. These are the terms of his de­po­si­tion: ‘I do not even stand in need of cir­cum­stan­tial proofs and moral pre­sump­tions to give the lie to the pris­on­er’s de­nial. I rec­og­nize him per­fect­ly. The name of this man is not Champ­math­ieu; he is an ex-con­vict named Jean Val­jean, and is very vi­cious and much to be feared. It is on­ly with ex­treme re­gret that he was re­leased at the ex­pi­ra­tion of his term. He un­der­went nine­teen years of pe­nal servi­tude for theft. He made five or six at­tempts to es­cape. Be­sides the theft from Lit­tle Ger­vais, and from the Pier­ron or­chard, I sus­pect him of a theft com­mit­ted in the house of His Grace the late Bish­op of D——. I of­ten saw him at the time when I was ad­ju­tant of the gal­ley-guard at the prison in Toulon. I re­peat that I rec­og­nize him per­fect­ly.’ ”

			This ex­treme­ly pre­cise state­ment ap­peared to pro­duce a vivid im­pres­sion on the pub­lic and on the ju­ry. The dis­trict-at­tor­ney con­clud­ed by in­sist­ing, that in de­fault of Javert, the three wit­ness­es Brevet, Che­nildieu, and Coche­p­aille should be heard once more and solemn­ly in­ter­ro­gat­ed.

			The Pres­i­dent trans­mit­ted the or­der to an ush­er, and, a mo­ment lat­er, the door of the wit­ness­es’ room opened. The ush­er, ac­com­pa­nied by a gen­darme ready to lend him armed as­sis­tance, in­tro­duced the con­vict Brevet. The au­di­ence was in sus­pense; and all breasts heaved as though they had con­tained but one soul.

			The ex-con­vict Brevet wore the black and gray waist­coat of the cen­tral pris­ons. Brevet was a per­son six­ty years of age, who had a sort of busi­ness man’s face, and the air of a ras­cal. The two some­times go to­geth­er. In prison, whith­er fresh mis­deeds had led him, he had be­come some­thing in the na­ture of a turnkey. He was a man of whom his su­pe­ri­ors said, “He tries to make him­self of use.” The chap­lains bore good tes­ti­mo­ny as to his re­li­gious habits. It must not be for­got­ten that this passed un­der the Restora­tion.

			“Brevet,” said the Pres­i­dent, “you have un­der­gone an ig­no­min­ious sen­tence, and you can­not take an oath.”

			Brevet dropped his eyes.

			“Nev­er­the­less,” con­tin­ued the Pres­i­dent, “even in the man whom the law has de­grad­ed, there may re­main, when the di­vine mer­cy per­mits it, a sen­ti­ment of hon­or and of eq­ui­ty. It is to this sen­ti­ment that I ap­peal at this de­ci­sive hour. If it still ex­ists in you—and I hope it does—re­flect be­fore re­ply­ing to me: con­sid­er on the one hand, this man, whom a word from you may ru­in; on the oth­er hand, jus­tice, which a word from you may en­light­en. The in­stant is solemn; there is still time to re­tract if you think you have been mis­tak­en. Rise, pris­on­er. Brevet, take a good look at the ac­cused, re­call your sou­venirs, and tell us on your soul and con­science, if you per­sist in rec­og­niz­ing this man as your for­mer com­pan­ion in the gal­leys, Jean Val­jean?”

			Brevet looked at the pris­on­er, then turned to­wards the court.

			“Yes, Mr. Pres­i­dent, I was the first to rec­og­nize him, and I stick to it; that man is Jean Val­jean, who en­tered at Toulon in 1796, and left in 1815. I left a year lat­er. He has the air of a brute now; but it must be be­cause age has bru­tal­ized him; he was sly at the gal­leys: I rec­og­nize him pos­i­tive­ly.”

			“Take your seat,” said the Pres­i­dent. “Pris­on­er, re­main stand­ing.”

			Che­nildieu was brought in, a pris­on­er for life, as was in­di­cat­ed by his red cas­sock and his green cap. He was serv­ing out his sen­tence at the gal­leys of Toulon, whence he had been brought for this case. He was a small man of about fifty, brisk, wrin­kled, frail, yel­low, brazen-faced, fever­ish, who had a sort of sick­ly fee­ble­ness about all his limbs and his whole per­son, and an im­mense force in his glance. His com­pan­ions in the gal­leys had nick­named him I-de­ny-God (Je-nie Dieu, Che­nildieu).

			The Pres­i­dent ad­dressed him in near­ly the same words which he had used to Brevet. At the mo­ment when he re­mind­ed him of his in­famy which de­prived him of the right to take an oath, Che­nildieu raised his head and looked the crowd in the face. The Pres­i­dent in­vit­ed him to re­flec­tion, and asked him as he had asked Brevet, if he per­sist­ed in recog­ni­tion of the pris­on­er.

			Che­nildieu burst out laugh­ing.

			“Par­dieu, as if I didn’t rec­og­nize him! We were at­tached to the same chain for five years. So you are sulk­ing, old fel­low?”

			“Go take your seat,” said the Pres­i­dent.

			The ush­er brought in Coche­p­aille. He was an­oth­er con­vict for life, who had come from the gal­leys, and was dressed in red, like Che­nildieu, was a peas­ant from Lour­des, and a half-bear of the Pyre­nees. He had guard­ed the flocks among the moun­tains, and from a shep­herd he had slipped in­to a brig­and. Coche­p­aille was no less sav­age and seemed even more stupid than the pris­on­er. He was one of those wretch­ed men whom na­ture has sketched out for wild beasts, and on whom so­ci­ety puts the fin­ish­ing touch­es as con­victs in the gal­leys.

			The Pres­i­dent tried to touch him with some grave and pa­thet­ic words, and asked him, as he had asked the oth­er two, if he per­sist­ed, with­out hes­i­ta­tion or trou­ble, in rec­og­niz­ing the man who was stand­ing be­fore him.

			“He is Jean Val­jean,” said Coche­p­aille. “He was even called Jean-the-Screw, be­cause he was so strong.”

			Each of these af­fir­ma­tions from these three men, ev­i­dent­ly sin­cere and in good faith, had raised in the au­di­ence a mur­mur of bad au­gury for the pris­on­er—a mur­mur which in­creased and last­ed longer each time that a fresh dec­la­ra­tion was added to the pro­ceed­ing.

			The pris­on­er had lis­tened to them, with that as­tound­ed face which was, ac­cord­ing to the ac­cu­sa­tion, his prin­ci­pal means of de­fence; at the first, the gen­darmes, his neigh­bors, had heard him mut­ter be­tween his teeth: “Ah, well, he’s a nice one!” af­ter the sec­ond, he said, a lit­tle loud­er, with an air that was al­most that of sat­is­fac­tion, “Good!” at the third, he cried, “Fa­mous!”

			The Pres­i­dent ad­dressed him:—

			“Have you heard, pris­on­er? What have you to say?”

			He replied:—

			“I say, ‘Fa­mous!’ ”

			An up­roar broke out among the au­di­ence, and was com­mu­ni­cat­ed to the ju­ry; it was ev­i­dent that the man was lost.

			“Ush­ers,” said the Pres­i­dent, “en­force si­lence! I am go­ing to sum up the ar­gu­ments.”

			At that mo­ment there was a move­ment just be­side the Pres­i­dent; a voice was heard cry­ing:—

			“Brevet! Che­nildieu! Coche­p­aille! look here!”

			All who heard that voice were chilled, so lam­en­ta­ble and ter­ri­ble was it; all eyes were turned to the point whence it had pro­ceed­ed. A man, placed among the priv­i­leged spec­ta­tors who were seat­ed be­hind the court, had just risen, had pushed open the half-door which sep­a­rat­ed the tri­bunal from the au­di­ence, and was stand­ing in the mid­dle of the hall; the Pres­i­dent, the dis­trict-at­tor­ney, M. Ba­matabois, twen­ty per­sons, rec­og­nized him, and ex­claimed in con­cert:—

			“M. Madeleine!”

		
	
		
			
				XI

				Champ­math­ieu More and More As­ton­ished

			
			It was he, in fact. The clerk’s lamp il­lu­mined his coun­te­nance. He held his hat in his hand; there was no dis­or­der in his cloth­ing; his coat was care­ful­ly but­toned; he was very pale, and he trem­bled slight­ly; his hair, which had still been gray on his ar­rival in Ar­ras, was now en­tire­ly white: it had turned white dur­ing the hour he had sat there.

			All heads were raised: the sen­sa­tion was in­de­scrib­able; there was a mo­men­tary hes­i­ta­tion in the au­di­ence, the voice had been so heartrend­ing; the man who stood there ap­peared so calm that they did not un­der­stand at first. They asked them­selves whether he had in­deed ut­tered that cry; they could not be­lieve that that tran­quil man had been the one to give that ter­ri­ble out­cry.

			This in­de­ci­sion on­ly last­ed a few sec­onds. Even be­fore the Pres­i­dent and the dis­trict-at­tor­ney could ut­ter a word, be­fore the ush­ers and the gen­darmes could make a ges­ture, the man whom all still called, at that mo­ment, M. Madeleine, had ad­vanced to­wards the wit­ness­es Coche­p­aille, Brevet, and Che­nildieu.

			“Do you not rec­og­nize me?” said he.

			All three re­mained speech­less, and in­di­cat­ed by a sign of the head that they did not know him. Coche­p­aille, who was in­tim­i­dat­ed, made a mil­i­tary salute. M. Madeleine turned to­wards the ju­ry and the court, and said in a gen­tle voice:—

			“Gen­tle­men of the ju­ry, or­der the pris­on­er to be re­leased! Mr. Pres­i­dent, have me ar­rest­ed. He is not the man whom you are in search of; it is I: I am Jean Val­jean.”

			Not a mouth breathed; the first com­mo­tion of as­ton­ish­ment had been fol­lowed by a si­lence like that of the grave; those with­in the hall ex­pe­ri­enced that sort of re­li­gious ter­ror which seizes the mass­es when some­thing grand has been done.

			In the mean­time, the face of the Pres­i­dent was stamped with sym­pa­thy and sad­ness; he had ex­changed a rapid sign with the dis­trict-at­tor­ney and a few low-toned words with the as­sis­tant judges; he ad­dressed the pub­lic, and asked in ac­cents which all un­der­stood:—

			“Is there a physi­cian present?”

			The dis­trict-at­tor­ney took the word:—

			“Gen­tle­men of the ju­ry, the very strange and un­ex­pect­ed in­ci­dent which dis­turbs the au­di­ence in­spires us, like your­selves, on­ly with a sen­ti­ment which it is un­nec­es­sary for us to ex­press. You all know, by rep­u­ta­tion at least, the hon­or­able M. Madeleine, may­or of M—— sur M——; if there is a physi­cian in the au­di­ence, we join the Pres­i­dent in re­quest­ing him to at­tend to M. Madeleine, and to con­duct him to his home.”

			M. Madeleine did not al­low the dis­trict-at­tor­ney to fin­ish; he in­ter­rupt­ed him in ac­cents full of suavi­ty and au­thor­i­ty. These are the words which he ut­tered; here they are lit­er­al­ly, as they were writ­ten down, im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter the tri­al by one of the wit­ness­es to this scene, and as they now ring in the ears of those who heard them near­ly forty years ago:—

			“I thank you, Mr. Dis­trict-At­tor­ney, but I am not mad; you shall see; you were on the point of com­mit­ting a great er­ror; re­lease this man! I am ful­fill­ing a du­ty; I am that mis­er­able crim­i­nal. I am the on­ly one here who sees the mat­ter clear­ly, and I am telling you the truth. God, who is on high, looks down on what I am do­ing at this mo­ment, and that suf­fices. You can take me, for here I am: but I have done my best; I con­cealed my­self un­der an­oth­er name; I have be­come rich; I have be­come a may­or; I have tried to re-en­ter the ranks of the hon­est. It seems that that is not to be done. In short, there are many things which I can­not tell. I will not nar­rate the sto­ry of my life to you; you will hear it one of these days. I robbed Mon­seigneur the Bish­op, it is true; it is true that I robbed Lit­tle Ger­vais; they were right in telling you that Jean Val­jean was a very vi­cious wretch. Per­haps it was not al­to­geth­er his fault. Lis­ten, hon­or­able judges! a man who has been so great­ly hum­bled as I have has nei­ther any re­mon­strances to make to Prov­i­dence, nor any ad­vice to give to so­ci­ety; but, you see, the in­famy from which I have tried to es­cape is an in­ju­ri­ous thing; the gal­leys make the con­vict what he is; re­flect up­on that, if you please. Be­fore go­ing to the gal­leys, I was a poor peas­ant, with very lit­tle in­tel­li­gence, a sort of id­iot; the gal­leys wrought a change in me. I was stupid; I be­came vi­cious: I was a block of wood; I be­came a fire­brand. Lat­er on, in­dul­gence and kind­ness saved me, as sever­i­ty had ru­ined me. But, par­don me, you can­not un­der­stand what I am say­ing. You will find at my house, among the ash­es in the fire­place, the forty-sou piece which I stole, sev­en years ago, from Lit­tle Ger­vais. I have noth­ing far­ther to add; take me. Good God! the dis­trict-at­tor­ney shakes his head; you say, ‘M. Madeleine has gone mad!’ you do not be­lieve me! that is dis­tress­ing. Do not, at least, con­demn this man! What! these men do not rec­og­nize me! I wish Javert were here; he would rec­og­nize me.”

			Noth­ing can re­pro­duce the som­bre and kind­ly melan­choly of tone which ac­com­pa­nied these words.

			He turned to the three con­victs, and said:—

			“Well, I rec­og­nize you; do you re­mem­ber, Brevet?”

			He paused, hes­i­tat­ed for an in­stant, and said:—

			“Do you re­mem­ber the knit­ted sus­penders with a checked pat­tern which you wore in the gal­leys?”

			Brevet gave a start of sur­prise, and sur­veyed him from head to foot with a fright­ened air. He con­tin­ued:—

			“Che­nildieu, you who con­ferred on your­self the name of ‘Je­nie-Dieu,’ your whole right shoul­der bears a deep burn, be­cause you one day laid your shoul­der against the chaf­ing-dish full of coals, in or­der to ef­face the three let­ters T. F. P., which are still vis­i­ble, nev­er­the­less; an­swer, is this true?”

			“It is true,” said Che­nildieu.

			He ad­dressed him­self to Coche­p­aille:—

			“Coche­p­aille, you have, near the bend in your left arm, a date stamped in blue let­ters with burnt pow­der; the date is that of the land­ing of the Em­per­or at Cannes, March 1, 1815; pull up your sleeve!”

			Coche­p­aille pushed up his sleeve; all eyes were fo­cused on him and on his bare arm.

			A gen­darme held a light close to it; there was the date.

			The un­hap­py man turned to the spec­ta­tors and the judges with a smile which still rends the hearts of all who saw it when­ev­er they think of it. It was a smile of tri­umph; it was al­so a smile of de­spair.

			“You see plain­ly,” he said, “that I am Jean Val­jean.”

			In that cham­ber there were no longer ei­ther judges, ac­cusers, nor gen­darmes; there was noth­ing but star­ing eyes and sym­pa­thiz­ing hearts. No one re­called any longer the part that each might be called up­on to play; the dis­trict-at­tor­ney for­got he was there for the pur­pose of pros­e­cut­ing, the Pres­i­dent that he was there to pre­side, the coun­sel for the de­fence that he was there to de­fend. It was a strik­ing cir­cum­stance that no ques­tion was put, that no au­thor­i­ty in­ter­vened. The pe­cu­liar­i­ty of sub­lime spec­ta­cles is, that they cap­ture all souls and turn wit­ness­es in­to spec­ta­tors. No one, prob­a­bly, could have ex­plained what he felt; no one, prob­a­bly, said to him­self that he was wit­ness­ing the splen­did out­burst of a grand light: all felt them­selves in­ward­ly daz­zled.

			It was ev­i­dent that they had Jean Val­jean be­fore their eyes. That was clear. The ap­pear­ance of this man had suf­ficed to suf­fuse with light that mat­ter which had been so ob­scure but a mo­ment pre­vi­ous­ly, with­out any fur­ther ex­pla­na­tion: the whole crowd, as by a sort of elec­tric rev­e­la­tion, un­der­stood in­stant­ly and at a sin­gle glance the sim­ple and mag­nif­i­cent his­to­ry of a man who was de­liv­er­ing him­self up so that an­oth­er man might not be con­demned in his stead. The de­tails, the hes­i­ta­tions, lit­tle pos­si­ble op­po­si­tions, were swal­lowed up in that vast and lu­mi­nous fact.

			It was an im­pres­sion which van­ished speed­i­ly, but which was ir­re­sistible at the mo­ment.

			“I do not wish to dis­turb the court fur­ther,” re­sumed Jean Val­jean. “I shall with­draw, since you do not ar­rest me. I have many things to do. The dis­trict-at­tor­ney knows who I am; he knows whith­er I am go­ing; he can have me ar­rest­ed when he likes.”

			He di­rect­ed his steps to­wards the door. Not a voice was raised, not an arm ex­tend­ed to hin­der him. All stood aside. At that mo­ment there was about him that di­vine some­thing which caus­es mul­ti­tudes to stand aside and make way for a man. He tra­versed the crowd slow­ly. It was nev­er known who opened the door, but it is cer­tain that he found the door open when he reached it. On ar­riv­ing there he turned round and said:—

			“I am at your com­mand, Mr. Dis­trict-At­tor­ney.”

			Then he ad­dressed the au­di­ence:—

			“All of you, all who are present—con­sid­er me wor­thy of pity, do you not? Good God! When I think of what I was on the point of do­ing, I con­sid­er that I am to be en­vied. Nev­er­the­less, I should have pre­ferred not to have had this oc­cur.”

			He with­drew, and the door closed be­hind him as it had opened, for those who do cer­tain sov­er­eign things are al­ways sure of be­ing served by some­one in the crowd.

			Less than an hour af­ter this, the ver­dict of the ju­ry freed the said Champ­math­ieu from all ac­cu­sa­tions; and Champ­math­ieu, be­ing at once re­leased, went off in a state of stu­pe­fac­tion, think­ing that all men were fools, and com­pre­hend­ing noth­ing of this vi­sion.
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				I

				In What Mir­ror M. Madeleine Con­tem­plates His Hair

			
			The day had be­gun to dawn. Fan­tine had passed a sleep­less and fever­ish night, filled with hap­py vi­sions; at day­break she fell asleep. Sis­ter Sim­plice, who had been watch­ing with her, availed her­self of this slum­ber to go and pre­pare a new po­tion of chin­chona. The wor­thy sis­ter had been in the lab­o­ra­to­ry of the in­fir­mary but a few mo­ments, bend­ing over her drugs and phials, and scru­ti­niz­ing things very close­ly, on ac­count of the dim­ness which the half-light of dawn spreads over all ob­jects. Sud­den­ly she raised her head and ut­tered a faint shriek. M. Madeleine stood be­fore her; he had just en­tered silent­ly.

			“Is it you, Mr. May­or?” she ex­claimed.

			He replied in a low voice:—

			“How is that poor wom­an?”

			“Not so bad just now; but we have been very un­easy.”

			She ex­plained to him what had passed: that Fan­tine had been very ill the day be­fore, and that she was bet­ter now, be­cause she thought that the may­or had gone to Mont­fer­meil to get her child. The sis­ter dared not ques­tion the may­or; but she per­ceived plain­ly from his air that he had not come from there.

			“All that is good,” said he; “you were right not to un­de­ceive her.”

			“Yes,” re­spond­ed the sis­ter; “but now, Mr. May­or, she will see you and will not see her child. What shall we say to her?”

			He re­flect­ed for a mo­ment.

			“God will in­spire us,” said he.

			“But we can­not tell a lie,” mur­mured the sis­ter, half aloud.

			It was broad day­light in the room. The light fell full on M. Madeleine’s face. The sis­ter chanced to raise her eyes to it.

			“Good God, sir!” she ex­claimed; “what has hap­pened to you? Your hair is per­fect­ly white!”

			“White!” said he.

			Sis­ter Sim­plice had no mir­ror. She rum­maged in a draw­er, and pulled out the lit­tle glass which the doc­tor of the in­fir­mary used to see whether a pa­tient was dead and whether he no longer breathed. M. Madeleine took the mir­ror, looked at his hair, and said:—

			“Well!”

			He ut­tered the word in­dif­fer­ent­ly, and as though his mind were on some­thing else.

			The sis­ter felt chilled by some­thing strange of which she caught a glimpse in all this.

			He in­quired:—

			“Can I see her?”

			“Is not Mon­sieur le Maire go­ing to have her child brought back to her?” said the sis­ter, hard­ly ven­tur­ing to put the ques­tion.

			“Of course; but it will take two or three days at least.”

			“If she were not to see Mon­sieur le Maire un­til that time,” went on the sis­ter, timid­ly, “she would not know that Mon­sieur le Maire had re­turned, and it would be easy to in­spire her with pa­tience; and when the child ar­rived, she would nat­u­ral­ly think Mon­sieur le Maire had just come with the child. We should not have to en­act a lie.”

			M. Madeleine seemed to re­flect for a few mo­ments; then he said with his calm grav­i­ty:—

			“No, sis­ter, I must see her. I may, per­haps, be in haste.”

			The nun did not ap­pear to no­tice this word “per­haps,” which com­mu­ni­cat­ed an ob­scure and sin­gu­lar sense to the words of the may­or’s speech. She replied, low­er­ing her eyes and her voice re­spect­ful­ly:—

			“In that case, she is asleep; but Mon­sieur le Maire may en­ter.”

			He made some re­marks about a door which shut bad­ly, and the noise of which might awak­en the sick wom­an; then he en­tered Fan­tine’s cham­ber, ap­proached the bed and drew aside the cur­tains. She was asleep. Her breath is­sued from her breast with that trag­ic sound which is pe­cu­liar to those mal­adies, and which breaks the hearts of moth­ers when they are watch­ing through the night be­side their sleep­ing child who is con­demned to death. But this painful res­pi­ra­tion hard­ly trou­bled a sort of in­ef­fa­ble seren­i­ty which over­spread her coun­te­nance, and which trans­fig­ured her in her sleep. Her pal­lor had be­come white­ness; her cheeks were crim­son; her long gold­en lash­es, the on­ly beau­ty of her youth and her vir­gin­i­ty which re­mained to her, pal­pi­tat­ed, though they re­mained closed and droop­ing. Her whole per­son was trem­bling with an in­de­scrib­able un­fold­ing of wings, all ready to open wide and bear her away, which could be felt as they rus­tled, though they could not be seen. To see her thus, one would nev­er have dreamed that she was an in­valid whose life was al­most de­spaired of. She re­sem­bled rather some­thing on the point of soar­ing away than some­thing on the point of dy­ing.

			The branch trem­bles when a hand ap­proach­es it to pluck a flow­er, and seems to both with­draw and to of­fer it­self at one and the same time. The hu­man body has some­thing of this tremor when the in­stant ar­rives in which the mys­te­ri­ous fin­gers of Death are about to pluck the soul.

			M. Madeleine re­mained for some time mo­tion­less be­side that bed, gaz­ing in turn up­on the sick wom­an and the cru­ci­fix, as he had done two months be­fore, on the day when he had come for the first time to see her in that asy­lum. They were both still there in the same at­ti­tude—she sleep­ing, he pray­ing; on­ly now, af­ter the lapse of two months, her hair was gray and his was white.

			The sis­ter had not en­tered with him. He stood be­side the bed, with his fin­ger on his lips, as though there were some­one in the cham­ber whom he must en­join to si­lence.

			She opened her eyes, saw him, and said qui­et­ly, with a smile:—

			“And Cosette?”

		
	
		
			
				II

				Fan­tine Hap­py

			
			She made no move­ment of ei­ther sur­prise or of joy; she was joy it­self. That sim­ple ques­tion, “And Cosette?” was put with so pro­found a faith, with so much cer­tain­ty, with such a com­plete ab­sence of dis­qui­et and of doubt, that he found not a word of re­ply. She con­tin­ued:—

			“I knew that you were there. I was asleep, but I saw you. I have seen you for a long, long time. I have been fol­low­ing you with my eyes all night long. You were in a glo­ry, and you had around you all sorts of ce­les­tial forms.”

			He raised his glance to the cru­ci­fix.

			“But,” she re­sumed, “tell me where Cosette is. Why did not you place her on my bed against the mo­ment of my wak­ing?”

			He made some me­chan­i­cal re­ply which he was nev­er af­ter­wards able to re­call.

			For­tu­nate­ly, the doc­tor had been warned, and he now made his ap­pear­ance. He came to the aid of M. Madeleine.

			“Calm your­self, my child,” said the doc­tor; “your child is here.”

			Fan­tine’s eyes beamed and filled her whole face with light. She clasped her hands with an ex­pres­sion which con­tained all that is pos­si­ble to prayer in the way of vi­o­lence and ten­der­ness.

			“Oh!” she ex­claimed, “bring her to me!”

			Touch­ing il­lu­sion of a moth­er! Cosette was, for her, still the lit­tle child who is car­ried.

			“Not yet,” said the doc­tor, “not just now. You still have some fever. The sight of your child would ag­i­tate you and do you harm. You must be cured first.”

			She in­ter­rupt­ed him im­petu­ous­ly:—

			“But I am cured! Oh, I tell you that I am cured! What an ass that doc­tor is! The idea! I want to see my child!”

			“You see,” said the doc­tor, “how ex­cit­ed you be­come. So long as you are in this state I shall op­pose your hav­ing your child. It is not enough to see her; it is nec­es­sary that you should live for her. When you are rea­son­able, I will bring her to you my­self.”

			The poor moth­er bowed her head.

			“I beg your par­don, doc­tor, I re­al­ly beg your par­don. For­mer­ly I should nev­er have spo­ken as I have just done; so many mis­for­tunes have hap­pened to me, that I some­times do not know what I am say­ing. I un­der­stand you; you fear the emo­tion. I will wait as long as you like, but I swear to you that it would not have harmed me to see my daugh­ter. I have been see­ing her; I have not tak­en my eyes from her since yes­ter­day evening. Do you know? If she were brought to me now, I should talk to her very gen­tly. That is all. Is it not quite nat­u­ral that I should de­sire to see my daugh­ter, who has been brought to me ex­press­ly from Mont­fer­meil? I am not an­gry. I know well that I am about to be hap­py. All night long I have seen white things, and per­sons who smiled at me. When Mon­sieur le Doc­teur pleas­es, he shall bring me Cosette. I have no longer any fever; I am well. I am per­fect­ly con­scious that there is noth­ing the mat­ter with me any more; but I am go­ing to be­have as though I were ill, and not stir, to please these ladies here. When it is seen that I am very calm, they will say, ‘She must have her child.’ ”

			M. Madeleine was sit­ting on a chair be­side the bed. She turned to­wards him; she was mak­ing a vis­i­ble ef­fort to be calm and “very good,” as she ex­pressed it in the fee­ble­ness of ill­ness which re­sem­bles in­fan­cy, in or­der that, see­ing her so peace­able, they might make no dif­fi­cul­ty about bring­ing Cosette to her. But while she con­trolled her­self she could not re­frain from ques­tion­ing M. Madeleine.

			“Did you have a pleas­ant trip, Mon­sieur le Maire? Oh! how good you were to go and get her for me! On­ly tell me how she is. Did she stand the jour­ney well? Alas! she will not rec­og­nize me. She must have for­got­ten me by this time, poor dar­ling! Chil­dren have no mem­o­ries. They are like birds. A child sees one thing to­day and an­oth­er thing to­mor­row, and thinks of noth­ing any longer. And did she have white linen? Did those Thé­nardiers keep her clean? How have they fed her? Oh! if you on­ly knew how I have suf­fered, putting such ques­tions as that to my­self dur­ing all the time of my wretched­ness. Now, it is all past. I am hap­py. Oh, how I should like to see her! Do you think her pret­ty, Mon­sieur le Maire? Is not my daugh­ter beau­ti­ful? You must have been very cold in that dili­gence! Could she not be brought for just one lit­tle in­stant? She might be tak­en away di­rect­ly af­ter­wards. Tell me; you are the mas­ter; it could be so if you chose!”

			He took her hand. “Cosette is beau­ti­ful,” he said, “Cosette is well. You shall see her soon; but calm your­self; you are talk­ing with too much vi­vac­i­ty, and you are throw­ing your arms out from un­der the clothes, and that makes you cough.”

			In fact, fits of cough­ing in­ter­rupt­ed Fan­tine at near­ly ev­ery word.

			Fan­tine did not mur­mur; she feared that she had in­jured by her too pas­sion­ate lamen­ta­tions the con­fi­dence which she was de­sirous of in­spir­ing, and she be­gan to talk of in­dif­fer­ent things.

			“Mont­fer­meil is quite pret­ty, is it not? Peo­ple go there on plea­sure par­ties in sum­mer. Are the Thé­nardiers pros­per­ous? There are not many trav­ellers in their parts. That inn of theirs is a sort of a cook-shop.”

			M. Madeleine was still hold­ing her hand, and gaz­ing at her with anx­i­ety; it was ev­i­dent that he had come to tell her things be­fore which his mind now hes­i­tat­ed. The doc­tor, hav­ing fin­ished his vis­it, re­tired. Sis­ter Sim­plice re­mained alone with them.

			But in the midst of this pause Fan­tine ex­claimed:—

			“I hear her! mon Dieu, I hear her!”

			She stretched out her arm to en­join si­lence about her, held her breath, and be­gan to lis­ten with rap­ture.

			There was a child play­ing in the yard—the child of the portress or of some work-wom­an. It was one of those ac­ci­dents which are al­ways oc­cur­ring, and which seem to form a part of the mys­te­ri­ous stage-set­ting of mourn­ful scenes. The child—a lit­tle girl—was go­ing and com­ing, run­ning to warm her­self, laugh­ing, singing at the top of her voice. Alas! in what are the plays of chil­dren not in­ter­min­gled. It was this lit­tle girl whom Fan­tine heard singing.

			“Oh!” she re­sumed, “it is my Cosette! I rec­og­nize her voice.”

			The child re­treat­ed as it had come; the voice died away. Fan­tine lis­tened for a while longer, then her face cloud­ed over, and M. Madeleine heard her say, in a low voice: “How wicked that doc­tor is not to al­low me to see my daugh­ter! That man has an evil coun­te­nance, that he has.”

			But the smil­ing back­ground of her thoughts came to the front again. She con­tin­ued to talk to her­self, with her head rest­ing on the pil­low: “How hap­py we are go­ing to be! We shall have a lit­tle gar­den the very first thing; M. Madeleine has promised it to me. My daugh­ter will play in the gar­den. She must know her let­ters by this time. I will make her spell. She will run over the grass af­ter but­ter­flies. I will watch her. Then she will take her first com­mu­nion. Ah! when will she take her first com­mu­nion?”

			She be­gan to reck­on on her fin­gers.

			“One, two, three, four—she is sev­en years old. In five years she will have a white veil, and open­work stock­ings; she will look like a lit­tle wom­an. O my good sis­ter, you do not know how fool­ish I be­come when I think of my daugh­ter’s first com­mu­nion!”

			She be­gan to laugh.

			He had re­leased Fan­tine’s hand. He lis­tened to her words as one lis­tens to the sigh­ing of the breeze, with his eyes on the ground, his mind ab­sorbed in re­flec­tion which had no bot­tom. All at once she ceased speak­ing, and this caused him to raise his head me­chan­i­cal­ly. Fan­tine had be­come ter­ri­ble.

			She no longer spoke, she no longer breathed; she had raised her­self to a sit­ting pos­ture, her thin shoul­der emerged from her chemise; her face, which had been ra­di­ant but a mo­ment be­fore, was ghast­ly, and she seemed to have fixed her eyes, ren­dered large with ter­ror, on some­thing alarm­ing at the oth­er ex­trem­i­ty of the room.

			“Good God!” he ex­claimed; “what ails you, Fan­tine?”

			She made no re­ply; she did not re­move her eyes from the ob­ject which she seemed to see. She re­moved one hand from his arm, and with the oth­er made him a sign to look be­hind him.

			He turned, and be­held Javert.

		
	
		
			
				III

				Javert Sat­is­fied

			
			This is what had tak­en place.

			The half-hour af­ter mid­night had just struck when M. Madeleine quit­ted the Hall of As­sizes in Ar­ras. He re­gained his inn just in time to set out again by the mail-wag­on, in which he had en­gaged his place. A lit­tle be­fore six o’clock in the morn­ing he had ar­rived at M—— sur M——, and his first care had been to post a let­ter to M. Laf­fitte, then to en­ter the in­fir­mary and see Fan­tine.

			How­ev­er, he had hard­ly quit­ted the au­di­ence hall of the Court of As­sizes, when the dis­trict-at­tor­ney, re­cov­er­ing from his first shock, had tak­en the word to de­plore the mad deed of the hon­or­able may­or of M—— sur M——, to de­clare that his con­vic­tions had not been in the least mod­i­fied by that cu­ri­ous in­ci­dent, which would be ex­plained there­after, and to de­mand, in the mean­time, the con­dem­na­tion of that Champ­math­ieu, who was ev­i­dent­ly the re­al Jean Val­jean. The dis­trict-at­tor­ney’s per­sis­tence was vis­i­bly at vari­ance with the sen­ti­ments of ev­ery­one, of the pub­lic, of the court, and of the ju­ry. The coun­sel for the de­fence had some dif­fi­cul­ty in re­fut­ing this ha­rangue and in es­tab­lish­ing that, in con­se­quence of the rev­e­la­tions of M. Madeleine, that is to say, of the re­al Jean Val­jean, the as­pect of the mat­ter had been thor­ough­ly al­tered, and that the ju­ry had be­fore their eyes now on­ly an in­no­cent man. Thence the lawyer had drawn some epi­phone­mas, not very fresh, un­for­tu­nate­ly, up­on ju­di­cial er­rors, etc., etc.; the Pres­i­dent, in his sum­ming up, had joined the coun­sel for the de­fence, and in a few min­utes the ju­ry had thrown Champ­math­ieu out of the case.

			Nev­er­the­less, the dis­trict-at­tor­ney was bent on hav­ing a Jean Val­jean; and as he had no longer Champ­math­ieu, he took Madeleine.

			Im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter Champ­math­ieu had been set at lib­er­ty, the dis­trict-at­tor­ney shut him­self up with the Pres­i­dent. They con­ferred “as to the ne­ces­si­ty of seiz­ing the per­son of M. le Maire of M—— sur M——” This phrase, in which there was a great deal of of, is the dis­trict-at­tor­ney’s, writ­ten with his own hand, on the min­utes of his re­port to the at­tor­ney-gen­er­al. His first emo­tion hav­ing passed off, the Pres­i­dent did not of­fer many ob­jec­tions. Jus­tice must, af­ter all, take its course. And then, when all was said, al­though the Pres­i­dent was a kind­ly and a tol­er­a­bly in­tel­li­gent man, he was, at the same time, a de­vot­ed and al­most an ar­dent roy­al­ist, and he had been shocked to hear the May­or of M—— sur M—— say the Em­per­or, and not Bona­parte, when al­lud­ing to the land­ing at Cannes.

			The or­der for his ar­rest was ac­cord­ing­ly despatched. The dis­trict-at­tor­ney for­ward­ed it to M—— sur M—— by a spe­cial mes­sen­ger, at full speed, and en­trust­ed its ex­e­cu­tion to Po­lice In­spec­tor Javert.

			The read­er knows that Javert had re­turned to M—— sur M—— im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter hav­ing giv­en his de­po­si­tion.

			Javert was just get­ting out of bed when the mes­sen­ger hand­ed him the or­der of ar­rest and the com­mand to pro­duce the pris­on­er.

			The mes­sen­ger him­self was a very clever mem­ber of the po­lice, who, in two words, in­formed Javert of what had tak­en place at Ar­ras. The or­der of ar­rest, signed by the dis­trict-at­tor­ney, was couched in these words: “In­spec­tor Javert will ap­pre­hend the body of the Sieur Madeleine, may­or of M—— sur M——, who, in this day’s ses­sion of the court, was rec­og­nized as the lib­er­at­ed con­vict, Jean Val­jean.”

			Any­one who did not know Javert, and who had chanced to see him at the mo­ment when he pen­e­trat­ed the an­techam­ber of the in­fir­mary, could have di­vined noth­ing of what had tak­en place, and would have thought his air the most or­di­nary in the world. He was cool, calm, grave, his gray hair was per­fect­ly smooth up­on his tem­ples, and he had just mount­ed the stairs with his ha­bit­u­al de­lib­er­a­tion. Any­one who was thor­ough­ly ac­quaint­ed with him, and who had ex­am­ined him at­ten­tive­ly at the mo­ment, would have shud­dered. The buck­le of his leather stock was un­der his left ear in­stead of at the nape of his neck. This be­trayed un­wont­ed ag­i­ta­tion.

			Javert was a com­plete char­ac­ter, who nev­er had a wrin­kle in his du­ty or in his uni­form; me­thod­i­cal with male­fac­tors, rigid with the but­tons of his coat.

			That he should have set the buck­le of his stock awry, it was in­dis­pens­able that there should have tak­en place in him one of those emo­tions which may be des­ig­nat­ed as in­ter­nal earth­quakes.

			He had come in a sim­ple way, had made a req­ui­si­tion on the neigh­bor­ing post for a cor­po­ral and four sol­diers, had left the sol­diers in the court­yard, had had Fan­tine’s room point­ed out to him by the portress, who was ut­ter­ly un­sus­pi­cious, ac­cus­tomed as she was to see­ing armed men in­quir­ing for the may­or.

			On ar­riv­ing at Fan­tine’s cham­ber, Javert turned the han­dle, pushed the door open with the gen­tle­ness of a sick-nurse or a po­lice spy, and en­tered.

			Prop­er­ly speak­ing, he did not en­ter. He stood erect in the half-open door, his hat on his head and his left hand thrust in­to his coat, which was but­toned up to the chin. In the bend of his el­bow the lead­en head of his enor­mous cane, which was hid­den be­hind him, could be seen.

			Thus he re­mained for near­ly a minute, with­out his pres­ence be­ing per­ceived. All at once Fan­tine raised her eyes, saw him, and made M. Madeleine turn round.

			The in­stant that Madeleine’s glance en­coun­tered Javert’s glance, Javert, with­out stir­ring, with­out mov­ing from his post, with­out ap­proach­ing him, be­came ter­ri­ble. No hu­man sen­ti­ment can be as ter­ri­ble as joy.

			It was the vis­age of a de­mon who has just found his damned soul.

			The sat­is­fac­tion of at last get­ting hold of Jean Val­jean caused all that was in his soul to ap­pear in his coun­te­nance. The depths hav­ing been stirred up, mount­ed to the sur­face. The hu­mil­i­a­tion of hav­ing, in some slight de­gree, lost the scent, and of hav­ing in­dulged, for a few mo­ments, in an er­ror with re­gard to Champ­math­ieu, was ef­faced by pride at hav­ing so well and ac­cu­rate­ly di­vined in the first place, and of hav­ing for so long cher­ished a just in­stinct. Javert’s con­tent shone forth in his sov­er­eign at­ti­tude. The de­for­mi­ty of tri­umph over­spread that nar­row brow. All the demon­stra­tions of hor­ror which a sat­is­fied face can af­ford were there.

			Javert was in heav­en at that mo­ment. With­out putting the thing clear­ly to him­self, but with a con­fused in­tu­ition of the ne­ces­si­ty of his pres­ence and of his suc­cess, he, Javert, per­son­i­fied jus­tice, light, and truth in their ce­les­tial func­tion of crush­ing out evil. Be­hind him and around him, at an in­fi­nite dis­tance, he had au­thor­i­ty, rea­son, the case judged, the le­gal con­science, the pub­lic pros­e­cu­tion, all the stars; he was pro­tect­ing or­der, he was caus­ing the law to yield up its thun­ders, he was aveng­ing so­ci­ety, he was lend­ing a help­ing hand to the ab­so­lute, he was stand­ing erect in the midst of a glo­ry. There ex­ist­ed in his vic­to­ry a rem­nant of de­fi­ance and of com­bat. Erect, haughty, bril­liant, he flaunt­ed abroad in open day the su­per­hu­man bes­tial­i­ty of a fe­ro­cious archangel. The ter­ri­ble shad­ow of the ac­tion which he was ac­com­plish­ing caused the vague flash of the so­cial sword to be vis­i­ble in his clenched fist; hap­py and in­dig­nant, he held his heel up­on crime, vice, re­bel­lion, perdi­tion, hell; he was ra­di­ant, he ex­ter­mi­nat­ed, he smiled, and there was an in­con­testable grandeur in this mon­strous Saint Michael.

			Javert, though fright­ful, had noth­ing ig­no­ble about him.

			Pro­bity, sin­cer­i­ty, can­dor, con­vic­tion, the sense of du­ty, are things which may be­come hideous when wrong­ly di­rect­ed; but which, even when hideous, re­main grand: their majesty, the majesty pe­cu­liar to the hu­man con­science, clings to them in the midst of hor­ror; they are virtues which have one vice—er­ror. The hon­est, piti­less joy of a fa­nat­ic in the full flood of his atroc­i­ty pre­serves a cer­tain lugubri­ous­ly ven­er­a­ble ra­di­ance. With­out him­self sus­pect­ing the fact, Javert in his for­mi­da­ble hap­pi­ness was to be pitied, as is ev­ery ig­no­rant man who tri­umphs. Noth­ing could be so poignant and so ter­ri­ble as this face, where­in was dis­played all that may be des­ig­nat­ed as the evil of the good.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				Au­thor­i­ty Re­asserts Its Rights

			
			Fan­tine had not seen Javert since the day on which the may­or had torn her from the man. Her ail­ing brain com­pre­hend­ed noth­ing, but the on­ly thing which she did not doubt was that he had come to get her. She could not en­dure that ter­ri­ble face; she felt her life quit­ting her; she hid her face in both hands, and shrieked in her an­guish:—

			“Mon­sieur Madeleine, save me!”

			Jean Val­jean—we shall hence­forth not speak of him oth­er­wise—had risen. He said to Fan­tine in the gen­tlest and calmest of voic­es:—

			“Be at ease; it is not for you that he is come.”

			Then he ad­dressed Javert, and said:—

			“I know what you want.”

			Javert replied:—

			“Be quick about it!”

			There lay in the in­flec­tion of voice which ac­com­pa­nied these words some­thing in­de­scrib­ably fierce and fren­zied. Javert did not say, “Be quick about it!” he said, “Be­quiabouit.”

			No or­thog­ra­phy can do jus­tice to the ac­cent with which it was ut­tered: it was no longer a hu­man word: it was a roar.

			He did not pro­ceed ac­cord­ing to his cus­tom, he did not en­ter in­to the mat­ter, he ex­hib­it­ed no war­rant of ar­rest. In his eyes, Jean Val­jean was a sort of mys­te­ri­ous com­bat­ant, who was not to be laid hands up­on, a wrestler in the dark whom he had had in his grasp for the last five years, with­out be­ing able to throw him. This ar­rest was not a be­gin­ning, but an end. He con­fined him­self to say­ing, “Be quick about it!”

			As he spoke thus, he did not ad­vance a sin­gle step; he hurled at Jean Val­jean a glance which he threw out like a grap­pling-hook, and with which he was ac­cus­tomed to draw wretch­es vi­o­lent­ly to him.

			It was this glance which Fan­tine had felt pen­e­trat­ing to the very mar­row of her bones two months pre­vi­ous­ly.

			At Javert’s ex­cla­ma­tion, Fan­tine opened her eyes once more. But the may­or was there; what had she to fear?

			Javert ad­vanced to the mid­dle of the room, and cried:—

			“See here now! Art thou com­ing?”

			The un­hap­py wom­an glanced about her. No one was present ex­cept­ing the nun and the may­or. To whom could that ab­ject use of “thou” be ad­dressed? To her on­ly. She shud­dered.

			Then she be­held a most un­prece­dent­ed thing, a thing so un­prece­dent­ed that noth­ing equal to it had ap­peared to her even in the black­est delir­i­ums of fever.

			She be­held Javert, the po­lice spy, seize the may­or by the col­lar; she saw the may­or bow his head. It seemed to her that the world was com­ing to an end.

			Javert had, in fact, grasped Jean Val­jean by the col­lar.

			“Mon­sieur le Maire!” shrieked Fan­tine.

			Javert burst out laugh­ing with that fright­ful laugh which dis­played all his gums.

			“There is no longer any Mon­sieur le Maire here!”

			Jean Val­jean made no at­tempt to dis­en­gage the hand which grasped the col­lar of his coat. He said:—

			“Javert—”

			Javert in­ter­rupt­ed him: “Call me Mr. In­spec­tor.”

			“Mon­sieur,” said Jean Val­jean, “I should like to say a word to you in pri­vate.”

			“Aloud! Say it aloud!” replied Javert; “peo­ple are in the habit of talk­ing aloud to me.”

			Jean Val­jean went on in a low­er tone:—

			“I have a re­quest to make of you—”

			“I tell you to speak loud.”

			“But you alone should hear it—”

			“What dif­fer­ence does that make to me? I shall not lis­ten.”

			Jean Val­jean turned to­wards him and said very rapid­ly and in a very low voice:—

			“Grant me three days’ grace! three days in which to go and fetch the child of this un­hap­py wom­an. I will pay what­ev­er is nec­es­sary. You shall ac­com­pa­ny me if you choose.”

			“You are mak­ing sport of me!” cried Javert. “Come now, I did not think you such a fool! You ask me to give you three days in which to run away! You say that it is for the pur­pose of fetch­ing that crea­ture’s child! Ah! Ah! That’s good! That’s re­al­ly cap­i­tal!”

			Fan­tine was seized with a fit of trem­bling.

			“My child!” she cried, “to go and fetch my child! She is not here, then! An­swer me, sis­ter; where is Cosette? I want my child! Mon­sieur Madeleine! Mon­sieur le Maire!”

			Javert stamped his foot.

			“And now there’s the oth­er one! Will you hold your tongue, you hussy? It’s a pret­ty sort of a place where con­victs are mag­is­trates, and where wom­en of the town are cared for like countess­es! Ah! But we are go­ing to change all that; it is high time!”

			He stared in­tent­ly at Fan­tine, and added, once more tak­ing in­to his grasp Jean Val­jean’s cra­vat, shirt and col­lar:—

			“I tell you that there is no Mon­sieur Madeleine and that there is no Mon­sieur le Maire. There is a thief, a brig­and, a con­vict named Jean Val­jean! And I have him in my grasp! That’s what there is!”

			Fan­tine raised her­self in bed with a bound, sup­port­ing her­self on her stiff­ened arms and on both hands: she gazed at Jean Val­jean, she gazed at Javert, she gazed at the nun, she opened her mouth as though to speak; a rat­tle pro­ceed­ed from the depths of her throat, her teeth chat­tered; she stretched out her arms in her agony, open­ing her hands con­vul­sive­ly, and fum­bling about her like a drown­ing per­son; then sud­den­ly fell back on her pil­low.

			Her head struck the head­board of the bed and fell for­wards on her breast, with gap­ing mouth and star­ing, sight­less eyes.

			She was dead.

			Jean Val­jean laid his hand up­on the de­tain­ing hand of Javert, and opened it as he would have opened the hand of a ba­by; then he said to Javert:—

			“You have mur­dered that wom­an.”

			“Let’s have an end of this!” shout­ed Javert, in a fury; “I am not here to lis­ten to ar­gu­ment. Let us econ­o­mize all that; the guard is be­low; march on in­stant­ly, or you’ll get the thumb­screws!”

			In the cor­ner of the room stood an old iron bed­stead, which was in a de­cid­ed­ly de­crepit state, and which served the sis­ters as a camp-bed when they were watch­ing with the sick. Jean Val­jean stepped up to this bed, in a twin­kling wrenched off the head­piece, which was al­ready in a di­lap­i­dat­ed con­di­tion, an easy mat­ter to mus­cles like his, grasped the prin­ci­pal rod like a blud­geon, and glanced at Javert. Javert re­treat­ed to­wards the door. Jean Val­jean, armed with his bar of iron, walked slow­ly up to Fan­tine’s couch. When he ar­rived there he turned and said to Javert, in a voice that was bare­ly au­di­ble:—

			“I ad­vise you not to dis­turb me at this mo­ment.”

			One thing is cer­tain, and that is, that Javert trem­bled.

			It did oc­cur to him to sum­mon the guard, but Jean Val­jean might avail him­self of that mo­ment to ef­fect his es­cape; so he re­mained, grasped his cane by the small end, and leaned against the door­post, with­out re­mov­ing his eyes from Jean Val­jean.

			Jean Val­jean rest­ed his el­bow on the knob at the head of the bed, and his brow on his hand, and be­gan to con­tem­plate the mo­tion­less body of Fan­tine, which lay ex­tend­ed there. He re­mained thus, mute, ab­sorbed, ev­i­dent­ly with no fur­ther thought of any­thing con­nect­ed with this life. Up­on his face and in his at­ti­tude there was noth­ing but in­ex­press­ible pity. Af­ter a few mo­ments of this med­i­ta­tion he bent to­wards Fan­tine, and spoke to her in a low voice.

			What did he say to her? What could this man, who was re­proved, say to that wom­an, who was dead? What words were those? No one on earth heard them. Did the dead wom­an hear them? There are some touch­ing il­lu­sions which are, per­haps, sub­lime re­al­i­ties. The point as to which there ex­ists no doubt is, that Sis­ter Sim­plice, the sole wit­ness of the in­ci­dent, of­ten said that at the mo­ment that Jean Val­jean whis­pered in Fan­tine’s ear, she dis­tinct­ly be­held an in­ef­fa­ble smile dawn on those pale lips, and in those dim eyes, filled with the amaze­ment of the tomb.

			Jean Val­jean took Fan­tine’s head in both his hands, and ar­ranged it on the pil­low as a moth­er might have done for her child; then he tied the string of her chemise, and smoothed her hair back un­der her cap. That done, he closed her eyes.

			Fan­tine’s face seemed strange­ly il­lu­mi­nat­ed at that mo­ment.

			Death, that sig­ni­fies en­trance in­to the great light.

			Fan­tine’s hand was hang­ing over the side of the bed. Jean Val­jean knelt down be­fore that hand, lift­ed it gen­tly, and kissed it.

			Then he rose, and turned to Javert.

			“Now,” said he, “I am at your dis­pos­al.”

		
	
		
			
				V

				A Suit­able Tomb

			
			Javert de­posit­ed Jean Val­jean in the city prison.

			The ar­rest of M. Madeleine oc­ca­sioned a sen­sa­tion, or rather, an ex­tra­or­di­nary com­mo­tion in M—— sur M——. We are sor­ry that we can­not con­ceal the fact, that at the sin­gle word, “He was a con­vict,” near­ly ev­ery­one de­sert­ed him. In less than two hours all the good that he had done had been for­got­ten, and he was noth­ing but a “con­vict from the gal­leys.” It is just to add that the de­tails of what had tak­en place at Ar­ras were not yet known. All day long con­ver­sa­tions like the fol­low­ing were to be heard in all quar­ters of the town:—

			“You don’t know? He was a lib­er­at­ed con­vict!” “Who?” “The may­or.” “Bah! M. Madeleine?” “Yes.” “Re­al­ly?” “His name was not Madeleine at all; he had a fright­ful name, Bé­jean, Bo­jean, Bou­jean.” “Ah! Good God!” “He has been ar­rest­ed.” “Ar­rest­ed!” “In prison, in the city prison, while wait­ing to be trans­ferred.” “Un­til he is trans­ferred!” “He is to be trans­ferred!” “Where is he to be tak­en?” “He will be tried at the As­sizes for a high­way rob­bery which he com­mit­ted long ago.” “Well! I sus­pect­ed as much. That man was too good, too per­fect, too af­fect­ed. He re­fused the cross; he be­stowed sous on all the lit­tle scamps he came across. I al­ways thought there was some evil his­to­ry back of all that.”

			The “draw­ing-rooms” par­tic­u­lar­ly abound­ed in re­marks of this na­ture.

			One old la­dy, a sub­scriber to the Dra­peau Blanc, made the fol­low­ing re­mark, the depth of which it is im­pos­si­ble to fath­om:—

			“I am not sor­ry. It will be a les­son to the Bona­partists!”

			It was thus that the phan­tom which had been called M. Madeleine van­ished from M—— sur M——. On­ly three or four per­sons in all the town re­mained faith­ful to his mem­o­ry. The old portress who had served him was among the num­ber.

			On the evening of that day the wor­thy old wom­an was sit­ting in her lodge, still in a thor­ough fright, and ab­sorbed in sad re­flec­tions. The fac­to­ry had been closed all day, the car­riage gate was bolt­ed, the street was de­sert­ed. There was no one in the house but the two nuns, Sis­ter Per­pétue and Sis­ter Sim­plice, who were watch­ing be­side the body of Fan­tine.

			To­wards the hour when M. Madeleine was ac­cus­tomed to re­turn home, the good portress rose me­chan­i­cal­ly, took from a draw­er the key of M. Madeleine’s cham­ber, and the flat can­dle­stick which he used ev­ery evening to go up to his quar­ters; then she hung the key on the nail whence he was ac­cus­tomed to take it, and set the can­dle­stick on one side, as though she was ex­pect­ing him. Then she sat down again on her chair, and be­came ab­sorbed in thought once more. The poor, good old wom­an had done all this with­out be­ing con­scious of it.

			It was on­ly at the ex­pi­ra­tion of two hours that she roused her­self from her rever­ie, and ex­claimed, “Hold! My good God Je­sus! And I hung his key on the nail!”

			At that mo­ment the small win­dow in the lodge opened, a hand passed through, seized the key and the can­dle­stick, and light­ed the ta­per at the can­dle which was burn­ing there.

			The portress raised her eyes, and stood there with gap­ing mouth, and a shriek which she con­fined to her throat.

			She knew that hand, that arm, the sleeve of that coat.

			It was M. Madeleine.

			It was sev­er­al sec­onds be­fore she could speak; she had a seizure, as she said her­self, when she re­lat­ed the ad­ven­ture af­ter­wards.

			“Good God, Mon­sieur le Maire,” she cried at last, “I thought you were—”

			She stopped; the con­clu­sion of her sen­tence would have been lack­ing in re­spect to­wards the be­gin­ning. Jean Val­jean was still Mon­sieur le Maire to her.

			He fin­ished her thought.

			“In prison,” said he. “I was there; I broke a bar of one of the win­dows; I let my­self drop from the top of a roof, and here I am. I am go­ing up to my room; go and find Sis­ter Sim­plice for me. She is with that poor wom­an, no doubt.”

			The old wom­an obeyed in all haste.

			He gave her no or­ders; he was quite sure that she would guard him bet­ter than he should guard him­self.

			No one ev­er found out how he had man­aged to get in­to the court­yard with­out open­ing the big gates. He had, and al­ways car­ried about him, a passkey which opened a lit­tle side-door; but he must have been searched, and his latchkey must have been tak­en from him. This point was nev­er ex­plained.

			He as­cend­ed the stair­case lead­ing to his cham­ber. On ar­riv­ing at the top, he left his can­dle on the top step of his stairs, opened his door with very lit­tle noise, went and closed his win­dow and his shut­ters by feel­ing, then re­turned for his can­dle and re-en­tered his room.

			It was a use­ful pre­cau­tion; it will be rec­ol­lect­ed that his win­dow could be seen from the street.

			He cast a glance about him, at his ta­ble, at his chair, at his bed which had not been dis­turbed for three days. No trace of the dis­or­der of the night be­fore last re­mained. The portress had “done up” his room; on­ly she had picked out of the ash­es and placed neat­ly on the ta­ble the two iron ends of the cud­gel and the forty-sou piece which had been black­ened by the fire.

			He took a sheet of pa­per, on which he wrote: “These are the two tips of my iron-shod cud­gel and the forty-sou piece stolen from Lit­tle Ger­vais, which I men­tioned at the Court of As­sizes,” and he ar­ranged this piece of pa­per, the bits of iron, and the coin in such a way that they were the first things to be seen on en­ter­ing the room. From a cup­board he pulled out one of his old shirts, which he tore in pieces. In the strips of linen thus pre­pared he wrapped the two sil­ver can­dle­sticks. He be­trayed nei­ther haste nor ag­i­ta­tion; and while he was wrap­ping up the Bish­op’s can­dle­sticks, he nib­bled at a piece of black bread. It was prob­a­bly the prison-bread which he had car­ried with him in his flight.

			This was proved by the crumbs which were found on the floor of the room when the au­thor­i­ties made an ex­am­i­na­tion lat­er on.

			There came two taps at the door.

			“Come in,” said he.

			It was Sis­ter Sim­plice.

			She was pale; her eyes were red; the can­dle which she car­ried trem­bled in her hand. The pe­cu­liar fea­ture of the vi­o­lences of des­tiny is, that how­ev­er pol­ished or cool we may be, they wring hu­man na­ture from our very bow­els, and force it to reap­pear on the sur­face. The emo­tions of that day had turned the nun in­to a wom­an once more. She had wept, and she was trem­bling.

			Jean Val­jean had just fin­ished writ­ing a few lines on a pa­per, which he hand­ed to the nun, say­ing, “Sis­ter, you will give this to Mon­sieur le Curé.”

			The pa­per was not fold­ed. She cast a glance up­on it.

			“You can read it,” said he.

			She read:—

			“I beg Mon­sieur le Curé to keep an eye on all that I leave be­hind me. He will be so good as to pay out of it the ex­pens­es of my tri­al, and of the fu­ner­al of the wom­an who died yes­ter­day. The rest is for the poor.”

			The sis­ter tried to speak, but she on­ly man­aged to stam­mer a few inar­tic­u­late sounds. She suc­ceed­ed in say­ing, how­ev­er:—

			“Does not Mon­sieur le Maire de­sire to take a last look at that poor, un­hap­py wom­an?”

			“No,” said he; “I am pur­sued; it would on­ly end in their ar­rest­ing me in that room, and that would dis­turb her.”

			He had hard­ly fin­ished when a loud noise be­came au­di­ble on the stair­case. They heard a tu­mult of as­cend­ing foot­steps, and the old portress say­ing in her loud­est and most pierc­ing tones:—

			“My good sir, I swear to you by the good God, that not a soul has en­tered this house all day, nor all the evening, and that I have not even left the door.”

			A man re­spond­ed:—

			“But there is a light in that room, nev­er­the­less.”

			They rec­og­nized Javert’s voice.

			The cham­ber was so ar­ranged that the door in open­ing masked the cor­ner of the wall on the right. Jean Val­jean blew out the light and placed him­self in this an­gle. Sis­ter Sim­plice fell on her knees near the ta­ble.

			The door opened.

			Javert en­tered.

			The whis­pers of many men and the protes­ta­tions of the portress were au­di­ble in the cor­ri­dor.

			The nun did not raise her eyes. She was pray­ing.

			The can­dle was on the chim­ney­p­iece, and gave but very lit­tle light.

			Javert caught sight of the nun and halt­ed in amaze­ment.

			It will be re­mem­bered that the fun­da­men­tal point in Javert, his el­e­ment, the very air he breathed, was ven­er­a­tion for all au­thor­i­ty. This was im­preg­nable, and ad­mit­ted of nei­ther ob­jec­tion nor re­stric­tion. In his eyes, of course, the ec­cle­si­as­ti­cal au­thor­i­ty was the chief of all; he was re­li­gious, su­per­fi­cial and cor­rect on this point as on all oth­ers. In his eyes, a priest was a mind, who nev­er makes a mis­take; a nun was a crea­ture who nev­er sins; they were souls walled in from this world, with a sin­gle door which nev­er opened ex­cept to al­low the truth to pass through.

			On per­ceiv­ing the sis­ter, his first move­ment was to re­tire.

			But there was al­so an­oth­er du­ty which bound him and im­pelled him im­pe­ri­ous­ly in the op­po­site di­rec­tion. His sec­ond move­ment was to re­main and to ven­ture on at least one ques­tion.

			This was Sis­ter Sim­plice, who had nev­er told a lie in her life. Javert knew it, and held her in spe­cial ven­er­a­tion in con­se­quence.

			“Sis­ter,” said he, “are you alone in this room?”

			A ter­ri­ble mo­ment en­sued, dur­ing which the poor portress felt as though she should faint.

			The sis­ter raised her eyes and an­swered:—

			“Yes.”

			“Then,” re­sumed Javert, “you will ex­cuse me if I per­sist; it is my du­ty; you have not seen a cer­tain per­son—a man—this evening? He has es­caped; we are in search of him—that Jean Val­jean; you have not seen him?”

			The sis­ter replied:—

			“No.”

			She lied. She had lied twice in suc­ces­sion, one af­ter the oth­er, with­out hes­i­ta­tion, prompt­ly, as a per­son does when sac­ri­fic­ing her­self.

			“Par­don me,” said Javert, and he re­tired with a deep bow.

			O saint­ed maid! you left this world many years ago; you have re­joined your sis­ters, the vir­gins, and your broth­ers, the an­gels, in the light; may this lie be count­ed to your cred­it in par­adise!

			The sis­ter’s af­fir­ma­tion was for Javert so de­ci­sive a thing that he did not even ob­serve the sin­gu­lar­i­ty of that can­dle which had but just been ex­tin­guished, and which was still smok­ing on the ta­ble.

			An hour lat­er, a man, march­ing amid trees and mists, was rapid­ly de­part­ing from M—— sur M—— in the di­rec­tion of Paris. That man was Jean Val­jean. It has been es­tab­lished by the tes­ti­mo­ny of two or three carters who met him, that he was car­ry­ing a bun­dle; that he was dressed in a blouse. Where had he ob­tained that blouse? No one ev­er found out. But an aged work­man had died in the in­fir­mary of the fac­to­ry a few days be­fore, leav­ing be­hind him noth­ing but his blouse. Per­haps that was the one.

			One last word about Fan­tine.

			We all have a moth­er—the earth. Fan­tine was giv­en back to that moth­er.

			The curé thought that he was do­ing right, and per­haps he re­al­ly was, in re­serv­ing as much mon­ey as pos­si­ble from what Jean Val­jean had left for the poor. Who was con­cerned, af­ter all? A con­vict and a wom­an of the town. That is why he had a very sim­ple fu­ner­al for Fan­tine, and re­duced it to that strict­ly nec­es­sary form known as the pau­per’s grave.

			So Fan­tine was buried in the free cor­ner of the ceme­tery which be­longs to any­body and ev­ery­body, and where the poor are lost. For­tu­nate­ly, God knows where to find the soul again. Fan­tine was laid in the shade, among the first bones that came to hand; she was sub­ject­ed to the promis­cu­ous­ness of ash­es. She was thrown in­to the pub­lic grave. Her grave re­sem­bled her bed.
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				What Is Met with on the Way from Niv­elles

			
			Last year (1861), on a beau­ti­ful May morn­ing, a trav­eller, the per­son who is telling this sto­ry, was com­ing from Niv­elles, and di­rect­ing his course to­wards La Hulpe. He was on foot. He was pur­su­ing a broad paved road, which un­du­lat­ed be­tween two rows of trees, over the hills which suc­ceed each oth­er, raise the road and let it fall again, and pro­duce some­thing in the na­ture of enor­mous waves.

			He had passed Lil­lois and Bois-Seigneur-Isaac. In the west he per­ceived the slate-roofed tow­er of Braine-l’Alleud, which has the form of a re­versed vase. He had just left be­hind a wood up­on an em­i­nence; and at the an­gle of the cross­road, by the side of a sort of mouldy gib­bet bear­ing the in­scrip­tion An­cient Bar­ri­er No. 4, a pub­lic house, bear­ing on its front this sign: “At the Four Winds” (Aux Qua­tre Vents). “Éch­abeau, Pri­vate Café.”

			A quar­ter of a league fur­ther on, he ar­rived at the bot­tom of a lit­tle val­ley, where there is wa­ter which pass­es be­neath an arch made through the em­bank­ment of the road. The clump of sparse­ly plant­ed but very green trees, which fills the val­ley on one side of the road, is dis­persed over the mead­ows on the oth­er, and dis­ap­pears grace­ful­ly and as in or­der in the di­rec­tion of Braine-l’Alleud.

			On the right, close to the road, was an inn, with a four-wheeled cart at the door, a large bun­dle of hop-poles, a plough, a heap of dried brush­wood near a flour­ish­ing hedge, lime smok­ing in a square hole, and a lad­der sus­pend­ed along an old pent­house with straw par­ti­tions. A young girl was weed­ing in a field, where a huge yel­low poster, prob­a­bly of some out­side spec­ta­cle, such as a parish fes­ti­val, was flut­ter­ing in the wind. At one cor­ner of the inn, be­side a pool in which a flotil­la of ducks was nav­i­gat­ing, a bad­ly paved path plunged in­to the bush­es. The way­far­er struck in­to this.

			Af­ter travers­ing a hun­dred paces, skirt­ing a wall of the fif­teenth cen­tu­ry, sur­mount­ed by a point­ed gable, with bricks set in con­trast, he found him­self be­fore a large door of arched stone, with a rec­ti­lin­ear im­post, in the som­bre style of Louis XIV, flanked by two flat medal­lions. A se­vere façade rose above this door; a wall, per­pen­dic­u­lar to the façade, al­most touched the door, and flanked it with an abrupt right an­gle. In the mead­ow be­fore the door lay three har­rows, through which, in dis­or­der, grew all the flow­ers of May. The door was closed. The two de­crepit leaves which barred it were or­na­ment­ed with an old rusty knock­er.

			The sun was charm­ing; the branch­es had that soft shiv­er­ing of May, which seems to pro­ceed rather from the nests than from the wind. A brave lit­tle bird, prob­a­bly a lover, was car­olling in a dis­tract­ed man­ner in a large tree.

			The way­far­er bent over and ex­am­ined a rather large cir­cu­lar ex­ca­va­tion, re­sem­bling the hol­low of a sphere, in the stone on the left, at the foot of the pier of the door.

			At this mo­ment the leaves of the door part­ed, and a peas­ant wom­an emerged.

			She saw the way­far­er, and per­ceived what he was look­ing at.

			“It was a French can­non­ball which made that,” she said to him. And she added:—

			“That which you see there, high­er up in the door, near a nail, is the hole of a big iron bul­let as large as an egg. The bul­let did not pierce the wood.”

			“What is the name of this place?” in­quired the way­far­er.

			“Hougomont,” said the peas­ant wom­an.

			The trav­eller straight­ened him­self up. He walked on a few paces, and went off to look over the tops of the hedges. On the hori­zon through the trees, he per­ceived a sort of lit­tle el­e­va­tion, and on this el­e­va­tion some­thing which at that dis­tance re­sem­bled a li­on.

			He was on the bat­tle­field of Wa­ter­loo.

		
	
		
			
				II

				Hougomont

			
			Hougomont—this was a fu­ne­re­al spot, the be­gin­ning of the ob­sta­cle, the first re­sis­tance, which that great wood­cut­ter of Eu­rope, called Napoleon, en­coun­tered at Wa­ter­loo, the first knot un­der the blows of his axe.

			It was a château; it is no longer any­thing but a farm. For the an­ti­quary, Hougomont is Hugomons. This manor was built by Hugo, Sire of Somer­el, the same who en­dowed the sixth chap­lain­cy of the Abbey of Vil­liers.

			The trav­eller pushed open the door, el­bowed an an­cient calash un­der the porch, and en­tered the court­yard.

			The first thing which struck him in this pad­dock was a door of the six­teenth cen­tu­ry, which here sim­u­lates an ar­cade, ev­ery­thing else hav­ing fall­en pros­trate around it. A mon­u­men­tal as­pect of­ten has its birth in ru­in. In a wall near the ar­cade opens an­oth­er arched door, of the time of Hen­ry IV, per­mit­ting a glimpse of the trees of an or­chard; be­side this door, a ma­nure-hole, some pick­ax­es, some shov­els, some carts, an old well, with its flag­stone and its iron reel, a chick­en jump­ing, and a tur­key spread­ing its tail, a chapel sur­mount­ed by a small bell-tow­er, a blos­som­ing pear-tree trained in es­palier against the wall of the chapel—be­hold the court, the con­quest of which was one of Napoleon’s dreams. This cor­ner of earth, could he but have seized it, would, per­haps, have giv­en him the world like­wise. Chick­ens are scat­ter­ing its dust abroad with their beaks. A growl is au­di­ble; it is a huge dog, who shows his teeth and re­places the Eng­lish.

			The Eng­lish be­haved ad­mirably there. Cooke’s four com­pa­nies of guards there held out for sev­en hours against the fury of an army.

			Hougomont viewed on the map, as a ge­o­met­ri­cal plan, com­pris­ing build­ings and en­clo­sures, presents a sort of ir­reg­u­lar rec­tan­gle, one an­gle of which is nicked out. It is this an­gle which con­tains the south­ern door, guard­ed by this wall, which com­mands it on­ly a gun’s length away. Hougomont has two doors—the south­ern door, that of the château; and the north­ern door, be­long­ing to the farm. Napoleon sent his broth­er Jérôme against Hougomont; the di­vi­sions of Foy, Guilleminot, and Bachelu hurled them­selves against it; near­ly the en­tire corps of Reille was em­ployed against it, and mis­car­ried; Keller­mann’s balls were ex­haust­ed on this hero­ic sec­tion of wall. Bauduin’s brigade was not strong enough to force Hougomont on the north, and the brigade of Soye could not do more than ef­fect the be­gin­ning of a breach on the south, but with­out tak­ing it.

			The farm build­ings bor­der the court­yard on the south. A bit of the north door, bro­ken by the French, hangs sus­pend­ed to the wall. It con­sists of four planks nailed to two cross­beams, on which the scars of the at­tack are vis­i­ble.

			The north­ern door, which was beat­en in by the French, and which has had a piece ap­plied to it to re­place the pan­el sus­pend­ed on the wall, stands half-open at the bot­tom of the pad­dock; it is cut square­ly in the wall, built of stone be­low, of brick above which clos­es in the court­yard on the north. It is a sim­ple door for carts, such as ex­ist in all farms, with the two large leaves made of rus­tic planks: be­yond lie the mead­ows. The dis­pute over this en­trance was fu­ri­ous. For a long time, all sorts of im­prints of bloody hands were vis­i­ble on the door­posts. It was there that Bauduin was killed.

			The storm of the com­bat still lingers in this court­yard; its hor­ror is vis­i­ble there; the con­fu­sion of the fray was pet­ri­fied there; it lives and it dies there; it was on­ly yes­ter­day. The walls are in the death agony, the stones fall; the breach­es cry aloud; the holes are wounds; the droop­ing, quiv­er­ing trees seem to be mak­ing an ef­fort to flee.

			This court­yard was more built up in 1815 than it is to­day. Build­ings which have since been pulled down then formed redans and an­gles.

			The Eng­lish bar­ri­cad­ed them­selves there; the French made their way in, but could not stand their ground. Be­side the chapel, one wing of the château, the on­ly ru­in now re­main­ing of the manor of Hougomont, ris­es in a crum­bling state—dis­em­bow­elled, one might say. The château served for a dun­geon, the chapel for a block­house. There men ex­ter­mi­nat­ed each oth­er. The French, fired on from ev­ery point—from be­hind the walls, from the sum­mits of the gar­rets, from the depths of the cel­lars, through all the case­ments, through all the air-holes, through ev­ery crack in the stones—fetched fagots and set fire to walls and men; the re­ply to the grapeshot was a con­fla­gra­tion.

			In the ru­ined wing, through win­dows gar­nished with bars of iron, the dis­man­tled cham­bers of the main build­ing of brick are vis­i­ble; the Eng­lish guards were in am­bush in these rooms; the spi­ral of the stair­case, cracked from the ground floor to the very roof, ap­pears like the in­side of a bro­ken shell. The stair­case has two sto­ries; the Eng­lish, be­sieged on the stair­case, and massed on its up­per steps, had cut off the low­er steps. These con­sist­ed of large slabs of blue stone, which form a heap among the net­tles. Half a score of steps still cling to the wall; on the first is cut the fig­ure of a tri­dent. These in­ac­ces­si­ble steps are sol­id in their nich­es. All the rest re­sem­bles a jaw which has been de­nud­ed of its teeth. There are two old trees there: one is dead; the oth­er is wound­ed at its base, and is clothed with ver­dure in April. Since 1815 it has tak­en to grow­ing through the stair­case.

			A mas­sacre took place in the chapel. The in­te­ri­or, which has re­cov­ered its calm, is sin­gu­lar. The mass has not been said there since the car­nage. Nev­er­the­less, the al­tar has been left there—an al­tar of un­pol­ished wood, placed against a back­ground of rough­hewn stone. Four white­washed walls, a door op­po­site the al­tar, two small arched win­dows; over the door a large wood­en cru­ci­fix, be­low the cru­ci­fix a square air-hole stopped up with a bun­dle of hay; on the ground, in one cor­ner, an old win­dow-frame with the glass all bro­ken to pieces—such is the chapel. Near the al­tar there is nailed up a wood­en stat­ue of Saint Anne, of the fif­teenth cen­tu­ry; the head of the in­fant Je­sus has been car­ried off by a large ball. The French, who were mas­ters of the chapel for a mo­ment, and were then dis­lodged, set fire to it. The flames filled this build­ing; it was a per­fect fur­nace; the door was burned, the floor was burned, the wood­en Christ was not burned. The fire preyed up­on his feet, of which on­ly the black­ened stumps are now to be seen; then it stopped—a mir­a­cle, ac­cord­ing to the as­ser­tion of the peo­ple of the neigh­bor­hood. The in­fant Je­sus, de­cap­i­tat­ed, was less for­tu­nate than the Christ.

			The walls are cov­ered with in­scrip­tions. Near the feet of Christ this name is to be read: Hen­quinez. Then these oth­ers: Conde de Rio Maior, Mar­ques y Mar­que­sa de Al­ma­gro (Ha­bana). There are French names with ex­cla­ma­tion points—a sign of wrath. The wall was fresh­ly white­washed in 1849. The na­tions in­sult­ed each oth­er there.

			It was at the door of this chapel that the corpse was picked up which held an axe in its hand; this corpse was Sub­lieu­tenant Legros.

			On emerg­ing from the chapel, a well is vis­i­ble on the left. There are two in this court­yard. One in­quires, Why is there no buck­et and pul­ley to this? It is be­cause wa­ter is no longer drawn there. Why is wa­ter not drawn there? Be­cause it is full of skele­tons.

			The last per­son who drew wa­ter from the well was named Guil­laume van Kyl­som. He was a peas­ant who lived at Hougomont, and was gar­den­er there. On the 18th of June, 1815, his fam­i­ly fled and con­cealed them­selves in the woods.

			The for­est sur­round­ing the Abbey of Vil­liers shel­tered these un­for­tu­nate peo­ple who had been scat­tered abroad, for many days and nights. There are at this day cer­tain traces rec­og­niz­able, such as old boles of burned trees, which mark the site of these poor bivouacs trem­bling in the depths of the thick­ets.

			Guil­laume van Kyl­som re­mained at Hougomont, “to guard the château,” and con­cealed him­self in the cel­lar. The Eng­lish dis­cov­ered him there. They tore him from his hid­ing-place, and the com­bat­ants forced this fright­ened man to serve them, by ad­min­is­ter­ing blows with the flats of their swords. They were thirsty; this Guil­laume brought them wa­ter. It was from this well that he drew it. Many drank there their last draught. This well where drank so many of the dead was des­tined to die it­self.

			Af­ter the en­gage­ment, they were in haste to bury the dead bod­ies. Death has a fash­ion of ha­rass­ing vic­to­ry, and she caus­es the pest to fol­low glo­ry. The ty­phus is a con­comi­tant of tri­umph. This well was deep, and it was turned in­to a sepul­chre. Three hun­dred dead bod­ies were cast in­to it. With too much haste per­haps. Were they all dead? Leg­end says they were not. It seems that on the night suc­ceed­ing the in­ter­ment, fee­ble voic­es were heard call­ing from the well.

			This well is iso­lat­ed in the mid­dle of the court­yard. Three walls, part stone, part brick, and sim­u­lat­ing a small, square tow­er, and fold­ed like the leaves of a screen, sur­round it on all sides. The fourth side is open. It is there that the wa­ter was drawn. The wall at the bot­tom has a sort of shape­less loop­hole, pos­si­bly the hole made by a shell. This lit­tle tow­er had a plat­form, of which on­ly the beams re­main. The iron sup­ports of the well on the right form a cross. On lean­ing over, the eye is lost in a deep cylin­der of brick which is filled with a heaped-up mass of shad­ows. The base of the walls all about the well is con­cealed in a growth of net­tles.

			This well has not in front of it that large blue slab which forms the ta­ble for all wells in Bel­gium. The slab has here been re­placed by a cross­beam, against which lean five or six shape­less frag­ments of knot­ty and pet­ri­fied wood which re­sem­ble huge bones. There is no longer ei­ther pail, chain, or pul­ley; but there is still the stone basin which served the over­flow. The rain­wa­ter col­lects there, and from time to time a bird of the neigh­bor­ing forests comes thith­er to drink, and then flies away. One house in this ru­in, the farm­house, is still in­hab­it­ed. The door of this house opens on the court­yard. Up­on this door, be­side a pret­ty Goth­ic lock-plate, there is an iron han­dle with tre­foils placed slant­ing. At the mo­ment when the Hanove­ri­an lieu­tenant, Wil­da, grasped this han­dle in or­der to take refuge in the farm, a French sap­per hewed off his hand with an axe.

			The fam­i­ly who oc­cu­py the house had for their grand­fa­ther Guil­laume van Kyl­som, the old gar­den­er, dead long since. A wom­an with gray hair said to us: “I was there. I was three years old. My sis­ter, who was old­er, was ter­ri­fied and wept. They car­ried us off to the woods. I went there in my moth­er’s arms. We glued our ears to the earth to hear. I im­i­tat­ed the can­non, and went boum! boum!”

			A door open­ing from the court­yard on the left led in­to the or­chard, so we were told. The or­chard is ter­ri­ble.

			It is in three parts; one might al­most say, in three acts. The first part is a gar­den, the sec­ond is an or­chard, the third is a wood. These three parts have a com­mon en­clo­sure: on the side of the en­trance, the build­ings of the château and the farm; on the left, a hedge; on the right, a wall; and at the end, a wall. The wall on the right is of brick, the wall at the bot­tom is of stone. One en­ters the gar­den first. It slopes down­wards, is plant­ed with goose­ber­ry bush­es, choked with a wild growth of veg­e­ta­tion, and ter­mi­nat­ed by a mon­u­men­tal ter­race of cut stone, with balustrade with a dou­ble curve.

			It was a seigno­ri­al gar­den in the first French style which pre­ced­ed Lenôtre; to­day it is ru­ins and bri­ars. The pi­lasters are sur­mount­ed by globes which re­sem­ble can­non­balls of stone. Forty-three balus­ters can still be count­ed on their sock­ets; the rest lie pros­trate in the grass. Al­most all bear scratch­es of bul­lets. One bro­ken balus­ter is placed on the ped­i­ment like a frac­tured leg.

			It was in this gar­den, fur­ther down than the or­chard, that six light-in­fantry men of the 1st, hav­ing made their way thith­er, and be­ing un­able to es­cape, hunt­ed down and caught like bears in their dens, ac­cept­ed the com­bat with two Hanove­ri­an com­pa­nies, one of which was armed with car­bines. The Hanove­ri­ans lined this balustrade and fired from above. The in­fantry men, re­ply­ing from be­low, six against two hun­dred, in­trepid and with no shel­ter save the cur­rant-bush­es, took a quar­ter of an hour to die.

			One mounts a few steps and pass­es from the gar­den in­to the or­chard, prop­er­ly speak­ing. There, with­in the lim­its of those few square fath­oms, fif­teen hun­dred men fell in less than an hour. The wall seems ready to re­new the com­bat. Thir­ty-eight loop­holes, pierced by the Eng­lish at ir­reg­u­lar heights, are there still. In front of the sixth are placed two Eng­lish tombs of gran­ite. There are loop­holes on­ly in the south wall, as the prin­ci­pal at­tack came from that quar­ter. The wall is hid­den on the out­side by a tall hedge; the French came up, think­ing that they had to deal on­ly with a hedge, crossed it, and found the wall both an ob­sta­cle and an am­bus­cade, with the Eng­lish guards be­hind it, the thir­ty-eight loop­holes fir­ing at once a show­er of grapeshot and balls, and Soye’s brigade was bro­ken against it. Thus Wa­ter­loo be­gan.

			Nev­er­the­less, the or­chard was tak­en. As they had no lad­ders, the French scaled it with their nails. They fought hand to hand amid the trees. All this grass has been soaked in blood. A bat­tal­ion of Nas­sau, sev­en hun­dred strong, was over­whelmed there. The out­side of the wall, against which Keller­mann’s two bat­ter­ies were trained, is gnawed by grapeshot.

			This or­chard is sen­tient, like oth­ers, in the month of May. It has its but­ter­cups and its daisies; the grass is tall there; the carthors­es browse there; cords of hair, on which linen is dry­ing, tra­verse the spa­ces be­tween the trees and force the passer­by to bend his head; one walks over this un­cul­ti­vat­ed land, and one’s foot dives in­to mole-holes. In the mid­dle of the grass one ob­serves an up­root­ed tree-bole which lies there all ver­dant. Ma­jor Black­mann leaned against it to die. Be­neath a great tree in the neigh­bor­hood fell the Ger­man gen­er­al, Du­plat, de­scend­ed from a French fam­i­ly which fled on the re­vo­ca­tion of the Edict of Nantes. An aged and fall­ing ap­ple-tree leans far over to one side, its wound dressed with a ban­dage of straw and of clayey loam. Near­ly all the ap­ple-trees are fall­ing with age. There is not one which has not had its bul­let or its bis­cayan.18 The skele­tons of dead trees abound in this or­chard. Crows fly through their branch­es, and at the end of it is a wood full of vi­o­lets.

			Bauduin killed, Foy wound­ed, con­fla­gra­tion, mas­sacre, car­nage, a rivulet formed of Eng­lish blood, French blood, Ger­man blood min­gled in fury, a well crammed with corpses, the reg­i­ment of Nas­sau and the reg­i­ment of Bruns­wick de­stroyed, Du­plat killed, Black­mann killed, the Eng­lish Guards mu­ti­lat­ed, twen­ty French bat­tal­ions, be­sides the forty from Reille’s corps, dec­i­mat­ed, three thou­sand men in that hov­el of Hougomont alone cut down, slashed to pieces, shot, burned, with their throats cut—and all this so that a peas­ant can say to­day to the trav­eller: “Mon­sieur, give me three francs, and if you like, I will ex­plain to you the af­fair of Wa­ter­loo!”

		
	
		
			
				III

				The Eigh­teenth of June, 1815

			
			Let us turn back—that is one of the sto­ry­teller’s rights—and put our­selves once more in the year 1815, and even a lit­tle ear­li­er than the epoch when the ac­tion nar­rat­ed in the first part of this book took place.

			If it had not rained in the night be­tween the 17th and the 18th of June, 1815, the fate of Eu­rope would have been dif­fer­ent. A few drops of wa­ter, more or less, de­cid­ed the down­fall of Napoleon. All that Prov­i­dence re­quired in or­der to make Wa­ter­loo the end of Auster­litz was a lit­tle more rain, and a cloud travers­ing the sky out of sea­son suf­ficed to make a world crum­ble.

			The bat­tle of Wa­ter­loo could not be be­gun un­til half-past eleven o’clock, and that gave Blüch­er time to come up. Why? Be­cause the ground was wet. The ar­tillery had to wait un­til it be­came a lit­tle firmer be­fore they could ma­noeu­vre.

			Napoleon was an ar­tillery of­fi­cer, and felt the ef­fects of this. The foun­da­tion of this won­der­ful cap­tain was the man who, in the re­port to the Di­rec­to­ry on Aboukir, said: “Such a one of our balls killed six men.” All his plans of bat­tle were ar­ranged for pro­jec­tiles. The key to his vic­to­ry was to make the ar­tillery con­verge on one point. He treat­ed the strat­e­gy of the hos­tile gen­er­al like a citadel, and made a breach in it. He over­whelmed the weak point with grapeshot; he joined and dis­solved bat­tles with can­non. There was some­thing of the sharp­shoot­er in his ge­nius. To beat in squares, to pul­ver­ize reg­i­ments, to break lines, to crush and dis­perse mass­es—for him ev­ery­thing lay in this, to strike, strike, strike in­ces­sant­ly—and he en­trust­ed this task to the can­non­ball. A re­doubtable method, and one which, unit­ed with ge­nius, ren­dered this gloomy ath­lete of the pugilism of war in­vin­ci­ble for the space of fif­teen years.

			On the 18th of June, 1815, he re­lied all the more on his ar­tillery, be­cause he had num­bers on his side. Welling­ton had on­ly one hun­dred and fifty-nine mouths of fire; Napoleon had two hun­dred and forty.

			Sup­pose the soil dry, and the ar­tillery ca­pa­ble of mov­ing, the ac­tion would have be­gun at six o’clock in the morn­ing. The bat­tle would have been won and end­ed at two o’clock, three hours be­fore the change of for­tune in fa­vor of the Prus­sians. What amount of blame at­tach­es to Napoleon for the loss of this bat­tle? Is the ship­wreck due to the pi­lot?

			Was it the ev­i­dent phys­i­cal de­cline of Napoleon that com­pli­cat­ed this epoch by an in­ward diminu­tion of force? Had the twen­ty years of war worn out the blade as it had worn the scab­bard, the soul as well as the body? Did the vet­er­an make him­self dis­as­trous­ly felt in the lead­er? In a word, was this ge­nius, as many his­to­ri­ans of note have thought, suf­fer­ing from an eclipse? Did he go in­to a fren­zy in or­der to dis­guise his weak­ened pow­ers from him­self? Did he be­gin to wa­ver un­der the delu­sion of a breath of ad­ven­ture? Had he be­come—a grave mat­ter in a gen­er­al—un­con­scious of per­il? Is there an age, in this class of ma­te­ri­al great men, who may be called the gi­ants of ac­tion, when ge­nius grows short­sight­ed? Old age has no hold on the ge­nius­es of the ide­al; for the Dantes and Michelan­ge­los to grow old is to grow in great­ness; is it to grow less for the Han­ni­bals and the Bona­partes? Had Napoleon lost the di­rect sense of vic­to­ry? Had he reached the point where he could no longer rec­og­nize the reef, could no longer di­vine the snare, no longer dis­cern the crum­bling brink of abysses? Had he lost his pow­er of scent­ing out catas­tro­phes? He who had in for­mer days known all the roads to tri­umph, and who, from the sum­mit of his char­i­ot of light­ning, point­ed them out with a sov­er­eign fin­ger, had he now reached that state of sin­is­ter amaze­ment when he could lead his tu­mul­tuous le­gions har­nessed to it, to the precipice? Was he seized at the age of forty-six with a supreme mad­ness? Was that ti­tan­ic char­i­o­teer of des­tiny no longer any­thing more than an im­mense dare­dev­il?

			We do not think so.

			His plan of bat­tle was, by the con­fes­sion of all, a mas­ter­piece. To go straight to the cen­tre of the Al­lies’ line, to make a breach in the en­e­my, to cut them in two, to drive the British half back on Hal, and the Prus­sian half on Ton­gres, to make two shat­tered frag­ments of Welling­ton and Blüch­er, to car­ry Mont-Saint-Jean, to seize Brus­sels, to hurl the Ger­man in­to the Rhine, and the En­glish­man in­to the sea. All this was con­tained in that bat­tle, ac­cord­ing to Napoleon. Af­ter­wards peo­ple would see.

			Of course, we do not here pre­tend to fur­nish a his­to­ry of the bat­tle of Wa­ter­loo; one of the scenes of the foun­da­tion of the sto­ry which we are re­lat­ing is con­nect­ed with this bat­tle, but this his­to­ry is not our sub­ject; this his­to­ry, more­over, has been fin­ished, and fin­ished in a mas­ter­ly man­ner, from one point of view by Napoleon, and from an­oth­er point of view by a whole pleiad of his­to­ri­ans.19

			As for us, we leave the his­to­ri­ans at log­ger­heads; we are but a dis­tant wit­ness, a passer­by on the plain, a seek­er bend­ing over that soil all made of hu­man flesh, tak­ing ap­pear­ances for re­al­i­ties, per­chance; we have no right to op­pose, in the name of sci­ence, a col­lec­tion of facts which con­tain il­lu­sions, no doubt; we pos­sess nei­ther mil­i­tary prac­tice nor strate­gic abil­i­ty which au­tho­rize a sys­tem; in our opin­ion, a chain of ac­ci­dents dom­i­nat­ed the two lead­ers at Wa­ter­loo; and when it be­comes a ques­tion of des­tiny, that mys­te­ri­ous cul­prit, we judge like that in­ge­nious judge, the pop­u­lace.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				A

			
			Those per­sons who wish to gain a clear idea of the bat­tle of Wa­ter­loo have on­ly to place, men­tal­ly, on the ground, a cap­i­tal A. The left limb of the A is the road to Niv­elles, the right limb is the road to Genappe, the tie of the A is the hol­low road to Ohain from Braine-l’Alleud. The top of the A is Mont-Saint-Jean, where Welling­ton is; the low­er left tip is Hougomont, where Reille is sta­tioned with Jérôme Bona­parte; the right tip is the Belle-Al­liance, where Napoleon was. At the cen­tre of this chord is the pre­cise point where the fi­nal word of the bat­tle was pro­nounced. It was there that the li­on has been placed, the in­vol­un­tary sym­bol of the supreme hero­ism of the Im­pe­ri­al Guard.

			The tri­an­gle in­clud­ed in the top of the A, be­tween the two limbs and the tie, is the plateau of Mont-Saint-Jean. The dis­pute over this plateau con­sti­tut­ed the whole bat­tle. The wings of the two armies ex­tend­ed to the right and left of the two roads to Genappe and Niv­elles; d’Er­lon fac­ing Pic­ton, Reille fac­ing Hill.

			Be­hind the tip of the A, be­hind the plateau of Mont-Saint-Jean, is the for­est of Soignes.

			As for the plain it­self, let the read­er pic­ture to him­self a vast un­du­lat­ing sweep of ground; each rise com­mands the next rise, and all the un­du­la­tions mount to­wards Mont-Saint-Jean, and there end in the for­est.

			Two hos­tile troops on a field of bat­tle are two wrestlers. It is a ques­tion of seiz­ing the op­po­nent round the waist. The one seeks to trip up the oth­er. They clutch at ev­ery­thing: a bush is a point of sup­port; an an­gle of the wall of­fers them a rest to the shoul­der; for the lack of a hov­el un­der whose cov­er they can draw up, a reg­i­ment yields its ground; an un­even­ness in the ground, a chance turn in the land­scape, a cross-path en­coun­tered at the right mo­ment, a grove, a ravine, can stay the heel of that colos­sus which is called an army, and pre­vent its re­treat. He who quits the field is beat­en; hence the ne­ces­si­ty de­volv­ing on the re­spon­si­ble lead­er, of ex­am­in­ing the most in­signif­i­cant clump of trees, and of study­ing deeply the slight­est re­lief in the ground.

			The two gen­er­als had at­ten­tive­ly stud­ied the plain of Mont-Saint-Jean, now called the plain of Wa­ter­loo. In the pre­ced­ing year, Welling­ton, with the sagac­i­ty of fore­sight, had ex­am­ined it as the pos­si­ble seat of a great bat­tle. Up­on this spot, and for this du­el, on the 18th of June, Welling­ton had the good post, Napoleon the bad post. The Eng­lish army was sta­tioned above, the French army be­low.

			It is al­most su­per­flu­ous here to sketch the ap­pear­ance of Napoleon on horse­back, glass in hand, up­on the heights of Rossomme, at day­break, on June 18, 1815. All the world has seen him be­fore we can show him. That calm pro­file un­der the lit­tle three-cor­nered hat of the school of Bri­enne, that green uni­form, the white re­vers con­ceal­ing the star of the Le­gion of Hon­or, his great coat hid­ing his epaulets, the cor­ner of red rib­bon peep­ing from be­neath his vest, his leather trousers, the white horse with the sad­dle­cloth of pur­ple vel­vet bear­ing on the cor­ners crowned N’s and ea­gles, Hes­sian boots over silk stock­ings, sil­ver spurs, the sword of Maren­go—that whole fig­ure of the last of the Cae­sars is present to all imag­i­na­tions, salut­ed with ac­cla­ma­tions by some, se­vere­ly re­gard­ed by oth­ers.

			That fig­ure stood for a long time whol­ly in the light; this arose from a cer­tain leg­endary dim­ness evolved by the ma­jor­i­ty of he­roes, and which al­ways veils the truth for a longer or short­er time; but to­day his­to­ry and day­light have ar­rived.

			That light called his­to­ry is piti­less; it pos­sess­es this pe­cu­liar and di­vine qual­i­ty, that, pure light as it is, and pre­cise­ly be­cause it is whol­ly light, it of­ten casts a shad­ow in places where peo­ple had hith­er­to be­held rays; from the same man it con­structs two dif­fer­ent phan­toms, and the one at­tacks the oth­er and ex­e­cutes jus­tice on it, and the shad­ows of the despot con­tend with the bril­lian­cy of the lead­er. Hence aris­es a truer mea­sure in the de­fin­i­tive judg­ments of na­tions. Baby­lon vi­o­lat­ed lessens Alexan­der, Rome en­chained lessens Cae­sar, Jerusalem mur­dered lessens Ti­tus, tyran­ny fol­lows the tyrant. It is a mis­for­tune for a man to leave be­hind him the night which bears his form.

		
	
		
			
				V

				The Quid Ob­scu­rum of Bat­tles

			
			Ev­ery­one is ac­quaint­ed with the first phase of this bat­tle; a be­gin­ning which was trou­bled, un­cer­tain, hes­i­tat­ing, men­ac­ing to both armies, but still more so for the Eng­lish than for the French.

			It had rained all night, the earth had been cut up by the down­pour, the wa­ter had ac­cu­mu­lat­ed here and there in the hol­lows of the plain as if in casks; at some points the gear of the ar­tillery car­riages was buried up to the axles, the circ­in­gles of the hors­es were drip­ping with liq­uid mud. If the wheat and rye tram­pled down by this co­hort of trans­ports on the march had not filled in the ruts and strewn a lit­ter be­neath the wheels, all move­ment, par­tic­u­lar­ly in the val­leys, in the di­rec­tion of Pa­pelotte would have been im­pos­si­ble.

			The af­fair be­gan late. Napoleon, as we have al­ready ex­plained, was in the habit of keep­ing all his ar­tillery well in hand, like a pis­tol, aim­ing it now at one point, now at an­oth­er, of the bat­tle; and it had been his wish to wait un­til the horse bat­ter­ies could move and gal­lop freely. In or­der to do that it was nec­es­sary that the sun should come out and dry the soil. But the sun did not make its ap­pear­ance. It was no longer the ren­dezvous of Auster­litz. When the first can­non was fired, the Eng­lish gen­er­al, Colville, looked at his watch, and not­ed that it was thir­ty-five min­utes past eleven.

			The ac­tion was be­gun fu­ri­ous­ly, with more fury, per­haps, than the Em­per­or would have wished, by the left wing of the French rest­ing on Hougomont. At the same time Napoleon at­tacked the cen­tre by hurl­ing Quiot’s brigade on La Haie-Sainte, and Ney pushed for­ward the right wing of the French against the left wing of the Eng­lish, which rest­ed on Pa­pelotte.

			The at­tack on Hougomont was some­thing of a feint; the plan was to draw Welling­ton thith­er, and to make him swerve to the left. This plan would have suc­ceed­ed if the four com­pa­nies of the Eng­lish guards and the brave Bel­gians of Per­ponch­er’s di­vi­sion had not held the po­si­tion solid­ly, and Welling­ton, in­stead of mass­ing his troops there, could con­fine him­self to despatch­ing thith­er, as re­in­force­ments, on­ly four more com­pa­nies of guards and one bat­tal­ion from Bruns­wick.

			The at­tack of the right wing of the French on Pa­pelotte was cal­cu­lat­ed, in fact, to over­throw the Eng­lish left, to cut off the road to Brus­sels, to bar the pas­sage against pos­si­ble Prus­sians, to force Mont-Saint-Jean, to turn Welling­ton back on Hougomont, thence on Braine-l’Alleud, thence on Hal; noth­ing eas­i­er. With the ex­cep­tion of a few in­ci­dents this at­tack suc­ceed­ed. Pa­pelotte was tak­en; La Haie-Sainte was car­ried.

			A de­tail to be not­ed. There was in the Eng­lish in­fantry, par­tic­u­lar­ly in Kempt’s brigade, a great many raw re­cruits. These young sol­diers were valiant in the pres­ence of our re­doubtable in­fantry; their in­ex­pe­ri­ence ex­tri­cat­ed them in­trepid­ly from the dilem­ma; they per­formed par­tic­u­lar­ly ex­cel­lent ser­vice as skir­mish­ers: the sol­dier skir­mish­er, left some­what to him­self, be­comes, so to speak, his own gen­er­al. These re­cruits dis­played some of the French in­ge­nu­ity and fury. This novice of an in­fantry had dash. This dis­pleased Welling­ton.

			Af­ter the tak­ing of La Haie-Sainte the bat­tle wa­vered.

			There is in this day an ob­scure in­ter­val, from mid­day to four o’clock; the mid­dle por­tion of this bat­tle is al­most in­dis­tinct, and par­tic­i­pates in the som­bre­ness of the hand-to-hand con­flict. Twi­light reigns over it. We per­ceive vast fluc­tu­a­tions in that fog, a dizzy mi­rage, para­pher­na­lia of war al­most un­known to­day, pen­dant col­backs, float­ing sabre-tach­es, cross-belts, car­tridge-box­es for grenades, hus­sar dol­mans, red boots with a thou­sand wrin­kles, heavy shakos gar­land­ed with tor­sades, the al­most black in­fantry of Bruns­wick min­gled with the scar­let in­fantry of Eng­land, the Eng­lish sol­diers with great, white cir­cu­lar pads on the slopes of their shoul­ders for epaulets, the Hanove­ri­an light-horse with their ob­long casques of leather, with brass hands and red horse­tails, the Scotch with their bare knees and plaids, the great white gaiters of our grenadiers; pic­tures, not strate­gic lines—what Sal­va­tor Rosa re­quires, not what is suit­ed to the needs of Gribeau­val.

			A cer­tain amount of tem­pest is al­ways min­gled with a bat­tle. Quid ob­scu­rum, quid di­v­inum. Each his­to­ri­an traces, to some ex­tent, the par­tic­u­lar fea­ture which pleas­es him amid this pell-mell. What­ev­er may be the com­bi­na­tions of the gen­er­als, the shock of armed mass­es has an in­cal­cu­la­ble ebb. Dur­ing the ac­tion the plans of the two lead­ers en­ter in­to each oth­er and be­come mu­tu­al­ly thrown out of shape. Such a point of the field of bat­tle de­vours more com­bat­ants than such an­oth­er, just as more or less spongy soils soak up more or less quick­ly the wa­ter which is poured on them. It be­comes nec­es­sary to pour out more sol­diers than one would like; a se­ries of ex­pen­di­tures which are the un­fore­seen. The line of bat­tle waves and un­du­lates like a thread, the trails of blood gush il­log­i­cal­ly, the fronts of the armies wa­ver, the reg­i­ments form capes and gulfs as they en­ter and with­draw; all these reefs are con­tin­u­al­ly mov­ing in front of each oth­er. Where the in­fantry stood the ar­tillery ar­rives, the cav­al­ry rush­es in where the ar­tillery was, the bat­tal­ions are like smoke. There was some­thing there; seek it. It has dis­ap­peared; the open spots change place, the som­bre folds ad­vance and re­treat, a sort of wind from the sepul­chre push­es for­ward, hurls back, dis­tends, and dis­pers­es these trag­ic mul­ti­tudes. What is a fray? An os­cil­la­tion? The im­mo­bil­i­ty of a math­e­mat­i­cal plan ex­press­es a minute, not a day. In or­der to de­pict a bat­tle, there is re­quired one of those pow­er­ful painters who have chaos in their brush­es. Rem­brandt is bet­ter than Van­der­meulen; Van­der­meulen, ex­act at noon, lies at three o’clock. Ge­om­e­try is de­cep­tive; the hur­ri­cane alone is trust­wor­thy. That is what con­fers on Fo­lard the right to con­tra­dict Poly­bius. Let us add, that there is a cer­tain in­stant when the bat­tle de­gen­er­ates in­to a com­bat, be­comes spe­cial­ized, and dis­pers­es in­to in­nu­mer­able de­tailed feats, which, to bor­row the ex­pres­sion of Napoleon him­self, “be­long rather to the bi­og­ra­phy of the reg­i­ments than to the his­to­ry of the army.” The his­to­ri­an has, in this case, the ev­i­dent right to sum up the whole. He can­not do more than seize the prin­ci­pal out­lines of the strug­gle, and it is not giv­en to any one nar­ra­tor, how­ev­er con­sci­en­tious he may be, to fix, ab­so­lute­ly, the form of that hor­ri­ble cloud which is called a bat­tle.

			This, which is true of all great armed en­coun­ters, is par­tic­u­lar­ly ap­pli­ca­ble to Wa­ter­loo.

			Nev­er­the­less, at a cer­tain mo­ment in the af­ter­noon the bat­tle came to a point.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				Four O’Clock in the Af­ter­noon

			
			To­wards four o’clock the con­di­tion of the Eng­lish army was se­ri­ous. The Prince of Or­ange was in com­mand of the cen­tre, Hill of the right wing, Pic­ton of the left wing. The Prince of Or­ange, des­per­ate and in­trepid, shout­ed to the Hol­lan­do-Bel­gians: “Nas­sau! Bruns­wick! Nev­er re­treat!” Hill, hav­ing been weak­ened, had come up to the sup­port of Welling­ton; Pic­ton was dead. At the very mo­ment when the Eng­lish had cap­tured from the French the flag of the 105th of the line, the French had killed the Eng­lish gen­er­al, Pic­ton, with a bul­let through the head. The bat­tle had, for Welling­ton, two bases of ac­tion, Hougomont and La Haie-Sainte; Hougomont still held out, but was on fire; La Haie-Sainte was tak­en. Of the Ger­man bat­tal­ion which de­fend­ed it, on­ly forty-two men sur­vived; all the of­fi­cers, ex­cept five, were ei­ther dead or cap­tured. Three thou­sand com­bat­ants had been mas­sa­cred in that barn. A sergeant of the Eng­lish Guards, the fore­most box­er in Eng­land, re­put­ed in­vul­ner­a­ble by his com­pan­ions, had been killed there by a lit­tle French drum­mer-boy. Bar­ing had been dis­lodged, Al­ten put to the sword. Many flags had been lost, one from Al­ten’s di­vi­sion, and one from the bat­tal­ion of Lunen­burg, car­ried by a prince of the house of Deux-Ponts. The Scotch Grays no longer ex­ist­ed; Pon­son­by’s great dra­goons had been hacked to pieces. That valiant cav­al­ry had bent be­neath the lancers of Bro and be­neath the cuirassiers of Travers; out of twelve hun­dred hors­es, six hun­dred re­mained; out of three lieu­tenant-colonels, two lay on the earth—Hamil­ton wound­ed, Mater slain. Pon­son­by had fall­en, rid­dled by sev­en lance-thrusts. Gor­don was dead. Marsh was dead. Two di­vi­sions, the fifth and the sixth, had been an­ni­hi­lat­ed.

			Hougomont in­jured, La Haie-Sainte tak­en, there now ex­ist­ed but one ral­ly­ing-point, the cen­tre. That point still held firm. Welling­ton re­in­forced it. He sum­moned thith­er Hill, who was at Mer­le-Braine; he sum­moned Chas­sé, who was at Braine-l’Alleud.

			The cen­tre of the Eng­lish army, rather con­cave, very dense, and very com­pact, was strong­ly post­ed. It oc­cu­pied the plateau of Mont-Saint-Jean, hav­ing be­hind it the vil­lage, and in front of it the slope, which was tol­er­a­bly steep then. It rest­ed on that stout stone dwelling which at that time be­longed to the do­main of Niv­elles, and which marks the in­ter­sec­tion of the roads—a pile of the six­teenth cen­tu­ry, and so ro­bust that the can­non­balls re­bound­ed from it with­out in­jur­ing it. All about the plateau the Eng­lish had cut the hedges here and there, made em­bra­sures in the hawthorn-trees, thrust the throat of a can­non be­tween two branch­es, em­bat­tled the shrubs. There ar­tillery was am­bushed in the brush­wood. This punic la­bor, in­con­testably au­tho­rized by war, which per­mits traps, was so well done, that Haxo, who had been despatched by the Em­per­or at nine o’clock in the morn­ing to re­con­noitre the en­e­my’s bat­ter­ies, had dis­cov­ered noth­ing of it, and had re­turned and re­port­ed to Napoleon that there were no ob­sta­cles ex­cept the two bar­ri­cades which barred the road to Niv­elles and to Genappe. It was at the sea­son when the grain is tall; on the edge of the plateau a bat­tal­ion of Kempt’s brigade, the 95th, armed with cara­bines, was con­cealed in the tall wheat.

			Thus as­sured and but­tressed, the cen­tre of the An­glo-Dutch army was well post­ed. The per­il of this po­si­tion lay in the for­est of Soignes, then ad­join­ing the field of bat­tle, and in­ter­sect­ed by the ponds of Groe­nen­dael and Boits­fort. An army could not re­treat thith­er with­out dis­solv­ing; the reg­i­ments would have bro­ken up im­me­di­ate­ly there. The ar­tillery would have been lost among the morass­es. The re­treat, ac­cord­ing to many a man versed in the art—though it is dis­put­ed by oth­ers—would have been a dis­or­ga­nized flight.

			To this cen­tre, Welling­ton added one of Chas­sé’s brigades tak­en from the right wing, and one of Wincke’s brigades tak­en from the left wing, plus Clin­ton’s di­vi­sion. To his Eng­lish, to the reg­i­ments of Halkett, to the brigades of Mitchell, to the guards of Mait­land, he gave as re­in­force­ments and aids, the in­fantry of Bruns­wick, Nas­sau’s con­tin­gent, Kiel­mansegg’s Hanove­ri­ans, and Ompte­da’s Ger­mans. This placed twen­ty-six bat­tal­ions un­der his hand. “The right wing,” as Char­ras says, “was thrown back on the cen­tre.” An enor­mous bat­tery was masked by sacks of earth at the spot where there now stands what is called the “Mu­se­um of Wa­ter­loo.” Be­sides this, Welling­ton had, be­hind a rise in the ground, Som­er­set’s Dra­goon Guards, four­teen hun­dred horse strong. It was the re­main­ing half of the just­ly cel­e­brat­ed Eng­lish cav­al­ry. Pon­son­by de­stroyed, Som­er­set re­mained.

			The bat­tery, which, if com­plet­ed, would have been al­most a re­doubt, was ranged be­hind a very low gar­den wall, backed up with a coat­ing of bags of sand and a large slope of earth. This work was not fin­ished; there had been no time to make a pal­isade for it.

			Welling­ton, un­easy but im­pas­sive, was on horse­back, and there re­mained the whole day in the same at­ti­tude, a lit­tle in ad­vance of the old mill of Mont-Saint-Jean, which is still in ex­is­tence, be­neath an elm, which an En­glish­man, an en­thu­si­as­tic van­dal, pur­chased lat­er on for two hun­dred francs, cut down, and car­ried off. Welling­ton was cold­ly hero­ic. The bul­lets rained about him. His aide-de-camp, Gor­don, fell at his side. Lord Hill, point­ing to a shell which had burst, said to him: “My lord, what are your or­ders in case you are killed?” “To do like me,” replied Welling­ton. To Clin­ton he said la­con­i­cal­ly, “To hold this spot to the last man.” The day was ev­i­dent­ly turn­ing out ill. Welling­ton shout­ed to his old com­pan­ions of Ta­lav­era, of Vit­to­ria, of Sala­man­ca: “Boys, can re­treat be thought of? Think of old Eng­land!”

			To­wards four o’clock, the Eng­lish line drew back. Sud­den­ly noth­ing was vis­i­ble on the crest of the plateau ex­cept the ar­tillery and the sharp­shoot­ers; the rest had dis­ap­peared: the reg­i­ments, dis­lodged by the shells and the French bul­lets, re­treat­ed in­to the bot­tom, now in­ter­sect­ed by the back road of the farm of Mont-Saint-Jean; a ret­ro­grade move­ment took place, the Eng­lish front hid it­self, Welling­ton drew back. “The be­gin­ning of re­treat!” cried Napoleon.

		
	
		
			
				VII

				Napoleon in a Good Hu­mor

			
			The Em­per­or, though ill and dis­com­mod­ed on horse­back by a lo­cal trou­ble, had nev­er been in a bet­ter hu­mor than on that day. His im­pen­e­tra­bil­i­ty had been smil­ing ev­er since the morn­ing. On the 18th of June, that pro­found soul masked by mar­ble beamed blind­ly. The man who had been gloomy at Auster­litz was gay at Wa­ter­loo. The great­est fa­vorites of des­tiny make mis­takes. Our joys are com­posed of shad­ow. The supreme smile is God’s alone.

			Ridet Cae­sar, Pom­peius flebit, said the le­gionar­ies of the Ful­mi­na­trix Le­gion. Pom­pey was not des­tined to weep on that oc­ca­sion, but it is cer­tain that Cae­sar laughed. While ex­plor­ing on horse­back at one o’clock on the pre­ced­ing night, in storm and rain, in com­pa­ny with Bertrand, the com­munes in the neigh­bor­hood of Rossomme, sat­is­fied at the sight of the long line of the Eng­lish camp­fires il­lu­mi­nat­ing the whole hori­zon from Frischemont to Braine-l’Alleud, it had seemed to him that fate, to whom he had as­signed a day on the field of Wa­ter­loo, was ex­act to the ap­point­ment; he stopped his horse, and re­mained for some time mo­tion­less, gaz­ing at the light­ning and lis­ten­ing to the thun­der; and this fa­tal­ist was heard to cast in­to the dark­ness this mys­te­ri­ous say­ing, “We are in ac­cord.” Napoleon was mis­tak­en. They were no longer in ac­cord.

			He took not a mo­ment for sleep; ev­ery in­stant of that night was marked by a joy for him. He tra­versed the line of the prin­ci­pal out­posts, halt­ing here and there to talk to the sen­tinels. At half-past two, near the wood of Hougomont, he heard the tread of a col­umn on the march; he thought at the mo­ment that it was a re­treat on the part of Welling­ton. He said: “It is the rear­guard of the Eng­lish get­ting un­der way for the pur­pose of de­camp­ing. I will take pris­on­ers the six thou­sand Eng­lish who have just ar­rived at Os­tend.” He con­versed ex­pan­sive­ly; he re­gained the an­i­ma­tion which he had shown at his land­ing on the first of March, when he point­ed out to the Grand-Mar­shal the en­thu­si­as­tic peas­ant of the Gulf Juan, and cried, “Well, Bertrand, here is a re­in­force­ment al­ready!” On the night of the 17th to the 18th of June he ral­lied Welling­ton. “That lit­tle En­glish­man needs a les­son,” said Napoleon. The rain re­dou­bled in vi­o­lence; the thun­der rolled while the Em­per­or was speak­ing.

			At half-past three o’clock in the morn­ing, he lost one il­lu­sion; of­fi­cers who had been despatched to re­con­noitre an­nounced to him that the en­e­my was not mak­ing any move­ment. Noth­ing was stir­ring; not a bivouac-fire had been ex­tin­guished; the Eng­lish army was asleep. The si­lence on earth was pro­found; the on­ly noise was in the heav­ens. At four o’clock, a peas­ant was brought in to him by the scouts; this peas­ant had served as guide to a brigade of Eng­lish cav­al­ry, prob­a­bly Vi­vian’s brigade, which was on its way to take up a po­si­tion in the vil­lage of Ohain, at the ex­treme left. At five o’clock, two Bel­gian de­sert­ers re­port­ed to him that they had just quit­ted their reg­i­ment, and that the Eng­lish army was ready for bat­tle. “So much the bet­ter!” ex­claimed Napoleon. “I pre­fer to over­throw them rather than to drive them back.”

			In the morn­ing he dis­mount­ed in the mud on the slope which forms an an­gle with the Plan­cenoit road, had a kitchen ta­ble and a peas­ant’s chair brought to him from the farm of Rossomme, seat­ed him­self, with a truss of straw for a car­pet, and spread out on the ta­ble the chart of the bat­tle­field, say­ing to Soult as he did so, “A pret­ty checker­board.”

			In con­se­quence of the rains dur­ing the night, the trans­ports of pro­vi­sions, em­bed­ded in the soft roads, had not been able to ar­rive by morn­ing; the sol­diers had had no sleep; they were wet and fast­ing. This did not pre­vent Napoleon from ex­claim­ing cheer­ful­ly to Ney, “We have nine­ty chances out of a hun­dred.” At eight o’clock the Em­per­or’s break­fast was brought to him. He in­vit­ed many gen­er­als to it. Dur­ing break­fast, it was said that Welling­ton had been to a ball two nights be­fore, in Brus­sels, at the Duchess of Rich­mond’s; and Soult, a rough man of war, with a face of an arch­bish­op, said, “The ball takes place to­day.” The Em­per­or jest­ed with Ney, who said, “Welling­ton will not be so sim­ple as to wait for Your Majesty.” That was his way, how­ev­er. “He was fond of jest­ing,” says Fleury de Chaboulon. “A mer­ry hu­mor was at the foun­da­tion of his char­ac­ter,” says Gour­gaud. “He abound­ed in pleas­antries, which were more pe­cu­liar than wit­ty,” says Ben­jamin Con­stant. These gayeties of a gi­ant are wor­thy of in­sis­tence. It was he who called his grenadiers “his grum­blers;” he pinched their ears; he pulled their mous­tach­es. “The Em­per­or did noth­ing but play pranks on us,” is the re­mark of one of them. Dur­ing the mys­te­ri­ous trip from the is­land of El­ba to France, on the 27th of Feb­ru­ary, on the open sea, the French brig of war, Le Zé­phyr, hav­ing en­coun­tered the brig L’In­con­stant, on which Napoleon was con­cealed, and hav­ing asked the news of Napoleon from L’In­con­stant, the Em­per­or, who still wore in his hat the white and ama­ran­thine cock­ade sown with bees, which he had adopt­ed at the isle of El­ba, laugh­ing­ly seized the speak­ing-trum­pet, and an­swered for him­self, “The Em­per­or is well.” A man who laughs like that is on fa­mil­iar terms with events. Napoleon in­dulged in many fits of this laugh­ter dur­ing the break­fast at Wa­ter­loo. Af­ter break­fast he med­i­tat­ed for a quar­ter of an hour; then two gen­er­als seat­ed them­selves on the truss of straw, pen in hand and their pa­per on their knees, and the Em­per­or dic­tat­ed to them the or­der of bat­tle.

			At nine o’clock, at the in­stant when the French army, ranged in ech­e­lons and set in mo­tion in five col­umns, had de­ployed—the di­vi­sions in two lines, the ar­tillery be­tween the brigades, the mu­sic at their head; as they beat the march, with rolls on the drums and the blasts of trum­pets, mighty, vast, joy­ous, a sea of casques, of sabres, and of bay­o­nets on the hori­zon, the Em­per­or was touched, and twice ex­claimed, “Mag­nif­i­cent! Mag­nif­i­cent!”

			Be­tween nine o’clock and half-past ten the whole army, in­cred­i­ble as it may ap­pear, had tak­en up its po­si­tion and ranged it­self in six lines, form­ing, to re­peat the Em­per­or’s ex­pres­sion, “the fig­ure of six V’s.” A few mo­ments af­ter the for­ma­tion of the bat­tle-ar­ray, in the midst of that pro­found si­lence, like that which her­alds the be­gin­ning of a storm, which pre­cedes en­gage­ments, the Em­per­or tapped Haxo on the shoul­der, as he be­held the three bat­ter­ies of twelve-pounders, de­tached by his or­ders from the corps of Er­lon, Reille, and Lobau, and des­tined to be­gin the ac­tion by tak­ing Mont-Saint-Jean, which was sit­u­at­ed at the in­ter­sec­tion of the Niv­elles and the Genappe roads, and said to him, “There are four and twen­ty hand­some maids, Gen­er­al.”

			Sure of the is­sue, he en­cour­aged with a smile, as they passed be­fore him, the com­pa­ny of sap­pers of the first corps, which he had ap­point­ed to bar­ri­cade Mont-Saint-Jean as soon as the vil­lage should be car­ried. All this seren­i­ty had been tra­versed by but a sin­gle word of haughty pity; per­ceiv­ing on his left, at a spot where there now stands a large tomb, those ad­mirable Scotch Grays, with their su­perb hors­es, mass­ing them­selves, he said, “It is a pity.”

			Then he mount­ed his horse, ad­vanced be­yond Rossomme, and se­lect­ed for his post of ob­ser­va­tion a con­tract­ed el­e­va­tion of turf to the right of the road from Genappe to Brus­sels, which was his sec­ond sta­tion dur­ing the bat­tle. The third sta­tion, the one adopt­ed at sev­en o’clock in the evening, be­tween La Belle-Al­liance and La Haie-Sainte, is for­mi­da­ble; it is a rather el­e­vat­ed knoll, which still ex­ists, and be­hind which the guard was massed on a slope of the plain. Around this knoll the balls re­bound­ed from the pave­ments of the road, up to Napoleon him­self. As at Bri­enne, he had over his head the shriek of the bul­lets and of the heavy ar­tillery. Mouldy can­non­balls, old sword-blades, and shape­less pro­jec­tiles, eat­en up with rust, were picked up at the spot where his horse’s feet stood. Scabra ru­big­ine. A few years ago, a shell of six­ty pounds, still charged, and with its fuse bro­ken off lev­el with the bomb, was un­earthed. It was at this last post that the Em­per­or said to his guide, La­coste, a hos­tile and ter­ri­fied peas­ant, who was at­tached to the sad­dle of a hus­sar, and who turned round at ev­ery dis­charge of can­is­ter and tried to hide be­hind Napoleon: “Fool, it is shame­ful! You’ll get your­self killed with a ball in the back.” He who writes these lines has him­self found, in the fri­able soil of this knoll, on turn­ing over the sand, the re­mains of the neck of a bomb, dis­in­te­grat­ed, by the ox­i­diza­tion of six and forty years, and old frag­ments of iron which part­ed like el­der-twigs be­tween the fin­gers.

			Ev­ery­one is aware that the var­i­ous­ly in­clined un­du­la­tions of the plains, where the en­gage­ment be­tween Napoleon and Welling­ton took place, are no longer what they were on June 18, 1815. By tak­ing from this mourn­ful field the where­with­al to make a mon­u­ment to it, its re­al re­lief has been tak­en away, and his­to­ry, dis­con­cert­ed, no longer finds her bear­ings there. It has been dis­fig­ured for the sake of glo­ri­fy­ing it. Welling­ton, when he be­held Wa­ter­loo once more, two years lat­er, ex­claimed, “They have al­tered my field of bat­tle!” Where the great pyra­mid of earth, sur­mount­ed by the li­on, ris­es to­day, there was a hillock which de­scend­ed in an easy slope to­wards the Niv­elles road, but which was al­most an es­carp­ment on the side of the high­way to Genappe. The el­e­va­tion of this es­carp­ment can still be mea­sured by the height of the two knolls of the two great sepul­chres which en­close the road from Genappe to Brus­sels: one, the Eng­lish tomb, is on the left; the oth­er, the Ger­man tomb, is on the right. There is no French tomb. The whole of that plain is a sepul­chre for France. Thanks to the thou­sands up­on thou­sands of cart­loads of earth em­ployed in the hillock one hun­dred and fifty feet in height and half a mile in cir­cum­fer­ence, the plateau of Mont-Saint-Jean is now ac­ces­si­ble by an easy slope. On the day of bat­tle, par­tic­u­lar­ly on the side of La Haie-Sainte, it was abrupt and dif­fi­cult of ap­proach. The slope there is so steep that the Eng­lish can­non could not see the farm, sit­u­at­ed in the bot­tom of the val­ley, which was the cen­tre of the com­bat. On the 18th of June, 1815, the rains had still far­ther in­creased this ac­cliv­i­ty, the mud com­pli­cat­ed the prob­lem of the as­cent, and the men not on­ly slipped back, but stuck fast in the mire. Along the crest of the plateau ran a sort of trench whose pres­ence it was im­pos­si­ble for the dis­tant ob­serv­er to di­vine.

			What was this trench? Let us ex­plain. Braine-l’Alleud is a Bel­gian vil­lage; Ohain is an­oth­er. These vil­lages, both of them con­cealed in curves of the land­scape, are con­nect­ed by a road about a league and a half in length, which tra­vers­es the plain along its un­du­lat­ing lev­el, and of­ten en­ters and buries it­self in the hills like a fur­row, which makes a ravine of this road in some places. In 1815, as at the present day, this road cut the crest of the plateau of Mont-Saint-Jean be­tween the two high­ways from Genappe and Niv­elles; on­ly, it is now on a lev­el with the plain; it was then a hol­low way. Its two slopes have been ap­pro­pri­at­ed for the mon­u­men­tal hillock. This road was, and still is, a trench through­out the greater por­tion of its course; a hol­low trench, some­times a dozen feet in depth, and whose banks, be­ing too steep, crum­bled away here and there, par­tic­u­lar­ly in win­ter, un­der driv­ing rains. Ac­ci­dents hap­pened here. The road was so nar­row at the Braine-l’Alleud en­trance that a passer­by was crushed by a cart, as is proved by a stone cross which stands near the ceme­tery, and which gives the name of the dead, “Mon­sieur Bernard De­brye, Mer­chant of Brus­sels,” and the date of the ac­ci­dent, “Feb­ru­ary, 1637.”20 It was so deep on the table­land of Mont-Saint-Jean that a peas­ant, Math­ieu Nicaise, was crushed there, in 1783, by a slide from the slope, as is stat­ed on an­oth­er stone cross, the top of which has dis­ap­peared in the process of clear­ing the ground, but whose over­turned pedestal is still vis­i­ble on the grassy slope to the left of the high­way be­tween La Haie-Sainte and the farm of Mont-Saint-Jean.

			On the day of bat­tle, this hol­low road whose ex­is­tence was in no way in­di­cat­ed, bor­der­ing the crest of Mont-Saint-Jean, a trench at the sum­mit of the es­carp­ment, a rut con­cealed in the soil, was in­vis­i­ble; that is to say, ter­ri­ble.

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				The Em­per­or Puts a Ques­tion to the Guide La­coste

			
			So, on the morn­ing of Wa­ter­loo, Napoleon was con­tent.

			He was right; the plan of bat­tle con­ceived by him was, as we have seen, re­al­ly ad­mirable.

			The bat­tle once be­gun, its very var­i­ous changes—the re­sis­tance of Hougomont; the tenac­i­ty of La Haie-Sainte; the killing of Bauduin; the dis­abling of Foy; the un­ex­pect­ed wall against which Soye’s brigade was shat­tered; Guilleminot’s fa­tal heed­less­ness when he had nei­ther petard nor pow­der sacks; the mir­ing of the bat­ter­ies; the fif­teen un­escort­ed pieces over­whelmed in a hol­low way by Uxbridge; the small ef­fect of the bombs fall­ing in the Eng­lish lines, and there em­bed­ding them­selves in the rain-soaked soil, and on­ly suc­ceed­ing in pro­duc­ing vol­ca­noes of mud, so that the can­is­ter was turned in­to a splash; the use­less­ness of Piré’s demon­stra­tion on Braine-l’Alleud; all that cav­al­ry, fif­teen squadrons, al­most ex­ter­mi­nat­ed; the right wing of the Eng­lish bad­ly alarmed, the left wing bad­ly cut in­to; Ney’s strange mis­take in mass­ing, in­stead of ech­e­lon­ning the four di­vi­sions of the first corps; men de­liv­ered over to grapeshot, ar­ranged in ranks twen­ty-sev­en deep and with a frontage of two hun­dred; the fright­ful holes made in these mass­es by the can­non­balls; at­tack­ing col­umns dis­or­ga­nized; the side-bat­tery sud­den­ly un­masked on their flank; Bour­geois, Donzelot, and Du­rutte com­pro­mised; Quiot re­pulsed; Lieu­tenant Vieux, that Her­cules grad­u­at­ed at the Poly­tech­nic School, wound­ed at the mo­ment when he was beat­ing in with an axe the door of La Haie-Sainte un­der the down­right fire of the Eng­lish bar­ri­cade which barred the an­gle of the road from Genappe to Brus­sels; Marcognet’s di­vi­sion caught be­tween the in­fantry and the cav­al­ry, shot down at the very muz­zle of the guns amid the grain by Best and Pack, put to the sword by Pon­son­by; his bat­tery of sev­en pieces spiked; the Prince of Saxe-Weimar hold­ing and guard­ing, in spite of the Comte d’Er­lon, both Frischemont and Smo­hain; the flag of the 105th tak­en, the flag of the 45th cap­tured; that black Prus­sian hus­sar stopped by run­ners of the fly­ing col­umn of three hun­dred light cav­al­ry on the scout be­tween Wavre and Plan­cenoit; the alarm­ing things that had been said by pris­on­ers; Grouchy’s de­lay; fif­teen hun­dred men killed in the or­chard of Hougomont in less than an hour; eigh­teen hun­dred men over­thrown in a still short­er time about La Haie-Sainte—all these stormy in­ci­dents pass­ing like the clouds of bat­tle be­fore Napoleon, had hard­ly trou­bled his gaze and had not over­shad­owed that face of im­pe­ri­al cer­tain­ty. Napoleon was ac­cus­tomed to gaze steadi­ly at war; he nev­er added up the heartrend­ing de­tails, ci­pher by ci­pher; ci­phers mat­tered lit­tle to him, pro­vid­ed that they fur­nished the to­tal—vic­to­ry; he was not alarmed if the be­gin­nings did go astray, since he thought him­self the mas­ter and the pos­ses­sor at the end; he knew how to wait, sup­pos­ing him­self to be out of the ques­tion, and he treat­ed des­tiny as his equal: he seemed to say to fate, Thou wilt not dare.

			Com­posed half of light and half of shad­ow, Napoleon thought him­self pro­tect­ed in good and tol­er­at­ed in evil. He had, or thought that he had, a con­nivance, one might al­most say a com­plic­i­ty, of events in his fa­vor, which was equiv­a­lent to the in­vul­ner­a­bil­i­ty of an­tiq­ui­ty.

			Nev­er­the­less, when one has Bérési­na, Leipzig, and Fontainebleau be­hind one, it seems as though one might dis­trust Wa­ter­loo. A mys­te­ri­ous frown be­comes per­cep­ti­ble in the depths of the heav­ens.

			At the mo­ment when Welling­ton re­treat­ed, Napoleon shud­dered. He sud­den­ly be­held the table­land of Mont-Saint-Jean cleared, and the van of the Eng­lish army dis­ap­pear. It was ral­ly­ing, but hid­ing it­self. The Em­per­or half rose in his stir­rups. The light­ning of vic­to­ry flashed from his eyes.

			Welling­ton, driv­en in­to a cor­ner at the for­est of Soignes and de­stroyed—that was the de­fin­i­tive con­quest of Eng­land by France; it was Cré­cy, Poitiers, Malpla­quet, and Ramil­lies avenged. The man of Maren­go was wip­ing out Ag­in­court.

			So the Em­per­or, med­i­tat­ing on this ter­ri­ble turn of for­tune, swept his glass for the last time over all the points of the field of bat­tle. His guard, stand­ing be­hind him with ground­ed arms, watched him from be­low with a sort of re­li­gion. He pon­dered; he ex­am­ined the slopes, not­ed the de­cliv­i­ties, scru­ti­nized the clumps of trees, the square of rye, the path; he seemed to be count­ing each bush. He gazed with some in­tent­ness at the Eng­lish bar­ri­cades of the two high­ways—two large abatis of trees, that on the road to Genappe above La Haie-Sainte, armed with two can­non, the on­ly ones out of all the Eng­lish ar­tillery which com­mand­ed the ex­trem­i­ty of the field of bat­tle, and that on the road to Niv­elles where gleamed the Dutch bay­o­nets of Chas­sé’s brigade. Near this bar­ri­cade he ob­served the old chapel of Saint Nicholas, paint­ed white, which stands at the an­gle of the cross­road near Braine-l’Alleud; he bent down and spoke in a low voice to the guide La­coste. The guide made a neg­a­tive sign with his head, which was prob­a­bly per­fid­i­ous.

			The Em­per­or straight­ened him­self up and fell to think­ing.

			Welling­ton had drawn back.

			All that re­mained to do was to com­plete this re­treat by crush­ing him.

			Napoleon turn­ing round abrupt­ly, despatched an ex­press at full speed to Paris to an­nounce that the bat­tle was won.

			Napoleon was one of those ge­nius­es from whom thun­der darts.

			He had just found his clap of thun­der.

			He gave or­ders to Mil­haud’s cuirassiers to car­ry the table­land of Mont-Saint-Jean.

		
	
		
			
				IX

				The Un­ex­pect­ed

			
			There were three thou­sand five hun­dred of them. They formed a front a quar­ter of a league in ex­tent. They were gi­ant men, on colos­sal hors­es. There were six and twen­ty squadrons of them; and they had be­hind them to sup­port them Lefeb­vre-Desnou­ettes’s di­vi­sion—the one hun­dred and six picked gen­darmes, the light cav­al­ry of the Guard, eleven hun­dred and nine­ty-sev­en men, and the lancers of the guard of eight hun­dred and eighty lances. They wore casques with­out horse­tails, and cuirass­es of beat­en iron, with horse-pis­tols in their hol­sters, and long sabre-swords. That morn­ing the whole army had ad­mired them, when, at nine o’clock, with bray­ing of trum­pets and all the mu­sic play­ing “Let us watch o’er the Safe­ty of the Em­pire,” they had come in a sol­id col­umn, with one of their bat­ter­ies on their flank, an­oth­er in their cen­tre, and de­ployed in two ranks be­tween the roads to Genappe and Frischemont, and tak­en up their po­si­tion for bat­tle in that pow­er­ful sec­ond line, so clev­er­ly ar­ranged by Napoleon, which, hav­ing on its ex­treme left Keller­mann’s cuirassiers and on its ex­treme right Mil­haud’s cuirassiers, had, so to speak, two wings of iron.

			Aide-de-camp Bernard car­ried them the Em­per­or’s or­ders. Ney drew his sword and placed him­self at their head. The enor­mous squadrons were set in mo­tion.

			Then a for­mi­da­ble spec­ta­cle was seen.

			All their cav­al­ry, with up­raised swords, stan­dards and trum­pets flung to the breeze, formed in col­umns by di­vi­sions, de­scend­ed, by a si­mul­ta­ne­ous move­ment and like one man, with the pre­ci­sion of a brazen bat­ter­ing-ram which is ef­fect­ing a breach, the hill of La Belle Al­liance, plunged in­to the ter­ri­ble depths in which so many men had al­ready fall­en, dis­ap­peared there in the smoke, then emerg­ing from that shad­ow, reap­peared on the oth­er side of the val­ley, still com­pact and in close ranks, mount­ing at a full trot, through a storm of grapeshot which burst up­on them, the ter­ri­ble mud­dy slope of the table­land of Mont-Saint-Jean. They as­cend­ed, grave, threat­en­ing, im­per­turbable; in the in­ter­vals be­tween the mus­ketry and the ar­tillery, their colos­sal tram­pling was au­di­ble. Be­ing two di­vi­sions, there were two col­umns of them; Wathi­er’s di­vi­sion held the right, De­lort’s di­vi­sion was on the left. It seemed as though two im­mense adders of steel were to be seen crawl­ing to­wards the crest of the table­land. It tra­versed the bat­tle like a prodi­gy.

			Noth­ing like it had been seen since the tak­ing of the great re­doubt of the Muskowa by the heavy cav­al­ry; Mu­rat was lack­ing here, but Ney was again present. It seemed as though that mass had be­come a mon­ster and had but one soul. Each col­umn un­du­lat­ed and swelled like the ring of a polyp. They could be seen through a vast cloud of smoke which was rent here and there. A con­fu­sion of hel­mets, of cries, of sabres, a stormy heav­ing of the crup­pers of hors­es amid the can­nons and the flour­ish of trum­pets, a ter­ri­ble and dis­ci­plined tu­mult; over all, the cuirass­es like the scales on the hy­dra.

			These nar­ra­tions seemed to be­long to an­oth­er age. Some­thing par­al­lel to this vi­sion ap­peared, no doubt, in the an­cient Or­phic epics, which told of the cen­taurs, the old hip­pan­thropes, those Ti­tans with hu­man heads and eques­tri­an chests who scaled Olym­pus at a gal­lop, hor­ri­ble, in­vul­ner­a­ble, sub­lime—gods and beasts.

			Odd nu­mer­i­cal co­in­ci­dence—twen­ty-six bat­tal­ions rode to meet twen­ty-six bat­tal­ions. Be­hind the crest of the plateau, in the shad­ow of the masked bat­tery, the Eng­lish in­fantry, formed in­to thir­teen squares, two bat­tal­ions to the square, in two lines, with sev­en in the first line, six in the sec­ond, the stocks of their guns to their shoul­ders, tak­ing aim at that which was on the point of ap­pear­ing, wait­ed, calm, mute, mo­tion­less. They did not see the cuirassiers, and the cuirassiers did not see them. They lis­tened to the rise of this flood of men. They heard the swelling noise of three thou­sand horse, the al­ter­nate and sym­met­ri­cal tramp of their hoofs at full trot, the jin­gling of the cuirass­es, the clang of the sabres and a sort of grand and sav­age breath­ing. There en­sued a most ter­ri­ble si­lence; then, all at once, a long file of up­lift­ed arms, bran­dish­ing sabres, ap­peared above the crest, and casques, trum­pets, and stan­dards, and three thou­sand heads with gray mous­tach­es, shout­ing, “Vive l’Em­pereur!” All this cav­al­ry de­bouched on the plateau, and it was like the ap­pear­ance of an earth­quake.

			All at once, a trag­ic in­ci­dent; on the Eng­lish left, on our right, the head of the col­umn of cuirassiers reared up with a fright­ful clam­or. On ar­riv­ing at the cul­mi­nat­ing point of the crest, un­govern­able, ut­ter­ly giv­en over to fury and their course of ex­ter­mi­na­tion of the squares and can­non, the cuirassiers had just caught sight of a trench—a trench be­tween them and the Eng­lish. It was the hol­low road of Ohain.

			It was a ter­ri­ble mo­ment. The ravine was there, un­ex­pect­ed, yawn­ing, di­rect­ly un­der the hors­es’ feet, two fath­oms deep be­tween its dou­ble slopes; the sec­ond file pushed the first in­to it, and the third pushed on the sec­ond; the hors­es reared and fell back­ward, land­ed on their haunch­es, slid down, all four feet in the air, crush­ing and over­whelm­ing the rid­ers; and there be­ing no means of re­treat—the whole col­umn be­ing no longer any­thing more than a pro­jec­tile—the force which had been ac­quired to crush the Eng­lish crushed the French; the in­ex­orable ravine could on­ly yield when filled; hors­es and rid­ers rolled there pell-mell, grind­ing each oth­er, form­ing but one mass of flesh in this gulf: when this trench was full of liv­ing men, the rest marched over them and passed on. Al­most a third of Dubois’s brigade fell in­to that abyss.

			This be­gan the loss of the bat­tle.

			A lo­cal tra­di­tion, which ev­i­dent­ly ex­ag­ger­ates mat­ters, says that two thou­sand hors­es and fif­teen hun­dred men were buried in the hol­low road of Ohain. This fig­ure prob­a­bly com­pris­es all the oth­er corpses which were flung in­to this ravine the day af­ter the com­bat.

			Let us note in pass­ing that it was Dubois’s sore­ly tried brigade which, an hour pre­vi­ous­ly, mak­ing a charge to one side, had cap­tured the flag of the Lunen­burg bat­tal­ion.

			Napoleon, be­fore giv­ing the or­der for this charge of Mil­haud’s cuirassiers, had scru­ti­nized the ground, but had not been able to see that hol­low road, which did not even form a wrin­kle on the sur­face of the plateau. Warned, nev­er­the­less, and put on the alert by the lit­tle white chapel which marks its an­gle of junc­tion with the Niv­elles high­way, he had prob­a­bly put a ques­tion as to the pos­si­bil­i­ty of an ob­sta­cle, to the guide La­coste. The guide had an­swered No. We might al­most af­firm that Napoleon’s catas­tro­phe orig­i­nat­ed in that sign of a peas­ant’s head.

			Oth­er fa­tal­i­ties were des­tined to arise.

			Was it pos­si­ble that Napoleon should have won that bat­tle? We an­swer No. Why? Be­cause of Welling­ton? Be­cause of Blüch­er? No. Be­cause of God.

			Bona­parte vic­tor at Wa­ter­loo; that does not come with­in the law of the nine­teenth cen­tu­ry. An­oth­er se­ries of facts was in prepa­ra­tion, in which there was no longer any room for Napoleon. The ill will of events had de­clared it­self long be­fore.

			It was time that this vast man should fall.

			The ex­ces­sive weight of this man in hu­man des­tiny dis­turbed the bal­ance. This in­di­vid­u­al alone count­ed for more than a uni­ver­sal group. These pletho­ras of all hu­man vi­tal­i­ty con­cen­trat­ed in a sin­gle head; the world mount­ing to the brain of one man—this would be mor­tal to civ­i­liza­tion were it to last. The mo­ment had ar­rived for the in­cor­rupt­ible and supreme eq­ui­ty to al­ter its plan. Prob­a­bly the prin­ci­ples and the el­e­ments, on which the reg­u­lar grav­i­ta­tions of the moral, as of the ma­te­ri­al, world de­pend, had com­plained. Smok­ing blood, over­filled ceme­ter­ies, moth­ers in tears—these are for­mi­da­ble plead­ers. When the earth is suf­fer­ing from too heavy a bur­den, there are mys­te­ri­ous groan­ings of the shades, to which the abyss lends an ear.

			Napoleon had been de­nounced in the in­fi­nite and his fall had been de­cid­ed on.

			He em­bar­rassed God.

			Wa­ter­loo is not a bat­tle; it is a change of front on the part of the Uni­verse.

		
	
		
			
				X

				The Plateau of Mont-Saint-Jean

			
			The bat­tery was un­masked at the same mo­ment with the ravine.

			Six­ty can­nons and the thir­teen squares dart­ed light­ning point-blank on the cuirassiers. The in­trepid Gen­er­al De­lort made the mil­i­tary salute to the Eng­lish bat­tery.

			The whole of the fly­ing ar­tillery of the Eng­lish had re-en­tered the squares at a gal­lop. The cuirassiers had not had even the time for a halt. The dis­as­ter of the hol­low road had dec­i­mat­ed, but not dis­cour­aged them. They be­longed to that class of men who, when di­min­ished in num­ber, in­crease in courage.

			Wathi­er’s col­umn alone had suf­fered in the dis­as­ter; De­lort’s col­umn, which Ney had de­flect­ed to the left, as though he had a pre­sen­ti­ment of an am­bush, had ar­rived whole.

			The cuirassiers hurled them­selves on the Eng­lish squares.

			At full speed, with bri­dles loose, swords in their teeth, pis­tols in fist—such was the at­tack.

			There are mo­ments in bat­tles in which the soul hard­ens the man un­til the sol­dier is changed in­to a stat­ue, and when all this flesh turns in­to gran­ite. The Eng­lish bat­tal­ions, des­per­ate­ly as­sault­ed, did not stir.

			Then it was ter­ri­ble.

			All the faces of the Eng­lish squares were at­tacked at once. A fren­zied whirl en­veloped them. That cold in­fantry re­mained im­pas­sive. The first rank knelt and re­ceived the cuirassiers on their bay­o­nets, the sec­ond ranks shot them down; be­hind the sec­ond rank the can­noneers charged their guns, the front of the square part­ed, per­mit­ted the pas­sage of an erup­tion of grapeshot, and closed again. The cuirassiers replied by crush­ing them. Their great hors­es reared, strode across the ranks, leaped over the bay­o­nets and fell, gi­gan­tic, in the midst of these four liv­ing wells. The can­non­balls ploughed fur­rows in these cuirassiers; the cuirassiers made breach­es in the squares. Files of men dis­ap­peared, ground to dust un­der the hors­es. The bay­o­nets plunged in­to the bel­lies of these cen­taurs; hence a hideous­ness of wounds which has prob­a­bly nev­er been seen any­where else. The squares, wast­ed by this mad cav­al­ry, closed up their ranks with­out flinch­ing. In­ex­haustible in the mat­ter of grapeshot, they cre­at­ed ex­plo­sions in their as­sailants’ midst. The form of this com­bat was mon­strous. These squares were no longer bat­tal­ions, they were craters; those cuirassiers were no longer cav­al­ry, they were a tem­pest. Each square was a vol­cano at­tacked by a cloud; la­va con­tend­ed with light­ning.

			The square on the ex­treme right, the most ex­posed of all, be­ing in the air, was al­most an­ni­hi­lat­ed at the very first shock. It was formed of the 75th reg­i­ment of High­landers. The bag­pipe-play­er in the cen­tre dropped his melan­choly eyes, filled with the re­flec­tions of the forests and the lakes, in pro­found inat­ten­tion, while men were be­ing ex­ter­mi­nat­ed around him, and seat­ed on a drum, with his pi­broch un­der his arm, played the High­land airs. These Scotch­men died think­ing of Ben Loth­i­an, as did the Greeks re­call­ing Ar­gos. The sword of a cuirassier, which hewed down the bag­pipes and the arm which bore it, put an end to the song by killing the singer.

			The cuirassiers, rel­a­tive­ly few in num­ber, and still fur­ther di­min­ished by the catas­tro­phe of the ravine, had al­most the whole Eng­lish army against them, but they mul­ti­plied them­selves so that each man of them was equal to ten. Nev­er­the­less, some Hanove­ri­an bat­tal­ions yield­ed. Welling­ton per­ceived it, and thought of his cav­al­ry. Had Napoleon at that same mo­ment thought of his in­fantry, he would have won the bat­tle. This for­get­ful­ness was his great and fa­tal mis­take.

			All at once, the cuirassiers, who had been the as­sailants, found them­selves as­sailed. The Eng­lish cav­al­ry was at their back. Be­fore them two squares, be­hind them Som­er­set; Som­er­set meant four­teen hun­dred dra­goons of the guard. On the right, Som­er­set had Dorn­berg with the Ger­man light-horse, and on his left, Trip with the Bel­gian cara­bi­neers; the cuirassiers at­tacked on the flank and in front, be­fore and in the rear, by in­fantry and cav­al­ry, had to face all sides. What mat­tered it to them? They were a whirl­wind. Their val­or was some­thing in­de­scrib­able.

			In ad­di­tion to this, they had be­hind them the bat­tery, which was still thun­der­ing. It was nec­es­sary that it should be so, or they could nev­er have been wound­ed in the back. One of their cuirass­es, pierced on the shoul­der by a ball from a bis­cayan,21 is in the col­lec­tion of the Wa­ter­loo Mu­se­um.

			For such French­men noth­ing less than such En­glish­men was need­ed. It was no longer a hand-to-hand con­flict; it was a shad­ow, a fury, a dizzy trans­port of souls and courage, a hur­ri­cane of light­ning swords. In an in­stant the four­teen hun­dred dra­goon guards num­bered on­ly eight hun­dred. Fuller, their lieu­tenant-colonel, fell dead. Ney rushed up with the lancers and Lefeb­vre-Desnou­ettes’s light-horse. The plateau of Mont-Saint-Jean was cap­tured, re­cap­tured, cap­tured again. The cuirassiers quit­ted the cav­al­ry to re­turn to the in­fantry; or, to put it more ex­act­ly, the whole of that for­mi­da­ble rout col­lared each oth­er with­out re­leas­ing the oth­er. The squares still held firm.

			There were a dozen as­saults. Ney had four hors­es killed un­der him. Half the cuirassiers re­mained on the plateau. This con­flict last­ed two hours.

			The Eng­lish army was pro­found­ly shak­en. There is no doubt that, had they not been en­fee­bled in their first shock by the dis­as­ter of the hol­low road the cuirassiers would have over­whelmed the cen­tre and de­cid­ed the vic­to­ry. This ex­tra­or­di­nary cav­al­ry pet­ri­fied Clin­ton, who had seen Ta­lav­era and Bada­joz. Welling­ton, three-quar­ters van­quished, ad­mired hero­ical­ly. He said in an un­der­tone, “Sub­lime!”

			The cuirassiers an­ni­hi­lat­ed sev­en squares out of thir­teen, took or spiked six­ty pieces of ord­nance, and cap­tured from the Eng­lish reg­i­ments six flags, which three cuirassiers and three chas­seurs of the Guard bore to the Em­per­or, in front of the farm of La Belle Al­liance.

			Welling­ton’s sit­u­a­tion had grown worse. This strange bat­tle was like a du­el be­tween two rag­ing, wound­ed men, each of whom, still fight­ing and still re­sist­ing, is ex­pend­ing all his blood.

			Which of the two will be the first to fall?

			The con­flict on the plateau con­tin­ued.

			What had be­come of the cuirassiers? No one could have told. One thing is cer­tain, that on the day af­ter the bat­tle, a cuirassier and his horse were found dead among the wood­work of the scales for ve­hi­cles at Mont-Saint-Jean, at the very point where the four roads from Niv­elles, Genappe, La Hulpe, and Brus­sels meet and in­ter­sect each oth­er. This horse­man had pierced the Eng­lish lines. One of the men who picked up the body still lives at Mont-Saint-Jean. His name is De­haze. He was eigh­teen years old at that time.

			Welling­ton felt that he was yield­ing. The cri­sis was at hand.

			The cuirassiers had not suc­ceed­ed, since the cen­tre was not bro­ken through. As ev­ery­one was in pos­ses­sion of the plateau, no one held it, and in fact it re­mained, to a great ex­tent, with the Eng­lish. Welling­ton held the vil­lage and the cul­mi­nat­ing plain; Ney had on­ly the crest and the slope. They seemed root­ed in that fa­tal soil on both sides.

			But the weak­en­ing of the Eng­lish seemed ir­re­me­di­a­ble. The bleed­ing of that army was hor­ri­ble. Kempt, on the left wing, de­mand­ed re­in­force­ments. “There are none,” replied Welling­ton; “he must let him­self be killed!” Al­most at that same mo­ment, a sin­gu­lar co­in­ci­dence which paints the ex­haus­tion of the two armies, Ney de­mand­ed in­fantry from Napoleon, and Napoleon ex­claimed, “In­fantry! Where does he ex­pect me to get it? Does he think I can make it?”

			Nev­er­the­less, the Eng­lish army was in the worse case of the two. The fu­ri­ous on­sets of those great squadrons with cuirass­es of iron and breasts of steel had ground the in­fantry to noth­ing. A few men clus­tered round a flag marked the post of a reg­i­ment; such and such a bat­tal­ion was com­mand­ed on­ly by a cap­tain or a lieu­tenant; Al­ten’s di­vi­sion, al­ready so rough­ly han­dled at La Haie-Sainte, was al­most de­stroyed; the in­trepid Bel­gians of Van Kluze’s brigade strewed the rye-fields all along the Niv­elles road; hard­ly any­thing was left of those Dutch grenadiers, who, in­ter­min­gled with Spaniards in our ranks in 1811, fought against Welling­ton; and who, in 1815, ral­lied to the Eng­lish stan­dard, fought against Napoleon. The loss in of­fi­cers was con­sid­er­able. Lord Uxbridge, who had his leg buried on the fol­low­ing day, had his knee shat­tered. If, on the French side, in that tus­sle of the cuirassiers, De­lort, l’Héri­ti­er, Col­bert, Dnop, Travers, and Blan­card were dis­abled, on the side of the Eng­lish there was Al­ten wound­ed, Barne wound­ed, De­lancey killed, Van Meeren killed, Ompte­da killed, the whole of Welling­ton’s staff dec­i­mat­ed, and Eng­land had the worse of it in that bloody scale. The sec­ond reg­i­ment of foot-guards had lost five lieu­tenant-colonels, four cap­tains, and three en­signs; the first bat­tal­ion of the 30th in­fantry had lost 24 of­fi­cers and 1,200 sol­diers; the 79th High­landers had lost 24 of­fi­cers wound­ed, 18 of­fi­cers killed, 450 sol­diers killed. The Hanove­ri­an hus­sars of Cum­ber­land, a whole reg­i­ment, with Colonel Hacke at its head, who was des­tined to be tried lat­er on and cashiered, had turned bri­dle in the pres­ence of the fray, and had fled to the for­est of Soignes, sow­ing de­feat all the way to Brus­sels. The trans­ports, am­mu­ni­tion-wag­ons, the bag­gage-wag­ons, the wag­ons filled with wound­ed, on per­ceiv­ing that the French were gain­ing ground and ap­proach­ing the for­est, rushed head­long thith­er. The Dutch, mowed down by the French cav­al­ry, cried, “Alarm!” From Vert-Coucou to Groe­nen­dael, for a dis­tance of near­ly two leagues in the di­rec­tion of Brus­sels, ac­cord­ing to the tes­ti­mo­ny of eye­wit­ness­es who are still alive, the roads were en­cum­bered with fugi­tives. This pan­ic was such that it at­tacked the Prince de Condé at Mech­lin, and Louis XVI­II at Ghent. With the ex­cep­tion of the fee­ble re­serve ech­e­lonned be­hind the am­bu­lance es­tab­lished at the farm of Mont-Saint-Jean, and of Vi­vian’s and Van­deleur’s brigades, which flanked the left wing, Welling­ton had no cav­al­ry left. A num­ber of bat­ter­ies lay un­horsed. These facts are at­test­ed by Si­borne; and Pringle, ex­ag­ger­at­ing the dis­as­ter, goes so far as to say that the An­glo-Dutch army was re­duced to thir­ty-four thou­sand men. The Iron Duke re­mained calm, but his lips blanched. Vin­cent, the Aus­tri­an com­mis­sion­er, Ala­va, the Span­ish com­mis­sion­er, who were present at the bat­tle in the Eng­lish staff, thought the Duke lost. At five o’clock Welling­ton drew out his watch, and he was heard to mur­mur these sin­is­ter words, “Blüch­er, or night!”

			It was at about that mo­ment that a dis­tant line of bay­o­nets gleamed on the heights in the di­rec­tion of Frischemont.

			Here comes the change of face in this gi­ant dra­ma.

		
	
		
			
				XI

				A Bad Guide to Napoleon; A Good Guide to Bülow

			
			The painful sur­prise of Napoleon is well known. Grouchy hoped for, Blüch­er ar­riv­ing. Death in­stead of life.

			Fate has these turns; the throne of the world was ex­pect­ed; it was Saint He­le­na that was seen.

			If the lit­tle shep­herd who served as guide to Bülow, Blüch­er’s lieu­tenant, had ad­vised him to de­bouch from the for­est above Frischemont, in­stead of be­low Plan­cenoit, the form of the nine­teenth cen­tu­ry might, per­haps, have been dif­fer­ent. Napoleon would have won the bat­tle of Wa­ter­loo. By any oth­er route than that be­low Plan­cenoit, the Prus­sian army would have come out up­on a ravine im­pass­able for ar­tillery, and Bülow would not have ar­rived.

			Now the Prus­sian gen­er­al, Muf­fling, de­clares that one hour’s de­lay, and Blüch­er would not have found Welling­ton on his feet. “The bat­tle was lost.”

			It was time that Bülow should ar­rive, as will be seen. He had, more­over, been very much de­layed. He had bivouacked at Dion-le-Mont, and had set out at day­break; but the roads were im­pass­able, and his di­vi­sions stuck fast in the mire. The ruts were up to the hubs of the can­nons. More­over, he had been obliged to pass the Dyle on the nar­row bridge of Wavre; the street lead­ing to the bridge had been fired by the French, so the cais­sons and am­mu­ni­tion-wag­ons could not pass be­tween two rows of burn­ing hous­es, and had been obliged to wait un­til the con­fla­gra­tion was ex­tin­guished. It was mid­day be­fore Bülow’s van­guard had been able to reach Chapelle-Saint-Lam­bert.

			Had the ac­tion been be­gun two hours ear­li­er, it would have been over at four o’clock, and Blüch­er would have fall­en on the bat­tle won by Napoleon. Such are these im­mense risks pro­por­tioned to an in­fi­nite which we can­not com­pre­hend.

			The Em­per­or had been the first, as ear­ly as mid­day, to de­scry with his field-glass, on the ex­treme hori­zon, some­thing which had at­tract­ed his at­ten­tion. He had said, “I see yon­der a cloud, which seems to me to be troops.” Then he asked the Duc de Dal­matie, “Soult, what do you see in the di­rec­tion of Chapelle-Saint-Lam­bert?” The mar­shal, lev­el­ling his glass, an­swered, “Four or five thou­sand men, Sire; ev­i­dent­ly Grouchy.” But it re­mained mo­tion­less in the mist. All the glass­es of the staff had stud­ied “the cloud” point­ed out by the Em­per­or. Some said: “It is trees.” The truth is, that the cloud did not move. The Em­per­or de­tached Domon’s di­vi­sion of light cav­al­ry to re­con­noitre in that quar­ter.

			Bülow had not moved, in fact. His van­guard was very fee­ble, and could ac­com­plish noth­ing. He was obliged to wait for the body of the army corps, and he had re­ceived or­ders to con­cen­trate his forces be­fore en­ter­ing in­to line; but at five o’clock, per­ceiv­ing Welling­ton’s per­il, Blüch­er or­dered Bülow to at­tack, and ut­tered these re­mark­able words: “We must give air to the Eng­lish army.”

			A lit­tle lat­er, the di­vi­sions of Losthin, Hiller, Hacke, and Rys­sel de­ployed be­fore Lobau’s corps, the cav­al­ry of Prince William of Prus­sia de­bouched from the for­est of Paris, Plan­cenoit was in flames, and the Prus­sian can­non­balls be­gan to rain even up­on the ranks of the guard in re­serve be­hind Napoleon.

		
	
		
			
				XII

				The Guard

			
			Ev­ery­one knows the rest—the ir­rup­tion of a third army; the bat­tle bro­ken to pieces; eighty-six mouths of fire thun­der­ing si­mul­ta­ne­ous­ly; Pirch the first com­ing up with Bülow; Zi­eten’s cav­al­ry led by Blüch­er in per­son, the French driv­en back; Marcognet swept from the plateau of Ohain; Du­rutte dis­lodged from Pa­pelotte; Donzelot and Quiot re­treat­ing; Lobau caught on the flank; a fresh bat­tle pre­cip­i­tat­ing it­self on our dis­man­tled reg­i­ments at night­fall; the whole Eng­lish line re­sum­ing the of­fen­sive and thrust for­ward; the gi­gan­tic breach made in the French army; the Eng­lish grapeshot and the Prus­sian grapeshot aid­ing each oth­er; the ex­ter­mi­na­tion; dis­as­ter in front; dis­as­ter on the flank; the Guard en­ter­ing the line in the midst of this ter­ri­ble crum­bling of all things.

			Con­scious that they were about to die, they shout­ed, “Vive l’Em­pereur!” His­to­ry records noth­ing more touch­ing than that agony burst­ing forth in ac­cla­ma­tions.

			The sky had been over­cast all day long. All of a sud­den, at that very mo­ment—it was eight o’clock in the evening—the clouds on the hori­zon part­ed, and al­lowed the grand and sin­is­ter glow of the set­ting sun to pass through, athwart the elms on the Niv­elles road. They had seen it rise at Auster­litz.

			Each bat­tal­ion of the Guard was com­mand­ed by a gen­er­al for this fi­nal catas­tro­phe. Fri­ant, Michel, Roguet, Harlet, Mal­let, Poret de Mor­van, were there. When the tall caps of the grenadiers of the Guard, with their large plaques bear­ing the ea­gle ap­peared, sym­met­ri­cal, in line, tran­quil, in the midst of that com­bat, the en­e­my felt a re­spect for France; they thought they be­held twen­ty vic­to­ries en­ter­ing the field of bat­tle, with wings out­spread, and those who were the con­querors, be­liev­ing them­selves to be van­quished, re­treat­ed; but Welling­ton shout­ed, “Up, Guards, and aim straight!” The red reg­i­ment of Eng­lish guards, ly­ing flat be­hind the hedges, sprang up, a cloud of grapeshot rid­dled the tri­col­ored flag and whis­tled round our ea­gles; all hurled them­selves for­wards, and the fi­nal car­nage be­gan. In the dark­ness, the Im­pe­ri­al Guard felt the army los­ing ground around it, and in the vast shock of the rout it heard the des­per­ate flight which had tak­en the place of the “Vive l’Em­pereur!” and, with flight be­hind it, it con­tin­ued to ad­vance, more crushed, los­ing more men at ev­ery step that it took. There were none who hes­i­tat­ed, no timid men in its ranks. The sol­dier in that troop was as much of a hero as the gen­er­al. Not a man was miss­ing in that sui­cide.

			Ney, be­wil­dered, great with all the grandeur of ac­cept­ed death, of­fered him­self to all blows in that tem­pest. He had his fifth horse killed un­der him there. Per­spir­ing, his eyes aflame, foam­ing at the mouth, with uni­form un­but­toned, one of his epaulets half cut off by a sword-stroke from a horse­guard, his plaque with the great ea­gle dent­ed by a bul­let; bleed­ing, be­mired, mag­nif­i­cent, a bro­ken sword in his hand, he said, “Come and see how a Mar­shal of France dies on the field of bat­tle!” But in vain; he did not die. He was hag­gard and an­gry. At Drou­et d’Er­lon he hurled this ques­tion, “Are you not go­ing to get your­self killed?” In the midst of all that ar­tillery en­gaged in crush­ing a hand­ful of men, he shout­ed: “So there is noth­ing for me! Oh! I should like to have all these Eng­lish bul­lets en­ter my bow­els!” Un­hap­py man, thou wert re­served for French bul­lets!

		
	
		
			
				XIII

				The Catas­tro­phe

			
			The rout be­hind the Guard was melan­choly.

			The army yield­ed sud­den­ly on all sides at once—Hougomont, La Haie-Sainte, Pa­pelotte, Plan­cenoit. The cry “Treach­ery!” was fol­lowed by a cry of “Save your­selves who can!” An army which is dis­band­ing is like a thaw. All yields, splits, cracks, floats, rolls, falls, jos­tles, has­tens, is pre­cip­i­tat­ed. The dis­in­te­gra­tion is un­prece­dent­ed. Ney bor­rows a horse, leaps up­on it, and with­out hat, cra­vat, or sword, places him­self across the Brus­sels road, stop­ping both Eng­lish and French. He strives to de­tain the army, he re­calls it to its du­ty, he in­sults it, he clings to the rout. He is over­whelmed. The sol­diers fly from him, shout­ing, “Long live Mar­shal Ney!” Two of Du­rutte’s reg­i­ments go and come in af­fright as though tossed back and forth be­tween the swords of the Uh­lans and the fusil­lade of the brigades of Kempt, Best, Pack, and Ry­landt; the worst of hand-to-hand con­flicts is the de­feat; friends kill each oth­er in or­der to es­cape; squadrons and bat­tal­ions break and dis­perse against each oth­er, like the tremen­dous foam of bat­tle. Lobau at one ex­trem­i­ty, and Reille at the oth­er, are drawn in­to the tide. In vain does Napoleon erect walls from what is left to him of his Guard; in vain does he ex­pend in a last ef­fort his last ser­vice­able squadrons. Quiot re­treats be­fore Vi­vian, Keller­mann be­fore Van­deleur, Lobau be­fore Bülow, Morand be­fore Pirch, Domon and Suber­vic be­fore Prince William of Prus­sia; Guy­ot, who led the Em­per­or’s squadrons to the charge, falls be­neath the feet of the Eng­lish dra­goons. Napoleon gal­lops past the line of fugi­tives, ha­rangues, urges, threat­ens, en­treats them. All the mouths which in the morn­ing had shout­ed, “Long live the Em­per­or!” re­main gap­ing; they hard­ly rec­og­nize him. The Prus­sian cav­al­ry, new­ly ar­rived, dash­es for­wards, flies, hews, slash­es, kills, ex­ter­mi­nates. Hors­es lash out, the can­nons flee; the sol­diers of the ar­tillery-train un­har­ness the cais­sons and use the hors­es to make their es­cape; trans­ports over­turned, with all four wheels in the air, clog the road and oc­ca­sion mas­sacres. Men are crushed, tram­pled down, oth­ers walk over the dead and the liv­ing. Arms are lost. A dizzy mul­ti­tude fills the roads, the paths, the bridges, the plains, the hills, the val­leys, the woods, en­cum­bered by this in­va­sion of forty thou­sand men. Shouts de­spair, knap­sacks and guns flung among the rye, pas­sages forced at the point of the sword, no more com­rades, no more of­fi­cers, no more gen­er­als, an in­ex­press­ible ter­ror. Zi­eten putting France to the sword at its leisure. Li­ons con­vert­ed in­to goats. Such was the flight.

			At Genappe, an ef­fort was made to wheel about, to present a bat­tle front, to draw up in line. Lobau ral­lied three hun­dred men. The en­trance to the vil­lage was bar­ri­cad­ed, but at the first vol­ley of Prus­sian can­is­ter, all took to flight again, and Lobau was tak­en. That vol­ley of grapeshot can be seen to­day im­print­ed on the an­cient gable of a brick build­ing on the right of the road at a few min­utes’ dis­tance be­fore you en­ter Genappe. The Prus­sians threw them­selves in­to Genappe, fu­ri­ous, no doubt, that they were not more en­tire­ly the con­querors. The pur­suit was stu­pen­dous. Blüch­er or­dered ex­ter­mi­na­tion. Roguet had set the lugubri­ous ex­am­ple of threat­en­ing with death any French grenadier who should bring him a Prus­sian pris­on­er. Blüch­er out­did Roguet. Duh­esme, the gen­er­al of the Young Guard, hemmed in at the door­way of an inn at Genappe, sur­ren­dered his sword to a huz­zar of death, who took the sword and slew the pris­on­er. The vic­to­ry was com­plet­ed by the as­sas­si­na­tion of the van­quished. Let us in­flict pun­ish­ment, since we are his­to­ry: old Blüch­er dis­graced him­self. This fe­roc­i­ty put the fin­ish­ing touch to the dis­as­ter. The des­per­ate route tra­versed Genappe, tra­versed Qua­tre-Bras, tra­versed Gos­selies, tra­versed Frasnes, tra­versed Charleroi, tra­versed Thuin, and on­ly halt­ed at the fron­tier. Alas! and who, then, was flee­ing in that man­ner? The Grand Army.

			This ver­ti­go, this ter­ror, this down­fall in­to ru­in of the lofti­est brav­ery which ev­er as­tound­ed his­to­ry—is that cause­less? No. The shad­ow of an enor­mous right is pro­ject­ed athwart Wa­ter­loo. It is the day of des­tiny. The force which is might­i­er than man pro­duced that day. Hence the ter­ri­fied wrin­kle of those brows; hence all those great souls sur­ren­der­ing their swords. Those who had con­quered Eu­rope have fall­en prone on the earth, with noth­ing left to say nor to do, feel­ing the present shad­ow of a ter­ri­ble pres­ence. Hoc er­at in fatis. That day the per­spec­tive of the hu­man race un­der­went a change. Wa­ter­loo is the hinge of the nine­teenth cen­tu­ry. The dis­ap­pear­ance of the great man was nec­es­sary to the ad­vent of the great cen­tu­ry. Some­one, a per­son to whom one replies not, took the re­spon­si­bil­i­ty on him­self. The pan­ic of he­roes can be ex­plained. In the bat­tle of Wa­ter­loo there is some­thing more than a cloud, there is some­thing of the me­te­or. God has passed by.

			At night­fall, in a mead­ow near Genappe, Bernard and Bertrand seized by the skirt of his coat and de­tained a man, hag­gard, pen­sive, sin­is­ter, gloomy, who, dragged to that point by the cur­rent of the rout, had just dis­mount­ed, had passed the bri­dle of his horse over his arm, and with wild eye was re­turn­ing alone to Wa­ter­loo. It was Napoleon, the im­mense som­nam­bu­list of this dream which had crum­bled, es­say­ing once more to ad­vance.

		
	
		
			
				XIV

				The Last Square

			
			Sev­er­al squares of the Guard, mo­tion­less amid this stream of the de­feat, as rocks in run­ning wa­ter, held their own un­til night. Night came, death al­so; they await­ed that dou­ble shad­ow, and, in­vin­ci­ble, al­lowed them­selves to be en­veloped there­in. Each reg­i­ment, iso­lat­ed from the rest, and hav­ing no bond with the army, now shat­tered in ev­ery part, died alone. They had tak­en up po­si­tion for this fi­nal ac­tion, some on the heights of Rossomme, oth­ers on the plain of Mont-Saint-Jean. There, aban­doned, van­quished, ter­ri­ble, those gloomy squares en­dured their death-throes in for­mi­da­ble fash­ion. Ulm, Wa­gram, Jé­na, Fried­land, died with them.

			At twi­light, to­wards nine o’clock in the evening, one of them was left at the foot of the plateau of Mont-Saint-Jean. In that fa­tal val­ley, at the foot of that de­cliv­i­ty which the cuirassiers had as­cend­ed, now in­un­dat­ed by the mass­es of the Eng­lish, un­der the con­verg­ing fires of the vic­to­ri­ous hos­tile cav­al­ry, un­der a fright­ful den­si­ty of pro­jec­tiles, this square fought on. It was com­mand­ed by an ob­scure of­fi­cer named Cam­bronne. At each dis­charge, the square di­min­ished and replied. It replied to the grapeshot with a fusil­lade, con­tin­u­al­ly con­tract­ing its four walls. The fugi­tives paus­ing breath­less for a mo­ment in the dis­tance, lis­tened in the dark­ness to that gloomy and ev­er-de­creas­ing thun­der.

			When this le­gion had been re­duced to a hand­ful, when noth­ing was left of their flag but a rag, when their guns, the bul­lets all gone, were no longer any­thing but clubs, when the heap of corpses was larg­er than the group of sur­vivors, there reigned among the con­querors, around those men dy­ing so sub­lime­ly, a sort of sa­cred ter­ror, and the Eng­lish ar­tillery, tak­ing breath, be­came silent. This fur­nished a sort of respite. These com­bat­ants had around them some­thing in the na­ture of a swarm of spec­tres, sil­hou­ettes of men on horse­back, the black pro­files of can­non, the white sky viewed through wheels and gun-car­riages, the colos­sal death’s-head, which the he­roes saw con­stant­ly through the smoke, in the depths of the bat­tle, ad­vanced up­on them and gazed at them. Through the shades of twi­light they could hear the pieces be­ing load­ed; the match­es all light­ed, like the eyes of tigers at night, formed a cir­cle round their heads; all the lint­stocks of the Eng­lish bat­ter­ies ap­proached the can­nons, and then, with emo­tion, hold­ing the supreme mo­ment sus­pend­ed above these men, an Eng­lish gen­er­al, Colville ac­cord­ing to some, Mait­land ac­cord­ing to oth­ers, shout­ed to them, “Sur­ren­der, brave French­men!” Cam­bronne replied, “Merde!”

		
	
		
			
				XV

				Cam­bronne

			
			If any French read­er ob­ject to hav­ing his sus­cep­ti­bil­i­ties of­fend­ed, one would have to re­frain from re­peat­ing in his pres­ence what is per­haps the finest re­ply that a French­man ev­er made. This would en­join us from con­sign­ing some­thing sub­lime to His­to­ry.

			At our own risk and per­il, let us vi­o­late this in­junc­tion.

			Now, then, among those gi­ants there was one Ti­tan—Cam­bronne.

			To make that re­ply and then per­ish, what could be grander? For be­ing will­ing to die is the same as to die; and it was not this man’s fault if he sur­vived af­ter he was shot.

			The win­ner of the bat­tle of Wa­ter­loo was not Napoleon, who was put to flight; nor Welling­ton, giv­ing way at four o’clock, in de­spair at five; nor Blüch­er, who took no part in the en­gage­ment. The win­ner of Wa­ter­loo was Cam­bronne.

			To thun­der forth such a re­ply at the light­ning-flash that kills you is to con­quer!

			Thus to an­swer the Catas­tro­phe, thus to speak to Fate, to give this pedestal to the fu­ture li­on, to hurl such a chal­lenge to the mid­night rain­storm, to the treach­er­ous wall of Hougomont, to the sunken road of Ohain, to Grouchy’s de­lay, to Blüch­er’s ar­rival, to be Irony it­self in the tomb, to act so as to stand up­right though fall­en, to drown in two syl­la­bles the Eu­ro­pean coali­tion, to of­fer kings priv­ies which the Cae­sars once knew, to make the low­est of words the most lofty by en­twin­ing with it the glo­ry of France, in­so­lent­ly to end Wa­ter­loo with Mardi­gras, to fin­ish Leonidas with Ra­bel­lais, to set the crown on this vic­to­ry by a word im­pos­si­ble to speak, to lose the field and pre­serve his­to­ry, to have the laugh on your side af­ter such a car­nage—this is im­mense!

			It was an in­sult such as a thun­der­cloud might hurl! It reach­es the grandeur of Aeschy­lus!

			Cam­bronne’s re­ply pro­duces the ef­fect of a vi­o­lent break. ’Tis like the break­ing of a heart un­der a weight of scorn. ’Tis the over­flow of agony burst­ing forth. Who con­quered? Welling­ton? No! Had it not been for Blüch­er, he was lost. Was it Blüch­er? No! If Welling­ton had not be­gun, Blüch­er could not have fin­ished. This Cam­bronne, this man spend­ing his last hour, this un­known sol­dier, this in­fin­i­tes­i­mal of war, re­al­izes that here is a false­hood, a false­hood in a catas­tro­phe, and so dou­bly ag­o­niz­ing; and at the mo­ment when his rage is burst­ing forth be­cause of it, he is of­fered this mock­ery—life! How could he re­strain him­self? Yon­der are all the kings of Eu­rope, the gen­er­al’s flushed with vic­to­ry, the Jupiter’s dart­ing thun­der­bolts; they have a hun­dred thou­sand vic­to­ri­ous sol­diers, and back of the hun­dred thou­sand a mil­lion; their can­non stand with yawn­ing mouths, the match is light­ed; they grind down un­der their heels the Im­pe­ri­al guards, and the grand army; they have just crushed Napoleon, and on­ly Cam­bronne re­mains—on­ly this earth­worm is left to protest. He will protest. Then he seeks for the ap­pro­pri­ate word as one seeks for a sword. His mouth froths, and the froth is the word. In face of this mean and mighty vic­to­ry, in face of this vic­to­ry which counts none vic­to­ri­ous, this des­per­ate sol­dier stands erect. He grants its over­whelm­ing im­men­si­ty, but he es­tab­lish­es its triv­i­al­i­ty; and he does more than spit up­on it. Borne down by num­bers, by su­pe­ri­or force, by brute mat­ter, he finds in his soul an ex­pres­sion: “Ex­cré­ment!” We re­peat it—to use that word, to do thus, to in­vent such an ex­pres­sion, is to be the con­queror!

			The spir­it of mighty days at that por­ten­tous mo­ment made its de­scent on that un­known man. Cam­bronne in­vents the word for Wa­ter­loo as Rouget in­vents the “Mar­seil­laise,” un­der the vis­i­ta­tion of a breath from on high. An em­a­na­tion from the di­vine whirl­wind leaps forth and comes sweep­ing over these men, and they shake, and one of them sings the song supreme, and the oth­er ut­ters the fright­ful cry.

			This chal­lenge of ti­tan­ic scorn Cam­bronne hurls not on­ly at Eu­rope in the name of the Em­pire—that would be a tri­fle: he hurls it at the past in the name of the Rev­o­lu­tion. It is heard, and Cam­bronne is rec­og­nized as pos­sessed by the an­cient spir­it of the Ti­tans. Dan­ton seems to be speak­ing! Kléber seems to be bel­low­ing!

			At that word from Cam­bronne, the Eng­lish voice re­spond­ed, “Fire!” The bat­ter­ies flamed, the hill trem­bled, from all those brazen mouths belched a last ter­ri­ble gush of grapeshot; a vast vol­ume of smoke, vague­ly white in the light of the ris­ing moon, rolled out, and when the smoke dis­persed, there was no longer any­thing there. That for­mi­da­ble rem­nant had been an­ni­hi­lat­ed; the Guard was dead. The four walls of the liv­ing re­doubt lay prone, and hard­ly was there dis­cernible, here and there, even a quiver in the bod­ies; it was thus that the French le­gions, greater than the Ro­man le­gions, ex­pired on Mont-Saint-Jean, on the soil wa­tered with rain and blood, amid the gloomy grain, on the spot where nowa­days Joseph, who drives the post-wag­on from Niv­elles, pass­es whistling, and cheer­ful­ly whip­ping up his horse at four o’clock in the morn­ing.

		
	
		
			
				XVI

				Quot Li­bras in Duce?

			
			The bat­tle of Wa­ter­loo is an enig­ma. It is as ob­scure to those who won it as to those who lost it. For Napoleon it was a pan­ic;22 Blüch­er sees noth­ing in it but fire; Welling­ton un­der­stands noth­ing in re­gard to it. Look at the re­ports. The bul­letins are con­fused, the com­men­taries in­volved. Some stam­mer, oth­ers lisp. Jo­mi­ni di­vides the bat­tle of Wa­ter­loo in­to four mo­ments; Muf­fling cuts it up in­to three changes; Char­ras alone, though we hold an­oth­er judg­ment than his on some points, seized with his haughty glance the char­ac­ter­is­tic out­lines of that catas­tro­phe of hu­man ge­nius in con­flict with di­vine chance. All the oth­er his­to­ri­ans suf­fer from be­ing some­what daz­zled, and in this daz­zled state they fum­ble about. It was a day of light­ning bril­lian­cy; in fact, a crum­bling of the mil­i­tary monar­chy which, to the vast stu­pe­fac­tion of kings, drew all the king­doms af­ter it—the fall of force, the de­feat of war.

			In this event, stamped with su­per­hu­man ne­ces­si­ty, the part played by men amounts to noth­ing.

			If we take Wa­ter­loo from Welling­ton and Blüch­er, do we there­by de­prive Eng­land and Ger­many of any­thing? No. Nei­ther that il­lus­tri­ous Eng­land nor that au­gust Ger­many en­ter in­to the prob­lem of Wa­ter­loo. Thank Heav­en, na­tions are great, in­de­pen­dent­ly of the lugubri­ous feats of the sword. Nei­ther Eng­land, nor Ger­many, nor France is con­tained in a scab­bard. At this epoch when Wa­ter­loo is on­ly a clash­ing of swords, above Blüch­er, Ger­many has Schiller; above Welling­ton, Eng­land has By­ron. A vast dawn of ideas is the pe­cu­liar­i­ty of our cen­tu­ry, and in that au­ro­ra Eng­land and Ger­many have a mag­nif­i­cent ra­di­ance. They are ma­jes­tic be­cause they think. The el­e­va­tion of lev­el which they con­trib­ute to civ­i­liza­tion is in­trin­sic with them; it pro­ceeds from them­selves and not from an ac­ci­dent. The ag­gran­dize­ment which they have brought to the nine­teenth cen­tu­ry has not Wa­ter­loo as its source. It is on­ly bar­barous peo­ples who un­der­go rapid growth af­ter a vic­to­ry. That is the tem­po­rary van­i­ty of tor­rents swelled by a storm. Civ­i­lized peo­ple, es­pe­cial­ly in our day, are nei­ther el­e­vat­ed nor abased by the good or bad for­tune of a cap­tain. Their spe­cif­ic grav­i­ty in the hu­man species re­sults from some­thing more than a com­bat. Their hon­or, thank God! their dig­ni­ty, their in­tel­li­gence, their ge­nius, are not num­bers which those gam­blers, he­roes and con­querors, can put in the lot­tery of bat­tles. Of­ten a bat­tle is lost and progress is con­quered. There is less glo­ry and more lib­er­ty. The drum holds its peace; rea­son takes the word. It is a game in which he who los­es wins. Let us, there­fore, speak of Wa­ter­loo cold­ly from both sides. Let us ren­der to chance that which is due to chance, and to God that which is due to God. What is Wa­ter­loo? A vic­to­ry? No. The win­ning num­ber in the lot­tery.

			The quine23 won by Eu­rope, paid by France.

			It was not worth­while to place a li­on there.

			Wa­ter­loo, more­over, is the strangest en­counter in his­to­ry. Napoleon and Welling­ton. They are not en­e­mies; they are op­po­sites. Nev­er did God, who is fond of an­tithe­ses, make a more strik­ing con­trast, a more ex­tra­or­di­nary com­par­i­son. On one side, pre­ci­sion, fore­sight, ge­om­e­try, pru­dence, an as­sured re­treat, re­serves spared, with an ob­sti­nate cool­ness, an im­per­turbable method, strat­e­gy, which takes ad­van­tage of the ground, tac­tics, which pre­serve the equi­lib­ri­um of bat­tal­ions, car­nage, ex­e­cut­ed ac­cord­ing to rule, war reg­u­lat­ed, watch in hand, noth­ing vol­un­tar­i­ly left to chance, the an­cient clas­sic courage, ab­so­lute reg­u­lar­i­ty; on the oth­er, in­tu­ition, div­ina­tion, mil­i­tary odd­i­ty, su­per­hu­man in­stinct, a flam­ing glance, an in­de­scrib­able some­thing which gazes like an ea­gle, and which strikes like the light­ning, a prodi­gious art in dis­dain­ful im­petu­os­i­ty, all the mys­ter­ies of a pro­found soul, as­so­ci­at­ed with des­tiny; the stream, the plain, the for­est, the hill, sum­moned, and in a man­ner, forced to obey, the despot go­ing even so far as to tyr­an­nize over the field of bat­tle; faith in a star min­gled with strate­gic sci­ence, el­e­vat­ing but per­turb­ing it. Welling­ton was the Barême of war; Napoleon was its Michelan­ge­lo; and on this oc­ca­sion, ge­nius was van­quished by cal­cu­la­tion. On both sides some­one was await­ed. It was the ex­act cal­cu­la­tor who suc­ceed­ed. Napoleon was wait­ing for Grouchy; he did not come. Welling­ton ex­pect­ed Blüch­er; he came.

			Welling­ton is clas­sic war tak­ing its re­venge. Bona­parte, at his dawn­ing, had en­coun­tered him in Italy, and beat­en him su­perbly. The old owl had fled be­fore the young vul­ture. The old tac­tics had been not on­ly struck as by light­ning, but dis­graced. Who was that Cor­si­can of six and twen­ty? What sig­ni­fied that splen­did ig­no­ra­mus, who, with ev­ery­thing against him, noth­ing in his fa­vor, with­out pro­vi­sions, with­out am­mu­ni­tion, with­out can­non, with­out shoes, al­most with­out an army, with a mere hand­ful of men against mass­es, hurled him­self on Eu­rope com­bined, and ab­surd­ly won vic­to­ries in the im­pos­si­ble? Whence had is­sued that ful­mi­nat­ing con­vict, who al­most with­out tak­ing breath, and with the same set of com­bat­ants in hand, pul­ver­ized, one af­ter the oth­er, the five armies of the em­per­or of Ger­many, up­set­ting Beaulieu on Alv­inzi, Wurmser on Beaulieu, Mélas on Wurmser, Mack on Mélas? Who was this novice in war with the ef­fron­tery of a lu­mi­nary? The aca­dem­i­cal mil­i­tary school ex­com­mu­ni­cat­ed him, and as it lost its foot­ing; hence, the im­pla­ca­ble ran­cor of the old Cae­sarism against the new; of the reg­u­lar sword against the flam­ing sword; and of the ex­che­quer against ge­nius. On the 18th of June, 1815, that ran­cor had the last word, and be­neath Lo­di, Mon­te­bel­lo, Mon­tenotte, Man­tua, Ar­co­la, it wrote: Wa­ter­loo. A tri­umph of the mediocres which is sweet to the ma­jor­i­ty. Des­tiny con­sent­ed to this irony. In his de­cline, Napoleon found Wurmser, the younger, again in front of him.

			In fact, to get Wurmser, it suf­ficed to blanch the hair of Welling­ton.

			Wa­ter­loo is a bat­tle of the first or­der, won by a cap­tain of the sec­ond.

			That which must be ad­mired in the bat­tle of Wa­ter­loo, is Eng­land; the Eng­lish firm­ness, the Eng­lish res­o­lu­tion, the Eng­lish blood; the su­perb thing about Eng­land there, no of­fence to her, was her­self. It was not her cap­tain; it was her army.

			Welling­ton, odd­ly un­grate­ful, de­clares in a let­ter to Lord Bathurst, that his army, the army which fought on the 18th of June, 1815, was a “de­testable army.” What does that som­bre in­ter­min­gling of bones buried be­neath the fur­rows of Wa­ter­loo think of that?

			Eng­land has been too mod­est in the mat­ter of Welling­ton. To make Welling­ton so great is to be­lit­tle Eng­land. Welling­ton is noth­ing but a hero like many an­oth­er. Those Scotch Grays, those Horse Guards, those reg­i­ments of Mait­land and of Mitchell, that in­fantry of Pack and Kempt, that cav­al­ry of Pon­son­by and Som­er­set, those High­landers play­ing the pi­broch un­der the show­er of grapeshot, those bat­tal­ions of Ry­landt, those ut­ter­ly raw re­cruits, who hard­ly knew how to han­dle a mus­ket hold­ing their own against Essling’s and Rivoli’s old troops—that is what was grand. Welling­ton was tena­cious; in that lay his mer­it, and we are not seek­ing to lessen it: but the least of his foot-sol­diers and of his cav­al­ry would have been as sol­id as he. The iron sol­dier is worth as much as the Iron Duke. As for us, all our glo­ri­fi­ca­tion goes to the Eng­lish sol­dier, to the Eng­lish army, to the Eng­lish peo­ple. If tro­phy there be, it is to Eng­land that the tro­phy is due. The col­umn of Wa­ter­loo would be more just, if, in­stead of the fig­ure of a man, it bore on high the stat­ue of a peo­ple.

			But this great Eng­land will be an­gry at what we are say­ing here. She still cher­ish­es, af­ter her own 1688 and our 1789, the feu­dal il­lu­sion. She be­lieves in hered­i­ty and hi­er­ar­chy. This peo­ple, sur­passed by none in pow­er and glo­ry, re­gards it­self as a na­tion, and not as a peo­ple. And as a peo­ple, it will­ing­ly sub­or­di­nates it­self and takes a lord for its head. As a work­man, it al­lows it­self to be dis­dained; as a sol­dier, it al­lows it­self to be flogged.

			It will be re­mem­bered, that at the bat­tle of Inker­mann a sergeant who had, it ap­pears, saved the army, could not be men­tioned by Lord Paglan, as the Eng­lish mil­i­tary hi­er­ar­chy does not per­mit any hero be­low the grade of an of­fi­cer to be men­tioned in the re­ports.

			That which we ad­mire above all, in an en­counter of the na­ture of Wa­ter­loo, is the mar­vel­lous clev­er­ness of chance. A noc­tur­nal rain, the wall of Hougomont, the hol­low road of Ohain, Grouchy deaf to the can­non, Napoleon’s guide de­ceiv­ing him, Bülow’s guide en­light­en­ing him—the whole of this cat­a­clysm is won­der­ful­ly con­duct­ed.

			On the whole, let us say it plain­ly, it was more of a mas­sacre than of a bat­tle at Wa­ter­loo.

			Of all pitched bat­tles, Wa­ter­loo is the one which has the small­est front for such a num­ber of com­bat­ants. Napoleon three-quar­ters of a league; Welling­ton, half a league; sev­en­ty-two thou­sand com­bat­ants on each side. From this dense­ness the car­nage arose.

			The fol­low­ing cal­cu­la­tion has been made, and the fol­low­ing pro­por­tion es­tab­lished: Loss of men: at Auster­litz, French, four­teen per­cent; Rus­sians, thir­ty per­cent; Aus­tri­ans, forty-four per­cent. At Wa­gram, French, thir­teen per­cent; Aus­tri­ans, four­teen. At the Moskowa, French, thir­ty-sev­en per­cent; Rus­sians, forty-four. At Bautzen, French, thir­teen per­cent; Rus­sians and Prus­sians, four­teen. At Wa­ter­loo, French, fifty-six per­cent; the Al­lies, thir­ty-one. To­tal for Wa­ter­loo, forty-one per­cent; one hun­dred and forty-four thou­sand com­bat­ants; six­ty thou­sand dead.

			To­day the field of Wa­ter­loo has the calm which be­longs to the earth, the im­pas­sive sup­port of man, and it re­sem­bles all plains.

			At night, more­over, a sort of vi­sion­ary mist aris­es from it; and if a trav­eller strolls there, if he lis­tens, if he watch­es, if he dreams like Vir­gil in the fa­tal plains of Philip­pi, the hal­lu­ci­na­tion of the catas­tro­phe takes pos­ses­sion of him. The fright­ful 18th of June lives again; the false mon­u­men­tal hillock dis­ap­pears, the li­on van­ish­es in air, the bat­tle­field re­sumes its re­al­i­ty, lines of in­fantry un­du­late over the plain, fu­ri­ous gal­lops tra­verse the hori­zon; the fright­ened dream­er be­holds the flash of sabres, the gleam of bay­o­nets, the flare of bombs, the tremen­dous in­ter­change of thun­ders; he hears, as it were, the death rat­tle in the depths of a tomb, the vague clam­or of the bat­tle phan­tom; those shad­ows are grenadiers, those lights are cuirassiers; that skele­ton Napoleon, that oth­er skele­ton is Welling­ton; all this no longer ex­ists, and yet it clash­es to­geth­er and com­bats still; and the ravines are em­pur­pled, and the trees quiver, and there is fury even in the clouds and in the shad­ows; all those ter­ri­ble heights, Hougomont, Mont-Saint-Jean, Frischemont, Pa­pelotte, Plan­cenoit, ap­pear con­fus­ed­ly crowned with whirl­winds of spec­tres en­gaged in ex­ter­mi­nat­ing each oth­er.

		
	
		
			
				XVII

				Is Wa­ter­loo to Be Con­sid­ered Good?

			
			There ex­ists a very re­spectable lib­er­al school which does not hate Wa­ter­loo. We do not be­long to it. To us, Wa­ter­loo is but the stu­pe­fied date of lib­er­ty. That such an ea­gle should emerge from such an egg is cer­tain­ly un­ex­pect­ed.

			If one places one’s self at the cul­mi­nat­ing point of view of the ques­tion, Wa­ter­loo is in­ten­tion­al­ly a coun­ter­rev­o­lu­tion­ary vic­to­ry. It is Eu­rope against France; it is Pe­ters­burg, Berlin, and Vi­en­na against Paris; it is the sta­tus quo against the ini­tia­tive; it is the 14th of Ju­ly, 1789, at­tacked through the 20th of March, 1815; it is the monar­chies clear­ing the decks in op­po­si­tion to the in­domitable French ri­ot­ing. The fi­nal ex­tinc­tion of that vast peo­ple which had been in erup­tion for twen­ty-six years—such was the dream. The sol­i­dar­i­ty of the Brunswicks, the Nas­saus, the Ro­manoffs, the Ho­hen­zollerns, the Haps­burgs with the Bour­bons. Wa­ter­loo bears di­vine right on its crup­per. It is true, that the Em­pire hav­ing been despot­ic, the king­dom by the nat­u­ral re­ac­tion of things, was forced to be lib­er­al, and that a con­sti­tu­tion­al or­der was the un­will­ing re­sult of Wa­ter­loo, to the great re­gret of the con­querors. It is be­cause rev­o­lu­tion can­not be re­al­ly con­quered, and that be­ing prov­i­den­tial and ab­so­lute­ly fa­tal, it is al­ways crop­ping up afresh: be­fore Wa­ter­loo, in Bona­parte over­throw­ing the old thrones; af­ter Wa­ter­loo, in Louis XVI­II grant­ing and con­form­ing to the char­ter. Bona­parte places a pos­til­ion on the throne of Naples, and a sergeant on the throne of Swe­den, em­ploy­ing in­equal­i­ty to demon­strate equal­i­ty; Louis XVI­II at Saint-Ouen coun­ter­signs the dec­la­ra­tion of the rights of man. If you wish to gain an idea of what rev­o­lu­tion is, call it Progress; and if you wish to ac­quire an idea of the na­ture of progress, call it To­mor­row. To­mor­row ful­fils its work ir­re­sistibly, and it is al­ready ful­fill­ing it to­day. It al­ways reach­es its goal strange­ly. It em­ploys Welling­ton to make of Foy, who was on­ly a sol­dier, an or­a­tor. Foy falls at Hougomont and ris­es again in the tri­bune. Thus does progress pro­ceed. There is no such thing as a bad tool for that work­man. It does not be­come dis­con­cert­ed, but ad­justs to its di­vine work the man who has be­strid­den the Alps, and the good old tot­ter­ing in­valid of Fa­ther Élysée. It makes use of the gouty man as well as of the con­queror; of the con­queror with­out, of the gouty man with­in. Wa­ter­loo, by cut­ting short the de­mo­li­tion of Eu­ro­pean thrones by the sword, had no oth­er ef­fect than to cause the rev­o­lu­tion­ary work to be con­tin­ued in an­oth­er di­rec­tion. The slash­ers have fin­ished; it was the turn of the thinkers. The cen­tu­ry that Wa­ter­loo was in­tend­ed to ar­rest has pur­sued its march. That sin­is­ter vic­to­ry was van­quished by lib­er­ty.

			In short, and in­con­testably, that which tri­umphed at Wa­ter­loo; that which smiled in Welling­ton’s rear; that which brought him all the mar­shals’ staffs of Eu­rope, in­clud­ing, it is said, the staff of a mar­shal of France; that which joy­ous­ly trun­dled the bar­rows full of bones to erect the knoll of the li­on; that which tri­umphant­ly in­scribed on that pedestal the date “June 18, 1815;” that which en­cour­aged Blüch­er, as he put the fly­ing army to the sword; that which, from the heights of the plateau of Mont-Saint-Jean, hov­ered over France as over its prey, was the coun­ter­rev­o­lu­tion. It was the coun­ter­rev­o­lu­tion which mur­mured that in­fa­mous word “dis­mem­ber­ment.” On ar­riv­ing in Paris, it be­held the crater close at hand; it felt those ash­es which scorched its feet, and it changed its mind; it re­turned to the stam­mer of a char­ter.

			Let us be­hold in Wa­ter­loo on­ly that which is in Wa­ter­loo. Of in­ten­tion­al lib­er­ty there is none. The coun­ter­rev­o­lu­tion was in­vol­un­tar­i­ly lib­er­al, in the same man­ner as, by a cor­re­spond­ing phe­nom­e­non, Napoleon was in­vol­un­tar­i­ly rev­o­lu­tion­ary. On the 18th of June, 1815, the mount­ed Robe­spierre was hurled from his sad­dle.

		
	
		
			
				XVIII

				A Re­crude­s­cence of Di­vine Right

			
			End of the dic­ta­tor­ship. A whole Eu­ro­pean sys­tem crum­bled away.

			The Em­pire sank in­to a gloom which re­sem­bled that of the Ro­man world as it ex­pired. Again we be­hold the abyss, as in the days of the bar­bar­ians; on­ly the bar­barism of 1815, which must be called by its pet name of the coun­ter­rev­o­lu­tion, was not long breathed, soon fell to pant­ing, and halt­ed short. The Em­pire was be­wept—let us ac­knowl­edge the fact—and be­wept by hero­ic eyes. If glo­ry lies in the sword con­vert­ed in­to a scep­tre, the Em­pire had been glo­ry in per­son. It had dif­fused over the earth all the light which tyran­ny can give—a som­bre light. We will say more; an ob­scure light. Com­pared to the true day­light, it is night. This dis­ap­pear­ance of night pro­duces the ef­fect of an eclipse.

			Louis XVI­II re-en­tered Paris. The cir­cling dances of the 8th of Ju­ly ef­faced the en­thu­si­asms of the 20th of March. The Cor­si­can be­came the an­tithe­sis of the Bear­nese. The flag on the dome of the Tu­i­leries was white. The ex­ile reigned. Hartwell’s pine ta­ble took its place in front of the fleur-de-lys-strewn throne of Louis XIV Bou­vines and Fontenoy were men­tioned as though they had tak­en place on the pre­ced­ing day, Auster­litz hav­ing be­come an­ti­quat­ed. The al­tar and the throne frat­er­nized ma­jes­ti­cal­ly. One of the most undis­put­ed forms of the health of so­ci­ety in the nine­teenth cen­tu­ry was es­tab­lished over France, and over the con­ti­nent. Eu­rope adopt­ed the white cock­ade. Trestail­lon was cel­e­brat­ed. The de­vice non pluribus im­par reap­peared on the stone rays rep­re­sent­ing a sun up­on the front of the bar­racks on the Quai d’Or­say. Where there had been an Im­pe­ri­al Guard, there was now a red house. The Arc du Car­rousel, all laden with bad­ly borne vic­to­ries, thrown out of its el­e­ment among these nov­el­ties, a lit­tle ashamed, it may be, of Maren­go and Ar­co­la, ex­tri­cat­ed it­self from its predica­ment with the stat­ue of the Duc d’An­goulême. The ceme­tery of the Madeleine, a ter­ri­ble pau­per’s grave in 1793, was cov­ered with jasper and mar­ble, since the bones of Louis XVI and Marie An­toinette lay in that dust.

			In the moat of Vin­cennes a sepul­chral shaft sprang from the earth, re­call­ing the fact that the Duc d’En­ghien had per­ished in the very month when Napoleon was crowned. Pope Pius VII, who had per­formed the coro­na­tion very near this death, tran­quil­ly be­stowed his bless­ing on the fall as he had be­stowed it on the el­e­va­tion. At Schoen­brunn there was a lit­tle shad­ow, aged four, whom it was sedi­tious to call the King of Rome. And these things took place, and the kings re­sumed their thrones, and the mas­ter of Eu­rope was put in a cage, and the old regime be­came the new regime, and all the shad­ows and all the light of the earth changed place, be­cause, on the af­ter­noon of a cer­tain sum­mer’s day, a shep­herd said to a Prus­sian in the for­est, “Go this way, and not that!”

			This 1815 was a sort of lugubri­ous April. An­cient un­healthy and poi­sonous re­al­i­ties were cov­ered with new ap­pear­ances. A lie wed­ded 1789; the right di­vine was masked un­der a char­ter; fic­tions be­came con­sti­tu­tion­al; prej­u­dices, su­per­sti­tions and men­tal reser­va­tions, with Ar­ti­cle 14 in the heart, were var­nished over with lib­er­al­ism. It was the ser­pent’s change of skin.

			Man had been ren­dered both greater and small­er by Napoleon. Un­der this reign of splen­did mat­ter, the ide­al had re­ceived the strange name of ide­ol­o­gy! It is a grave im­pru­dence in a great man to turn the fu­ture in­to de­ri­sion. The pop­u­lace, how­ev­er, that food for can­non which is so fond of the can­noneer, sought him with its glance. Where is he? What is he do­ing? “Napoleon is dead,” said a passer­by to a vet­er­an of Maren­go and Wa­ter­loo. “He dead!” cried the sol­dier; “you don’t know him.” Imag­i­na­tion dis­trust­ed this man, even when over­thrown. The depths of Eu­rope were full of dark­ness af­ter Wa­ter­loo. Some­thing enor­mous re­mained long emp­ty through Napoleon’s dis­ap­pear­ance.

			The kings placed them­selves in this void. An­cient Eu­rope prof­it­ed by it to un­der­take re­forms. There was a Holy Al­liance; Belle-Al­liance, Beau­ti­ful Al­liance, the fa­tal field of Wa­ter­loo had said in ad­vance.

			In pres­ence and in face of that an­tique Eu­rope re­con­struct­ed, the fea­tures of a new France were sketched out. The fu­ture, which the Em­per­or had ral­lied, made its en­try. On its brow it bore the star, Lib­er­ty. The glow­ing eyes of all young gen­er­a­tions were turned on it. Sin­gu­lar fact! peo­ple were, at one and the same time, in love with the fu­ture, Lib­er­ty, and the past, Napoleon. De­feat had ren­dered the van­quished greater. Bona­parte fall­en seemed more lofty than Napoleon erect. Those who had tri­umphed were alarmed. Eng­land had him guard­ed by Hud­son Lowe, and France had him watched by Montchenu. His fold­ed arms be­came a source of un­easi­ness to thrones. Alexan­der called him “my sleep­less­ness.” This ter­ror was the re­sult of the quan­ti­ty of rev­o­lu­tion which was con­tained in him. That is what ex­plains and ex­cus­es Bona­partist lib­er­al­ism. This phan­tom caused the old world to trem­ble. The kings reigned, but ill at their ease, with the rock of Saint He­le­na on the hori­zon.

			While Napoleon was pass­ing through the death strug­gle at Long­wood, the six­ty thou­sand men who had fall­en on the field of Wa­ter­loo were qui­et­ly rot­ting, and some­thing of their peace was shed abroad over the world. The Con­gress of Vi­en­na made the treaties in 1815, and Eu­rope called this the Restora­tion.

			This is what Wa­ter­loo was.

			But what mat­ters it to the In­fi­nite? all that tem­pest, all that cloud, that war, then that peace? All that dark­ness did not trou­ble for a mo­ment the light of that im­mense Eye be­fore which a grub skip­ping from one blade of grass to an­oth­er equals the ea­gle soar­ing from bel­fry to bel­fry on the tow­ers of Notre Dame.

		
	
		
			
				XIX

				The Bat­tle­field at Night

			
			Let us re­turn—it is a ne­ces­si­ty in this book—to that fa­tal bat­tle­field.

			On the 18th of June the moon was full. Its light fa­vored Blüch­er’s fe­ro­cious pur­suit, be­trayed the traces of the fugi­tives, de­liv­ered up that dis­as­trous mass to the ea­ger Prus­sian cav­al­ry, and aid­ed the mas­sacre. Such trag­ic fa­vors of the night do oc­cur some­times dur­ing catas­tro­phes.

			Af­ter the last can­non-shot had been fired, the plain of Mont-Saint-Jean re­mained de­sert­ed.

			The Eng­lish oc­cu­pied the en­camp­ment of the French; it is the usu­al sign of vic­to­ry to sleep in the bed of the van­quished. They es­tab­lished their bivouac be­yond Rossomme. The Prus­sians, let loose on the re­treat­ing rout, pushed for­ward. Welling­ton went to the vil­lage of Wa­ter­loo to draw up his re­port to Lord Bathurst.

			If ev­er the sic vos non vo­bis was ap­pli­ca­ble, it cer­tain­ly is to that vil­lage of Wa­ter­loo. Wa­ter­loo took no part, and lay half a league from the scene of ac­tion. Mont-Saint-Jean was can­non­ad­ed, Hougomont was burned, La Haie-Sainte was tak­en by as­sault, Pa­pelotte was burned, Plan­cenoit was burned, La Belle-Al­liance be­held the em­brace of the two con­querors; these names are hard­ly known, and Wa­ter­loo, which worked not in the bat­tle, bears off all the hon­or.

			We are not of the num­ber of those who flat­ter war; when the oc­ca­sion presents it­self, we tell the truth about it. War has fright­ful beau­ties which we have not con­cealed; it has al­so, we ac­knowl­edge, some hideous fea­tures. One of the most sur­pris­ing is the prompt strip­ping of the bod­ies of the dead af­ter the vic­to­ry. The dawn which fol­lows a bat­tle al­ways ris­es on naked corpses.

			Who does this? Who thus soils the tri­umph? What hideous, furtive hand is that which is slipped in­to the pock­et of vic­to­ry? What pick­pock­ets are they who ply their trade in the rear of glo­ry? Some philoso­phers—Voltaire among the num­ber—af­firm that it is pre­cise­ly those per­sons who have made the glo­ry. It is the same men, they say; there is no re­lief corps; those who are erect pil­lage those who are prone on the earth. The hero of the day is the vam­pire of the night. One has as­sured­ly the right, af­ter all, to strip a corpse a bit when one is the au­thor of that corpse. For our own part, we do not think so; it seems to us im­pos­si­ble that the same hand should pluck lau­rels and pur­loin the shoes from a dead man.

			One thing is cer­tain, which is, that gen­er­al­ly af­ter con­querors fol­low thieves. But let us leave the sol­dier, es­pe­cial­ly the con­tem­po­rary sol­dier, out of the ques­tion.

			Ev­ery army has a rear­guard, and it is that which must be blamed. Bat-like crea­tures, half brig­ands and lack­eys; all the sorts of ves­per­til­los that that twi­light called war en­gen­ders; wear­ers of uni­forms, who take no part in the fight­ing; pre­tend­ed in­valids; for­mi­da­ble limpers; in­ter­lop­ing sut­lers, trot­ting along in lit­tle carts, some­times ac­com­pa­nied by their wives, and steal­ing things which they sell again; beg­gars of­fer­ing them­selves as guides to of­fi­cers; sol­diers’ ser­vants; ma­raud­ers; armies on the march in days gone by—we are not speak­ing of the present—dragged all this be­hind them, so that in the spe­cial lan­guage they are called “strag­glers.” No army, no na­tion, was re­spon­si­ble for those be­ings; they spoke Ital­ian and fol­lowed the Ger­mans, then spoke French and fol­lowed the Eng­lish. It was by one of these wretch­es, a Span­ish strag­gler who spoke French, that the Mar­quis of Fer­vac­ques, de­ceived by his Pi­card jar­gon, and tak­ing him for one of our own men, was traitorous­ly slain and robbed on the bat­tle­field it­self, in the course of the night which fol­lowed the vic­to­ry of Cerisoles. The ras­cal sprang from this ma­raud­ing. The de­testable max­im, “Live on the en­e­my!” pro­duced this lep­rosy, which a strict dis­ci­pline alone could heal. There are rep­u­ta­tions which are de­cep­tive; one does not al­ways know why cer­tain gen­er­als, great in oth­er di­rec­tions, have been so pop­u­lar. Turenne was adored by his sol­diers be­cause he tol­er­at­ed pil­lage; evil per­mit­ted con­sti­tutes part of good­ness. Turenne was so good that he al­lowed the Palati­nate to be de­liv­ered over to fire and blood. The ma­raud­ers in the train of an army were more or less in num­ber, ac­cord­ing as the chief was more or less se­vere. Hoche and Marceau had no strag­glers; Welling­ton had few, and we do him the jus­tice to men­tion it.

			Nev­er­the­less, on the night from the 18th to the 19th of June, the dead were robbed. Welling­ton was rigid; he gave or­ders that any­one caught in the act should be shot; but rap­ine is tena­cious. The ma­raud­ers stole in one cor­ner of the bat­tle­field while oth­ers were be­ing shot in an­oth­er.

			The moon was sin­is­ter over this plain.

			To­wards mid­night, a man was prowl­ing about, or rather, climb­ing in the di­rec­tion of the hol­low road of Ohain. To all ap­pear­ance he was one of those whom we have just de­scribed—nei­ther Eng­lish nor French, nei­ther peas­ant nor sol­dier, less a man than a ghoul at­tract­ed by the scent of the dead bod­ies hav­ing theft for his vic­to­ry, and come to ri­fle Wa­ter­loo. He was clad in a blouse that was some­thing like a great coat; he was un­easy and au­da­cious; he walked for­wards and gazed be­hind him. Who was this man? The night prob­a­bly knew more of him than the day. He had no sack, but ev­i­dent­ly he had large pock­ets un­der his coat. From time to time he halt­ed, scru­ti­nized the plain around him as though to see whether he were ob­served, bent over abrupt­ly, dis­turbed some­thing silent and mo­tion­less on the ground, then rose and fled. His slid­ing mo­tion, his at­ti­tudes, his mys­te­ri­ous and rapid ges­tures, caused him to re­sem­ble those twi­light lar­vae which haunt ru­ins, and which an­cient Nor­man leg­ends call the Alleurs.

			Cer­tain noc­tur­nal wad­ing birds pro­duce these sil­hou­ettes among the marsh­es.

			A glance ca­pa­ble of pierc­ing all that mist deeply would have per­ceived at some dis­tance a sort of lit­tle sut­ler’s wag­on with a flut­ed wick­er hood, har­nessed to a fam­ished nag which was crop­ping the grass across its bit as it halt­ed, hid­den, as it were, be­hind the hov­el which ad­joins the high­way to Niv­elles, at the an­gle of the road from Mont-Saint-Jean to Braine l’Alleud; and in the wag­on, a sort of wom­an seat­ed on cof­fers and pack­ages. Per­haps there was some con­nec­tion be­tween that wag­on and that prowler.

			The dark­ness was serene. Not a cloud in the zenith. What mat­ters it if the earth be red! the moon re­mains white; these are the in­dif­fer­ences of the sky. In the fields, branch­es of trees bro­ken by grapeshot, but not fall­en, up­held by their bark, swayed gen­tly in the breeze of night. A breath, al­most a res­pi­ra­tion, moved the shrub­bery. Quiv­ers which re­sem­bled the de­par­ture of souls ran through the grass.

			In the dis­tance the com­ing and go­ing of pa­trols and the gen­er­al rounds of the Eng­lish camp were au­di­ble.

			Hougomont and La Haie-Sainte con­tin­ued to burn, form­ing, one in the west, the oth­er in the east, two great flames which were joined by the cor­don of bivouac fires of the Eng­lish, like a neck­lace of ru­bies with two car­bun­cles at the ex­trem­i­ties, as they ex­tend­ed in an im­mense semi­cir­cle over the hills along the hori­zon.

			We have de­scribed the catas­tro­phe of the road of Ohain. The heart is ter­ri­fied at the thought of what that death must have been to so many brave men.

			If there is any­thing ter­ri­ble, if there ex­ists a re­al­i­ty which sur­pass­es dreams, it is this: to live, to see the sun; to be in full pos­ses­sion of vir­ile force; to pos­sess health and joy; to laugh valiant­ly; to rush to­wards a glo­ry which one sees daz­zling in front of one; to feel in one’s breast lungs which breathe, a heart which beats, a will which rea­sons; to speak, think, hope, love; to have a moth­er, to have a wife, to have chil­dren; to have the light—and all at once, in the space of a shout, in less than a minute, to sink in­to an abyss; to fall, to roll, to crush, to be crushed; to see ears of wheat, flow­ers, leaves, branch­es; not to be able to catch hold of any­thing; to feel one’s sword use­less, men be­neath one, hors­es on top of one; to strug­gle in vain, since one’s bones have been bro­ken by some kick in the dark­ness; to feel a heel which makes one’s eyes start from their sock­ets; to bite hors­es’ shoes in one’s rage; to sti­fle, to yell, to writhe; to be be­neath, and to say to one’s self, “But just a lit­tle while ago I was a liv­ing man!”

			There, where that lam­en­ta­ble dis­as­ter had ut­tered its death-rat­tle, all was si­lence now. The edges of the hol­low road were en­cum­bered with hors­es and rid­ers, in­ex­tri­ca­bly heaped up. Ter­ri­ble en­tan­gle­ment! There was no longer any slope, for the corpses had lev­elled the road with the plain, and reached the brim like a well-filled bushel of bar­ley. A heap of dead bod­ies in the up­per part, a riv­er of blood in the low­er part—such was that road on the evening of the 18th of June, 1815. The blood ran even to the Niv­elles high­way, and there over­flowed in a large pool in front of the abatis of trees which barred the way, at a spot which is still point­ed out.

			It will be re­mem­bered that it was at the op­po­site point, in the di­rec­tion of the Genappe road, that the de­struc­tion of the cuirassiers had tak­en place. The thick­ness of the lay­er of bod­ies was pro­por­tioned to the depth of the hol­low road. To­wards the mid­dle, at the point where it be­came lev­el, where De­lort’s di­vi­sion had passed, the lay­er of corpses was thin­ner.

			The noc­tur­nal prowler whom we have just shown to the read­er was go­ing in that di­rec­tion. He was search­ing that vast tomb. He gazed about. He passed the dead in some sort of hideous re­view. He walked with his feet in the blood.

			All at once he paused.

			A few paces in front of him, in the hol­low road, at the point where the pile of dead came to an end, an open hand, il­lu­mined by the moon, pro­ject­ed from be­neath that heap of men. That hand had on its fin­ger some­thing sparkling, which was a ring of gold.

			The man bent over, re­mained in a crouch­ing at­ti­tude for a mo­ment, and when he rose there was no longer a ring on the hand.

			He did not pre­cise­ly rise; he re­mained in a stoop­ing and fright­ened at­ti­tude, with his back turned to the heap of dead, scan­ning the hori­zon on his knees, with the whole up­per por­tion of his body sup­port­ed on his two fore­fin­gers, which rest­ed on the earth, and his head peer­ing above the edge of the hol­low road. The jack­al’s four paws suit some ac­tions.

			Then com­ing to a de­ci­sion, he rose to his feet.

			At that mo­ment, he gave a ter­ri­ble start. He felt some­one clutch him from be­hind.

			He wheeled round; it was the open hand, which had closed, and had seized the skirt of his coat.

			An hon­est man would have been ter­ri­fied; this man burst in­to a laugh.

			“Come,” said he, “it’s on­ly a dead body. I pre­fer a spook to a gen­darme.”

			But the hand weak­ened and re­leased him. Ef­fort is quick­ly ex­haust­ed in the grave.

			“Well now,” said the prowler, “is that dead fel­low alive? Let’s see.”

			He bent down again, fum­bled among the heap, pushed aside ev­ery­thing that was in his way, seized the hand, grasped the arm, freed the head, pulled out the body, and a few mo­ments lat­er he was drag­ging the life­less, or at least the un­con­scious, man, through the shad­ows of hol­low road. He was a cuirassier, an of­fi­cer, and even an of­fi­cer of con­sid­er­able rank; a large gold epaulette peeped from be­neath the cuirass; this of­fi­cer no longer pos­sessed a hel­met. A fu­ri­ous sword-cut had scarred his face, where noth­ing was dis­cernible but blood.

			How­ev­er, he did not ap­pear to have any bro­ken limbs, and, by some hap­py chance, if that word is per­mis­si­ble here, the dead had been vault­ed above him in such a man­ner as to pre­serve him from be­ing crushed. His eyes were still closed.

			On his cuirass he wore the sil­ver cross of the Le­gion of Hon­or.

			The prowler tore off this cross, which dis­ap­peared in­to one of the gulfs which he had be­neath his great coat.

			Then he felt of the of­fi­cer’s fob, dis­cov­ered a watch there, and took pos­ses­sion of it. Next he searched his waist­coat, found a purse and pock­et­ed it.

			When he had ar­rived at this stage of suc­cor which he was ad­min­is­ter­ing to this dy­ing man, the of­fi­cer opened his eyes.

			“Thanks,” he said fee­bly.

			The abrupt­ness of the move­ments of the man who was ma­nip­u­lat­ing him, the fresh­ness of the night, the air which he could in­hale freely, had roused him from his lethar­gy.

			The prowler made no re­ply. He raised his head. A sound of foot­steps was au­di­ble in the plain; some pa­trol was prob­a­bly ap­proach­ing.

			The of­fi­cer mur­mured, for the death agony was still in his voice:—

			“Who won the bat­tle?”

			“The Eng­lish,” an­swered the prowler.

			The of­fi­cer went on:—

			“Look in my pock­ets; you will find a watch and a purse. Take them.”

			It was al­ready done.

			The prowler ex­e­cut­ed the re­quired feint, and said:—

			“There is noth­ing there.”

			“I have been robbed,” said the of­fi­cer; “I am sor­ry for that. You should have had them.”

			The steps of the pa­trol be­came more and more dis­tinct.

			“Some­one is com­ing,” said the prowler, with the move­ment of a man who is tak­ing his de­par­ture.

			The of­fi­cer raised his arm fee­bly, and de­tained him.

			“You have saved my life. Who are you?”

			The prowler an­swered rapid­ly, and in a low voice:—

			“Like your­self, I be­longed to the French army. I must leave you. If they were to catch me, they would shoot me. I have saved your life. Now get out of the scrape your­self.”

			“What is your rank?”

			“Sergeant.”

			“What is your name?”

			“Thé­nardier.”

			“I shall not for­get that name,” said the of­fi­cer; “and do you re­mem­ber mine. My name is Pont­mer­cy.”
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				The Ship Ori­on

			
		
	
		
			
				I

				Num­ber 24,601 Be­comes Num­ber 9,430

			
			Jean Val­jean had been re­cap­tured.

			The read­er will be grate­ful to us if we pass rapid­ly over the sad de­tails. We will con­fine our­selves to tran­scrib­ing two para­graphs pub­lished by the jour­nals of that day, a few months af­ter the sur­pris­ing events which had tak­en place at M—— sur M——

			These ar­ti­cles are rather sum­ma­ry. It must be re­mem­bered, that at that epoch the Gazette des Tri­bunaux was not yet in ex­is­tence.

			We bor­row the first from the Dra­peau Blanc. It bears the date of Ju­ly 25, 1823.

			An ar­rondisse­ment of the Pas de Calais has just been the the­atre of an event quite out of the or­di­nary course. A man, who was a stranger in the De­part­ment, and who bore the name of M. Madeleine, had, thanks to the new meth­ods, re­sus­ci­tat­ed some years ago an an­cient lo­cal in­dus­try, the man­u­fac­ture of jet and of black glass trin­kets. He had made his for­tune in the busi­ness, and that of the ar­rondisse­ment as well, we will ad­mit. He had been ap­point­ed may­or, in recog­ni­tion of his ser­vices. The po­lice dis­cov­ered that M. Madeleine was no oth­er than an ex-con­vict who had bro­ken his ban, con­demned in 1796 for theft, and named Jean Val­jean. Jean Val­jean has been recom­mit­ted to prison. It ap­pears that pre­vi­ous to his ar­rest he had suc­ceed­ed in with­draw­ing from the hands of M. Laf­fitte, a sum of over half a mil­lion which he had lodged there, and which he had, more­over, and by per­fect­ly le­git­i­mate means, ac­quired in his busi­ness. No one has been able to dis­cov­er where Jean Val­jean has con­cealed this mon­ey since his re­turn to prison at Toulon.

			The sec­ond ar­ti­cle, which en­ters a lit­tle more in­to de­tail, is an ex­tract from the Jour­nal de Paris, of the same date.

			A for­mer con­vict, who had been lib­er­at­ed, named Jean Val­jean, has just ap­peared be­fore the Court of As­sizes of the Var, un­der cir­cum­stances cal­cu­lat­ed to at­tract at­ten­tion. This wretch had suc­ceed­ed in es­cap­ing the vig­i­lance of the po­lice, he had changed his name, and had suc­ceed­ed in get­ting him­self ap­point­ed may­or of one of our small north­ern towns; in this town he had es­tab­lished a con­sid­er­able com­merce. He has at last been un­masked and ar­rest­ed, thanks to the in­de­fati­ga­ble zeal of the pub­lic pros­e­cu­tor. He had for his con­cu­bine a wom­an of the town, who died of a shock at the mo­ment of his ar­rest. This scoundrel, who is en­dowed with Her­culean strength, found means to es­cape; but three or four days af­ter his flight the po­lice laid their hands on him once more, in Paris it­self, at the very mo­ment when he was en­ter­ing one of those lit­tle ve­hi­cles which run be­tween the cap­i­tal and the vil­lage of Mont­fer­meil (Seine-et-Oise). He is said to have prof­it­ed by this in­ter­val of three or four days of lib­er­ty, to with­draw a con­sid­er­able sum de­posit­ed by him with one of our lead­ing bankers. This sum has been es­ti­mat­ed at six or sev­en hun­dred thou­sand francs. If the in­dict­ment is to be trust­ed, he has hid­den it in some place known to him­self alone, and it has not been pos­si­ble to lay hands on it. How­ev­er that may be, the said Jean Val­jean has just been brought be­fore the As­sizes of the De­part­ment of the Var as ac­cused of high­way rob­bery ac­com­pa­nied with vi­o­lence, about eight years ago, on the per­son of one of those hon­est chil­dren who, as the pa­tri­arch of Fer­ney has said, in im­mor­tal verse,

			
				
					“… Ar­rive from Savoy ev­ery year,
					

					And who, with gen­tle hands, do clear
					

					Those long canals choked up with soot.”
				

			

			This ban­dit re­fused to de­fend him­self. It was proved by the skil­ful and elo­quent rep­re­sen­ta­tive of the pub­lic pros­e­cu­tor, that the theft was com­mit­ted in com­plic­i­ty with oth­ers, and that Jean Val­jean was a mem­ber of a band of rob­bers in the south. Jean Val­jean was pro­nounced guilty and was con­demned to the death penal­ty in con­se­quence. This crim­i­nal re­fused to lodge an ap­peal. The king, in his in­ex­haustible clemen­cy, has deigned to com­mute his penal­ty to that of pe­nal servi­tude for life. Jean Val­jean was im­me­di­ate­ly tak­en to the prison at Toulon.

			

			The read­er has not for­got­ten that Jean Val­jean had re­li­gious habits at M—— sur M——. Some pa­pers, among oth­ers the Con­sti­tu­tion­al, pre­sent­ed this com­mu­ta­tion as a tri­umph of the priest­ly par­ty.

			Jean Val­jean changed his num­ber in the gal­leys. He was called 9,430.

			How­ev­er, and we will men­tion it at once in or­der that we may not be obliged to re­cur to the sub­ject, the pros­per­i­ty of M—— sur M—— van­ished with M. Madeleine; all that he had fore­seen dur­ing his night of fever and hes­i­ta­tion was re­al­ized; lack­ing him, there ac­tu­al­ly was “a soul lack­ing.” Af­ter this fall, there took place at M—— sur M—— that ego­tis­ti­cal di­vi­sion of great ex­is­tences which have fall­en, that fa­tal dis­mem­ber­ment of flour­ish­ing things which is ac­com­plished ev­ery day, ob­scure­ly, in the hu­man com­mu­ni­ty, and which his­to­ry has not­ed on­ly once, be­cause it oc­curred af­ter the death of Alexan­der. Lieu­tenants are crowned kings; su­per­in­ten­dents im­pro­vise man­u­fac­tur­ers out of them­selves. En­vi­ous ri­val­ries arose. M. Madeleine’s vast work­shops were shut; his build­ings fell to ru­in, his work­men were scat­tered. Some of them quit­ted the coun­try, oth­ers aban­doned the trade. Thence­forth, ev­ery­thing was done on a small scale, in­stead of on a grand scale; for lu­cre in­stead of the gen­er­al good. There was no longer a cen­tre; ev­ery­where there was com­pe­ti­tion and an­i­mos­i­ty. M. Madeleine had reigned over all and di­rect­ed all. No soon­er had he fall­en, than each pulled things to him­self; the spir­it of com­bat suc­ceed­ed to the spir­it of or­ga­ni­za­tion, bit­ter­ness to cor­dial­i­ty, ha­tred of one an­oth­er to the benev­o­lence of the founder to­wards all; the threads which M. Madeleine had set were tan­gled and bro­ken, the meth­ods were adul­ter­at­ed, the prod­ucts were de­based, con­fi­dence was killed; the mar­ket di­min­ished, for lack of or­ders; salaries were re­duced, the work­shops stood still, bank­rupt­cy ar­rived. And then there was noth­ing more for the poor. All had van­ished.

			The state it­self per­ceived that some­one had been crushed some­where. Less than four years af­ter the judg­ment of the Court of As­sizes es­tab­lish­ing the iden­ti­ty of Jean Val­jean and M. Madeleine, for the ben­e­fit of the gal­leys, the cost of col­lect­ing tax­es had dou­bled in the ar­rondisse­ment of M—— sur M——; and M. de Vil­lèle called at­ten­tion to the fact in the ros­trum, in the month of Feb­ru­ary, 1827.

		
	
		
			
				II

				In Which the Read­er Will Pe­ruse Two Vers­es, Which Are of the Dev­il’s Com­po­si­tion, Pos­si­bly

			
			Be­fore pro­ceed­ing fur­ther, it will be to the pur­pose to nar­rate in some de­tail, a sin­gu­lar oc­cur­rence which took place at about the same epoch, in Mont­fer­meil, and which is not lack­ing in co­in­ci­dence with cer­tain con­jec­tures of the in­dict­ment.

			There ex­ists in the re­gion of Mont­fer­meil a very an­cient su­per­sti­tion, which is all the more cu­ri­ous and all the more pre­cious, be­cause a pop­u­lar su­per­sti­tion in the vicin­i­ty of Paris is like an aloe in Siberia. We are among those who re­spect ev­ery­thing which is in the na­ture of a rare plant. Here, then, is the su­per­sti­tion of Mont­fer­meil: it is thought that the dev­il, from time im­memo­ri­al, has se­lect­ed the for­est as a hid­ing-place for his trea­sures. Good­wives af­firm that it is no rar­i­ty to en­counter at night­fall, in se­clud­ed nooks of the for­est, a black man with the air of a carter or a wood-chop­per, wear­ing wood­en shoes, clad in trousers and a blouse of linen, and rec­og­niz­able by the fact, that, in­stead of a cap or hat, he has two im­mense horns on his head. This ought, in fact, to ren­der him rec­og­niz­able. This man is ha­bit­u­al­ly en­gaged in dig­ging a hole. There are three ways of prof­it­ing by such an en­counter. The first is to ap­proach the man and speak to him. Then it is seen that the man is sim­ply a peas­ant, that he ap­pears black be­cause it is night­fall; that he is not dig­ging any hole what­ev­er, but is cut­ting grass for his cows, and that what had been tak­en for horns is noth­ing but a dung-fork which he is car­ry­ing on his back, and whose teeth, thanks to the per­spec­tive of evening, seemed to spring from his head. The man re­turns home and dies with­in the week. The sec­ond way is to watch him, to wait un­til he has dug his hole, un­til he has filled it and has gone away; then to run with great speed to the trench, to open it once more and to seize the “trea­sure” which the black man has nec­es­sar­i­ly placed there. In this case one dies with­in the month. Fi­nal­ly, the last method is not to speak to the black man, not to look at him, and to flee at the best speed of one’s legs. One then dies with­in the year.

			As all three meth­ods are at­tend­ed with their spe­cial in­con­ve­niences, the sec­ond, which at all events, presents some ad­van­tages, among oth­ers that of pos­sess­ing a trea­sure, if on­ly for a month, is the one most gen­er­al­ly adopt­ed. So bold men, who are tempt­ed by ev­ery chance, have quite fre­quent­ly, as we are as­sured, opened the holes ex­ca­vat­ed by the black man, and tried to rob the dev­il. The suc­cess of the op­er­a­tion ap­pears to be but mod­er­ate. At least, if the tra­di­tion is to be be­lieved, and in par­tic­u­lar the two enig­mat­i­cal lines in bar­barous Latin, which an evil Nor­man monk, a bit of a sor­cer­er, named Tryphon has left on this sub­ject. This Tryphon is buried at the Abbey of Saint-Georges de Bocherville, near Rouen, and toads spawn on his grave.

			Ac­cord­ing­ly, enor­mous ef­forts are made. Such trench­es are or­di­nar­i­ly ex­treme­ly deep; a man sweats, digs, toils all night—for it must be done at night; he wets his shirt, burns out his can­dle, breaks his mat­tock, and when he ar­rives at the bot­tom of the hole, when he lays his hand on the “trea­sure,” what does he find? What is the dev­il’s trea­sure? A sou, some­times a crown-piece, a stone, a skele­ton, a bleed­ing body, some­times a spec­tre fold­ed in four like a sheet of pa­per in a port­fo­lio, some­times noth­ing. This is what Tryphon’s vers­es seem to an­nounce to the in­dis­creet and cu­ri­ous:—

			
				
					Fodit, et in fos­sa the­sauros con­dit opaca,
					

					As, num­mas, lapi­des, ca­dav­er, sim­u­lacra, ni­hilque.
				

			

			It seems that in our day there is some­times found a pow­der-horn with bul­lets, some­times an old pack of cards greasy and worn, which has ev­i­dent­ly served the dev­il. Tryphon does not record these two finds, since Tryphon lived in the twelfth cen­tu­ry, and since the dev­il does not ap­pear to have had the wit to in­vent pow­der be­fore Roger Ba­con’s time, and cards be­fore the time of Charles VI.

			More­over, if one plays at cards, one is sure to lose all that one pos­sess­es! and as for the pow­der in the horn, it pos­sess­es the prop­er­ty of mak­ing your gun burst in your face.

			Now, a very short time af­ter the epoch when it seemed to the pros­e­cut­ing at­tor­ney that the lib­er­at­ed con­vict Jean Val­jean dur­ing his flight of sev­er­al days had been prowl­ing around Mont­fer­meil, it was re­marked in that vil­lage that a cer­tain old road-la­bor­er, named Boula­tru­elle, had “pe­cu­liar ways” in the for­est. Peo­ple there­abouts thought they knew that this Boula­tru­elle had been in the gal­leys. He was sub­ject­ed to cer­tain po­lice su­per­vi­sion, and, as he could find work nowhere, the ad­min­is­tra­tion em­ployed him at re­duced rates as a road-mender on the cross­road from Gag­ny to Lagny.

			This Boula­tru­elle was a man who was viewed with dis­fa­vor by the in­hab­i­tants of the dis­trict as too re­spect­ful, too hum­ble, too prompt in re­mov­ing his cap to ev­ery­one, and trem­bling and smil­ing in the pres­ence of the gen­darmes—prob­a­bly af­fil­i­at­ed to rob­ber bands, they said; sus­pect­ed of ly­ing in am­bush at verge of copses at night­fall. The on­ly thing in his fa­vor was that he was a drunk­ard.

			This is what peo­ple thought they had no­ticed:—

			Of late, Boula­tru­elle had tak­en to quit­ting his task of stone-break­ing and care of the road at a very ear­ly hour, and to be­tak­ing him­self to the for­est with his pick­axe. He was en­coun­tered to­wards evening in the most de­sert­ed clear­ings, in the wildest thick­ets; and he had the ap­pear­ance of be­ing in search of some­thing, and some­times he was dig­ging holes. The good­wives who passed took him at first for Beelze­bub; then they rec­og­nized Boula­tru­elle, and were not in the least re­as­sured there­by. These en­coun­ters seemed to cause Boula­tru­elle a live­ly dis­plea­sure. It was ev­i­dent that he sought to hide, and that there was some mys­tery in what he was do­ing.

			It was said in the vil­lage: “It is clear that the dev­il has ap­peared. Boula­tru­elle has seen him, and is on the search. In sooth, he is cun­ning enough to pock­et Lu­cifer’s hoard.”

			The Voltairi­ans added, “Will Boula­tru­elle catch the dev­il, or will the dev­il catch Boula­tru­elle?” The old wom­en made a great many signs of the cross.

			In the mean­time, Boula­tru­elle’s ma­noeu­vres in the for­est ceased; and he re­sumed his reg­u­lar oc­cu­pa­tion of road­mend­ing; and peo­ple gos­siped of some­thing else.

			Some per­sons, how­ev­er, were still cu­ri­ous, sur­mis­ing that in all this there was prob­a­bly no fab­u­lous trea­sure of the leg­ends, but some fine wind­fall of a more se­ri­ous and pal­pa­ble sort than the dev­il’s bank-bills, and that the road-mender had half dis­cov­ered the se­cret. The most “puz­zled” were the school­mas­ter and Thé­nardier, the pro­pri­etor of the tav­ern, who was ev­ery­body’s friend, and had not dis­dained to al­ly him­self with Boula­tru­elle.

			“He has been in the gal­leys,” said Thé­nardier. “Eh! Good God! no one knows who has been there or will be there.”

			One evening the school­mas­ter af­firmed that in for­mer times the law would have in­sti­tut­ed an in­quiry as to what Boula­tru­elle did in the for­est, and that the lat­ter would have been forced to speak, and that he would have been put to the tor­ture in case of need, and that Boula­tru­elle would not have re­sist­ed the wa­ter test, for ex­am­ple. “Let us put him to the wine test,” said Thé­nardier.

			They made an ef­fort, and got the old road-mender to drink­ing. Boula­tru­elle drank an enor­mous amount, but said very lit­tle. He com­bined with ad­mirable art, and in mas­ter­ly pro­por­tions, the thirst of a gor­man­diz­er with the dis­cre­tion of a judge. Nev­er­the­less, by dint of re­turn­ing to the charge and of com­par­ing and putting to­geth­er the few ob­scure words which he did al­low to es­cape him, this is what Thé­nardier and the school­mas­ter imag­ined that they had made out:—

			One morn­ing, when Boula­tru­elle was on his way to his work, at day­break, he had been sur­prised to see, at a nook of the for­est in the un­der­brush, a shov­el and a pick­axe, con­cealed, as one might say.

			How­ev­er, he might have sup­posed that they were prob­a­bly the shov­el and pick of Fa­ther Six-Fours, the wa­ter-car­ri­er, and would have thought no more about it. But, on the evening of that day, he saw, with­out be­ing seen him­self, as he was hid­den by a large tree, “a per­son who did not be­long in those parts, and whom he, Boula­tru­elle, knew well,” di­rect­ing his steps to­wards the dens­est part of the wood. Trans­la­tion by Thé­nardier: “a com­rade of the gal­leys.” Boula­tru­elle ob­sti­nate­ly re­fused to re­veal his name. This per­son car­ried a pack­age—some­thing square, like a large box or a small trunk. Sur­prise on the part of Boula­tru­elle. How­ev­er, it was on­ly af­ter the ex­pi­ra­tion of sev­en or eight min­utes that the idea of fol­low­ing that “per­son” had oc­curred to him. But it was too late; the per­son was al­ready in the thick­et, night had de­scend­ed, and Boula­tru­elle had not been able to catch up with him. Then he had adopt­ed the course of watch­ing for him at the edge of the woods. “It was moon­light.” Two or three hours lat­er, Boula­tru­elle had seen this per­son emerge from the brush­wood, car­ry­ing no longer the cof­fer, but a shov­el and pick. Boula­tru­elle had al­lowed the per­son to pass, and had not dreamed of ac­cost­ing him, be­cause he said to him­self that the oth­er man was three times as strong as he was, and armed with a pick­axe, and that he would prob­a­bly knock him over the head on rec­og­niz­ing him, and on per­ceiv­ing that he was rec­og­nized. Touch­ing ef­fu­sion of two old com­rades on meet­ing again. But the shov­el and pick had served as a ray of light to Boula­tru­elle; he had has­tened to the thick­et in the morn­ing, and had found nei­ther shov­el nor pick. From this he had drawn the in­fer­ence that this per­son, once in the for­est, had dug a hole with his pick, buried the cof­fer, and re­closed the hole with his shov­el. Now, the cof­fer was too small to con­tain a body; there­fore it con­tained mon­ey. Hence his re­search­es. Boula­tru­elle had ex­plored, sound­ed, searched the en­tire for­est and the thick­et, and had dug wher­ev­er the earth ap­peared to him to have been re­cent­ly turned up. In vain.

			He had “fer­ret­ed out” noth­ing. No one in Mont­fer­meil thought any more about it. There were on­ly a few brave gos­sips, who said, “You may be cer­tain that the mender on the Gag­ny road did not take all that trou­ble for noth­ing; he was sure that the dev­il had come.”

		
	
		
			
				III

				The An­kle-Chain Must Have Un­der­gone a Cer­tain Prepara­to­ry Ma­nip­u­la­tion to Be Thus Bro­ken with a Blow from a Ham­mer

			
			To­wards the end of Oc­to­ber, in that same year, 1823, the in­hab­i­tants of Toulon be­held the en­try in­to their port, af­ter heavy weath­er, and for the pur­pose of re­pair­ing some dam­ages, of the ship Ori­on, which was em­ployed lat­er at Brest as a school-ship, and which then formed a part of the Mediter­ranean squadron.

			This ves­sel, bat­tered as it was—for the sea had han­dled it rough­ly—pro­duced a fine ef­fect as it en­tered the roads. It flew some col­ors which pro­cured for it the reg­u­la­tion salute of eleven guns, which it re­turned, shot for shot; to­tal, twen­ty-two. It has been cal­cu­lat­ed that what with salvos, roy­al and mil­i­tary po­lite­ness­es, cour­te­ous ex­changes of up­roar, sig­nals of eti­quette, for­mal­i­ties of road­steads and citadels, sun­ris­es and sun­sets, salut­ed ev­ery day by all fortress­es and all ships of war, open­ings and clos­ings of ports, etc., the civ­i­lized world, dis­charged all over the earth, in the course of four and twen­ty hours, one hun­dred and fifty thou­sand use­less shots. At six francs the shot, that comes to nine hun­dred thou­sand francs a day, three hun­dred mil­lions a year, which van­ish in smoke. This is a mere de­tail. All this time the poor were dy­ing of hunger.

			The year 1823 was what the Restora­tion called “the epoch of the Span­ish war.”

			This war con­tained many events in one, and a quan­ti­ty of pe­cu­liar­i­ties. A grand fam­i­ly af­fair for the house of Bour­bon; the branch of France suc­cor­ing and pro­tect­ing the branch of Madrid, that is to say, per­form­ing an act de­volv­ing on the el­der; an ap­par­ent re­turn to our na­tion­al tra­di­tions, com­pli­cat­ed by servi­tude and by sub­jec­tion to the cab­i­nets of the North; M. le Duc d’An­goulême, sur­named by the lib­er­al sheets “the hero of An­du­jar,” com­press­ing in a tri­umphal at­ti­tude that was some­what con­tra­dict­ed by his peace­able air, the an­cient and very pow­er­ful ter­ror­ism of the Holy Of­fice at vari­ance with the chimeri­cal ter­ror­ism of the lib­er­als; the san­scu­lottes re­sus­ci­tat­ed, to the great ter­ror of dowa­gers, un­der the name of descamisa­dos; monar­chy op­pos­ing an ob­sta­cle to progress de­scribed as an­ar­chy; the the­o­ries of ’89 rough­ly in­ter­rupt­ed in the sap; a Eu­ro­pean halt, called to the French idea, which was mak­ing the tour of the world; be­side the son of France as gen­er­alis­si­mo, the Prince de Carig­nan, af­ter­wards Charles Al­bert, en­rolling him­self in that cru­sade of kings against peo­ple as a vol­un­teer, with grenadier epaulets of red worsted; the sol­diers of the Em­pire set­ting out on a fresh cam­paign, but aged, sad­dened, af­ter eight years of re­pose, and un­der the white cock­ade; the tri­col­ored stan­dard waved abroad by a hero­ic hand­ful of French­men, as the white stan­dard had been thir­ty years ear­li­er at Coblentz; monks min­gled with our troops; the spir­it of lib­er­ty and of nov­el­ty brought to its sens­es by bay­o­nets; prin­ci­ples slaugh­tered by can­non­ades; France un­do­ing by her arms that which she had done by her mind; in ad­di­tion to this, hos­tile lead­ers sold, sol­diers hes­i­tat­ing, cities be­sieged by mil­lions; no mil­i­tary per­ils, and yet pos­si­ble ex­plo­sions, as in ev­ery mine which is sur­prised and in­vad­ed; but lit­tle blood­shed, lit­tle hon­or won, shame for some, glo­ry for no one. Such was this war, made by the princes de­scend­ed from Louis XIV, and con­duct­ed by gen­er­als who had been un­der Napoleon. Its sad fate was to re­call nei­ther the grand war nor grand pol­i­tics.

			Some feats of arms were se­ri­ous; the tak­ing of the Tro­cadéro, among oth­ers, was a fine mil­i­tary ac­tion; but af­ter all, we re­peat, the trum­pets of this war give back a cracked sound, the whole ef­fect was sus­pi­cious; his­to­ry ap­proves of France for mak­ing a dif­fi­cul­ty about ac­cept­ing this false tri­umph. It seemed ev­i­dent that cer­tain Span­ish of­fi­cers charged with re­sis­tance yield­ed too eas­i­ly; the idea of cor­rup­tion was con­nect­ed with the vic­to­ry; it ap­pears as though gen­er­als and not bat­tles had been won, and the con­quer­ing sol­dier re­turned hu­mil­i­at­ed. A de­bas­ing war, in short, in which the Bank of France could be read in the folds of the flag.

			Sol­diers of the war of 1808, on whom Saragos­sa had fall­en in for­mi­da­ble ru­in, frowned in 1823 at the easy sur­ren­der of citadels, and be­gan to re­gret Palafox. It is the na­ture of France to pre­fer to have Ros­top­chine rather than Balles­teros in front of her.

			From a still more se­ri­ous point of view, and one which it is al­so prop­er to in­sist up­on here, this war, which wound­ed the mil­i­tary spir­it of France, en­raged the demo­crat­ic spir­it. It was an en­ter­prise of en­thral­ment. In that cam­paign, the ob­ject of the French sol­dier, the son of democ­ra­cy, was the con­quest of a yoke for oth­ers. A hideous con­tra­dic­tion. France is made to arouse the soul of na­tions, not to sti­fle it. All the rev­o­lu­tions of Eu­rope since 1792 are the French Rev­o­lu­tion: lib­er­ty darts rays from France. That is a so­lar fact. Blind is he who will not see! It was Bona­parte who said it.

			The war of 1823, an out­rage on the gen­er­ous Span­ish na­tion, was then, at the same time, an out­rage on the French Rev­o­lu­tion. It was France who com­mit­ted this mon­strous vi­o­lence; by foul means, for, with the ex­cep­tion of wars of lib­er­a­tion, ev­ery­thing that armies do is by foul means. The words “pas­sive obe­di­ence” in­di­cate this. An army is a strange mas­ter­piece of com­bi­na­tion where force re­sults from an enor­mous sum of im­po­tence. Thus is war, made by hu­man­i­ty against hu­man­i­ty, de­spite hu­man­i­ty, ex­plained.

			As for the Bour­bons, the war of 1823 was fa­tal to them. They took it for a suc­cess. They did not per­ceive the dan­ger that lies in hav­ing an idea slain to or­der. They went astray, in their in­no­cence, to such a de­gree that they in­tro­duced the im­mense en­fee­ble­ment of a crime in­to their es­tab­lish­ment as an el­e­ment of strength. The spir­it of the am­bush en­tered in­to their pol­i­tics. 1830 had its germ in 1823. The Span­ish cam­paign be­came in their coun­sels an ar­gu­ment for force and for ad­ven­tures by right Di­vine. France, hav­ing reestab­lished el rey net­to in Spain, might well have reestab­lished the ab­so­lute king at home. They fell in­to the alarm­ing er­ror of tak­ing the obe­di­ence of the sol­dier for the con­sent of the na­tion. Such con­fi­dence is the ru­in of thrones. It is not per­mit­ted to fall asleep, ei­ther in the shad­ow of a ma­chi­neel tree, nor in the shad­ow of an army.

			Let us re­turn to the ship Ori­on.

			Dur­ing the op­er­a­tions of the army com­mand­ed by the prince gen­er­alis­si­mo, a squadron had been cruis­ing in the Mediter­ranean. We have just stat­ed that the Ori­on be­longed to this fleet, and that ac­ci­dents of the sea had brought it in­to port at Toulon.

			The pres­ence of a ves­sel of war in a port has some­thing about it which at­tracts and en­gages a crowd. It is be­cause it is great, and the crowd loves what is great.

			A ship of the line is one of the most mag­nif­i­cent com­bi­na­tions of the ge­nius of man with the pow­ers of na­ture.

			A ship of the line is com­posed, at the same time, of the heav­i­est and the light­est of pos­si­ble mat­ter, for it deals at one and the same time with three forms of sub­stance—sol­id, liq­uid, and flu­id—and it must do bat­tle with all three. It has eleven claws of iron with which to seize the gran­ite on the bot­tom of the sea, and more wings and more an­ten­nae than winged in­sects, to catch the wind in the clouds. Its breath pours out through its hun­dred and twen­ty can­nons as through enor­mous trum­pets, and replies proud­ly to the thun­der. The ocean seeks to lead it astray in the alarm­ing same­ness of its bil­lows, but the ves­sel has its soul, its com­pass, which coun­sels it and al­ways shows it the north. In the black­est nights, its lanterns sup­ply the place of the stars. Thus, against the wind, it has its cordage and its can­vas; against the wa­ter, wood; against the rocks, its iron, brass, and lead; against the shad­ows, its light; against im­men­si­ty, a nee­dle.

			If one wish­es to form an idea of all those gi­gan­tic pro­por­tions which, tak­en as a whole, con­sti­tute the ship of the line, one has on­ly to en­ter one of the six-sto­ry cov­ered con­struc­tion stocks, in the ports of Brest or Toulon. The ves­sels in process of con­struc­tion are un­der a bell-glass there, as it were. This colos­sal beam is a yard; that great col­umn of wood which stretch­es out on the earth as far as the eye can reach is the main­mast. Tak­ing it from its root in the stocks to its tip in the clouds, it is six­ty fath­oms long, and its di­am­e­ter at its base is three feet. The Eng­lish main­mast ris­es to a height of two hun­dred and sev­en­teen feet above the wa­ter­line. The navy of our fa­thers em­ployed ca­bles, ours em­ploys chains. The sim­ple pile of chains on a ship of a hun­dred guns is four feet high, twen­ty feet in breadth, and eight feet in depth. And how much wood is re­quired to make this ship? Three thou­sand cu­bic me­tres. It is a float­ing for­est.

			And more­over, let this be borne in mind, it is on­ly a ques­tion here of the mil­i­tary ves­sel of forty years ago, of the sim­ple sail­ing-ves­sel; steam, then in its in­fan­cy, has since added new mir­a­cles to that prodi­gy which is called a war ves­sel. At the present time, for ex­am­ple, the mixed ves­sel with a screw is a sur­pris­ing ma­chine, pro­pelled by three thou­sand square me­tres of can­vas and by an en­gine of two thou­sand five hun­dred horse­pow­er.

			Not to men­tion these new mar­vels, the an­cient ves­sel of Christo­pher Colum­bus and of De Ruyter is one of the mas­ter­pieces of man. It is as in­ex­haustible in force as is the In­fi­nite in gales; it stores up the wind in its sails, it is pre­cise in the im­mense vague­ness of the bil­lows, it floats, and it reigns.

			There comes an hour, nev­er­the­less, when the gale breaks that six­ty-foot yard like a straw, when the wind bends that mast four hun­dred feet tall, when that an­chor, which weighs tens of thou­sands, is twist­ed in the jaws of the waves like a fish­er­man’s hook in the jaws of a pike, when those mon­strous can­nons ut­ter plain­tive and fu­tile roars, which the hur­ri­cane bears forth in­to the void and in­to night, when all that pow­er and all that majesty are en­gulfed in a pow­er and majesty which are su­pe­ri­or.

			Ev­ery time that im­mense force is dis­played to cul­mi­nate in an im­mense fee­ble­ness it af­fords men food for thought. Hence in the ports cu­ri­ous peo­ple abound around these mar­vel­lous ma­chines of war and of nav­i­ga­tion, with­out be­ing able to ex­plain per­fect­ly to them­selves why. Ev­ery day, ac­cord­ing­ly, from morn­ing un­til night, the quays, sluices, and the jet­ties of the port of Toulon were cov­ered with a mul­ti­tude of idlers and loungers, as they say in Paris, whose busi­ness con­sist­ed in star­ing at the Ori­on.

			The Ori­on was a ship that had been ail­ing for a long time; in the course of its pre­vi­ous cruis­es thick lay­ers of bar­na­cles had col­lect­ed on its keel to such a de­gree as to de­prive it of half its speed; it had gone in­to the dry dock the year be­fore this, in or­der to have the bar­na­cles scraped off, then it had put to sea again; but this clean­ing had af­fect­ed the bolts of the keel: in the neigh­bor­hood of the Balearic Isles the sides had been strained and had opened; and, as the plat­ing in those days was not of sheet iron, the ves­sel had sprung a leak. A vi­o­lent equinoc­tial gale had come up, which had first staved in a grat­ing and a port­hole on the lar­board side, and dam­aged the fore­top-gal­lant-shrouds; in con­se­quence of these in­juries, the Ori­on had run back to Toulon.

			It an­chored near the Ar­se­nal; it was ful­ly equipped, and re­pairs were be­gun. The hull had re­ceived no dam­age on the star­board, but some of the planks had been un­nailed here and there, ac­cord­ing to cus­tom, to per­mit of air en­ter­ing the hold.

			One morn­ing the crowd which was gaz­ing at it wit­nessed an ac­ci­dent.

			The crew was busy bend­ing the sails; the top­man, who had to take the up­per cor­ner of the main-top-sail on the star­board, lost his bal­ance; he was seen to wa­ver; the mul­ti­tude throng­ing the Ar­se­nal quay ut­tered a cry; the man’s head over­bal­anced his body; the man fell around the yard, with his hands out­stretched to­wards the abyss; on his way he seized the footrope, first with one hand, then with the oth­er, and re­mained hang­ing from it: the sea lay be­low him at a dizzy depth; the shock of his fall had im­part­ed to the foot-rope a vi­o­lent swing­ing mo­tion; the man swayed back and forth at the end of that rope, like a stone in a sling.

			It was in­cur­ring a fright­ful risk to go to his as­sis­tance; not one of the sailors, all fish­er­men of the coast, re­cent­ly levied for the ser­vice, dared to at­tempt it. In the mean­time, the un­for­tu­nate top­man was los­ing his strength; his an­guish could not be dis­cerned on his face, but his ex­haus­tion was vis­i­ble in ev­ery limb; his arms were con­tract­ed in hor­ri­ble twitch­ings; ev­ery ef­fort which he made to re-as­cend served but to aug­ment the os­cil­la­tions of the foot-rope; he did not shout, for fear of ex­haust­ing his strength. All were await­ing the minute when he should re­lease his hold on the rope, and, from in­stant to in­stant, heads were turned aside that his fall might not be seen. There are mo­ments when a bit of rope, a pole, the branch of a tree, is life it­self, and it is a ter­ri­ble thing to see a liv­ing be­ing de­tach him­self from it and fall like a ripe fruit.

			All at once a man was seen climb­ing in­to the rig­ging with the agili­ty of a tiger-cat; this man was dressed in red; he was a con­vict; he wore a green cap; he was a life con­vict. On ar­riv­ing on a lev­el with the top, a gust of wind car­ried away his cap, and al­lowed a per­fect­ly white head to be seen: he was not a young man.

			A con­vict em­ployed on board with a de­tach­ment from the gal­leys had, in fact, at the very first in­stant, has­tened to the of­fi­cer of the watch, and, in the midst of the con­ster­na­tion and the hes­i­ta­tion of the crew, while all the sailors were trem­bling and draw­ing back, he had asked the of­fi­cer’s per­mis­sion to risk his life to save the top­man; at an af­fir­ma­tive sign from the of­fi­cer he had bro­ken the chain riv­et­ed to his an­kle with one blow of a ham­mer, then he had caught up a rope, and had dashed in­to the rig­ging: no one no­ticed, at the in­stant, with what ease that chain had been bro­ken; it was on­ly lat­er on that the in­ci­dent was re­called.

			In a twin­kling he was on the yard; he paused for a few sec­onds and ap­peared to be mea­sur­ing it with his eye; these sec­onds, dur­ing which the breeze swayed the top­man at the ex­trem­i­ty of a thread, seemed cen­turies to those who were look­ing on. At last, the con­vict raised his eyes to heav­en and ad­vanced a step: the crowd drew a long breath. He was seen to run out along the yard: on ar­riv­ing at the point, he fas­tened the rope which he had brought to it, and al­lowed the oth­er end to hang down, then he be­gan to de­scend the rope, hand over hand, and then—and the an­guish was in­de­scrib­able—in­stead of one man sus­pend­ed over the gulf, there were two.

			One would have said it was a spi­der com­ing to seize a fly, on­ly here the spi­der brought life, not death. Ten thou­sand glances were fas­tened on this group; not a cry, not a word; the same tremor con­tract­ed ev­ery brow; all mouths held their breath as though they feared to add the slight­est puff to the wind which was sway­ing the two un­for­tu­nate men.

			In the mean­time, the con­vict had suc­ceed­ed in low­er­ing him­self to a po­si­tion near the sailor. It was high time; one minute more, and the ex­haust­ed and de­spair­ing man would have al­lowed him­self to fall in­to the abyss. The con­vict had moored him se­cure­ly with the cord to which he clung with one hand, while he was work­ing with the oth­er. At last, he was seen to climb back on the yard, and to drag the sailor up af­ter him; he held him there a mo­ment to al­low him to re­cov­er his strength, then he grasped him in his arms and car­ried him, walk­ing on the yard him­self to the cap, and from there to the main-top, where he left him in the hands of his com­rades.

			At that mo­ment the crowd broke in­to ap­plause: old con­vict-sergeants among them wept, and wom­en em­braced each oth­er on the quay, and all voic­es were heard to cry with a sort of ten­der rage, “Par­don for that man!”

			He, in the mean­time, had im­me­di­ate­ly be­gun to make his de­scent to re­join his de­tach­ment. In or­der to reach them the more speed­i­ly, he dropped in­to the rig­ging, and ran along one of the low­er yards; all eyes were fol­low­ing him. At a cer­tain mo­ment fear as­sailed them; whether it was that he was fa­tigued, or that his head turned, they thought they saw him hes­i­tate and stag­ger. All at once the crowd ut­tered a loud shout: the con­vict had fall­en in­to the sea.

			The fall was per­ilous. The frigate Al­gésir­as was an­chored along­side the Ori­on, and the poor con­vict had fall­en be­tween the two ves­sels: it was to be feared that he would slip un­der one or the oth­er of them. Four men flung them­selves hasti­ly in­to a boat; the crowd cheered them on; anx­i­ety again took pos­ses­sion of all souls; the man had not risen to the sur­face; he had dis­ap­peared in the sea with­out leav­ing a rip­ple, as though he had fall­en in­to a cask of oil: they sound­ed, they dived. In vain. The search was con­tin­ued un­til the evening: they did not even find the body.

			On the fol­low­ing day the Toulon news­pa­per print­ed these lines:—

			“Nov. 17, 1823. Yes­ter­day, a con­vict be­long­ing to the de­tach­ment on board of the Ori­on, on his re­turn from ren­der­ing as­sis­tance to a sailor, fell in­to the sea and was drowned. The body has not yet been found; it is sup­posed that it is en­tan­gled among the piles of the Ar­se­nal point: this man was com­mit­ted un­der the num­ber 9,430, and his name was Jean Val­jean.”
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				The Wa­ter Ques­tion at Mont­fer­meil

			
			Mont­fer­meil is sit­u­at­ed be­tween Livry and Chelles, on the south­ern edge of that lofty table­land which sep­a­rates the Our­cq from the Marne. At the present day it is a tol­er­a­bly large town, or­na­ment­ed all the year through with plas­ter vil­las, and on Sun­days with beam­ing bour­geois. In 1823 there were at Mont­fer­meil nei­ther so many white hous­es nor so many well-sat­is­fied cit­i­zens: it was on­ly a vil­lage in the for­est. Some plea­sure-hous­es of the last cen­tu­ry were to be met with there, to be sure, which were rec­og­niz­able by their grand air, their bal­conies in twist­ed iron, and their long win­dows, whose tiny panes cast all sorts of vary­ing shades of green on the white of the closed shut­ters; but Mont­fer­meil was none­the­less a vil­lage. Re­tired cloth-mer­chants and rus­ti­cat­ing at­tor­neys had not dis­cov­ered it as yet; it was a peace­ful and charm­ing place, which was not on the road to any­where: there peo­ple lived, and cheap­ly, that peas­ant rus­tic life which is so boun­teous and so easy; on­ly, wa­ter was rare there, on ac­count of the el­e­va­tion of the plateau.

			It was nec­es­sary to fetch it from a con­sid­er­able dis­tance; the end of the vil­lage to­wards Gag­ny drew its wa­ter from the mag­nif­i­cent ponds which ex­ist in the woods there. The oth­er end, which sur­rounds the church and which lies in the di­rec­tion of Chelles, found drink­ing-wa­ter on­ly at a lit­tle spring half­way down the slope, near the road to Chelles, about a quar­ter of an hour from Mont­fer­meil.

			Thus each house­hold found it hard work to keep sup­plied with wa­ter. The large hous­es, the aris­toc­ra­cy, of which the Thé­nardier tav­ern formed a part, paid half a far­thing a buck­et­ful to a man who made a busi­ness of it, and who earned about eight sous a day in his en­ter­prise of sup­ply­ing Mont­fer­meil with wa­ter; but this good man on­ly worked un­til sev­en o’clock in the evening in sum­mer, and five in win­ter; and night once come and the shut­ters on the ground floor once closed, he who had no wa­ter to drink went to fetch it for him­self or did with­out it.

			This con­sti­tut­ed the ter­ror of the poor crea­ture whom the read­er has prob­a­bly not for­got­ten—lit­tle Cosette. It will be re­mem­bered that Cosette was use­ful to the Thé­nardiers in two ways: they made the moth­er pay them, and they made the child serve them. So when the moth­er ceased to pay al­to­geth­er, the rea­son for which we have read in pre­ced­ing chap­ters, the Thé­nardiers kept Cosette. She took the place of a ser­vant in their house. In this ca­pac­i­ty she it was who ran to fetch wa­ter when it was re­quired. So the child, who was great­ly ter­ri­fied at the idea of go­ing to the spring at night, took great care that wa­ter should nev­er be lack­ing in the house.

			Christ­mas of the year 1823 was par­tic­u­lar­ly bril­liant at Mont­fer­meil. The be­gin­ning of the win­ter had been mild; there had been nei­ther snow nor frost up to that time. Some moun­te­banks from Paris had ob­tained per­mis­sion of the may­or to erect their booths in the prin­ci­pal street of the vil­lage, and a band of itin­er­ant mer­chants, un­der pro­tec­tion of the same tol­er­ance, had con­struct­ed their stalls on the Church Square, and even ex­tend­ed them in­to Boulanger Al­ley, where, as the read­er will per­haps re­mem­ber, the Thé­nardiers’ hostel­ry was sit­u­at­ed. These peo­ple filled the inns and drink­ing-shops, and com­mu­ni­cat­ed to that tran­quil lit­tle dis­trict a noisy and joy­ous life. In or­der to play the part of a faith­ful his­to­ri­an, we ought even to add that, among the cu­riosi­ties dis­played in the square, there was a menagerie, in which fright­ful clowns, clad in rags and com­ing no one knew whence, ex­hib­it­ed to the peas­ants of Mont­fer­meil in 1823 one of those hor­ri­ble Brazil­ian vul­tures, such as our Roy­al Mu­se­um did not pos­sess un­til 1845, and which have a tri­col­ored cock­ade for an eye. I be­lieve that nat­u­ral­ists call this bird Caracara Poly­borus; it be­longs to the or­der of the Api­cides, and to the fam­i­ly of the vul­tures. Some good old Bona­partist sol­diers, who had re­tired to the vil­lage, went to see this crea­ture with great de­vo­tion. The moun­te­banks gave out that the tri­col­ored cock­ade was a unique phe­nom­e­non made by God ex­press­ly for their menagerie.

			On Christ­mas eve it­self, a num­ber of men, carters, and ped­dlers, were seat­ed at ta­ble, drink­ing and smok­ing around four or five can­dles in the pub­lic room of Thé­nardier’s hostel­ry. This room re­sem­bled all drink­ing-shop rooms—ta­bles, pewter jugs, bot­tles, drinkers, smok­ers; but lit­tle light and a great deal of noise. The date of the year 1823 was in­di­cat­ed, nev­er­the­less, by two ob­jects which were then fash­ion­able in the bour­geois class: to wit, a kalei­do­scope and a lamp of ribbed tin. The fe­male Thé­nardier was at­tend­ing to the sup­per, which was roast­ing in front of a clear fire; her hus­band was drink­ing with his cus­tomers and talk­ing pol­i­tics.

			Be­sides po­lit­i­cal con­ver­sa­tions which had for their prin­ci­pal sub­jects the Span­ish war and M. le Duc d’An­goulême, strict­ly lo­cal paren­the­ses, like the fol­low­ing, were au­di­ble amid the up­roar:—

			“About Nan­terre and Suresnes the vines have flour­ished great­ly. When ten pieces were reck­oned on there have been twelve. They have yield­ed a great deal of juice un­der the press.” “But the grapes can­not be ripe?” “In those parts the grapes should not be ripe; the wine turns oily as soon as spring comes.” “Then it is very thin wine?” “There are wines poor­er even than these. The grapes must be gath­ered while green.” Etc.

			Or a miller would call out:—

			“Are we re­spon­si­ble for what is in the sacks? We find in them a quan­ti­ty of small seed which we can­not sift out, and which we are obliged to send through the mill­stones; there are tares, fen­nel, vetch­es, hempseed, fox­tail, and a host of oth­er weeds, not to men­tion peb­bles, which abound in cer­tain wheat, es­pe­cial­ly in Bre­ton wheat. I am not fond of grind­ing Bre­ton wheat, any more than long-sawyers like to saw beams with nails in them. You can judge of the bad dust that makes in grind­ing. And then peo­ple com­plain of the flour. They are in the wrong. The flour is no fault of ours.”

			In a space be­tween two win­dows a mow­er, who was seat­ed at ta­ble with a land­ed pro­pri­etor who was fix­ing on a price for some mead­ow work to be per­formed in the spring, was say­ing:—

			“It does no harm to have the grass wet. It cuts bet­ter. Dew is a good thing, sir. It makes no dif­fer­ence with that grass. Your grass is young and very hard to cut still. It’s ter­ri­bly ten­der. It yields be­fore the iron.” Etc.

			Cosette was in her usu­al place, seat­ed on the cross­bar of the kitchen ta­ble near the chim­ney. She was in rags; her bare feet were thrust in­to wood­en shoes, and by the fire­light she was en­gaged in knit­ting woollen stock­ings des­tined for the young Thé­nardiers. A very young kit­ten was play­ing about among the chairs. Laugh­ter and chat­ter were au­di­ble in the ad­join­ing room, from two fresh chil­dren’s voic­es: it was Épo­nine and Azel­ma.

			In the chim­ney-cor­ner a cat-o’-nine-tails was hang­ing on a nail.

			At in­ter­vals the cry of a very young child, which was some­where in the house, rang through the noise of the dram-shop. It was a lit­tle boy who had been born to the Thé­nardiers dur­ing one of the pre­ced­ing win­ters—“she did not know why,” she said, “the re­sult of the cold,”—and who was a lit­tle more than three years old. The moth­er had nursed him, but she did not love him. When the per­sis­tent clam­or of the brat be­came too an­noy­ing, “Your son is squalling,” Thé­nardier would say; “do go and see what he wants.” “Bah!” the moth­er would re­ply, “he both­ers me.” And the ne­glect­ed child con­tin­ued to shriek in the dark.

		
	
		
			
				II

				Two Com­plete Por­traits

			
			So far in this book the Thé­nardiers have been viewed on­ly in pro­file; the mo­ment has ar­rived for mak­ing the cir­cuit of this cou­ple, and con­sid­er­ing it un­der all its as­pects.

			Thé­nardier had just passed his fifti­eth birth­day; Madame Thé­nardier was ap­proach­ing her for­ties, which is equiv­a­lent to fifty in a wom­an; so that there ex­ist­ed a bal­ance of age be­tween hus­band and wife.

			Our read­ers have pos­si­bly pre­served some rec­ol­lec­tion of this Thé­nardier wom­an, ev­er since her first ap­pear­ance—tall, blond, red, fat, an­gu­lar, square, enor­mous, and ag­ile; she be­longed, as we have said, to the race of those colos­sal wild wom­en, who con­tort them­selves at fairs with paving-stones hang­ing from their hair. She did ev­ery­thing about the house—made the beds, did the wash­ing, the cook­ing, and ev­ery­thing else. Cosette was her on­ly ser­vant; a mouse in the ser­vice of an ele­phant. Ev­ery­thing trem­bled at the sound of her voice—win­dow panes, fur­ni­ture, and peo­ple. Her big face, dot­ted with red blotch­es, pre­sent­ed the ap­pear­ance of a skim­mer. She had a beard. She was an ide­al mar­ket-porter dressed in wom­an’s clothes. She swore splen­did­ly; she boast­ed of be­ing able to crack a nut with one blow of her fist. Ex­cept for the ro­mances which she had read, and which made the af­fect­ed la­dy peep through the ogress at times, in a very queer way, the idea would nev­er have oc­curred to any­one to say of her, “That is a wom­an.” This Thé­nardier fe­male was like the prod­uct of a wench en­graft­ed on a fish­wife. When one heard her speak, one said, “That is a gen­darme;” when one saw her drink, one said, “That is a carter;” when one saw her han­dle Cosette, one said, “That is the hang­man.” One of her teeth pro­ject­ed when her face was in re­pose.

			Thé­nardier was a small, thin, pale, an­gu­lar, bony, fee­ble man, who had a sick­ly air and who was won­der­ful­ly healthy. His cun­ning be­gan here; he smiled ha­bit­u­al­ly, by way of pre­cau­tion, and was al­most po­lite to ev­ery­body, even to the beg­gar to whom he re­fused half a far­thing. He had the glance of a pole­cat and the bear­ing of a man of let­ters. He great­ly re­sem­bled the por­traits of the Ab­bé Delille. His co­quetry con­sist­ed in drink­ing with the carters. No one had ev­er suc­ceed­ed in ren­der­ing him drunk. He smoked a big pipe. He wore a blouse, and un­der his blouse an old black coat. He made pre­ten­sions to lit­er­a­ture and to ma­te­ri­al­ism. There were cer­tain names which he of­ten pro­nounced to sup­port what­ev­er things he might be say­ing—Voltaire, Ray­nal, Parny, and, sin­gu­lar­ly enough, Saint Au­gus­tine. He de­clared that he had “a sys­tem.” In ad­di­tion, he was a great swindler. A filousophe,24 a sci­en­tif­ic thief. The species does ex­ist. It will be re­mem­bered that he pre­tend­ed to have served in the army; he was in the habit of re­lat­ing with ex­u­ber­ance, how, be­ing a sergeant in the 6th or the 9th light some­thing or oth­er, at Wa­ter­loo, he had alone, and in the pres­ence of a squadron of death-deal­ing hus­sars, cov­ered with his body and saved from death, in the midst of the grapeshot, “a gen­er­al, who had been dan­ger­ous­ly wound­ed.” Thence arose for his wall the flar­ing sign, and for his inn the name which it bore in the neigh­bor­hood, of “the cabaret of the Sergeant of Wa­ter­loo.” He was a lib­er­al, a clas­sic, and a Bona­partist. He had sub­scribed for the Champ d’Asile. It was said in the vil­lage that he had stud­ied for the priest­hood.

			We be­lieve that he had sim­ply stud­ied in Hol­land for an innkeep­er. This ras­cal of com­pos­ite or­der was, in all prob­a­bil­i­ty, some Flem­ing from Lille, in Flan­ders, a French­man in Paris, a Bel­gian at Brus­sels, be­ing com­fort­ably astride of both fron­tiers. As for his prow­ess at Wa­ter­loo, the read­er is al­ready ac­quaint­ed with that. It will be per­ceived that he ex­ag­ger­at­ed it a tri­fle. Ebb and flow, wan­der­ing, ad­ven­ture, was the lev­en of his ex­is­tence; a tat­tered con­science en­tails a frag­men­tary life, and, ap­par­ent­ly at the stormy epoch of June 18, 1815, Thé­nardier be­longed to that va­ri­ety of ma­raud­ing sut­lers of which we have spo­ken, beat­ing about the coun­try, sell­ing to some, steal­ing from oth­ers, and trav­el­ling like a fam­i­ly man, with wife and chil­dren, in a rick­ety cart, in the rear of troops on the march, with an in­stinct for al­ways at­tach­ing him­self to the vic­to­ri­ous army. This cam­paign end­ed, and hav­ing, as he said, “some quibus,” he had come to Mont­fer­meil and set up an inn there.

			This quibus, com­posed of purs­es and watch­es, of gold rings and sil­ver cross­es, gath­ered in har­vest-time in fur­rows sown with corpses, did not amount to a large to­tal, and did not car­ry this sut­ler turned eat­ing-house-keep­er very far.

			Thé­nardier had that pe­cu­liar rec­ti­lin­ear some­thing about his ges­tures which, ac­com­pa­nied by an oath, re­calls the bar­racks, and by a sign of the cross, the sem­i­nary. He was a fine talk­er. He al­lowed it to be thought that he was an ed­u­cat­ed man. Nev­er­the­less, the school­mas­ter had no­ticed that he pro­nounced im­prop­er­ly.25

			He com­posed the trav­ellers’ tar­iff card in a su­pe­ri­or man­ner, but prac­tised eyes some­times spied out or­tho­graph­i­cal er­rors in it. Thé­nardier was cun­ning, greedy, sloth­ful, and clever. He did not dis­dain his ser­vants, which caused his wife to dis­pense with them. This gi­ant­ess was jeal­ous. It seemed to her that that thin and yel­low lit­tle man must be an ob­ject cov­et­ed by all.

			Thé­nardier, who was, above all, an as­tute and well-bal­anced man, was a scamp of a tem­per­ate sort. This is the worst species; hypocrisy en­ters in­to it.

			It is not that Thé­nardier was not, on oc­ca­sion, ca­pa­ble of wrath to quite the same de­gree as his wife; but this was very rare, and at such times, since he was en­raged with the hu­man race in gen­er­al, as he bore with­in him a deep fur­nace of ha­tred. And since he was one of those peo­ple who are con­tin­u­al­ly aveng­ing their wrongs, who ac­cuse ev­ery­thing that pass­es be­fore them of ev­ery­thing which has be­fall­en them, and who are al­ways ready to cast up­on the first per­son who comes to hand, as a le­git­i­mate griev­ance, the sum to­tal of the de­cep­tions, the bank­rupt­cies, and the calami­ties of their lives—when all this leav­en was stirred up in him and boiled forth from his mouth and eyes, he was ter­ri­ble. Woe to the per­son who came un­der his wrath at such a time!

			In ad­di­tion to his oth­er qual­i­ties, Thé­nardier was at­ten­tive and pen­e­trat­ing, silent or talk­a­tive, ac­cord­ing to cir­cum­stances, and al­ways high­ly in­tel­li­gent. He had some­thing of the look of sailors, who are ac­cus­tomed to screw up their eyes to gaze through ma­rine glass­es. Thé­nardier was a states­man.

			Ev­ery new­com­er who en­tered the tav­ern said, on catch­ing sight of Madame Thé­nardier, “There is the mas­ter of the house.” A mis­take. She was not even the mis­tress. The hus­band was both mas­ter and mis­tress. She worked; he cre­at­ed. He di­rect­ed ev­ery­thing by a sort of in­vis­i­ble and con­stant mag­net­ic ac­tion. A word was suf­fi­cient for him, some­times a sign; the mastodon obeyed. Thé­nardier was a sort of spe­cial and sov­er­eign be­ing in Madame Thé­nardier’s eyes, though she did not thor­ough­ly re­al­ize it. She was pos­sessed of virtues af­ter her own kind; if she had ev­er had a dis­agree­ment as to any de­tail with “Mon­sieur Thé­nardier,”—which was an in­ad­mis­si­ble hy­poth­e­sis, by the way—she would not have blamed her hus­band in pub­lic on any sub­ject what­ev­er. She would nev­er have com­mit­ted “be­fore strangers” that mis­take so of­ten com­mit­ted by wom­en, and which is called in par­lia­men­tary lan­guage, “ex­pos­ing the crown.” Al­though their con­cord had on­ly evil as its re­sult, there was con­tem­pla­tion in Madame Thé­nardier’s sub­mis­sion to her hus­band. That moun­tain of noise and of flesh moved un­der the lit­tle fin­ger of that frail despot. Viewed on its dwarfed and grotesque side, this was that grand and uni­ver­sal thing, the ado­ra­tion of mind by mat­ter; for cer­tain ug­ly fea­tures have a cause in the very depths of eter­nal beau­ty. There was an un­known quan­ti­ty about Thé­nardier; hence the ab­so­lute em­pire of the man over that wom­an. At cer­tain mo­ments she be­held him like a light­ed can­dle; at oth­ers she felt him like a claw.

			This wom­an was a for­mi­da­ble crea­ture who loved no one ex­cept her chil­dren, and who did not fear any­one ex­cept her hus­band. She was a moth­er be­cause she was mam­mif­er­ous. But her ma­ter­ni­ty stopped short with her daugh­ters, and, as we shall see, did not ex­tend to boys. The man had but one thought—how to en­rich him­self.

			He did not suc­ceed in this. A the­atre wor­thy of this great tal­ent was lack­ing. Thé­nardier was ru­in­ing him­self at Mont­fer­meil, if ru­in is pos­si­ble to ze­ro; in Switzer­land or in the Pyre­nees this pen­ni­less scamp would have be­come a mil­lion­aire; but an innkeep­er must browse where fate has hitched him.

			It will be un­der­stood that the word “innkeep­er” is here em­ployed in a re­strict­ed sense, and does not ex­tend to an en­tire class.

			In this same year, 1823, Thé­nardier was bur­dened with about fif­teen hun­dred francs’ worth of pet­ty debts, and this ren­dered him anx­ious.

			What­ev­er may have been the ob­sti­nate in­jus­tice of des­tiny in this case, Thé­nardier was one of those men who un­der­stand best, with the most pro­fun­di­ty and in the most mod­ern fash­ion, that thing which is a virtue among bar­barous peo­ples and an ob­ject of mer­chan­dise among civ­i­lized peo­ples—hos­pi­tal­i­ty. Be­sides, he was an ad­mirable poach­er, and quot­ed for his skill in shoot­ing. He had a cer­tain cold and tran­quil laugh, which was par­tic­u­lar­ly dan­ger­ous.

			His the­o­ries as a land­lord some­times burst forth in light­ning flash­es. He had pro­fes­sion­al apho­risms, which he in­sert­ed in­to his wife’s mind. “The du­ty of the innkeep­er,” he said to her one day, vi­o­lent­ly, and in a low voice, “is to sell to the first com­er, stews, re­pose, light, fire, dirty sheets, a ser­vant, lice, and a smile; to stop passers­by, to emp­ty small purs­es, and to hon­est­ly light­en heavy ones; to shel­ter trav­el­ling fam­i­lies re­spect­ful­ly: to shave the man, to pluck the wom­an, to pick the child clean; to quote the win­dow open, the win­dow shut, the chim­ney-cor­ner, the arm­chair, the chair, the ot­toman, the stool, the feath­erbed, the mat­tress and the truss of straw; to know how much the shad­ow us­es up the mir­ror, and to put a price on it; and, by five hun­dred thou­sand dev­ils, to make the trav­eller pay for ev­ery­thing, even for the flies which his dog eats!”

			This man and this wom­an were ruse and rage wed­ded—a hideous and ter­ri­ble team.

			While the hus­band pon­dered and com­bined, Madame Thé­nardier thought not of ab­sent cred­i­tors, took no heed of yes­ter­day nor of to­mor­row, and lived in a fit of anger, all in a minute.

			Such were these two be­ings. Cosette was be­tween them, sub­ject­ed to their dou­ble pres­sure, like a crea­ture who is at the same time be­ing ground up in a mill and pulled to pieces with pin­cers. The man and the wom­an each had a dif­fer­ent method: Cosette was over­whelmed with blows—this was the wom­an’s; she went bare­foot­ed in win­ter—that was the man’s do­ing.

			Cosette ran up­stairs and down, washed, swept, rubbed, dust­ed, ran, flut­tered about, pant­ed, moved heavy ar­ti­cles, and weak as she was, did the coarse work. There was no mer­cy for her; a fierce mis­tress and ven­omous mas­ter. The Thé­nardier hostel­ry was like a spi­der’s web, in which Cosette had been caught, and where she lay trem­bling. The ide­al of op­pres­sion was re­al­ized by this sin­is­ter house­hold. It was some­thing like the fly serv­ing the spi­ders.

			The poor child pas­sive­ly held her peace.

			What takes place with­in these souls when they have but just quit­ted God, find them­selves thus, at the very dawn of life, very small and in the midst of men all naked!

		
	
		
			
				III

				Men Must Have Wine, and Hors­es Must Have Wa­ter

			
			Four new trav­ellers had ar­rived.

			Cosette was med­i­tat­ing sad­ly; for, al­though she was on­ly eight years old, she had al­ready suf­fered so much that she re­flect­ed with the lugubri­ous air of an old wom­an. Her eye was black in con­se­quence of a blow from Madame Thé­nardier’s fist, which caused the lat­ter to re­mark from time to time, “How ug­ly she is with her fist-blow on her eye!”

			Cosette was think­ing that it was dark, very dark, that the pitch­ers and caraffes in the cham­bers of the trav­ellers who had ar­rived must have been filled and that there was no more wa­ter in the cis­tern.

			She was some­what re­as­sured be­cause no one in the Thé­nardier es­tab­lish­ment drank much wa­ter. Thirsty peo­ple were nev­er lack­ing there; but their thirst was of the sort which ap­plies to the jug rather than to the pitch­er. Any­one who had asked for a glass of wa­ter among all those glass­es of wine would have ap­peared a sav­age to all these men. But there came a mo­ment when the child trem­bled; Madame Thé­nardier raised the cov­er of a stew­pan which was boil­ing on the stove, then seized a glass and briskly ap­proached the cis­tern. She turned the faucet; the child had raised her head and was fol­low­ing all the wom­an’s move­ments. A thin stream of wa­ter trick­led from the faucet, and half filled the glass. “Well,” said she, “there is no more wa­ter!” A mo­men­tary si­lence en­sued. The child did not breathe.

			“Bah!” re­sumed Madame Thé­nardier, ex­am­in­ing the half-filled glass, “this will be enough.”

			Cosette ap­plied her­self to her work once more, but for a quar­ter of an hour she felt her heart leap­ing in her bo­som like a big snowflake.

			She count­ed the min­utes that passed in this man­ner, and wished it were the next morn­ing.

			From time to time one of the drinkers looked in­to the street, and ex­claimed, “It’s as black as an oven!” or, “One must needs be a cat to go about the streets with­out a lantern at this hour!” And Cosette trem­bled.

			All at once one of the ped­dlers who lodged in the hostel­ry en­tered, and said in a harsh voice:—

			“My horse has not been wa­tered.”

			“Yes, it has,” said Madame Thé­nardier.

			“I tell you that it has not,” re­tort­ed the ped­dler.

			Cosette had emerged from un­der the ta­ble.

			“Oh, yes, sir!” said she, “the horse has had a drink; he drank out of a buck­et, a whole buck­et­ful, and it was I who took the wa­ter to him, and I spoke to him.”

			It was not true; Cosette lied.

			“There’s a brat as big as my fist who tells lies as big as the house,” ex­claimed the ped­dler. “I tell you that he has not been wa­tered, you lit­tle jade! He has a way of blow­ing when he has had no wa­ter, which I know well.”

			Cosette per­sist­ed, and added in a voice ren­dered hoarse with an­guish, and which was hard­ly au­di­ble:—

			“And he drank hearti­ly.”

			“Come,” said the ped­dler, in a rage, “this won’t do at all, let my horse be wa­tered, and let that be the end of it!”

			Cosette crept un­der the ta­ble again.

			“In truth, that is fair!” said Madame Thé­nardier, “if the beast has not been wa­tered, it must be.”

			Then glanc­ing about her:—

			“Well, now! Where’s that oth­er beast?”

			She bent down and dis­cov­ered Cosette cow­er­ing at the oth­er end of the ta­ble, al­most un­der the drinkers’ feet.

			“Are you com­ing?” shrieked Madame Thé­nardier.

			Cosette crawled out of the sort of hole in which she had hid­den her­self. The Thé­nardier re­sumed:—

			“Made­moi­selle Dog-lack-name, go and wa­ter that horse.”

			“But, Madame,” said Cosette, fee­bly, “there is no wa­ter.”

			The Thé­nardier threw the street door wide open:—

			“Well, go and get some, then!”

			Cosette dropped her head, and went for an emp­ty buck­et which stood near the chim­ney-cor­ner.

			This buck­et was big­ger than she was, and the child could have set down in it at her ease.

			The Thé­nardier re­turned to her stove, and tast­ed what was in the stew­pan, with a wood­en spoon, grum­bling the while:—

			“There’s plen­ty in the spring. There nev­er was such a ma­li­cious crea­ture as that. I think I should have done bet­ter to strain my onions.”

			Then she rum­maged in a draw­er which con­tained sous, pep­per, and shal­lots.

			“See here, Mam’selle Toad,” she added, “on your way back, you will get a big loaf from the bak­er. Here’s a fif­teen-sou piece.”

			Cosette had a lit­tle pock­et on one side of her apron; she took the coin with­out say­ing a word, and put it in that pock­et.

			Then she stood mo­tion­less, buck­et in hand, the open door be­fore her. She seemed to be wait­ing for some­one to come to her res­cue.

			“Get along with you!” screamed the Thé­nardier.

			Cosette went out. The door closed be­hind her.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				En­trance on the Scene of a Doll

			
			The line of open-air booths start­ing at the church, ex­tend­ed, as the read­er will re­mem­ber, as far as the hostel­ry of the Thé­nardiers. These booths were all il­lu­mi­nat­ed, be­cause the cit­i­zens would soon pass on their way to the mid­night mass, with can­dles burn­ing in pa­per fun­nels, which, as the school­mas­ter, then seat­ed at the ta­ble at the Thé­nardiers’ ob­served, pro­duced “a mag­i­cal ef­fect.” In com­pen­sa­tion, not a star was vis­i­ble in the sky.

			The last of these stalls, es­tab­lished pre­cise­ly op­po­site the Thé­nardiers’ door, was a toyshop all glit­ter­ing with tin­sel, glass, and mag­nif­i­cent ob­jects of tin. In the first row, and far for­wards, the mer­chant had placed on a back­ground of white nap­kins, an im­mense doll, near­ly two feet high, who was dressed in a robe of pink crepe, with gold wheatears on her head, which had re­al hair and enam­el eyes. All that day, this mar­vel had been dis­played to the won­der­ment of all passers­by un­der ten years of age, with­out a moth­er be­ing found in Mont­fer­meil suf­fi­cient­ly rich or suf­fi­cient­ly ex­trav­a­gant to give it to her child. Épo­nine and Azel­ma had passed hours in con­tem­plat­ing it, and Cosette her­self had ven­tured to cast a glance at it, on the sly, it is true.

			At the mo­ment when Cosette emerged, buck­et in hand, melan­choly and over­come as she was, she could not re­frain from lift­ing her eyes to that won­der­ful doll, to­wards the la­dy, as she called it. The poor child paused in amaze­ment. She had not yet be­held that doll close to. The whole shop seemed a palace to her: the doll was not a doll; it was a vi­sion. It was joy, splen­dor, rich­es, hap­pi­ness, which ap­peared in a sort of chimeri­cal ha­lo to that un­hap­py lit­tle be­ing so pro­found­ly en­gulfed in gloomy and chilly mis­ery. With the sad and in­no­cent sagac­i­ty of child­hood, Cosette mea­sured the abyss which sep­a­rat­ed her from that doll. She said to her­self that one must be a queen, or at least a princess, to have a “thing” like that. She gazed at that beau­ti­ful pink dress, that beau­ti­ful smooth hair, and she thought, “How hap­py that doll must be!” She could not take her eyes from that fan­tas­tic stall. The more she looked, the more daz­zled she grew. She thought she was gaz­ing at par­adise. There were oth­er dolls be­hind the large one, which seemed to her to be fairies and genii. The mer­chant, who was pac­ing back and forth in front of his shop, pro­duced on her some­what the ef­fect of be­ing the Eter­nal Fa­ther.

			In this ado­ra­tion she for­got ev­ery­thing, even the er­rand with which she was charged.

			All at once the Thé­nardier’s coarse voice re­called her to re­al­i­ty: “What, you sil­ly jade! you have not gone? Wait! I’ll give it to you! I want to know what you are do­ing there! Get along, you lit­tle mon­ster!”

			The Thé­nardier had cast a glance in­to the street, and had caught sight of Cosette in her ec­sta­sy.

			Cosette fled, drag­ging her pail, and tak­ing the long­est strides of which she was ca­pa­ble.

		
	
		
			
				V

				The Lit­tle One All Alone

			
			As the Thé­nardier hostel­ry was in that part of the vil­lage which is near the church, it was to the spring in the for­est in the di­rec­tion of Chelles that Cosette was obliged to go for her wa­ter.

			She did not glance at the dis­play of a sin­gle oth­er mer­chant. So long as she was in Boulanger Lane and in the neigh­bor­hood of the church, the light­ed stalls il­lu­mi­nat­ed the road; but soon the last light from the last stall van­ished. The poor child found her­self in the dark. She plunged in­to it. On­ly, as a cer­tain emo­tion over­came her, she made as much mo­tion as pos­si­ble with the han­dle of the buck­et as she walked along. This made a noise which af­ford­ed her com­pa­ny.

			The fur­ther she went, the denser the dark­ness be­came. There was no one in the streets. How­ev­er, she did en­counter a wom­an, who turned around on see­ing her, and stood still, mut­ter­ing be­tween her teeth: “Where can that child be go­ing? Is it a were­wolf child?” Then the wom­an rec­og­nized Cosette. “Well,” said she, “it’s the Lark!”

			In this man­ner Cosette tra­versed the labyrinth of tor­tu­ous and de­sert­ed streets which ter­mi­nate in the vil­lage of Mont­fer­meil on the side of Chelles. So long as she had the hous­es or even the walls on­ly on both sides of her path, she pro­ceed­ed with tol­er­a­ble bold­ness. From time to time she caught the flick­er of a can­dle through the crack of a shut­ter—this was light and life; there were peo­ple there, and it re­as­sured her. But in pro­por­tion as she ad­vanced, her pace slack­ened me­chan­i­cal­ly, as it were. When she had passed the cor­ner of the last house, Cosette paused. It had been hard to ad­vance fur­ther than the last stall; it be­came im­pos­si­ble to pro­ceed fur­ther than the last house. She set her buck­et on the ground, thrust her hand in­to her hair, and be­gan slow­ly to scratch her head—a ges­ture pe­cu­liar to chil­dren when ter­ri­fied and un­de­cid­ed what to do. It was no longer Mont­fer­meil; it was the open fields. Black and desert space was be­fore her. She gazed in de­spair at that dark­ness, where there was no longer any­one, where there were beasts, where there were spec­tres, pos­si­bly. She took a good look, and heard the beasts walk­ing on the grass, and she dis­tinct­ly saw spec­tres mov­ing in the trees. Then she seized her buck­et again; fear had lent her au­dac­i­ty. “Bah!” said she; “I will tell him that there was no more wa­ter!” And she res­o­lute­ly re-en­tered Mont­fer­meil.

			Hard­ly had she gone a hun­dred paces when she paused and be­gan to scratch her head again. Now it was the Thé­nardier who ap­peared to her, with her hideous, hye­na mouth, and wrath flash­ing in her eyes. The child cast a melan­choly glance be­fore her and be­hind her. What was she to do? What was to be­come of her? Where was she to go? In front of her was the spec­tre of the Thé­nardier; be­hind her all the phan­toms of the night and of the for­est. It was be­fore the Thé­nardier that she re­coiled. She re­sumed her path to the spring, and be­gan to run. She emerged from the vil­lage, she en­tered the for­est at a run, no longer look­ing at or lis­ten­ing to any­thing. She on­ly paused in her course when her breath failed her; but she did not halt in her ad­vance. She went straight be­fore her in des­per­a­tion.

			As she ran she felt like cry­ing.

			The noc­tur­nal quiv­er­ing of the for­est sur­round­ed her com­plete­ly.

			She no longer thought, she no longer saw. The im­men­si­ty of night was fac­ing this tiny crea­ture. On the one hand, all shad­ow; on the oth­er, an atom.

			It was on­ly sev­en or eight min­utes’ walk from the edge of the woods to the spring. Cosette knew the way, through hav­ing gone over it many times in day­light. Strange to say, she did not get lost. A rem­nant of in­stinct guid­ed her vague­ly. But she did not turn her eyes ei­ther to right or to left, for fear of see­ing things in the branch­es and in the brush­wood. In this man­ner she reached the spring.

			It was a nar­row, nat­u­ral basin, hol­lowed out by the wa­ter in a clayey soil, about two feet deep, sur­round­ed with moss and with those tall, crimped grass­es which are called Hen­ry IV’s frills, and paved with sev­er­al large stones. A brook ran out of it, with a tran­quil lit­tle noise.

			Cosette did not take time to breathe. It was very dark, but she was in the habit of com­ing to this spring. She felt with her left hand in the dark for a young oak which leaned over the spring, and which usu­al­ly served to sup­port her, found one of its branch­es, clung to it, bent down, and plunged the buck­et in the wa­ter. She was in a state of such vi­o­lent ex­cite­ment that her strength was tre­bled. While thus bent over, she did not no­tice that the pock­et of her apron had emp­tied it­self in­to the spring. The fif­teen-sou piece fell in­to the wa­ter. Cosette nei­ther saw nor heard it fall. She drew out the buck­et near­ly full, and set it on the grass.

			That done, she per­ceived that she was worn out with fa­tigue. She would have liked to set out again at once, but the ef­fort re­quired to fill the buck­et had been such that she found it im­pos­si­ble to take a step. She was forced to sit down. She dropped on the grass, and re­mained crouch­ing there.

			She shut her eyes; then she opened them again, with­out know­ing why, but be­cause she could not do oth­er­wise. The ag­i­tat­ed wa­ter in the buck­et be­side her was de­scrib­ing cir­cles which re­sem­bled tin ser­pents.

			Over­head the sky was cov­ered with vast black clouds, which were like mass­es of smoke. The trag­ic mask of shad­ow seemed to bend vague­ly over the child.

			Jupiter was set­ting in the depths.

			The child stared with be­wil­dered eyes at this great star, with which she was un­fa­mil­iar, and which ter­ri­fied her. The plan­et was, in fact, very near the hori­zon and was travers­ing a dense lay­er of mist which im­part­ed to it a hor­ri­ble rud­dy hue. The mist, gloomi­ly em­pur­pled, mag­ni­fied the star. One would have called it a lu­mi­nous wound.

			A cold wind was blow­ing from the plain. The for­est was dark, not a leaf was mov­ing; there were none of the vague, fresh gleams of sum­mer­tide. Great boughs up­lift­ed them­selves in fright­ful wise. Slen­der and mis­shapen bush­es whis­tled in the clear­ings. The tall grass­es un­du­lat­ed like eels un­der the north wind. The net­tles seemed to twist long arms fur­nished with claws in search of prey. Some bits of dry heather, tossed by the breeze, flew rapid­ly by, and had the air of flee­ing in ter­ror be­fore some­thing which was com­ing af­ter. On all sides there were lugubri­ous stretch­es.

			The dark­ness was be­wil­der­ing. Man re­quires light. Who­ev­er buries him­self in the op­po­site of day feels his heart con­tract. When the eye sees black, the heart sees trou­ble. In an eclipse in the night, in the sooty opac­i­ty, there is anx­i­ety even for the stoutest of hearts. No one walks alone in the for­est at night with­out trem­bling. Shad­ows and trees—two for­mi­da­ble den­si­ties. A chimeri­cal re­al­i­ty ap­pears in the in­dis­tinct depths. The in­con­ceiv­able is out­lined a few paces dis­tant from you with a spec­tral clear­ness. One be­holds float­ing, ei­ther in space or in one’s own brain, one knows not what vague and in­tan­gi­ble thing, like the dreams of sleep­ing flow­ers. There are fierce at­ti­tudes on the hori­zon. One in­hales the ef­flu­via of the great black void. One is afraid to glance be­hind him, yet de­sirous of do­ing so. The cav­i­ties of night, things grown hag­gard, tac­i­turn pro­files which van­ish when one ad­vances, ob­scure di­shevel­ments, ir­ri­tat­ed tufts, livid pools, the lugubri­ous re­flect­ed in the fu­ne­re­al, the sepul­chral im­men­si­ty of si­lence, un­known but pos­si­ble be­ings, bend­ings of mys­te­ri­ous branch­es, alarm­ing tor­sos of trees, long hand­fuls of quiv­er­ing plants—against all this one has no pro­tec­tion. There is no hardi­hood which does not shud­der and which does not feel the vicin­i­ty of an­guish. One is con­scious of some­thing hideous, as though one’s soul were be­com­ing amal­ga­mat­ed with the dark­ness. This pen­e­tra­tion of the shad­ows is in­de­scrib­ably sin­is­ter in the case of a child.

			Forests are apoc­a­lypses, and the beat­ing of the wings of a tiny soul pro­duces a sound of agony be­neath their mon­strous vault.

			With­out un­der­stand­ing her sen­sa­tions, Cosette was con­scious that she was seized up­on by that black enor­mi­ty of na­ture; it was no longer ter­ror alone which was gain­ing pos­ses­sion of her; it was some­thing more ter­ri­ble even than ter­ror; she shiv­ered. There are no words to ex­press the strange­ness of that shiv­er which chilled her to the very bot­tom of her heart; her eye grew wild; she thought she felt that she should not be able to re­frain from re­turn­ing there at the same hour on the mor­row.

			Then, by a sort of in­stinct, she be­gan to count aloud, one, two, three, four, and so on up to ten, in or­der to es­cape from that sin­gu­lar state which she did not un­der­stand, but which ter­ri­fied her, and, when she had fin­ished, she be­gan again; this re­stored her to a true per­cep­tion of the things about her. Her hands, which she had wet in draw­ing the wa­ter, felt cold; she rose; her ter­ror, a nat­u­ral and un­con­quer­able ter­ror, had re­turned: she had but one thought now—to flee at full speed through the for­est, across the fields to the hous­es, to the win­dows, to the light­ed can­dles. Her glance fell up­on the wa­ter which stood be­fore her; such was the fright which the Thé­nardier in­spired in her, that she dared not flee with­out that buck­et of wa­ter: she seized the han­dle with both hands; she could hard­ly lift the pail.

			In this man­ner she ad­vanced a dozen paces, but the buck­et was full; it was heavy; she was forced to set it on the ground once more. She took breath for an in­stant, then lift­ed the han­dle of the buck­et again, and re­sumed her march, pro­ceed­ing a lit­tle fur­ther this time, but again she was obliged to pause. Af­ter some sec­onds of re­pose she set out again. She walked bent for­ward, with droop­ing head, like an old wom­an; the weight of the buck­et strained and stiff­ened her thin arms. The iron han­dle com­plet­ed the be­numb­ing and freez­ing of her wet and tiny hands; she was forced to halt from time to time, and each time that she did so, the cold wa­ter which splashed from the pail fell on her bare legs. This took place in the depths of a for­est, at night, in win­ter, far from all hu­man sight; she was a child of eight: no one but God saw that sad thing at the mo­ment.

			And her moth­er, no doubt, alas!

			For there are things that make the dead open their eyes in their graves.

			She pant­ed with a sort of painful rat­tle; sobs con­tract­ed her throat, but she dared not weep, so afraid was she of the Thé­nardier, even at a dis­tance: it was her cus­tom to imag­ine the Thé­nardier al­ways present.

			How­ev­er, she could not make much head­way in that man­ner, and she went on very slow­ly. In spite of di­min­ish­ing the length of her stops, and of walk­ing as long as pos­si­ble be­tween them, she re­flect­ed with an­guish that it would take her more than an hour to re­turn to Mont­fer­meil in this man­ner, and that the Thé­nardier would beat her. This an­guish was min­gled with her ter­ror at be­ing alone in the woods at night; she was worn out with fa­tigue, and had not yet emerged from the for­est. On ar­riv­ing near an old chest­nut-tree with which she was ac­quaint­ed, made a last halt, longer than the rest, in or­der that she might get well rest­ed; then she sum­moned up all her strength, picked up her buck­et again, and coura­geous­ly re­sumed her march, but the poor lit­tle des­per­ate crea­ture could not re­frain from cry­ing, “O my God! my God!”

			At that mo­ment she sud­den­ly be­came con­scious that her buck­et no longer weighed any­thing at all: a hand, which seemed to her enor­mous, had just seized the han­dle, and lift­ed it vig­or­ous­ly. She raised her head. A large black form, straight and erect, was walk­ing be­side her through the dark­ness; it was a man who had come up be­hind her, and whose ap­proach she had not heard. This man, with­out ut­ter­ing a word, had seized the han­dle of the buck­et which she was car­ry­ing.

			There are in­stincts for all the en­coun­ters of life.

			The child was not afraid.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				Which Pos­si­bly Proves Boula­tru­elle’s In­tel­li­gence

			
			On the af­ter­noon of that same Christ­mas Day, 1823, a man had walked for rather a long time in the most de­sert­ed part of the Boule­vard de l’Hôpi­tal in Paris. This man had the air of a per­son who is seek­ing lodg­ings, and he seemed to halt, by pref­er­ence, at the most mod­est hous­es on that di­lap­i­dat­ed bor­der of the faubourg Saint-Marceau.

			We shall see fur­ther on that this man had, in fact, hired a cham­ber in that iso­lat­ed quar­ter.

			This man, in his at­tire, as in all his per­son, re­al­ized the type of what may be called the well-bred men­di­cant—ex­treme wretched­ness com­bined with ex­treme clean­li­ness. This is a very rare mix­ture which in­spires in­tel­li­gent hearts with that dou­ble re­spect which one feels for the man who is very poor, and for the man who is very wor­thy. He wore a very old and very well brushed round hat; a coarse coat, worn per­fect­ly thread­bare, of an ochre yel­low, a col­or that was not in the least ec­cen­tric at that epoch; a large waist­coat with pock­ets of a ven­er­a­ble cut; black breech­es, worn gray at the knee, stock­ings of black worsted; and thick shoes with cop­per buck­les. He would have been pro­nounced a pre­cep­tor in some good fam­i­ly, re­turned from the em­i­gra­tion. He would have been tak­en for more than six­ty years of age, from his per­fect­ly white hair, his wrin­kled brow, his livid lips, and his coun­te­nance, where ev­ery­thing breathed de­pres­sion and weari­ness of life. Judg­ing from his firm tread, from the sin­gu­lar vig­or which stamped all his move­ments, he would have hard­ly been thought fifty. The wrin­kles on his brow were well placed, and would have dis­posed in his fa­vor any­one who ob­served him at­ten­tive­ly. His lip con­tract­ed with a strange fold which seemed se­vere, and which was hum­ble. There was in the depth of his glance an in­de­scrib­able melan­choly seren­i­ty. In his left hand he car­ried a lit­tle bun­dle tied up in a hand­ker­chief; in his right he leaned on a sort of a cud­gel, cut from some hedge. This stick had been care­ful­ly trimmed, and had an air that was not too threat­en­ing; the most had been made of its knots, and it had re­ceived a coral-like head, made from red wax: it was a cud­gel, and it seemed to be a cane.

			There are but few passers­by on that boule­vard, par­tic­u­lar­ly in the win­ter. The man seemed to avoid them rather than to seek them, but this with­out any af­fec­ta­tion.

			At that epoch, King Louis XVI­II went near­ly ev­ery day to Choisy-le-Roi: it was one of his fa­vorite ex­cur­sions. To­wards two o’clock, al­most in­vari­ably, the roy­al car­riage and cav­al­cade was seen to pass at full speed along the Boule­vard de l’Hôpi­tal.

			This served in lieu of a watch or clock to the poor wom­en of the quar­ter who said, “It is two o’clock; there he is re­turn­ing to the Tu­i­leries.”

			And some rushed for­ward, and oth­ers drew up in line, for a pass­ing king al­ways cre­ates a tu­mult; be­sides, the ap­pear­ance and dis­ap­pear­ance of Louis XVI­II pro­duced a cer­tain ef­fect in the streets of Paris. It was rapid but ma­jes­tic. This im­po­tent king had a taste for a fast gal­lop; as he was not able to walk, he wished to run: that crip­ple would glad­ly have had him­self drawn by the light­ning. He passed, pa­cif­ic and se­vere, in the midst of naked swords. His mas­sive couch, all cov­ered with gild­ing, with great branch­es of lilies paint­ed on the pan­els, thun­dered nois­i­ly along. There was hard­ly time to cast a glance up­on it. In the rear an­gle on the right there was vis­i­ble on tuft­ed cush­ions of white satin a large, firm, and rud­dy face, a brow fresh­ly pow­dered à l’oiseau roy­al, a proud, hard, crafty eye, the smile of an ed­u­cat­ed man, two great epaulets with bul­lion fringe float­ing over a bour­geois coat, the Gold­en Fleece, the cross of Saint Louis, the cross of the Le­gion of Hon­or, the sil­ver plaque of the Saint-Es­prit, a huge bel­ly, and a wide blue rib­bon: it was the king. Out­side of Paris, he held his hat decked with white os­trich plumes on his knees en­wrapped in high Eng­lish gaiters; when he re-en­tered the city, he put on his hat and salut­ed rarely; he stared cold­ly at the peo­ple, and they re­turned it in kind. When he ap­peared for the first time in the Saint-Marceau quar­ter, the whole suc­cess which he pro­duced is con­tained in this re­mark of an in­hab­i­tant of the faubourg to his com­rade, “That big fel­low yon­der is the gov­ern­ment.”

			This in­fal­li­ble pas­sage of the king at the same hour was, there­fore, the dai­ly event of the Boule­vard de l’Hôpi­tal.

			The prom­e­nad­er in the yel­low coat ev­i­dent­ly did not be­long in the quar­ter, and prob­a­bly did not be­long in Paris, for he was ig­no­rant as to this de­tail. When, at two o’clock, the roy­al car­riage, sur­round­ed by a squadron of the body­guard all cov­ered with sil­ver lace, de­bouched on the boule­vard, af­ter hav­ing made the turn of the Salpêtrière, he ap­peared sur­prised and al­most alarmed. There was no one but him­self in this cross-lane. He drew up hasti­ly be­hind the cor­ner of the wall of an en­clo­sure, though this did not pre­vent M. le Duc de Havré from spy­ing him out.

			M. le Duc de Havré, as cap­tain of the guard on du­ty that day, was seat­ed in the car­riage, op­po­site the king. He said to his Majesty, “Yon­der is an evil-look­ing man.” Mem­bers of the po­lice, who were clear­ing the king’s route, took equal note of him: one of them re­ceived an or­der to fol­low him. But the man plunged in­to the de­sert­ed lit­tle streets of the faubourg, and as twi­light was be­gin­ning to fall, the agent lost trace of him, as is stat­ed in a re­port ad­dressed that same evening to M. le Comte d’An­glès, Min­is­ter of State, Pre­fect of Po­lice.

			When the man in the yel­low coat had thrown the agent off his track, he re­dou­bled his pace, not with­out turn­ing round many a time to as­sure him­self that he was not be­ing fol­lowed. At a quar­ter-past four, that is to say, when night was ful­ly come, he passed in front of the the­atre of the Porte Saint-Mar­tin, where The Two Con­victs was be­ing played that day. This poster, il­lu­mi­nat­ed by the the­atre lanterns, struck him; for, al­though he was walk­ing rapid­ly, he halt­ed to read it. An in­stant lat­er he was in the blind al­ley of La Planchette, and he en­tered The Pewter Plat­ter, where the of­fice of the coach for Lagny was then sit­u­at­ed. This coach set out at half-past four. The hors­es were har­nessed, and the trav­ellers, sum­moned by the coach­man, were hasti­ly climb­ing the lofty iron lad­der of the ve­hi­cle.

			The man in­quired:—

			“Have you a place?”

			“On­ly one—be­side me on the box,” said the coach­man.

			“I will take it.”

			“Climb up.”

			Nev­er­the­less, be­fore set­ting out, the coach­man cast a glance at the trav­eller’s shab­by dress, at the diminu­tive size of his bun­dle, and made him pay his fare.

			“Are you go­ing as far as Lagny?” de­mand­ed the coach­man.

			“Yes,” said the man.

			The trav­eller paid to Lagny.

			They start­ed. When they had passed the bar­ri­er, the coach­man tried to en­ter in­to con­ver­sa­tion, but the trav­eller on­ly replied in mono­syl­la­bles. The coach­man took to whistling and swear­ing at his hors­es.

			The coach­man wrapped him­self up in his cloak. It was cold. The man did not ap­pear to be think­ing of that. Thus they passed Gour­nay and Neuil­ly-sur-Marne.

			To­wards six o’clock in the evening they reached Chelles. The coach­man drew up in front of the carters’ inn in­stalled in the an­cient build­ings of the Roy­al Abbey, to give his hors­es a breath­ing spell.

			“I get down here,” said the man.

			He took his bun­dle and his cud­gel and jumped down from the ve­hi­cle.

			An in­stant lat­er he had dis­ap­peared.

			He did not en­ter the inn.

			When the coach set out for Lagny a few min­utes lat­er, it did not en­counter him in the prin­ci­pal street of Chelles.

			The coach­man turned to the in­side trav­ellers.

			“There,” said he, “is a man who does not be­long here, for I do not know him. He had not the air of own­ing a sou, but he does not con­sid­er mon­ey; he pays to Lagny, and he goes on­ly as far as Chelles. It is night; all the hous­es are shut; he does not en­ter the inn, and he is not to be found. So he has dived through the earth.”

			The man had not plunged in­to the earth, but he had gone with great strides through the dark, down the prin­ci­pal street of Chelles, then he had turned to the right be­fore reach­ing the church, in­to the cross­road lead­ing to Mont­fer­meil, like a per­son who was ac­quaint­ed with the coun­try and had been there be­fore.

			He fol­lowed this road rapid­ly. At the spot where it is in­ter­sect­ed by the an­cient tree-bor­dered road which runs from Gag­ny to Lagny, he heard peo­ple com­ing. He con­cealed him­self pre­cip­i­tate­ly in a ditch, and there wait­ed un­til the passers­by were at a dis­tance. The pre­cau­tion was near­ly su­per­flu­ous, how­ev­er; for, as we have al­ready said, it was a very dark De­cem­ber night. Not more than two or three stars were vis­i­ble in the sky.

			It is at this point that the as­cent of the hill be­gins. The man did not re­turn to the road to Mont­fer­meil; he struck across the fields to the right, and en­tered the for­est with long strides.

			Once in the for­est he slack­ened his pace, and be­gan a care­ful ex­am­i­na­tion of all the trees, ad­vanc­ing, step by step, as though seek­ing and fol­low­ing a mys­te­ri­ous road known to him­self alone. There came a mo­ment when he ap­peared to lose him­self, and he paused in in­de­ci­sion. At last he ar­rived, by dint of feel­ing his way inch by inch, at a clear­ing where there was a great heap of whitish stones. He stepped up briskly to these stones, and ex­am­ined them at­ten­tive­ly through the mists of night, as though he were pass­ing them in re­view. A large tree, cov­ered with those ex­cres­cences which are the warts of veg­e­ta­tion, stood a few paces dis­tant from the pile of stones. He went up to this tree and passed his hand over the bark of the trunk, as though seek­ing to rec­og­nize and count all the warts.

			Op­po­site this tree, which was an ash, there was a chest­nut-tree, suf­fer­ing from a peel­ing of the bark, to which a band of zinc had been nailed by way of dress­ing. He raised him­self on tip­toe and touched this band of zinc.

			Then he trod about for awhile on the ground com­prised in the space be­tween the tree and the heap of stones, like a per­son who is try­ing to as­sure him­self that the soil has not re­cent­ly been dis­turbed.

			That done, he took his bear­ings, and re­sumed his march through the for­est.

			It was the man who had just met Cosette.

			As he walked through the thick­et in the di­rec­tion of Mont­fer­meil, he had es­pied that tiny shad­ow mov­ing with a groan, de­posit­ing a bur­den on the ground, then tak­ing it up and set­ting out again. He drew near, and per­ceived that it was a very young child, laden with an enor­mous buck­et of wa­ter. Then he ap­proached the child, and silent­ly grasped the han­dle of the buck­et.

		
	
		
			
				VII

				Cosette Side by Side with the Stranger in the Dark

			
			Cosette, as we have said, was not fright­ened.

			The man ac­cost­ed her. He spoke in a voice that was grave and al­most bass.

			“My child, what you are car­ry­ing is very heavy for you.”

			Cosette raised her head and replied:—

			“Yes, sir.”

			“Give it to me,” said the man; “I will car­ry it for you.”

			Cosette let go of the buck­et-han­dle. The man walked along be­side her.

			“It re­al­ly is very heavy,” he mut­tered be­tween his teeth. Then he added:—

			“How old are you, lit­tle one?”

			“Eight, sir.”

			“And have you come from far like this?”

			“From the spring in the for­est.”

			“Are you go­ing far?”

			“A good quar­ter of an hour’s walk from here.”

			The man said noth­ing for a mo­ment; then he re­marked abrupt­ly:—

			“So you have no moth­er.”

			“I don’t know,” an­swered the child.

			Be­fore the man had time to speak again, she added:—

			“I don’t think so. Oth­er peo­ple have moth­ers. I have none.”

			And af­ter a si­lence she went on:—

			“I think that I nev­er had any.”

			The man halt­ed; he set the buck­et on the ground, bent down and placed both hands on the child’s shoul­ders, mak­ing an ef­fort to look at her and to see her face in the dark.

			Cosette’s thin and sick­ly face was vague­ly out­lined by the livid light in the sky.

			“What is your name?” said the man.

			“Cosette.”

			The man seemed to have re­ceived an elec­tric shock. He looked at her once more; then he re­moved his hands from Cosette’s shoul­ders, seized the buck­et, and set out again.

			Af­ter a mo­ment he in­quired:—

			“Where do you live, lit­tle one?”

			“At Mont­fer­meil, if you know where that is.”

			“That is where we are go­ing?”

			“Yes, sir.”

			He paused; then be­gan again:—

			“Who sent you at such an hour to get wa­ter in the for­est?”

			“It was Madame Thé­nardier.”

			The man re­sumed, in a voice which he strove to ren­der in­dif­fer­ent, but in which there was, nev­er­the­less, a sin­gu­lar tremor:—

			“What does your Madame Thé­nardier do?”

			“She is my mis­tress,” said the child. “She keeps the inn.”

			“The inn?” said the man. “Well, I am go­ing to lodge there tonight. Show me the way.”

			“We are on the way there,” said the child.

			The man walked tol­er­a­bly fast. Cosette fol­lowed him with­out dif­fi­cul­ty. She no longer felt any fa­tigue. From time to time she raised her eyes to­wards the man, with a sort of tran­quil­li­ty and an in­de­scrib­able con­fi­dence. She had nev­er been taught to turn to Prov­i­dence and to pray; nev­er­the­less, she felt with­in her some­thing which re­sem­bled hope and joy, and which mount­ed to­wards heav­en.

			Sev­er­al min­utes elapsed. The man re­sumed:—

			“Is there no ser­vant in Madame Thé­nardier’s house?”

			“No, sir.”

			“Are you alone there?”

			“Yes, sir.”

			An­oth­er pause en­sued. Cosette lift­ed up her voice:—

			“That is to say, there are two lit­tle girls.”

			“What lit­tle girls?”

			“Po­nine and Zel­ma.”

			This was the way the child sim­pli­fied the ro­man­tic names so dear to the fe­male Thé­nardier.

			“Who are Po­nine and Zel­ma?”

			“They are Madame Thé­nardier’s young ladies; her daugh­ters, as you would say.”

			“And what do those girls do?”

			“Oh!” said the child, “they have beau­ti­ful dolls; things with gold in them, all full of af­fairs. They play; they amuse them­selves.”

			“All day long?”

			“Yes, sir.”

			“And you?”

			“I? I work.”

			“All day long?”

			The child raised her great eyes, in which hung a tear, which was not vis­i­ble be­cause of the dark­ness, and replied gen­tly:—

			“Yes, sir.”

			Af­ter an in­ter­val of si­lence she went on:—

			“Some­times, when I have fin­ished my work and they let me, I amuse my­self, too.”

			“How do you amuse your­self?”

			“In the best way I can. They let me alone; but I have not many play­things. Po­nine and Zel­ma will not let me play with their dolls. I have on­ly a lit­tle lead sword, no longer than that.”

			The child held up her tiny fin­ger.

			“And it will not cut?”

			“Yes, sir,” said the child; “it cuts sal­ad and the heads of flies.”

			They reached the vil­lage. Cosette guid­ed the stranger through the streets. They passed the bakeshop, but Cosette did not think of the bread which she had been or­dered to fetch. The man had ceased to ply her with ques­tions, and now pre­served a gloomy si­lence.

			When they had left the church be­hind them, the man, on per­ceiv­ing all the open-air booths, asked Cosette:—

			“So there is a fair go­ing on here?”

			“No, sir; it is Christ­mas.”

			As they ap­proached the tav­ern, Cosette timid­ly touched his arm:—

			“Mon­sieur?”

			“What, my child?”

			“We are quite near the house.”

			“Well?”

			“Will you let me take my buck­et now?”

			“Why?”

			“If Madame sees that some­one has car­ried it for me, she will beat me.”

			The man hand­ed her the buck­et. An in­stant lat­er they were at the tav­ern door.

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				The Un­pleas­ant­ness of Re­ceiv­ing In­to One’s House a Poor Man Who May Be a Rich Man

			
			Cosette could not re­frain from cast­ing a side­long glance at the big doll, which was still dis­played at the toy-mer­chant’s; then she knocked. The door opened. The Thé­nardier ap­peared with a can­dle in her hand.

			“Ah! so it’s you, you lit­tle wretch! good mer­cy, but you’ve tak­en your time! The hussy has been amus­ing her­self!”

			“Madame,” said Cosette, trem­bling all over, “here’s a gen­tle­man who wants a lodg­ing.”

			The Thé­nardier speed­i­ly re­placed her gruff air by her ami­able gri­mace, a change of as­pect com­mon to tav­ern-keep­ers, and ea­ger­ly sought the new­com­er with her eyes.

			“This is the gen­tle­man?” said she.

			“Yes, Madame,” replied the man, rais­ing his hand to his hat.

			Wealthy trav­ellers are not so po­lite. This ges­ture, and an in­spec­tion of the stranger’s cos­tume and bag­gage, which the Thé­nardier passed in re­view with one glance, caused the ami­able gri­mace to van­ish, and the gruff mien to reap­pear. She re­sumed dry­ly:—

			“En­ter, my good man.”

			The “good man” en­tered. The Thé­nardier cast a sec­ond glance at him, paid par­tic­u­lar at­ten­tion to his frock-coat, which was ab­so­lute­ly thread­bare, and to his hat, which was a lit­tle bat­tered, and, toss­ing her head, wrin­kling her nose, and screw­ing up her eyes, she con­sult­ed her hus­band, who was still drink­ing with the carters. The hus­band replied by that im­per­cep­ti­ble move­ment of the fore­fin­ger, which, backed up by an in­fla­tion of the lips, sig­ni­fies in such cas­es: A reg­u­lar beg­gar. There­upon, the Thé­nardier ex­claimed:—

			“Ah! see here, my good man; I am very sor­ry, but I have no room left.”

			“Put me where you like,” said the man; “in the at­tic, in the sta­ble. I will pay as though I oc­cu­pied a room.”

			“Forty sous.”

			“Forty sous; agreed.”

			“Very well, then!”

			“Forty sous!” said a carter, in a low tone, to the Thé­nardier wom­an; “why, the charge is on­ly twen­ty sous!”

			“It is forty in his case,” re­tort­ed the Thé­nardier, in the same tone. “I don’t lodge poor folks for less.”

			“That’s true,” added her hus­band, gen­tly; “it ru­ins a house to have such peo­ple in it.”

			In the mean­time, the man, lay­ing his bun­dle and his cud­gel on a bench, had seat­ed him­self at a ta­ble, on which Cosette made haste to place a bot­tle of wine and a glass. The mer­chant who had de­mand­ed the buck­et of wa­ter took it to his horse him­self. Cosette re­sumed her place un­der the kitchen ta­ble, and her knit­ting.

			The man, who had bare­ly moist­ened his lips in the wine which he had poured out for him­self, ob­served the child with pe­cu­liar at­ten­tion.

			Cosette was ug­ly. If she had been hap­py, she might have been pret­ty. We have al­ready giv­en a sketch of that som­bre lit­tle fig­ure. Cosette was thin and pale; she was near­ly eight years old, but she seemed to be hard­ly six. Her large eyes, sunken in a sort of shad­ow, were al­most put out with weep­ing. The cor­ners of her mouth had that curve of ha­bit­u­al an­guish which is seen in con­demned per­sons and des­per­ate­ly sick peo­ple. Her hands were, as her moth­er had di­vined, “ru­ined with chilblains.” The fire which il­lu­mi­nat­ed her at that mo­ment brought in­to re­lief all the an­gles of her bones, and ren­dered her thin­ness fright­ful­ly ap­par­ent. As she was al­ways shiv­er­ing, she had ac­quired the habit of press­ing her knees one against the oth­er. Her en­tire cloth­ing was but a rag which would have in­spired pity in sum­mer, and which in­spired hor­ror in win­ter. All she had on was hole-rid­den linen, not a scrap of woollen. Her skin was vis­i­ble here and there and ev­ery­where black and blue spots could be de­scried, which marked the places where the Thé­nardier wom­an had touched her. Her naked legs were thin and red. The hol­lows in her neck were enough to make one weep. This child’s whole per­son, her mien, her at­ti­tude, the sound of her voice, the in­ter­vals which she al­lowed to elapse be­tween one word and the next, her glance, her si­lence, her slight­est ges­ture, ex­pressed and be­trayed one sole idea—fear.

			Fear was dif­fused all over her; she was cov­ered with it, so to speak; fear drew her el­bows close to her hips, with­drew her heels un­der her pet­ti­coat, made her oc­cu­py as lit­tle space as pos­si­ble, al­lowed her on­ly the breath that was ab­so­lute­ly nec­es­sary, and had be­come what might be called the habit of her body, ad­mit­ting of no pos­si­ble vari­a­tion ex­cept an in­crease. In the depths of her eyes there was an as­ton­ished nook where ter­ror lurked.

			Her fear was such, that on her ar­rival, wet as she was, Cosette did not dare to ap­proach the fire and dry her­self, but sat silent­ly down to her work again.

			The ex­pres­sion in the glance of that child of eight years was ha­bit­u­al­ly so gloomy, and at times so trag­ic, that it seemed at cer­tain mo­ments as though she were on the verge of be­com­ing an id­iot or a de­mon.

			As we have stat­ed, she had nev­er known what it is to pray; she had nev­er set foot in a church. “Have I the time?” said the Thé­nardier.

			The man in the yel­low coat nev­er took his eyes from Cosette.

			All at once, the Thé­nardier ex­claimed:—

			“By the way, where’s that bread?”

			Cosette, ac­cord­ing to her cus­tom when­ev­er the Thé­nardier up­lift­ed her voice, emerged with great haste from be­neath the ta­ble.

			She had com­plete­ly for­got­ten the bread. She had re­course to the ex­pe­di­ent of chil­dren who live in a con­stant state of fear. She lied.

			“Madame, the bak­er’s shop was shut.”

			“You should have knocked.”

			“I did knock, Madame.”

			“Well?”

			“He did not open the door.”

			“I’ll find out to­mor­row whether that is true,” said the Thé­nardier; “and if you are telling me a lie, I’ll lead you a pret­ty dance. In the mean­time, give me back my fif­teen-sou piece.”

			Cosette plunged her hand in­to the pock­et of her apron, and turned green. The fif­teen-sou piece was not there.

			“Ah, come now,” said Madame Thé­nardier, “did you hear me?”

			Cosette turned her pock­et in­side out; there was noth­ing in it. What could have be­come of that mon­ey? The un­hap­py lit­tle crea­ture could not find a word to say. She was pet­ri­fied.

			“Have you lost that fif­teen-sou piece?” screamed the Thé­nardier, hoarse­ly, “or do you want to rob me of it?”

			At the same time, she stretched out her arm to­wards the cat-o’-nine-tails which hung on a nail in the chim­ney-cor­ner.

			This for­mi­da­ble ges­ture re­stored to Cosette suf­fi­cient strength to shriek:—

			“Mer­cy, Madame, Madame! I will not do so any more!”

			The Thé­nardier took down the whip.

			In the mean­time, the man in the yel­low coat had been fum­bling in the fob of his waist­coat, with­out any­one hav­ing no­ticed his move­ments. Be­sides, the oth­er trav­ellers were drink­ing or play­ing cards, and were not pay­ing at­ten­tion to any­thing.

			Cosette con­tract­ed her­self in­to a ball, with an­guish, with­in the an­gle of the chim­ney, en­deav­or­ing to gath­er up and con­ceal her poor half-nude limbs. The Thé­nardier raised her arm.

			“Par­don me, Madame,” said the man, “but just now I caught sight of some­thing which had fall­en from this lit­tle one’s apron pock­et, and rolled aside. Per­haps this is it.”

			At the same time he bent down and seemed to be search­ing on the floor for a mo­ment.

			“Ex­act­ly; here it is,” he went on, straight­en­ing him­self up.

			And he held out a sil­ver coin to the Thé­nardier.

			“Yes, that’s it,” said she.

			It was not it, for it was a twen­ty-sou piece; but the Thé­nardier found it to her ad­van­tage. She put the coin in her pock­et, and con­fined her­self to cast­ing a fierce glance at the child, ac­com­pa­nied with the re­mark, “Don’t let this ev­er hap­pen again!”

			Cosette re­turned to what the Thé­nardier called “her ken­nel,” and her large eyes, which were riv­et­ed on the trav­eller, be­gan to take on an ex­pres­sion such as they had nev­er worn be­fore. Thus far it was on­ly an in­no­cent amaze­ment, but a sort of stu­pe­fied con­fi­dence was min­gled with it.

			“By the way, would you like some sup­per?” the Thé­nardier in­quired of the trav­eller.

			He made no re­ply. He ap­peared to be ab­sorbed in thought.

			“What sort of a man is that?” she mut­tered be­tween her teeth. “He’s some fright­ful­ly poor wretch. He hasn’t a sou to pay for a sup­per. Will he even pay me for his lodg­ing? It’s very lucky, all the same, that it did not oc­cur to him to steal the mon­ey that was on the floor.”

			In the mean­time, a door had opened, and Épo­nine and Azel­ma en­tered.

			They were two re­al­ly pret­ty lit­tle girls, more bour­geois than peas­ant in looks, and very charm­ing; the one with shin­ing chest­nut tress­es, the oth­er with long black braids hang­ing down her back, both vi­va­cious, neat, plump, rosy, and healthy, and a de­light to the eye. They were warm­ly clad, but with so much ma­ter­nal art that the thick­ness of the stuffs did not de­tract from the co­quetry of ar­range­ment. There was a hint of win­ter, though the spring­time was not whol­ly ef­faced. Light em­anat­ed from these two lit­tle be­ings. Be­sides this, they were on the throne. In their toi­lettes, in their gayety, in the noise which they made, there was sovereign­ty. When they en­tered, the Thé­nardier said to them in a grum­bling tone which was full of ado­ra­tion, “Ah! there you are, you chil­dren!”

			Then draw­ing them, one af­ter the oth­er to her knees, smooth­ing their hair, ty­ing their rib­bons afresh, and then re­leas­ing them with that gen­tle man­ner of shak­ing off which is pe­cu­liar to moth­ers, she ex­claimed, “What frights they are!”

			They went and seat­ed them­selves in the chim­ney-cor­ner. They had a doll, which they turned over and over on their knees with all sorts of joy­ous chat­ter. From time to time Cosette raised her eyes from her knit­ting, and watched their play with a melan­choly air.

			Épo­nine and Azel­ma did not look at Cosette. She was the same as a dog to them. These three lit­tle girls did not yet reck­on up four and twen­ty years be­tween them, but they al­ready rep­re­sent­ed the whole so­ci­ety of man; en­vy on the one side, dis­dain on the oth­er.

			The doll of the Thé­nardier sis­ters was very much fad­ed, very old, and much bro­ken; but it seemed none­the­less ad­mirable to Cosette, who had nev­er had a doll in her life, a re­al doll, to make use of the ex­pres­sion which all chil­dren will un­der­stand.

			All at once, the Thé­nardier, who had been go­ing back and forth in the room, per­ceived that Cosette’s mind was dis­tract­ed, and that, in­stead of work­ing, she was pay­ing at­ten­tion to the lit­tle ones at their play.

			“Ah! I’ve caught you at it!” she cried. “So that’s the way you work! I’ll make you work to the tune of the whip; that I will.”

			The stranger turned to the Thé­nardier, with­out quit­ting his chair.

			“Bah, Madame,” he said, with an al­most timid air, “let her play!”

			Such a wish ex­pressed by a trav­eller who had eat­en a slice of mut­ton and had drunk a cou­ple of bot­tles of wine with his sup­per, and who had not the air of be­ing fright­ful­ly poor, would have been equiv­a­lent to an or­der. But that a man with such a hat should per­mit him­self such a de­sire, and that a man with such a coat should per­mit him­self to have a will, was some­thing which Madame Thé­nardier did not in­tend to tol­er­ate. She re­tort­ed with ac­ri­mo­ny:—

			“She must work, since she eats. I don’t feed her to do noth­ing.”

			“What is she mak­ing?” went on the stranger, in a gen­tle voice which con­trast­ed strange­ly with his beg­gar­ly gar­ments and his porter’s shoul­ders.

			The Thé­nardier deigned to re­ply:—

			“Stock­ings, if you please. Stock­ings for my lit­tle girls, who have none, so to speak, and who are ab­so­lute­ly bare­foot just now.”

			The man looked at Cosette’s poor lit­tle red feet, and con­tin­ued:—

			“When will she have fin­ished this pair of stock­ings?”

			“She has at least three or four good days’ work on them still, the lazy crea­ture!”

			“And how much will that pair of stock­ings be worth when she has fin­ished them?”

			The Thé­nardier cast a glance of dis­dain on him.

			“Thir­ty sous at least.”

			“Will you sell them for five francs?” went on the man.

			“Good heav­ens!” ex­claimed a carter who was lis­ten­ing, with a loud laugh; “five francs! the deuce, I should think so! five balls!”

			Thé­nardier thought it time to strike in.

			“Yes, sir; if such is your fan­cy, you will be al­lowed to have that pair of stock­ings for five francs. We can refuse noth­ing to trav­ellers.”

			“You must pay on the spot,” said the Thé­nardier, in her curt and peremp­to­ry fash­ion.

			“I will buy that pair of stock­ings,” replied the man, “and,” he added, draw­ing a five-franc piece from his pock­et, and lay­ing it on the ta­ble, “I will pay for them.”

			Then he turned to Cosette.

			“Now I own your work; play, my child.”

			The carter was so much touched by the five-franc piece, that he aban­doned his glass and has­tened up.

			“But it’s true!” he cried, ex­am­in­ing it. “A re­al hind wheel! and not coun­ter­feit!”

			Thé­nardier ap­proached and silent­ly put the coin in his pock­et.

			The Thé­nardier had no re­ply to make. She bit her lips, and her face as­sumed an ex­pres­sion of ha­tred.

			In the mean­time, Cosette was trem­bling. She ven­tured to ask:—

			“Is it true, Madame? May I play?”

			“Play!” said the Thé­nardier, in a ter­ri­ble voice.

			“Thanks, Madame,” said Cosette.

			And while her mouth thanked the Thé­nardier, her whole lit­tle soul thanked the trav­eller.

			Thé­nardier had re­sumed his drink­ing; his wife whis­pered in his ear:—

			“Who can this yel­low man be?”

			“I have seen mil­lion­aires with coats like that,” replied Thé­nardier, in a sov­er­eign man­ner.

			Cosette had dropped her knit­ting, but had not left her seat. Cosette al­ways moved as lit­tle as pos­si­ble. She picked up some old rags and her lit­tle lead sword from a box be­hind her.

			Épo­nine and Azel­ma paid no at­ten­tion to what was go­ing on. They had just ex­e­cut­ed a very im­por­tant op­er­a­tion; they had just got hold of the cat. They had thrown their doll on the ground, and Épo­nine, who was the el­der, was swathing the lit­tle cat, in spite of its mew­ing and its con­tor­tions, in a quan­ti­ty of clothes and red and blue scraps. While per­form­ing this se­ri­ous and dif­fi­cult work she was say­ing to her sis­ter in that sweet and adorable lan­guage of chil­dren, whose grace, like the splen­dor of the but­ter­fly’s wing, van­ish­es when one es­says to fix it fast.

			“You see, sis­ter, this doll is more amus­ing than the oth­er. She twists, she cries, she is warm. See, sis­ter, let us play with her. She shall be my lit­tle girl. I will be a la­dy. I will come to see you, and you shall look at her. Grad­u­al­ly, you will per­ceive her whiskers, and that will sur­prise you. And then you will see her ears, and then you will see her tail and it will amaze you. And you will say to me, ‘Ah! Mon Dieu!’ and I will say to you: ‘Yes, Madame, it is my lit­tle girl. Lit­tle girls are made like that just at present.’ ”

			Azel­ma lis­tened ad­mir­ing­ly to Épo­nine.

			In the mean­time, the drinkers had be­gun to sing an ob­scene song, and to laugh at it un­til the ceil­ing shook. Thé­nardier ac­com­pa­nied and en­cour­aged them.

			As birds make nests out of ev­ery­thing, so chil­dren make a doll out of any­thing which comes to hand. While Épo­nine and Azel­ma were bundling up the cat, Cosette, on her side, had dressed up her sword. That done, she laid it in her arms, and sang to it soft­ly, to lull it to sleep.

			The doll is one of the most im­pe­ri­ous needs and, at the same time, one of the most charm­ing in­stincts of fem­i­nine child­hood. To care for, to clothe, to deck, to dress, to un­dress, to re­dress, to teach, scold a lit­tle, to rock, to dan­dle, to lull to sleep, to imag­ine that some­thing is some­one—there­in lies the whole wom­an’s fu­ture. While dream­ing and chat­ter­ing, mak­ing tiny out­fits, and ba­by clothes, while sewing lit­tle gowns, and cor­sages and bodices, the child grows in­to a young girl, the young girl in­to a big girl, the big girl in­to a wom­an. The first child is the con­tin­u­a­tion of the last doll.

			A lit­tle girl with­out a doll is al­most as un­hap­py, and quite as im­pos­si­ble, as a wom­an with­out chil­dren.

			So Cosette had made her­self a doll out of the sword.

			Madame Thé­nardier ap­proached the yel­low man; “My hus­band is right,” she thought; “per­haps it is M. Laf­fitte; there are such queer rich men!”

			She came and set her el­bows on the ta­ble.

			“Mon­sieur,” said she. At this word, “Mon­sieur,” the man turned; up to that time, the Thé­nardier had ad­dressed him on­ly as brave homme or bon­homme.

			“You see, sir,” she pur­sued, as­sum­ing a sweet­ish air that was even more re­pul­sive to be­hold than her fierce mien, “I am will­ing that the child should play; I do not op­pose it, but it is good for once, be­cause you are gen­er­ous. You see, she has noth­ing; she must needs work.”

			“Then this child is not yours?” de­mand­ed the man.

			“Oh! mon Dieu! no, sir! she is a lit­tle beg­gar whom we have tak­en in through char­i­ty; a sort of im­be­cile child. She must have wa­ter on the brain; she has a large head, as you see. We do what we can for her, for we are not rich; we have writ­ten in vain to her na­tive place, and have re­ceived no re­ply these six months. It must be that her moth­er is dead.”

			“Ah!” said the man, and fell in­to his rever­ie once more.

			“Her moth­er didn’t amount to much,” added the Thé­nardier; “she aban­doned her child.”

			Dur­ing the whole of this con­ver­sa­tion Cosette, as though warned by some in­stinct that she was un­der dis­cus­sion, had not tak­en her eyes from the Thé­nardier’s face; she lis­tened vague­ly; she caught a few words here and there.

			Mean­while, the drinkers, all three-quar­ters in­tox­i­cat­ed, were re­peat­ing their un­clean re­frain with re­dou­bled gayety; it was a high­ly spiced and wan­ton song, in which the Vir­gin and the in­fant Je­sus were in­tro­duced. The Thé­nardier went off to take part in the shouts of laugh­ter. Cosette, from her post un­der the ta­ble, gazed at the fire, which was re­flect­ed from her fixed eyes. She had be­gun to rock the sort of ba­by which she had made, and, as she rocked it, she sang in a low voice, “My moth­er is dead! my moth­er is dead! my moth­er is dead!”

			On be­ing urged afresh by the host­ess, the yel­low man, “the mil­lion­aire,” con­sent­ed at last to take sup­per.

			“What does Mon­sieur wish?”

			“Bread and cheese,” said the man.

			“De­cid­ed­ly, he is a beg­gar” thought Madame Thé­nardier.

			The drunk­en men were still singing their song, and the child un­der the ta­ble was singing hers.

			All at once, Cosette paused; she had just turned round and caught sight of the lit­tle Thé­nardiers’ doll, which they had aban­doned for the cat and had left on the floor a few paces from the kitchen ta­ble.

			Then she dropped the swad­dled sword, which on­ly half met her needs, and cast her eyes slow­ly round the room. Madame Thé­nardier was whis­per­ing to her hus­band and count­ing over some mon­ey; Po­nine and Zel­ma were play­ing with the cat; the trav­ellers were eat­ing or drink­ing or singing; not a glance was fixed on her. She had not a mo­ment to lose; she crept out from un­der the ta­ble on her hands and knees, made sure once more that no one was watch­ing her; then she slipped quick­ly up to the doll and seized it. An in­stant lat­er she was in her place again, seat­ed mo­tion­less, and on­ly turned so as to cast a shad­ow on the doll which she held in her arms. The hap­pi­ness of play­ing with a doll was so rare for her that it con­tained all the vi­o­lence of volup­tuous­ness.

			No one had seen her, ex­cept the trav­eller, who was slow­ly de­vour­ing his mea­gre sup­per.

			This joy last­ed about a quar­ter of an hour.

			But with all the pre­cau­tions that Cosette had tak­en she did not per­ceive that one of the doll’s legs stuck out and that the fire on the hearth light­ed it up very vivid­ly. That pink and shin­ing foot, pro­ject­ing from the shad­ow, sud­den­ly struck the eye of Azel­ma, who said to Épo­nine, “Look! sis­ter.”

			The two lit­tle girls paused in stu­pe­fac­tion; Cosette had dared to take their doll!

			Épo­nine rose, and, with­out re­leas­ing the cat, she ran to her moth­er, and be­gan to tug at her skirt.

			“Let me alone!” said her moth­er; “what do you want?”

			“Moth­er,” said the child, “look there!”

			And she point­ed to Cosette.

			Cosette, ab­sorbed in the ec­stasies of pos­ses­sion, no longer saw or heard any­thing.

			Madame Thé­nardier’s coun­te­nance as­sumed that pe­cu­liar ex­pres­sion which is com­posed of the ter­ri­ble min­gled with the tri­fles of life, and which has caused this style of wom­an to be named Megaeras.

			On this oc­ca­sion, wound­ed pride ex­as­per­at­ed her wrath still fur­ther. Cosette had over­stepped all bounds; Cosette had laid vi­o­lent hands on the doll be­long­ing to “these young ladies.” A cza­ri­na who should see a muzhik try­ing on her im­pe­ri­al son’s blue rib­bon would wear no oth­er face.

			She shrieked in a voice ren­dered hoarse with in­dig­na­tion:—

			“Cosette!”

			Cosette start­ed as though the earth had trem­bled be­neath her; she turned round.

			“Cosette!” re­peat­ed the Thé­nardier.

			Cosette took the doll and laid it gen­tly on the floor with a sort of ven­er­a­tion, min­gled with de­spair; then, with­out tak­ing her eyes from it, she clasped her hands, and, what is ter­ri­ble to re­late of a child of that age, she wrung them; then—not one of the emo­tions of the day, nei­ther the trip to the for­est, nor the weight of the buck­et of wa­ter, nor the loss of the mon­ey, nor the sight of the whip, nor even the sad words which she had heard Madame Thé­nardier ut­ter had been able to wring this from her—she wept; she burst out sob­bing.

			Mean­while, the trav­eller had risen to his feet.

			“What is the mat­ter?” he said to the Thé­nardier.

			“Don’t you see?” said the Thé­nardier, point­ing to the cor­pus delic­ti which lay at Cosette’s feet.

			“Well, what of it?” re­sumed the man.

			“That beg­gar,” replied the Thé­nardier, “has per­mit­ted her­self to touch the chil­dren’s doll!”

			“All this noise for that!” said the man; “well, what if she did play with that doll?”

			“She touched it with her dirty hands!” pur­sued the Thé­nardier, “with her fright­ful hands!”

			Here Cosette re­dou­bled her sobs.

			“Will you stop your noise?” screamed the Thé­nardier.

			The man went straight to the street door, opened it, and stepped out.

			As soon as he had gone, the Thé­nardier prof­it­ed by his ab­sence to give Cosette a hearty kick un­der the ta­ble, which made the child ut­ter loud cries.

			The door opened again, the man reap­peared; he car­ried in both hands the fab­u­lous doll which we have men­tioned, and which all the vil­lage brats had been star­ing at ev­er since the morn­ing, and he set it up­right in front of Cosette, say­ing:—

			“Here; this is for you.”

			It must be sup­posed that in the course of the hour and more which he had spent there he had tak­en con­fused no­tice through his rever­ie of that toy shop, light­ed up by fire-pots and can­dles so splen­did­ly that it was vis­i­ble like an il­lu­mi­na­tion through the win­dow of the drink­ing-shop.

			Cosette raised her eyes; she gazed at the man ap­proach­ing her with that doll as she might have gazed at the sun; she heard the un­prece­dent­ed words, “It is for you;” she stared at him; she stared at the doll; then she slow­ly re­treat­ed, and hid her­self at the ex­treme end, un­der the ta­ble in a cor­ner of the wall.

			She no longer cried; she no longer wept; she had the ap­pear­ance of no longer dar­ing to breathe.

			The Thé­nardier, Épo­nine, and Azel­ma were like stat­ues al­so; the very drinkers had paused; a solemn si­lence reigned through the whole room.

			Madame Thé­nardier, pet­ri­fied and mute, recom­menced her con­jec­tures: “Who is that old fel­low? Is he a poor man? Is he a mil­lion­aire? Per­haps he is both; that is to say, a thief.”

			The face of the male Thé­nardier pre­sent­ed that ex­pres­sive fold which ac­cen­tu­ates the hu­man coun­te­nance when­ev­er the dom­i­nant in­stinct ap­pears there in all its bes­tial force. The tav­ern-keep­er stared al­ter­nate­ly at the doll and at the trav­eller; he seemed to be scent­ing out the man, as he would have scent­ed out a bag of mon­ey. This did not last longer than the space of a flash of light­ning. He stepped up to his wife and said to her in a low voice:—

			“That ma­chine costs at least thir­ty francs. No non­sense. Down on your bel­ly be­fore that man!”

			Gross na­tures have this in com­mon with naive na­tures, that they pos­sess no tran­si­tion state.

			“Well, Cosette,” said the Thé­nardier, in a voice that strove to be sweet, and which was com­posed of the bit­ter hon­ey of ma­li­cious wom­en, “aren’t you go­ing to take your doll?”

			Cosette ven­tured to emerge from her hole.

			“The gen­tle­man has giv­en you a doll, my lit­tle Cosette,” said Thé­nardier, with a ca­ress­ing air. “Take it; it is yours.”

			Cosette gazed at the mar­vel­lous doll in a sort of ter­ror. Her face was still flood­ed with tears, but her eyes be­gan to fill, like the sky at day­break, with strange beams of joy. What she felt at that mo­ment was a lit­tle like what she would have felt if she had been abrupt­ly told, “Lit­tle one, you are the Queen of France.”

			It seemed to her that if she touched that doll, light­ning would dart from it.

			This was true, up to a cer­tain point, for she said to her­self that the Thé­nardier would scold and beat her.

			Nev­er­the­less, the at­trac­tion car­ried the day. She end­ed by draw­ing near and mur­mur­ing timid­ly as she turned to­wards Madame Thé­nardier:—

			“May I, Madame?”

			No words can ren­der that air, at once de­spair­ing, ter­ri­fied, and ec­stat­ic.

			“Par­di!” cried the Thé­nardier, “it is yours. The gen­tle­man has giv­en it to you.”

			“Tru­ly, sir?” said Cosette. “Is it true? Is the ‘la­dy’ mine?”

			The stranger’s eyes seemed to be full of tears. He ap­peared to have reached that point of emo­tion where a man does not speak for fear lest he should weep. He nod­ded to Cosette, and placed the “la­dy’s” hand in her tiny hand.

			Cosette hasti­ly with­drew her hand, as though that of the “la­dy” scorched her, and be­gan to stare at the floor. We are forced to add that at that mo­ment she stuck out her tongue im­mod­er­ate­ly. All at once she wheeled round and seized the doll in a trans­port.

			“I shall call her Cather­ine,” she said.

			It was an odd mo­ment when Cosette’s rags met and clasped the rib­bons and fresh pink muslins of the doll.

			“Madame,” she re­sumed, “may I put her on a chair?”

			“Yes, my child,” replied the Thé­nardier.

			It was now the turn of Épo­nine and Azel­ma to gaze at Cosette with en­vy.

			Cosette placed Cather­ine on a chair, then seat­ed her­self on the floor in front of her, and re­mained mo­tion­less, with­out ut­ter­ing a word, in an at­ti­tude of con­tem­pla­tion.

			“Play, Cosette,” said the stranger.

			“Oh! I am play­ing,” re­turned the child.

			This stranger, this un­known in­di­vid­u­al, who had the air of a vis­it which Prov­i­dence was mak­ing on Cosette, was the per­son whom the Thé­nardier hat­ed worse than any­one in the world at that mo­ment. How­ev­er, it was nec­es­sary to con­trol her­self. Ha­bit­u­at­ed as she was to dis­sim­u­la­tion through en­deav­or­ing to copy her hus­band in all his ac­tions, these emo­tions were more than she could en­dure. She made haste to send her daugh­ters to bed, then she asked the man’s per­mis­sion to send Cosette off al­so; “for she has worked hard all day,” she added with a ma­ter­nal air. Cosette went off to bed, car­ry­ing Cather­ine in her arms.

			From time to time the Thé­nardier went to the oth­er end of the room where her hus­band was, to “re­lieve her soul,” as she said. She ex­changed with her hus­band words which were all the more fu­ri­ous be­cause she dared not ut­ter them aloud.

			“Old beast! What has he got in his bel­ly, to come and up­set us in this man­ner! To want that lit­tle mon­ster to play! to give away forty-franc dolls to a jade that I would sell for forty sous, so I would! A lit­tle more and he will be say­ing Your Majesty to her, as though to the Duchesse de Berry! Is there any sense in it? Is he mad, then, that mys­te­ri­ous old fel­low?”

			“Why! it is per­fect­ly sim­ple,” replied Thé­nardier, “if that amus­es him! It amus­es you to have the lit­tle one work; it amus­es him to have her play. He’s all right. A trav­eller can do what he pleas­es when he pays for it. If the old fel­low is a phi­lan­thropist, what is that to you? If he is an im­be­cile, it does not con­cern you. What are you wor­ry­ing for, so long as he has mon­ey?”

			The lan­guage of a mas­ter, and the rea­son­ing of an innkeep­er, nei­ther of which ad­mit­ted of any re­ply.

			The man had placed his el­bows on the ta­ble, and re­sumed his thought­ful at­ti­tude. All the oth­er trav­ellers, both ped­dlers and carters, had with­drawn a lit­tle, and had ceased singing. They were star­ing at him from a dis­tance, with a sort of re­spect­ful awe. This poor­ly dressed man, who drew “hind-wheels” from his pock­et with so much ease, and who lav­ished gi­gan­tic dolls on dirty lit­tle brats in wood­en shoes, was cer­tain­ly a mag­nif­i­cent fel­low, and one to be feared.

			Many hours passed. The mid­night mass was over, the chimes had ceased, the drinkers had tak­en their de­par­ture, the drink­ing-shop was closed, the pub­lic room was de­sert­ed, the fire ex­tinct, the stranger still re­mained in the same place and the same at­ti­tude. From time to time he changed the el­bow on which he leaned. That was all; but he had not said a word since Cosette had left the room.

			The Thé­nardiers alone, out of po­lite­ness and cu­rios­i­ty, had re­mained in the room.

			“Is he go­ing to pass the night in that fash­ion?” grum­bled the Thé­nardier. When two o’clock in the morn­ing struck, she de­clared her­self van­quished, and said to her hus­band, “I’m go­ing to bed. Do as you like.” Her hus­band seat­ed him­self at a ta­ble in the cor­ner, light­ed a can­dle, and be­gan to read the Cour­ri­er Français.

			A good hour passed thus. The wor­thy innkeep­er had pe­rused the Cour­ri­er Français at least three times, from the date of the num­ber to the print­er’s name. The stranger did not stir.

			Thé­nardier fid­get­ed, coughed, spit, blew his nose, and creaked his chair. Not a move­ment on the man’s part. “Is he asleep?” thought Thé­nardier. The man was not asleep, but noth­ing could arouse him.

			At last Thé­nardier took off his cap, stepped gen­tly up to him, and ven­tured to say:—

			“Is not Mon­sieur go­ing to his re­pose?”

			Not go­ing to bed would have seemed to him ex­ces­sive and fa­mil­iar. To re­pose smacked of lux­u­ry and re­spect. These words pos­sess the mys­te­ri­ous and ad­mirable prop­er­ty of swelling the bill on the fol­low­ing day. A cham­ber where one sleeps costs twen­ty sous; a cham­ber in which one re­pos­es costs twen­ty francs.

			“Well!” said the stranger, “you are right. Where is your sta­ble?”

			“Sir!” ex­claimed Thé­nardier, with a smile, “I will con­duct you, sir.”

			He took the can­dle; the man picked up his bun­dle and cud­gel, and Thé­nardier con­duct­ed him to a cham­ber on the first floor, which was of rare splen­dor, all fur­nished in ma­hogany, with a low bed­stead, cur­tained with red cal­i­co.

			“What is this?” said the trav­eller.

			“It is re­al­ly our bridal cham­ber,” said the tav­ern-keep­er. “My wife and I oc­cu­py an­oth­er. This is on­ly en­tered three or four times a year.”

			“I should have liked the sta­ble quite as well,” said the man, abrupt­ly.

			Thé­nardier pre­tend­ed not to hear this un­ami­able re­mark.

			He light­ed two per­fect­ly fresh wax can­dles which fig­ured on the chim­ney­p­iece. A very good fire was flick­er­ing on the hearth.

			On the chim­ney­p­iece, un­der a glass globe, stood a wom­an’s head­dress in sil­ver wire and or­ange flow­ers.

			“And what is this?” re­sumed the stranger.

			“That, sir,” said Thé­nardier, “is my wife’s wed­ding bon­net.”

			The trav­eller sur­veyed the ob­ject with a glance which seemed to say, “There re­al­ly was a time, then, when that mon­ster was a maid­en?”

			Thé­nardier lied, how­ev­er. When he had leased this pal­try build­ing for the pur­pose of con­vert­ing it in­to a tav­ern, he had found this cham­ber dec­o­rat­ed in just this man­ner, and had pur­chased the fur­ni­ture and ob­tained the or­ange flow­ers at sec­ond hand, with the idea that this would cast a grace­ful shad­ow on “his spouse,” and would re­sult in what the Eng­lish call re­spectabil­i­ty for his house.

			When the trav­eller turned round, the host had dis­ap­peared. Thé­nardier had with­drawn dis­creet­ly, with­out ven­tur­ing to wish him a good night, as he did not wish to treat with dis­re­spect­ful cor­dial­i­ty a man whom he pro­posed to fleece roy­al­ly the fol­low­ing morn­ing.

			The innkeep­er re­tired to his room. His wife was in bed, but she was not asleep. When she heard her hus­band’s step she turned over and said to him:—

			“Do you know, I’m go­ing to turn Cosette out of doors to­mor­row.”

			Thé­nardier replied cold­ly:—

			“How you do go on!”

			They ex­changed no fur­ther words, and a few mo­ments lat­er their can­dle was ex­tin­guished.

			As for the trav­eller, he had de­posit­ed his cud­gel and his bun­dle in a cor­ner. The land­lord once gone, he threw him­self in­to an arm­chair and re­mained for some time buried in thought. Then he re­moved his shoes, took one of the two can­dles, blew out the oth­er, opened the door, and quit­ted the room, gaz­ing about him like a per­son who is in search of some­thing. He tra­versed a cor­ri­dor and came up­on a stair­case. There he heard a very faint and gen­tle sound like the breath­ing of a child. He fol­lowed this sound, and came to a sort of tri­an­gu­lar re­cess built un­der the stair­case, or rather formed by the stair­case it­self. This re­cess was noth­ing else than the space un­der the steps. There, in the midst of all sorts of old pa­pers and pot­sherds, among dust and spi­ders’ webs, was a bed—if one can call by the name of bed a straw pal­let so full of holes as to dis­play the straw, and a cov­er­let so tat­tered as to show the pal­let. No sheets. This was placed on the floor.

			In this bed Cosette was sleep­ing.

			The man ap­proached and gazed down up­on her.

			Cosette was in a pro­found sleep; she was ful­ly dressed. In the win­ter she did not un­dress, in or­der that she might not be so cold.

			Against her breast was pressed the doll, whose large eyes, wide open, glit­tered in the dark. From time to time she gave vent to a deep sigh as though she were on the point of wak­ing, and she strained the doll al­most con­vul­sive­ly in her arms. Be­side her bed there was on­ly one of her wood­en shoes.

			A door which stood open near Cosette’s pal­let per­mit­ted a view of a rather large, dark room. The stranger stepped in­to it. At the fur­ther ex­trem­i­ty, through a glass door, he saw two small, very white beds. They be­longed to Épo­nine and Azel­ma. Be­hind these beds, and half hid­den, stood an un­cur­tained wick­er cra­dle, in which the lit­tle boy who had cried all the evening lay asleep.

			The stranger con­jec­tured that this cham­ber con­nect­ed with that of the Thé­nardier pair. He was on the point of re­treat­ing when his eye fell up­on the fire­place—one of those vast tav­ern chim­neys where there is al­ways so lit­tle fire when there is any fire at all, and which are so cold to look at. There was no fire in this one, there was not even ash­es; but there was some­thing which at­tract­ed the stranger’s gaze, nev­er­the­less. It was two tiny chil­dren’s shoes, co­quet­tish in shape and un­equal in size. The trav­eller re­called the grace­ful and im­memo­ri­al cus­tom in ac­cor­dance with which chil­dren place their shoes in the chim­ney on Christ­mas eve, there to await in the dark­ness some sparkling gift from their good fairy. Épo­nine and Azel­ma had tak­en care not to omit this, and each of them had set one of her shoes on the hearth.

			The trav­eller bent over them.

			The fairy, that is to say, their moth­er, had al­ready paid her vis­it, and in each he saw a brand-new and shin­ing ten-sou piece.

			The man straight­ened him­self up, and was on the point of with­draw­ing, when far in, in the dark­est cor­ner of the hearth, he caught sight of an­oth­er ob­ject. He looked at it, and rec­og­nized a wood­en shoe, a fright­ful shoe of the coars­est de­scrip­tion, half di­lap­i­dat­ed and all cov­ered with ash­es and dried mud. It was Cosette’s sabot. Cosette, with that touch­ing trust of child­hood, which can al­ways be de­ceived yet nev­er dis­cour­aged, had placed her shoe on the hearth­stone al­so.

			Hope in a child who has nev­er known any­thing but de­spair is a sweet and touch­ing thing.

			There was noth­ing in this wood­en shoe.

			The stranger fum­bled in his waist­coat, bent over and placed a louis d’or in Cosette’s shoe.

			Then he re­gained his own cham­ber with the stealthy tread of a wolf.

		
	
		
			
				IX

				Thé­nardier and His Manou­vres

			
			On the fol­low­ing morn­ing, two hours at least be­fore day­break, Thé­nardier, seat­ed be­side a can­dle in the pub­lic room of the tav­ern, pen in hand, was mak­ing out the bill for the trav­eller with the yel­low coat.

			His wife, stand­ing be­side him, and half bent over him, was fol­low­ing him with her eyes. They ex­changed not a word. On the one hand, there was pro­found med­i­ta­tion, on the oth­er, the re­li­gious ad­mi­ra­tion with which one watch­es the birth and de­vel­op­ment of a mar­vel of the hu­man mind. A noise was au­di­ble in the house; it was the Lark sweep­ing the stairs.

			Af­ter the lapse of a good quar­ter of an hour, and some era­sures, Thé­nardier pro­duced the fol­low­ing mas­ter­piece:—

			
				
					Bill of the gen­tle­man in No. 1.
					
						
								Sup­per
								3 francs
						

						
								Cham­ber
								10 francs
						

						
								Can­dle
								5 francs
						

						
								Fire
								4 francs
						

						
								Ser­vice
								1 franc
						

						
								To­tal
								23 francs
						

					
				

			

			Ser­vice was writ­ten servisse.

			“Twen­ty-three francs!” cried the wom­an, with an en­thu­si­asm which was min­gled with some hes­i­ta­tion.

			Like all great artists, Thé­nardier was dis­sat­is­fied.

			“Peuh!” he ex­claimed.

			It was the ac­cent of Castlereagh au­dit­ing France’s bill at the Con­gress of Vi­en­na.

			“Mon­sieur Thé­nardier, you are right; he cer­tain­ly owes that,” mur­mured the wife, who was think­ing of the doll be­stowed on Cosette in the pres­ence of her daugh­ters. “It is just, but it is too much. He will not pay it.”

			Thé­nardier laughed cold­ly, as usu­al, and said:—

			“He will pay.”

			This laugh was the supreme as­ser­tion of cer­tain­ty and au­thor­i­ty. That which was as­sert­ed in this man­ner must needs be so. His wife did not in­sist.

			She set about ar­rang­ing the ta­ble; her hus­band paced the room. A mo­ment lat­er he added:—

			“I owe full fif­teen hun­dred francs!”

			He went and seat­ed him­self in the chim­ney-cor­ner, med­i­tat­ing, with his feet among the warm ash­es.

			“Ah! by the way,” re­sumed his wife, “you don’t for­get that I’m go­ing to turn Cosette out of doors to­day? The mon­ster! She breaks my heart with that doll of hers! I’d rather mar­ry Louis XVI­II than keep her an­oth­er day in the house!”

			Thé­nardier light­ed his pipe, and replied be­tween two puffs:—

			“You will hand that bill to the man.”

			Then he went out.

			Hard­ly had he left the room when the trav­eller en­tered.

			Thé­nardier in­stant­ly reap­peared be­hind him and re­mained mo­tion­less in the half-open door, vis­i­ble on­ly to his wife.

			The yel­low man car­ried his bun­dle and his cud­gel in his hand.

			“Up so ear­ly?” said Madame Thé­nardier; “is Mon­sieur leav­ing us al­ready?”

			As she spoke thus, she was twist­ing the bill about in her hands with an em­bar­rassed air, and mak­ing creas­es in it with her nails. Her hard face pre­sent­ed a shade which was not ha­bit­u­al with it—timid­i­ty and scru­ples.

			To present such a bill to a man who had so com­plete­ly the air “of a poor wretch” seemed dif­fi­cult to her.

			The trav­eller ap­peared to be pre­oc­cu­pied and ab­sent­mind­ed. He replied:—

			“Yes, Madame, I am go­ing.”

			“So Mon­sieur has no busi­ness in Mont­fer­meil?”

			“No, I was pass­ing through. That is all. What do I owe you, Madame,” he added.

			The Thé­nardier silent­ly hand­ed him the fold­ed bill.

			The man un­fold­ed the pa­per and glanced at it; but his thoughts were ev­i­dent­ly else­where.

			“Madame,” he re­sumed, “is busi­ness good here in Mont­fer­meil?”

			“So so, Mon­sieur,” replied the Thé­nardier, stu­pe­fied at not wit­ness­ing an­oth­er sort of ex­plo­sion.

			She con­tin­ued, in a drea­ry and lam­en­ta­ble tone:—

			“Oh! Mon­sieur, times are so hard! and then, we have so few bour­geois in the neigh­bor­hood! All the peo­ple are poor, you see. If we had not, now and then, some rich and gen­er­ous trav­ellers like Mon­sieur, we should not get along at all. We have so many ex­pens­es. Just see, that child is cost­ing us our very eyes.”

			“What child?”

			“Why, the lit­tle one, you know! Cosette—the Lark, as she is called here­abouts!”

			“Ah!” said the man.

			She went on:—

			“How stupid these peas­ants are with their nick­names! She has more the air of a bat than of a lark. You see, sir, we do not ask char­i­ty, and we can­not be­stow it. We earn noth­ing and we have to pay out a great deal. The li­cense, the im­posts, the door and win­dow tax, the hun­dredths! Mon­sieur is aware that the gov­ern­ment de­mands a ter­ri­ble deal of mon­ey. And then, I have my daugh­ters. I have no need to bring up oth­er peo­ple’s chil­dren.”

			The man re­sumed, in that voice which he strove to ren­der in­dif­fer­ent, and in which there lin­gered a tremor:—

			“What if one were to rid you of her?”

			“Who? Cosette?”

			“Yes.”

			The land­la­dy’s red and vi­o­lent face bright­ened up hideous­ly.

			“Ah! sir, my dear sir, take her, keep her, lead her off, car­ry her away, sug­ar her, stuff her with truf­fles, drink her, eat her, and the bless­ings of the good holy Vir­gin and of all the saints of par­adise be up­on you!”

			“Agreed.”

			“Re­al­ly! You will take her away?”

			“I will take her away.”

			“Im­me­di­ate­ly?”

			“Im­me­di­ate­ly. Call the child.”

			“Cosette!” screamed the Thé­nardier.

			“In the mean­time,” pur­sued the man, “I will pay you what I owe you. How much is it?”

			He cast a glance on the bill, and could not re­strain a start of sur­prise:—

			“Twen­ty-three francs!”

			He looked at the land­la­dy, and re­peat­ed:—

			“Twen­ty-three francs?”

			There was in the enun­ci­a­tion of these words, thus re­peat­ed, an ac­cent be­tween an ex­cla­ma­tion and an in­ter­ro­ga­tion point.

			The Thé­nardier had had time to pre­pare her­self for the shock. She replied, with as­sur­ance:—

			“Good gra­cious, yes, sir, it is twen­ty-three francs.”

			The stranger laid five five-franc pieces on the ta­ble.

			“Go and get the child,” said he.

			At that mo­ment Thé­nardier ad­vanced to the mid­dle of the room, and said:—

			“Mon­sieur owes twen­ty-six sous.”

			“Twen­ty-six sous!” ex­claimed his wife.

			“Twen­ty sous for the cham­ber,” re­sumed Thé­nardier, cold­ly, “and six sous for his sup­per. As for the child, I must dis­cuss that mat­ter a lit­tle with the gen­tle­man. Leave us, wife.”

			Madame Thé­nardier was daz­zled as with the shock caused by un­ex­pect­ed light­ning flash­es of tal­ent. She was con­scious that a great ac­tor was mak­ing his en­trance on the stage, ut­tered not a word in re­ply, and left the room.

			As soon as they were alone, Thé­nardier of­fered the trav­eller a chair. The trav­eller seat­ed him­self; Thé­nardier re­mained stand­ing, and his face as­sumed a sin­gu­lar ex­pres­sion of good-fel­low­ship and sim­plic­i­ty.

			“Sir,” said he, “what I have to say to you is this, that I adore that child.”

			The stranger gazed in­tent­ly at him.

			“What child?”

			Thé­nardier con­tin­ued:—

			“How strange it is, one grows at­tached. What mon­ey is that? Take back your hun­dred-sou piece. I adore the child.”

			“Whom do you mean?” de­mand­ed the stranger.

			“Eh! our lit­tle Cosette! Are you not in­tend­ing to take her away from us? Well, I speak frankly; as true as you are an hon­est man, I will not con­sent to it. I shall miss that child. I saw her first when she was a tiny thing. It is true that she costs us mon­ey; it is true that she has her faults; it is true that we are not rich; it is true that I have paid out over four hun­dred francs for drugs for just one of her ill­ness­es! But one must do some­thing for the good God’s sake. She has nei­ther fa­ther nor moth­er. I have brought her up. I have bread enough for her and for my­self. In truth, I think a great deal of that child. You un­der­stand, one con­ceives an af­fec­tion for a per­son; I am a good sort of a beast, I am; I do not rea­son; I love that lit­tle girl; my wife is quick-tem­pered, but she loves her al­so. You see, she is just the same as our own child. I want to keep her to bab­ble about the house.”

			The stranger kept his eye in­tent­ly fixed on Thé­nardier. The lat­ter con­tin­ued:—

			“Ex­cuse me, sir, but one does not give away one’s child to a passer­by, like that. I am right, am I not? Still, I don’t say—you are rich; you have the air of a very good man—if it were for her hap­pi­ness. But one must find out that. You un­der­stand: sup­pose that I were to let her go and to sac­ri­fice my­self, I should like to know what be­comes of her; I should not wish to lose sight of her; I should like to know with whom she is liv­ing, so that I could go to see her from time to time; so that she may know that her good fos­ter-fa­ther is alive, that he is watch­ing over her. In short, there are things which are not pos­si­ble. I do not even know your name. If you were to take her away, I should say: ‘Well, and the Lark, what has be­come of her?’ One must, at least, see some pet­ty scrap of pa­per, some tri­fle in the way of a pass­port, you know!”

			The stranger, still sur­vey­ing him with that gaze which pen­e­trates, as the say­ing goes, to the very depths of the con­science, replied in a grave, firm voice:—

			“Mon­sieur Thé­nardier, one does not re­quire a pass­port to trav­el five leagues from Paris. If I take Cosette away, I shall take her away, and that is the end of the mat­ter. You will not know my name, you will not know my res­i­dence, you will not know where she is; and my in­ten­tion is that she shall nev­er set eyes on you again so long as she lives. I break the thread which binds her foot, and she de­parts. Does that suit you? Yes or no?”

			Since ge­nius­es, like demons, rec­og­nize the pres­ence of a su­pe­ri­or God by cer­tain signs, Thé­nardier com­pre­hend­ed that he had to deal with a very strong per­son. It was like an in­tu­ition; he com­pre­hend­ed it with his clear and saga­cious promp­ti­tude. While drink­ing with the carters, smok­ing, and singing coarse songs on the pre­ced­ing evening, he had de­vot­ed the whole of the time to ob­serv­ing the stranger, watch­ing him like a cat, and study­ing him like a math­e­ma­ti­cian. He had watched him, both on his own ac­count, for the plea­sure of the thing, and through in­stinct, and had spied up­on him as though he had been paid for so do­ing. Not a move­ment, not a ges­ture, on the part of the man in the yel­low great­coat had es­caped him. Even be­fore the stranger had so clear­ly man­i­fest­ed his in­ter­est in Cosette, Thé­nardier had di­vined his pur­pose. He had caught the old man’s deep glances re­turn­ing con­stant­ly to the child. Who was this man? Why this in­ter­est? Why this hideous cos­tume, when he had so much mon­ey in his purse? Ques­tions which he put to him­self with­out be­ing able to solve them, and which ir­ri­tat­ed him. He had pon­dered it all night long. He could not be Cosette’s fa­ther. Was he her grand­fa­ther? Then why not make him­self known at once? When one has a right, one as­serts it. This man ev­i­dent­ly had no right over Cosette. What was it, then? Thé­nardier lost him­self in con­jec­tures. He caught glimpses of ev­ery­thing, but he saw noth­ing. Be that as it may, on en­ter­ing in­to con­ver­sa­tion with the man, sure that there was some se­cret in the case, that the lat­ter had some in­ter­est in re­main­ing in the shad­ow, he felt him­self strong; when he per­ceived from the stranger’s clear and firm re­tort, that this mys­te­ri­ous per­son­age was mys­te­ri­ous in so sim­ple a way, he be­came con­scious that he was weak. He had ex­pect­ed noth­ing of the sort. His con­jec­tures were put to the rout. He ral­lied his ideas. He weighed ev­ery­thing in the space of a sec­ond. Thé­nardier was one of those men who take in a sit­u­a­tion at a glance. He de­cid­ed that the mo­ment had ar­rived for pro­ceed­ing straight­for­ward, and quick­ly at that. He did as great lead­ers do at the de­ci­sive mo­ment, which they know that they alone rec­og­nize; he abrupt­ly un­masked his bat­ter­ies.

			“Sir,” said he, “I am in need of fif­teen hun­dred francs.”

			The stranger took from his side pock­et an old pock­et­book of black leather, opened it, drew out three bank-bills, which he laid on the ta­ble. Then he placed his large thumb on the notes and said to the innkeep­er:—

			“Go and fetch Cosette.”

			While this was tak­ing place, what had Cosette been do­ing?

			On wak­ing up, Cosette had run to get her shoe. In it she had found the gold piece. It was not a Napoleon; it was one of those per­fect­ly new twen­ty-franc pieces of the Restora­tion, on whose ef­fi­gy the lit­tle Prus­sian queue had re­placed the lau­rel wreath. Cosette was daz­zled. Her des­tiny be­gan to in­tox­i­cate her. She did not know what a gold piece was; she had nev­er seen one; she hid it quick­ly in her pock­et, as though she had stolen it. Still, she felt that it re­al­ly was hers; she guessed whence her gift had come, but the joy which she ex­pe­ri­enced was full of fear. She was hap­py; above all she was stu­pe­fied. Such mag­nif­i­cent and beau­ti­ful things did not ap­pear re­al. The doll fright­ened her, the gold piece fright­ened her. She trem­bled vague­ly in the pres­ence of this mag­nif­i­cence. The stranger alone did not fright­en her. On the con­trary, he re­as­sured her. Ev­er since the pre­ced­ing evening, amid all her amaze­ment, even in her sleep, she had been think­ing in her lit­tle child­ish mind of that man who seemed to be so poor and so sad, and who was so rich and so kind. Ev­ery­thing had changed for her since she had met that good man in the for­est. Cosette, less hap­py than the most in­signif­i­cant swal­low of heav­en, had nev­er known what it was to take refuge un­der a moth­er’s shad­ow and un­der a wing. For the last five years, that is to say, as far back as her mem­o­ry ran, the poor child had shiv­ered and trem­bled. She had al­ways been ex­posed com­plete­ly naked to the sharp wind of ad­ver­si­ty; now it seemed to her she was clothed. For­mer­ly her soul had seemed cold, now it was warm. Cosette was no longer afraid of the Thé­nardier. She was no longer alone; there was some­one there.

			She hasti­ly set about her reg­u­lar morn­ing du­ties. That louis, which she had about her, in the very apron pock­et whence the fif­teen-sou piece had fall­en on the night be­fore, dis­tract­ed her thoughts. She dared not touch it, but she spent five min­utes in gaz­ing at it, with her tongue hang­ing out, if the truth must be told. As she swept the stair­case, she paused, re­mained stand­ing there mo­tion­less, for­get­ful of her broom and of the en­tire uni­verse, oc­cu­pied in gaz­ing at that star which was blaz­ing at the bot­tom of her pock­et.

			It was dur­ing one of these pe­ri­ods of con­tem­pla­tion that the Thé­nardier joined her. She had gone in search of Cosette at her hus­band’s or­ders. What was quite un­prece­dent­ed, she nei­ther struck her nor said an in­sult­ing word to her.

			“Cosette,” she said, al­most gen­tly, “come im­me­di­ate­ly.”

			An in­stant lat­er Cosette en­tered the pub­lic room.

			The stranger took up the bun­dle which he had brought and un­tied it. This bun­dle con­tained a lit­tle woollen gown, an apron, a fus­tian bodice, a ker­chief, a pet­ti­coat, woollen stock­ings, shoes—a com­plete out­fit for a girl of sev­en years. All was black.

			“My child,” said the man, “take these, and go and dress your­self quick­ly.”

			Day­light was ap­pear­ing when those of the in­hab­i­tants of Mont­fer­meil who had be­gun to open their doors be­held a poor­ly clad old man lead­ing a lit­tle girl dressed in mourn­ing, and car­ry­ing a pink doll in her arms, pass along the road to Paris. They were go­ing in the di­rec­tion of Livry.

			It was our man and Cosette.

			No one knew the man; as Cosette was no longer in rags, many did not rec­og­nize her. Cosette was go­ing away. With whom? She did not know. Whith­er? She knew not. All that she un­der­stood was that she was leav­ing the Thé­nardier tav­ern be­hind her. No one had thought of bid­ding her farewell, nor had she thought of tak­ing leave of any­one. She was leav­ing that hat­ed and hat­ing house.

			Poor, gen­tle crea­ture, whose heart had been re­pressed up to that hour!

			Cosette walked along grave­ly, with her large eyes wide open, and gaz­ing at the sky. She had put her louis in the pock­et of her new apron. From time to time, she bent down and glanced at it; then she looked at the good man. She felt some­thing as though she were be­side the good God.

		
	
		
			
				X

				He Who Seeks to Bet­ter Him­self May Ren­der His Sit­u­a­tion Worse

			
			Madame Thé­nardier had al­lowed her hus­band to have his own way, as was her wont. She had ex­pect­ed great re­sults. When the man and Cosette had tak­en their de­par­ture, Thé­nardier al­lowed a full quar­ter of an hour to elapse; then he took her aside and showed her the fif­teen hun­dred francs.

			“Is that all?” said she.

			It was the first time since they had set up house­keep­ing that she had dared to crit­i­cise one of the mas­ter’s acts.

			The blow told.

			“You are right, in sooth,” said he; “I am a fool. Give me my hat.”

			He fold­ed up the three bank-bills, thrust them in­to his pock­et, and ran out in all haste; but he made a mis­take and turned to the right first. Some neigh­bors, of whom he made in­quiries, put him on the track again; the Lark and the man had been seen go­ing in the di­rec­tion of Livry. He fol­lowed these hints, walk­ing with great strides, and talk­ing to him­self the while:—

			“That man is ev­i­dent­ly a mil­lion dressed in yel­low, and I am an an­i­mal. First he gave twen­ty sous, then five francs, then fifty francs, then fif­teen hun­dred francs, all with equal readi­ness. He would have giv­en fif­teen thou­sand francs. But I shall over­take him.”

			And then, that bun­dle of clothes pre­pared be­fore­hand for the child; all that was sin­gu­lar; many mys­ter­ies lay con­cealed un­der it. One does not let mys­ter­ies out of one’s hand when one has once grasped them. The se­crets of the wealthy are sponges of gold; one must know how to sub­ject them to pres­sure. All these thoughts whirled through his brain. “I am an an­i­mal,” said he.

			When one leaves Mont­fer­meil and reach­es the turn which the road takes that runs to Livry, it can be seen stretch­ing out be­fore one to a great dis­tance across the plateau. On ar­riv­ing there, he cal­cu­lat­ed that he ought to be able to see the old man and the child. He looked as far as his vi­sion reached, and saw noth­ing. He made fresh in­quiries, but he had wast­ed time. Some passers­by in­formed him that the man and child of whom he was in search had gone to­wards the for­est in the di­rec­tion of Gag­ny. He has­tened in that di­rec­tion.

			They were far in ad­vance of him; but a child walks slow­ly, and he walked fast; and then, he was well ac­quaint­ed with the coun­try.

			All at once he paused and dealt him­self a blow on his fore­head like a man who has for­got­ten some es­sen­tial point and who is ready to re­trace his steps.

			“I ought to have tak­en my gun,” said he to him­self.

			Thé­nardier was one of those dou­ble na­tures which some­times pass through our midst with­out our be­ing aware of the fact, and who dis­ap­pear with­out our find­ing them out, be­cause des­tiny has on­ly ex­hib­it­ed one side of them. It is the fate of many men to live thus half sub­merged. In a calm and even sit­u­a­tion, Thé­nardier pos­sessed all that is re­quired to make—we will not say to be—what peo­ple have agreed to call an hon­est trad­er, a good bour­geois. At the same time cer­tain cir­cum­stances be­ing giv­en, cer­tain shocks ar­riv­ing to bring his un­der-na­ture to the sur­face, he had all the req­ui­sites for a black­guard. He was a shop­keep­er in whom there was some taint of the mon­ster. Sa­tan must have oc­ca­sion­al­ly crouched down in some cor­ner of the hov­el in which Thé­nardier dwelt, and have fall­en a-dream­ing in the pres­ence of this hideous mas­ter­piece.

			Af­ter a mo­men­tary hes­i­ta­tion:—

			“Bah!” he thought; “they will have time to make their es­cape.”

			And he pur­sued his road, walk­ing rapid­ly straight ahead, and with al­most an air of cer­tain­ty, with the sagac­i­ty of a fox scent­ing a cov­ey of par­tridges.

			In truth, when he had passed the ponds and had tra­versed in an oblique di­rec­tion the large clear­ing which lies on the right of the Av­enue de Belle­vue, and reached that turf al­ley which near­ly makes the cir­cuit of the hill, and cov­ers the arch of the an­cient aque­duct of the Abbey of Chelles, he caught sight, over the top of the brush­wood, of the hat on which he had al­ready erect­ed so many con­jec­tures; it was that man’s hat. The brush­wood was not high. Thé­nardier rec­og­nized the fact that the man and Cosette were sit­ting there. The child could not be seen on ac­count of her small size, but the head of her doll was vis­i­ble.

			Thé­nardier was not mis­tak­en. The man was sit­ting there, and let­ting Cosette get some­what rest­ed. The innkeep­er walked round the brush­wood and pre­sent­ed him­self abrupt­ly to the eyes of those whom he was in search of.

			“Par­don, ex­cuse me, sir,” he said, quite breath­less, “but here are your fif­teen hun­dred francs.”

			So say­ing, he hand­ed the stranger the three bank-bills.

			The man raised his eyes.

			“What is the mean­ing of this?”

			Thé­nardier replied re­spect­ful­ly:—

			“It means, sir, that I shall take back Cosette.”

			Cosette shud­dered, and pressed close to the old man.

			He replied, gaz­ing to the very bot­tom of Thé­nardier’s eyes the while, and enun­ci­at­ing ev­ery syl­la­ble dis­tinct­ly:—

			“You are go­ing to take back Co-sette?”

			“Yes, sir, I am. I will tell you; I have con­sid­ered the mat­ter. In fact, I have not the right to give her to you. I am an hon­est man, you see; this child does not be­long to me; she be­longs to her moth­er. It was her moth­er who con­fid­ed her to me; I can on­ly re­sign her to her moth­er. You will say to me, ‘But her moth­er is dead.’ Good; in that case I can on­ly give the child up to the per­son who shall bring me a writ­ing, signed by her moth­er, to the ef­fect that I am to hand the child over to the per­son there­in men­tioned; that is clear.”

			The man, with­out mak­ing any re­ply, fum­bled in his pock­et, and Thé­nardier be­held the pock­et­book of bank-bills make its ap­pear­ance once more.

			The tav­ern-keep­er shiv­ered with joy.

			“Good!” thought he; “let us hold firm; he is go­ing to bribe me!”

			Be­fore open­ing the pock­et­book, the trav­eller cast a glance about him: the spot was ab­so­lute­ly de­sert­ed; there was not a soul ei­ther in the woods or in the val­ley. The man opened his pock­et­book once more and drew from it, not the hand­ful of bills which Thé­nardier ex­pect­ed, but a sim­ple lit­tle pa­per, which he un­fold­ed and pre­sent­ed ful­ly open to the innkeep­er, say­ing:—

			“You are right; read!”

			Thé­nardier took the pa­per and read:—

			
				
					“M—— sur M——,

					March 25, 1823.

				
				Mon­sieur Thé­nardier:—

				You will de­liv­er Cosette to this per­son. You will be paid for all the lit­tle things. I have the hon­or to salute you with re­spect,

				
					Fan­tine.

				
			

			“You know that sig­na­ture?” re­sumed the man.

			It cer­tain­ly was Fan­tine’s sig­na­ture; Thé­nardier rec­og­nized it.

			There was no re­ply to make; he ex­pe­ri­enced two vi­o­lent vex­a­tions, the vex­a­tion of re­nounc­ing the bribery which he had hoped for, and the vex­a­tion of be­ing beat­en; the man added:—

			“You may keep this pa­per as your re­ceipt.”

			Thé­nardier re­treat­ed in tol­er­a­bly good or­der.

			“This sig­na­ture is fair­ly well im­i­tat­ed,” he growled be­tween his teeth; “how­ev­er, let it go!”

			Then he es­sayed a des­per­ate ef­fort.

			“It is well, sir,” he said, “since you are the per­son, but I must be paid for all those lit­tle things. A great deal is ow­ing to me.”

			The man rose to his feet, fil­lip­ing the dust from his thread­bare sleeve:—

			“Mon­sieur Thé­nardier, in Jan­u­ary last, the moth­er reck­oned that she owed you one hun­dred and twen­ty francs. In Feb­ru­ary, you sent her a bill of five hun­dred francs; you re­ceived three hun­dred francs at the end of Feb­ru­ary, and three hun­dred francs at the be­gin­ning of March. Since then nine months have elapsed, at fif­teen francs a month, the price agreed up­on, which makes one hun­dred and thir­ty-five francs. You had re­ceived one hun­dred francs too much; that makes thir­ty-five still ow­ing you. I have just giv­en you fif­teen hun­dred francs.”

			Thé­nardier’s sen­sa­tions were those of the wolf at the mo­ment when he feels him­self nipped and seized by the steel jaw of the trap.

			“Who is this dev­il of a man?” he thought.

			He did what the wolf does: he shook him­self. Au­dac­i­ty had suc­ceed­ed with him once.

			“Mon­sieur-I-don’t-know-your-name,” he said res­o­lute­ly, and this time cast­ing aside all re­spect­ful cer­e­mo­ny, “I shall take back Cosette if you do not give me a thou­sand crowns.”

			The stranger said tran­quil­ly:—

			“Come, Cosette.”

			He took Cosette by his left hand, and with his right he picked up his cud­gel, which was ly­ing on the ground.

			Thé­nardier not­ed the enor­mous size of the cud­gel and the soli­tude of the spot.

			The man plunged in­to the for­est with the child, leav­ing the innkeep­er mo­tion­less and speech­less.

			While they were walk­ing away, Thé­nardier scru­ti­nized his huge shoul­ders, which were a lit­tle round­ed, and his great fists.

			Then, bring­ing his eyes back to his own per­son, they fell up­on his fee­ble arms and his thin hands. “I re­al­ly must have been ex­ceed­ing­ly stupid not to have thought to bring my gun,” he said to him­self, “since I was go­ing hunt­ing!”

			How­ev­er, the innkeep­er did not give up.

			“I want to know where he is go­ing,” said he, and he set out to fol­low them at a dis­tance. Two things were left on his hands, an irony in the shape of the pa­per signed “Fan­tine,” and a con­so­la­tion, the fif­teen hun­dred francs.

			The man led Cosette off in the di­rec­tion of Livry and Bondy. He walked slow­ly, with droop­ing head, in an at­ti­tude of re­flec­tion and sad­ness. The win­ter had thinned out the for­est, so that Thé­nardier did not lose them from sight, al­though he kept at a good dis­tance. The man turned round from time to time, and looked to see if he was be­ing fol­lowed. All at once he caught sight of Thé­nardier. He plunged sud­den­ly in­to the brush­wood with Cosette, where they could both hide them­selves. “The deuce!” said Thé­nardier, and he re­dou­bled his pace.

			The thick­ness of the un­der­growth forced him to draw near­er to them. When the man had reached the dens­est part of the thick­et, he wheeled round. It was in vain that Thé­nardier sought to con­ceal him­self in the branch­es; he could not pre­vent the man see­ing him. The man cast up­on him an un­easy glance, then el­e­vat­ed his head and con­tin­ued his course. The innkeep­er set out again in pur­suit. Thus they con­tin­ued for two or three hun­dred paces. All at once the man turned round once more; he saw the innkeep­er. This time he gazed at him with so som­bre an air that Thé­nardier de­cid­ed that it was “use­less” to pro­ceed fur­ther. Thé­nardier re­traced his steps.

		
	
		
			
				XI

				Num­ber 9,430 Reap­pears, and Cosette Wins It in the Lot­tery

			
			Jean Val­jean was not dead.

			When he fell in­to the sea, or rather, when he threw him­self in­to it, he was not ironed, as we have seen. He swam un­der wa­ter un­til he reached a ves­sel at an­chor, to which a boat was moored. He found means of hid­ing him­self in this boat un­til night. At night he swam off again, and reached the shore a lit­tle way from Cape Brun. There, as he did not lack mon­ey, he pro­cured cloth­ing. A small coun­try-house in the neigh­bor­hood of Bal­aguier was at that time the dress­ing-room of es­caped con­victs—a lu­cra­tive spe­cial­ty. Then Jean Val­jean, like all the sor­ry fugi­tives who are seek­ing to evade the vig­i­lance of the law and so­cial fa­tal­i­ty, pur­sued an ob­scure and un­du­lat­ing itin­er­ary. He found his first refuge at Pradeaux, near Beaus­set. Then he di­rect­ed his course to­wards Grand-Vil­lard, near Bri­ançon, in the Hautes-Alpes. It was a fum­bling and un­easy flight—a mole’s track, whose branch­ings are un­trace­able. Lat­er on, some trace of his pas­sage in­to Ain, in the ter­ri­to­ry of Civrieux, was dis­cov­ered; in the Pyre­nees, at Ac­cons; at the spot called Grange-de-Doumec, near the mar­ket of Chavailles, and in the en­vi­rons of Perigueux at Brunies, can­ton of La Chapelle-Go­naguet. He reached Paris. We have just seen him at Mont­fer­meil.

			His first care on ar­riv­ing in Paris had been to buy mourn­ing clothes for a lit­tle girl of from sev­en to eight years of age; then to pro­cure a lodg­ing. That done, he had be­tak­en him­self to Mont­fer­meil. It will be re­mem­bered that al­ready, dur­ing his pre­ced­ing es­cape, he had made a mys­te­ri­ous trip thith­er, or some­where in that neigh­bor­hood, of which the law had gath­ered an inkling.

			How­ev­er, he was thought to be dead, and this still fur­ther in­creased the ob­scu­ri­ty which had gath­ered about him. At Paris, one of the jour­nals which chron­i­cled the fact fell in­to his hands. He felt re­as­sured and al­most at peace, as though he had re­al­ly been dead.

			On the evening of the day when Jean Val­jean res­cued Cosette from the claws of the Thé­nardiers, he re­turned to Paris. He re-en­tered it at night­fall, with the child, by way of the Bar­ri­er Mon­ceaux. There he en­tered a cabri­o­let, which took him to the es­planade of the Ob­ser­va­toire. There he got out, paid the coach­man, took Cosette by the hand, and to­geth­er they di­rect­ed their steps through the dark­ness—through the de­sert­ed streets which ad­join the Ourcine and the Glacière, to­wards the Boule­vard de l’Hôpi­tal.

			The day had been strange and filled with emo­tions for Cosette. They had eat­en some bread and cheese pur­chased in iso­lat­ed tav­erns, be­hind hedges; they had changed car­riages fre­quent­ly; they had trav­elled short dis­tances on foot. She made no com­plaint, but she was weary, and Jean Val­jean per­ceived it by the way she dragged more and more on his hand as she walked. He took her on his back. Cosette, with­out let­ting go of Cather­ine, laid her head on Jean Val­jean’s shoul­der, and there fell asleep.
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				The Gor­beau Hov­el

			
		
	
		
			
				I

				Mas­ter Gor­beau

			
			Forty years ago, a ram­bler who had ven­tured in­to that un­known coun­try of the Salpêtrière, and who had mount­ed to the Bar­rière d’Ital­ie by way of the boule­vard, reached a point where it might be said that Paris dis­ap­peared. It was no longer soli­tude, for there were passers­by; it was not the coun­try, for there were hous­es and streets; it was not the city, for the streets had ruts like high­ways, and the grass grew in them; it was not a vil­lage, the hous­es were too lofty. What was it, then? It was an in­hab­it­ed spot where there was no one; it was a desert place where there was some­one; it was a boule­vard of the great city, a street of Paris; more wild at night than the for­est, more gloomy by day than a ceme­tery.

			It was the old quar­ter of the Marché-aux-Chevaux.

			The ram­bler, if he risked him­self out­side the four de­crepit walls of this Marché-aux-Chevaux; if he con­sent­ed even to pass be­yond the Rue du Pe­tit-Ban­quier, af­ter leav­ing on his right a gar­den pro­tect­ed by high walls; then a field in which tan­bark mills rose like gi­gan­tic beaver huts; then an en­clo­sure en­cum­bered with tim­ber, with a heap of stumps, saw­dust, and shav­ings, on which stood a large dog, bark­ing; then a long, low, ut­ter­ly di­lap­i­dat­ed wall, with a lit­tle black door in mourn­ing, laden with moss­es, which were cov­ered with flow­ers in the spring; then, in the most de­sert­ed spot, a fright­ful and de­crepit build­ing, on which ran the in­scrip­tion in large let­ters: Post No Bills—this dar­ing ram­bler would have reached lit­tle known lat­i­tudes at the cor­ner of the Rue des Vi­gnes-Saint-Mar­cel. There, near a fac­to­ry, and be­tween two gar­den walls, there could be seen, at that epoch, a mean build­ing, which, at the first glance, seemed as small as a thatched hov­el, and which was, in re­al­i­ty, as large as a cathe­dral. It pre­sent­ed its side and gable to the pub­lic road; hence its ap­par­ent diminu­tive­ness. Near­ly the whole of the house was hid­den. On­ly the door and one win­dow could be seen.

			This hov­el was on­ly one sto­ry high.

			The first de­tail that struck the ob­serv­er was, that the door could nev­er have been any­thing but the door of a hov­el, while the win­dow, if it had been carved out of dressed stone in­stead of be­ing in rough ma­son­ry, might have been the lat­tice of a lord­ly man­sion.

			The door was noth­ing but a col­lec­tion of worm-eat­en planks rough­ly bound to­geth­er by cross­beams which re­sem­bled rough­ly hewn logs. It opened di­rect­ly on a steep stair­case of lofty steps, mud­dy, chalky, plas­ter-stained, dusty steps, of the same width as it­self, which could be seen from the street, run­ning straight up like a lad­der and dis­ap­pear­ing in the dark­ness be­tween two walls. The top of the shape­less bay in­to which this door shut was masked by a nar­row scant­ling in the cen­tre of which a tri­an­gu­lar hole had been sawed, which served both as wick­et and air-hole when the door was closed. On the in­side of the door the fig­ures 52 had been traced with a cou­ple of strokes of a brush dipped in ink, and above the scant­ling the same hand had daubed the num­ber 50, so that one hes­i­tat­ed. Where was one? Above the door it said, “Num­ber 50;” the in­side replied, “no, Num­ber 52.” No one knows what dust-col­ored fig­ures were sus­pend­ed like draperies from the tri­an­gu­lar open­ing.

			The win­dow was large, suf­fi­cient­ly el­e­vat­ed, gar­nished with Vene­tian blinds, and with a frame in large square panes; on­ly these large panes were suf­fer­ing from var­i­ous wounds, which were both con­cealed and be­trayed by an in­ge­nious pa­per ban­dage. And the blinds, dis­lo­cat­ed and un­past­ed, threat­ened passers­by rather than screened the oc­cu­pants. The hor­i­zon­tal slats were miss­ing here and there and had been naive­ly re­placed with boards nailed on per­pen­dic­u­lar­ly; so that what be­gan as a blind end­ed as a shut­ter. This door with an un­clean, and this win­dow with an hon­est though di­lap­i­dat­ed air, thus be­held on the same house, pro­duced the ef­fect of two in­com­plete beg­gars walk­ing side by side, with dif­fer­ent miens be­neath the same rags, the one hav­ing al­ways been a men­di­cant, and the oth­er hav­ing once been a gen­tle­man.

			The stair­case led to a very vast ed­i­fice which re­sem­bled a shed which had been con­vert­ed in­to a house. This ed­i­fice had, for its in­testi­nal tube, a long cor­ri­dor, on which opened to right and left sorts of com­part­ments of var­ied di­men­sions which were in­hab­it­able un­der stress of cir­cum­stances, and rather more like stalls than cells. These cham­bers re­ceived their light from the vague waste grounds in the neigh­bor­hood.

			All this was dark, dis­agree­able, wan, melan­choly, sepul­chral; tra­versed ac­cord­ing as the crevices lay in the roof or in the door, by cold rays or by icy winds. An in­ter­est­ing and pic­turesque pe­cu­liar­i­ty of this sort of dwelling is the enor­mous size of the spi­ders.

			To the left of the en­trance door, on the boule­vard side, at about the height of a man from the ground, a small win­dow which had been walled up formed a square niche full of stones which the chil­dren had thrown there as they passed by.

			A por­tion of this build­ing has re­cent­ly been de­mol­ished. From what still re­mains of it one can form a judg­ment as to what it was in for­mer days. As a whole, it was not over a hun­dred years old. A hun­dred years is youth in a church and age in a house. It seems as though man’s lodg­ing par­took of his ephemer­al char­ac­ter, and God’s house of his eter­ni­ty.

			The post­men called the house Num­ber 50–52; but it was known in the neigh­bor­hood as the Gor­beau house.

			Let us ex­plain whence this ap­pel­la­tion was de­rived.

			Col­lec­tors of pet­ty de­tails, who be­come herbal­ists of anec­dotes, and prick slip­pery dates in­to their mem­o­ries with a pin, know that there was in Paris, dur­ing the last cen­tu­ry, about 1770, two at­tor­neys at the Châtelet named, one Cor­beau (Raven), the oth­er Re­nard (Fox). The two names had been fore­stalled by La Fontaine. The op­por­tu­ni­ty was too fine for the lawyers; they made the most of it. A par­o­dy was im­me­di­ate­ly put in cir­cu­la­tion in the gal­leries of the court­house, in vers­es that limped a lit­tle:—

			
				
					Maître Cor­beau, sur un dossier per­ché,
					

					Tenait dans son bec une saisie exé­cu­toire;
					

					Maître Re­nard, par l’odeur al­léché,
					

					Lui fit à peu près cette his­toire:
					

					Hé! bon­jour. Etc.26
				

			

			The two hon­est prac­ti­tion­ers, em­bar­rassed by the jests, and find­ing the bear­ing of their heads in­ter­fered with by the shouts of laugh­ter which fol­lowed them, re­solved to get rid of their names, and hit up­on the ex­pe­di­ent of ap­ply­ing to the king.

			Their pe­ti­tion was pre­sent­ed to Louis XV on the same day when the Pa­pal Nun­cio, on the one hand, and the Car­di­nal de la Roche-Ay­mon on the oth­er, both de­vout­ly kneel­ing, were each en­gaged in putting on, in his Majesty’s pres­ence, a slip­per on the bare feet of Madame du Bar­ry, who had just got out of bed. The king, who was laugh­ing, con­tin­ued to laugh, passed gay­ly from the two bish­ops to the two lawyers, and be­stowed on these limbs of the law their for­mer names, or near­ly so. By the kings com­mand, Maître Cor­beau was per­mit­ted to add a tail to his ini­tial let­ter and to call him­self Gor­beau. Maître Re­nard was less lucky; all he ob­tained was leave to place a P in front of his R, and to call him­self Pre­nard; so that the sec­ond name bore al­most as much re­sem­blance as the first.

			Now, ac­cord­ing to lo­cal tra­di­tion, this Maître Gor­beau had been the pro­pri­etor of the build­ing num­bered 50–52 on the Boule­vard de l’Hôpi­tal. He was even the au­thor of the mon­u­men­tal win­dow.

			Hence the ed­i­fice bore the name of the Gor­beau house.

			Op­po­site this house, among the trees of the boule­vard, rose a great elm which was three-quar­ters dead; al­most di­rect­ly fac­ing it opens the Rue de la Bar­rière des Go­b­elins, a street then with­out hous­es, un­paved, plant­ed with un­healthy trees, which was green or mud­dy ac­cord­ing to the sea­son, and which end­ed square­ly in the ex­te­ri­or wall of Paris. An odor of cop­peras is­sued in puffs from the roofs of the neigh­bor­ing fac­to­ry.

			The bar­ri­er was close at hand. In 1823 the city wall was still in ex­is­tence.

			This bar­ri­er it­self evoked gloomy fan­cies in the mind. It was the road to Bicêtre. It was through it that, un­der the Em­pire and the Restora­tion, pris­on­ers con­demned to death re-en­tered Paris on the day of their ex­e­cu­tion. It was there, that, about 1829, was com­mit­ted that mys­te­ri­ous as­sas­si­na­tion, called “The as­sas­si­na­tion of the Fontainebleau bar­ri­er,” whose au­thors jus­tice was nev­er able to dis­cov­er; a melan­choly prob­lem which has nev­er been elu­ci­dat­ed, a fright­ful enig­ma which has nev­er been un­rid­dled. Take a few steps, and you come up­on that fa­tal Rue Croule­barbe, where Ul­bach stabbed the goat-girl of Ivry to the sound of thun­der, as in the melo­dra­mas. A few paces more, and you ar­rive at the abom­inable pol­lard­ed elms of the Bar­rière Saint-Jacques, that ex­pe­di­ent of the phi­lan­thropist to con­ceal the scaf­fold, that mis­er­able and shame­ful Place de Grève of a shop-keep­ing and bour­geois so­ci­ety, which re­coiled be­fore the death penal­ty, nei­ther dar­ing to abol­ish it with grandeur, nor to up­hold it with au­thor­i­ty.

			Leav­ing aside this Place Saint-Jacques, which was, as it were, pre­des­tined, and which has al­ways been hor­ri­ble, prob­a­bly the most mourn­ful spot on that mourn­ful boule­vard, sev­en and thir­ty years ago, was the spot which even to­day is so unattrac­tive, where stood the build­ing Num­ber 50–52.

			Bour­geois hous­es on­ly be­gan to spring up there twen­ty-five years lat­er. The place was un­pleas­ant. In ad­di­tion to the gloomy thoughts which as­sailed one there, one was con­scious of be­ing be­tween the Salpêtrière, a glimpse of whose dome could be seen, and Bicêtre, whose out­skirts one was fair­ly touch­ing; that is to say, be­tween the mad­ness of wom­en and the mad­ness of men. As far as the eye could see, one could per­ceive noth­ing but the abat­toirs, the city wall, and the fronts of a few fac­to­ries, re­sem­bling bar­racks or monas­ter­ies; ev­ery­where about stood hov­els, rub­bish, an­cient walls black­ened like cere­cloths, new white walls like wind­ing-sheets; ev­ery­where par­al­lel rows of trees, build­ings erect­ed on a line, flat con­struc­tions, long, cold rows, and the melan­choly sad­ness of right an­gles. Not an un­even­ness of the ground, not a caprice in the ar­chi­tec­ture, not a fold. The en­sem­ble was glacial, reg­u­lar, hideous. Noth­ing op­press­es the heart like sym­me­try. It is be­cause sym­me­try is en­nui, and en­nui is at the very foun­da­tion of grief. De­spair yawns. Some­thing more ter­ri­ble than a hell where one suf­fers may be imag­ined, and that is a hell where one is bored. If such a hell ex­ist­ed, that bit of the Boule­vard de l’Hôpi­tal might have formed the en­trance to it.

			Nev­er­the­less, at night­fall, at the mo­ment when the day­light is van­ish­ing, es­pe­cial­ly in win­ter, at the hour when the twi­light breeze tears from the elms their last rus­set leaves, when the dark­ness is deep and star­less, or when the moon and the wind are mak­ing open­ings in the clouds and los­ing them­selves in the shad­ows, this boule­vard sud­den­ly be­comes fright­ful. The black lines sink in­wards and are lost in the shades, like morsels of the in­fi­nite. The passer­by can­not re­frain from re­call­ing the in­nu­mer­able tra­di­tions of the place which are con­nect­ed with the gib­bet. The soli­tude of this spot, where so many crimes have been com­mit­ted, had some­thing ter­ri­ble about it. One al­most had a pre­sen­ti­ment of meet­ing with traps in that dark­ness; all the con­fused forms of the dark­ness seemed sus­pi­cious, and the long, hol­low square, of which one caught a glimpse be­tween each tree, seemed graves: by day it was ug­ly; in the evening melan­choly; by night it was sin­is­ter.

			In sum­mer, at twi­light, one saw, here and there, a few old wom­en seat­ed at the foot of the elm, on bench­es mouldy with rain. These good old wom­en were fond of beg­ging.

			How­ev­er, this quar­ter, which had a su­per­an­nu­at­ed rather than an an­tique air, was tend­ing even then to trans­for­ma­tion. Even at that time any­one who was de­sirous of see­ing it had to make haste. Each day some de­tail of the whole ef­fect was dis­ap­pear­ing. For the last twen­ty years the sta­tion of the Or­leans rail­way has stood be­side the old faubourg and dis­tract­ed it, as it does to­day. Wher­ev­er it is placed on the bor­ders of a cap­i­tal, a rail­way sta­tion is the death of a sub­urb and the birth of a city. It seems as though, around these great cen­tres of the move­ments of a peo­ple, the earth, full of germs, trem­bled and yawned, to en­gulf the an­cient dwellings of men and to al­low new ones to spring forth, at the rat­tle of these pow­er­ful ma­chines, at the breath of these mon­strous hors­es of civ­i­liza­tion which de­vour coal and vom­it fire. The old hous­es crum­ble and new ones rise.

			Since the Or­leans rail­way has in­vad­ed the re­gion of the Salpêtrière, the an­cient, nar­row streets which ad­join the moats Saint-Vic­tor and the Jardin des Plantes trem­ble, as they are vi­o­lent­ly tra­versed three or four times each day by those cur­rents of coach fi­acres and om­nibus­es which, in a giv­en time, crowd back the hous­es to the right and the left; for there are things which are odd when said that are rig­or­ous­ly ex­act; and just as it is true to say that in large cities the sun makes the south­ern fronts of hous­es to veg­e­tate and grow, it is cer­tain that the fre­quent pas­sage of ve­hi­cles en­larges streets. The symp­toms of a new life are ev­i­dent. In this old pro­vin­cial quar­ter, in the wildest nooks, the pave­ment shows it­self, the side­walks be­gin to crawl and to grow longer, even where there are as yet no pedes­tri­ans. One morn­ing—a mem­o­rable morn­ing in Ju­ly, 1845—black pots of bi­tu­men were seen smok­ing there; on that day it might be said that civ­i­liza­tion had ar­rived in the Rue de l’Ourcine, and that Paris had en­tered the sub­urb of Saint-Marceau.

		
	
		
			
				II

				A Nest for Owl and a War­bler

			
			It was in front of this Gor­beau house that Jean Val­jean halt­ed. Like wild birds, he had cho­sen this desert place to con­struct his nest.

			He fum­bled in his waist­coat pock­et, drew out a sort of a passkey, opened the door, en­tered, closed it again care­ful­ly, and as­cend­ed the stair­case, still car­ry­ing Cosette.

			At the top of the stairs he drew from his pock­et an­oth­er key, with which he opened an­oth­er door. The cham­ber which he en­tered, and which he closed again in­stant­ly, was a kind of mod­er­ate­ly spa­cious at­tic, fur­nished with a mat­tress laid on the floor, a ta­ble, and sev­er­al chairs; a stove in which a fire was burn­ing, and whose em­bers were vis­i­ble, stood in one cor­ner. A lantern on the boule­vard cast a vague light in­to this poor room. At the ex­treme end there was a dress­ing-room with a fold­ing bed; Jean Val­jean car­ried the child to this bed and laid her down there with­out wak­ing her.

			He struck a match and light­ed a can­dle. All this was pre­pared be­fore­hand on the ta­ble, and, as he had done on the pre­vi­ous evening, he be­gan to scru­ti­nize Cosette’s face with a gaze full of ec­sta­sy, in which the ex­pres­sion of kind­ness and ten­der­ness al­most amount­ed to aber­ra­tion. The lit­tle girl, with that tran­quil con­fi­dence which be­longs on­ly to ex­treme strength and ex­treme weak­ness, had fall­en asleep with­out know­ing with whom she was, and con­tin­ued to sleep with­out know­ing where she was.

			Jean Val­jean bent down and kissed that child’s hand.

			Nine months be­fore he had kissed the hand of the moth­er, who had al­so just fall­en asleep.

			The same sad, pierc­ing, re­li­gious sen­ti­ment filled his heart.

			He knelt be­side Cosette’s bed.

			It was broad day­light, and the child still slept. A wan ray of the De­cem­ber sun pen­e­trat­ed the win­dow of the at­tic and lay up­on the ceil­ing in long threads of light and shade. All at once a heav­i­ly laden car­ri­er’s cart, which was pass­ing along the boule­vard, shook the frail bed, like a clap of thun­der, and made it quiver from top to bot­tom.

			“Yes, madame!” cried Cosette, wak­ing with a start, “here I am! here I am!”

			And she sprang out of bed, her eyes still half shut with the heav­i­ness of sleep, ex­tend­ing her arms to­wards the cor­ner of the wall.

			“Ah! mon Dieu, my broom!” said she.

			She opened her eyes wide now, and be­held the smil­ing coun­te­nance of Jean Val­jean.

			“Ah! so it is true!” said the child. “Good morn­ing, Mon­sieur.”

			Chil­dren ac­cept joy and hap­pi­ness in­stant­ly and fa­mil­iar­ly, be­ing them­selves by na­ture joy and hap­pi­ness.

			Cosette caught sight of Cather­ine at the foot of her bed, and took pos­ses­sion of her, and, as she played, she put a hun­dred ques­tions to Jean Val­jean. Where was she? Was Paris very large? Was Madame Thé­nardier very far away? Was she to go back? etc., etc. All at once she ex­claimed, “How pret­ty it is here!”

			It was a fright­ful hole, but she felt free.

			“Must I sweep?” she re­sumed at last.

			“Play!” said Jean Val­jean.

			The day passed thus. Cosette, with­out trou­bling her­self to un­der­stand any­thing, was in­ex­press­ibly hap­py with that doll and that kind man.

		
	
		
			
				III

				Two Mis­for­tunes Make One Piece of Good For­tune

			
			On the fol­low­ing morn­ing, at day­break, Jean Val­jean was still by Cosette’s bed­side; he watched there mo­tion­less, wait­ing for her to wake.

			Some new thing had come in­to his soul.

			Jean Val­jean had nev­er loved any­thing; for twen­ty-five years he had been alone in the world. He had nev­er been fa­ther, lover, hus­band, friend. In the prison he had been vi­cious, gloomy, chaste, ig­no­rant, and shy. The heart of that ex-con­vict was full of vir­gin­i­ty. His sis­ter and his sis­ter’s chil­dren had left him on­ly a vague and far-off mem­o­ry which had fi­nal­ly al­most com­plete­ly van­ished; he had made ev­ery ef­fort to find them, and not hav­ing been able to find them, he had for­got­ten them. Hu­man na­ture is made thus; the oth­er ten­der emo­tions of his youth, if he had ev­er had any, had fall­en in­to an abyss.

			When he saw Cosette, when he had tak­en pos­ses­sion of her, car­ried her off, and de­liv­ered her, he felt his heart moved with­in him.

			All the pas­sion and af­fec­tion with­in him awoke, and rushed to­wards that child. He ap­proached the bed, where she lay sleep­ing, and trem­bled with joy. He suf­fered all the pangs of a moth­er, and he knew not what it meant; for that great and sin­gu­lar move­ment of a heart which be­gins to love is a very ob­scure and a very sweet thing.

			Poor old man, with a per­fect­ly new heart!

			On­ly, as he was five and fifty, and Cosette eight years of age, all that might have been love in the whole course of his life flowed to­geth­er in­to a sort of in­ef­fa­ble light.

			It was the sec­ond white ap­pari­tion which he had en­coun­tered. The Bish­op had caused the dawn of virtue to rise on his hori­zon; Cosette caused the dawn of love to rise.

			The ear­ly days passed in this daz­zled state.

			Cosette, on her side, had al­so, un­known to her­self, be­come an­oth­er be­ing, poor lit­tle thing! She was so lit­tle when her moth­er left her, that she no longer re­mem­bered her. Like all chil­dren, who re­sem­ble young shoots of the vine, which cling to ev­ery­thing, she had tried to love; she had not suc­ceed­ed. All had re­pulsed her—the Thé­nardiers, their chil­dren, oth­er chil­dren. She had loved the dog, and he had died, af­ter which noth­ing and no­body would have any­thing to do with her. It is a sad thing to say, and we have al­ready in­ti­mat­ed it, that, at eight years of age, her heart was cold. It was not her fault; it was not the fac­ul­ty of lov­ing that she lacked; alas! it was the pos­si­bil­i­ty. Thus, from the very first day, all her sen­tient and think­ing pow­ers loved this kind man. She felt that which she had nev­er felt be­fore—a sen­sa­tion of ex­pan­sion.

			The man no longer pro­duced on her the ef­fect of be­ing old or poor; she thought Jean Val­jean hand­some, just as she thought the hov­el pret­ty.

			These are the ef­fects of the dawn, of child­hood, of joy. The nov­el­ty of the earth and of life counts for some­thing here. Noth­ing is so charm­ing as the col­or­ing re­flec­tion of hap­pi­ness on a gar­ret. We all have in our past a de­light­ful gar­ret.

			Na­ture, a dif­fer­ence of fifty years, had set a pro­found gulf be­tween Jean Val­jean and Cosette; des­tiny filled in this gulf. Des­tiny sud­den­ly unit­ed and wed­ded with its ir­re­sistible pow­er these two up­root­ed ex­is­tences, dif­fer­ing in age, alike in sor­row. One, in fact, com­plet­ed the oth­er. Cosette’s in­stinct sought a fa­ther, as Jean Val­jean’s in­stinct sought a child. To meet was to find each oth­er. At the mys­te­ri­ous mo­ment when their hands touched, they were weld­ed to­geth­er. When these two souls per­ceived each oth­er, they rec­og­nized each oth­er as nec­es­sary to each oth­er, and em­braced each oth­er close­ly.

			Tak­ing the words in their most com­pre­hen­sive and ab­so­lute sense, we may say that, sep­a­rat­ed from ev­ery­one by the walls of the tomb, Jean Val­jean was the wid­ow­er, and Cosette was the or­phan: this sit­u­a­tion caused Jean Val­jean to be­come Cosette’s fa­ther af­ter a ce­les­tial fash­ion.

			And in truth, the mys­te­ri­ous im­pres­sion pro­duced on Cosette in the depths of the for­est of Chelles by the hand of Jean Val­jean grasp­ing hers in the dark was not an il­lu­sion, but a re­al­i­ty. The en­trance of that man in­to the des­tiny of that child had been the ad­vent of God.

			More­over, Jean Val­jean had cho­sen his refuge well. There he seemed per­fect­ly se­cure.

			The cham­ber with a dress­ing-room, which he oc­cu­pied with Cosette, was the one whose win­dow opened on the boule­vard. This be­ing the on­ly win­dow in the house, no neigh­bors’ glances were to be feared from across the way or at the side.

			The ground floor of Num­ber 50–52, a sort of di­lap­i­dat­ed pent­house, served as a wag­on-house for mar­ket-gar­den­ers, and no com­mu­ni­ca­tion ex­ist­ed be­tween it and the first sto­ry. It was sep­a­rat­ed by the floor­ing, which had nei­ther traps nor stairs, and which formed the di­aphragm of the build­ing, as it were. The first sto­ry con­tained, as we have said, nu­mer­ous cham­bers and sev­er­al at­tics, on­ly one of which was oc­cu­pied by the old wom­an who took charge of Jean Val­jean’s house­keep­ing; all the rest was un­in­hab­it­ed.

			It was this old wom­an, or­na­ment­ed with the name of the “prin­ci­pal lodger,” and in re­al­i­ty en­trust­ed with the func­tions of portress, who had let him the lodg­ing on Christ­mas eve. He had rep­re­sent­ed him­self to her as a gen­tle­man of means who had been ru­ined by Span­ish bonds, who was com­ing there to live with his lit­tle daugh­ter. He had paid her six months in ad­vance, and had com­mis­sioned the old wom­an to fur­nish the cham­ber and dress­ing-room, as we have seen. It was this good wom­an who had light­ed the fire in the stove, and pre­pared ev­ery­thing on the evening of their ar­rival.

			Week fol­lowed week; these two be­ings led a hap­py life in that hov­el.

			Cosette laughed, chat­tered, and sang from day­break. Chil­dren have their morn­ing song as well as birds.

			It some­times hap­pened that Jean Val­jean clasped her tiny red hand, all cracked with chilblains, and kissed it. The poor child, who was used to be­ing beat­en, did not know the mean­ing of this, and ran away in con­fu­sion.

			At times she be­came se­ri­ous and stared at her lit­tle black gown. Cosette was no longer in rags; she was in mourn­ing. She had emerged from mis­ery, and she was en­ter­ing in­to life.

			Jean Val­jean had un­der­tak­en to teach her to read. Some­times, as he made the child spell, he re­mem­bered that it was with the idea of do­ing evil that he had learned to read in prison. This idea had end­ed in teach­ing a child to read. Then the ex-con­vict smiled with the pen­sive smile of the an­gels.

			He felt in it a pre­med­i­ta­tion from on high, the will of some­one who was not man, and he be­came ab­sorbed in rever­ie. Good thoughts have their abysses as well as evil ones.

			To teach Cosette to read, and to let her play, this con­sti­tut­ed near­ly the whole of Jean Val­jean’s ex­is­tence. And then he talked of her moth­er, and he made her pray.

			She called him “fa­ther,” and knew no oth­er name for him.

			He passed hours in watch­ing her dress­ing and un­dress­ing her doll, and in lis­ten­ing to her prat­tle. Life, hence­forth, ap­peared to him to be full of in­ter­est; men seemed to him good and just; he no longer re­proached any­one in thought; he saw no rea­son why he should not live to be a very old man, now that this child loved him. He saw a whole fu­ture stretch­ing out be­fore him, il­lu­mi­nat­ed by Cosette as by a charm­ing light. The best of us are not ex­empt from ego­tis­ti­cal thoughts. At times, he re­flect­ed with a sort of joy that she would be ug­ly.

			This is on­ly a per­son­al opin­ion; but, to ut­ter our whole thought, at the point where Jean Val­jean had ar­rived when he be­gan to love Cosette, it is by no means clear to us that he did not need this en­cour­age­ment in or­der that he might per­se­vere in well-do­ing. He had just viewed the mal­ice of men and the mis­ery of so­ci­ety un­der a new as­pect—in­com­plete as­pects, which un­for­tu­nate­ly on­ly ex­hib­it­ed one side of the truth, the fate of wom­an as summed up in Fan­tine, and pub­lic au­thor­i­ty as per­son­i­fied in Javert. He had re­turned to prison, this time for hav­ing done right; he had quaffed fresh bit­ter­ness; dis­gust and las­si­tude were over­pow­er­ing him; even the mem­o­ry of the Bish­op prob­a­bly suf­fered a tem­po­rary eclipse, though sure to reap­pear lat­er on lu­mi­nous and tri­umphant; but, af­ter all, that sa­cred mem­o­ry was grow­ing dim. Who knows whether Jean Val­jean had not been on the eve of grow­ing dis­cour­aged and of fall­ing once more? He loved and grew strong again. Alas! he walked with no less in­de­ci­sion than Cosette. He pro­tect­ed her, and she strength­ened him. Thanks to him, she could walk through life; thanks to her, he could con­tin­ue in virtue. He was that child’s stay, and she was his prop. Oh, un­fath­omable and di­vine mys­tery of the bal­ances of des­tiny!

		
	
		
			
				IV

				The Re­marks of the Prin­ci­pal Ten­ant

			
			Jean Val­jean was pru­dent enough nev­er to go out by day. Ev­ery evening, at twi­light, he walked for an hour or two, some­times alone, of­ten with Cosette, seek­ing the most de­sert­ed side al­leys of the boule­vard, and en­ter­ing church­es at night­fall. He liked to go to Saint-Mé­dard, which is the near­est church. When he did not take Cosette with him, she re­mained with the old wom­an; but the child’s de­light was to go out with the good man. She pre­ferred an hour with him to all her rap­tur­ous tête-à-têtes with Cather­ine. He held her hand as they walked, and said sweet things to her.

			It turned out that Cosette was a very gay lit­tle per­son.

			The old wom­an at­tend­ed to the house­keep­ing and cook­ing and went to mar­ket.

			They lived sober­ly, al­ways hav­ing a lit­tle fire, but like peo­ple in very mod­er­ate cir­cum­stances. Jean Val­jean had made no al­ter­ations in the fur­ni­ture as it was the first day; he had mere­ly had the glass door lead­ing to Cosette’s dress­ing-room re­placed by a sol­id door.

			He still wore his yel­low coat, his black breech­es, and his old hat. In the street, he was tak­en for a poor man. It some­times hap­pened that kind­heart­ed wom­en turned back to be­stow a sou on him. Jean Val­jean ac­cept­ed the sou with a deep bow. It al­so hap­pened oc­ca­sion­al­ly that he en­coun­tered some poor wretch ask­ing alms; then he looked be­hind him to make sure that no one was ob­serv­ing him, stealth­ily ap­proached the un­for­tu­nate man, put a piece of mon­ey in­to his hand, of­ten a sil­ver coin, and walked rapid­ly away. This had its dis­ad­van­tages. He be­gan to be known in the neigh­bor­hood un­der the name of “the beg­gar who gives alms.”

			The old “prin­ci­pal lodger,” a cross-look­ing crea­ture, who was thor­ough­ly per­me­at­ed, so far as her neigh­bors were con­cerned, with the in­quis­i­tive­ness pe­cu­liar to en­vi­ous per­sons, scru­ti­nized Jean Val­jean a great deal, with­out his sus­pect­ing the fact. She was a lit­tle deaf, which ren­dered her talk­a­tive. There re­mained to her from her past, two teeth—one above, the oth­er be­low—which she was con­tin­u­al­ly knock­ing against each oth­er. She had ques­tioned Cosette, who had not been able to tell her any­thing, since she knew noth­ing her­self ex­cept that she had come from Mont­fer­meil. One morn­ing, this spy saw Jean Val­jean, with an air which struck the old gos­sip as pe­cu­liar, en­ter­ing one of the un­in­hab­it­ed com­part­ments of the hov­el. She fol­lowed him with the step of an old cat, and was able to ob­serve him with­out be­ing seen, through a crack in the door, which was di­rect­ly op­po­site him. Jean Val­jean had his back turned to­wards this door, by way of greater se­cu­ri­ty, no doubt. The old wom­an saw him fum­ble in his pock­et and draw thence a case, scis­sors, and thread; then he be­gan to rip the lin­ing of one of the skirts of his coat, and from the open­ing he took a bit of yel­low­ish pa­per, which he un­fold­ed. The old wom­an rec­og­nized, with ter­ror, the fact that it was a bank-bill for a thou­sand francs. It was the sec­ond or third on­ly that she had seen in the course of her ex­is­tence. She fled in alarm.

			A mo­ment lat­er, Jean Val­jean ac­cost­ed her, and asked her to go and get this thou­sand-franc bill changed for him, adding that it was his quar­ter­ly in­come, which he had re­ceived the day be­fore. “Where?” thought the old wom­an. “He did not go out un­til six o’clock in the evening, and the gov­ern­ment bank cer­tain­ly is not open at that hour.” The old wom­an went to get the bill changed, and men­tioned her sur­mis­es. That thou­sand-franc note, com­ment­ed on and mul­ti­plied, pro­duced a vast amount of ter­ri­fied dis­cus­sion among the gos­sips of the Rue des Vi­gnes Saint-Mar­cel.

			A few days lat­er, it chanced that Jean Val­jean was saw­ing some wood, in his shirt­sleeves, in the cor­ri­dor. The old wom­an was in the cham­ber, putting things in or­der. She was alone. Cosette was oc­cu­pied in ad­mir­ing the wood as it was sawed. The old wom­an caught sight of the coat hang­ing on a nail, and ex­am­ined it. The lin­ing had been sewed up again. The good wom­an felt of it care­ful­ly, and thought she ob­served in the skirts and re­vers thick­ness­es of pa­per. More thou­sand-franc bank-bills, no doubt!

			She al­so no­ticed that there were all sorts of things in the pock­ets. Not on­ly the nee­dles, thread, and scis­sors which she had seen, but a big pock­et­book, a very large knife, and—a sus­pi­cious cir­cum­stance—sev­er­al wigs of var­i­ous col­ors. Each pock­et of this coat had the air of be­ing in a man­ner pro­vid­ed against un­ex­pect­ed ac­ci­dents.

			Thus the in­hab­i­tants of the house reached the last days of win­ter.

		
	
		
			
				V

				A Five-Franc Piece Falls on the Ground and Pro­duces a Tu­mult

			
			Near Saint-Mé­dard’s church there was a poor man who was in the habit of crouch­ing on the brink of a pub­lic well which had been con­demned, and on whom Jean Val­jean was fond of be­stow­ing char­i­ty. He nev­er passed this man with­out giv­ing him a few sous. Some­times he spoke to him. Those who en­vied this men­di­cant said that he be­longed to the po­lice. He was an ex-bea­dle of sev­en­ty-five, who was con­stant­ly mum­bling his prayers.

			One evening, as Jean Val­jean was pass­ing by, when he had not Cosette with him, he saw the beg­gar in his usu­al place, be­neath the lantern which had just been light­ed. The man seemed en­gaged in prayer, ac­cord­ing to his cus­tom, and was much bent over. Jean Val­jean stepped up to him and placed his cus­tom­ary alms in his hand. The men­di­cant raised his eyes sud­den­ly, stared in­tent­ly at Jean Val­jean, then dropped his head quick­ly. This move­ment was like a flash of light­ning. Jean Val­jean was seized with a shud­der. It seemed to him that he had just caught sight, by the light of the street lantern, not of the placid and beam­ing vis­age of the old bea­dle, but of a well-known and star­tling face. He ex­pe­ri­enced the same im­pres­sion that one would have on find­ing one’s self, all of a sud­den, face to face, in the dark, with a tiger. He re­coiled, ter­ri­fied, pet­ri­fied, dar­ing nei­ther to breathe, to speak, to re­main, nor to flee, star­ing at the beg­gar who had dropped his head, which was en­veloped in a rag, and no longer ap­peared to know that he was there. At this strange mo­ment, an in­stinct—pos­si­bly the mys­te­ri­ous in­stinct of self-preser­va­tion—re­strained Jean Val­jean from ut­ter­ing a word. The beg­gar had the same fig­ure, the same rags, the same ap­pear­ance as he had ev­ery day. “Bah!” said Jean Val­jean, “I am mad! I am dream­ing! Im­pos­si­ble!” And he re­turned pro­found­ly trou­bled.

			He hard­ly dared to con­fess, even to him­self, that the face which he thought he had seen was the face of Javert.

			That night, on think­ing the mat­ter over, he re­gret­ted not hav­ing ques­tioned the man, in or­der to force him to raise his head a sec­ond time.

			On the fol­low­ing day, at night­fall, he went back. The beg­gar was at his post. “Good day, my good man,” said Jean Val­jean, res­o­lute­ly, hand­ing him a sou. The beg­gar raised his head, and replied in a whin­ing voice, “Thanks, my good sir.” It was un­mis­tak­ably the ex-bea­dle.

			Jean Val­jean felt com­plete­ly re­as­sured. He be­gan to laugh. “How the deuce could I have thought that I saw Javert there?” he thought. “Am I go­ing to lose my eye­sight now?” And he thought no more about it.

			A few days af­ter­wards—it might have been at eight o’clock in the evening—he was in his room, and en­gaged in mak­ing Cosette spell aloud, when he heard the house door open and then shut again. This struck him as sin­gu­lar. The old wom­an, who was the on­ly in­hab­i­tant of the house ex­cept him­self, al­ways went to bed at night­fall, so that she might not burn out her can­dles. Jean Val­jean made a sign to Cosette to be qui­et. He heard some­one as­cend­ing the stairs. It might pos­si­bly be the old wom­an, who might have fall­en ill and have been out to the apothe­cary’s. Jean Val­jean lis­tened.

			The step was heavy, and sound­ed like that of a man; but the old wom­an wore stout shoes, and there is noth­ing which so strong­ly re­sem­bles the step of a man as that of an old wom­an. Nev­er­the­less, Jean Val­jean blew out his can­dle.

			He had sent Cosette to bed, say­ing to her in a low voice, “Get in­to bed very soft­ly;” and as he kissed her brow, the steps paused.

			Jean Val­jean re­mained silent, mo­tion­less, with his back to­wards the door, seat­ed on the chair from which he had not stirred, and hold­ing his breath in the dark.

			Af­ter the ex­pi­ra­tion of a rather long in­ter­val, he turned round, as he heard noth­ing more, and, as he raised his eyes to­wards the door of his cham­ber, he saw a light through the key­hole. This light formed a sort of sin­is­ter star in the black­ness of the door and the wall. There was ev­i­dent­ly some­one there, who was hold­ing a can­dle in his hand and lis­ten­ing.

			Sev­er­al min­utes elapsed thus, and the light re­treat­ed. But he heard no sound of foot­steps, which seemed to in­di­cate that the per­son who had been lis­ten­ing at the door had re­moved his shoes.

			Jean Val­jean threw him­self, all dressed as he was, on his bed, and could not close his eyes all night.

			At day­break, just as he was fall­ing in­to a doze through fa­tigue, he was awak­ened by the creak­ing of a door which opened on some at­tic at the end of the cor­ri­dor, then he heard the same mas­cu­line foot­step which had as­cend­ed the stairs on the pre­ced­ing evening. The step was ap­proach­ing. He sprang off the bed and ap­plied his eye to the key­hole, which was tol­er­a­bly large, hop­ing to see the per­son who had made his way by night in­to the house and had lis­tened at his door, as he passed. It was a man, in fact, who passed, this time with­out paus­ing, in front of Jean Val­jean’s cham­ber. The cor­ri­dor was too dark to al­low of the per­son’s face be­ing dis­tin­guished; but when the man reached the stair­case, a ray of light from with­out made it stand out like a sil­hou­ette, and Jean Val­jean had a com­plete view of his back. The man was of lofty stature, clad in a long frock-coat, with a cud­gel un­der his arm. The for­mi­da­ble neck and shoul­ders be­longed to Javert.

			Jean Val­jean might have at­tempt­ed to catch an­oth­er glimpse of him through his win­dow open­ing on the boule­vard, but he would have been obliged to open the win­dow: he dared not.

			It was ev­i­dent that this man had en­tered with a key, and like him­self. Who had giv­en him that key? What was the mean­ing of this?

			When the old wom­an came to do the work, at sev­en o’clock in the morn­ing, Jean Val­jean cast a pen­e­trat­ing glance on her, but he did not ques­tion her. The good wom­an ap­peared as usu­al.

			As she swept up she re­marked to him:—

			“Pos­si­bly Mon­sieur may have heard some­one come in last night?”

			At that age, and on that boule­vard, eight o’clock in the evening was the dead of the night.

			“That is true, by the way,” he replied, in the most nat­u­ral tone pos­si­ble. “Who was it?”

			“It was a new lodger who has come in­to the house,” said the old wom­an.

			“And what is his name?”

			“I don’t know ex­act­ly; Du­mont, or Dau­mont, or some name of that sort.”

			“And who is this Mon­sieur Du­mont?”

			The old wom­an gazed at him with her lit­tle pole­cat eyes, and an­swered:—

			“A gen­tle­man of prop­er­ty, like your­self.”

			Per­haps she had no ul­te­ri­or mean­ing. Jean Val­jean thought he per­ceived one.

			When the old wom­an had tak­en her de­par­ture, he did up a hun­dred francs which he had in a cup­board, in­to a roll, and put it in his pock­et. In spite of all the pre­cau­tions which he took in this op­er­a­tion so that he might not be heard rat­tling sil­ver, a hun­dred-sou piece es­caped from his hands and rolled nois­i­ly on the floor.

			When dark­ness came on, he de­scend­ed and care­ful­ly scru­ti­nized both sides of the boule­vard. He saw no one. The boule­vard ap­peared to be ab­so­lute­ly de­sert­ed. It is true that a per­son can con­ceal him­self be­hind trees.

			He went up­stairs again.

			“Come,” he said to Cosette.

			He took her by the hand, and they both went out.
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				For a Black Hunt, a Mute Pack

			
		
	
		
			
				I

				The Zigza­gs of Strat­e­gy

			
			An ob­ser­va­tion here be­comes nec­es­sary, in view of the pages which the read­er is about to pe­ruse, and of oth­ers which will be met with fur­ther on.

			The au­thor of this book, who re­grets the ne­ces­si­ty of men­tion­ing him­self, has been ab­sent from Paris for many years. Paris has been trans­formed since he quit­ted it. A new city has arisen, which is, af­ter a fash­ion, un­known to him. There is no need for him to say that he loves Paris: Paris is his mind’s na­tal city. In con­se­quence of de­mo­li­tions and re­con­struc­tions, the Paris of his youth, that Paris which he bore away re­li­gious­ly in his mem­o­ry, is now a Paris of days gone by. He must be per­mit­ted to speak of that Paris as though it still ex­ist­ed. It is pos­si­ble that when the au­thor con­ducts his read­ers to a spot and says, “In such a street there stands such and such a house,” nei­ther street nor house will any longer ex­ist in that lo­cal­i­ty. Read­ers may ver­i­fy the facts if they care to take the trou­ble. For his own part, he is un­ac­quaint­ed with the new Paris, and he writes with the old Paris be­fore his eyes in an il­lu­sion which is pre­cious to him. It is a de­light to him to dream that there still lingers be­hind him some­thing of that which he be­held when he was in his own coun­try, and that all has not van­ished. So long as you go and come in your na­tive land, you imag­ine that those streets are a mat­ter of in­dif­fer­ence to you; that those win­dows, those roofs, and those doors are noth­ing to you; that those walls are strangers to you; that those trees are mere­ly the first en­coun­tered hap­haz­ard; that those hous­es, which you do not en­ter, are use­less to you; that the pave­ments which you tread are mere­ly stones. Lat­er on, when you are no longer there, you per­ceive that the streets are dear to you; that you miss those roofs, those doors; and that those walls are nec­es­sary to you, those trees are well beloved by you; that you en­tered those hous­es which you nev­er en­tered, ev­ery day, and that you have left a part of your heart, of your blood, of your soul, in those pave­ments. All those places which you no longer be­hold, which you may nev­er be­hold again, per­chance, and whose mem­o­ry you have cher­ished, take on a melan­choly charm, re­cur to your mind with the melan­choly of an ap­pari­tion, make the holy land vis­i­ble to you, and are, so to speak, the very form of France, and you love them; and you call them up as they are, as they were, and you per­sist in this, and you will sub­mit to no change: for you are at­tached to the fig­ure of your fa­ther­land as to the face of your moth­er.

			May we, then, be per­mit­ted to speak of the past in the present? That said, we beg the read­er to take note of it, and we con­tin­ue.

			Jean Val­jean in­stant­ly quit­ted the boule­vard and plunged in­to the streets, tak­ing the most in­tri­cate lines which he could de­vise, re­turn­ing on his track at times, to make sure that he was not be­ing fol­lowed.

			This ma­noeu­vre is pe­cu­liar to the hunt­ed stag. On soil where an im­print of the track may be left, this ma­noeu­vre pos­sess­es, among oth­er ad­van­tages, that of de­ceiv­ing the hunts­men and the dogs, by throw­ing them on the wrong scent. In ven­ery this is called “false re-im­bush­ment.”

			The moon was full that night. Jean Val­jean was not sor­ry for this. The moon, still very close to the hori­zon, cast great mass­es of light and shad­ow in the streets. Jean Val­jean could glide along close to the hous­es on the dark side, and yet keep watch on the light side. He did not, per­haps, take suf­fi­cient­ly in­to con­sid­er­a­tion the fact that the dark side es­caped him. Still, in the de­sert­ed lanes which lie near the Rue Po­liveau, he thought he felt cer­tain that no one was fol­low­ing him.

			Cosette walked on with­out ask­ing any ques­tions. The suf­fer­ings of the first six years of her life had in­stilled some­thing pas­sive in­to her na­ture. More­over—and this is a re­mark to which we shall fre­quent­ly have oc­ca­sion to re­cur—she had grown used, with­out be­ing her­self aware of it, to the pe­cu­liar­i­ties of this good man and to the freaks of des­tiny. And then she was with him, and she felt safe.

			Jean Val­jean knew no more where he was go­ing than did Cosette. He trust­ed in God, as she trust­ed in him. It seemed as though he al­so were cling­ing to the hand of some­one greater than him­self; he thought he felt a be­ing lead­ing him, though in­vis­i­ble. How­ev­er, he had no set­tled idea, no plan, no project. He was not even ab­so­lute­ly sure that it was Javert, and then it might have been Javert, with­out Javert know­ing that he was Jean Val­jean. Was not he dis­guised? Was not he be­lieved to be dead? Still, queer things had been go­ing on for sev­er­al days. He want­ed no more of them. He was de­ter­mined not to re­turn to the Gor­beau house. Like the wild an­i­mal chased from its lair, he was seek­ing a hole in which he might hide un­til he could find one where he might dwell.

			Jean Val­jean de­scribed many and var­ied labyrinths in the Mouf­fe­tard quar­ter, which was al­ready asleep, as though the dis­ci­pline of the Mid­dle Ages and the yoke of the cur­few still ex­ist­ed; he com­bined in var­i­ous man­ners, with cun­ning strat­e­gy, the Rue Cen­si­er and the Rue Co­peau, the Rue du Bat­toir-Saint-Vic­tor and the Rue du Puits l’Er­mite. There are lodg­ing hous­es in this lo­cal­i­ty, but he did not even en­ter one, find­ing noth­ing which suit­ed him. He had no doubt that if any­one had chanced to be up­on his track, they would have lost it.

			As eleven o’clock struck from Saint-Éti­enne-du-Mont, he was travers­ing the Rue de Pon­toise, in front of the of­fice of the com­mis­sary of po­lice, sit­u­at­ed at No. 14. A few mo­ments lat­er, the in­stinct of which we have spo­ken above made him turn round. At that mo­ment he saw dis­tinct­ly, thanks to the com­mis­sary’s lantern, which be­trayed them, three men who were fol­low­ing him close­ly, pass, one af­ter the oth­er, un­der that lantern, on the dark side of the street. One of the three en­tered the al­ley lead­ing to the com­mis­sary’s house. The one who marched at their head struck him as de­cid­ed­ly sus­pi­cious.

			“Come, child,” he said to Cosette; and he made haste to quit the Rue Pon­toise.

			He took a cir­cuit, turned in­to the Pas­sage des Pa­tri­arch­es, which was closed on ac­count of the hour, strode along the Rue de l’Épée-de-Bois and the Rue de l’Ar­balète, and plunged in­to the Rue des Postes.

			At that time there was a square formed by the in­ter­sec­tion of streets, where the Col­lege Rollin stands to­day, and where the Rue Neuve-Sainte-Geneviève turns off.

			It is un­der­stood, of course, that the Rue Neuve-Sainte-Geneviève is an old street, and that a post­ing-chaise does not pass through the Rue des Postes once in ten years. In the thir­teenth cen­tu­ry this Rue des Postes was in­hab­it­ed by pot­ters, and its re­al name is Rue des Pots.

			The moon cast a livid light in­to this open space. Jean Val­jean went in­to am­bush in a door­way, cal­cu­lat­ing that if the men were still fol­low­ing him, he could not fail to get a good look at them, as they tra­versed this il­lu­mi­nat­ed space.

			In point of fact, three min­utes had not elapsed when the men made their ap­pear­ance. There were four of them now. All were tall, dressed in long, brown coats, with round hats, and huge cud­gels in their hands. Their great stature and their vast fists ren­dered them no less alarm­ing than did their sin­is­ter stride through the dark­ness. One would have pro­nounced them four spec­tres dis­guised as bour­geois.

			They halt­ed in the mid­dle of the space and formed a group, like men in con­sul­ta­tion. They had an air of in­de­ci­sion. The one who ap­peared to be their lead­er turned round and point­ed hasti­ly with his right hand in the di­rec­tion which Jean Val­jean had tak­en; an­oth­er seemed to in­di­cate the con­trary di­rec­tion with con­sid­er­able ob­sti­na­cy. At the mo­ment when the first man wheeled round, the moon fell full in his face. Jean Val­jean rec­og­nized Javert per­fect­ly.

		
	
		
			
				II

				It Is Lucky That the Pont d’Auster­litz Bears Car­riages

			
			Un­cer­tain­ty was at an end for Jean Val­jean: for­tu­nate­ly it still last­ed for the men. He took ad­van­tage of their hes­i­ta­tion. It was time lost for them, but gained for him. He slipped from un­der the gate where he had con­cealed him­self, and went down the Rue des Postes, to­wards the re­gion of the Jardin des Plantes. Cosette was be­gin­ning to be tired. He took her in his arms and car­ried her. There were no passers­by, and the street lanterns had not been light­ed on ac­count of there be­ing a moon.

			He re­dou­bled his pace.

			In a few strides he had reached the Gob­let pot­ter­ies, on the front of which the moon­light ren­dered dis­tinct­ly leg­i­ble the an­cient in­scrip­tion:—

			
				
					De Gob­let fils c’est ici la fab­rique;
					

					Venez choisir des cruch­es et des brocs,
					

					Des pots à fleurs, des tuyaux, de la brique.
					

					A tout venant le Coeur vend des Car­reaux.27
				

			

			He left be­hind him the Rue de la Clef, then the Foun­tain Saint-Vic­tor, skirt­ed the Jardin des Plantes by the low­er streets, and reached the quay. There he turned round. The quay was de­sert­ed. The streets were de­sert­ed. There was no one be­hind him. He drew a long breath.

			He gained the Pont d’Auster­litz.

			Tolls were still col­lect­ed there at that epoch.

			He pre­sent­ed him­self at the toll of­fice and hand­ed over a sou.

			“It is two sous,” said the old sol­dier in charge of the bridge. “You are car­ry­ing a child who can walk. Pay for two.”

			He paid, vexed that his pas­sage should have aroused re­mark. Ev­ery flight should be an im­per­cep­ti­ble slip­ping away.

			A heavy cart was cross­ing the Seine at the same time as him­self, and on its way, like him, to the right bank. This was of use to him. He could tra­verse the bridge in the shad­ow of the cart.

			To­wards the mid­dle of the Bridge, Cosette, whose feet were be­numbed, want­ed to walk. He set her on the ground and took her hand again.

			The bridge once crossed, he per­ceived some tim­ber-yards on his right. He di­rect­ed his course thith­er. In or­der to reach them, it was nec­es­sary to risk him­self in a tol­er­a­bly large un­shel­tered and il­lu­mi­nat­ed space. He did not hes­i­tate. Those who were on his track had ev­i­dent­ly lost the scent, and Jean Val­jean be­lieved him­self to be out of dan­ger. Hunt­ed, yes; fol­lowed, no.

			A lit­tle street, the Rue du Chemin-Vert-Saint-An­toine, opened out be­tween two tim­ber-yards en­closed in walls. This street was dark and nar­row and seemed made ex­press­ly for him. Be­fore en­ter­ing it he cast a glance be­hind him.

			From the point where he stood he could see the whole ex­tent of the Pont d’Auster­litz.

			Four shad­ows were just en­ter­ing on the bridge.

			These shad­ows had their backs turned to the Jardin des Plantes and were on their way to the right bank.

			These four shad­ows were the four men.

			Jean Val­jean shud­dered like the wild beast which is re­cap­tured.

			One hope re­mained to him; it was, that the men had not, per­haps, stepped on the bridge, and had not caught sight of him while he was cross­ing the large il­lu­mi­nat­ed space, hold­ing Cosette by the hand.

			In that case, by plung­ing in­to the lit­tle street be­fore him, he might es­cape, if he could reach the tim­ber-yards, the marsh­es, the mar­ket-gar­dens, the un­in­hab­it­ed ground which was not built up­on.

			It seemed to him that he might com­mit him­self to that silent lit­tle street. He en­tered it.

		
	
		
			
				III

				To Wit, the Plan of Paris in 1727

			
			Three hun­dred paces fur­ther on, he ar­rived at a point where the street forked. It sep­a­rat­ed in­to two streets, which ran in a slant­ing line, one to the right, and the oth­er to the left.

			Jean Val­jean had be­fore him what re­sem­bled the two branch­es of a Y. Which should he choose? He did not hes­i­tate, but took the one on the right.

			Why?

			Be­cause that to the left ran to­wards a sub­urb, that is to say, to­wards in­hab­it­ed re­gions, and the right branch to­wards the open coun­try, that is to say, to­wards de­sert­ed re­gions.

			How­ev­er, they no longer walked very fast. Cosette’s pace re­tard­ed Jean Val­jean’s.

			He took her up and car­ried her again. Cosette laid her head on the shoul­der of the good man and said not a word.

			He turned round from time to time and looked be­hind him. He took care to keep al­ways on the dark side of the street. The street was straight in his rear. The first two or three times that he turned round he saw noth­ing; the si­lence was pro­found, and he con­tin­ued his march some­what re­as­sured. All at once, on turn­ing round, he thought he per­ceived in the por­tion of the street which he had just passed through, far off in the ob­scu­ri­ty, some­thing which was mov­ing.

			He rushed for­ward pre­cip­i­tate­ly rather than walked, hop­ing to find some side-street, to make his es­cape through it, and thus to break his scent once more.

			He ar­rived at a wall.

			This wall, how­ev­er, did not ab­so­lute­ly pre­vent fur­ther progress; it was a wall which bor­dered a trans­verse street, in which the one he had tak­en end­ed.

			Here again, he was obliged to come to a de­ci­sion; should he go to the right or to the left.

			He glanced to the right. The frag­men­tary lane was pro­longed be­tween build­ings which were ei­ther sheds or barns, then end­ed at a blind al­ley. The ex­trem­i­ty of the cul-de-sac was dis­tinct­ly vis­i­ble—a lofty white wall.

			He glanced to the left. On that side the lane was open, and about two hun­dred paces fur­ther on, ran in­to a street of which it was the af­flu­ent. On that side lay safe­ty.

			At the mo­ment when Jean Val­jean was med­i­tat­ing a turn to the left, in an ef­fort to reach the street which he saw at the end of the lane, he per­ceived a sort of mo­tion­less, black stat­ue at the cor­ner of the lane and the street to­wards which he was on the point of di­rect­ing his steps.

			It was some­one, a man, who had ev­i­dent­ly just been post­ed there, and who was bar­ring the pas­sage and wait­ing.

			Jean Val­jean re­coiled.

			The point of Paris where Jean Val­jean found him­self, sit­u­at­ed be­tween the Faubourg Saint-An­toine and la Râpée, is one of those which re­cent im­prove­ments have trans­formed from top to bot­tom—re­sult­ing in dis­fig­ure­ment ac­cord­ing to some, and in a trans­fig­u­ra­tion ac­cord­ing to oth­ers. The mar­ket-gar­dens, the tim­ber-yards, and the old build­ings have been ef­faced. To­day, there are brand-new, wide streets, are­nas, cir­cus­es, hip­po­dromes, rail­way sta­tions, and a prison, Mazas, there; progress, as the read­er sees, with its an­ti­dote.

			Half a cen­tu­ry ago, in that or­di­nary, pop­u­lar tongue, which is all com­pound­ed of tra­di­tions, which per­sists in call­ing the In­sti­tut les Qua­tre-Na­tions, and the Opera-Comique Fey­deau, the pre­cise spot whith­er Jean Val­jean had ar­rived was called le Pe­tit-Pic­pus. The Porte Saint-Jacques, the Porte Paris, the Bar­rière des Ser­gents, the Porcherons, la Galiote, les Célestins, les Ca­pucins, le Mail, la Bourbe, l’Ar­bre de Cra­covie, la Pe­tite-Pologne—these are the names of old Paris which sur­vive amid the new. The mem­o­ry of the pop­u­lace hov­ers over these relics of the past.

			Le Pe­tit-Pic­pus, which, more­over, hard­ly ev­er had any ex­is­tence, and nev­er was more than the out­line of a quar­ter, had near­ly the monk­ish as­pect of a Span­ish town. The roads were not much paved; the streets were not much built up. With the ex­cep­tion of the two or three streets, of which we shall present­ly speak, all was wall and soli­tude there. Not a shop, not a ve­hi­cle, hard­ly a can­dle light­ed here and there in the win­dows; all lights ex­tin­guished af­ter ten o’clock. Gar­dens, con­vents, tim­ber-yards, marsh­es; oc­ca­sion­al low­ly dwellings and great walls as high as the hous­es.

			Such was this quar­ter in the last cen­tu­ry. The Rev­o­lu­tion snubbed it sound­ly. The re­pub­li­can gov­ern­ment de­mol­ished and cut through it. Rub­bish shoots were es­tab­lished there. Thir­ty years ago, this quar­ter was dis­ap­pear­ing un­der the eras­ing process of new build­ings. To­day, it has been ut­ter­ly blot­ted out. The Pe­tit-Pic­pus, of which no ex­ist­ing plan has pre­served a trace, is in­di­cat­ed with suf­fi­cient clear­ness in the plan of 1727, pub­lished at Paris by De­nis Thier­ry, Rue Saint-Jacques, op­po­site the Rue du Plâtre; and at Lyons, by Jean Girin, Rue Mer­cière, at the sign of Pru­dence. Pe­tit-Pic­pus had, as we have just men­tioned, a Y of streets, formed by the Rue du Chemin-Vert-Saint-An­toine, which spread out in two branch­es, tak­ing on the left the name of Lit­tle Pic­pus Street, and on the right the name of the Rue Polon­ceau. The two limbs of the Y were con­nect­ed at the apex as by a bar; this bar was called Rue Droit-Mur. The Rue Polon­ceau end­ed there; Rue Pe­tit-Pic­pus passed on, and as­cend­ed to­wards the Lenoir mar­ket. A per­son com­ing from the Seine reached the ex­trem­i­ty of the Rue Polon­ceau, and had on his right the Rue Droit-Mur, turn­ing abrupt­ly at a right an­gle, in front of him the wall of that street, and on his right a trun­cat­ed pro­lon­ga­tion of the Rue Droit-Mur, which had no is­sue and was called the Cul-de-Sac Gen­rot.

			It was here that Jean Val­jean stood.

			As we have just said, on catch­ing sight of that black sil­hou­ette stand­ing on guard at the an­gle of the Rue Droit-Mur and the Rue Pe­tit-Pic­pus, he re­coiled. There could be no doubt of it. That phan­tom was ly­ing in wait for him.

			What was he to do?

			The time for re­treat­ing was passed. That which he had per­ceived in move­ment an in­stant be­fore, in the dis­tant dark­ness, was Javert and his squad with­out a doubt. Javert was prob­a­bly al­ready at the com­mence­ment of the street at whose end Jean Val­jean stood. Javert, to all ap­pear­ances, was ac­quaint­ed with this lit­tle labyrinth, and had tak­en his pre­cau­tions by send­ing one of his men to guard the ex­it. These sur­mis­es, which so close­ly re­sem­bled proofs, whirled sud­den­ly, like a hand­ful of dust caught up by an un­ex­pect­ed gust of wind, through Jean Val­jean’s mourn­ful brain. He ex­am­ined the Cul-de-Sac Gen­rot; there he was cut off. He ex­am­ined the Rue Pe­tit-Pic­pus; there stood a sen­tinel. He saw that black form stand­ing out in re­lief against the white pave­ment, il­lu­mi­nat­ed by the moon; to ad­vance was to fall in­to this man’s hands; to re­treat was to fling him­self in­to Javert’s arms. Jean Val­jean felt him­self caught, as in a net, which was slow­ly con­tract­ing; he gazed heav­en­ward in de­spair.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				The Grop­ings of Flight

			
			In or­der to un­der­stand what fol­lows, it is req­ui­site to form an ex­act idea of the Droit-Mur lane, and, in par­tic­u­lar, of the an­gle which one leaves on the left when one emerges from the Rue Polon­ceau in­to this lane. Droit-Mur lane was al­most en­tire­ly bor­dered on the right, as far as the Rue Pe­tit-Pic­pus, by hous­es of mean as­pect; on the left by a soli­tary build­ing of se­vere out­lines, com­posed of nu­mer­ous parts which grew grad­u­al­ly high­er by a sto­ry or two as they ap­proached the Rue Pe­tit-Pic­pus side; so that this build­ing, which was very lofty on the Rue Pe­tit-Pic­pus side, was tol­er­a­bly low on the side ad­join­ing the Rue Polon­ceau. There, at the an­gle of which we have spo­ken, it de­scend­ed to such a de­gree that it con­sist­ed of mere­ly a wall. This wall did not abut di­rect­ly on the street; it formed a deeply re­treat­ing niche, con­cealed by its two cor­ners from two ob­servers who might have been, one in the Rue Polon­ceau, the oth­er in the Rue Droit-Mur.

			Be­gin­ning with these an­gles of the niche, the wall ex­tend­ed along the Rue Polon­ceau as far as a house which bore the num­ber 49, and along the Rue Droit-Mur, where the frag­ment was much short­er, as far as the gloomy build­ing which we have men­tioned and whose gable it in­ter­sect­ed, thus form­ing an­oth­er re­treat­ing an­gle in the street. This gable was som­bre of as­pect; on­ly one win­dow was vis­i­ble, or, to speak more cor­rect­ly, two shut­ters cov­ered with a sheet of zinc and kept con­stant­ly closed.

			The state of the places of which we are here giv­ing a de­scrip­tion is rig­or­ous­ly ex­act, and will cer­tain­ly awak­en a very pre­cise mem­o­ry in the mind of old in­hab­i­tants of the quar­ter.

			The niche was en­tire­ly filled by a thing which re­sem­bled a colos­sal and wretch­ed door; it was a vast, form­less as­sem­blage of per­pen­dic­u­lar planks, the up­per ones be­ing broad­er than the low­er, bound to­geth­er by long trans­verse strips of iron. At one side there was a car­riage gate of the or­di­nary di­men­sions, and which had ev­i­dent­ly not been cut more than fifty years pre­vi­ous­ly.

			A lin­den-tree showed its crest above the niche, and the wall was cov­ered with ivy on the side of the Rue Polon­ceau.

			In the im­mi­nent per­il in which Jean Val­jean found him­self, this som­bre build­ing had about it a soli­tary and un­in­hab­it­ed look which tempt­ed him. He ran his eyes rapid­ly over it; he said to him­self, that if he could con­trive to get in­side it, he might save him­self. First he con­ceived an idea, then a hope.

			In the cen­tral por­tion of the front of this build­ing, on the Rue Droit-Mur side, there were at all the win­dows of the dif­fer­ent sto­ries an­cient cis­tern pipes of lead. The var­i­ous branch­es of the pipes which led from one cen­tral pipe to all these lit­tle basins sketched out a sort of tree on the front. These ram­i­fi­ca­tions of pipes with their hun­dred el­bows im­i­tat­ed those old leaf­less vine-stocks which writhe over the fronts of old farm­hous­es.

			This odd es­palier, with its branch­es of lead and iron, was the first thing that struck Jean Val­jean. He seat­ed Cosette with her back against a stone post, with an in­junc­tion to be silent, and ran to the spot where the con­duit touched the pave­ment. Per­haps there was some way of climb­ing up by it and en­ter­ing the house. But the pipe was di­lap­i­dat­ed and past ser­vice, and hard­ly hung to its fas­ten­ings. More­over, all the win­dows of this silent dwelling were grat­ed with heavy iron bars, even the at­tic win­dows in the roof. And then, the moon fell full up­on that façade, and the man who was watch­ing at the cor­ner of the street would have seen Jean Val­jean in the act of climb­ing. And fi­nal­ly, what was to be done with Cosette? How was she to be drawn up to the top of a three-sto­ry house?

			He gave up all idea of climb­ing by means of the drain­pipe, and crawled along the wall to get back in­to the Rue Polon­ceau.

			When he reached the slant of the wall where he had left Cosette, he no­ticed that no one could see him there. As we have just ex­plained, he was con­cealed from all eyes, no mat­ter from which di­rec­tion they were ap­proach­ing; be­sides this, he was in the shad­ow. Fi­nal­ly, there were two doors; per­haps they might be forced. The wall above which he saw the lin­den-tree and the ivy ev­i­dent­ly abut­ted on a gar­den where he could, at least, hide him­self, al­though there were as yet no leaves on the trees, and spend the re­main­der of the night.

			Time was pass­ing; he must act quick­ly.

			He felt over the car­riage door, and im­me­di­ate­ly rec­og­nized the fact that it was im­prac­ti­ca­ble out­side and in.

			He ap­proached the oth­er door with more hope; it was fright­ful­ly de­crepit; its very im­men­si­ty ren­dered it less sol­id; the planks were rot­ten; the iron bands—there were on­ly three of them—were rust­ed. It seemed as though it might be pos­si­ble to pierce this worm-eat­en bar­ri­er.

			On ex­am­in­ing it he found that the door was not a door; it had nei­ther hinges, cross­bars, lock, nor fis­sure in the mid­dle; the iron bands tra­versed it from side to side with­out any break. Through the crevices in the planks he caught a view of un­hewn slabs and blocks of stone rough­ly ce­ment­ed to­geth­er, which passers­by might still have seen there ten years ago. He was forced to ac­knowl­edge with con­ster­na­tion that this ap­par­ent door was sim­ply the wood­en dec­o­ra­tion of a build­ing against which it was placed. It was easy to tear off a plank; but then, one found one’s self face to face with a wall.

		
	
		
			
				V

				Which Would Be Im­pos­si­ble with Gas Lanterns

			
			At that mo­ment a heavy and mea­sured sound be­gan to be au­di­ble at some dis­tance. Jean Val­jean risked a glance round the cor­ner of the street. Sev­en or eight sol­diers, drawn up in a pla­toon, had just de­bouched in­to the Rue Polon­ceau. He saw the gleam of their bay­o­nets. They were ad­vanc­ing to­wards him; these sol­diers, at whose head he dis­tin­guished Javert’s tall fig­ure, ad­vanced slow­ly and cau­tious­ly. They halt­ed fre­quent­ly; it was plain that they were search­ing all the nooks of the walls and all the em­bra­sures of the doors and al­leys.

			This was some pa­trol that Javert had en­coun­tered—there could be no mis­take as to this sur­mise—and whose aid he had de­mand­ed.

			Javert’s two acolytes were march­ing in their ranks.

			At the rate at which they were march­ing, and in con­sid­er­a­tion of the halts which they were mak­ing, it would take them about a quar­ter of an hour to reach the spot where Jean Val­jean stood. It was a fright­ful mo­ment. A few min­utes on­ly sep­a­rat­ed Jean Val­jean from that ter­ri­ble precipice which yawned be­fore him for the third time. And the gal­leys now meant not on­ly the gal­leys, but Cosette lost to him for­ev­er; that is to say, a life re­sem­bling the in­te­ri­or of a tomb.

			There was but one thing which was pos­si­ble.

			Jean Val­jean had this pe­cu­liar­i­ty, that he car­ried, as one might say, two beg­gar’s pouch­es: in one he kept his saint­ly thoughts; in the oth­er the re­doubtable tal­ents of a con­vict. He rum­maged in the one or the oth­er, ac­cord­ing to cir­cum­stances.

			Among his oth­er re­sources, thanks to his nu­mer­ous es­capes from the prison at Toulon, he was, as it will be re­mem­bered, a past mas­ter in the in­cred­i­ble art of crawl­ing up with­out lad­der or climb­ing-irons, by sheer mus­cu­lar force, by lean­ing on the nape of his neck, his shoul­ders, his hips, and his knees, by help­ing him­self on the rare pro­jec­tions of the stone, in the right an­gle of a wall, as high as the sixth sto­ry, if need be; an art which has ren­dered so cel­e­brat­ed and so alarm­ing that cor­ner of the wall of the Concierg­erie of Paris by which Bat­te­molle, con­demned to death, made his es­cape twen­ty years ago.

			Jean Val­jean mea­sured with his eyes the wall above which he es­pied the lin­den; it was about eigh­teen feet in height. The an­gle which it formed with the gable of the large build­ing was filled, at its low­er ex­trem­i­ty, by a mass of ma­son­ry of a tri­an­gu­lar shape, prob­a­bly in­tend­ed to pre­serve that too con­ve­nient cor­ner from the rub­bish of those dirty crea­tures called the passers­by. This prac­tice of fill­ing up cor­ners of the wall is much in use in Paris.

			This mass was about five feet in height; the space above the sum­mit of this mass which it was nec­es­sary to climb was not more than four­teen feet.

			The wall was sur­mount­ed by a flat stone with­out a cop­ing.

			Cosette was the dif­fi­cul­ty, for she did not know how to climb a wall. Should he aban­don her? Jean Val­jean did not once think of that. It was im­pos­si­ble to car­ry her. A man’s whole strength is re­quired to suc­cess­ful­ly car­ry out these sin­gu­lar as­cents. The least bur­den would dis­turb his cen­tre of grav­i­ty and pull him down­wards.

			A rope would have been re­quired; Jean Val­jean had none. Where was he to get a rope at mid­night, in the Rue Polon­ceau? Cer­tain­ly, if Jean Val­jean had had a king­dom, he would have giv­en it for a rope at that mo­ment.

			All ex­treme sit­u­a­tions have their light­ning flash­es which some­times daz­zle, some­times il­lu­mi­nate us.

			Jean Val­jean’s de­spair­ing glance fell on the street lantern-post of the blind al­ley Gen­rot.

			At that epoch there were no gas-jets in the streets of Paris. At night­fall lanterns placed at reg­u­lar dis­tances were light­ed; they were as­cend­ed and de­scend­ed by means of a rope, which tra­versed the street from side to side, and was ad­just­ed in a groove of the post. The pul­ley over which this rope ran was fas­tened un­der­neath the lantern in a lit­tle iron box, the key to which was kept by the lamp­lighter, and the rope it­self was pro­tect­ed by a met­al case.

			Jean Val­jean, with the en­er­gy of a supreme strug­gle, crossed the street at one bound, en­tered the blind al­ley, broke the latch of the lit­tle box with the point of his knife, and an in­stant lat­er he was be­side Cosette once more. He had a rope. These gloomy in­ven­tors of ex­pe­di­ents work rapid­ly when they are fight­ing against fa­tal­i­ty.

			We have al­ready ex­plained that the lanterns had not been light­ed that night. The lantern in the Cul-de-Sac Gen­rot was thus nat­u­ral­ly ex­tinct, like the rest; and one could pass di­rect­ly un­der it with­out even notic­ing that it was no longer in its place.

			Nev­er­the­less, the hour, the place, the dark­ness, Jean Val­jean’s ab­sorp­tion, his sin­gu­lar ges­tures, his go­ings and com­ings, all had be­gun to ren­der Cosette un­easy. Any oth­er child than she would have giv­en vent to loud shrieks long be­fore. She con­tent­ed her­self with pluck­ing Jean Val­jean by the skirt of his coat. They could hear the sound of the pa­trol’s ap­proach ev­er more and more dis­tinct­ly.

			“Fa­ther,” said she, in a very low voice, “I am afraid. Who is com­ing yon­der?”

			“Hush!” replied the un­hap­py man; “it is Madame Thé­nardier.”

			Cosette shud­dered. He added:—

			“Say noth­ing. Don’t in­ter­fere with me. If you cry out, if you weep, the Thé­nardier is ly­ing in wait for you. She is com­ing to take you back.”

			Then, with­out haste, but with­out mak­ing a use­less move­ment, with firm and curt pre­ci­sion, the more re­mark­able at a mo­ment when the pa­trol and Javert might come up­on him at any mo­ment, he un­did his cra­vat, passed it round Cosette’s body un­der the armpits, tak­ing care that it should not hurt the child, fas­tened this cra­vat to one end of the rope, by means of that knot which sea­far­ing men call a “swal­low knot,” took the oth­er end of the rope in his teeth, pulled off his shoes and stock­ings, which he threw over the wall, stepped up­on the mass of ma­son­ry, and be­gan to raise him­self in the an­gle of the wall and the gable with as much so­lid­i­ty and cer­tain­ty as though he had the rounds of a lad­der un­der his feet and el­bows. Half a minute had not elapsed when he was rest­ing on his knees on the wall.

			Cosette gazed at him in stupid amaze­ment, with­out ut­ter­ing a word. Jean Val­jean’s in­junc­tion, and the name of Madame Thé­nardier, had chilled her blood.

			All at once she heard Jean Val­jean’s voice cry­ing to her, though in a very low tone:—

			“Put your back against the wall.”

			She obeyed.

			“Don’t say a word, and don’t be alarmed,” went on Jean Val­jean.

			And she felt her­self lift­ed from the ground.

			Be­fore she had time to re­cov­er her­self, she was on the top of the wall.

			Jean Val­jean grasped her, put her on his back, took her two tiny hands in his large left hand, lay down flat on his stom­ach and crawled along on top of the wall as far as the cant. As he had guessed, there stood a build­ing whose roof start­ed from the top of the wood­en bar­ri­cade and de­scend­ed to with­in a very short dis­tance of the ground, with a gen­tle slope which grazed the lin­den-tree. A lucky cir­cum­stance, for the wall was much high­er on this side than on the street side. Jean Val­jean could on­ly see the ground at a great depth be­low him.

			He had just reached the slope of the roof, and had not yet left the crest of the wall, when a vi­o­lent up­roar an­nounced the ar­rival of the pa­trol. The thun­der­ing voice of Javert was au­di­ble:—

			“Search the blind al­ley! The Rue Droit-Mur is guard­ed! so is the Rue Pe­tit-Pic­pus. I’ll an­swer for it that he is in the blind al­ley.”

			The sol­diers rushed in­to the Gen­rot al­ley.

			Jean Val­jean al­lowed him­self to slide down the roof, still hold­ing fast to Cosette, reached the lin­den-tree, and leaped to the ground. Whether from ter­ror or courage, Cosette had not breathed a sound, though her hands were a lit­tle abrad­ed.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				The Be­gin­ning of an Enig­ma

			
			Jean Val­jean found him­self in a sort of gar­den which was very vast and of sin­gu­lar as­pect; one of those melan­choly gar­dens which seem made to be looked at in win­ter and at night. This gar­den was ob­long in shape, with an al­ley of large poplars at the fur­ther end, tol­er­a­bly tall for­est trees in the cor­ners, and an un­shad­ed space in the cen­tre, where could be seen a very large, soli­tary tree, then sev­er­al fruit-trees, gnarled and bristling like bush­es, beds of veg­eta­bles, a mel­on patch, whose glass frames sparkled in the moon­light, and an old well. Here and there stood stone bench­es which seemed black with moss. The al­leys were bor­dered with gloomy and very erect lit­tle shrubs. The grass had half tak­en pos­ses­sion of them, and a green mould cov­ered the rest.

			Jean Val­jean had be­side him the build­ing whose roof had served him as a means of de­scent, a pile of fagots, and, be­hind the fagots, di­rect­ly against the wall, a stone stat­ue, whose mu­ti­lat­ed face was no longer any­thing more than a shape­less mask which loomed vague­ly through the gloom.

			The build­ing was a sort of ru­in, where dis­man­tled cham­bers were dis­tin­guish­able, one of which, much en­cum­bered, seemed to serve as a shed.

			The large build­ing of the Rue Droit-Mur, which had a wing on the Rue Pe­tit-Pic­pus, turned two façades, at right an­gles, to­wards this gar­den. These in­te­ri­or façades were even more trag­ic than the ex­te­ri­or. All the win­dows were grat­ed. Not a gleam of light was vis­i­ble at any one of them. The up­per sto­ry had scut­tles like pris­ons. One of those façades cast its shad­ow on the oth­er, which fell over the gar­den like an im­mense black pall.

			No oth­er house was vis­i­ble. The bot­tom of the gar­den was lost in mist and dark­ness. Nev­er­the­less, walls could be con­fus­ed­ly made out, which in­ter­sect­ed as though there were more cul­ti­vat­ed land be­yond, and the low roofs of the Rue Polon­ceau.

			Noth­ing more wild and soli­tary than this gar­den could be imag­ined. There was no one in it, which was quite nat­u­ral in view of the hour; but it did not seem as though this spot were made for any­one to walk in, even in broad day­light.

			Jean Val­jean’s first care had been to get hold of his shoes and put them on again, then to step un­der the shed with Cosette. A man who is flee­ing nev­er thinks him­self suf­fi­cient­ly hid­den. The child, whose thoughts were still on the Thé­nardier, shared his in­stinct for with­draw­ing from sight as much as pos­si­ble.

			Cosette trem­bled and pressed close to him. They heard the tu­mul­tuous noise of the pa­trol search­ing the blind al­ley and the streets; the blows of their gun­stocks against the stones; Javert’s ap­peals to the po­lice spies whom he had post­ed, and his im­pre­ca­tions min­gled with words which could not be dis­tin­guished.

			At the ex­pi­ra­tion of a quar­ter of an hour it seemed as though that species of stormy roar were be­com­ing more dis­tant. Jean Val­jean held his breath.

			He had laid his hand light­ly on Cosette’s mouth.

			How­ev­er, the soli­tude in which he stood was so strange­ly calm, that this fright­ful up­roar, close and fu­ri­ous as it was, did not dis­turb him by so much as the shad­ow of a mis­giv­ing. It seemed as though those walls had been built of the deaf stones of which the Scrip­tures speak.

			All at once, in the midst of this pro­found calm, a fresh sound arose; a sound as ce­les­tial, di­vine, in­ef­fa­ble, rav­ish­ing, as the oth­er had been hor­ri­ble. It was a hymn which is­sued from the gloom, a daz­zling burst of prayer and har­mo­ny in the ob­scure and alarm­ing si­lence of the night; wom­en’s voic­es, but voic­es com­posed at one and the same time of the pure ac­cents of vir­gins and the in­no­cent ac­cents of chil­dren—voic­es which are not of the earth, and which re­sem­ble those that the new­born in­fant still hears, and which the dy­ing man hears al­ready. This song pro­ceed­ed from the gloomy ed­i­fice which tow­ered above the gar­den. At the mo­ment when the hub­bub of demons re­treat­ed, one would have said that a choir of an­gels was ap­proach­ing through the gloom.

			Cosette and Jean Val­jean fell on their knees.

			They knew not what it was, they knew not where they were; but both of them, the man and the child, the pen­i­tent and the in­no­cent, felt that they must kneel.

			These voic­es had this strange char­ac­ter­is­tic, that they did not pre­vent the build­ing from seem­ing to be de­sert­ed. It was a su­per­nat­u­ral chant in an un­in­hab­it­ed house.

			While these voic­es were singing, Jean Val­jean thought of noth­ing. He no longer be­held the night; he be­held a blue sky. It seemed to him that he felt those wings which we all have with­in us, un­fold­ing.

			The song died away. It may have last­ed a long time. Jean Val­jean could not have told. Hours of ec­sta­sy are nev­er more than a mo­ment.

			All fell silent again. There was no longer any­thing in the street; there was noth­ing in the gar­den. That which had men­aced, that which had re­as­sured him—all had van­ished. The breeze swayed a few dry weeds on the crest of the wall, and they gave out a faint, sweet, melan­choly sound.

		
	
		
			
				VII

				Con­tin­u­a­tion of the Enig­ma

			
			The night wind had risen, which in­di­cat­ed that it must be be­tween one and two o’clock in the morn­ing. Poor Cosette said noth­ing. As she had seat­ed her­self be­side him and leaned her head against him, Jean Val­jean had fan­cied that she was asleep. He bent down and looked at her. Cosette’s eyes were wide open, and her thought­ful air pained Jean Val­jean.

			She was still trem­bling.

			“Are you sleepy?” said Jean Val­jean.

			“I am very cold,” she replied.

			A mo­ment lat­er she re­sumed:—

			“Is she still there?”

			“Who?” said Jean Val­jean.

			“Madame Thé­nardier.”

			Jean Val­jean had al­ready for­got­ten the means which he had em­ployed to make Cosette keep silent.

			“Ah!” said he, “she is gone. You need fear noth­ing fur­ther.”

			The child sighed as though a load had been lift­ed from her breast.

			The ground was damp, the shed open on all sides, the breeze grew more keen ev­ery in­stant. The good­man took off his coat and wrapped it round Cosette.

			“Are you less cold now?” said he.

			“Oh, yes, fa­ther.”

			“Well, wait for me a mo­ment. I will soon be back.”

			He quit­ted the ru­in and crept along the large build­ing, seek­ing a bet­ter shel­ter. He came across doors, but they were closed. There were bars at all the win­dows of the ground floor.

			Just af­ter he had turned the in­ner an­gle of the ed­i­fice, he ob­served that he was com­ing to some arched win­dows, where he per­ceived a light. He stood on tip­toe and peeped through one of these win­dows. They all opened on a tol­er­a­bly vast hall, paved with large flag­stones, cut up by ar­cades and pil­lars, where on­ly a tiny light and great shad­ows were vis­i­ble. The light came from a ta­per which was burn­ing in one cor­ner. The apart­ment was de­sert­ed, and noth­ing was stir­ring in it. Nev­er­the­less, by dint of gaz­ing in­tent­ly he thought he per­ceived on the ground some­thing which ap­peared to be cov­ered with a wind­ing-sheet, and which re­sem­bled a hu­man form. This form was ly­ing face down­ward, flat on the pave­ment, with the arms ex­tend­ed in the form of a cross, in the im­mo­bil­i­ty of death. One would have said, judg­ing from a sort of ser­pent which un­du­lat­ed over the floor, that this sin­is­ter form had a rope round its neck.

			The whole cham­ber was bathed in that mist of places which are spar­e­ly il­lu­mi­nat­ed, which adds to hor­ror.

			Jean Val­jean of­ten said af­ter­wards, that, al­though many fu­ne­re­al spec­tres had crossed his path in life, he had nev­er be­held any­thing more blood­cur­dling and ter­ri­ble than that enig­mat­i­cal form ac­com­plish­ing some in­ex­pli­ca­ble mys­tery in that gloomy place, and be­held thus at night. It was alarm­ing to sup­pose that that thing was per­haps dead; and still more alarm­ing to think that it was per­haps alive.

			He had the courage to plas­ter his face to the glass, and to watch whether the thing would move. In spite of his re­main­ing thus what seemed to him a very long time, the out­stretched form made no move­ment. All at once he felt him­self over­pow­ered by an in­ex­press­ible ter­ror, and he fled. He be­gan to run to­wards the shed, not dar­ing to look be­hind him. It seemed to him, that if he turned his head, he should see that form fol­low­ing him with great strides and wav­ing its arms.

			He reached the ru­in all out of breath. His knees were giv­ing way be­neath him; the per­spi­ra­tion was pour­ing from him.

			Where was he? Who could ev­er have imag­ined any­thing like that sort of sepul­chre in the midst of Paris! What was this strange house? An ed­i­fice full of noc­tur­nal mys­tery, call­ing to souls through the dark­ness with the voice of an­gels, and when they came, of­fer­ing them abrupt­ly that ter­ri­ble vi­sion; promis­ing to open the ra­di­ant por­tals of heav­en, and then open­ing the hor­ri­ble gates of the tomb! And it ac­tu­al­ly was an ed­i­fice, a house, which bore a num­ber on the street! It was not a dream! He had to touch the stones to con­vince him­self that such was the fact.

			Cold, anx­i­ety, un­easi­ness, the emo­tions of the night, had giv­en him a gen­uine fever, and all these ideas were clash­ing to­geth­er in his brain.

			He stepped up to Cosette. She was asleep.

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				The Enig­ma Be­comes Dou­bly Mys­te­ri­ous

			
			The child had laid her head on a stone and fall­en asleep.

			He sat down be­side her and be­gan to think. Lit­tle by lit­tle, as he gazed at her, he grew calm and re­gained pos­ses­sion of his free­dom of mind.

			He clear­ly per­ceived this truth, the foun­da­tion of his life hence­forth, that so long as she was there, so long as he had her near him, he should need noth­ing ex­cept for her, he should fear noth­ing ex­cept for her. He was not even con­scious that he was very cold, since he had tak­en off his coat to cov­er her.

			Nev­er­the­less, athwart this rever­ie in­to which he had fall­en he had heard for some time a pe­cu­liar noise. It was like the tin­kling of a bell. This sound pro­ceed­ed from the gar­den. It could be heard dis­tinct­ly though faint­ly. It re­sem­bled the faint, vague mu­sic pro­duced by the bells of cat­tle at night in the pas­tures.

			This noise made Val­jean turn round.

			He looked and saw that there was some­one in the gar­den.

			A be­ing re­sem­bling a man was walk­ing amid the bell-glass­es of the mel­on beds, ris­ing, stoop­ing, halt­ing, with reg­u­lar move­ments, as though he were drag­ging or spread­ing out some­thing on the ground. This per­son ap­peared to limp.

			Jean Val­jean shud­dered with the con­tin­u­al tremor of the un­hap­py. For them ev­ery­thing is hos­tile and sus­pi­cious. They dis­trust the day be­cause it en­ables peo­ple to see them, and the night be­cause it aids in sur­pris­ing them. A lit­tle while be­fore he had shiv­ered be­cause the gar­den was de­sert­ed, and now he shiv­ered be­cause there was some­one there.

			He fell back from chimeri­cal ter­rors to re­al ter­rors. He said to him­self that Javert and the spies had, per­haps, not tak­en their de­par­ture; that they had, no doubt, left peo­ple on the watch in the street; that if this man should dis­cov­er him in the gar­den, he would cry out for help against thieves and de­liv­er him up. He took the sleep­ing Cosette gen­tly in his arms and car­ried her be­hind a heap of old fur­ni­ture, which was out of use, in the most re­mote cor­ner of the shed. Cosette did not stir.

			From that point he scru­ti­nized the ap­pear­ance of the be­ing in the mel­on patch. The strange thing about it was, that the sound of the bell fol­lowed each of this man’s move­ments. When the man ap­proached, the sound ap­proached; when the man re­treat­ed, the sound re­treat­ed; if he made any hasty ges­ture, a tremo­lo ac­com­pa­nied the ges­ture; when he halt­ed, the sound ceased. It ap­peared ev­i­dent that the bell was at­tached to that man; but what could that sig­ni­fy? Who was this man who had a bell sus­pend­ed about him like a ram or an ox?

			As he put these ques­tions to him­self, he touched Cosette’s hands. They were icy cold.

			“Ah! good God!” he cried.

			He spoke to her in a low voice:—

			“Cosette!”

			She did not open her eyes.

			He shook her vig­or­ous­ly.

			She did not wake.

			“Is she dead?” he said to him­self, and sprang to his feet, quiv­er­ing from head to foot.

			The most fright­ful thoughts rushed pell-mell through his mind. There are mo­ments when hideous sur­mis­es as­sail us like a co­hort of fu­ries, and vi­o­lent­ly force the par­ti­tions of our brains. When those we love are in ques­tion, our pru­dence in­vents ev­ery sort of mad­ness. He re­mem­bered that sleep in the open air on a cold night may be fa­tal.

			Cosette was pale, and had fall­en at full length on the ground at his feet, with­out a move­ment.

			He lis­tened to her breath­ing: she still breathed, but with a res­pi­ra­tion which seemed to him weak and on the point of ex­tinc­tion.

			How was he to warm her back to life? How was he to rouse her? All that was not con­nect­ed with this van­ished from his thoughts. He rushed wild­ly from the ru­in.

			It was ab­so­lute­ly nec­es­sary that Cosette should be in bed and be­side a fire in less than a quar­ter of an hour.

		
	
		
			
				IX

				The Man with the Bell

			
			He walked straight up to the man whom he saw in the gar­den. He had tak­en in his hand the roll of sil­ver which was in the pock­et of his waist­coat.

			The man’s head was bent down, and he did not see him ap­proach­ing. In a few strides Jean Val­jean stood be­side him.

			Jean Val­jean ac­cost­ed him with the cry:—

			“One hun­dred francs!”

			The man gave a start and raised his eyes.

			“You can earn a hun­dred francs,” went on Jean Val­jean, “if you will grant me shel­ter for this night.”

			The moon shone full up­on Jean Val­jean’s ter­ri­fied coun­te­nance.

			“What! so it is you, Fa­ther Madeleine!” said the man.

			That name, thus pro­nounced, at that ob­scure hour, in that un­known spot, by that strange man, made Jean Val­jean start back.

			He had ex­pect­ed any­thing but that. The per­son who thus ad­dressed him was a bent and lame old man, dressed al­most like a peas­ant, who wore on his left knee a leather kneecap, whence hung a mod­er­ate­ly large bell. His face, which was in the shad­ow, was not dis­tin­guish­able.

			How­ev­er, the good­man had re­moved his cap, and ex­claimed, trem­bling all over:—

			“Ah, good God! How come you here, Fa­ther Madeleine? Where did you en­ter? Dieu-Je­sus! Did you fall from heav­en? There is no trou­ble about that: if ev­er you do fall, it will be from there. And what a state you are in! You have no cra­vat; you have no hat; you have no coat! Do you know, you would have fright­ened any­one who did not know you? No coat! Lord God! Are the saints go­ing mad nowa­days? But how did you get in here?”

			His words tum­bled over each oth­er. The good­man talked with a rus­tic vol­u­bil­i­ty, in which there was noth­ing alarm­ing. All this was ut­tered with a mix­ture of stu­pe­fac­tion and naive kind­li­ness.

			“Who are you? and what house is this?” de­mand­ed Jean Val­jean.

			“Ah! par­dieu, this is too much!” ex­claimed the old man. “I am the per­son for whom you got the place here, and this house is the one where you had me placed. What! You don’t rec­og­nize me?”

			“No,” said Jean Val­jean; “and how hap­pens it that you know me?”

			“You saved my life,” said the man.

			He turned. A ray of moon­light out­lined his pro­file, and Jean Val­jean rec­og­nized old Fauchelevent.

			“Ah!” said Jean Val­jean, “so it is you? Yes, I rec­ol­lect you.”

			“That is very lucky,” said the old man, in a re­proach­ful tone.

			“And what are you do­ing here?” re­sumed Jean Val­jean.

			“Why, I am cov­er­ing my mel­ons, of course!”

			In fact, at the mo­ment when Jean Val­jean ac­cost­ed him, old Fauchelevent held in his hand the end of a straw mat which he was oc­cu­pied in spread­ing over the mel­on bed. Dur­ing the hour or there­abouts that he had been in the gar­den he had al­ready spread out a num­ber of them. It was this op­er­a­tion which had caused him to ex­e­cute the pe­cu­liar move­ments ob­served from the shed by Jean Val­jean.

			He con­tin­ued:—

			“I said to my­self, ‘The moon is bright: it is go­ing to freeze. What if I were to put my mel­ons in­to their great­coats?’ And,” he added, look­ing at Jean Val­jean with a broad smile—“par­dieu! you ought to have done the same! But how do you come here?”

			Jean Val­jean, find­ing him­self known to this man, at least on­ly un­der the name of Madeleine, thence­forth ad­vanced on­ly with cau­tion. He mul­ti­plied his ques­tions. Strange to say, their roles seemed to be re­versed. It was he, the in­trud­er, who in­ter­ro­gat­ed.

			“And what is this bell which you wear on your knee?”

			“This,” replied Fauchelevent, “is so that I may be avoid­ed.”

			“What! so that you may be avoid­ed?”

			Old Fauchelevent winked with an in­de­scrib­able air.

			“Ah, good­ness! there are on­ly wom­en in this house—many young girls. It ap­pears that I should be a dan­ger­ous per­son to meet. The bell gives them warn­ing. When I come, they go.”

			“What house is this?”

			“Come, you know well enough.”

			“But I do not.”

			“Not when you got me the place here as gar­den­er?”

			“An­swer me as though I knew noth­ing.”

			“Well, then, this is the Pe­tit-Pic­pus con­vent.”

			Mem­o­ries re­curred to Jean Val­jean. Chance, that is to say, Prov­i­dence, had cast him in­to pre­cise­ly that con­vent in the Quarti­er Saint-An­toine where old Fauchelevent, crip­pled by the fall from his cart, had been ad­mit­ted on his rec­om­men­da­tion two years pre­vi­ous­ly. He re­peat­ed, as though talk­ing to him­self:—

			“The Pe­tit-Pic­pus con­vent.”

			“Ex­act­ly,” re­turned old Fauchelevent. “But to come to the point, how the deuce did you man­age to get in here, you, Fa­ther Madeleine? No mat­ter if you are a saint; you are a man as well, and no man en­ters here.”

			“You cer­tain­ly are here.”

			“There is no one but me.”

			“Still,” said Jean Val­jean, “I must stay here.”

			“Ah, good God!” cried Fauchelevent.

			Jean Val­jean drew near to the old man, and said to him in a grave voice:—

			“Fa­ther Fauchelevent, I saved your life.”

			“I was the first to re­call it,” re­turned Fauchelevent.

			“Well, you can do to­day for me that which I did for you in the old­en days.”

			Fauchelevent took in his aged, trem­bling, and wrin­kled hands Jean Val­jean’s two ro­bust hands, and stood for sev­er­al min­utes as though in­ca­pable of speak­ing. At length he ex­claimed:—

			“Oh! that would be a bless­ing from the good God, if I could make you some lit­tle re­turn for that! Save your life! Mon­sieur le Maire, dis­pose of the old man!”

			A won­der­ful joy had trans­fig­ured this old man. His coun­te­nance seemed to emit a ray of light.

			“What do you wish me to do?” he re­sumed.

			“That I will ex­plain to you. You have a cham­ber?”

			“I have an iso­lat­ed hov­el yon­der, be­hind the ru­ins of the old con­vent, in a cor­ner which no one ev­er looks in­to. There are three rooms in it.”

			The hut was, in fact, so well hid­den be­hind the ru­ins, and so clev­er­ly ar­ranged to pre­vent it be­ing seen, that Jean Val­jean had not per­ceived it.

			“Good,” said Jean Val­jean. “Now I am go­ing to ask two things of you.”

			“What are they, Mr. May­or?”

			“In the first place, you are not to tell any­one what you know about me. In the sec­ond, you are not to try to find out any­thing more.”

			“As you please. I know that you can do noth­ing that is not hon­est, that you have al­ways been a man af­ter the good God’s heart. And then, more­over, you it was who placed me here. That con­cerns you. I am at your ser­vice.”

			“That is set­tled then. Now, come with me. We will go and get the child.”

			“Ah!” said Fauchelevent, “so there is a child?”

			He added not a word fur­ther, and fol­lowed Jean Val­jean as a dog fol­lows his mas­ter.

			Less than half an hour af­ter­wards Cosette, who had grown rosy again be­fore the flame of a good fire, was ly­ing asleep in the old gar­den­er’s bed. Jean Val­jean had put on his cra­vat and coat once more; his hat, which he had flung over the wall, had been found and picked up. While Jean Val­jean was putting on his coat, Fauchelevent had re­moved the bell and kneecap, which now hung on a nail be­side a vin­tage bas­ket that adorned the wall. The two men were warm­ing them­selves with their el­bows rest­ing on a ta­ble up­on which Fauchelevent had placed a bit of cheese, black bread, a bot­tle of wine, and two glass­es, and the old man was say­ing to Jean Val­jean, as he laid his hand on the lat­ter’s knee: “Ah! Fa­ther Madeleine! You did not rec­og­nize me im­me­di­ate­ly; you save peo­ple’s lives, and then you for­get them! That is bad! But they re­mem­ber you! You are an in­grate!”

		
	
		
			
				X

				Which Ex­plains How Javert Got on the Scent

			
			The events of which we have just be­held the re­verse side, so to speak, had come about in the sim­plest pos­si­ble man­ner.

			When Jean Val­jean, on the evening of the very day when Javert had ar­rest­ed him be­side Fan­tine’s deathbed, had es­caped from the town jail of M—— sur M——, the po­lice had sup­posed that he had be­tak­en him­self to Paris. Paris is a mael­strom where ev­ery­thing is lost, and ev­ery­thing dis­ap­pears in this bel­ly of the world, as in the bel­ly of the sea. No for­est hides a man as does that crowd. Fugi­tives of ev­ery sort know this. They go to Paris as to an abyss; there are gulfs which save. The po­lice know it al­so, and it is in Paris that they seek what they have lost else­where. They sought the ex-may­or of M—— sur M——. Javert was sum­moned to Paris to throw light on their re­search­es. Javert had, in fact, ren­dered pow­er­ful as­sis­tance in the re­cap­ture of Jean Val­jean. Javert’s zeal and in­tel­li­gence on that oc­ca­sion had been re­marked by M. Chabouil­let, sec­re­tary of the Pre­fec­ture un­der Comte An­glès. M. Chabouil­let, who had, more­over, al­ready been Javert’s pa­tron, had the in­spec­tor of M—— sur M—— at­tached to the po­lice force of Paris. There Javert ren­dered him­self use­ful in divers and, though the word may seem strange for such ser­vices, hon­or­able man­ners.

			He no longer thought of Jean Val­jean—the wolf of to­day caus­es these dogs who are al­ways on the chase to for­get the wolf of yes­ter­day—when, in De­cem­ber, 1823, he read a news­pa­per, he who nev­er read news­pa­pers; but Javert, a monar­chi­cal man, had a de­sire to know the par­tic­u­lars of the tri­umphal en­try of the Prince Gen­er­alis­si­mo in­to Bay­onne. Just as he was fin­ish­ing the ar­ti­cle, which in­ter­est­ed him; a name, the name of Jean Val­jean, at­tract­ed his at­ten­tion at the bot­tom of a page. The pa­per an­nounced that the con­vict Jean Val­jean was dead, and pub­lished the fact in such for­mal terms that Javert did not doubt it. He con­fined him­self to the re­mark, “That’s a good en­try.” Then he threw aside the pa­per, and thought no more about it.

			Some time af­ter­wards, it chanced that a po­lice re­port was trans­mit­ted from the pre­fec­ture of the Seine-et-Oise to the pre­fec­ture of po­lice in Paris, con­cern­ing the ab­duc­tion of a child, which had tak­en place, un­der pe­cu­liar cir­cum­stances, as it was said, in the com­mune of Mont­fer­meil. A lit­tle girl of sev­en or eight years of age, the re­port said, who had been en­trust­ed by her moth­er to an innkeep­er of that neigh­bor­hood, had been stolen by a stranger; this child an­swered to the name of Cosette, and was the daugh­ter of a girl named Fan­tine, who had died in the hos­pi­tal, it was not known where or when.

			This re­port came un­der Javert’s eye and set him to think­ing.

			The name of Fan­tine was well known to him. He re­mem­bered that Jean Val­jean had made him, Javert, burst in­to laugh­ter, by ask­ing him for a respite of three days, for the pur­pose of go­ing to fetch that crea­ture’s child. He re­called the fact that Jean Val­jean had been ar­rest­ed in Paris at the very mo­ment when he was step­ping in­to the coach for Mont­fer­meil. Some signs had made him sus­pect at the time that this was the sec­ond oc­ca­sion of his en­ter­ing that coach, and that he had al­ready, on the pre­vi­ous day, made an ex­cur­sion to the neigh­bor­hood of that vil­lage, for he had not been seen in the vil­lage it­self. What had he been in­tend­ing to do in that re­gion of Mont­fer­meil? It could not even be sur­mised. Javert un­der­stood it now. Fan­tine’s daugh­ter was there. Jean Val­jean was go­ing there in search of her. And now this child had been stolen by a stranger! Who could that stranger be? Could it be Jean Val­jean? But Jean Val­jean was dead. Javert, with­out say­ing any­thing to any­body, took the coach from the Pewter Plat­ter, Cul-de-Sac de la Planchette, and made a trip to Mont­fer­meil.

			He ex­pect­ed to find a great deal of light on the sub­ject there; he found a great deal of ob­scu­ri­ty.

			For the first few days the Thé­nardiers had chat­tered in their rage. The dis­ap­pear­ance of the Lark had cre­at­ed a sen­sa­tion in the vil­lage. He im­me­di­ate­ly ob­tained nu­mer­ous ver­sions of the sto­ry, which end­ed in the ab­duc­tion of a child. Hence the po­lice re­port. But their first vex­a­tion hav­ing passed off, Thé­nardier, with his won­der­ful in­stinct, had very quick­ly com­pre­hend­ed that it is nev­er ad­vis­able to stir up the pros­e­cu­tor of the Crown, and that his com­plaints with re­gard to the ab­duc­tion of Cosette would have as their first re­sult to fix up­on him­self, and up­on many dark af­fairs which he had on hand, the glit­ter­ing eye of jus­tice. The last thing that owls de­sire is to have a can­dle brought to them. And in the first place, how ex­plain the fif­teen hun­dred francs which he had re­ceived? He turned square­ly round, put a gag on his wife’s mouth, and feigned as­ton­ish­ment when the stolen child was men­tioned to him. He un­der­stood noth­ing about it; no doubt he had grum­bled for awhile at hav­ing that dear lit­tle crea­ture “tak­en from him” so hasti­ly; he should have liked to keep her two or three days longer, out of ten­der­ness; but her “grand­fa­ther” had come for her in the most nat­u­ral way in the world. He added the “grand­fa­ther,” which pro­duced a good ef­fect. This was the sto­ry that Javert hit up­on when he ar­rived at Mont­fer­meil. The grand­fa­ther caused Jean Val­jean to van­ish.

			Nev­er­the­less, Javert dropped a few ques­tions, like plum­mets, in­to Thé­nardier’s his­to­ry. “Who was that grand­fa­ther? and what was his name?” Thé­nardier replied with sim­plic­i­ty: “He is a wealthy farmer. I saw his pass­port. I think his name was M. Guil­laume Lam­bert.”

			Lam­bert is a re­spectable and ex­treme­ly re­as­sur­ing name. There­upon Javert re­turned to Paris.

			“Jean Val­jean is cer­tain­ly dead,” said he, “and I am a nin­ny.”

			He had again be­gun to for­get this his­to­ry, when, in the course of March, 1824, he heard of a sin­gu­lar per­son­age who dwelt in the parish of Saint-Mé­dard and who had been sur­named “the men­di­cant who gives alms.” This per­son, the sto­ry ran, was a man of means, whose name no one knew ex­act­ly, and who lived alone with a lit­tle girl of eight years, who knew noth­ing about her­self, save that she had come from Mont­fer­meil. Mont­fer­meil! that name was al­ways com­ing up, and it made Javert prick up his ears. An old beg­gar po­lice spy, an ex-bea­dle, to whom this per­son had giv­en alms, added a few more de­tails. This gen­tle­man of prop­er­ty was very shy—nev­er com­ing out ex­cept in the evening, speak­ing to no one, ex­cept, oc­ca­sion­al­ly to the poor, and nev­er al­low­ing any­one to ap­proach him. He wore a hor­ri­ble old yel­low frock-coat, which was worth many mil­lions, be­ing all wadded with bank-bills. This piqued Javert’s cu­rios­i­ty in a de­cid­ed man­ner. In or­der to get a close look at this fan­tas­tic gen­tle­man with­out alarm­ing him, he bor­rowed the bea­dle’s out­fit for a day, and the place where the old spy was in the habit of crouch­ing ev­ery evening, whin­ing orisons through his nose, and play­ing the spy un­der cov­er of prayer.

			“The sus­pect­ed in­di­vid­u­al” did in­deed ap­proach Javert thus dis­guised, and be­stow alms on him. At that mo­ment Javert raised his head, and the shock which Jean Val­jean re­ceived on rec­og­niz­ing Javert was equal to the one re­ceived by Javert when he thought he rec­og­nized Jean Val­jean.

			How­ev­er, the dark­ness might have mis­led him; Jean Val­jean’s death was of­fi­cial; Javert cher­ished very grave doubts; and when in doubt, Javert, the man of scru­ples, nev­er laid a fin­ger on any­one’s col­lar.

			He fol­lowed his man to the Gor­beau house, and got “the old wom­an” to talk­ing, which was no dif­fi­cult mat­ter. The old wom­an con­firmed the fact re­gard­ing the coat lined with mil­lions, and nar­rat­ed to him the episode of the thou­sand-franc bill. She had seen it! She had han­dled it! Javert hired a room; that evening he in­stalled him­self in it. He came and lis­tened at the mys­te­ri­ous lodger’s door, hop­ing to catch the sound of his voice, but Jean Val­jean saw his can­dle through the key­hole, and foiled the spy by keep­ing silent.

			On the fol­low­ing day Jean Val­jean de­camped; but the noise made by the fall of the five-franc piece was no­ticed by the old wom­an, who, hear­ing the rat­tling of coin, sus­pect­ed that he might be in­tend­ing to leave, and made haste to warn Javert. At night, when Jean Val­jean came out, Javert was wait­ing for him be­hind the trees of the boule­vard with two men.

			Javert had de­mand­ed as­sis­tance at the Pre­fec­ture, but he had not men­tioned the name of the in­di­vid­u­al whom he hoped to seize; that was his se­cret, and he had kept it for three rea­sons: in the first place, be­cause the slight­est in­dis­cre­tion might put Jean Val­jean on the alert; next, be­cause, to lay hands on an ex-con­vict who had made his es­cape and was re­put­ed dead, on a crim­i­nal whom jus­tice had for­mer­ly classed for­ev­er as “among male­fac­tors of the most dan­ger­ous sort,” was a mag­nif­i­cent suc­cess which the old mem­bers of the Parisian po­lice would as­sured­ly not leave to a new­com­er like Javert, and he was afraid of be­ing de­prived of his con­vict; and last­ly, be­cause Javert, be­ing an artist, had a taste for the un­fore­seen. He hat­ed those well-her­ald­ed suc­cess­es which are talked of long in ad­vance and have had the bloom brushed off. He pre­ferred to elab­o­rate his mas­ter­pieces in the dark and to un­veil them sud­den­ly at the last.

			Javert had fol­lowed Jean Val­jean from tree to tree, then from cor­ner to cor­ner of the street, and had not lost sight of him for a sin­gle in­stant; even at the mo­ments when Jean Val­jean be­lieved him­self to be the most se­cure Javert’s eye had been on him. Why had not Javert ar­rest­ed Jean Val­jean? Be­cause he was still in doubt.

			It must be re­mem­bered that at that epoch the po­lice was not pre­cise­ly at its ease; the free press em­bar­rassed it; sev­er­al ar­bi­trary ar­rests de­nounced by the news­pa­pers, had echoed even as far as the Cham­bers, and had ren­dered the Pre­fec­ture timid. In­ter­fer­ence with in­di­vid­u­al lib­er­ty was a grave mat­ter. The po­lice agents were afraid of mak­ing a mis­take; the pre­fect laid the blame on them; a mis­take meant dis­missal. The read­er can imag­ine the ef­fect which this brief para­graph, re­pro­duced by twen­ty news­pa­pers, would have caused in Paris: “Yes­ter­day, an aged grand­fa­ther, with white hair, a re­spectable and well-to-do gen­tle­man, who was walk­ing with his grand­child, aged eight, was ar­rest­ed and con­duct­ed to the agen­cy of the Pre­fec­ture as an es­caped con­vict!”

			Let us re­peat in ad­di­tion that Javert had scru­ples of his own; in­junc­tions of his con­science were added to the in­junc­tions of the pre­fect. He was re­al­ly in doubt.

			Jean Val­jean turned his back on him and walked in the dark.

			Sad­ness, un­easi­ness, anx­i­ety, de­pres­sion, this fresh mis­for­tune of be­ing forced to flee by night, to seek a chance refuge in Paris for Cosette and him­self, the ne­ces­si­ty of reg­u­lat­ing his pace to the pace of the child—all this, with­out his be­ing aware of it, had al­tered Jean Val­jean’s walk, and im­pressed on his bear­ing such se­nil­i­ty, that the po­lice them­selves, in­car­nate in the per­son of Javert, might, and did in fact, make a mis­take. The im­pos­si­bil­i­ty of ap­proach­ing too close, his cos­tume of an émi­gré-pre­cep­tor, the dec­la­ra­tion of Thé­nardier which made a grand­fa­ther of him, and, fi­nal­ly, the be­lief in his death in prison, added still fur­ther to the un­cer­tain­ty which gath­ered thick in Javert’s mind.

			For an in­stant it oc­curred to him to make an abrupt de­mand for his pa­pers; but if the man was not Jean Val­jean, and if this man was not a good, hon­est old fel­low liv­ing on his in­come, he was prob­a­bly some mer­ry blade deeply and cun­ning­ly im­pli­cat­ed in the ob­scure web of Parisian mis­deeds, some chief of a dan­ger­ous band, who gave alms to con­ceal his oth­er tal­ents, which was an old dodge. He had trusty fel­lows, ac­com­plices’ re­treats in case of emer­gen­cies, in which he would, no doubt, take refuge. All these turns which he was mak­ing through the streets seemed to in­di­cate that he was not a sim­ple and hon­est man. To ar­rest him too hasti­ly would be “to kill the hen that laid the gold­en eggs.” Where was the in­con­ve­nience in wait­ing? Javert was very sure that he would not es­cape.

			Thus he pro­ceed­ed in a tol­er­a­bly per­plexed state of mind, putting to him­self a hun­dred ques­tions about this enig­mat­i­cal per­son­age.

			It was on­ly quite late in the Rue de Pon­toise, that, thanks to the bril­liant light thrown from a dram-shop, he de­cid­ed­ly rec­og­nized Jean Val­jean.

			There are in this world two be­ings who give a pro­found start—the moth­er who re­cov­ers her child and the tiger who re­cov­ers his prey. Javert gave that pro­found start.

			As soon as he had pos­i­tive­ly rec­og­nized Jean Val­jean, the for­mi­da­ble con­vict, he per­ceived that there were on­ly three of them, and he asked for re­in­force­ments at the po­lice sta­tion of the Rue de Pon­toise. One puts on gloves be­fore grasp­ing a thorn cud­gel.

			This de­lay and the halt at the Car­refour Rollin to con­sult with his agents came near caus­ing him to lose the trail. He speed­i­ly di­vined, how­ev­er, that Jean Val­jean would want to put the riv­er be­tween his pur­suers and him­self. He bent his head and re­flect­ed like a blood­hound who puts his nose to the ground to make sure that he is on the right scent. Javert, with his pow­er­ful rec­ti­tude of in­stinct, went straight to the bridge of Auster­litz. A word with the toll-keep­er fur­nished him with the in­for­ma­tion which he re­quired: “Have you seen a man with a lit­tle girl?” “I made him pay two sous,” replied the toll-keep­er. Javert reached the bridge in sea­son to see Jean Val­jean tra­verse the small il­lu­mi­nat­ed spot on the oth­er side of the wa­ter, lead­ing Cosette by the hand. He saw him en­ter the Rue du Chemin-Vert-Saint-An­toine; he re­mem­bered the Cul-de-Sac Gen­rot ar­ranged there like a trap, and of the sole ex­it of the Rue Droit-Mur in­to the Rue Pe­tit-Pic­pus. “He made sure of his back bur­rows,” as hunts­men say; he hasti­ly despatched one of his agents, by a round­about way, to guard that is­sue. A pa­trol which was re­turn­ing to the Ar­se­nal post hav­ing passed him, he made a req­ui­si­tion on it, and caused it to ac­com­pa­ny him. In such games sol­diers are aces. More­over, the prin­ci­ple is, that in or­der to get the best of a wild boar, one must em­ploy the sci­ence of ven­ery and plen­ty of dogs. These com­bi­na­tions hav­ing been ef­fect­ed, feel­ing that Jean Val­jean was caught be­tween the blind al­ley Gen­rot on the right, his agent on the left, and him­self, Javert, in the rear, he took a pinch of snuff.

			Then he be­gan the game. He ex­pe­ri­enced one ec­stat­ic and in­fer­nal mo­ment; he al­lowed his man to go on ahead, know­ing that he had him safe, but de­sirous of post­pon­ing the mo­ment of ar­rest as long as pos­si­ble, hap­py at the thought that he was tak­en and yet at see­ing him free, gloat­ing over him with his gaze, with that volup­tuous­ness of the spi­der which al­lows the fly to flut­ter, and of the cat which lets the mouse run. Claws and talons pos­sess a mon­strous sen­su­al­i­ty—the ob­scure move­ments of the crea­ture im­pris­oned in their pin­cers. What a de­light this stran­gling is!

			Javert was en­joy­ing him­self. The mesh­es of his net were stout­ly knot­ted. He was sure of suc­cess; all he had to do now was to close his hand.

			Ac­com­pa­nied as he was, the very idea of re­sis­tance was im­pos­si­ble, how­ev­er vig­or­ous, en­er­get­ic, and des­per­ate Jean Val­jean might be.

			Javert ad­vanced slow­ly, sound­ing, search­ing on his way all the nooks of the street like so many pock­ets of thieves.

			When he reached the cen­tre of the web he found the fly no longer there.

			His ex­as­per­a­tion can be imag­ined.

			He in­ter­ro­gat­ed his sen­tinel of the Rues Droit-Mur and Pe­tit-Pic­pus; that agent, who had re­mained im­per­turbably at his post, had not seen the man pass.

			It some­times hap­pens that a stag is lost head and horns; that is to say, he es­capes al­though he has the pack on his very heels, and then the old­est hunts­men know not what to say. Du­vivi­er, Lig­niville, and De­sprez halt short. In a dis­com­fi­ture of this sort, Ar­tonge ex­claims, “It was not a stag, but a sor­cer­er.” Javert would have liked to ut­ter the same cry.

			His dis­ap­point­ment bor­dered for a mo­ment on de­spair and rage.

			It is cer­tain that Napoleon made mis­takes dur­ing the war with Rus­sia, that Alexan­der com­mit­ted blun­ders in the war in In­dia, that Cae­sar made mis­takes in the war in Africa, that Cyrus was at fault in the war in Scythia, and that Javert blun­dered in this cam­paign against Jean Val­jean. He was wrong, per­haps, in hes­i­tat­ing in his recog­ni­tion of the ex­con­vict. The first glance should have suf­ficed him. He was wrong in not ar­rest­ing him pure­ly and sim­ply in the old build­ing; he was wrong in not ar­rest­ing him when he pos­i­tive­ly rec­og­nized him in the Rue de Pon­toise. He was wrong in tak­ing coun­sel with his aux­il­iaries in the full light of the moon in the Car­refour Rollin. Ad­vice is cer­tain­ly use­ful; it is a good thing to know and to in­ter­ro­gate those of the dogs who de­serve con­fi­dence; but the hunter can­not be too cau­tious when he is chas­ing un­easy an­i­mals like the wolf and the con­vict. Javert, by tak­ing too much thought as to how he should set the blood­hounds of the pack on the trail, alarmed the beast by giv­ing him wind of the dart, and so made him run. Above all, he was wrong in that af­ter he had picked up the scent again on the bridge of Auster­litz, he played that for­mi­da­ble and puerile game of keep­ing such a man at the end of a thread. He thought him­self stronger than he was, and be­lieved that he could play at the game of the mouse and the li­on. At the same time, he reck­oned him­self as too weak, when he judged it nec­es­sary to ob­tain re­in­force­ment. Fa­tal pre­cau­tion, waste of pre­cious time! Javert com­mit­ted all these blun­ders, and none­the­less was one of the clever­est and most cor­rect spies that ev­er ex­ist­ed. He was, in the full force of the term, what is called in ven­ery a “know­ing dog.” But what is there that is per­fect?

			Great strate­gists have their eclipses.

			The great­est fol­lies are of­ten com­posed, like the largest ropes, of a mul­ti­tude of strands. Take the ca­ble thread by thread, take all the pet­ty de­ter­min­ing mo­tives sep­a­rate­ly, and you can break them one af­ter the oth­er, and you say, “That is all there is of it!” Braid them, twist them to­geth­er; the re­sult is enor­mous: it is At­ti­la hes­i­tat­ing be­tween Mar­cian on the east and Valen­tini­an on the west; it is Han­ni­bal tar­ry­ing at Ca­pua; it is Dan­ton fall­ing asleep at Ar­cis-sur-Aube.

			How­ev­er that may be, even at the mo­ment when he saw that Jean Val­jean had es­caped him, Javert did not lose his head. Sure that the con­vict who had bro­ken his ban could not be far off, he es­tab­lished sen­tinels, he or­ga­nized traps and am­bus­cades, and beat the quar­ter all that night. The first thing he saw was the dis­or­der in the street lantern whose rope had been cut. A pre­cious sign which, how­ev­er, led him astray, since it caused him to turn all his re­search­es in the di­rec­tion of the Cul-de-Sac Gen­rot. In this blind al­ley there were tol­er­a­bly low walls which abut­ted on gar­dens whose bounds ad­joined the im­mense stretch­es of waste land. Jean Val­jean ev­i­dent­ly must have fled in that di­rec­tion. The fact is, that had he pen­e­trat­ed a lit­tle fur­ther in the Cul-de-Sac Gen­rot, he would prob­a­bly have done so and have been lost. Javert ex­plored these gar­dens and these waste stretch­es as though he had been hunt­ing for a nee­dle.

			At day­break he left two in­tel­li­gent men on the out­look, and re­turned to the Pre­fec­ture of Po­lice, as much ashamed as a po­lice spy who had been cap­tured by a rob­ber might have been.

		
	
		
			
				
					Book
					VI
				

				Le Pe­tit-Pic­pus

			
		
	
		
			
				I

				Num­ber 62 Rue Pe­tit-Pic­pus

			
			Noth­ing, half a cen­tu­ry ago, more re­sem­bled ev­ery oth­er car­riage gate than the car­riage gate of Num­ber 62 Rue Pe­tit-Pic­pus. This en­trance, which usu­al­ly stood ajar in the most invit­ing fash­ion, per­mit­ted a view of two things, nei­ther of which have any­thing very fu­ne­re­al about them—a court­yard sur­round­ed by walls hung with vines, and the face of a loung­ing porter. Above the wall, at the bot­tom of the court, tall trees were vis­i­ble. When a ray of sun­light en­livened the court­yard, when a glass of wine cheered up the porter, it was dif­fi­cult to pass Num­ber 62 Lit­tle Pic­pus Street with­out car­ry­ing away a smil­ing im­pres­sion of it. Nev­er­the­less, it was a som­bre place of which one had had a glimpse.

			The thresh­old smiled; the house prayed and wept.

			If one suc­ceed­ed in pass­ing the porter, which was not easy—which was even near­ly im­pos­si­ble for ev­ery­one, for there was an Open Sesame! which it was nec­es­sary to know—if, the porter once passed, one en­tered a lit­tle vestibule on the right, on which opened a stair­case shut in be­tween two walls and so nar­row that on­ly one per­son could as­cend it at a time, if one did not al­low one’s self to be alarmed by a daub­ing of ca­nary yel­low, with a da­do of choco­late which clothed this stair­case, if one ven­tured to as­cend it, one crossed a first land­ing, then a sec­ond, and ar­rived on the first sto­ry at a cor­ri­dor where the yel­low wash and the choco­late-hued plinth pur­sued one with a peace­able per­sis­ten­cy. Stair­case and cor­ri­dor were light­ed by two beau­ti­ful win­dows. The cor­ri­dor took a turn and be­came dark. If one dou­bled this cape, one ar­rived a few paces fur­ther on, in front of a door which was all the more mys­te­ri­ous be­cause it was not fas­tened. If one opened it, one found one’s self in a lit­tle cham­ber about six feet square, tiled, well-scrubbed, clean, cold, and hung with nankin pa­per with green flow­ers, at fif­teen sous the roll. A white, dull light fell from a large win­dow, with tiny panes, on the left, which usurped the whole width of the room. One gazed about, but saw no one; one lis­tened, one heard nei­ther a foot­step nor a hu­man mur­mur. The walls were bare, the cham­ber was not fur­nished; there was not even a chair.

			One looked again, and be­held on the wall fac­ing the door a quad­ran­gu­lar hole, about a foot square, with a grat­ing of in­ter­lac­ing iron bars, black, knot­ted, sol­id, which formed squares—I had al­most said mesh­es—of less than an inch and a half in di­ag­o­nal length. The lit­tle green flow­ers of the nankin pa­per ran in a calm and or­der­ly man­ner to those iron bars, with­out be­ing star­tled or thrown in­to con­fu­sion by their fu­ne­re­al con­tact. Sup­pos­ing that a liv­ing be­ing had been so won­der­ful­ly thin as to es­say an en­trance or an ex­it through the square hole, this grat­ing would have pre­vent­ed it. It did not al­low the pas­sage of the body, but it did al­low the pas­sage of the eyes; that is to say, of the mind. This seems to have oc­curred to them, for it had been re­in­forced by a sheet of tin in­sert­ed in the wall a lit­tle in the rear, and pierced with a thou­sand holes more mi­cro­scop­ic than the holes of a strain­er. At the bot­tom of this plate, an aper­ture had been pierced ex­act­ly sim­i­lar to the ori­fice of a let­ter box. A bit of tape at­tached to a bell-wire hung at the right of the grat­ed open­ing.

			If the tape was pulled, a bell rang, and one heard a voice very near at hand, which made one start.

			“Who is there?” the voice de­mand­ed.

			It was a wom­an’s voice, a gen­tle voice, so gen­tle that it was mourn­ful.

			Here, again, there was a mag­i­cal word which it was nec­es­sary to know. If one did not know it, the voice ceased, the wall be­came silent once more, as though the ter­ri­fied ob­scu­ri­ty of the sepul­chre had been on the oth­er side of it.

			If one knew the pass­word, the voice re­sumed, “En­ter on the right.”

			One then per­ceived on the right, fac­ing the win­dow, a glass door sur­mount­ed by a frame glazed and paint­ed gray. On rais­ing the latch and cross­ing the thresh­old, one ex­pe­ri­enced pre­cise­ly the same im­pres­sion as when one en­ters at the the­atre in­to a grat­ed baig­noire, be­fore the grat­ing is low­ered and the chan­de­lier is light­ed. One was, in fact, in a sort of the­atre-box, nar­row, fur­nished with two old chairs, and a much-frayed straw mat­ting, spar­e­ly il­lu­mi­nat­ed by the vague light from the glass door; a reg­u­lar box, with its front just of a height to lean up­on, bear­ing a tablet of black wood. This box was grat­ed, on­ly the grat­ing of it was not of gild­ed wood, as at the opera; it was a mon­strous lat­tice of iron bars, hideous­ly in­ter­laced and riv­et­ed to the wall by enor­mous fas­ten­ings which re­sem­bled clenched fists.

			The first min­utes passed; when one’s eyes be­gan to grow used to this cel­lar-like half-twi­light, one tried to pass the grat­ing, but got no fur­ther than six inch­es be­yond it. There he en­coun­tered a bar­ri­er of black shut­ters, re­in­forced and for­ti­fied with trans­verse beams of wood paint­ed a gin­ger­bread yel­low. These shut­ters were di­vid­ed in­to long, nar­row slats, and they masked the en­tire length of the grat­ing. They were al­ways closed. At the ex­pi­ra­tion of a few mo­ments one heard a voice pro­ceed­ing from be­hind these shut­ters, and say­ing:—

			“I am here. What do you wish with me?”

			It was a beloved, some­times an adored, voice. No one was vis­i­ble. Hard­ly the sound of a breath was au­di­ble. It seemed as though it were a spir­it which had been evoked, that was speak­ing to you across the walls of the tomb.

			If one chanced to be with­in cer­tain pre­scribed and very rare con­di­tions, the slat of one of the shut­ters opened op­po­site you; the evoked spir­it be­came an ap­pari­tion. Be­hind the grat­ing, be­hind the shut­ter, one per­ceived so far as the grat­ing per­mit­ted sight, a head, of which on­ly the mouth and the chin were vis­i­ble; the rest was cov­ered with a black veil. One caught a glimpse of a black guimpe, and a form that was bare­ly de­fined, cov­ered with a black shroud. That head spoke with you, but did not look at you and nev­er smiled at you.

			The light which came from be­hind you was ad­just­ed in such a man­ner that you saw her in the white, and she saw you in the black. This light was sym­bol­i­cal.

			Nev­er­the­less, your eyes plunged ea­ger­ly through that open­ing which was made in that place shut off from all glances. A pro­found vague­ness en­veloped that form clad in mourn­ing. Your eyes searched that vague­ness, and sought to make out the sur­round­ings of the ap­pari­tion. At the ex­pi­ra­tion of a very short time you dis­cov­ered that you could see noth­ing. What you be­held was night, empti­ness, shad­ows, a win­try mist min­gled with a va­por from the tomb, a sort of ter­ri­ble peace, a si­lence from which you could gath­er noth­ing, not even sighs, a gloom in which you could dis­tin­guish noth­ing, not even phan­toms.

			What you be­held was the in­te­ri­or of a clois­ter.

			It was the in­te­ri­or of that se­vere and gloomy ed­i­fice which was called the Con­vent of the Bernar­dines of the Per­pet­u­al Ado­ra­tion. The box in which you stood was the par­lor. The first voice which had ad­dressed you was that of the portress who al­ways sat mo­tion­less and silent, on the oth­er side of the wall, near the square open­ing, screened by the iron grat­ing and the plate with its thou­sand holes, as by a dou­ble vi­sor. The ob­scu­ri­ty which bathed the grat­ed box arose from the fact that the par­lor, which had a win­dow on the side of the world, had none on the side of the con­vent. Pro­fane eyes must see noth­ing of that sa­cred place.

			Nev­er­the­less, there was some­thing be­yond that shad­ow; there was a light; there was life in the midst of that death. Al­though this was the most strict­ly walled of all con­vents, we shall en­deav­or to make our way in­to it, and to take the read­er in, and to say, with­out trans­gress­ing the prop­er bounds, things which sto­ry­tellers have nev­er seen, and have, there­fore, nev­er de­scribed.

		
	
		
			
				II

				The Obe­di­ence of Mar­tin Ver­ga

			
			This con­vent, which in 1824 had al­ready ex­ist­ed for many a long year in the Rue Pe­tit-Pic­pus, was a com­mu­ni­ty of Bernar­dines of the obe­di­ence of Mar­tin Ver­ga.

			These Bernar­dines were at­tached, in con­se­quence, not to Clair­vaux, like the Bernar­dine monks, but to Cîteaux, like the Bene­dic­tine monks. In oth­er words, they were the sub­jects, not of Saint Bernard, but of Saint Benoît.

			Any­one who has turned over old fo­lios to any ex­tent knows that Mar­tin Ver­ga found­ed in 1425 a con­gre­ga­tion of Bernar­dines-Bene­dictines, with Sala­man­ca for the head of the or­der, and Al­cala as the branch es­tab­lish­ment.

			This con­gre­ga­tion had sent out branch­es through­out all the Catholic coun­tries of Eu­rope.

			There is noth­ing un­usu­al in the Latin Church in these grafts of one or­der on an­oth­er. To men­tion on­ly a sin­gle or­der of Saint-Benoît, which is here in ques­tion: there are at­tached to this or­der, with­out count­ing the obe­di­ence of Mar­tin Ver­ga, four con­gre­ga­tions—two in Italy, Mont-Cassin and Sainte-Jus­tine of Pad­ua; two in France, Cluny and Saint-Maur; and nine or­ders—Val­lom­brosa, Gran­mont, the Célestins, the Camal­d­ules, the Carthu­sians, the Hu­mil­iés, the Oli­va­teurs, the Sil­vestrins, and last­ly, Cîteaux; for Cîteaux it­self, a trunk for oth­er or­ders, is on­ly an off­shoot of Saint-Benoît. Cîteaux dates from Saint Robert, Ab­bé de Molesme, in the dio­cese of Lan­gres, in 1098. Now it was in 529 that the dev­il, hav­ing re­tired to the desert of Subi­a­co—he was old—had he turned her­mit?—was chased from the an­cient tem­ple of Apol­lo, where he dwelt, by Saint-Benoît, then aged sev­en­teen.

			Af­ter the rule of the Carmelites, who go bare­foot, wear a bit of wil­low on their throats, and nev­er sit down, the harsh­est rule is that of the Bernar­dines-Bene­dictines of Mar­tin Ver­ga. They are clothed in black, with a guimpe, which, in ac­cor­dance with the ex­press com­mand of Saint-Benoît, mounts to the chin. A robe of serge with large sleeves, a large woollen veil, the guimpe which mounts to the chin cut square on the breast, the band which de­scends over their brow to their eyes—this is their dress. All is black ex­cept the band, which is white. The novices wear the same habit, but all in white. The pro­fessed nuns al­so wear a rosary at their side.

			The Bernar­dines-Bene­dictines of Mar­tin Ver­ga prac­tise the Per­pet­u­al Ado­ra­tion, like the Bene­dictines called Ladies of the Holy Sacra­ment, who, at the be­gin­ning of this cen­tu­ry, had two hous­es in Paris—one at the Tem­ple, the oth­er in the Rue Neuve-Sainte-Geneviève. How­ev­er, the Bernar­dines-Bene­dictines of the Pe­tit-Pic­pus, of whom we are speak­ing, were a to­tal­ly dif­fer­ent or­der from the Ladies of the Holy Sacra­ment, clois­tered in the Rue Neuve-Sainte-Geneviève and at the Tem­ple. There were nu­mer­ous dif­fer­ences in their rule; there were some in their cos­tume. The Bernar­dines-Bene­dictines of the Pe­tit-Pic­pus wore the black guimpe, and the Bene­dictines of the Holy Sacra­ment and of the Rue Neuve-Sainte-Geneviève wore a white one, and had, be­sides, on their breasts, a Holy Sacra­ment about three inch­es long, in sil­ver gilt or gild­ed cop­per. The nuns of the Pe­tit-Pic­pus did not wear this Holy Sacra­ment. The Per­pet­u­al Ado­ra­tion, which was com­mon to the house of the Pe­tit-Pic­pus and to the house of the Tem­ple, leaves those two or­ders per­fect­ly dis­tinct. Their on­ly re­sem­blance lies in this prac­tice of the Ladies of the Holy Sacra­ment and the Bernar­dines of Mar­tin Ver­ga, just as there ex­ist­ed a sim­i­lar­i­ty in the study and the glo­ri­fi­ca­tion of all the mys­ter­ies re­lat­ing to the in­fan­cy, the life, and death of Je­sus Christ and the Vir­gin, be­tween the two or­ders, which were, nev­er­the­less, wide­ly sep­a­rat­ed, and on oc­ca­sion even hos­tile. The Or­a­to­ry of Italy, es­tab­lished at Flo­rence by Philip de Neri, and the Or­a­to­ry of France, es­tab­lished by Pierre de Bérulle. The Or­a­to­ry of France claimed the prece­dence, since Philip de Neri was on­ly a saint, while Bérulle was a car­di­nal.

			Let us re­turn to the harsh Span­ish rule of Mar­tin Ver­ga.

			The Bernar­dines-Bene­dictines of this obe­di­ence fast all the year round, ab­stain from meat, fast in Lent and on many oth­er days which are pe­cu­liar to them, rise from their first sleep, from one to three o’clock in the morn­ing, to read their bre­viary and chant matins, sleep in all sea­sons be­tween serge sheets and on straw, make no use of the bath, nev­er light a fire, scourge them­selves ev­ery Fri­day, ob­serve the rule of si­lence, speak to each oth­er on­ly dur­ing the recre­ation hours, which are very brief, and wear drugget chemis­es for six months in the year, from Sep­tem­ber 14th, which is the Ex­al­ta­tion of the Holy Cross, un­til East­er. These six months are a mod­i­fi­ca­tion: the rule says all the year, but this drugget chemise, in­tol­er­a­ble in the heat of sum­mer, pro­duced fevers and ner­vous spasms. The use of it had to be re­strict­ed. Even with this pal­li­a­tion, when the nuns put on this chemise on the 14th of Sep­tem­ber, they suf­fer from fever for three or four days. Obe­di­ence, pover­ty, chasti­ty, per­se­ver­ance in their seclu­sion—these are their vows, which the rule great­ly ag­gra­vates.

			The pri­oress is elect­ed for three years by the moth­ers, who are called mères vo­cales be­cause they have a voice in the chap­ter. A pri­oress can on­ly be re­elect­ed twice, which fix­es the long­est pos­si­ble reign of a pri­oress at nine years.

			They nev­er see the of­fi­ci­at­ing priest, who is al­ways hid­den from them by a serge cur­tain nine feet in height. Dur­ing the ser­mon, when the preach­er is in the chapel, they drop their veils over their faces. They must al­ways speak low, walk with their eyes on the ground and their heads bowed. One man on­ly is al­lowed to en­ter the con­vent—the arch­bish­op of the dio­cese.

			There is re­al­ly one oth­er—the gar­den­er. But he is al­ways an old man, and, in or­der that he may al­ways be alone in the gar­den, and that the nuns may be warned to avoid him, a bell is at­tached to his knee.

			Their sub­mis­sion to the pri­oress is ab­so­lute and pas­sive. It is the canon­i­cal sub­jec­tion in the full force of its ab­ne­ga­tion. As at the voice of Christ, ut vo­ci Christi, at a ges­ture, at the first sign, ad nu­tum, ad pri­mum signum, im­me­di­ate­ly, with cheer­ful­ness, with per­se­ver­ance, with a cer­tain blind obe­di­ence, prompte, hi­lar­it­er, per­se­ver­an­ter et cae­ca quadam obe­di­en­tia, as the file in the hand of the work­man, quasi li­mam in manibus fab­ri, with­out pow­er to read or to write with­out ex­press per­mis­sion, leg­ere vel scribere non ad­dis­cer­it sine ex­pres­sa su­pe­ri­oris li­cen­tia.

			Each one of them in turn makes what they call “repa­ra­tion.” The repa­ra­tion is the prayer for all the sins, for all the faults, for all the dis­sen­sions, for all the vi­o­la­tions, for all the in­iq­ui­ties, for all the crimes com­mit­ted on earth. For the space of twelve con­sec­u­tive hours, from four o’clock in the af­ter­noon till four o’clock in the morn­ing, or from four o’clock in the morn­ing un­til four o’clock in the af­ter­noon, the sis­ter who is mak­ing “repa­ra­tion” re­mains on her knees on the stone be­fore the Holy Sacra­ment, with hands clasped, a rope around her neck. When her fa­tigue be­comes un­en­durable, she pros­trates her­self flat on her face against the earth, with her arms out­stretched in the form of a cross; this is her on­ly re­lief. In this at­ti­tude she prays for all the guilty in the uni­verse. This is great to sub­lim­i­ty.

			As this act is per­formed in front of a post on which burns a can­dle, it is called with­out dis­tinc­tion, “to make repa­ra­tion” or “to be at the post.” The nuns even pre­fer, out of hu­mil­i­ty, this last ex­pres­sion, which con­tains an idea of tor­ture and abase­ment.

			“To make repa­ra­tion” is a func­tion in which the whole soul is ab­sorbed. The sis­ter at the post would not turn round were a thun­der­bolt to fall di­rect­ly be­hind her.

			Be­sides this, there is al­ways a sis­ter kneel­ing be­fore the Holy Sacra­ment. This sta­tion lasts an hour. They re­lieve each oth­er like sol­diers on guard. This is the Per­pet­u­al Ado­ra­tion.

			The pri­oress­es and the moth­ers al­most al­ways bear names stamped with pe­cu­liar solem­ni­ty, re­call­ing, not the saints and mar­tyrs, but mo­ments in the life of Je­sus Christ: as Moth­er Na­tiv­i­ty, Moth­er Con­cep­tion, Moth­er Pre­sen­ta­tion, Moth­er Pas­sion. But the names of saints are not in­ter­dict­ed.

			When one sees them, one nev­er sees any­thing but their mouths.

			All their teeth are yel­low. No tooth­brush ev­er en­tered that con­vent. Brush­ing one’s teeth is at the top of a lad­der at whose bot­tom is the loss of one’s soul.

			They nev­er say “my.” They pos­sess noth­ing of their own, and they must not at­tach them­selves to any­thing. They call ev­ery­thing “our;” thus: our veil, our chap­let; if they were speak­ing of their chemise, they would say “our chemise.” Some­times they grow at­tached to some pet­ty ob­ject—to a book of hours, a rel­ic, a medal that has been blessed. As soon as they be­come aware that they are grow­ing at­tached to this ob­ject, they must give it up. They re­call the words of Saint Thérèse, to whom a great la­dy said, as she was on the point of en­ter­ing her or­der, “Per­mit me, moth­er, to send for a Bible to which I am great­ly at­tached.” “Ah, you are at­tached to some­thing! In that case, do not en­ter our or­der!”

			Ev­ery per­son what­ev­er is for­bid­den to shut her­self up, to have “a place of her own, a cham­ber.” They live with their cells open. When they meet, one says, “Blessed and adored be the most Holy Sacra­ment of the al­tar!” The oth­er re­sponds, “For­ev­er.” The same cer­e­mo­ny when one taps at the oth­er’s door. Hard­ly has she touched the door when a soft voice on the oth­er side is heard to say hasti­ly, “For­ev­er!” Like all prac­tices, this be­comes me­chan­i­cal by force of habit; and one some­times says “for­ev­er” be­fore the oth­er has had time to say the rather long sen­tence, “Praised and adored be the most Holy Sacra­ment of the al­tar.”

			Among the Vis­i­tandines the one who en­ters says: “Ave Maria,” and the one whose cell is en­tered says, “Gra­tia ple­na.” It is their way of say­ing good day, which is in fact full of grace.

			At each hour of the day three sup­ple­men­tary strokes sound from the church bell of the con­vent. At this sig­nal pri­oress, vo­cal moth­ers, pro­fessed nuns, lay-sis­ters, novices, pos­tu­lants, in­ter­rupt what they are say­ing, what they are do­ing, or what they are think­ing, and all say in uni­son if it is five o’clock, for in­stance, “At five o’clock and at all hours praised and adored be the most Holy Sacra­ment of the al­tar!” If it is eight o’clock, “At eight o’clock and at all hours!” and so on, ac­cord­ing to the hour.

			This cus­tom, the ob­ject of which is to break the thread of thought and to lead it back con­stant­ly to God, ex­ists in many com­mu­ni­ties; the for­mu­la alone varies. Thus at The In­fant Je­sus they say, “At this hour and at ev­ery hour may the love of Je­sus kin­dle my heart!” The Bernar­dines-Bene­dictines of Mar­tin Ver­ga, clois­tered fifty years ago at Pe­tit-Pic­pus, chant the of­fices to a solemn psalmody, a pure Gre­go­ri­an chant, and al­ways with full voice dur­ing the whole course of the of­fice. Ev­ery­where in the missal where an as­ter­isk oc­curs they pause, and say in a low voice, “Je­sus-Marie-Joseph.” For the of­fice of the dead they adopt a tone so low that the voic­es of wom­en can hard­ly de­scend to such a depth. The ef­fect pro­duced is strik­ing and trag­ic.

			The nuns of the Pe­tit-Pic­pus had made a vault un­der their grand al­tar for the buri­al of their com­mu­ni­ty. “The Gov­ern­ment,” as they say, does not per­mit this vault to re­ceive coffins so they leave the con­vent when they die. This is an af­flic­tion to them, and caus­es them con­ster­na­tion as an in­frac­tion of the rules.

			They had ob­tained a medi­ocre con­so­la­tion at best—per­mis­sion to be in­terred at a spe­cial hour and in a spe­cial cor­ner in the an­cient Vau­gi­rard ceme­tery, which was made of land which had for­mer­ly be­longed to their com­mu­ni­ty.

			On Fri­days the nuns hear high mass, ves­pers, and all the of­fices, as on Sun­day. They scrupu­lous­ly ob­serve in ad­di­tion all the lit­tle fes­ti­vals un­known to peo­ple of the world, of which the Church of France was so prodi­gal in the old­en days, and of which it is still prodi­gal in Spain and Italy. Their sta­tions in the chapel are in­ter­minable. As for the num­ber and du­ra­tion of their prayers we can con­vey no bet­ter idea of them than by quot­ing the in­gen­u­ous re­mark of one of them: “The prayers of the pos­tu­lants are fright­ful, the prayers of the novices are still worse, and the prayers of the pro­fessed nuns are still worse.”

			Once a week the chap­ter as­sem­bles: the pri­oress pre­sides; the vo­cal moth­ers as­sist. Each sis­ter kneels in turn on the stones, and con­fess­es aloud, in the pres­ence of all, the faults and sins which she has com­mit­ted dur­ing the week. The vo­cal moth­ers con­sult af­ter each con­fes­sion and in­flict the penance aloud.

			Be­sides this con­fes­sion in a loud tone, for which all faults in the least se­ri­ous are re­served, they have for their ve­nial of­fences what they call the coulpe. To make one’s coulpe means to pros­trate one’s self flat on one’s face dur­ing the of­fice in front of the pri­oress un­til the lat­ter, who is nev­er called any­thing but “our moth­er,” no­ti­fies the cul­prit by a slight tap of her foot against the wood of her stall that she can rise. The coulpe or pec­ca­vi, is made for a very small mat­ter—a bro­ken glass, a torn veil, an in­vol­un­tary de­lay of a few sec­onds at an of­fice, a false note in church, etc.; this suf­fices, and the coulpe is made. The coulpe is en­tire­ly spon­ta­neous; it is the cul­pa­ble per­son her­self (the word is et­y­mo­log­i­cal­ly in its place here) who judges her­self and in­flicts it on her­self. On fes­ti­val days and Sun­days four moth­er pre­cen­tors in­tone the of­fices be­fore a large read­ing-desk with four places. One day one of the moth­er pre­cen­tors in­toned a psalm be­gin­ning with Ec­ce, and in­stead of Ec­ce she ut­tered aloud the three notes do si sol; for this piece of ab­sent­mind­ed­ness she un­der­went a coulpe which last­ed dur­ing the whole ser­vice: what ren­dered the fault enor­mous was the fact that the chap­ter had laughed.

			When a nun is sum­moned to the par­lor, even were it the pri­oress her­self, she drops her veil, as will be re­mem­bered, so that on­ly her mouth is vis­i­ble.

			The pri­oress alone can hold com­mu­ni­ca­tion with strangers. The oth­ers can see on­ly their im­me­di­ate fam­i­ly, and that very rarely. If, by chance, an out­sider presents her­self to see a nun, or one whom she has known and loved in the out­er world, a reg­u­lar se­ries of ne­go­ti­a­tions is re­quired. If it is a wom­an, the au­tho­riza­tion may some­times be grant­ed; the nun comes, and they talk to her through the shut­ters, which are opened on­ly for a moth­er or sis­ter. It is un­nec­es­sary to say that per­mis­sion is al­ways re­fused to men.

			Such is the rule of Saint-Benoît, ag­gra­vat­ed by Mar­tin Ver­ga.

			These nuns are not gay, rosy, and fresh, as the daugh­ters of oth­er or­ders of­ten are. They are pale and grave. Be­tween 1825 and 1830 three of them went mad.

		
	
		
			
				III

				Aus­ter­i­ties

			
			One is a pos­tu­lant for two years at least, of­ten for four; a novice for four. It is rare that the de­fin­i­tive vows can be pro­nounced ear­li­er than the age of twen­ty-three or twen­ty-four years. The Bernar­dines-Bene­dictines of Mar­tin Ver­ga do not ad­mit wid­ows to their or­der.

			In their cells, they de­liv­er them­selves up to many un­known mac­er­a­tions, of which they must nev­er speak.

			On the day when a novice makes her pro­fes­sion, she is dressed in her hand­somest at­tire, she is crowned with white ros­es, her hair is brushed un­til it shines, and curled. Then she pros­trates her­self; a great black veil is thrown over her, and the of­fice for the dead is sung. Then the nuns sep­a­rate in­to two files; one file pass­es close to her, say­ing in plain­tive ac­cents, “Our sis­ter is dead;” and the oth­er file re­sponds in a voice of ec­sta­sy, “Our sis­ter is alive in Je­sus Christ!”

			At the epoch when this sto­ry takes place, a board­ing-school was at­tached to the con­vent—a board­ing-school for young girls of no­ble and most­ly wealthy fam­i­lies, among whom could be re­marked Made­moi­selle de Saint-Aulaire and de Bélis­sen, and an Eng­lish girl bear­ing the il­lus­tri­ous Catholic name of Tal­bot. These young girls, reared by these nuns be­tween four walls, grew up with a hor­ror of the world and of the age. One of them said to us one day, “The sight of the street pave­ment made me shud­der from head to foot.” They were dressed in blue, with a white cap and a Holy Spir­it of sil­ver gilt or of cop­per on their breast. On cer­tain grand fes­ti­val days, par­tic­u­lar­ly Saint Martha’s day, they were per­mit­ted, as a high fa­vor and a supreme hap­pi­ness, to dress them­selves as nuns and to car­ry out the of­fices and prac­tice of Saint-Benoît for a whole day. In the ear­ly days the nuns were in the habit of lend­ing them their black gar­ments. This seemed pro­fane, and the pri­oress for­bade it. On­ly the novices were per­mit­ted to lend. It is re­mark­able that these per­for­mances, tol­er­at­ed and en­cour­aged, no doubt, in the con­vent out of a se­cret spir­it of pros­e­lytism and in or­der to give these chil­dren a fore­taste of the holy habit, were a gen­uine hap­pi­ness and a re­al recre­ation for the schol­ars. They sim­ply amused them­selves with it. “It was new; it gave them a change.” Can­did rea­sons of child­hood, which do not, how­ev­er, suc­ceed in mak­ing us worldlings com­pre­hend the fe­lic­i­ty of hold­ing a holy wa­ter sprin­kler in one’s hand and stand­ing for hours to­geth­er singing hard enough for four in front of a read­ing-desk.

			The pupils con­formed, with the ex­cep­tion of the aus­ter­i­ties, to all the prac­tices of the con­vent. There was a cer­tain young wom­an who en­tered the world, and who af­ter many years of mar­ried life had not suc­ceed­ed in break­ing her­self of the habit of say­ing in great haste when­ev­er any­one knocked at her door, “for­ev­er!” Like the nuns, the pupils saw their rel­a­tives on­ly in the par­lor. Their very moth­ers did not ob­tain per­mis­sion to em­brace them. The fol­low­ing il­lus­trates to what a de­gree sever­i­ty on that point was car­ried. One day a young girl re­ceived a vis­it from her moth­er, who was ac­com­pa­nied by a lit­tle sis­ter three years of age. The young girl wept, for she wished great­ly to em­brace her sis­ter. Im­pos­si­ble. She begged that, at least, the child might be per­mit­ted to pass her lit­tle hand through the bars so that she could kiss it. This was al­most in­dig­nant­ly re­fused.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				Gayeties

			
			None­the­less, these young girls filled this grave house with charm­ing sou­venirs.

			At cer­tain hours child­hood sparkled in that clois­ter. The recre­ation hour struck. A door swung on its hinges. The birds said, “Good; here come the chil­dren!” An ir­rup­tion of youth in­un­dat­ed that gar­den in­ter­sect­ed with a cross like a shroud. Ra­di­ant faces, white fore­heads, in­no­cent eyes, full of mer­ry light, all sorts of au­ro­ras, were scat­tered about amid these shad­ows. Af­ter the psalmodies, the bells, the peals, and knells and of­fices, the sound of these lit­tle girls burst forth on a sud­den more sweet­ly than the noise of bees. The hive of joy was opened, and each one brought her hon­ey. They played, they called to each oth­er, they formed in­to groups, they ran about; pret­ty lit­tle white teeth chat­tered in the cor­ners; the veils su­per­in­tend­ed the laughs from a dis­tance, shades kept watch of the sun­beams, but what mat­tered it? Still they beamed and laughed. Those four lugubri­ous walls had their mo­ment of daz­zling bril­lian­cy. They looked on, vague­ly blanched with the re­flec­tion of so much joy at this sweet swarm­ing of the hives. It was like a show­er of ros­es fall­ing athwart this house of mourn­ing. The young girls frol­icked be­neath the eyes of the nuns; the gaze of im­pec­ca­bil­i­ty does not em­bar­rass in­no­cence. Thanks to these chil­dren, there was, among so many aus­tere hours, one hour of in­gen­u­ous­ness. The lit­tle ones skipped about; the el­der ones danced. In this clois­ter play was min­gled with heav­en. Noth­ing is so de­light­ful and so au­gust as all these fresh, ex­pand­ing young souls. Homer would have come thith­er to laugh with Per­rault; and there was in that black gar­den, youth, health, noise, cries, gid­di­ness, plea­sure, hap­pi­ness enough to smooth out the wrin­kles of all their an­ces­tress­es, those of the epic as well as those of the fairy­tale, those of the throne as well as those of the thatched cot­tage from Hecu­ba to la Mère-Grand.

			In that house more than any­where else, per­haps, arise those chil­dren’s say­ings which are so grace­ful and which evoke a smile that is full of thought­ful­ness. It was be­tween those four gloomy walls that a child of five years ex­claimed one day: “Moth­er! one of the big girls has just told me that I have on­ly nine years and ten months longer to re­main here. What hap­pi­ness!”

			It was here, too, that this mem­o­rable di­a­logue took place:—

			A Vo­cal Moth­er. “Why are you weep­ing, my child?”

			The child (aged six). “I told Al­ix that I knew my French his­to­ry. She says that I do not know it, but I do.”

			Al­ix, the big girl (aged nine). “No; she does not know it.”

			The Moth­er. “How is that, my child?”

			Al­ix. “She told me to open the book at ran­dom and to ask her any ques­tion in the book, and she would an­swer it.”

			“Well?”

			“She did not an­swer it.”

			“Let us see about it. What did you ask her?”

			“I opened the book at ran­dom, as she pro­posed, and I put the first ques­tion that I came across.”

			“And what was the ques­tion?”

			“It was, ‘What hap­pened af­ter that?’ ”

			It was there that that pro­found re­mark was made anent a rather greedy para­keet which be­longed to a la­dy board­er:—

			“How well bred! it eats the top of the slice of bread and but­ter just like a per­son!”

			It was on one of the flag­stones of this clois­ter that there was once picked up a con­fes­sion which had been writ­ten out in ad­vance, in or­der that she might not for­get it, by a sin­ner of sev­en years:—

			“Fa­ther, I ac­cuse my­self of hav­ing been avari­cious.

			“Fa­ther, I ac­cuse my­self of hav­ing been an adul­ter­ess.

			“Fa­ther, I ac­cuse my­self of hav­ing raised my eyes to the gen­tle­men.”

			It was on one of the turf bench­es of this gar­den that a rosy mouth six years of age im­pro­vised the fol­low­ing tale, which was lis­tened to by blue eyes aged four and five years:—

			“There were three lit­tle cocks who owned a coun­try where there were a great many flow­ers. They plucked the flow­ers and put them in their pock­ets. Af­ter that they plucked the leaves and put them in their play­things. There was a wolf in that coun­try; there was a great deal of for­est; and the wolf was in the for­est; and he ate the lit­tle cocks.”

			And this oth­er po­em:—

			
				
					There came a blow with a stick.
					

					It was Punchinel­lo who be­stowed it on the cat.
					

					It was not good for her; it hurt her.
					

					Then a la­dy put Punchinel­lo in prison.
				

			

			It was there that a lit­tle aban­doned child, a foundling whom the con­vent was bring­ing up out of char­i­ty, ut­tered this sweet and heart­break­ing say­ing. She heard the oth­ers talk­ing of their moth­ers, and she mur­mured in her cor­ner:—

			“As for me, my moth­er was not there when I was born!”

			There was a stout portress who could al­ways be seen hur­ry­ing through the cor­ri­dors with her bunch of keys, and whose name was Sis­ter Agatha. The “big big girls”—those over ten years of age—called her Agath­o­cles.

			The re­fec­to­ry, a large apart­ment of an ob­long square form, which re­ceived no light ex­cept through a vault­ed clois­ter on a lev­el with the gar­den, was dark and damp, and, as the chil­dren say, full of beasts. All the places round about fur­nished their con­tin­gent of in­sects.

			Each of its four cor­ners had re­ceived, in the lan­guage of the pupils, a spe­cial and ex­pres­sive name. There was Spi­der cor­ner, Cater­pil­lar cor­ner, Wood­louse cor­ner, and Crick­et cor­ner.

			Crick­et cor­ner was near the kitchen and was high­ly es­teemed. It was not so cold there as else­where. From the re­fec­to­ry the names had passed to the board­ing-school, and there served as in the old Col­lege Mazarin to dis­tin­guish four na­tions. Ev­ery pupil be­longed to one of these four na­tions ac­cord­ing to the cor­ner of the re­fec­to­ry in which she sat at meals. One day Mon­seigneur the Arch­bish­op while mak­ing his pas­toral vis­it saw a pret­ty lit­tle rosy girl with beau­ti­ful gold­en hair en­ter the class­room through which he was pass­ing.

			He in­quired of an­oth­er pupil, a charm­ing brunette with rosy cheeks, who stood near him:—

			“Who is that?”

			“She is a spi­der, Mon­seigneur.”

			“Bah! And that one yon­der?”

			“She is a crick­et.”

			“And that one?”

			“She is a cater­pil­lar.”

			“Re­al­ly! and your­self?”

			“I am a wood­louse, Mon­seigneur.”

			Ev­ery house of this sort has its own pe­cu­liar­i­ties. At the be­gin­ning of this cen­tu­ry Écouen was one of those strict and grace­ful places where young girls pass their child­hood in a shad­ow that is al­most au­gust. At Écouen, in or­der to take rank in the pro­ces­sion of the Holy Sacra­ment, a dis­tinc­tion was made be­tween vir­gins and florists. There were al­so the “dais” and the “cen­sors,”—the first who held the cords of the dais, and the oth­ers who car­ried in­cense be­fore the Holy Sacra­ment. The flow­ers be­longed by right to the florists. Four “vir­gins” walked in ad­vance. On the morn­ing of that great day it was no rare thing to hear the ques­tion put in the dor­mi­to­ry, “Who is a vir­gin?”

			Madame Cam­pan used to quote this say­ing of a “lit­tle one” of sev­en years, to a “big girl” of six­teen, who took the head of the pro­ces­sion, while she, the lit­tle one, re­mained at the rear, “You are a vir­gin, but I am not.”

		
	
		
			
				V

				Dis­trac­tions

			
			Above the door of the re­fec­to­ry this prayer, which was called the “white Pa­ter­nos­ter,” and which pos­sessed the prop­er­ty of bear­ing peo­ple straight to par­adise, was in­scribed in large black let­ters:—

			“Lit­tle white Pa­ter­nos­ter, which God made, which God said, which God placed in par­adise. In the evening, when I went to bed, I found three an­gels sit­ting on my bed, one at the foot, two at the head, the good Vir­gin Mary in the mid­dle, who told me to lie down with­out hes­i­ta­tion. The good God is my fa­ther, the good Vir­gin is my moth­er, the three apos­tles are my broth­ers, the three vir­gins are my sis­ters. The shirt in which God was born en­velopes my body; Saint Mar­garet’s cross is writ­ten on my breast. Madame the Vir­gin was walk­ing through the mead­ows, weep­ing for God, when she met M. Saint John. ‘Mon­sieur Saint John, whence come you?’ ‘I come from Ave Salus.’ ‘You have not seen the good God; where is he?’ ‘He is on the tree of the Cross, his feet hang­ing, his hands nailed, a lit­tle cap of white thorns on his head.’ Who­ev­er shall say this thrice at even­tide, thrice in the morn­ing, shall win par­adise at the last.”

			In 1827 this char­ac­ter­is­tic ori­son had dis­ap­peared from the wall un­der a triple coat­ing of daub­ing paint. At the present time it is fi­nal­ly dis­ap­pear­ing from the mem­o­ries of sev­er­al who were young girls then, and who are old wom­en now.

			A large cru­ci­fix fas­tened to the wall com­plet­ed the dec­o­ra­tion of this re­fec­to­ry, whose on­ly door, as we think we have men­tioned, opened on the gar­den. Two nar­row ta­bles, each flanked by two wood­en bench­es, formed two long par­al­lel lines from one end to the oth­er of the re­fec­to­ry. The walls were white, the ta­bles were black; these two mourn­ing col­ors con­sti­tute the on­ly va­ri­ety in con­vents. The meals were plain, and the food of the chil­dren them­selves se­vere. A sin­gle dish of meat and veg­eta­bles com­bined, or salt fish—such was their lux­u­ry. This mea­gre fare, which was re­served for the pupils alone, was, nev­er­the­less, an ex­cep­tion. The chil­dren ate in si­lence, un­der the eye of the moth­er whose turn it was, who, if a fly took a no­tion to fly or to hum against the rule, opened and shut a wood­en book from time to time. This si­lence was sea­soned with the lives of the saints, read aloud from a lit­tle pul­pit with a desk, which was sit­u­at­ed at the foot of the cru­ci­fix. The read­er was one of the big girls, in week­ly turn. At reg­u­lar dis­tances, on the bare ta­bles, there were large, var­nished bowls in which the pupils washed their own sil­ver cups and knives and forks, and in­to which they some­times threw some scrap of tough meat or spoiled fish; this was pun­ished. These bowls were called ronds d’eau. The child who broke the si­lence “made a cross with her tongue.” Where? On the ground. She licked the pave­ment. The dust, that end of all joys, was charged with the chas­tise­ment of those poor lit­tle rose-leaves which had been guilty of chirp­ing.

			There was in the con­vent a book which has nev­er been print­ed ex­cept as a unique copy, and which it is for­bid­den to read. It is the rule of Saint-Benoît. An ar­canum which no pro­fane eye must pen­e­trate. Nemo reg­u­las, seu con­sti­tu­tiones nos­tras, ex­ter­nis com­mu­ni­cabit.

			The pupils one day suc­ceed­ed in get­ting pos­ses­sion of this book, and set to read­ing it with avid­i­ty, a read­ing which was of­ten in­ter­rupt­ed by the fear of be­ing caught, which caused them to close the vol­ume pre­cip­i­tate­ly.

			From the great dan­ger thus in­curred they de­rived but a very mod­er­ate amount of plea­sure. The most “in­ter­est­ing thing” they found were some un­in­tel­li­gi­ble pages about the sins of young boys.

			They played in an al­ley of the gar­den bor­dered with a few shab­by fruit-trees. In spite of the ex­treme sur­veil­lance and the sever­i­ty of the pun­ish­ments ad­min­is­tered, when the wind had shak­en the trees, they some­times suc­ceed­ed in pick­ing up a green ap­ple or a spoiled apri­cot or an in­hab­it­ed pear on the sly. I will now cede the priv­i­lege of speech to a let­ter which lies be­fore me, a let­ter writ­ten five and twen­ty years ago by an old pupil, now Madame la Duchesse de ———, one of the most el­e­gant wom­en in Paris. I quote lit­er­al­ly: “One hides one’s pear or one’s ap­ple as best one may. When one goes up­stairs to put the veil on the bed be­fore sup­per, one stuffs them un­der one’s pil­low and at night one eats them in bed, and when one can­not do that, one eats them in the clos­et.” That was one of their great­est lux­u­ries.

			Once—it was at the epoch of the vis­it from the arch­bish­op to the con­vent—one of the young girls, Made­moi­selle Bouchard, who was con­nect­ed with the Mont­moren­cy fam­i­ly, laid a wa­ger that she would ask for a day’s leave of ab­sence—an enor­mi­ty in so aus­tere a com­mu­ni­ty. The wa­ger was ac­cept­ed, but not one of those who bet be­lieved that she would do it. When the mo­ment came, as the arch­bish­op was pass­ing in front of the pupils, Made­moi­selle Bouchard, to the in­de­scrib­able ter­ror of her com­pan­ions, stepped out of the ranks, and said, “Mon­seigneur, a day’s leave of ab­sence.” Made­moi­selle Bouchard was tall, bloom­ing, with the pret­ti­est lit­tle rosy face in the world. M. de Quélen smiled and said, “What, my dear child, a day’s leave of ab­sence! Three days if you like. I grant you three days.” The pri­oress could do noth­ing; the arch­bish­op had spo­ken. Hor­ror of the con­vent, but joy of the pupil. The ef­fect may be imag­ined.

			This stern clois­ter was not so well walled off, how­ev­er, but that the life of the pas­sions of the out­side world, dra­ma, and even ro­mance, did not make their way in. To prove this, we will con­fine our­selves to record­ing here and to briefly men­tion­ing a re­al and in­con­testable fact, which, how­ev­er, bears no ref­er­ence in it­self to, and is not con­nect­ed by any thread what­ev­er with the sto­ry which we are re­lat­ing. We men­tion the fact for the sake of com­plet­ing the phys­iog­no­my of the con­vent in the read­er’s mind.

			About this time there was in the con­vent a mys­te­ri­ous per­son who was not a nun, who was treat­ed with great re­spect, and who was ad­dressed as Madame Al­ber­tine. Noth­ing was known about her, save that she was mad, and that in the world she passed for dead. Be­neath this his­to­ry it was said there lay the ar­range­ments of for­tune nec­es­sary for a great mar­riage.

			This wom­an, hard­ly thir­ty years of age, of dark com­plex­ion and tol­er­a­bly pret­ty, had a vague look in her large black eyes. Could she see? There was some doubt about this. She glid­ed rather than walked, she nev­er spoke; it was not quite known whether she breathed. Her nos­trils were livid and pinched as af­ter yield­ing up their last sigh. To touch her hand was like touch­ing snow. She pos­sessed a strange spec­tral grace. Wher­ev­er she en­tered, peo­ple felt cold. One day a sis­ter, on see­ing her pass, said to an­oth­er sis­ter, “She pass­es for a dead wom­an.” “Per­haps she is one,” replied the oth­er.

			A hun­dred tales were told of Madame Al­ber­tine. This arose from the eter­nal cu­rios­i­ty of the pupils. In the chapel there was a gallery called L’Oeil de Boeuf. It was in this gallery, which had on­ly a cir­cu­lar bay, an oeil de boeuf, that Madame Al­ber­tine lis­tened to the of­fices. She al­ways oc­cu­pied it alone be­cause this gallery, be­ing on the lev­el of the first sto­ry, the preach­er or the of­fi­ci­at­ing priest could be seen, which was in­ter­dict­ed to the nuns. One day the pul­pit was oc­cu­pied by a young priest of high rank, M. Le Duc de Ro­han, peer of France, of­fi­cer of the Red Mus­ke­teers in 1815 when he was Prince de Léon, and who died af­ter­ward, in 1830, as car­di­nal and Arch­bish­op of Be­sançon. It was the first time that M. de Ro­han had preached at the Pe­tit-Pic­pus con­vent. Madame Al­ber­tine usu­al­ly pre­served per­fect calm­ness and com­plete im­mo­bil­i­ty dur­ing the ser­mons and ser­vices. That day, as soon as she caught sight of M. de Ro­han, she half rose, and said, in a loud voice, amid the si­lence of the chapel, “Ah! Au­guste!” The whole com­mu­ni­ty turned their heads in amaze­ment, the preach­er raised his eyes, but Madame Al­ber­tine had re­lapsed in­to her im­mo­bil­i­ty. A breath from the out­er world, a flash of life, had passed for an in­stant across that cold and life­less face and had then van­ished, and the mad wom­an had be­come a corpse again.

			Those two words, how­ev­er, had set ev­ery­one in the con­vent who had the priv­i­lege of speech to chat­ter­ing. How many things were con­tained in that “Ah! Au­guste!” what rev­e­la­tions! M. de Ro­han’s name re­al­ly was Au­guste. It was ev­i­dent that Madame Al­ber­tine be­longed to the very high­est so­ci­ety, since she knew M. de Ro­han, and that her own rank there was of the high­est, since she spoke thus fa­mil­iar­ly of so great a lord, and that there ex­ist­ed be­tween them some con­nec­tion, of re­la­tion­ship, per­haps, but a very close one in any case, since she knew his “pet name.”

			Two very se­vere duchess­es, Mes­dames de Choiseul and de Sérent, of­ten vis­it­ed the com­mu­ni­ty, whith­er they pen­e­trat­ed, no doubt, in virtue of the priv­i­lege Mag­nates mulieres, and caused great con­ster­na­tion in the board­ing-school. When these two old ladies passed by, all the poor young girls trem­bled and dropped their eyes.

			More­over, M. de Ro­han, quite un­known to him­self, was an ob­ject of at­ten­tion to the school­girls. At that epoch he had just been made, while wait­ing for the epis­co­pate, vicar-gen­er­al of the Arch­bish­op of Paris. It was one of his habits to come tol­er­a­bly of­ten to cel­e­brate the of­fices in the chapel of the nuns of the Pe­tit-Pic­pus. Not one of the young reclus­es could see him, be­cause of the serge cur­tain, but he had a sweet and rather shrill voice, which they had come to know and to dis­tin­guish. He had been a mous­que­taire, and then, he was said to be very co­quet­tish, that his hand­some brown hair was very well dressed in a roll around his head, and that he had a broad gir­dle of mag­nif­i­cent moire, and that his black cas­sock was of the most el­e­gant cut in the world. He held a great place in all these imag­i­na­tions of six­teen years.

			Not a sound from with­out made its way in­to the con­vent. But there was one year when the sound of a flute pen­e­trat­ed thith­er. This was an event, and the girls who were at school there at the time still re­call it.

			It was a flute which was played in the neigh­bor­hood. This flute al­ways played the same air, an air which is very far away nowa­days—“My Zé­tul­bé, come reign o’er my soul,”—and it was heard two or three times a day. The young girls passed hours in lis­ten­ing to it, the vo­cal moth­ers were up­set by it, brains were busy, pun­ish­ments de­scend­ed in show­ers. This last­ed for sev­er­al months. The girls were all more or less in love with the un­known mu­si­cian. Each one dreamed that she was Zé­tul­bé. The sound of the flute pro­ceed­ed from the di­rec­tion of the Rue Droit-Mur; and they would have giv­en any­thing, com­pro­mised ev­ery­thing, at­tempt­ed any­thing for the sake of see­ing, of catch­ing a glance, if on­ly for a sec­ond, of the “young man” who played that flute so de­li­cious­ly, and who, no doubt, played on all these souls at the same time. There were some who made their es­cape by a back door, and as­cend­ed to the third sto­ry on the Rue Droit-Mur side, in or­der to at­tempt to catch a glimpse through the gaps. Im­pos­si­ble! One even went so far as to thrust her arm through the grat­ing, and to wave her white hand­ker­chief. Two were still bold­er. They found means to climb on a roof, and risked their lives there, and suc­ceed­ed at last in see­ing “the young man.” He was an old émi­gré gen­tle­man, blind and pen­ni­less, who was play­ing his flute in his at­tic, in or­der to pass the time.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				The Lit­tle Con­vent

			
			In this en­clo­sure of the Pe­tit-Pic­pus there were three per­fect­ly dis­tinct build­ings—the Great Con­vent, in­hab­it­ed by the nuns, the Board­ing-school, where the schol­ars were lodged; and last­ly, what was called the Lit­tle Con­vent. It was a build­ing with a gar­den, in which lived all sorts of aged nuns of var­i­ous or­ders, the relics of clois­ters de­stroyed in the Rev­o­lu­tion; a re­union of all the black, gray, and white med­leys of all com­mu­ni­ties and all pos­si­ble va­ri­eties; what might be called, if such a cou­pling of words is per­mis­si­ble, a sort of har­le­quin con­vent.

			When the Em­pire was es­tab­lished, all these poor old dis­persed and ex­iled wom­en had been ac­cord­ed per­mis­sion to come and take shel­ter un­der the wings of the Bernar­dines-Bene­dictines. The gov­ern­ment paid them a small pen­sion, the ladies of the Pe­tit-Pic­pus re­ceived them cor­dial­ly. It was a sin­gu­lar pell-mell. Each fol­lowed her own rule. Some­times the pupils of the board­ing-school were al­lowed, as a great recre­ation, to pay them a vis­it; the re­sult is, that all those young mem­o­ries have re­tained among oth­er sou­venirs that of Moth­er Sainte-Bazile, Moth­er Sainte-Sco­las­tique, and Moth­er Ja­cob.

			One of these refugees found her­self al­most at home. She was a nun of Sainte-Au­re, the on­ly one of her or­der who had sur­vived. The an­cient con­vent of the ladies of Sainte-Au­re oc­cu­pied, at the be­gin­ning of the eigh­teenth cen­tu­ry, this very house of the Pe­tit-Pic­pus, which be­longed lat­er to the Bene­dictines of Mar­tin Ver­ga. This holy wom­an, too poor to wear the mag­nif­i­cent habit of her or­der, which was a white robe with a scar­let scapu­lary, had pi­ous­ly put it on a lit­tle manikin, which she ex­hib­it­ed with com­pla­cen­cy and which she be­queathed to the house at her death. In 1824, on­ly one nun of this or­der re­mained; to­day, there re­mains on­ly a doll.

			In ad­di­tion to these wor­thy moth­ers, some old so­ci­ety wom­en had ob­tained per­mis­sion of the pri­oress, like Madame Al­ber­tine, to re­tire in­to the Lit­tle Con­vent. Among the num­ber were Madame Beau­fort d’Haut­poul and Mar­quise Dufresne. An­oth­er was nev­er known in the con­vent ex­cept by the for­mi­da­ble noise which she made when she blew her nose. The pupils called her Madame Vacarmi­ni (hub­bub).

			About 1820 or 1821, Madame de Gen­lis, who was at that time edit­ing a lit­tle pe­ri­od­i­cal pub­li­ca­tion called L’In­trépi­de, asked to be al­lowed to en­ter the con­vent of the Pe­tit-Pic­pus as la­dy res­i­dent. The Duc d’Or­leans rec­om­mend­ed her. Up­roar in the hive; the vo­cal-moth­ers were all in a flut­ter; Madame de Gen­lis had made ro­mances. But she de­clared that she was the first to de­test them, and then, she had reached her fierce stage of de­vo­tion. With the aid of God, and of the Prince, she en­tered. She de­part­ed at the end of six or eight months, al­leg­ing as a rea­son, that there was no shade in the gar­den. The nuns were de­light­ed. Al­though very old, she still played the harp, and did it very well.

			When she went away she left her mark in her cell. Madame de Gen­lis was su­per­sti­tious and a La­tin­ist. These two words fur­nish a tol­er­a­bly good pro­file of her. A few years ago, there were still to be seen, past­ed in the in­side of a lit­tle cup­board in her cell in which she locked up her sil­ver­ware and her jew­els, these five lines in Latin, writ­ten with her own hand in red ink on yel­low pa­per, and which, in her opin­ion, pos­sessed the prop­er­ty of fright­en­ing away rob­bers:—

			
				
					Im­par­ibus meri­tis pen­dent tria cor­po­ra ramis:
					

					Dis­mas et Ges­mas, me­dia est div­ina potes­tas;
					

					Al­ta pe­tit Dis­mas, in­fe­lix, in­fi­ma, Ges­mas;
					

					Nos et res nos­tras con­servet sum­ma potes­tas. Hos ver­sus di­cas, ne tu fur­to tua per­das.28
				

			

			These vers­es in sixth cen­tu­ry Latin raise the ques­tion whether the two thieves of Cal­vary were named, as is com­mon­ly be­lieved, Dis­mas and Ges­tas, or Dis­mas and Ges­mas. This or­thog­ra­phy might have con­found­ed the pre­ten­sions put for­ward in the last cen­tu­ry by the Vi­comte de Ges­tas, of a de­scent from the wicked thief. How­ev­er, the use­ful virtue at­tached to these vers­es forms an ar­ti­cle of faith in the or­der of the Hos­pi­tallers.

			The church of the house, con­struct­ed in such a man­ner as to sep­a­rate the Great Con­vent from the Board­ing-school like a ver­i­ta­ble in­trench­ment, was, of course, com­mon to the Board­ing-school, the Great Con­vent, and the Lit­tle Con­vent. The pub­lic was even ad­mit­ted by a sort of lazaret­to en­trance on the street. But all was so ar­ranged, that none of the in­hab­i­tants of the clois­ter could see a face from the out­side world. Sup­pose a church whose choir is grasped in a gi­gan­tic hand, and fold­ed in such a man­ner as to form, not, as in or­di­nary church­es, a pro­lon­ga­tion be­hind the al­tar, but a sort of hall, or ob­scure cel­lar, to the right of the of­fi­ci­at­ing priest; sup­pose this hall to be shut off by a cur­tain sev­en feet in height, of which we have al­ready spo­ken; in the shad­ow of that cur­tain, pile up on wood­en stalls the nuns in the choir on the left, the school­girls on the right, the lay-sis­ters and the novices at the bot­tom, and you will have some idea of the nuns of the Pe­tit-Pic­pus as­sist­ing at di­vine ser­vice. That cav­ern, which was called the choir, com­mu­ni­cat­ed with the clois­ter by a lob­by. The church was light­ed from the gar­den. When the nuns were present at ser­vices where their rule en­joined si­lence, the pub­lic was warned of their pres­ence on­ly by the fold­ing seats of the stalls nois­i­ly ris­ing and fall­ing.

		
	
		
			
				VII

				Some Sil­hou­ettes of This Dark­ness

			
			Dur­ing the six years which sep­a­rate 1819 from 1825, the pri­oress of the Pe­tit-Pic­pus was Made­moi­selle de Ble­meur, whose name, in re­li­gion, was Moth­er In­no­cente. She came of the fam­i­ly of Mar­guerite de Ble­meur, au­thor of Lives of the Saints of the Or­der of Saint-Benoît. She had been re­elect­ed. She was a wom­an about six­ty years of age, short, thick, “singing like a cracked pot,” says the let­ter which we have al­ready quot­ed; an ex­cel­lent wom­an, more­over, and the on­ly mer­ry one in the whole con­vent, and for that rea­son adored. She was learned, eru­dite, wise, com­pe­tent, cu­ri­ous­ly pro­fi­cient in his­to­ry, crammed with Latin, stuffed with Greek, full of He­brew, and more of a Bene­dic­tine monk than a Bene­dic­tine nun.

			The sub-pri­oress was an old Span­ish nun, Moth­er Cineres, who was al­most blind.

			The most es­teemed among the vo­cal moth­ers were Moth­er Sainte-Hon­orine; the trea­sur­er, Moth­er Sainte-Gertrude, the chief mis­tress of the novices; Moth­er-Saint-Ange, the as­sis­tant mis­tress; Moth­er An­non­ci­a­tion, the sac­ristan; Moth­er Saint-Au­gustin, the nurse, the on­ly one in the con­vent who was ma­li­cious; then Moth­er Sainte-Mechtilde (Made­moi­selle Gau­vain), very young and with a beau­ti­ful voice; Moth­er des Anges (Made­moi­selle Drou­et), who had been in the con­vent of the Filles-Dieu, and in the con­vent du Tré­sor, be­tween Gisors and Mag­ny; Moth­er Saint-Joseph (Made­moi­selle de Co­gol­lu­do), Moth­er Sainte-Adélaide (Made­moi­selle d’Au­ver­ney), Moth­er Mis­éri­corde (Made­moi­selle de Ci­fuentes, who could not re­sist aus­ter­i­ties), Moth­er Com­pas­sion (Made­moi­selle de la Miltière, re­ceived at the age of six­ty in de­fi­ance of the rule, and very wealthy); Moth­er Prov­i­dence (Made­moi­selle de Lau­dinière), Moth­er Pre­sen­ta­tion (Made­moi­selle de Siguen­za), who was pri­oress in 1847; and fi­nal­ly, Moth­er Sainte-Céligne (sis­ter of the sculp­tor Cer­ac­chi), who went mad; Moth­er Sainte-Chan­tal (Made­moi­selle de Su­zon), who went mad.

			There was al­so, among the pret­ti­est of them, a charm­ing girl of three and twen­ty, who was from the Isle de Bour­bon, a de­scen­dant of the Cheva­lier Roze, whose name had been Made­moi­selle Roze, and who was called Moth­er As­sump­tion.

			Moth­er Sainte-Mechtilde, en­trust­ed with the singing and the choir, was fond of mak­ing use of the pupils in this quar­ter. She usu­al­ly took a com­plete scale of them, that is to say, sev­en, from ten to six­teen years of age, in­clu­sive, of as­sort­ed voic­es and sizes, whom she made sing stand­ing, drawn up in a line, side by side, ac­cord­ing to age, from the small­est to the largest. This pre­sent­ed to the eye, some­thing in the na­ture of a reed-pipe of young girls, a sort of liv­ing pan-pipe made of an­gels.

			Those of the lay-sis­ters whom the schol­ars loved most were Sis­ter Eu­phrasie, Sis­ter Sainte-Mar­guerite, Sis­ter Sainte-Marthe, who was in her dotage, and Sis­ter Sainte-Michel, whose long nose made them laugh.

			All these wom­en were gen­tle with the chil­dren. The nuns were se­vere on­ly to­wards them­selves. No fire was light­ed ex­cept in the school, and the food was choice com­pared to that in the con­vent. More­over, they lav­ished a thou­sand cares on their schol­ars. On­ly, when a child passed near a nun and ad­dressed her, the nun nev­er replied.

			This rule of si­lence had had this ef­fect, that through­out the whole con­vent, speech had been with­drawn from hu­man crea­tures, and be­stowed on inan­i­mate ob­jects. Now it was the church-bell which spoke, now it was the gar­den­er’s bell. A very sonorous bell, placed be­side the portress, and which was au­di­ble through­out the house, in­di­cat­ed by its var­ied peals, which formed a sort of acous­tic tele­graph, all the ac­tions of ma­te­ri­al life which were to be per­formed, and sum­moned to the par­lor, in case of need, such or such an in­hab­i­tant of the house. Each per­son and each thing had its own peal. The pri­oress had one and one, the sub-pri­oress one and two. Six-five an­nounced lessons, so that the pupils nev­er said “to go to lessons,” but “to go to six-five.” Four-four was Madame de Gen­lis’s sig­nal. It was very of­ten heard. “C’est le di­a­ble a qua­tre,”—it’s the very deuce—said the un­char­i­ta­ble. Ten­nine strokes an­nounced a great event. It was the open­ing of “the door of seclu­sion,” a fright­ful sheet of iron bristling with bolts which on­ly turned on its hinges in the pres­ence of the arch­bish­op.

			With the ex­cep­tion of the arch­bish­op and the gar­den­er, no man en­tered the con­vent, as we have al­ready said. The school­girls saw two oth­ers: one, the chap­lain, the Ab­bé Banés, old and ug­ly, whom they were per­mit­ted to con­tem­plate in the choir, through a grat­ing; the oth­er the draw­ing-mas­ter, M. An­si­aux, whom the let­ter, of which we have pe­rused a few lines, calls “M. An­ciot,” and de­scribes as “a fright­ful old hunch­back.”

			It will be seen that all these men were care­ful­ly cho­sen.

			Such was this cu­ri­ous house.

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				Post Cor­da Lapi­des

			
			Af­ter hav­ing sketched its moral face, it will not prove un­prof­itable to point out, in a few words, its ma­te­ri­al con­fig­u­ra­tion. The read­er al­ready has some idea of it.

			The con­vent of the Pe­tit-Pic­pus-Sainte-An­toine filled al­most the whole of the vast trapez­i­um which re­sult­ed from the in­ter­sec­tion of the Rue Polon­ceau, the Rue Droit-Mur, the Rue Pe­tit-Pic­pus, and the un­used lane, called Rue Au­marais on old plans. These four streets sur­round­ed this trapez­i­um like a moat. The con­vent was com­posed of sev­er­al build­ings and a gar­den. The prin­ci­pal build­ing, tak­en in its en­tire­ty, was a jux­ta­po­si­tion of hy­brid con­struc­tions which, viewed from a bird’s-eye view, out­lined, with con­sid­er­able ex­act­ness, a gib­bet laid flat on the ground. The main arm of the gib­bet oc­cu­pied the whole of the frag­ment of the Rue Droit-Mur com­prised be­tween the Rue Pe­tit-Pic­pus and the Rue Polon­ceau; the less­er arm was a lofty, gray, se­vere grat­ed façade which faced the Rue Pe­tit-Pic­pus; the car­riage en­trance No. 62 marked its ex­trem­i­ty. To­wards the cen­tre of this façade was a low, arched door, whitened with dust and ash­es, where the spi­ders wove their webs, and which was open on­ly for an hour or two on Sun­days, and on rare oc­ca­sions, when the cof­fin of a nun left the con­vent. This was the pub­lic en­trance of the church. The el­bow of the gib­bet was a square hall which was used as the ser­vants’ hall, and which the nuns called “the but­tery.” In the main arm were the cells of the moth­ers, the sis­ters, and the novices. In the less­er arm lay the kitchens, the re­fec­to­ry, backed up by the clois­ters and the church. Be­tween the door No. 62 and the cor­ner of the closed Au­marais Lane, was the school, which was not vis­i­ble from with­out. The re­main­der of the trapez­i­um formed the gar­den, which was much low­er than the lev­el of the Rue Polon­ceau, which caused the walls to be very much high­er on the in­side than on the out­side. The gar­den, which was slight­ly arched, had in its cen­tre, on the sum­mit of a hillock, a fine point­ed and con­i­cal fir-tree, whence ran, as from the peaked boss of a shield, four grand al­leys, and, ranged by twos in be­tween the branch­ings of these, eight small ones, so that, if the en­clo­sure had been cir­cu­lar, the ge­o­met­ri­cal plan of the al­leys would have re­sem­bled a cross su­per­posed on a wheel. As the al­leys all end­ed in the very ir­reg­u­lar walls of the gar­den, they were of un­equal length. They were bor­dered with cur­rant bush­es. At the bot­tom, an al­ley of tall poplars ran from the ru­ins of the old con­vent, which was at the an­gle of the Rue Droit-Mur to the house of the Lit­tle Con­vent, which was at the an­gle of the Au­marais Lane. In front of the Lit­tle Con­vent was what was called the lit­tle gar­den. To this whole, let the read­er add a court­yard, all sorts of var­ied an­gles formed by the in­te­ri­or build­ings, prison walls, the long black line of roofs which bor­dered the oth­er side of the Rue Polon­ceau for its sole per­spec­tive and neigh­bor­hood, and he will be able to form for him­self a com­plete im­age of what the house of the Bernar­dines of the Pe­tit-Pic­pus was forty years ago. This holy house had been built on the pre­cise site of a fa­mous ten­nis-ground of the four­teenth to the six­teenth cen­tu­ry, which was called the “ten­nis-ground of the eleven thou­sand dev­ils.”

			All these streets, more­over, were more an­cient than Paris. These names, Droit-Mur and Au­marais, are very an­cient; the streets which bear them are very much more an­cient still. Au­marais Lane was called Mau­gout Lane; the Rue Droit-Mur was called the Rue des Églantiers, for God opened flow­ers be­fore man cut stones.

		
	
		
			
				IX

				A Cen­tu­ry Un­der a Guimpe

			
			Since we are en­gaged in giv­ing de­tails as to what the con­vent of the Pe­tit-Pic­pus was in for­mer times, and since we have ven­tured to open a win­dow on that dis­creet re­treat, the read­er will per­mit us one oth­er lit­tle di­gres­sion, ut­ter­ly for­eign to this book, but char­ac­ter­is­tic and use­ful, since it shows that the clois­ter even has its orig­i­nal fig­ures.

			In the Lit­tle Con­vent there was a cen­te­nar­i­an who came from the Abbey of Fontevrault. She had even been in so­ci­ety be­fore the Rev­o­lu­tion. She talked a great deal of M. de Miromes­nil, Keep­er of the Seals un­der Louis XVI and of a Pres­i­dent­ess Du­plat, with whom she had been very in­ti­mate. It was her plea­sure and her van­i­ty to drag in these names on ev­ery pre­text. She told won­ders of the Abbey of Fontevrault—that it was like a city, and that there were streets in the monastery.

			She talked with a Pi­card ac­cent which amused the pupils. Ev­ery year, she solemn­ly re­newed her vows, and at the mo­ment of tak­ing the oath, she said to the priest, “Mon­seigneur Saint-François gave it to Mon­seigneur Saint-Julien, Mon­seigneur Saint-Julien gave it to Mon­seigneur Saint-Eu­se­bius, Mon­seigneur Saint-Eu­se­bius gave it to Mon­seigneur Saint-Pro­copius, etc., etc.; and thus I give it to you, fa­ther.” And the school­girls would be­gin to laugh, not in their sleeves, but un­der their veils; charm­ing lit­tle sti­fled laughs which made the vo­cal moth­ers frown.

			On an­oth­er oc­ca­sion, the cen­te­nar­i­an was telling sto­ries. She said that “in her youth the Bernar­dine monks were ev­ery whit as good as the mous­que­taires.” It was a cen­tu­ry which spoke through her, but it was the eigh­teenth cen­tu­ry. She told about the cus­tom of the four wines, which ex­ist­ed be­fore the Rev­o­lu­tion in Cham­pagne and Bour­gogne. When a great per­son­age, a mar­shal of France, a prince, a duke, and a peer, tra­versed a town in Bur­gundy or Cham­pagne, the city fa­thers came out to ha­rangue him and pre­sent­ed him with four sil­ver gon­do­las in­to which they had poured four dif­fer­ent sorts of wine. On the first gob­let this in­scrip­tion could be read, mon­key wine; on the sec­ond, li­on wine; on the third, sheep wine; on the fourth, hog wine. These four leg­ends ex­press the four stages de­scend­ed by the drunk­ard; the first, in­tox­i­ca­tion, which en­livens; the sec­ond, that which ir­ri­tates; the third, that which dulls; and the fourth, that which bru­tal­izes.

			In a cup­board, un­der lock and key, she kept a mys­te­ri­ous ob­ject of which she thought a great deal. The rule of Fontevrault did not for­bid this. She would not show this ob­ject to any­one. She shut her­self up, which her rule al­lowed her to do, and hid her­self, ev­ery time that she de­sired to con­tem­plate it. If she heard a foot­step in the cor­ri­dor, she closed the cup­board again as hasti­ly as it was pos­si­ble with her aged hands. As soon as it was men­tioned to her, she be­came silent, she who was so fond of talk­ing. The most cu­ri­ous were baf­fled by her si­lence and the most tena­cious by her ob­sti­na­cy. Thus it fur­nished a sub­ject of com­ment for all those who were un­oc­cu­pied or bored in the con­vent. What could that trea­sure of the cen­te­nar­i­an be, which was so pre­cious and so se­cret? Some holy book, no doubt? Some unique chap­let? Some au­then­tic rel­ic? They lost them­selves in con­jec­tures. When the poor old wom­an died, they rushed to her cup­board more hasti­ly than was fit­ting, per­haps, and opened it. They found the ob­ject be­neath a triple linen cloth, like some con­se­crat­ed pat­en. It was a Faen­za plat­ter rep­re­sent­ing lit­tle Loves flit­ting away pur­sued by apothe­cary lads armed with enor­mous sy­ringes. The chase abounds in gri­maces and in com­i­cal pos­tures. One of the charm­ing lit­tle Loves is al­ready fair­ly spit­ted. He is re­sist­ing, flut­ter­ing his tiny wings, and still mak­ing an ef­fort to fly, but the dancer is laugh­ing with a sa­tan­i­cal air. Moral: Love con­quered by the col­ic. This plat­ter, which is very cu­ri­ous, and which had, pos­si­bly, the hon­or of fur­nish­ing Molière with an idea, was still in ex­is­tence in Sep­tem­ber, 1845; it was for sale by a bric-a-brac mer­chant in the Boule­vard Beau­mar­chais.

			This good old wom­an would not re­ceive any vis­its from out­side be­cause, said she, the “par­lor is too gloomy.”

		
	
		
			
				X

				Ori­gin of the Per­pet­u­al Ado­ra­tion

			
			How­ev­er, this al­most sepul­chral par­lor, of which we have sought to con­vey an idea, is a pure­ly lo­cal trait which is not re­pro­duced with the same sever­i­ty in oth­er con­vents. At the con­vent of the Rue du Tem­ple, in par­tic­u­lar, which be­longed, in truth, to an­oth­er or­der, the black shut­ters were re­placed by brown cur­tains, and the par­lor it­self was a sa­lon with a pol­ished wood floor, whose win­dows were draped in white muslin cur­tains and whose walls ad­mit­ted all sorts of frames, a por­trait of a Bene­dic­tine nun with un­veiled face, paint­ed bou­quets, and even the head of a Turk.

			It is in that gar­den of the Tem­ple con­vent, that stood that fa­mous chest­nut-tree which was renowned as the finest and the largest in France, and which bore the rep­u­ta­tion among the good peo­ple of the eigh­teenth cen­tu­ry of be­ing “the fa­ther of all the chest­nut trees of the realm.”

			As we have said, this con­vent of the Tem­ple was oc­cu­pied by Bene­dictines of the Per­pet­u­al Ado­ra­tion, Bene­dictines quite dif­fer­ent from those who de­pend­ed on Cîteaux. This or­der of the Per­pet­u­al Ado­ra­tion is not very an­cient and does not go back more than two hun­dred years. In 1649 the holy sacra­ment was pro­faned on two oc­ca­sions a few days apart, in two church­es in Paris, at Saint-Sulpice and at Saint-Jean en Grève, a rare and fright­ful sac­ri­lege which set the whole town in an up­roar. M. the Pri­or and Vicar-Gen­er­al of Saint-Ger­main des Prés or­dered a solemn pro­ces­sion of all his cler­gy, in which the Pope’s Nun­cio of­fi­ci­at­ed. But this ex­pi­a­tion did not sat­is­fy two saint­ed wom­en, Madame Courtin, Mar­quise de Boucs, and the Comtesse de Château­vieux. This out­rage com­mit­ted on “the most holy sacra­ment of the al­tar,” though but tem­po­rary, would not de­part from these holy souls, and it seemed to them that it could on­ly be ex­ten­u­at­ed by a “Per­pet­u­al Ado­ra­tion” in some fe­male monastery. Both of them, one in 1652, the oth­er in 1653, made do­na­tions of no­table sums to Moth­er Cather­ine de Bar, called of the Holy Sacra­ment, a Bene­dic­tine nun, for the pur­pose of found­ing, to this pi­ous end, a monastery of the or­der of Saint-Benoît; the first per­mis­sion for this foun­da­tion was giv­en to Moth­er Cather­ine de Bar by M. de Metz, Ab­bé of Saint-Ger­main, “on con­di­tion that no wom­an could be re­ceived un­less she con­trib­uted three hun­dred livres in­come, which amounts to six thou­sand livres, to the prin­ci­pal.” Af­ter the Ab­bé of Saint-Ger­main, the king ac­cord­ed let­ters-patent; and all the rest, ab­ba­tial char­ter, and roy­al let­ters, was con­firmed in 1654 by the Cham­ber of Ac­counts and the Par­lia­ment.

			Such is the ori­gin of the le­gal con­se­cra­tion of the es­tab­lish­ment of the Bene­dictines of the Per­pet­u­al Ado­ra­tion of the Holy Sacra­ment at Paris. Their first con­vent was “a new build­ing” in the Rue Cas­sette, out of the con­tri­bu­tions of Mes­dames de Boucs and de Château­vieux.

			This or­der, as it will be seen, was not to be con­found­ed with the Bene­dic­tine nuns of Cîteaux. It mount­ed back to the Ab­bé of Saint-Ger­main des Prés, in the same man­ner that the ladies of the Sa­cred Heart go back to the gen­er­al of the Je­suits, and the sis­ters of char­i­ty to the gen­er­al of the Lazarists.

			It was al­so to­tal­ly dif­fer­ent from the Bernar­dines of the Pe­tit-Pic­pus, whose in­te­ri­or we have just shown. In 1657, Pope Alexan­der VII had au­tho­rized, by a spe­cial brief, the Bernar­dines of the Rue Pe­tit-Pic­pus, to prac­tise the Per­pet­u­al Ado­ra­tion like the Bene­dic­tine nuns of the Holy Sacra­ment. But the two or­ders re­mained dis­tinct none­the­less.

		
	
		
			
				XI

				End of the Pe­tit-Pic­pus

			
			At the be­gin­ning of the Restora­tion, the con­vent of the Pe­tit-Pic­pus was in its de­cay; this forms a part of the gen­er­al death of the or­der, which, af­ter the eigh­teenth cen­tu­ry, has been dis­ap­pear­ing like all the re­li­gious or­ders. Con­tem­pla­tion is, like prayer, one of hu­man­i­ty’s needs; but, like ev­ery­thing which the Rev­o­lu­tion touched, it will be trans­formed, and from be­ing hos­tile to so­cial progress, it will be­come fa­vor­able to it.

			The house of the Pe­tit-Pic­pus was be­com­ing rapid­ly de­pop­u­lat­ed. In 1840, the Lit­tle Con­vent had dis­ap­peared, the school had dis­ap­peared. There were no longer any old wom­en, nor young girls; the first were dead, the lat­ter had tak­en their de­par­ture. Volaverunt.

			The rule of the Per­pet­u­al Ado­ra­tion is so rigid in its na­ture that it alarms, vo­ca­tions re­coil be­fore it, the or­der re­ceives no re­cruits. In 1845, it still ob­tained lay-sis­ters here and there. But of pro­fessed nuns, none at all. Forty years ago, the nuns num­bered near­ly a hun­dred; fif­teen years ago there were not more than twen­ty-eight of them. How many are there to­day? In 1847, the pri­oress was young, a sign that the cir­cle of choice was re­strict­ed. She was not forty years old. In pro­por­tion as the num­ber di­min­ish­es, the fa­tigue in­creas­es, the ser­vice of each be­comes more painful; the mo­ment could then be seen draw­ing near when there would be but a dozen bent and aching shoul­ders to bear the heavy rule of Saint-Benoît. The bur­den is im­pla­ca­ble, and re­mains the same for the few as for the many. It weighs down, it crush­es. Thus they die. At the pe­ri­od when the au­thor of this book still lived in Paris, two died. One was twen­ty-five years old, the oth­er twen­ty-three. This lat­ter can say, like Ju­lia Alpin­u­la: “Hic jaceo. Vixi an­nos vig­in­ti et tres.” It is in con­se­quence of this de­cay that the con­vent gave up the ed­u­ca­tion of girls.

			We have not felt able to pass be­fore this ex­tra­or­di­nary house with­out en­ter­ing it, and with­out in­tro­duc­ing the minds which ac­com­pa­ny us, and which are lis­ten­ing to our tale, to the prof­it of some, per­chance, of the melan­choly his­to­ry of Jean Val­jean. We have pen­e­trat­ed in­to this com­mu­ni­ty, full of those old prac­tices which seem so nov­el to­day. It is the closed gar­den, hor­tus con­clusus. We have spo­ken of this sin­gu­lar place in de­tail, but with re­spect, in so far, at least, as de­tail and re­spect are com­pat­i­ble. We do not un­der­stand all, but we in­sult noth­ing. We are equal­ly far re­moved from the hosan­na of Joseph de Maistre, who wound up by anoint­ing the ex­e­cu­tion­er, and from the sneer of Voltaire, who even goes so far as to ridicule the cross.

			An il­log­i­cal act on Voltaire’s part, we may re­mark, by the way; for Voltaire would have de­fend­ed Je­sus as he de­fend­ed Calas; and even for those who de­ny su­per­hu­man in­car­na­tions, what does the cru­ci­fix rep­re­sent? The as­sas­si­nat­ed sage.

			In this nine­teenth cen­tu­ry, the re­li­gious idea is un­der­go­ing a cri­sis. Peo­ple are un­learn­ing cer­tain things, and they do well, pro­vid­ed that, while un­learn­ing them they learn this: there is no vac­u­um in the hu­man heart. Cer­tain de­mo­li­tions take place, and it is well that they do, but on con­di­tion that they are fol­lowed by re­con­struc­tions.

			In the mean­time, let us study things which are no more. It is nec­es­sary to know them, if on­ly for the pur­pose of avoid­ing them. The coun­ter­feits of the past as­sume false names, and glad­ly call them­selves the fu­ture. This spec­tre, this past, is giv­en to fal­si­fy­ing its own pass­port. Let us in­form our­selves of the trap. Let us be on our guard. The past has a vis­age, su­per­sti­tion, and a mask, hypocrisy. Let us de­nounce the vis­age and let us tear off the mask.

			As for con­vents, they present a com­plex prob­lem—a ques­tion of civ­i­liza­tion, which con­demns them; a ques­tion of lib­er­ty, which pro­tects them.
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				Paren­the­sis

			
		
	
		
			
				I

				The Con­vent as an Ab­stract Idea

			
			This book is a dra­ma, whose lead­ing per­son­age is the In­fi­nite.

			Man is the sec­ond.

			Such be­ing the case, and a con­vent hav­ing hap­pened to be on our road, it has been our du­ty to en­ter it. Why? Be­cause the con­vent, which is com­mon to the Ori­ent as well as to the Oc­ci­dent, to an­tiq­ui­ty as well as to mod­ern times, to pa­gan­ism, to Bud­dhism, to Muham­madanism, as well as to Chris­tian­i­ty, is one of the op­ti­cal ap­pa­ra­tus­es ap­plied by man to the In­fi­nite.

			This is not the place for en­larg­ing dis­pro­por­tion­ate­ly on cer­tain ideas; nev­er­the­less, while ab­so­lute­ly main­tain­ing our re­serves, our re­stric­tions, and even our in­dig­na­tions, we must say that ev­ery time we en­counter man in the In­fi­nite, ei­ther well or ill un­der­stood, we feel our­selves over­pow­ered with re­spect. There is, in the syn­a­gogue, in the mosque, in the pago­da, in the wig­wam, a hideous side which we ex­e­crate, and a sub­lime side, which we adore. What a con­tem­pla­tion for the mind, and what end­less food for thought, is the re­ver­ber­a­tion of God up­on the hu­man wall!

		
	
		
			
				II

				The Con­vent as an His­tor­i­cal Fact

			
			From the point of view of his­to­ry, of rea­son, and of truth, monas­ti­cism is con­demned. Monas­ter­ies, when they abound in a na­tion, are clogs in its cir­cu­la­tion, cum­brous es­tab­lish­ments, cen­tres of idle­ness where cen­tres of la­bor should ex­ist. Monas­tic com­mu­ni­ties are to the great so­cial com­mu­ni­ty what the mistle­toe is to the oak, what the wart is to the hu­man body. Their pros­per­i­ty and their fat­ness mean the im­pov­er­ish­ment of the coun­try. The monas­tic regime, good at the be­gin­ning of civ­i­liza­tion, use­ful in the re­duc­tion of the bru­tal by the spir­i­tu­al, is bad when peo­ples have reached their man­hood. More­over, when it be­comes re­laxed, and when it en­ters in­to its pe­ri­od of dis­or­der, it be­comes bad for the very rea­sons which ren­dered it salu­tary in its pe­ri­od of pu­ri­ty, be­cause it still con­tin­ues to set the ex­am­ple.

			Claus­tra­tion has had its day. Clois­ters, use­ful in the ear­ly ed­u­ca­tion of mod­ern civ­i­liza­tion, have em­bar­rassed its growth, and are in­ju­ri­ous to its de­vel­op­ment. So far as in­sti­tu­tion and for­ma­tion with re­la­tion to man are con­cerned, monas­ter­ies, which were good in the tenth cen­tu­ry, ques­tion­able in the fif­teenth, are de­testable in the nine­teenth. The lep­rosy of monas­ti­cism has gnawed near­ly to a skele­ton two won­der­ful na­tions, Italy and Spain; the one the light, the oth­er the splen­dor of Eu­rope for cen­turies; and, at the present day, these two il­lus­tri­ous peo­ples are but just be­gin­ning to con­va­lesce, thanks to the healthy and vig­or­ous hy­giene of 1789 alone.

			The con­vent—the an­cient fe­male con­vent in par­tic­u­lar, such as it still presents it­self on the thresh­old of this cen­tu­ry, in Italy, in Aus­tria, in Spain—is one of the most som­bre con­cre­tions of the Mid­dle Ages. The clois­ter, that clois­ter, is the point of in­ter­sec­tion of hor­rors. The Catholic clois­ter, prop­er­ly speak­ing, is whol­ly filled with the black ra­di­ance of death.

			The Span­ish con­vent is the most fu­ne­re­al of all. There rise, in ob­scu­ri­ty, be­neath vaults filled with gloom, be­neath domes vague with shad­ow, mas­sive al­tars of Ba­bel, as high as cathe­drals; there im­mense white cru­ci­fix­es hang from chains in the dark; there are ex­tend­ed, all nude on the ebony, great Christs of ivory; more than bleed­ing—bloody; hideous and mag­nif­i­cent, with their el­bows dis­play­ing the bones, their kneep­ans show­ing their in­tegu­ments, their wounds show­ing their flesh, crowned with sil­ver thorns, nailed with nails of gold, with blood drops of ru­bies on their brows, and di­a­mond tears in their eyes. The di­a­monds and ru­bies seem wet, and make veiled be­ings in the shad­ow be­low weep, their sides bruised with the hair shirt and their iron-tipped scourges, their breasts crushed with wick­er hur­dles, their knees ex­co­ri­at­ed with prayer; wom­en who think them­selves wives, spec­tres who think them­selves seraphim. Do these wom­en think? No. Have they any will? No. Do they love? No. Do they live? No. Their nerves have turned to bone; their bones have turned to stone. Their veil is of wo­ven night. Their breath un­der their veil re­sem­bles the in­de­scrib­ably trag­ic res­pi­ra­tion of death. The abbess, a spec­tre, sanc­ti­fies them and ter­ri­fies them. The im­mac­u­late one is there, and very fierce. Such are the an­cient monas­ter­ies of Spain. Liars of ter­ri­ble de­vo­tion, cav­erns of vir­gins, fe­ro­cious places.

			Catholic Spain is more Ro­man than Rome her­self. The Span­ish con­vent was, above all oth­ers, the Catholic con­vent. There was a fla­vor of the Ori­ent about it. The arch­bish­op, the kislar-aga of heav­en, locked up and kept watch over this seraglio of souls re­served for God. The nun was the odal­isque, the priest was the eu­nuch. The fer­vent were cho­sen in dreams and pos­sessed Christ. At night, the beau­ti­ful, nude young man de­scend­ed from the cross and be­came the ec­sta­sy of the clois­tered one. Lofty walls guard­ed the mys­tic sul­tana, who had the cru­ci­fied for her sul­tan, from all liv­ing dis­trac­tion. A glance on the out­er world was in­fi­deli­ty. The in pace re­placed the leather sack. That which was cast in­to the sea in the East was thrown in­to the ground in the West. In both quar­ters, wom­en wrung their hands; the waves for the first, the grave for the last; here the drowned, there the buried. Mon­strous par­al­lel.

			To­day the up­hold­ers of the past, un­able to de­ny these things, have adopt­ed the ex­pe­di­ent of smil­ing at them. There has come in­to fash­ion a strange and easy man­ner of sup­press­ing the rev­e­la­tions of his­to­ry, of in­val­i­dat­ing the com­men­taries of phi­los­o­phy, of elid­ing all em­bar­rass­ing facts and all gloomy ques­tions. “A mat­ter for decla­ma­tions,” say the clever. Decla­ma­tions, re­peat the fool­ish. Jean-Jacques a de­claimer; Diderot a de­claimer; Voltaire on Calas, Labarre, and Sir­ven, de­claimers. I know not who has re­cent­ly dis­cov­ered that Tac­i­tus was a de­claimer, that Nero was a vic­tim, and that pity is de­cid­ed­ly due to “that poor Holofernes.”

			Facts, how­ev­er, are awk­ward things to dis­con­cert, and they are ob­sti­nate. The au­thor of this book has seen, with his own eyes, eight leagues dis­tant from Brus­sels—there are relics of the Mid­dle Ages there which are at­tain­able for ev­ery­body—at the Abbey of Villers, the hole of the ou­bli­ettes, in the mid­dle of the field which was for­mer­ly the court­yard of the clois­ter, and on the banks of the Thil, four stone dun­geons, half un­der ground, half un­der the wa­ter. They were in pace. Each of these dun­geons has the re­mains of an iron door, a vault, and a grat­ed open­ing which, on the out­side, is two feet above the lev­el of the riv­er, and on the in­side, six feet above the lev­el of the ground. Four feet of riv­er flow past along the out­side wall. The ground is al­ways soaked. The oc­cu­pant of the in pace had this wet soil for his bed. In one of these dun­geons, there is a frag­ment of an iron neck­let riv­et­ed to the wall; in an­oth­er, there can be seen a square box made of four slabs of gran­ite, too short for a per­son to lie down in, too low for him to stand up­right in. A hu­man be­ing was put in­side, with a cov­er­lid of stone on top. This ex­ists. It can be seen. It can be touched. These in pace, these dun­geons, these iron hinges, these neck­lets, that lofty peep­hole on a lev­el with the riv­er’s cur­rent, that box of stone closed with a lid of gran­ite like a tomb, with this dif­fer­ence, that the dead man here was a liv­ing be­ing, that soil which is but mud, that vault hole, those ooz­ing walls—what de­claimers!

		
	
		
			
				III

				On What Con­di­tions One Can Re­spect the Past

			
			Monas­ti­cism, such as it ex­ist­ed in Spain, and such as it still ex­ists in Ti­bet, is a sort of ph­thi­sis for civ­i­liza­tion. It stops life short. It sim­ply de­pop­u­lates. Claus­tra­tion, cas­tra­tion. It has been the scourge of Eu­rope. Add to this the vi­o­lence so of­ten done to the con­science, the forced vo­ca­tions, feu­dal­ism bol­stered up by the clois­ter, the right of the first­born pour­ing the ex­cess of the fam­i­ly in­to monas­ti­cism, the fe­roc­i­ties of which we have just spo­ken, the in pace, the closed mouths, the walled-up brains, so many un­for­tu­nate minds placed in the dun­geon of eter­nal vows, the tak­ing of the habit, the in­ter­ment of liv­ing souls. Add in­di­vid­u­al tor­tures to na­tion­al degra­da­tions, and, who­ev­er you may be, you will shud­der be­fore the frock and the veil—those two wind­ing-sheets of hu­man de­vis­ing. Nev­er­the­less, at cer­tain points and in cer­tain places, in spite of phi­los­o­phy, in spite of progress, the spir­it of the clois­ter per­sists in the midst of the nine­teenth cen­tu­ry, and a sin­gu­lar as­cetic re­crude­s­cence is, at this mo­ment, as­ton­ish­ing the civ­i­lized world. The ob­sti­na­cy of an­ti­quat­ed in­sti­tu­tions in per­pet­u­at­ing them­selves re­sem­bles the stub­born­ness of the ran­cid per­fume which should claim our hair, the pre­ten­sions of the spoiled fish which should per­sist in be­ing eat­en, the per­se­cu­tion of the child’s gar­ment which should in­sist on cloth­ing the man, the ten­der­ness of corpses which should re­turn to em­brace the liv­ing.

			“In­grates!” says the gar­ment, “I pro­tect­ed you in in­clement weath­er. Why will you have noth­ing to do with me?” “I have just come from the deep sea,” says the fish. “I have been a rose,” says the per­fume. “I have loved you,” says the corpse. “I have civ­i­lized you,” says the con­vent.

			To this there is but one re­ply: “In for­mer days.”

			To dream of the in­def­i­nite pro­lon­ga­tion of de­funct things, and of the gov­ern­ment of men by em­balm­ing, to re­store dog­mas in a bad con­di­tion, to regild shrines, to patch up clois­ters, to re­b­less reli­quar­ies, to re­fur­nish su­per­sti­tions, to re­vict­ual fa­nati­cisms, to put new han­dles on holy wa­ter brush­es and mil­i­tarism, to re­con­sti­tute monas­ti­cism and mil­i­tarism, to be­lieve in the sal­va­tion of so­ci­ety by the mul­ti­pli­ca­tion of par­a­sites, to force the past on the present—this seems strange. Still, there are the­o­rists who hold such the­o­ries. These the­o­rists, who are in oth­er re­spects peo­ple of in­tel­li­gence, have a very sim­ple process; they ap­ply to the past a glaz­ing which they call so­cial or­der, di­vine right, moral­i­ty, fam­i­ly, the re­spect of el­ders, an­tique au­thor­i­ty, sa­cred tra­di­tion, le­git­i­ma­cy, re­li­gion; and they go about shout­ing, “Look! take this, hon­est peo­ple.” This log­ic was known to the an­cients. The sooth­say­ers prac­tise it. They rubbed a black heifer over with chalk, and said, “She is white, Bos cre­ta­tus.”

			As for us, we re­spect the past here and there, and we spare it, above all, pro­vid­ed that it con­sents to be dead. If it in­sists on be­ing alive, we at­tack it, and we try to kill it.

			Su­per­sti­tions, big­otries, af­fect­ed de­vo­tion, prej­u­dices, those forms, all forms as they are, are tena­cious of life; they have teeth and nails in their smoke, and they must be clasped close, body to body, and war must be made on them, and that with­out truce; for it is one of the fa­tal­i­ties of hu­man­i­ty to be con­demned to eter­nal com­bat with phan­toms. It is dif­fi­cult to seize dark­ness by the throat, and to hurl it to the earth.

			A con­vent in France, in the broad day­light of the nine­teenth cen­tu­ry, is a col­lege of owls fac­ing the light. A clois­ter, caught in the very act of as­ceti­cism, in the very heart of the city of ’89 and of 1830 and of 1848, Rome blos­som­ing out in Paris, is an anachro­nism. In or­di­nary times, in or­der to dis­solve an anachro­nism and to cause it to van­ish, one has on­ly to make it spell out the date. But we are not in or­di­nary times.

			Let us fight.

			Let us fight, but let us make a dis­tinc­tion. The pe­cu­liar prop­er­ty of truth is nev­er to com­mit ex­cess­es. What need has it of ex­ag­ger­a­tion? There is that which it is nec­es­sary to de­stroy, and there is that which it is sim­ply nec­es­sary to elu­ci­date and ex­am­ine. What a force is kind­ly and se­ri­ous ex­am­i­na­tion! Let us not ap­ply a flame where on­ly a light is re­quired.

			So, giv­en the nine­teenth cen­tu­ry, we are op­posed, as a gen­er­al propo­si­tion, and among all peo­ples, in Asia as well as in Eu­rope, in In­dia as well as in Tur­key, to as­cetic claus­tra­tion. Who­ev­er says clois­ter, says marsh. Their pu­tres­cence is ev­i­dent, their stag­na­tion is un­healthy, their fer­men­ta­tion in­fects peo­ple with fever, and eti­o­lates them; their mul­ti­pli­ca­tion be­comes a plague of Egypt. We can­not think with­out af­fright of those lands where fakirs, bonzes, san­tons, Greek monks, marabouts, ta­lapoins, and dervish­es mul­ti­ply even like swarms of ver­min.

			This said, the re­li­gious ques­tion re­mains. This ques­tion has cer­tain mys­te­ri­ous, al­most for­mi­da­ble sides; may we be per­mit­ted to look at it fixed­ly.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				The Con­vent from the Point of View of Prin­ci­ples

			
			Men unite them­selves and dwell in com­mu­ni­ties. By virtue of what right? By virtue of the right of as­so­ci­a­tion.

			They shut them­selves up at home. By virtue of what right? By virtue of the right which ev­ery man has to open or shut his door.

			They do not come forth. By virtue of what right? By virtue of the right to go and come, which im­plies the right to re­main at home.

			There, at home, what do they do?

			They speak in low tones; they drop their eyes; they toil. They re­nounce the world, towns, sen­su­al­i­ties, plea­sures, van­i­ties, pride, in­ter­ests. They are clothed in coarse woollen or coarse linen. Not one of them pos­sess­es in his own right any­thing what­ev­er. On en­ter­ing there, each one who was rich makes him­self poor. What he has, he gives to all. He who was what is called no­ble, a gen­tle­man and a lord, is the equal of him who was a peas­ant. The cell is iden­ti­cal for all. All un­der­go the same ton­sure, wear the same frock, eat the same black bread, sleep on the same straw, die on the same ash­es. The same sack on their backs, the same rope around their loins. If the de­ci­sion has been to go bare­foot, all go bare­foot. There may be a prince among them; that prince is the same shad­ow as the rest. No ti­tles. Even fam­i­ly names have dis­ap­peared. They bear on­ly first names. All are bowed be­neath the equal­i­ty of bap­tismal names. They have dis­solved the car­nal fam­i­ly, and con­sti­tut­ed in their com­mu­ni­ty a spir­i­tu­al fam­i­ly. They have no oth­er rel­a­tives than all men. They suc­cor the poor, they care for the sick. They elect those whom they obey. They call each oth­er “my broth­er.”

			You stop me and ex­claim, “But that is the ide­al con­vent!”

			It is suf­fi­cient that it may be the pos­si­ble con­vent, that I should take no­tice of it.

			Thence it re­sults that, in the pre­ced­ing book, I have spo­ken of a con­vent with re­spect­ful ac­cents. The Mid­dle Ages cast aside, Asia cast aside, the his­tor­i­cal and po­lit­i­cal ques­tion held in re­serve, from the pure­ly philo­soph­i­cal point of view, out­side the re­quire­ments of mil­i­tant pol­i­cy, on con­di­tion that the monastery shall be ab­so­lute­ly a vol­un­tary mat­ter and shall con­tain on­ly con­sent­ing par­ties, I shall al­ways con­sid­er a clois­tered com­mu­ni­ty with a cer­tain at­ten­tive, and, in some re­spects, a def­er­en­tial grav­i­ty.

			Wher­ev­er there is a com­mu­ni­ty, there is a com­mune; where there is a com­mune, there is right. The monastery is the prod­uct of the for­mu­la: Equal­i­ty, Fra­ter­ni­ty. Oh! how grand is lib­er­ty! And what a splen­did trans­fig­u­ra­tion! Lib­er­ty suf­fices to trans­form the monastery in­to a re­pub­lic.

			Let us con­tin­ue.

			But these men, or these wom­en who are be­hind these four walls. They dress them­selves in coarse woollen, they are equals, they call each oth­er broth­ers, that is well; but they do some­thing else?

			Yes.

			What?

			They gaze on the dark­ness, they kneel, and they clasp their hands.

			What does this sig­ni­fy?

		
	
		
			
				V

				Prayer

			
			They pray.

			To whom?

			To God.

			To pray to God—what is the mean­ing of these words?

			Is there an in­fi­nite be­yond us? Is that in­fi­nite there, in­her­ent, per­ma­nent; nec­es­sar­i­ly sub­stan­tial, since it is in­fi­nite; and be­cause, if it lacked mat­ter it would be bound­ed; nec­es­sar­i­ly in­tel­li­gent, since it is in­fi­nite, and be­cause, if it lacked in­tel­li­gence, it would end there? Does this in­fi­nite awak­en in us the idea of essence, while we can at­tribute to our­selves on­ly the idea of ex­is­tence? In oth­er terms, is it not the ab­so­lute, of which we are on­ly the rel­a­tive?

			At the same time that there is an in­fi­nite with­out us, is there not an in­fi­nite with­in us? Are not these two in­finites (what an alarm­ing plu­ral!) su­per­posed, the one up­on the oth­er? Is not this sec­ond in­fi­nite, so to speak, sub­ja­cent to the first? Is it not the lat­ter’s mir­ror, re­flec­tion, echo, an abyss which is con­cen­tric with an­oth­er abyss? Is this sec­ond in­fin­i­ty in­tel­li­gent al­so? Does it think? Does it love? Does it will? If these two in­fini­ties are in­tel­li­gent, each of them has a will prin­ci­ple, and there is an I in the up­per in­fin­i­ty as there is an I in the low­er in­fin­i­ty. The I be­low is the soul; the I on high is God.

			To place the in­fin­i­ty here be­low in con­tact, by the medi­um of thought, with the in­fin­i­ty on high, is called pray­ing.

			Let us take noth­ing from the hu­man mind; to sup­press is bad. We must re­form and trans­form. Cer­tain fac­ul­ties in man are di­rect­ed to­wards the Un­known; thought, rever­ie, prayer. The Un­known is an ocean. What is con­science? It is the com­pass of the Un­known. Thought, rever­ie, prayer—these are great and mys­te­ri­ous ra­di­a­tions. Let us re­spect them. Whith­er go these ma­jes­tic ir­ra­di­a­tions of the soul? In­to the shad­ow; that is to say, to the light.

			The grandeur of democ­ra­cy is to dis­own noth­ing and to de­ny noth­ing of hu­man­i­ty. Close to the right of the man, be­side it, at the least, there ex­ists the right of the soul.

			To crush fa­nati­cism and to ven­er­ate the in­fi­nite, such is the law. Let us not con­fine our­selves to pros­trat­ing our­selves be­fore the tree of cre­ation, and to the con­tem­pla­tion of its branch­es full of stars. We have a du­ty to la­bor over the hu­man soul, to de­fend the mys­tery against the mir­a­cle, to adore the in­com­pre­hen­si­ble and re­ject the ab­surd, to ad­mit, as an in­ex­pli­ca­ble fact, on­ly what is nec­es­sary, to pu­ri­fy be­lief, to re­move su­per­sti­tions from above re­li­gion; to clear God of cater­pil­lars.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				The Ab­so­lute Good­ness of Prayer

			
			With re­gard to the modes of prayer, all are good, pro­vid­ed that they are sin­cere. Turn your book up­side down and be in the in­fi­nite.

			There is, as we know, a phi­los­o­phy which de­nies the in­fi­nite. There is al­so a phi­los­o­phy, patho­log­i­cal­ly clas­si­fied, which de­nies the sun; this phi­los­o­phy is called blind­ness.

			To erect a sense which we lack in­to a source of truth, is a fine blind man’s self-suf­fi­cien­cy.

			The cu­ri­ous thing is the haughty, su­pe­ri­or, and com­pas­sion­ate airs which this grop­ing phi­los­o­phy as­sumes to­wards the phi­los­o­phy which be­holds God. One fan­cies he hears a mole cry­ing, “I pity them with their sun!”

			There are, as we know, pow­er­ful and il­lus­tri­ous athe­ists. At bot­tom, led back to the truth by their very force, they are not ab­so­lute­ly sure that they are athe­ists; it is with them on­ly a ques­tion of def­i­ni­tion, and in any case, if they do not be­lieve in God, be­ing great minds, they prove God.

			We salute them as philoso­phers, while in­ex­orably de­nounc­ing their phi­los­o­phy.

			Let us go on.

			The re­mark­able thing about it is, al­so, their fa­cil­i­ty in pay­ing them­selves off with words. A meta­phys­i­cal school of the North, im­preg­nat­ed to some ex­tent with fog, has fan­cied that it has worked a rev­o­lu­tion in hu­man un­der­stand­ing by re­plac­ing the word Force with the word Will.

			To say: “the plant wills,” in­stead of: “the plant grows”: this would be fe­cund in re­sults, in­deed, if we were to add: “the uni­verse wills.” Why? Be­cause it would come to this: the plant wills, there­fore it has an I; the uni­verse wills, there­fore it has a God.

			As for us, who, how­ev­er, in con­tradis­tinc­tion to this school, re­ject noth­ing a pri­ori, a will in the plant, ac­cept­ed by this school, ap­pears to us more dif­fi­cult to ad­mit than a will in the uni­verse de­nied by it.

			To de­ny the will of the in­fi­nite, that is to say, God, is im­pos­si­ble on any oth­er con­di­tions than a de­nial of the in­fi­nite. We have demon­strat­ed this.

			The nega­tion of the in­fi­nite leads straight to ni­hilism. Ev­ery­thing be­comes “a men­tal con­cep­tion.”

			With ni­hilism, no dis­cus­sion is pos­si­ble; for the ni­hilist log­ic doubts the ex­is­tence of its in­ter­locu­tor, and is not quite sure that it ex­ists it­self.

			From its point of view, it is pos­si­ble that it may be for it­self, on­ly “a men­tal con­cep­tion.”

			On­ly, it does not per­ceive that all which it has de­nied it ad­mits in the lump, sim­ply by the ut­ter­ance of the word, mind.

			In short, no way is open to the thought by a phi­los­o­phy which makes all end in the mono­syl­la­ble, No.

			To No there is on­ly one re­ply, Yes.

			Ni­hilism has no point.

			There is no such thing as noth­ing­ness. Ze­ro does not ex­ist. Ev­ery­thing is some­thing. Noth­ing is noth­ing.

			Man lives by af­fir­ma­tion even more than by bread.

			Even to see and to show does not suf­fice. Phi­los­o­phy should be an en­er­gy; it should have for ef­fort and ef­fect to ame­lio­rate the con­di­tion of man. Socrates should en­ter in­to Adam and pro­duce Mar­cus Au­re­lius; in oth­er words, the man of wis­dom should be made to emerge from the man of fe­lic­i­ty. Eden should be changed in­to a Lyceum. Sci­ence should be a cor­dial. To en­joy—what a sad aim, and what a pal­try am­bi­tion! The brute en­joys. To of­fer thought to the thirst of men, to give them all as an elixir the no­tion of God, to make con­science and sci­ence frat­er­nize in them, to ren­der them just by this mys­te­ri­ous con­fronta­tion; such is the func­tion of re­al phi­los­o­phy. Moral­i­ty is a blos­som­ing out of truths. Con­tem­pla­tion leads to ac­tion. The ab­so­lute should be prac­ti­ca­ble. It is nec­es­sary that the ide­al should be breath­able, drink­able, and eat­able to the hu­man mind. It is the ide­al which has the right to say: “Take, this is my body, this is my blood.” Wis­dom is holy com­mu­nion. It is on this con­di­tion that it ceas­es to be a ster­ile love of sci­ence and be­comes the one and sov­er­eign mode of hu­man ral­ly­ing, and that phi­los­o­phy her­self is pro­mot­ed to re­li­gion.

			Phi­los­o­phy should not be a cor­bel erect­ed on mys­tery to gaze up­on it at its ease, with­out any oth­er re­sult than that of be­ing con­ve­nient to cu­rios­i­ty.

			For our part, ad­journ­ing the de­vel­op­ment of our thought to an­oth­er oc­ca­sion, we will con­fine our­selves to say­ing that we nei­ther un­der­stand man as a point of de­par­ture nor progress as an end, with­out those two forces which are their two mo­tors: faith and love.

			Progress is the goal, the ide­al is the type.

			What is this ide­al? It is God.

			Ide­al, ab­so­lute, per­fec­tion, in­fin­i­ty: iden­ti­cal words.

		
	
		
			
				VII

				Pre­cau­tions to Be Ob­served in Blame

			
			His­to­ry and phi­los­o­phy have eter­nal du­ties, which are, at the same time, sim­ple du­ties; to com­bat Caiphas the High-priest, Dra­co the Law­giv­er, Tri­mal­cion the Leg­is­la­tor, Tiberius the Em­per­or; this is clear, di­rect, and limpid, and of­fers no ob­scu­ri­ty.

			But the right to live apart, even with its in­con­ve­niences and its abus­es, in­sists on be­ing stat­ed and tak­en in­to ac­count. Ceno­bitism is a hu­man prob­lem.

			When one speaks of con­vents, those abodes of er­ror, but of in­no­cence, of aber­ra­tion but of good­will, of ig­no­rance but of de­vo­tion, of tor­ture but of mar­tyr­dom, it al­ways be­comes nec­es­sary to say ei­ther yes or no.

			A con­vent is a con­tra­dic­tion. Its ob­ject, sal­va­tion; its means there­to, sac­ri­fice. The con­vent is supreme ego­ism hav­ing for its re­sult supreme ab­ne­ga­tion.

			To ab­di­cate with the ob­ject of reign­ing seems to be the de­vice of monas­ti­cism.

			In the clois­ter, one suf­fers in or­der to en­joy. One draws a bill of ex­change on death. One dis­counts in ter­res­tri­al gloom ce­les­tial light. In the clois­ter, hell is ac­cept­ed in ad­vance as a post obit on par­adise.

			The tak­ing of the veil or the frock is a sui­cide paid for with eter­ni­ty.

			It does not seem to us, that on such a sub­ject mock­ery is per­mis­si­ble. All about it is se­ri­ous, the good as well as the bad.

			The just man frowns, but nev­er smiles with a ma­li­cious sneer. We un­der­stand wrath, but not mal­ice.

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				Faith, Law

			
			A few words more.

			We blame the church when she is sat­u­rat­ed with in­trigues, we de­spise the spir­i­tu­al which is harsh to­ward the tem­po­ral; but we ev­ery­where hon­or the thought­ful man.

			We salute the man who kneels.

			A faith; this is a ne­ces­si­ty for man. Woe to him who be­lieves noth­ing.

			One is not un­oc­cu­pied be­cause one is ab­sorbed. There is vis­i­ble la­bor and in­vis­i­ble la­bor.

			To con­tem­plate is to la­bor, to think is to act.

			Fold­ed arms toil, clasped hands work. A gaze fixed on heav­en is a work.

			Thales re­mained mo­tion­less for four years. He found­ed phi­los­o­phy.

			In our opin­ion, ceno­bites are not lazy men, and reclus­es are not idlers.

			To med­i­tate on the Shad­ow is a se­ri­ous thing.

			With­out in­val­i­dat­ing any­thing that we have just said, we be­lieve that a per­pet­u­al mem­o­ry of the tomb is prop­er for the liv­ing. On this point, the priest and the philoso­pher agree. “We must die.” The Ab­bé de la Trappe replies to Ho­race.

			To min­gle with one’s life a cer­tain pres­ence of the sepul­chre—this is the law of the sage; and it is the law of the as­cetic. In this re­spect, the as­cetic and the sage con­verge. There is a ma­te­ri­al growth; we ad­mit it. There is a moral grandeur; we hold to that. Thought­less and vi­va­cious spir­its say:—

			“What is the good of those mo­tion­less fig­ures on the side of mys­tery? What pur­pose do they serve? What do they do?”

			Alas! In the pres­ence of the dark­ness which en­vi­rons us, and which awaits us, in our ig­no­rance of what the im­mense dis­per­sion will make of us, we re­ply: “There is prob­a­bly no work more di­vine than that per­formed by these souls.” And we add: “There is prob­a­bly no work which is more use­ful.”

			There cer­tain­ly must be some who pray con­stant­ly for those who nev­er pray at all.

			In our opin­ion the whole ques­tion lies in the amount of thought that is min­gled with prayer.

			Leib­nitz pray­ing is grand, Voltaire ador­ing is fine. Deo erex­it Voltaire.

			We are for re­li­gion as against re­li­gions.

			We are of the num­ber who be­lieve in the wretched­ness of orisons, and the sub­lim­i­ty of prayer.

			More­over, at this minute which we are now travers­ing—a minute which will not, for­tu­nate­ly, leave its im­press on the nine­teenth cen­tu­ry—at this hour, when so many men have low brows and souls but lit­tle el­e­vat­ed, among so many mor­tals whose moral­i­ty con­sists in en­joy­ment, and who are bus­ied with the brief and mis­shapen things of mat­ter, who­ev­er ex­iles him­self seems wor­thy of ven­er­a­tion to us.

			The monastery is a re­nun­ci­a­tion. Sac­ri­fice wrong­ly di­rect­ed is still sac­ri­fice. To mis­take a grave er­ror for a du­ty has a grandeur of its own.

			Tak­en by it­self, and ide­al­ly, and in or­der to ex­am­ine the truth on all sides un­til all as­pects have been im­par­tial­ly ex­haust­ed, the monastery, the fe­male con­vent in par­tic­u­lar—for in our cen­tu­ry it is wom­an who suf­fers the most, and in this ex­ile of the clois­ter there is some­thing of protes­ta­tion—the fe­male con­vent has in­con­testably a cer­tain majesty.

			This clois­tered ex­is­tence which is so aus­tere, so de­press­ing, a few of whose fea­tures we have just traced, is not life, for it is not lib­er­ty; it is not the tomb, for it is not plen­i­tude; it is the strange place whence one be­holds, as from the crest of a lofty moun­tain, on one side the abyss where we are, on the oth­er, the abyss whith­er we shall go; it is the nar­row and misty fron­tier sep­a­rat­ing two worlds, il­lu­mi­nat­ed and ob­scured by both at the same time, where the ray of life which has be­come en­fee­bled is min­gled with the vague ray of death; it is the half ob­scu­ri­ty of the tomb.

			We, who do not be­lieve what these wom­en be­lieve, but who, like them, live by faith—we have nev­er been able to think with­out a sort of ten­der and re­li­gious ter­ror, with­out a sort of pity, that is full of en­vy, of those de­vot­ed, trem­bling and trust­ing crea­tures, of these hum­ble and au­gust souls, who dare to dwell on the very brink of the mys­tery, wait­ing be­tween the world which is closed and heav­en which is not yet open, turned to­wards the light which one can­not see, pos­sess­ing the sole hap­pi­ness of think­ing that they know where it is, as­pir­ing to­wards the gulf, and the un­known, their eyes fixed mo­tion­less on the dark­ness, kneel­ing, be­wil­dered, stu­pe­fied, shud­der­ing, half lift­ed, at times, by the deep breaths of eter­ni­ty.
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				I

				Which Treats of the Man­ner of En­ter­ing a Con­vent

			
			It was in­to this house that Jean Val­jean had, as Fauchelevent ex­pressed it, “fall­en from the sky.”

			He had scaled the wall of the gar­den which formed the an­gle of the Rue Polon­ceau. That hymn of the an­gels which he had heard in the mid­dle of the night, was the nuns chant­ing matins; that hall, of which he had caught a glimpse in the gloom, was the chapel. That phan­tom which he had seen stretched on the ground was the sis­ter who was mak­ing repa­ra­tion; that bell, the sound of which had so strange­ly sur­prised him, was the gar­den­er’s bell at­tached to the knee of Fa­ther Fauchelevent.

			Cosette once put to bed, Jean Val­jean and Fauchelevent had, as we have al­ready seen, supped on a glass of wine and a bit of cheese be­fore a good, crack­ling fire; then, the on­ly bed in the hut be­ing oc­cu­pied by Cosette, each threw him­self on a truss of straw.

			Be­fore he shut his eyes, Jean Val­jean said: “I must re­main here hence­forth.” This re­mark trot­ted through Fauchelevent’s head all night long.

			To tell the truth, nei­ther of them slept.

			Jean Val­jean, feel­ing that he was dis­cov­ered and that Javert was on his scent, un­der­stood that he and Cosette were lost if they re­turned to Paris. Then the new storm which had just burst up­on him had strand­ed him in this clois­ter. Jean Val­jean had, hence­forth, but one thought—to re­main there. Now, for an un­for­tu­nate man in his po­si­tion, this con­vent was both the safest and the most dan­ger­ous of places; the most dan­ger­ous, be­cause, as no men might en­ter there, if he were dis­cov­ered, it was a fla­grant of­fence, and Jean Val­jean would find but one step in­ter­ven­ing be­tween the con­vent and prison; the safest, be­cause, if he could man­age to get him­self ac­cept­ed there and re­main there, who would ev­er seek him in such a place? To dwell in an im­pos­si­ble place was safe­ty.

			On his side, Fauchelevent was cud­gelling his brains. He be­gan by declar­ing to him­self that he un­der­stood noth­ing of the mat­ter. How had M. Madeleine got there, when the walls were what they were? Clois­ter walls are not to be stepped over. How did he get there with a child? One can­not scale a per­pen­dic­u­lar wall with a child in one’s arms. Who was that child? Where did they both come from? Since Fauchelevent had lived in the con­vent, he had heard noth­ing of M—— sur M——, and he knew noth­ing of what had tak­en place there. Fa­ther Madeleine had an air which dis­cour­aged ques­tions; and be­sides, Fauchelevent said to him­self: “One does not ques­tion a saint.” M. Madeleine had pre­served all his pres­tige in Fauchelevent’s eyes. On­ly, from some words which Jean Val­jean had let fall, the gar­den­er thought he could draw the in­fer­ence that M. Madeleine had prob­a­bly be­come bank­rupt through the hard times, and that he was pur­sued by his cred­i­tors; or that he had com­pro­mised him­self in some po­lit­i­cal af­fair, and was in hid­ing; which last did not dis­please Fauchelevent, who, like many of our peas­ants of the North, had an old fund of Bona­partism about him. While in hid­ing, M. Madeleine had se­lect­ed the con­vent as a refuge, and it was quite sim­ple that he should wish to re­main there. But the in­ex­pli­ca­ble point, to which Fauchelevent re­turned con­stant­ly and over which he wea­ried his brain, was that M. Madeleine should be there, and that he should have that lit­tle girl with him. Fauchelevent saw them, touched them, spoke to them, and still did not be­lieve it pos­si­ble. The in­com­pre­hen­si­ble had just made its en­trance in­to Fauchelevent’s hut. Fauchelevent groped about amid con­jec­tures, and could see noth­ing clear­ly but this: “M. Madeleine saved my life.” This cer­tain­ty alone was suf­fi­cient and de­cid­ed his course. He said to him­self: “It is my turn now.” He added in his con­science: “M. Madeleine did not stop to de­lib­er­ate when it was a ques­tion of thrust­ing him­self un­der the cart for the pur­pose of drag­ging me out.” He made up his mind to save M. Madeleine.

			Nev­er­the­less, he put many ques­tions to him­self and made him­self divers replies: “Af­ter what he did for me, would I save him if he were a thief? Just the same. If he were an as­sas­sin, would I save him? Just the same. Since he is a saint, shall I save him? Just the same.”

			But what a prob­lem it was to man­age to have him re­main in the con­vent! Fauchelevent did not re­coil in the face of this al­most chimeri­cal un­der­tak­ing; this poor peas­ant of Pi­cardy with­out any oth­er lad­der than his self-de­vo­tion, his good will, and a lit­tle of that old rus­tic cun­ning, on this oc­ca­sion en­list­ed in the ser­vice of a gen­er­ous en­ter­prise, un­der­took to scale the dif­fi­cul­ties of the clois­ter, and the steep es­carp­ments of the rule of Saint-Benoît. Fa­ther Fauchelevent was an old man who had been an ego­ist all his life, and who, to­wards the end of his days, halt, in­firm, with no in­ter­est left to him in the world, found it sweet to be grate­ful, and per­ceiv­ing a gen­er­ous ac­tion to be per­formed, flung him­self up­on it like a man, who at the mo­ment when he is dy­ing, should find close to his hand a glass of good wine which he had nev­er tast­ed, and should swal­low it with avid­i­ty. We may add, that the air which he had breathed for many years in this con­vent had de­stroyed all per­son­al­i­ty in him, and had end­ed by ren­der­ing a good ac­tion of some kind ab­so­lute­ly nec­es­sary to him.

			So he took his re­solve: to de­vote him­self to M. Madeleine.

			We have just called him a “poor peas­ant of Pi­cardy.” That de­scrip­tion is just, but in­com­plete. At the point of this sto­ry which we have now reached, a lit­tle of Fa­ther Fauchelevent’s phys­i­ol­o­gy be­comes use­ful. He was a peas­ant, but he had been a no­tary, which added trick­ery to his cun­ning, and pen­e­tra­tion to his in­gen­u­ous­ness. Hav­ing, through var­i­ous caus­es, failed in his busi­ness, he had de­scend­ed to the call­ing of a carter and a la­bor­er. But, in spite of oaths and lash­ings, which hors­es seem to re­quire, some­thing of the no­tary had lin­gered in him. He had some nat­u­ral wit; he talked good gram­mar; he con­versed, which is a rare thing in a vil­lage; and the oth­er peas­ants said of him: “He talks al­most like a gen­tle­man with a hat.” Fauchelevent be­longed, in fact, to that species, which the im­per­ti­nent and flip­pant vo­cab­u­lary of the last cen­tu­ry qual­i­fied as de­mi-bour­geois, de­mi-lout, and which the metaphors show­ered by the château up­on the thatched cot­tage tick­et­ed in the pi­geon­hole of the ple­beian: “rather rus­tic, rather citi­fied; pep­per and salt.” Fauchelevent, though sore­ly tried and harsh­ly used by fate, worn out, a sort of poor, thread­bare old soul, was, nev­er­the­less, an im­pul­sive man, and ex­treme­ly spon­ta­neous in his ac­tions; a pre­cious qual­i­ty which pre­vents one from ev­er be­ing wicked. His de­fects and his vices, for he had some, were all su­per­fi­cial; in short, his phys­iog­no­my was of the kind which suc­ceeds with an ob­serv­er. His aged face had none of those dis­agree­able wrin­kles at the top of the fore­head, which sig­ni­fy mal­ice or stu­pid­i­ty.

			At day­break, Fa­ther Fauchelevent opened his eyes, af­ter hav­ing done an enor­mous deal of think­ing, and be­held M. Madeleine seat­ed on his truss of straw, and watch­ing Cosette’s slum­bers. Fauchelevent sat up and said:—

			“Now that you are here, how are you go­ing to con­trive to en­ter?”

			This re­mark summed up the sit­u­a­tion and aroused Jean Val­jean from his rever­ie.

			The two men took coun­sel to­geth­er.

			“In the first place,” said Fauchelevent, “you will be­gin by not set­ting foot out­side of this cham­ber, ei­ther you or the child. One step in the gar­den and we are done for.”

			“That is true.”

			“Mon­sieur Madeleine,” re­sumed Fauchelevent, “you have ar­rived at a very aus­pi­cious mo­ment, I mean to say a very in­aus­pi­cious mo­ment; one of the ladies is very ill. This will pre­vent them from look­ing much in our di­rec­tion. It seems that she is dy­ing. The prayers of the forty hours are be­ing said. The whole com­mu­ni­ty is in con­fu­sion. That oc­cu­pies them. The one who is on the point of de­par­ture is a saint. In fact, we are all saints here; all the dif­fer­ence be­tween them and me is that they say ‘our cell,’ and that I say ‘my cab­in.’ The prayers for the dy­ing are to be said, and then the prayers for the dead. We shall be at peace here for to­day; but I will not an­swer for to­mor­row.”

			“Still,” ob­served Jean Val­jean, “this cot­tage is in the niche of the wall, it is hid­den by a sort of ru­in, there are trees, it is not vis­i­ble from the con­vent.”

			“And I add that the nuns nev­er come near it.”

			“Well?” said Jean Val­jean.

			The in­ter­ro­ga­tion mark which ac­cen­tu­at­ed this “well” sig­ni­fied: “it seems to me that one may re­main con­cealed here?” It was to this in­ter­ro­ga­tion point that Fauchelevent re­spond­ed:—

			“There are the lit­tle girls.”

			“What lit­tle girls?” asked Jean Val­jean.

			Just as Fauchelevent opened his mouth to ex­plain the words which he had ut­tered, a bell emit­ted one stroke.

			“The nun is dead,” said he. “There is the knell.”

			And he made a sign to Jean Val­jean to lis­ten.

			The bell struck a sec­ond time.

			“It is the knell, Mon­sieur Madeleine. The bell will con­tin­ue to strike once a minute for twen­ty-four hours, un­til the body is tak­en from the church.—You see, they play. At recre­ation hours it suf­fices to have a ball roll aside, to send them all hith­er, in spite of pro­hi­bi­tions, to hunt and rum­mage for it all about here. Those cherubs are dev­ils.”

			“Who?” asked Jean Val­jean.

			“The lit­tle girls. You would be very quick­ly dis­cov­ered. They would shriek: ‘Oh! a man!’ There is no dan­ger to­day. There will be no recre­ation hour. The day will be en­tire­ly de­vot­ed to prayers. You hear the bell. As I told you, a stroke each minute. It is the death knell.”

			“I un­der­stand, Fa­ther Fauchelevent. There are pupils.”

			And Jean Val­jean thought to him­self:—

			“Here is Cosette’s ed­u­ca­tion al­ready pro­vid­ed.”

			Fauchelevent ex­claimed:—

			“Par­dine! There are lit­tle girls in­deed! And they would bawl around you! And they would rush off! To be a man here is to have the plague. You see how they fas­ten a bell to my paw as though I were a wild beast.”

			Jean Val­jean fell in­to more and more pro­found thought.—“This con­vent would be our sal­va­tion,” he mur­mured.

			Then he raised his voice:—

			“Yes, the dif­fi­cul­ty is to re­main here.”

			“No,” said Fauchelevent, “the dif­fi­cul­ty is to get out.”

			Jean Val­jean felt the blood rush back to his heart.

			“To get out!”

			“Yes, Mon­sieur Madeleine. In or­der to re­turn here it is first nec­es­sary to get out.”

			And af­ter wait­ing un­til an­oth­er stroke of the knell had sound­ed, Fauchelevent went on:—

			“You must not be found here in this fash­ion. Whence come you? For me, you fall from heav­en, be­cause I know you; but the nuns re­quire one to en­ter by the door.”

			All at once they heard a rather com­pli­cat­ed peal­ing from an­oth­er bell.

			“Ah!” said Fauchelevent, “they are ring­ing up the vo­cal moth­ers. They are go­ing to the chap­ter. They al­ways hold a chap­ter when any­one dies. She died at day­break. Peo­ple gen­er­al­ly do die at day­break. But can­not you get out by the way in which you en­tered? Come, I do not ask for the sake of ques­tion­ing you, but how did you get in?”

			Jean Val­jean turned pale; the very thought of de­scend­ing again in­to that ter­ri­ble street made him shud­der. You make your way out of a for­est filled with tigers, and once out of it, imag­ine a friend­ly coun­sel that shall ad­vise you to re­turn thith­er! Jean Val­jean pic­tured to him­self the whole po­lice force still en­gaged in swarm­ing in that quar­ter, agents on the watch, sen­tinels ev­ery­where, fright­ful fists ex­tend­ed to­wards his col­lar, Javert at the cor­ner of the in­ter­sec­tion of the streets per­haps.

			“Im­pos­si­ble!” said he. “Fa­ther Fauchelevent, say that I fell from the sky.”

			“But I be­lieve it, I be­lieve it,” re­tort­ed Fauchelevent. “You have no need to tell me that. The good God must have tak­en you in his hand for the pur­pose of get­ting a good look at you close to, and then dropped you. On­ly, he meant to place you in a man’s con­vent; he made a mis­take. Come, there goes an­oth­er peal, that is to or­der the porter to go and in­form the mu­nic­i­pal­i­ty that the dead-doc­tor is to come here and view a corpse. All that is the cer­e­mo­ny of dy­ing. These good ladies are not at all fond of that vis­it. A doc­tor is a man who does not be­lieve in any­thing. He lifts the veil. Some­times he lifts some­thing else too. How quick­ly they have had the doc­tor sum­moned this time! What is the mat­ter? Your lit­tle one is still asleep. What is her name?”

			“Cosette.”

			“She is your daugh­ter? You are her grand­fa­ther, that is?”

			“Yes.”

			“It will be easy enough for her to get out of here. I have my ser­vice door which opens on the court­yard. I knock. The porter opens; I have my vin­tage bas­ket on my back, the child is in it, I go out. Fa­ther Fauchelevent goes out with his bas­ket—that is per­fect­ly nat­u­ral. You will tell the child to keep very qui­et. She will be un­der the cov­er. I will leave her for what­ev­er time is re­quired with a good old friend, a fruit-sell­er whom I know in the Rue Chemin-Vert, who is deaf, and who has a lit­tle bed. I will shout in the fruit-sell­er’s ear, that she is a niece of mine, and that she is to keep her for me un­til to­mor­row. Then the lit­tle one will re-en­ter with you; for I will con­trive to have you re-en­ter. It must be done. But how will you man­age to get out?”

			Jean Val­jean shook his head.

			“No one must see me, the whole point lies there, Fa­ther Fauchelevent. Find some means of get­ting me out in a bas­ket, un­der cov­er, like Cosette.”

			Fauchelevent scratched the lobe of his ear with the mid­dle fin­ger of his left hand, a sign of se­ri­ous em­bar­rass­ment.

			A third peal cre­at­ed a di­ver­sion.

			“That is the dead-doc­tor tak­ing his de­par­ture,” said Fauchelevent. “He has tak­en a look and said: ‘She is dead, that is well.’ When the doc­tor has signed the pass­port for par­adise, the un­der­tak­er’s com­pa­ny sends a cof­fin. If it is a moth­er, the moth­ers lay her out; if she is a sis­ter, the sis­ters lay her out. Af­ter which, I nail her up. That forms a part of my gar­den­er’s du­ty. A gar­den­er is a bit of a gravedig­ger. She is placed in a low­er hall of the church which com­mu­ni­cates with the street, and in­to which no man may en­ter save the doc­tor of the dead. I don’t count the un­der­tak­er’s men and my­self as men. It is in that hall that I nail up the cof­fin. The un­der­tak­er’s men come and get it, and whip up, coach­man! that’s the way one goes to heav­en. They fetch a box with noth­ing in it, they take it away again with some­thing in it. That’s what a buri­al is like. De pro­fundis.”

			A hor­i­zon­tal ray of sun­shine light­ly touched the face of the sleep­ing Cosette, who lay with her mouth vague­ly open, and had the air of an an­gel drink­ing in the light. Jean Val­jean had fall­en to gaz­ing at her. He was no longer lis­ten­ing to Fauchelevent.

			That one is not lis­tened to is no rea­son for pre­serv­ing si­lence. The good old gar­den­er went on tran­quil­ly with his bab­ble:—

			“The grave is dug in the Vau­gi­rard ceme­tery. They de­clare that they are go­ing to sup­press that Vau­gi­rard ceme­tery. It is an an­cient ceme­tery which is out­side the reg­u­la­tions, which has no uni­form, and which is go­ing to re­tire. It is a shame, for it is con­ve­nient. I have a friend there, Fa­ther Mesti­enne, the gravedig­ger. The nuns here pos­sess one priv­i­lege, it is to be tak­en to that ceme­tery at night­fall. There is a spe­cial per­mis­sion from the Pre­fec­ture on their be­half. But how many events have hap­pened since yes­ter­day! Moth­er Cru­ci­fix­ion is dead, and Fa­ther Madeleine—”

			“Is buried,” said Jean Val­jean, smil­ing sad­ly.

			Fauchelevent caught the word.

			“Good­ness! if you were here for good, it would be a re­al buri­al.”

			A fourth peal burst out. Fauchelevent hasti­ly de­tached the belled kneecap from its nail and buck­led it on his knee again.

			“This time it is for me. The Moth­er Pri­oress wants me. Good, now I am prick­ing my­self on the tongue of my buck­le. Mon­sieur Madeleine, don’t stir from here, and wait for me. Some­thing new has come up. If you are hun­gry, there is wine, bread and cheese.”

			And he has­tened out of the hut, cry­ing: “Com­ing! com­ing!”

			Jean Val­jean watched him hur­ry­ing across the gar­den as fast as his crooked leg would per­mit, cast­ing a side­long glance by the way on his mel­on patch.

			Less than ten min­utes lat­er, Fa­ther Fauchelevent, whose bell put the nuns in his road to flight, tapped gen­tly at a door, and a gen­tle voice replied: “For­ev­er! For­ev­er!” that is to say: “En­ter.”

			The door was the one lead­ing to the par­lor re­served for see­ing the gar­den­er on busi­ness. This par­lor ad­joined the chap­ter hall. The pri­oress, seat­ed on the on­ly chair in the par­lor, was wait­ing for Fauchelevent.

		
	
		
			
				II

				Fauchelevent in the Pres­ence of a Dif­fi­cul­ty

			
			It is the pe­cu­liar­i­ty of cer­tain per­sons and cer­tain pro­fes­sions, no­tably priests and nuns, to wear a grave and ag­i­tat­ed air on crit­i­cal oc­ca­sions. At the mo­ment when Fauchelevent en­tered, this dou­ble form of pre­oc­cu­pa­tion was im­print­ed on the coun­te­nance of the pri­oress, who was that wise and charm­ing Made­moi­selle de Ble­meur, Moth­er In­no­cente, who was or­di­nar­i­ly cheer­ful.

			The gar­den­er made a timid bow, and re­mained at the door of the cell. The pri­oress, who was telling her beads, raised her eyes and said:—

			“Ah! it is you, Fa­ther Fau­vent.”

			This ab­bre­vi­a­tion had been adopt­ed in the con­vent.

			Fauchelevent bowed again.

			“Fa­ther Fau­vent, I have sent for you.”

			“Here I am, rev­erend Moth­er.”

			“I have some­thing to say to you.”

			“And so have I,” said Fauchelevent with a bold­ness which caused him in­ward ter­ror, “I have some­thing to say to the very rev­erend Moth­er.”

			The pri­oress stared at him.

			“Ah! you have a com­mu­ni­ca­tion to make to me.”

			“A re­quest.”

			“Very well, speak.”

			Good­man Fauchelevent, the ex-no­tary, be­longed to the cat­e­go­ry of peas­ants who have as­sur­ance. A cer­tain clever ig­no­rance con­sti­tutes a force; you do not dis­trust it, and you are caught by it. Fauchelevent had been a suc­cess dur­ing the some­thing more than two years which he had passed in the con­vent. Al­ways soli­tary and bus­ied about his gar­den­ing, he had noth­ing else to do than to in­dulge his cu­rios­i­ty. As he was at a dis­tance from all those veiled wom­en pass­ing to and fro, he saw be­fore him on­ly an ag­i­ta­tion of shad­ows. By dint of at­ten­tion and sharp­ness he had suc­ceed­ed in cloth­ing all those phan­toms with flesh, and those corpses were alive for him. He was like a deaf man whose sight grows keen­er, and like a blind man whose hear­ing be­comes more acute. He had ap­plied him­self to rid­dling out the sig­nif­i­cance of the dif­fer­ent peals, and he had suc­ceed­ed, so that this tac­i­turn and enig­mat­i­cal clois­ter pos­sessed no se­crets for him; the sphinx bab­bled all her se­crets in his ear. Fauchelevent knew all and con­cealed all; that con­sti­tut­ed his art. The whole con­vent thought him stupid. A great mer­it in re­li­gion. The vo­cal moth­ers made much of Fauchelevent. He was a cu­ri­ous mute. He in­spired con­fi­dence. More­over, he was reg­u­lar, and nev­er went out ex­cept for well-demon­strat­ed re­quire­ments of the or­chard and veg­etable gar­den. This dis­cre­tion of con­duct had in­ured to his cred­it. None­the­less, he had set two men to chat­ter­ing: the porter, in the con­vent, and he knew the sin­gu­lar­i­ties of their par­lor, and the gravedig­ger, at the ceme­tery, and he was ac­quaint­ed with the pe­cu­liar­i­ties of their sepul­ture; in this way, he pos­sessed a dou­ble light on the sub­ject of these nuns, one as to their life, the oth­er as to their death. But he did not abuse his knowl­edge. The con­gre­ga­tion thought a great deal of him. Old, lame, blind to ev­ery­thing, prob­a­bly a lit­tle deaf in­to the bar­gain—what qual­i­ties! They would have found it dif­fi­cult to re­place him.

			The good­man, with the as­sur­ance of a per­son who feels that he is ap­pre­ci­at­ed, en­tered in­to a rather dif­fuse and very deep rus­tic ha­rangue to the rev­erend pri­oress. He talked a long time about his age, his in­fir­mi­ties, the sur­charge of years count­ing dou­ble for him hence­forth, of the in­creas­ing de­mands of his work, of the great size of the gar­den, of nights which must be passed, like the last, for in­stance, when he had been obliged to put straw mats over the mel­on beds, be­cause of the moon, and he wound up as fol­lows: “That he had a broth­er”—(the pri­oress made a move­ment)—“a broth­er no longer young”—(a sec­ond move­ment on the part of the pri­oress, but one ex­pres­sive of re­as­sur­ance)—“that, if he might be per­mit­ted, this broth­er would come and live with him and help him, that he was an ex­cel­lent gar­den­er, that the com­mu­ni­ty would re­ceive from him good ser­vice, bet­ter than his own; that, oth­er­wise, if his broth­er were not ad­mit­ted, as he, the el­der, felt that his health was bro­ken and that he was in­suf­fi­cient for the work, he should be obliged, great­ly to his re­gret, to go away; and that his broth­er had a lit­tle daugh­ter whom he would bring with him, who might be reared for God in the house, and who might, who knows, be­come a nun some day.”

			When he had fin­ished speak­ing, the pri­oress stayed the slip­ping of her rosary be­tween her fin­gers, and said to him:—

			“Could you pro­cure a stout iron bar be­tween now and this evening?”

			“For what pur­pose?”

			“To serve as a lever.”

			“Yes, rev­erend Moth­er,” replied Fauchelevent.

			The pri­oress, with­out adding a word, rose and en­tered the ad­join­ing room, which was the hall of the chap­ter, and where the vo­cal moth­ers were prob­a­bly as­sem­bled. Fauchelevent was left alone.

		
	
		
			
				III

				Moth­er In­no­cente

			
			About a quar­ter of an hour elapsed. The pri­oress re­turned and seat­ed her­self once more on her chair.

			The two in­ter­locu­tors seemed pre­oc­cu­pied. We will present a steno­graph­ic re­port of the di­a­logue which then en­sued, to the best of our abil­i­ty.

			“Fa­ther Fau­vent!”

			“Rev­erend Moth­er!”

			“Do you know the chapel?”

			“I have a lit­tle cage there, where I hear the mass and the of­fices.”

			“And you have been in the choir in pur­suance of your du­ties?”

			“Two or three times.”

			“There is a stone to be raised.”

			“Heavy?”

			“The slab of the pave­ment which is at the side of the al­tar.”

			“The slab which clos­es the vault?”

			“Yes.”

			“It would be a good thing to have two men for it.”

			“Moth­er As­cen­sion, who is as strong as a man, will help you.”

			“A wom­an is nev­er a man.”

			“We have on­ly a wom­an here to help you. Each one does what he can. Be­cause Dom Ma­bil­lon gives four hun­dred and sev­en­teen epis­tles of Saint Bernard, while Mer­lonus Horstius on­ly gives three hun­dred and six­ty-sev­en, I do not de­spise Mer­lonus Horstius.”

			“Nei­ther do I.”

			“Mer­it con­sists in work­ing ac­cord­ing to one’s strength. A clois­ter is not a dock­yard.”

			“And a wom­an is not a man. But my broth­er is the strong one, though!”

			“And can you get a lever?”

			“That is the on­ly sort of key that fits that sort of door.”

			“There is a ring in the stone.”

			“I will put the lever through it.”

			“And the stone is so ar­ranged that it swings on a piv­ot.”

			“That is good, rev­erend Moth­er. I will open the vault.”

			“And the four Moth­er Pre­cen­tors will help you.”

			“And when the vault is open?”

			“It must be closed again.”

			“Will that be all?”

			“No.”

			“Give me your or­ders, very rev­erend Moth­er.”

			“Fau­vent, we have con­fi­dence in you.”

			“I am here to do any­thing you wish.”

			“And to hold your peace about ev­ery­thing!”

			“Yes, rev­erend Moth­er.”

			“When the vault is open—”

			“I will close it again.”

			“But be­fore that—”

			“What, rev­erend Moth­er?”

			“Some­thing must be low­ered in­to it.”

			A si­lence en­sued. The pri­oress, af­ter a pout of the un­der lip which re­sem­bled hes­i­ta­tion, broke it.

			“Fa­ther Fau­vent!”

			“Rev­erend Moth­er!”

			“You know that a moth­er died this morn­ing?”

			“No.”

			“Did you not hear the bell?”

			“Noth­ing can be heard at the bot­tom of the gar­den.”

			“Re­al­ly?”

			“I can hard­ly dis­tin­guish my own sig­nal.”

			“She died at day­break.”

			“And then, the wind did not blow in my di­rec­tion this morn­ing.”

			“It was Moth­er Cru­ci­fix­ion. A blessed wom­an.”

			The pri­oress paused, moved her lips, as though in men­tal prayer, and re­sumed:—

			“Three years ago, Madame de Béthune, a Jansenist, turned or­tho­dox, mere­ly from hav­ing seen Moth­er Cru­ci­fix­ion at prayer.”

			“Ah! yes, now I hear the knell, rev­erend Moth­er.”

			“The moth­ers have tak­en her to the dead-room, which opens on the church.”

			“I know.”

			“No oth­er man than you can or must en­ter that cham­ber. See to that. A fine sight it would be, to see a man en­ter the dead-room!”

			“More of­ten!”

			“Hey?”

			“More of­ten!”

			“What do you say?”

			“I say more of­ten.”

			“More of­ten than what?”

			“Rev­erend Moth­er, I did not say more of­ten than what, I said more of­ten.”

			“I don’t un­der­stand you. Why do you say more of­ten?”

			“In or­der to speak like you, rev­erend Moth­er.”

			“But I did not say ‘more of­ten.’ ”

			At that mo­ment, nine o’clock struck.

			“At nine o’clock in the morn­ing and at all hours, praised and adored be the most Holy Sacra­ment of the al­tar,” said the pri­oress.

			“Amen,” said Fauchelevent.

			The clock struck op­por­tune­ly. It cut “more of­ten” short. It is prob­a­ble, that had it not been for this, the pri­oress and Fauchelevent would nev­er have un­rav­elled that skein.

			Fauchelevent mopped his fore­head.

			The pri­oress in­dulged in an­oth­er lit­tle in­ward mur­mur, prob­a­bly sa­cred, then raised her voice:—

			“In her life­time, Moth­er Cru­ci­fix­ion made con­verts; af­ter her death, she will per­form mir­a­cles.”

			“She will!” replied Fa­ther Fauchelevent, fall­ing in­to step, and striv­ing not to flinch again.

			“Fa­ther Fau­vent, the com­mu­ni­ty has been blessed in Moth­er Cru­ci­fix­ion. No doubt, it is not grant­ed to ev­ery­one to die, like Car­di­nal de Bérulle, while say­ing the holy mass, and to breathe forth their souls to God, while pro­nounc­ing these words: Hanc ig­i­tur obla­tionem. But with­out at­tain­ing to such hap­pi­ness, Moth­er Cru­ci­fix­ion’s death was very pre­cious. She re­tained her con­scious­ness to the very last mo­ment. She spoke to us, then she spoke to the an­gels. She gave us her last com­mands. If you had a lit­tle more faith, and if you could have been in her cell, she would have cured your leg mere­ly by touch­ing it. She smiled. We felt that she was re­gain­ing her life in God. There was some­thing of par­adise in that death.”

			Fauchelevent thought that it was an ori­son which she was fin­ish­ing.

			“Amen,” said he.

			“Fa­ther Fau­vent, what the dead wish must be done.”

			The pri­oress took off sev­er­al beads of her chap­let. Fauchelevent held his peace.

			She went on:—

			“I have con­sult­ed up­on this point many ec­cle­si­as­tics la­bor­ing in Our Lord, who oc­cu­py them­selves in the ex­er­cis­es of the cler­i­cal life, and who bear won­der­ful fruit.”

			“Rev­erend Moth­er, you can hear the knell much bet­ter here than in the gar­den.”

			“Be­sides, she is more than a dead wom­an, she is a saint.”

			“Like your­self, rev­erend Moth­er.”

			“She slept in her cof­fin for twen­ty years, by ex­press per­mis­sion of our Holy Fa­ther, Pius VII—”

			“The one who crowned the Emp—Bona­parte.”

			For a clever man like Fauchelevent, this al­lu­sion was an awk­ward one. For­tu­nate­ly, the pri­oress, com­plete­ly ab­sorbed in her own thoughts, did not hear it. She con­tin­ued:—

			“Fa­ther Fau­vent?”

			“Rev­erend Moth­er?”

			“Saint Di­dorus, Arch­bish­op of Cap­pado­cia, de­sired that this sin­gle word might be in­scribed on his tomb: Acarus, which sig­ni­fies, a worm of the earth; this was done. Is this true?”

			“Yes, rev­erend Moth­er.”

			“The blessed Mez­zo­cane, Ab­bot of Aquila, wished to be buried be­neath the gal­lows; this was done.”

			“That is true.”

			“Saint Ter­en­tius, Bish­op of Port, where the mouth of the Tiber emp­ties in­to the sea, re­quest­ed that on his tomb might be en­graved the sign which was placed on the graves of par­ri­cides, in the hope that passers­by would spit on his tomb. This was done. The dead must be obeyed.”

			“So be it.”

			“The body of Bernard Guido­nis, born in France near Roche-Abeille, was, as he had or­dered, and in spite of the king of Castile, borne to the church of the Do­mini­cans in Limo­ges, al­though Bernard Guido­nis was Bish­op of Tuy in Spain. Can the con­trary be af­firmed?”

			“For that mat­ter, no, rev­erend Moth­er.”

			“The fact is at­test­ed by Plan­tavit de la Fos­se.”

			Sev­er­al beads of the chap­let were told off, still in si­lence. The pri­oress re­sumed:—

			“Fa­ther Fau­vent, Moth­er Cru­ci­fix­ion will be in­terred in the cof­fin in which she has slept for the last twen­ty years.”

			“That is just.”

			“It is a con­tin­u­a­tion of her slum­ber.”

			“So I shall have to nail up that cof­fin?”

			“Yes.”

			“And we are to re­ject the un­der­tak­er’s cof­fin?”

			“Pre­cise­ly.”

			“I am at the or­ders of the very rev­erend com­mu­ni­ty.”

			“The four Moth­er Pre­cen­tors will as­sist you.”

			“In nail­ing up the cof­fin? I do not need them.”

			“No. In low­er­ing the cof­fin.”

			“Where?”

			“In­to the vault.”

			“What vault?”

			“Un­der the al­tar.”

			Fauchelevent start­ed.

			“The vault un­der the al­tar?”

			“Un­der the al­tar.”

			“But—”

			“You will have an iron bar.”

			“Yes, but—”

			“You will raise the stone with the bar by means of the ring.”

			“But—”

			“The dead must be obeyed. To be buried in the vault un­der the al­tar of the chapel, not to go to pro­fane earth; to re­main there in death where she prayed while liv­ing; such was the last wish of Moth­er Cru­ci­fix­ion. She asked it of us; that is to say, com­mand­ed us.”

			“But it is for­bid­den.”

			“For­bid­den by men, en­joined by God.”

			“What if it be­came known?”

			“We have con­fi­dence in you.”

			“Oh! I am a stone in your walls.”

			“The chap­ter as­sem­bled. The vo­cal moth­ers, whom I have just con­sult­ed again, and who are now de­lib­er­at­ing, have de­cid­ed that Moth­er Cru­ci­fix­ion shall be buried, ac­cord­ing to her wish, in her own cof­fin, un­der our al­tar. Think, Fa­ther Fau­vent, if she were to work mir­a­cles here! What a glo­ry of God for the com­mu­ni­ty! And mir­a­cles is­sue from tombs.”

			“But, rev­erend Moth­er, if the agent of the san­i­tary com­mis­sion—”

			“Saint Benoît II, in the mat­ter of sepul­ture, re­sist­ed Con­stan­tine Pog­o­na­tus.”

			“But the com­mis­sary of po­lice—”

			“Chon­ode­maire, one of the sev­en Ger­man kings who en­tered among the Gauls un­der the Em­pire of Con­stan­tius, ex­press­ly rec­og­nized the right of nuns to be buried in re­li­gion, that is to say, be­neath the al­tar.”

			“But the in­spec­tor from the Pre­fec­ture—”

			“The world is noth­ing in the pres­ence of the cross. Mar­tin, the eleventh gen­er­al of the Carthu­sians, gave to his or­der this de­vice: Stat crux dum volvi­tur or­bis.”

			“Amen,” said Fauchelevent, who im­per­turbably ex­tri­cat­ed him­self in this man­ner from the dilem­ma, when­ev­er he heard Latin.

			Any au­di­ence suf­fices for a per­son who has held his peace too long. On the day when the rhetori­cian Gym­nas­toras left his prison, bear­ing in his body many dilem­mas and nu­mer­ous syl­lo­gisms which had struck in, he halt­ed in front of the first tree which he came to, ha­rangued it and made very great ef­forts to con­vince it. The pri­oress, who was usu­al­ly sub­ject­ed to the bar­ri­er of si­lence, and whose reser­voir was over­full, rose and ex­claimed with the lo­quac­ity of a dam which has bro­ken away:—

			“I have on my right Benoît and on my left Bernard. Who was Bernard? The first ab­bot of Clair­vaux. Fontaines in Bur­gundy is a coun­try that is blest be­cause it gave him birth. His fa­ther was named Técelin, and his moth­er Alèthe. He be­gan at Cîteaux, to end in Clair­vaux; he was or­dained ab­bot by the bish­op of Châlon-sur-Saône, Guil­laume de Cham­peaux; he had sev­en hun­dred novices, and found­ed a hun­dred and six­ty monas­ter­ies; he over­threw Abeilard at the coun­cil of Sens in 1140, and Pierre de Bruys and Hen­ry his dis­ci­ple, and an­oth­er sort of erring spir­its who were called the Apos­tolics; he con­found­ed Ar­nauld de Bres­cia, dart­ed light­ning at the monk Raoul, the mur­der­er of the Jews, dom­i­nat­ed the coun­cil of Reims in 1148, caused the con­dem­na­tion of Gilbert de Poréa, Bish­op of Poitiers, caused the con­dem­na­tion of Éon de l’Étoile, ar­ranged the dis­putes of princes, en­light­ened King Louis the Young, ad­vised Pope Eu­gene III, reg­u­lat­ed the Tem­ple, preached the cru­sade, per­formed two hun­dred and fifty mir­a­cles dur­ing his life­time, and as many as thir­ty-nine in one day. Who was Benoît? He was the pa­tri­arch of Mont-Cassin; he was the sec­ond founder of the Sain­teté Claus­trale, he was the Basil of the West. His or­der has pro­duced forty popes, two hun­dred car­di­nals, fifty pa­tri­archs, six­teen hun­dred arch­bish­ops, four thou­sand six hun­dred bish­ops, four em­per­ors, twelve em­press­es, forty-six kings, forty-one queens, three thou­sand six hun­dred can­on­ized saints, and has been in ex­is­tence for four­teen hun­dred years. On one side Saint Bernard, on the oth­er the agent of the san­i­tary de­part­ment! On one side Saint Benoît, on the oth­er the in­spec­tor of pub­lic ways! The state, the road com­mis­sion­ers, the pub­lic un­der­tak­er, reg­u­la­tions, the ad­min­is­tra­tion, what do we know of all that? There is not a chance passer­by who would not be in­dig­nant to see how we are treat­ed. We have not even the right to give our dust to Je­sus Christ! Your san­i­tary de­part­ment is a rev­o­lu­tion­ary in­ven­tion. God sub­or­di­nat­ed to the com­mis­sary of po­lice; such is the age. Si­lence, Fau­vent!”

			Fauchelevent was but ill at ease un­der this show­er bath. The pri­oress con­tin­ued:—

			“No one doubts the right of the monastery to sepul­ture. On­ly fa­nat­ics and those in er­ror de­ny it. We live in times of ter­ri­ble con­fu­sion. We do not know that which it is nec­es­sary to know, and we know that which we should ig­nore. We are ig­no­rant and im­pi­ous. In this age there ex­ist peo­ple who do not dis­tin­guish be­tween the very great Saint Bernard and the Saint Bernard de­nom­i­nat­ed of the poor Catholics, a cer­tain good ec­cle­si­as­tic who lived in the thir­teenth cen­tu­ry. Oth­ers are so blas­phe­mous as to com­pare the scaf­fold of Louis XVI to the cross of Je­sus Christ. Louis XVI was mere­ly a king. Let us be­ware of God! There is no longer just nor un­just. The name of Voltaire is known, but not the name of César de Bus. Nev­er­the­less, César de Bus is a man of blessed mem­o­ry, and Voltaire one of un­blessed mem­o­ry. The last arch­bish­op, the Car­di­nal de Périg­ord, did not even know that Charles de Gon­dren suc­ceed­ed to Bérulle, and François Bour­goin to Gon­dren, and Jean-François Senault to Bour­goin, and Fa­ther Sainte-Marthe to Jean-François Senault. The name of Fa­ther Co­ton is known, not be­cause he was one of the three who urged the foun­da­tion of the Or­a­to­rie, but be­cause he fur­nished Hen­ri IV, the Huguenot king, with the ma­te­ri­al for an oath. That which pleas­es peo­ple of the world in Saint François de Sales, is that he cheat­ed at play. And then, re­li­gion is at­tacked. Why? Be­cause there have been bad priests, be­cause Sagit­taire, Bish­op of Gap, was the broth­er of Sa­lone, Bish­op of Em­brun, and be­cause both of them fol­lowed Mom­mol. What has that to do with the ques­tion? Does that pre­vent Mar­tin de Tours from be­ing a saint, and giv­ing half of his cloak to a beg­gar? They per­se­cute the saints. They shut their eyes to the truth. Dark­ness is the rule. The most fe­ro­cious beasts are beasts which are blind. No one thinks of hell as a re­al­i­ty. Oh! how wicked peo­ple are! By or­der of the king sig­ni­fies to­day, by or­der of the rev­o­lu­tion. One no longer knows what is due to the liv­ing or to the dead. A holy death is pro­hib­it­ed. Buri­al is a civ­il mat­ter. This is hor­ri­ble. Saint Leo II wrote two spe­cial let­ters, one to Pierre No­taire, the oth­er to the king of the Visig­oths, for the pur­pose of com­bat­ing and re­ject­ing, in ques­tions touch­ing the dead, the au­thor­i­ty of the exarch and the suprema­cy of the Em­per­or. Gau­thi­er, Bish­op of Châlons, held his own in this mat­ter against Otho, Duke of Bur­gundy. The an­cient mag­is­tra­cy agreed with him. In for­mer times we had voic­es in the chap­ter, even on mat­ters of the day. The Ab­bot of Cîteaux, the gen­er­al of the or­der, was coun­cil­lor by right of birth to the par­lia­ment of Bur­gundy. We do what we please with our dead. Is not the body of Saint Benoît him­self in France, in the abbey of Fleury, called Saint Benoît-sur-Loire, al­though he died in Italy at Mont-Cassin, on Sat­ur­day, the 21st of the month of March, of the year 543? All this is in­con­testable. I ab­hor psalm-singers, I hate pri­ors, I ex­e­crate heretics, but I should de­test yet more any­one who should main­tain the con­trary. One has on­ly to read Arnoul Wion, Gabriel Bucelin, Trithe­mus, Mau­rolics, and Dom Luc d’Achery.”

			The pri­oress took breath, then turned to Fauchelevent.

			“Is it set­tled, Fa­ther Fau­vent?”

			“It is set­tled, rev­erend Moth­er.”

			“We may de­pend on you?”

			“I will obey.”

			“That is well.”

			“I am en­tire­ly de­vot­ed to the con­vent.”

			“That is un­der­stood. You will close the cof­fin. The sis­ters will car­ry it to the chapel. The of­fice for the dead will then be said. Then we shall re­turn to the clois­ter. Be­tween eleven o’clock and mid­night, you will come with your iron bar. All will be done in the most pro­found se­cre­cy. There will be in the chapel on­ly the four Moth­er Pre­cen­tors, Moth­er As­cen­sion and your­self.”

			“And the sis­ter at the post?”

			“She will not turn round.”

			“But she will hear.”

			“She will not lis­ten. Be­sides, what the clois­ter knows the world learns not.”

			A pause en­sued. The pri­oress went on:—

			“You will re­move your bell. It is not nec­es­sary that the sis­ter at the post should per­ceive your pres­ence.”

			“Rev­erend Moth­er?”

			“What, Fa­ther Fau­vent?”

			“Has the doc­tor for the dead paid his vis­it?”

			“He will pay it at four o’clock to­day. The peal which or­ders the doc­tor for the dead to be sum­moned has al­ready been rung. But you do not un­der­stand any of the peals?”

			“I pay no at­ten­tion to any but my own.”

			“That is well, Fa­ther Fau­vent.”

			“Rev­erend Moth­er, a lever at least six feet long will be re­quired.”

			“Where will you ob­tain it?”

			“Where grat­ings are not lack­ing, iron bars are not lack­ing. I have my heap of old iron at the bot­tom of the gar­den.”

			“About three-quar­ters of an hour be­fore mid­night; do not for­get.”

			“Rev­erend Moth­er?”

			“What?”

			“If you were ev­er to have any oth­er jobs of this sort, my broth­er is the strong man for you. A per­fect Turk!”

			“You will do it as speed­i­ly as pos­si­ble.”

			“I can­not work very fast. I am in­firm; that is why I re­quire an as­sis­tant. I limp.”

			“To limp is no sin, and per­haps it is a bless­ing. The Em­per­or Hen­ry II, who com­bat­ed An­tipope Gre­go­ry and reestab­lished Benoît VI­II, has two sur­names, the Saint and the Lame.”

			“Two surtouts are a good thing,” mur­mured Fauchelevent, who re­al­ly was a lit­tle hard of hear­ing.

			“Now that I think of it, Fa­ther Fau­vent, let us give a whole hour to it. That is not too much. Be near the prin­ci­pal al­tar, with your iron bar, at eleven o’clock. The of­fice be­gins at mid­night. Ev­ery­thing must have been com­plet­ed a good quar­ter of an hour be­fore that.”

			“I will do any­thing to prove my zeal to­wards the com­mu­ni­ty. These are my or­ders. I am to nail up the cof­fin. At eleven o’clock ex­act­ly, I am to be in the chapel. The Moth­er Pre­cen­tors will be there. Moth­er As­cen­sion will be there. Two men would be bet­ter. How­ev­er, nev­er mind! I shall have my lever. We will open the vault, we will low­er the cof­fin, and we will close the vault again. Af­ter which, there will be no trace of any­thing. The gov­ern­ment will have no sus­pi­cion. Thus all has been ar­ranged, rev­erend Moth­er?”

			“No!”

			“What else re­mains?”

			“The emp­ty cof­fin re­mains.”

			This pro­duced a pause. Fauchelevent med­i­tat­ed. The pri­oress med­i­tat­ed.

			“What is to be done with that cof­fin, Fa­ther Fau­vent?”

			“It will be giv­en to the earth.”

			“Emp­ty?”

			An­oth­er si­lence. Fauchelevent made, with his left hand, that sort of a ges­ture which dis­miss­es a trou­ble­some sub­ject.

			“Rev­erend Moth­er, I am the one who is to nail up the cof­fin in the base­ment of the church, and no one can en­ter there but my­self, and I will cov­er the cof­fin with the pall.”

			“Yes, but the bear­ers, when they place it in the hearse and low­er it in­to the grave, will be sure to feel that there is noth­ing in it.”

			“Ah! the de—!” ex­claimed Fauchelevent.

			The pri­oress be­gan to make the sign of the cross, and looked fixed­ly at the gar­den­er. The vil stuck fast in his throat.

			He made haste to im­pro­vise an ex­pe­di­ent to make her for­get the oath.

			“I will put earth in the cof­fin, rev­erend Moth­er. That will pro­duce the ef­fect of a corpse.”

			“You are right. Earth, that is the same thing as man. So you will man­age the emp­ty cof­fin?”

			“I will make that my spe­cial busi­ness.”

			The pri­oress’s face, up to that mo­ment trou­bled and cloud­ed, grew serene once more. She made the sign of a su­pe­ri­or dis­miss­ing an in­fe­ri­or to him. Fauchelevent went to­wards the door. As he was on the point of pass­ing out, the pri­oress raised her voice gen­tly:—

			“I am pleased with you, Fa­ther Fau­vent; bring your broth­er to me to­mor­row, af­ter the buri­al, and tell him to fetch his daugh­ter.”

		
	
		
			
				IV

				In Which Jean Val­jean Has Quite the Air of Hav­ing Read Austin Castille­jo

			
			The strides of a lame man are like the ogling glances of a one-eyed man; they do not reach their goal very prompt­ly. More­over, Fauchelevent was in a dilem­ma. He took near­ly a quar­ter of an hour to re­turn to his cot­tage in the gar­den. Cosette had waked up. Jean Val­jean had placed her near the fire. At the mo­ment when Fauchelevent en­tered, Jean Val­jean was point­ing out to her the vint­ner’s bas­ket on the wall, and say­ing to her, “Lis­ten at­ten­tive­ly to me, my lit­tle Cosette. We must go away from this house, but we shall re­turn to it, and we shall be very hap­py here. The good man who lives here is go­ing to car­ry you off on his back in that. You will wait for me at a la­dy’s house. I shall come to fetch you. Obey, and say noth­ing, above all things, un­less you want Madame Thé­nardier to get you again!”

			Cosette nod­ded grave­ly.

			Jean Val­jean turned round at the noise made by Fauchelevent open­ing the door.

			“Well?”

			“Ev­ery­thing is ar­ranged, and noth­ing is,” said Fauchelevent. “I have per­mis­sion to bring you in; but be­fore bring­ing you in you must be got out. That’s where the dif­fi­cul­ty lies. It is easy enough with the child.”

			“You will car­ry her out?”

			“And she will hold her tongue?”

			“I an­swer for that.”

			“But you, Fa­ther Madeleine?”

			And, af­ter a si­lence, fraught with anx­i­ety, Fauchelevent ex­claimed:—

			“Why, get out as you came in!”

			Jean Val­jean, as in the first in­stance, con­tent­ed him­self with say­ing, “Im­pos­si­ble.”

			Fauchelevent grum­bled, more to him­self than to Jean Val­jean:—

			“There is an­oth­er thing which both­ers me. I have said that I would put earth in it. When I come to think it over, the earth in­stead of the corpse will not seem like the re­al thing, it won’t do, it will get dis­placed, it will move about. The men will bear it. You un­der­stand, Fa­ther Madeleine, the gov­ern­ment will no­tice it.”

			Jean Val­jean stared him straight in the eye and thought that he was rav­ing.

			Fauchelevent went on:—

			“How the de—uce are you go­ing to get out? It must all be done by to­mor­row morn­ing. It is to­mor­row that I am to bring you in. The pri­oress ex­pects you.”

			Then he ex­plained to Jean Val­jean that this was his rec­om­pense for a ser­vice which he, Fauchelevent, was to ren­der to the com­mu­ni­ty. That it fell among his du­ties to take part in their buri­als, that he nailed up the coffins and helped the gravedig­ger at the ceme­tery. That the nun who had died that morn­ing had re­quest­ed to be buried in the cof­fin which had served her for a bed, and in­terred in the vault un­der the al­tar of the chapel. That the po­lice reg­u­la­tions for­bade this, but that she was one of those dead to whom noth­ing is re­fused. That the pri­oress and the vo­cal moth­ers in­tend­ed to ful­fil the wish of the de­ceased. That it was so much the worse for the gov­ern­ment. That he, Fauchelevent, was to nail up the cof­fin in the cell, raise the stone in the chapel, and low­er the corpse in­to the vault. And that, by way of thanks, the pri­oress was to ad­mit his broth­er to the house as a gar­den­er, and his niece as a pupil. That his broth­er was M. Madeleine, and that his niece was Cosette. That the pri­oress had told him to bring his broth­er on the fol­low­ing evening, af­ter the coun­ter­feit in­ter­ment in the ceme­tery. But that he could not bring M. Madeleine in from the out­side if M. Madeleine was not out­side. That that was the first prob­lem. And then, that there was an­oth­er: the emp­ty cof­fin.

			“What is that emp­ty cof­fin?” asked Jean Val­jean.

			Fauchelevent replied:—

			“The cof­fin of the ad­min­is­tra­tion.”

			“What cof­fin? What ad­min­is­tra­tion?”

			“A nun dies. The mu­nic­i­pal doc­tor comes and says, ‘A nun has died.’ The gov­ern­ment sends a cof­fin. The next day it sends a hearse and un­der­tak­er’s men to get the cof­fin and car­ry it to the ceme­tery. The un­der­tak­er’s men will come and lift the cof­fin; there will be noth­ing in it.”

			“Put some­thing in it.”

			“A corpse? I have none.”

			“No.”

			“What then?”

			“A liv­ing per­son.”

			“What per­son?”

			“Me!” said Jean Val­jean.

			Fauchelevent, who was seat­ed, sprang up as though a bomb had burst un­der his chair.

			“You!”

			“Why not?”

			Jean Val­jean gave way to one of those rare smiles which light­ed up his face like a flash from heav­en in the win­ter.

			“You know, Fauchelevent, what you have said: ‘Moth­er Cru­ci­fix­ion is dead.’ and I add: ‘and Fa­ther Madeleine is buried.’ ”

			“Ah! good, you can laugh, you are not speak­ing se­ri­ous­ly.”

			“Very se­ri­ous­ly, I must get out of this place.”

			“Cer­tain­ly.”

			“I have told you to find a bas­ket, and a cov­er for me al­so.”

			“Well?”

			“The bas­ket will be of pine, and the cov­er a black cloth.”

			“In the first place, it will be a white cloth. Nuns are buried in white.”

			“Let it be a white cloth, then.”

			“You are not like oth­er men, Fa­ther Madeleine.”

			To be­hold such de­vices, which are noth­ing else than the sav­age and dar­ing in­ven­tions of the gal­leys, spring forth from the peace­able things which sur­round­ed him, and min­gle with what he called the “pet­ty course of life in the con­vent,” caused Fauchelevent as much amaze­ment as a gull fish­ing in the gut­ter of the Rue Saint-De­nis would in­spire in a passer­by.

			Jean Val­jean went on:—

			“The prob­lem is to get out of here with­out be­ing seen. This of­fers the means. But give me some in­for­ma­tion, in the first place. How is it man­aged? Where is this cof­fin?”

			“The emp­ty one?”

			“Yes.”

			“Down­stairs, in what is called the dead-room. It stands on two tres­tles, un­der the pall.”

			“How long is the cof­fin?”

			“Six feet.”

			“What is this dead-room?”

			“It is a cham­ber on the ground floor which has a grat­ed win­dow open­ing on the gar­den, which is closed on the out­side by a shut­ter, and two doors; one leads in­to the con­vent, the oth­er in­to the church.”

			“What church?”

			“The church in the street, the church which any­one can en­ter.”

			“Have you the keys to those two doors?”

			“No; I have the key to the door which com­mu­ni­cates with the con­vent; the porter has the key to the door which com­mu­ni­cates with the church.”

			“When does the porter open that door?”

			“On­ly to al­low the un­der­tak­er’s men to en­ter, when they come to get the cof­fin. When the cof­fin has been tak­en out, the door is closed again.”

			“Who nails up the cof­fin?”

			“I do.”

			“Who spreads the pall over it?”

			“I do.”

			“Are you alone?”

			“Not an­oth­er man, ex­cept the po­lice doc­tor, can en­ter the dead-room. That is even writ­ten on the wall.”

			“Could you hide me in that room tonight when ev­ery­one is asleep?”

			“No. But I could hide you in a small, dark nook which opens on the dead-room, where I keep my tools to use for buri­als, and of which I have the key.”

			“At what time will the hearse come for the cof­fin to­mor­row?”

			“About three o’clock in the af­ter­noon. The buri­al will take place at the Vau­gi­rard ceme­tery a lit­tle be­fore night­fall. It is not very near.”

			“I will re­main con­cealed in your tool-clos­et all night and all the morn­ing. And how about food? I shall be hun­gry.”

			“I will bring you some­thing.”

			“You can come and nail me up in the cof­fin at two o’clock.”

			Fauchelevent re­coiled and cracked his fin­ger-joints.

			“But that is im­pos­si­ble!”

			“Bah! Im­pos­si­ble to take a ham­mer and drive some nails in a plank?”

			What seemed un­prece­dent­ed to Fauchelevent was, we re­peat, a sim­ple mat­ter to Jean Val­jean. Jean Val­jean had been in worse straits than this. Any man who has been a pris­on­er un­der­stands how to con­tract him­self to fit the di­am­e­ter of the es­cape. The pris­on­er is sub­ject to flight as the sick man is sub­ject to a cri­sis which saves or kills him. An es­cape is a cure. What does not a man un­der­go for the sake of a cure? To have him­self nailed up in a case and car­ried off like a bale of goods, to live for a long time in a box, to find air where there is none, to econ­o­mize his breath for hours, to know how to sti­fle with­out dy­ing—this was one of Jean Val­jean’s gloomy tal­ents.

			More­over, a cof­fin con­tain­ing a liv­ing be­ing—that con­vict’s ex­pe­di­ent—is al­so an im­pe­ri­al ex­pe­di­ent. If we are to cred­it the monk Austin Castille­jo, this was the means em­ployed by Charles the Fifth, de­sirous of see­ing the Plombes for the last time af­ter his ab­di­ca­tion.

			He had her brought in­to and car­ried out of the monastery of Saint-Yuste in this man­ner.

			Fauchelevent, who had re­cov­ered him­self a lit­tle, ex­claimed:—

			“But how will you man­age to breathe?”

			“I will breathe.”

			“In that box! The mere thought of it suf­fo­cates me.”

			“You sure­ly must have a gim­let, you will make a few holes here and there, around my mouth, and you will nail the top plank on loose­ly.”

			“Good! And what if you should hap­pen to cough or to sneeze?”

			“A man who is mak­ing his es­cape does not cough or sneeze.”

			And Jean Val­jean added:—

			“Fa­ther Fauchelevent, we must come to a de­ci­sion: I must ei­ther be caught here, or ac­cept this es­cape through the hearse.”

			Ev­ery­one has no­ticed the taste which cats have for paus­ing and loung­ing be­tween the two leaves of a half-shut door. Who is there who has not said to a cat, “Do come in!” There are men who, when an in­ci­dent stands half-open be­fore them, have the same ten­den­cy to halt in in­de­ci­sion be­tween two res­o­lu­tions, at the risk of get­ting crushed through the abrupt clos­ing of the ad­ven­ture by fate. The over-pru­dent, cats as they are, and be­cause they are cats, some­times in­cur more dan­ger than the au­da­cious. Fauchelevent was of this hes­i­tat­ing na­ture. But Jean Val­jean’s cool­ness pre­vailed over him in spite of him­self. He grum­bled:—

			“Well, since there is no oth­er means.”

			Jean Val­jean re­sumed:—

			“The on­ly thing which trou­bles me is what will take place at the ceme­tery.”

			“That is the very point that is not trou­ble­some,” ex­claimed Fauchelevent. “If you are sure of com­ing out of the cof­fin all right, I am sure of get­ting you out of the grave. The gravedig­ger is a drunk­ard, and a friend of mine. He is Fa­ther Mesti­enne. An old fel­low of the old school. The gravedig­ger puts the corpses in the grave, and I put the gravedig­ger in my pock­et. I will tell you what will take place. They will ar­rive a lit­tle be­fore dusk, three-quar­ters of an hour be­fore the gates of the ceme­tery are closed. The hearse will drive di­rect­ly up to the grave. I shall fol­low; that is my busi­ness. I shall have a ham­mer, a chis­el, and some pin­cers in my pock­et. The hearse halts, the un­der­tak­er’s men knot a rope around your cof­fin and low­er you down. The priest says the prayers, makes the sign of the cross, sprin­kles the holy wa­ter, and takes his de­par­ture. I am left alone with Fa­ther Mesti­enne. He is my friend, I tell you. One of two things will hap­pen, he will ei­ther be sober, or he will not be sober. If he is not drunk, I shall say to him: ‘Come and drink a bout while the Bon Co­ing29 is open.’ I car­ry him off, I get him drunk—it does not take long to make Fa­ther Mesti­enne drunk, he al­ways has the be­gin­ning of it about him—I lay him un­der the ta­ble, I take his card, so that I can get in­to the ceme­tery again, and I re­turn with­out him. Then you have no longer any­one but me to deal with. If he is drunk, I shall say to him: ‘Be off; I will do your work for you.’ Off he goes, and I drag you out of the hole.”

			Jean Val­jean held out his hand, and Fauchelevent pre­cip­i­tat­ed him­self up­on it with the touch­ing ef­fu­sion of a peas­ant.

			“That is set­tled, Fa­ther Fauchelevent. All will go well.”

			“Pro­vid­ed noth­ing goes wrong,” thought Fauchelevent. “In that case, it would be ter­ri­ble.”

		
	
		
			
				V

				It Is Not Nec­es­sary to Be Drunk in Or­der to Be Im­mor­tal

			
			On the fol­low­ing day, as the sun was de­clin­ing, the very rare passers­by on the Boule­vard du Maine pulled off their hats to an old-fash­ioned hearse, or­na­ment­ed with skulls, cross­bones, and tears. This hearse con­tained a cof­fin cov­ered with a white cloth over which spread a large black cross, like a huge corpse with droop­ing arms. A mourn­ing-coach, in which could be seen a priest in his sur­plice, and a choir boy in his red cap, fol­lowed. Two un­der­tak­er’s men in gray uni­forms trimmed with black walked on the right and the left of the hearse. Be­hind it came an old man in the gar­ments of a la­bor­er, who limped along. The pro­ces­sion was go­ing in the di­rec­tion of the Vau­gi­rard ceme­tery.

			The han­dle of a ham­mer, the blade of a cold chis­el, and the an­ten­nae of a pair of pin­cers were vis­i­ble, pro­trud­ing from the man’s pock­et.

			The Vau­gi­rard ceme­tery formed an ex­cep­tion among the ceme­ter­ies of Paris. It had its pe­cu­liar us­ages, just as it had its car­riage en­trance and its house door, which old peo­ple in the quar­ter, who clung tena­cious­ly to an­cient words, still called the porte cav­al­ière and the porte pié­tonne.30 The Bernar­dines-Bene­dictines of the Rue Pe­tit-Pic­pus had ob­tained per­mis­sion, as we have al­ready stat­ed, to be buried there in a cor­ner apart, and at night, the plot of land hav­ing for­mer­ly be­longed to their com­mu­ni­ty. The gravedig­gers be­ing thus bound to ser­vice in the evening in sum­mer and at night in win­ter, in this ceme­tery, they were sub­ject­ed to a spe­cial dis­ci­pline. The gates of the Paris ceme­ter­ies closed, at that epoch, at sun­down, and this be­ing a mu­nic­i­pal reg­u­la­tion, the Vau­gi­rard ceme­tery was bound by it like the rest. The car­riage gate and the house door were two con­tigu­ous grat­ed gates, ad­join­ing a pavil­ion built by the ar­chi­tect Per­ronet, and in­hab­it­ed by the door­keep­er of the ceme­tery. These gates, there­fore, swung in­ex­orably on their hinges at the in­stant when the sun dis­ap­peared be­hind the dome of the In­valides. If any gravedig­ger were de­layed af­ter that mo­ment in the ceme­tery, there was but one way for him to get out—his gravedig­ger’s card fur­nished by the de­part­ment of pub­lic fu­ner­als. A sort of let­ter-box was con­struct­ed in the porter’s win­dow. The gravedig­ger dropped his card in­to this box, the porter heard it fall, pulled the rope, and the small door opened. If the man had not his card, he men­tioned his name, the porter, who was some­times in bed and asleep, rose, came out and iden­ti­fied the man, and opened the gate with his key; the gravedig­ger stepped out, but had to pay a fine of fif­teen francs.

			This ceme­tery, with its pe­cu­liar­i­ties out­side the reg­u­la­tions, em­bar­rassed the sym­me­try of the ad­min­is­tra­tion. It was sup­pressed a lit­tle lat­er than 1830. The ceme­tery of Mont-Par­nasse, called the East­ern ceme­tery, suc­ceed­ed to it, and in­her­it­ed that fa­mous dram-shop next to the Vau­gi­rard ceme­tery, which was sur­mount­ed by a quince paint­ed on a board, and which formed an an­gle, one side on the drinkers’ ta­bles, and the oth­er on the tombs, with this sign: Au Bon Co­ing.

			The Vau­gi­rard ceme­tery was what may be called a fad­ed ceme­tery. It was fall­ing in­to dis­use. Damp­ness was in­vad­ing it, the flow­ers were de­sert­ing it. The bour­geois did not care much about be­ing buried in the Vau­gi­rard; it hint­ed at pover­ty. Père-Lachaise if you please! to be buried in Père-Lachaise is equiv­a­lent to hav­ing fur­ni­ture of ma­hogany. It is rec­og­nized as el­e­gant. The Vau­gi­rard ceme­tery was a ven­er­a­ble en­clo­sure, plant­ed like an old-fash­ioned French gar­den. Straight al­leys, box, thuya-trees, hol­ly, an­cient tombs be­neath aged cy­press-trees, and very tall grass. In the evening it was trag­ic there. There were very lugubri­ous lines about it.

			The sun had not yet set when the hearse with the white pall and the black cross en­tered the av­enue of the Vau­gi­rard ceme­tery. The lame man who fol­lowed it was no oth­er than Fauchelevent.

			The in­ter­ment of Moth­er Cru­ci­fix­ion in the vault un­der the al­tar, the ex­it of Cosette, the in­tro­duc­tion of Jean Val­jean to the dead-room—all had been ex­e­cut­ed with­out dif­fi­cul­ty, and there had been no hitch.

			Let us re­mark in pass­ing, that the buri­al of Moth­er Cru­ci­fix­ion un­der the al­tar of the con­vent is a per­fect­ly ve­nial of­fence in our sight. It is one of the faults which re­sem­ble a du­ty. The nuns had com­mit­ted it, not on­ly with­out dif­fi­cul­ty, but even with the ap­plause of their own con­sciences. In the clois­ter, what is called the “gov­ern­ment” is on­ly an in­ter­med­dling with au­thor­i­ty, an in­ter­fer­ence which is al­ways ques­tion­able. In the first place, the rule; as for the code, we shall see. Make as many laws as you please, men; but keep them for your­selves. The trib­ute to Cae­sar is nev­er any­thing but the rem­nants of the trib­ute to God. A prince is noth­ing in the pres­ence of a prin­ci­ple.

			Fauchelevent limped along be­hind the hearse in a very con­tent­ed frame of mind. His twin plots, the one with the nuns, the one for the con­vent, the oth­er against it, the oth­er with M. Madeleine, had suc­ceed­ed, to all ap­pear­ance. Jean Val­jean’s com­po­sure was one of those pow­er­ful tran­quil­li­ties which are con­ta­gious. Fauchelevent no longer felt doubt­ful as to his suc­cess.

			What re­mained to be done was a mere noth­ing. With­in the last two years, he had made good Fa­ther Mesti­enne, a chub­by-cheeked per­son, drunk at least ten times. He played with Fa­ther Mesti­enne. He did what he liked with him. He made him dance ac­cord­ing to his whim. Mesti­enne’s head ad­just­ed it­self to the cap of Fauchelevent’s will. Fauchelevent’s con­fi­dence was per­fect.

			At the mo­ment when the con­voy en­tered the av­enue lead­ing to the ceme­tery, Fauchelevent glanced cheer­ful­ly at the hearse, and said half aloud, as he rubbed his big hands:—

			“Here’s a fine farce!”

			All at once the hearse halt­ed; it had reached the gate. The per­mis­sion for in­ter­ment must be ex­hib­it­ed. The un­der­tak­er’s man ad­dressed him­self to the porter of the ceme­tery. Dur­ing this col­lo­quy, which al­ways is pro­duc­tive of a de­lay of from one to two min­utes, some­one, a stranger, came and placed him­self be­hind the hearse, be­side Fauchelevent. He was a sort of la­bor­ing man, who wore a waist­coat with large pock­ets and car­ried a mat­tock un­der his arm.

			Fauchelevent sur­veyed this stranger.

			“Who are you?” he de­mand­ed.

			The man replied:—

			“The gravedig­ger.”

			If a man could sur­vive the blow of a can­non­ball full in the breast, he would make the same face that Fauchelevent made.

			“The gravedig­ger?”

			“Yes.”

			“You?”

			“I.”

			“Fa­ther Mesti­enne is the gravedig­ger.”

			“He was.”

			“What! He was?”

			“He is dead.”

			Fauchelevent had ex­pect­ed any­thing but this, that a gravedig­ger could die. It is true, nev­er­the­less, that gravedig­gers do die them­selves. By dint of ex­ca­vat­ing graves for oth­er peo­ple, one hol­lows out one’s own.

			Fauchelevent stood there with his mouth wide open. He had hard­ly the strength to stam­mer:—

			“But it is not pos­si­ble!”

			“It is so.”

			“But,” he per­sist­ed fee­bly, “Fa­ther Mesti­enne is the gravedig­ger.”

			“Af­ter Napoleon, Louis XVI­II. Af­ter Mesti­enne, Gri­bier. Peas­ant, my name is Gri­bier.”

			Fauchelevent, who was dead­ly pale, stared at this Gri­bier.

			He was a tall, thin, livid, ut­ter­ly fu­ne­re­al man. He had the air of an un­suc­cess­ful doc­tor who had turned gravedig­ger.

			Fauchelevent burst out laugh­ing.

			“Ah!” said he, “what queer things do hap­pen! Fa­ther Mesti­enne is dead, but long live lit­tle Fa­ther Lenoir! Do you know who lit­tle Fa­ther Lenoir is? He is a jug of red wine. It is a jug of Surêne, mor­bigou! of re­al Paris Surêne? Ah! So old Mesti­enne is dead! I am sor­ry for it; he was a jol­ly fel­low. But you are a jol­ly fel­low, too. Are you not, com­rade? We’ll go and have a drink to­geth­er present­ly.”

			The man replied:—

			“I have been a stu­dent. I passed my fourth ex­am­i­na­tion. I nev­er drink.”

			The hearse had set out again, and was rolling up the grand al­ley of the ceme­tery.

			Fauchelevent had slack­ened his pace. He limped more out of anx­i­ety than from in­fir­mi­ty.

			The gravedig­ger walked on in front of him.

			Fauchelevent passed the un­ex­pect­ed Gri­bier once more in re­view.

			He was one of those men who, though very young, have the air of age, and who, though slen­der, are ex­treme­ly strong.

			“Com­rade!” cried Fauchelevent.

			The man turned round.

			“I am the con­vent gravedig­ger.”

			“My col­league,” said the man.

			Fauchelevent, who was il­lit­er­ate but very sharp, un­der­stood that he had to deal with a for­mi­da­ble species of man, with a fine talk­er. He mut­tered:

			“So Fa­ther Mesti­enne is dead.”

			The man replied:—

			“Com­plete­ly. The good God con­sult­ed his note­book which shows when the time is up. It was Fa­ther Mesti­enne’s turn. Fa­ther Mesti­enne died.”

			Fauchelevent re­peat­ed me­chan­i­cal­ly: “The good God—”

			“The good God,” said the man au­thor­i­ta­tive­ly. “Ac­cord­ing to the philoso­phers, the Eter­nal Fa­ther; ac­cord­ing to the Ja­cobins, the Supreme Be­ing.”

			“Shall we not make each oth­er’s ac­quain­tance?” stam­mered Fauchelevent.

			“It is made. You are a peas­ant, I am a Parisian.”

			“Peo­ple do not know each oth­er un­til they have drunk to­geth­er. He who emp­ties his glass emp­ties his heart. You must come and have a drink with me. Such a thing can­not be re­fused.”

			“Busi­ness first.”

			Fauchelevent thought: “I am lost.”

			They were on­ly a few turns of the wheel dis­tant from the small al­ley lead­ing to the nuns’ cor­ner.

			The gravedig­ger re­sumed:—

			“Peas­ant, I have sev­en small chil­dren who must be fed. As they must eat, I can­not drink.”

			And he added, with the sat­is­fac­tion of a se­ri­ous man who is turn­ing a phrase well:—

			“Their hunger is the en­e­my of my thirst.”

			The hearse skirt­ed a clump of cy­press-trees, quit­ted the grand al­ley, turned in­to a nar­row one, en­tered the waste land, and plunged in­to a thick­et. This in­di­cat­ed the im­me­di­ate prox­im­i­ty of the place of sepul­ture. Fauchelevent slack­ened his pace, but he could not de­tain the hearse. For­tu­nate­ly, the soil, which was light and wet with the win­ter rains, clogged the wheels and re­tard­ed its speed.

			He ap­proached the gravedig­ger.

			“They have such a nice lit­tle Ar­gen­teuil wine,” mur­mured Fauchelevent.

			“Vil­lager,” re­tort­ed the man, “I ought not be a gravedig­ger. My fa­ther was a porter at the Pry­ta­neum.31 He des­tined me for lit­er­a­ture. But he had re­vers­es. He had loss­es on ’change. I was obliged to re­nounce the pro­fes­sion of au­thor. But I am still a pub­lic writ­er.”

			“So you are not a gravedig­ger, then?” re­turned Fauchelevent, clutch­ing at this branch, fee­ble as it was.

			“The one does not hin­der the oth­er. I cu­mu­late.”

			Fauchelevent did not un­der­stand this last word.

			“Come have a drink,” said he.

			Here a re­mark be­comes nec­es­sary. Fauchelevent, what­ev­er his an­guish, of­fered a drink, but he did not ex­plain him­self on one point; who was to pay? Gen­er­al­ly, Fauchelevent of­fered and Fa­ther Mesti­enne paid. An of­fer of a drink was the ev­i­dent re­sult of the nov­el sit­u­a­tion cre­at­ed by the new gravedig­ger, and it was nec­es­sary to make this of­fer, but the old gar­den­er left the prover­bial quar­ter of an hour named af­ter Ra­belais in the dark, and that not un­in­ten­tion­al­ly. As for him­self, Fauchelevent did not wish to pay, trou­bled as he was.

			The gravedig­ger went on with a su­pe­ri­or smile:—

			“One must eat. I have ac­cept­ed Fa­ther Mesti­enne’s re­ver­sion. One gets to be a philoso­pher when one has near­ly com­plet­ed his class­es. To the la­bor of the hand I join the la­bor of the arm. I have my scriven­er’s stall in the mar­ket of the Rue de Sèvres. You know? the Um­brel­la Mar­ket. All the cooks of the Red Cross ap­ply to me. I scrib­ble their dec­la­ra­tions of love to the raw sol­diers. In the morn­ing I write love let­ters; in the evening I dig graves. Such is life, rus­tic.”

			The hearse was still ad­vanc­ing. Fauchelevent, un­easy to the last de­gree, was gaz­ing about him on all sides. Great drops of per­spi­ra­tion trick­led down from his brow.

			“But,” con­tin­ued the gravedig­ger, “a man can­not serve two mis­tress­es. I must choose be­tween the pen and the mat­tock. The mat­tock is ru­in­ing my hand.”

			The hearse halt­ed.

			The choir boy alight­ed from the mourn­ing-coach, then the priest.

			One of the small front wheels of the hearse had run up a lit­tle on a pile of earth, be­yond which an open grave was vis­i­ble.

			“What a farce this is!” re­peat­ed Fauchelevent in con­ster­na­tion.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				Be­tween Four Planks

			
			Who was in the cof­fin? The read­er knows. Jean Val­jean.

			Jean Val­jean had ar­ranged things so that he could ex­ist there, and he could al­most breathe.

			It is a strange thing to what a de­gree se­cu­ri­ty of con­science con­fers se­cu­ri­ty of the rest. Ev­ery com­bi­na­tion thought out by Jean Val­jean had been pro­gress­ing, and pro­gress­ing fa­vor­ably, since the pre­ced­ing day. He, like Fauchelevent, count­ed on Fa­ther Mesti­enne. He had no doubt as to the end. Nev­er was there a more crit­i­cal sit­u­a­tion, nev­er more com­plete com­po­sure.

			The four planks of the cof­fin breathe out a kind of ter­ri­ble peace. It seemed as though some­thing of the re­pose of the dead en­tered in­to Jean Val­jean’s tran­quil­li­ty.

			From the depths of that cof­fin he had been able to fol­low, and he had fol­lowed, all the phas­es of the ter­ri­ble dra­ma which he was play­ing with death.

			Short­ly af­ter Fauchelevent had fin­ished nail­ing on the up­per plank, Jean Val­jean had felt him­self car­ried out, then driv­en off. He knew, from the diminu­tion in the jolt­ing, when they left the pave­ments and reached the earth road. He had di­vined, from a dull noise, that they were cross­ing the bridge of Auster­litz. At the first halt, he had un­der­stood that they were en­ter­ing the ceme­tery; at the sec­ond halt, he said to him­self:—

			“Here is the grave.”

			Sud­den­ly, he felt hands seize the cof­fin, then a harsh grat­ing against the planks; he ex­plained it to him­self as the rope which was be­ing fas­tened round the cas­ket in or­der to low­er it in­to the cav­i­ty.

			Then he ex­pe­ri­enced a gid­di­ness.

			The un­der­tak­er’s man and the gravedig­ger had prob­a­bly al­lowed the cof­fin to lose its bal­ance, and had low­ered the head be­fore the foot. He re­cov­ered him­self ful­ly when he felt him­self hor­i­zon­tal and mo­tion­less. He had just touched the bot­tom.

			He had a cer­tain sen­sa­tion of cold.

			A voice rose above him, glacial and solemn. He heard Latin words, which he did not un­der­stand, pass over him, so slow­ly that he was able to catch them one by one:—

			“Qui dormi­unt in ter­rae pul­vere, evig­i­labunt; alii in vi­tam aeter­nam, et alii in ap­pro­bri­um, ut videant sem­per.”

			A child’s voice said:—

			“De pro­fundis.”

			The grave voice be­gan again:—

			“Re­quiem aeter­nam dona ei, Domine.”

			The child’s voice re­spond­ed:—

			“Et lux per­pet­ua luceat ei.”

			He heard some­thing like the gen­tle pat­ter of sev­er­al drops of rain on the plank which cov­ered him. It was prob­a­bly the holy wa­ter.

			He thought: “This will be over soon now. Pa­tience for a lit­tle while longer. The priest will take his de­par­ture. Fauchelevent will take Mesti­enne off to drink. I shall be left. Then Fauchelevent will re­turn alone, and I shall get out. That will be the work of a good hour.”

			The grave voice re­sumed:—

			“Re­qui­escat in pace.”

			And the child’s voice said:—

			“Amen.”

			Jean Val­jean strained his ears, and heard some­thing like re­treat­ing foot­steps.

			“There, they are go­ing now,” thought he. “I am alone.”

			All at once, he heard over his head a sound which seemed to him to be a clap of thun­der.

			It was a shov­el­ful of earth fall­ing on the cof­fin.

			A sec­ond shov­el­ful fell.

			One of the holes through which he breathed had just been stopped up.

			A third shov­el­ful of earth fell.

			Then a fourth.

			There are things which are too strong for the strong­est man. Jean Val­jean lost con­scious­ness.

		
	
		
			
				VII

				In Which Will Be Found the Ori­gin of the Say­ing: Don’t Lose the Card

			
			This is what had tak­en place above the cof­fin in which lay Jean Val­jean.

			When the hearse had driv­en off, when the priest and the choir boy had en­tered the car­riage again and tak­en their de­par­ture, Fauchelevent, who had not tak­en his eyes from the gravedig­ger, saw the lat­ter bend over and grasp his shov­el, which was stick­ing up­right in the heap of dirt.

			Then Fauchelevent took a supreme re­solve.

			He placed him­self be­tween the grave and the gravedig­ger, crossed his arms and said:—

			“I am the one to pay!”

			The gravedig­ger stared at him in amaze­ment, and replied:—

			“What’s that, peas­ant?”

			Fauchelevent re­peat­ed:—

			“I am the one who pays!”

			“What?”

			“For the wine.”

			“What wine?”

			“That Ar­gen­teuil wine.”

			“Where is the Ar­gen­teuil?”

			“At the Bon Co­ing.”

			“Go to the dev­il!” said the gravedig­ger.

			And he flung a shov­el­ful of earth on the cof­fin.

			The cof­fin gave back a hol­low sound. Fauchelevent felt him­self stag­ger and on the point of fall­ing head­long in­to the grave him­self. He shout­ed in a voice in which the stran­gling sound of the death rat­tle be­gan to min­gle:—

			“Com­rade! Be­fore the Bon Co­ing is shut!”

			The gravedig­ger took some more earth on his shov­el. Fauchelevent con­tin­ued.

			“I will pay.”

			And he seized the man’s arm.

			“Lis­ten to me, com­rade. I am the con­vent gravedig­ger, I have come to help you. It is a busi­ness which can be per­formed at night. Let us be­gin, then, by go­ing for a drink.”

			And as he spoke, and clung to this des­per­ate in­sis­tence, this melan­choly re­flec­tion oc­curred to him: “And if he drinks, will he get drunk?”

			“Pro­vin­cial,” said the man, “if you pos­i­tive­ly in­sist up­on it, I con­sent. We will drink. Af­ter work, nev­er be­fore.”

			And he flour­ished his shov­el briskly. Fauchelevent held him back.

			“It is Ar­gen­teuil wine, at six.”

			“Oh, come,” said the gravedig­ger, “you are a bell-ringer. Ding dong, ding dong, that’s all you know how to say. Go hang your­self.”

			And he threw in a sec­ond shov­el­ful.

			Fauchelevent had reached a point where he no longer knew what he was say­ing.

			“Come along and drink,” he cried, “since it is I who pays the bill.”

			“When we have put the child to bed,” said the gravedig­ger.

			He flung in a third shov­el­ful.

			Then he thrust his shov­el in­to the earth and added:—

			“It’s cold tonight, you see, and the corpse would shriek out af­ter us if we were to plant her there with­out a cov­er­let.”

			At that mo­ment, as he load­ed his shov­el, the gravedig­ger bent over, and the pock­et of his waist­coat gaped. Fauchelevent’s wild gaze fell me­chan­i­cal­ly in­to that pock­et, and there it stopped.

			The sun was not yet hid­den be­hind the hori­zon; there was still light enough to en­able him to dis­tin­guish some­thing white at the bot­tom of that yawn­ing pock­et.

			The sum to­tal of light­ning that the eye of a Pi­card peas­ant can con­tain, tra­versed Fauchelevent’s pupils. An idea had just oc­curred to him.

			He thrust his hand in­to the pock­et from be­hind, with­out the gravedig­ger, who was whol­ly ab­sorbed in his shov­el­ful of earth, ob­serv­ing it, and pulled out the white ob­ject which lay at the bot­tom of it.

			The man sent a fourth shov­el­ful tum­bling in­to the grave.

			Just as he turned round to get the fifth, Fauchelevent looked calm­ly at him and said:—

			“By the way, you new man, have you your card?”

			The gravedig­ger paused.

			“What card?”

			“The sun is on the point of set­ting.”

			“That’s good, it is go­ing to put on its night­cap.”

			“The gate of the ceme­tery will close im­me­di­ate­ly.”

			“Well, what then?”

			“Have you your card?”

			“Ah! my card?” said the gravedig­ger.

			And he fum­bled in his pock­et.

			Hav­ing searched one pock­et, he pro­ceed­ed to search the oth­er. He passed on to his fobs, ex­plored the first, re­turned to the sec­ond.

			“Why, no,” said he, “I have not my card. I must have for­got­ten it.”

			“Fif­teen francs fine,” said Fauchelevent.

			The gravedig­ger turned green. Green is the pal­lor of livid peo­ple.

			“Ah! Je­sus-mon-Dieu-ban­croche-à-bas-la-lune!”32 he ex­claimed. “Fif­teen francs fine!”

			“Three pieces of a hun­dred sous,” said Fauchelevent.

			The gravedig­ger dropped his shov­el.

			Fauchelevent’s turn had come.

			“Ah, come now, con­script,” said Fauchelevent, “none of this de­spair. There is no ques­tion of com­mit­ting sui­cide and ben­e­fit­ing the grave. Fif­teen francs is fif­teen francs, and be­sides, you may not be able to pay it. I am an old hand, you are a new one. I know all the ropes and the de­vices. I will give you some friend­ly ad­vice. One thing is clear, the sun is on the point of set­ting, it is touch­ing the dome now, the ceme­tery will be closed in five min­utes more.”

			“That is true,” replied the man.

			“Five min­utes more and you will not have time to fill the grave, it is as hol­low as the dev­il, this grave, and to reach the gate in sea­son to pass it be­fore it is shut.”

			“That is true.”

			“In that case, a fine of fif­teen francs.”

			“Fif­teen francs.”

			“But you have time. Where do you live?”

			“A cou­ple of steps from the bar­ri­er, a quar­ter of an hour from here. No. 87 Rue de Vau­gi­rard.”

			“You have just time to get out by tak­ing to your heels at your best speed.”

			“That is ex­act­ly so.”

			“Once out­side the gate, you gal­lop home, you get your card, you re­turn, the ceme­tery porter ad­mits you. As you have your card, there will be noth­ing to pay. And you will bury your corpse. I’ll watch it for you in the mean­time, so that it shall not run away.”

			“I am in­debt­ed to you for my life, peas­ant.”

			“De­camp!” said Fauchelevent.

			The gravedig­ger, over­whelmed with grat­i­tude, shook his hand and set off on a run.

			When the man had dis­ap­peared in the thick­et, Fauchelevent lis­tened un­til he heard his foot­steps die away in the dis­tance, then he leaned over the grave, and said in a low tone:—

			“Fa­ther Madeleine!”

			There was no re­ply.

			Fauchelevent was seized with a shud­der. He tum­bled rather than climbed in­to the grave, flung him­self on the head of the cof­fin and cried:—

			“Are you there?”

			Si­lence in the cof­fin.

			Fauchelevent, hard­ly able to draw his breath for trem­bling, seized his cold chis­el and his ham­mer, and pried up the cof­fin lid.

			Jean Val­jean’s face ap­peared in the twi­light; it was pale and his eyes were closed.

			Fauchelevent’s hair rose up­right on his head, he sprang to his feet, then fell back against the side of the grave, ready to swoon on the cof­fin. He stared at Jean Val­jean.

			Jean Val­jean lay there pal­lid and mo­tion­less.

			Fauchelevent mur­mured in a voice as faint as a sigh:—

			“He is dead!”

			And, draw­ing him­self up, and fold­ing his arms with such vi­o­lence that his clenched fists came in con­tact with his shoul­ders, he cried:—

			“And this is the way I save his life!”

			Then the poor man fell to sob­bing. He so­lil­o­quized the while, for it is an er­ror to sup­pose that the so­lil­o­quy is un­nat­u­ral. Pow­er­ful emo­tion of­ten talks aloud.

			“It is Fa­ther Mesti­enne’s fault. Why did that fool die? What need was there for him to give up the ghost at the very mo­ment when no one was ex­pect­ing it? It is he who has killed M. Madeleine. Fa­ther Madeleine! He is in the cof­fin. It is quite handy. All is over. Now, is there any sense in these things? Ah! my God! he is dead! Well! and his lit­tle girl, what am I to do with her? What will the fruit-sell­er say? The idea of its be­ing pos­si­ble for a man like that to die like this! When I think how he put him­self un­der that cart! Fa­ther Madeleine! Fa­ther Madeleine! Par­dine! He was suf­fo­cat­ed, I said so. He wouldn’t be­lieve me. Well! Here’s a pret­ty trick to play! He is dead, that good man, the very best man out of all the good God’s good folks! And his lit­tle girl! Ah! In the first place, I won’t go back there my­self. I shall stay here. Af­ter hav­ing done such a thing as that! What’s the use of be­ing two old men, if we are two old fools! But, in the first place, how did he man­age to en­ter the con­vent? That was the be­gin­ning of it all. One should not do such things. Fa­ther Madeleine! Fa­ther Madeleine! Fa­ther Madeleine! Madeleine! Mon­sieur Madeleine! Mon­sieur le Maire! He does not hear me. Now get out of this scrape if you can!”

			And he tore his hair.

			A grat­ing sound be­came au­di­ble through the trees in the dis­tance. It was the ceme­tery gate clos­ing.

			Fauchelevent bent over Jean Val­jean, and all at once he bound­ed back and re­coiled so far as the lim­its of a grave per­mit.

			Jean Val­jean’s eyes were open and gaz­ing at him.

			To see a corpse is alarm­ing, to be­hold a res­ur­rec­tion is al­most as much so. Fauchelevent be­came like stone, pale, hag­gard, over­whelmed by all these ex­cess­es of emo­tion, not know­ing whether he had to do with a liv­ing man or a dead one, and star­ing at Jean Val­jean, who was gaz­ing at him.

			“I fell asleep,” said Jean Val­jean.

			And he raised him­self to a sit­ting pos­ture.

			Fauchelevent fell on his knees.

			“Just, good Vir­gin! How you fright­ened me!”

			Then he sprang to his feet and cried:—

			“Thanks, Fa­ther Madeleine!”

			Jean Val­jean had mere­ly faint­ed. The fresh air had re­vived him.

			Joy is the ebb of ter­ror. Fauchelevent found al­most as much dif­fi­cul­ty in re­cov­er­ing him­self as Jean Val­jean had.

			“So you are not dead! Oh! How wise you are! I called you so much that you came back. When I saw your eyes shut, I said: ‘Good! there he is, sti­fled,’ I should have gone rav­ing mad, mad enough for a strait jack­et. They would have put me in Bicêtre. What do you sup­pose I should have done if you had been dead? And your lit­tle girl? There’s that fruit-sell­er—she would nev­er have un­der­stood it! The child is thrust in­to your arms, and then—the grand­fa­ther is dead! What a sto­ry! good saints of par­adise, what a tale! Ah! you are alive, that’s the best of it!”

			“I am cold,” said Jean Val­jean.

			This re­mark re­called Fauchelevent thor­ough­ly to re­al­i­ty, and there was press­ing need of it. The souls of these two men were trou­bled even when they had re­cov­ered them­selves, al­though they did not re­al­ize it, and there was about them some­thing un­can­ny, which was the sin­is­ter be­wil­der­ment in­spired by the place.

			“Let us get out of here quick­ly,” ex­claimed Fauchelevent.

			He fum­bled in his pock­et, and pulled out a gourd with which he had pro­vid­ed him­self.

			“But first, take a drop,” said he.

			The flask fin­ished what the fresh air had be­gun, Jean Val­jean swal­lowed a mouth­ful of brandy, and re­gained full pos­ses­sion of his fac­ul­ties.

			He got out of the cof­fin, and helped Fauchelevent to nail on the lid again.

			Three min­utes lat­er they were out of the grave.

			More­over, Fauchelevent was per­fect­ly com­posed. He took his time. The ceme­tery was closed. The ar­rival of the gravedig­ger Gri­bier was not to be ap­pre­hend­ed. That “con­script” was at home busi­ly en­gaged in look­ing for his card, and at some dif­fi­cul­ty in find­ing it in his lodg­ings, since it was in Fauchelevent’s pock­et. With­out a card, he could not get back in­to the ceme­tery.

			Fauchelevent took the shov­el, and Jean Val­jean the pick­axe, and to­geth­er they buried the emp­ty cof­fin.

			When the grave was full, Fauchelevent said to Jean Val­jean:—

			“Let us go. I will keep the shov­el; do you car­ry off the mat­tock.”

			Night was fall­ing.

			Jean Val­jean ex­pe­ri­enced some dif­fi­cul­ty in mov­ing and in walk­ing. He had stiff­ened him­self in that cof­fin, and had be­come a lit­tle like a corpse. The rigid­i­ty of death had seized up­on him be­tween those four planks. He had, in a man­ner, to thaw out, from the tomb.

			“You are be­numbed,” said Fauchelevent. “It is a pity that I have a game leg, for oth­er­wise we might step out briskly.”

			“Bah!” replied Jean Val­jean, “four paces will put life in­to my legs once more.”

			They set off by the al­leys through which the hearse had passed. On ar­riv­ing be­fore the closed gate and the porter’s pavil­ion Fauchelevent, who held the gravedig­ger’s card in his hand, dropped it in­to the box, the porter pulled the rope, the gate opened, and they went out.

			“How well ev­ery­thing is go­ing!” said Fauchelevent; “what a cap­i­tal idea that was of yours, Fa­ther Madeleine!”

			They passed the Vau­gi­rard bar­ri­er in the sim­plest man­ner in the world. In the neigh­bor­hood of the ceme­tery, a shov­el and pick are equal to two pass­ports.

			The Rue Vau­gi­rard was de­sert­ed.

			“Fa­ther Madeleine,” said Fauchelevent as they went along, and rais­ing his eyes to the hous­es, “Your eyes are bet­ter than mine. Show me No. 87.”

			“Here it is,” said Jean Val­jean.

			“There is no one in the street,” said Fauchelevent. “Give me your mat­tock and wait a cou­ple of min­utes for me.”

			Fauchelevent en­tered No. 87, as­cend­ed to the very top, guid­ed by the in­stinct which al­ways leads the poor man to the gar­ret, and knocked in the dark, at the door of an at­tic.

			A voice replied: “Come in.”

			It was Gri­bier’s voice.

			Fauchelevent opened the door. The gravedig­ger’s dwelling was, like all such wretch­ed habi­ta­tions, an un­fur­nished and en­cum­bered gar­ret. A pack­ing-case—a cof­fin, per­haps—took the place of a com­mode, a but­ter-pot served for a drink­ing-foun­tain, a straw mat­tress served for a bed, the floor served in­stead of ta­bles and chairs. In a cor­ner, on a tat­tered frag­ment which had been a piece of an old car­pet, a thin wom­an and a num­ber of chil­dren were piled in a heap. The whole of this pover­ty-strick­en in­te­ri­or bore traces of hav­ing been over­turned. One would have said that there had been an earth­quake “for one.” The cov­ers were dis­placed, the rags scat­tered about, the jug bro­ken, the moth­er had been cry­ing, the chil­dren had prob­a­bly been beat­en; traces of a vig­or­ous and ill-tem­pered search. It was plain that the gravedig­ger had made a des­per­ate search for his card, and had made ev­ery­body in the gar­ret, from the jug to his wife, re­spon­si­ble for its loss. He wore an air of des­per­a­tion.

			But Fauchelevent was in too great a hur­ry to ter­mi­nate this ad­ven­ture to take any no­tice of this sad side of his suc­cess.

			He en­tered and said:—

			“I have brought you back your shov­el and pick.”

			Gri­bier gazed at him in stu­pe­fac­tion.

			“Is it you, peas­ant?”

			“And to­mor­row morn­ing you will find your card with the porter of the ceme­tery.”

			And he laid the shov­el and mat­tock on the floor.

			“What is the mean­ing of this?” de­mand­ed Gri­bier.

			“The mean­ing of it is, that you dropped your card out of your pock­et, that I found it on the ground af­ter you were gone, that I have buried the corpse, that I have filled the grave, that I have done your work, that the porter will re­turn your card to you, and that you will not have to pay fif­teen francs. There you have it, con­script.”

			“Thanks, vil­lager!” ex­claimed Gri­bier, ra­di­ant. “The next time I will pay for the drinks.”

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				A Suc­cess­ful In­ter­roga­to­ry

			
			An hour lat­er, in the dark­ness of night, two men and a child pre­sent­ed them­selves at No. 62 Rue Pe­tit-Pic­pus. The el­der of the men lift­ed the knock­er and rapped.

			They were Fauchelevent, Jean Val­jean, and Cosette.

			The two old men had gone to fetch Cosette from the fruiter­er’s in the Rue du Chemin-Vert, where Fauchelevent had de­posit­ed her on the pre­ced­ing day. Cosette had passed these twen­ty-four hours trem­bling silent­ly and un­der­stand­ing noth­ing. She trem­bled to such a de­gree that she wept. She had nei­ther eat­en nor slept. The wor­thy fruit-sell­er had plied her with a hun­dred ques­tions, with­out ob­tain­ing any oth­er re­ply than a melan­choly and un­vary­ing gaze. Cosette had be­trayed noth­ing of what she had seen and heard dur­ing the last two days. She di­vined that they were pass­ing through a cri­sis. She was deeply con­scious that it was nec­es­sary to “be good.” Who has not ex­pe­ri­enced the sov­er­eign pow­er of those two words, pro­nounced with a cer­tain ac­cent in the ear of a ter­ri­fied lit­tle be­ing: “Say noth­ing!” Fear is mute. More­over, no one guards a se­cret like a child.

			But when, at the ex­pi­ra­tion of these lugubri­ous twen­ty-four hours, she be­held Jean Val­jean again, she gave vent to such a cry of joy, that any thought­ful per­son who had chanced to hear that cry, would have guessed that it is­sued from an abyss.

			Fauchelevent be­longed to the con­vent and knew the pass­words. All the doors opened.

			Thus was solved the dou­ble and alarm­ing prob­lem of how to get out and how to get in.

			The porter, who had re­ceived his in­struc­tions, opened the lit­tle ser­vant’s door which con­nect­ed the court­yard with the gar­den, and which could still be seen from the street twen­ty years ago, in the wall at the bot­tom of the court, which faced the car­riage en­trance.

			The porter ad­mit­ted all three of them through this door, and from that point they reached the in­ner, re­served par­lor where Fauchelevent, on the pre­ced­ing day, had re­ceived his or­ders from the pri­oress.

			The pri­oress, rosary in hand, was wait­ing for them. A vo­cal moth­er, with her veil low­ered, stood be­side her.

			A dis­creet can­dle light­ed, one might al­most say, made a show of light­ing the par­lor.

			The pri­oress passed Jean Val­jean in re­view. There is noth­ing which ex­am­ines like a down­cast eye.

			Then she ques­tioned him:—

			“You are the broth­er?”

			“Yes, rev­erend Moth­er,” replied Fauchelevent.

			“What is your name?”

			Fauchelevent replied:—

			“Ul­time Fauchelevent.”

			He re­al­ly had had a broth­er named Ul­time, who was dead.

			“Where do you come from?”

			Fauchelevent replied:—

			“From Pic­quigny, near Amiens.”

			“What is your age?”

			Fauchelevent replied:—

			“Fifty.”

			“What is your pro­fes­sion?”

			Fauchelevent replied:—

			“Gar­den­er.”

			“Are you a good Chris­tian?”

			Fauchelevent replied:—

			“Ev­ery­one is in the fam­i­ly.”

			“Is this your lit­tle girl?”

			Fauchelevent replied:—

			“Yes, rev­erend Moth­er.”

			“You are her fa­ther?”

			Fauchelevent replied:—

			“Her grand­fa­ther.”

			The vo­cal moth­er said to the pri­oress in a low voice,

			“He an­swers well.”

			Jean Val­jean had not ut­tered a sin­gle word.

			The pri­oress looked at­ten­tive­ly at Cosette, and said half aloud to the vo­cal moth­er:—

			“She will grow up ug­ly.”

			The two moth­ers con­sult­ed for a few mo­ments in very low tones in the cor­ner of the par­lor, then the pri­oress turned round and said:—

			“Fa­ther Fau­vent, you will get an­oth­er kneecap with a bell. Two will be re­quired now.”

			On the fol­low­ing day, there­fore, two bells were au­di­ble in the gar­den, and the nuns could not re­sist the temp­ta­tion to raise the cor­ner of their veils. At the ex­treme end of the gar­den, un­der the trees, two men, Fau­vent and an­oth­er man, were vis­i­ble as they dug side by side. An enor­mous event. Their si­lence was bro­ken to the ex­tent of say­ing to each oth­er: “He is an as­sis­tant gar­den­er.”

			The vo­cal moth­ers added: “He is a broth­er of Fa­ther Fau­vent.”

			Jean Val­jean was, in fact, reg­u­lar­ly in­stalled; he had his belled kneecap; hence­forth he was of­fi­cial. His name was Ul­time Fauchelevent.

			The most pow­er­ful de­ter­min­ing cause of his ad­mis­sion had been the pri­oress’s ob­ser­va­tion up­on Cosette: “She will grow up ug­ly.”

			The pri­oress, that pro­nounced prog­nos­ti­ca­tor, im­me­di­ate­ly took a fan­cy to Cosette and gave her a place in the school as a char­i­ty pupil.

			There is noth­ing that is not strict­ly log­i­cal about this.

			It is in vain that mir­rors are ban­ished from the con­vent, wom­en are con­scious of their faces; now, girls who are con­scious of their beau­ty do not eas­i­ly be­come nuns; the vo­ca­tion be­ing vol­un­tary in in­verse pro­por­tion to their good looks, more is to be hoped from the ug­ly than from the pret­ty. Hence a live­ly taste for plain girls.

			The whole of this ad­ven­ture in­creased the im­por­tance of good, old Fauchelevent; he won a triple suc­cess; in the eyes of Jean Val­jean, whom he had saved and shel­tered; in those of gravedig­ger Gri­bier, who said to him­self: “He spared me that fine;” with the con­vent, which, be­ing en­abled, thanks to him, to re­tain the cof­fin of Moth­er Cru­ci­fix­ion un­der the al­tar, elud­ed Cae­sar and sat­is­fied God. There was a cof­fin con­tain­ing a body in the Pe­tit-Pic­pus, and a cof­fin with­out a body in the Vau­gi­rard ceme­tery, pub­lic or­der had no doubt been deeply dis­turbed there­by, but no one was aware of it.

			As for the con­vent, its grat­i­tude to Fauchelevent was very great. Fauchelevent be­came the best of servi­tors and the most pre­cious of gar­den­ers. Up­on the oc­ca­sion of the arch­bish­op’s next vis­it, the pri­oress re­count­ed the af­fair to his Grace, mak­ing some­thing of a con­fes­sion at the same time, and yet boast­ing of her deed. On leav­ing the con­vent, the arch­bish­op men­tioned it with ap­proval, and in a whis­per to M. de Latil, Mon­sieur’s con­fes­sor, af­ter­wards Arch­bish­op of Reims and Car­di­nal. This ad­mi­ra­tion for Fauchelevent be­came wide­spread, for it made its way to Rome. We have seen a note ad­dressed by the then reign­ing Pope, Leo XII, to one of his rel­a­tives, a Mon­signor in the Nun­cio’s es­tab­lish­ment in Paris, and bear­ing, like him­self, the name of Del­la Gen­ga; it con­tained these lines: “It ap­pears that there is in a con­vent in Paris an ex­cel­lent gar­den­er, who is al­so a holy man, named Fau­vent.” Noth­ing of this tri­umph reached Fauchelevent in his hut; he went on graft­ing, weed­ing, and cov­er­ing up his mel­on beds, with­out in the least sus­pect­ing his ex­cel­lences and his sanc­ti­ty. Nei­ther did he sus­pect his glo­ry, any more than a Durham or Sur­rey bull whose por­trait is pub­lished in the Lon­don Il­lus­trat­ed News, with this in­scrip­tion: Bull which car­ried off the prize at the Cat­tle Show.

		
	
		
			
				IX

				Clois­tered

			
			Cosette con­tin­ued to hold her tongue in the con­vent.

			It was quite nat­u­ral that Cosette should think her­self Jean Val­jean’s daugh­ter. More­over, as she knew noth­ing, she could say noth­ing, and then, she would not have said any­thing in any case. As we have just ob­served, noth­ing trains chil­dren to si­lence like un­hap­pi­ness. Cosette had suf­fered so much, that she feared ev­ery­thing, even to speak or to breathe. A sin­gle word had so of­ten brought down an avalanche up­on her. She had hard­ly be­gun to re­gain her con­fi­dence since she had been with Jean Val­jean. She speed­i­ly be­came ac­cus­tomed to the con­vent. On­ly she re­gret­ted Cather­ine, but she dared not say so. Once, how­ev­er, she did say to Jean Val­jean: “Fa­ther, if I had known, I would have brought her away with me.”

			Cosette had been obliged, on be­com­ing a schol­ar in the con­vent, to don the garb of the pupils of the house. Jean Val­jean suc­ceed­ed in get­ting them to re­store to him the gar­ments which she laid aside. This was the same mourn­ing suit which he had made her put on when she had quit­ted the Thé­nardiers’ inn. It was not very thread­bare even now. Jean Val­jean locked up these gar­ments, plus the stock­ings and the shoes, with a quan­ti­ty of cam­phor and all the aro­mat­ics in which con­vents abound, in a lit­tle valise which he found means of procur­ing. He set this valise on a chair near his bed, and he al­ways car­ried the key about his per­son. “Fa­ther,” Cosette asked him one day, “what is there in that box which smells so good?”

			Fa­ther Fauchelevent re­ceived oth­er rec­om­pense for his good ac­tion, in ad­di­tion to the glo­ry which we just men­tioned, and of which he knew noth­ing; in the first place it made him hap­py; next, he had much less work, since it was shared. Last­ly, as he was very fond of snuff, he found the pres­ence of M. Madeleine an ad­van­tage, in that he used three times as much as he had done pre­vi­ous­ly, and that in an in­fin­ite­ly more lux­u­ri­ous man­ner, see­ing that M. Madeleine paid for it.

			The nuns did not adopt the name of Ul­time; they called Jean Val­jean “the oth­er Fau­vent.”

			If these holy wom­en had pos­sessed any­thing of Javert’s glance, they would even­tu­al­ly have no­ticed that when there was any er­rand to be done out­side in the be­half of the gar­den, it was al­ways the el­der Fauchelevent, the old, the in­firm, the lame man, who went, and nev­er the oth­er; but whether it is that eyes con­stant­ly fixed on God know not how to spy, or whether they were, by pref­er­ence, oc­cu­pied in keep­ing watch on each oth­er, they paid no heed to this.

			More­over, it was well for Jean Val­jean that he kept close and did not stir out. Javert watched the quar­ter for more than a month.

			This con­vent was for Jean Val­jean like an is­land sur­round­ed by gulfs. Hence­forth, those four walls con­sti­tut­ed his world. He saw enough of the sky there to en­able him to pre­serve his seren­i­ty, and Cosette enough to re­main hap­py.

			A very sweet life be­gan for him.

			He in­hab­it­ed the old hut at the end of the gar­den, in com­pa­ny with Fauchelevent. This hov­el, built of old rub­bish, which was still in ex­is­tence in 1845, was com­posed, as the read­er al­ready knows, of three cham­bers, all of which were ut­ter­ly bare and had noth­ing be­yond the walls. The prin­ci­pal one had been giv­en up, by force, for Jean Val­jean had op­posed it in vain, to M. Madeleine, by Fa­ther Fauchelevent. The walls of this cham­ber had for or­na­ment, in ad­di­tion to the two nails where­on to hang the kneecap and the bas­ket, a Roy­al­ist ban­knote of ’93, ap­plied to the wall over the chim­ney­p­iece, and of which the fol­low­ing is an ex­act fac­sim­i­le:—

			
				[image: An army-issued banknote worth 10 livres.]
			
			This spec­i­men of Vendean pa­per mon­ey had been nailed to the wall by the pre­ced­ing gar­den­er, an old Chouan, who had died in the con­vent, and whose place Fauchelevent had tak­en.

			Jean Val­jean worked in the gar­den ev­ery day and made him­self very use­ful. He had for­mer­ly been a pruner of trees, and he glad­ly found him­self a gar­den­er once more. It will be re­mem­bered that he knew all sorts of se­crets and re­ceipts for agri­cul­ture. He turned these to ad­van­tage. Al­most all the trees in the or­chard were un­graft­ed, and wild. He bud­ded them and made them pro­duce ex­cel­lent fruit.

			Cosette had per­mis­sion to pass an hour with him ev­ery day. As the sis­ters were melan­choly and he was kind, the child made com­par­isons and adored him. At the ap­point­ed hour she flew to the hut. When she en­tered the low­ly cab­in, she filled it with par­adise. Jean Val­jean blos­somed out and felt his hap­pi­ness in­crease with the hap­pi­ness which he af­ford­ed Cosette. The joy which we in­spire has this charm­ing prop­er­ty, that, far from grow­ing mea­gre, like all re­flec­tions, it re­turns to us more ra­di­ant than ev­er. At recre­ation hours, Jean Val­jean watched her run­ning and play­ing in the dis­tance, and he dis­tin­guished her laugh from that of the rest.

			For Cosette laughed now.

			Cosette’s face had even un­der­gone a change, to a cer­tain ex­tent. The gloom had dis­ap­peared from it. A smile is the same as sun­shine; it ban­ish­es win­ter from the hu­man coun­te­nance.

			Recre­ation over, when Cosette went in­to the house again, Jean Val­jean gazed at the win­dows of her class­room, and at night he rose to look at the win­dows of her dor­mi­to­ry.

			God has his own ways, more­over; the con­vent con­trib­uted, like Cosette, to up­hold and com­plete the Bish­op’s work in Jean Val­jean. It is cer­tain that virtue ad­joins pride on one side. A bridge built by the dev­il ex­ists there. Jean Val­jean had been, un­con­scious­ly, per­haps, tol­er­a­bly near that side and that bridge, when Prov­i­dence cast his lot in the con­vent of the Pe­tit-Pic­pus; so long as he had com­pared him­self on­ly to the Bish­op, he had re­gard­ed him­self as un­wor­thy and had re­mained hum­ble; but for some time past he had been com­par­ing him­self to men in gen­er­al, and pride was be­gin­ning to spring up. Who knows? He might have end­ed by re­turn­ing very grad­u­al­ly to ha­tred.

			The con­vent stopped him on that down­ward path.

			This was the sec­ond place of cap­tiv­i­ty which he had seen. In his youth, in what had been for him the be­gin­ning of his life, and lat­er on, quite re­cent­ly again, he had be­held an­oth­er—a fright­ful place, a ter­ri­ble place, whose sever­i­ties had al­ways ap­peared to him the in­iq­ui­ty of jus­tice, and the crime of the law. Now, af­ter the gal­leys, he saw the clois­ter; and when he med­i­tat­ed how he had formed a part of the gal­leys, and that he now, so to speak, was a spec­ta­tor of the clois­ter, he con­front­ed the two in his own mind with anx­i­ety.

			Some­times he crossed his arms and leaned on his hoe, and slow­ly de­scend­ed the end­less spi­rals of rever­ie.

			He re­called his for­mer com­pan­ions: how wretch­ed they were; they rose at dawn, and toiled un­til night; hard­ly were they per­mit­ted to sleep; they lay on camp beds, where noth­ing was tol­er­at­ed but mat­tress­es two inch­es thick, in rooms which were heat­ed on­ly in the very harsh­est months of the year; they were clothed in fright­ful red blous­es; they were al­lowed, as a great fa­vor, linen trousers in the hottest weath­er, and a woollen carter’s blouse on their backs when it was very cold; they drank no wine, and ate no meat, ex­cept when they went on “fa­tigue du­ty.” They lived name­less, des­ig­nat­ed on­ly by num­bers, and con­vert­ed, af­ter a man­ner, in­to ci­phers them­selves, with down­cast eyes, with low­ered voic­es, with shorn heads, be­neath the cud­gel and in dis­grace.

			Then his mind re­vert­ed to the be­ings whom he had un­der his eyes.

			These be­ings al­so lived with shorn heads, with down­cast eyes, with low­ered voic­es, not in dis­grace, but amid the scoffs of the world, not with their backs bruised with the cud­gel, but with their shoul­ders lac­er­at­ed with their dis­ci­pline. Their names, al­so, had van­ished from among men; they no longer ex­ist­ed ex­cept un­der aus­tere ap­pel­la­tions. They nev­er ate meat and they nev­er drank wine; they of­ten re­mained un­til evening with­out food; they were at­tired, not in a red blouse, but in a black shroud, of woollen, which was heavy in sum­mer and thin in win­ter, with­out the pow­er to add or sub­tract any­thing from it; with­out hav­ing even, ac­cord­ing to the sea­son, the re­source of the linen gar­ment or the woollen cloak; and for six months in the year they wore serge chemis­es which gave them fever. They dwelt, not in rooms warmed on­ly dur­ing rig­or­ous cold, but in cells where no fire was ev­er light­ed; they slept, not on mat­tress­es two inch­es thick, but on straw. And fi­nal­ly, they were not even al­lowed their sleep; ev­ery night, af­ter a day of toil, they were obliged, in the weari­ness of their first slum­ber, at the mo­ment when they were fall­ing sound asleep and be­gin­ning to get warm, to rouse them­selves, to rise and to go and pray in an ice-cold and gloomy chapel, with their knees on the stones.

			On cer­tain days each of these be­ings in turn had to re­main for twelve suc­ces­sive hours in a kneel­ing pos­ture, or pros­trate, with face up­on the pave­ment, and arms out­stretched in the form of a cross.

			The oth­ers were men; these were wom­en.

			What had those men done? They had stolen, vi­o­lat­ed, pil­laged, mur­dered, as­sas­si­nat­ed. They were ban­dits, coun­ter­feit­ers, poi­son­ers, in­cen­di­aries, mur­der­ers, par­ri­cides. What had these wom­en done? They had done noth­ing what­ev­er.

			On the one hand, high­way rob­bery, fraud, de­ceit, vi­o­lence, sen­su­al­i­ty, homi­cide, all sorts of sac­ri­lege, ev­ery va­ri­ety of crime; on the oth­er, one thing on­ly, in­no­cence.

			Per­fect in­no­cence, al­most caught up in­to heav­en in a mys­te­ri­ous as­sump­tion, at­tached to the earth by virtue, al­ready pos­sess­ing some­thing of heav­en through ho­li­ness.

			On the one hand, con­fi­dences over crimes, which are ex­changed in whis­pers; on the oth­er, the con­fes­sion of faults made aloud. And what crimes! And what faults!

			On the one hand, mi­asms; on the oth­er, an in­ef­fa­ble per­fume. On the one hand, a moral pest, guard­ed from sight, penned up un­der the range of can­non, and lit­er­al­ly de­vour­ing its plague-strick­en vic­tims; on the oth­er, the chaste flame of all souls on the same hearth. There, dark­ness; here, the shad­ow; but a shad­ow filled with gleams of light, and of gleams full of ra­di­ance.

			Two strongholds of slav­ery; but in the first, de­liv­er­ance pos­si­ble, a le­gal lim­it al­ways in sight, and then, es­cape. In the sec­ond, per­pe­tu­ity; the sole hope, at the dis­tant ex­trem­i­ty of the fu­ture, that faint light of lib­er­ty which men call death.

			In the first, men are bound on­ly with chains; in the oth­er, chained by faith.

			What flowed from the first? An im­mense curse, the gnash­ing of teeth, ha­tred, des­per­ate vi­cious­ness, a cry of rage against hu­man so­ci­ety, a sar­casm against heav­en.

			What re­sults flowed from the sec­ond? Bless­ings and love.

			And in these two places, so sim­i­lar yet so un­like, these two species of be­ings who were so very un­like, were un­der­go­ing the same work, ex­pi­a­tion.

			Jean Val­jean un­der­stood thor­ough­ly the ex­pi­a­tion of the for­mer; that per­son­al ex­pi­a­tion, the ex­pi­a­tion for one’s self. But he did not un­der­stand that of these last, that of crea­tures with­out re­proach and with­out stain, and he trem­bled as he asked him­self: The ex­pi­a­tion of what? What ex­pi­a­tion?

			A voice with­in his con­science replied: “The most di­vine of hu­man gen­erosi­ties, the ex­pi­a­tion for oth­ers.”

			Here all per­son­al the­o­ry is with­held; we are on­ly the nar­ra­tor; we place our­selves at Jean Val­jean’s point of view, and we trans­late his im­pres­sions.

			Be­fore his eyes he had the sub­lime sum­mit of ab­ne­ga­tion, the high­est pos­si­ble pitch of virtue; the in­no­cence which par­dons men their faults, and which ex­pi­ates in their stead; servi­tude sub­mit­ted to, tor­ture ac­cept­ed, pun­ish­ment claimed by souls which have not sinned, for the sake of spar­ing it to souls which have fall­en; the love of hu­man­i­ty swal­lowed up in the love of God, but even there pre­serv­ing its dis­tinct and me­di­a­to­ri­al char­ac­ter; sweet and fee­ble be­ings pos­sess­ing the mis­ery of those who are pun­ished and the smile of those who are rec­om­pensed.

			And he re­mem­bered that he had dared to mur­mur!

			Of­ten, in the mid­dle of the night, he rose to lis­ten to the grate­ful song of those in­no­cent crea­tures weighed down with sever­i­ties, and the blood ran cold in his veins at the thought that those who were just­ly chas­tised raised their voic­es heav­en­ward on­ly in blas­phe­my, and that he, wretch that he was, had shak­en his fist at God.

			There was one strik­ing thing which caused him to med­i­tate deeply, like a warn­ing whis­per from Prov­i­dence it­self: the scal­ing of that wall, the pass­ing of those bar­ri­ers, the ad­ven­ture ac­cept­ed even at the risk of death, the painful and dif­fi­cult as­cent, all those ef­forts even, which he had made to es­cape from that oth­er place of ex­pi­a­tion, he had made in or­der to gain en­trance in­to this one. Was this a sym­bol of his des­tiny? This house was a prison like­wise and bore a melan­choly re­sem­blance to that oth­er one whence he had fled, and yet he had nev­er con­ceived an idea of any­thing sim­i­lar.

			Again he be­held grat­ings, bolts, iron bars—to guard whom? An­gels.

			These lofty walls which he had seen around tigers, he now be­held once more around lambs.

			This was a place of ex­pi­a­tion, and not of pun­ish­ment; and yet, it was still more aus­tere, more gloomy, and more piti­less than the oth­er.

			These vir­gins were even more heav­i­ly bur­dened than the con­victs. A cold, harsh wind, that wind which had chilled his youth, tra­versed the barred and pad­locked grat­ing of the vul­tures; a still harsh­er and more bit­ing breeze blew in the cage of these doves.

			Why?

			When he thought on these things, all that was with­in him was lost in amaze­ment be­fore this mys­tery of sub­lim­i­ty.

			In these med­i­ta­tions, his pride van­ished. He scru­ti­nized his own heart in all man­ner of ways; he felt his pet­ti­ness, and many a time he wept. All that had en­tered in­to his life for the last six months had led him back to­wards the Bish­op’s holy in­junc­tions; Cosette through love, the con­vent through hu­mil­i­ty.

			Some­times at even­tide, in the twi­light, at an hour when the gar­den was de­sert­ed, he could be seen on his knees in the mid­dle of the walk which skirt­ed the chapel, in front of the win­dow through which he had gazed on the night of his ar­rival, and turned to­wards the spot where, as he knew, the sis­ter was mak­ing repa­ra­tion, pros­trat­ed in prayer. Thus he prayed as he knelt be­fore the sis­ter.

			It seemed as though he dared not kneel di­rect­ly be­fore God.

			Ev­ery­thing that sur­round­ed him, that peace­ful gar­den, those fra­grant flow­ers, those chil­dren who ut­tered joy­ous cries, those grave and sim­ple wom­en, that silent clois­ter, slow­ly per­me­at­ed him, and lit­tle by lit­tle, his soul be­came com­pound­ed of si­lence like the clois­ter, of per­fume like the flow­ers, of sim­plic­i­ty like the wom­en, of joy like the chil­dren. And then he re­flect­ed that these had been two hous­es of God which had re­ceived him in suc­ces­sion at two crit­i­cal mo­ments in his life: the first, when all doors were closed and when hu­man so­ci­ety re­ject­ed him; the sec­ond, at a mo­ment when hu­man so­ci­ety had again set out in pur­suit of him, and when the gal­leys were again yawn­ing; and that, had it not been for the first, he should have re­lapsed in­to crime, and had it not been for the sec­ond, in­to tor­ment.

			His whole heart melt­ed in grat­i­tude, and he loved more and more.

			Many years passed in this man­ner; Cosette was grow­ing up.
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				I

				Parvu­lus

			
			Paris has a child, and the for­est has a bird; the bird is called the spar­row; the child is called the gamin.

			Cou­ple these two ideas which con­tain, the one all the fur­nace, the oth­er all the dawn; strike these two sparks to­geth­er, Paris, child­hood; there leaps out from them a lit­tle be­ing. Ho­muncio, Plau­tus would say.

			This lit­tle be­ing is joy­ous. He has not food ev­ery day, and he goes to the play ev­ery evening, if he sees good. He has no shirt on his body, no shoes on his feet, no roof over his head; he is like the flies of heav­en, who have none of these things. He is from sev­en to thir­teen years of age, he lives in bands, roams the streets, lodges in the open air, wears an old pair of trousers of his fa­ther’s, which de­scend be­low his heels, an old hat of some oth­er fa­ther, which de­scends be­low his ears, a sin­gle sus­pender of yel­low list­ing; he runs, lies in wait, rum­mages about, wastes time, black­ens pipes, swears like a con­vict, haunts the wine-shop, knows thieves, calls gay wom­en “thou,” talks slang, sings ob­scene songs, and has no evil in his heart. This is be­cause he has in his heart a pearl, in­no­cence; and pearls are not to be dis­solved in mud. So long as man is in his child­hood, God wills that he shall be in­no­cent.

			If one were to ask that enor­mous city: “What is this?” she would re­ply: “It is my lit­tle one.”

		
	
		
			
				II

				Some of His Par­tic­u­lar Char­ac­ter­is­tics

			
			The gamin—the street Arab—of Paris is the dwarf of the gi­ant.

			Let us not ex­ag­ger­ate, this cherub of the gut­ter some­times has a shirt, but, in that case, he owns but one; he some­times has shoes, but then they have no soles; he some­times has a lodg­ing, and he loves it, for he finds his moth­er there; but he prefers the street, be­cause there he finds lib­er­ty. He has his own games, his own bits of mis­chief, whose foun­da­tion con­sists of ha­tred for the bour­geois; his pe­cu­liar metaphors: to be dead is “to eat dan­de­lions by the root;” his own oc­cu­pa­tions, call­ing hack­ney-coach­es, let­ting down car­riage-steps, es­tab­lish­ing means of tran­sit be­tween the two sides of a street in heavy rains, which he calls “mak­ing the bridge of arts,” cry­ing dis­cours­es pro­nounced by the au­thor­i­ties in fa­vor of the French peo­ple, clean­ing out the cracks in the pave­ment; he has his own coinage, which is com­posed of all the lit­tle morsels of worked cop­per which are found on the pub­lic streets. This cu­ri­ous mon­ey, which re­ceives the name of lo­ques—rags—has an in­vari­able and well-reg­u­lat­ed cur­ren­cy in this lit­tle Bo­hemia of chil­dren.

			Last­ly, he has his own fau­na, which he ob­serves at­ten­tive­ly in the cor­ners; the la­dy­bird, the death’s-head plant-louse, the dad­dy-long-legs, “the dev­il,” a black in­sect, which men­aces by twist­ing about its tail armed with two horns. He has his fab­u­lous mon­ster, which has scales un­der its bel­ly, but is not a lizard, which has pus­tules on its back, but is not a toad, which in­hab­its the nooks of old limekilns and wells that have run dry, which is black, hairy, sticky, which crawls some­times slow­ly, some­times rapid­ly, which has no cry, but which has a look, and is so ter­ri­ble that no one has ev­er be­held it; he calls this mon­ster “the deaf thing.” The search for these “deaf things” among the stones is a joy of for­mi­da­ble na­ture. An­oth­er plea­sure con­sists in sud­den­ly pry­ing up a paving-stone, and tak­ing a look at the woodlice. Each re­gion of Paris is cel­e­brat­ed for the in­ter­est­ing trea­sures which are to be found there. There are ear­wigs in the tim­ber-yards of the Ur­su­lines, there are mil­li­pedes in the Pan­theon, there are tad­poles in the ditch­es of the Champs-de-Mars.

			As far as say­ings are con­cerned, this child has as many of them as Tal­leyrand. He is no less cyn­i­cal, but he is more hon­est. He is en­dowed with a cer­tain in­de­scrib­able, un­ex­pect­ed jovi­al­i­ty; he up­sets the com­po­sure of the shop­keep­er with his wild laugh­ter. He ranges bold­ly from high com­e­dy to farce.

			A fu­ner­al pass­es by. Among those who ac­com­pa­ny the dead there is a doc­tor. “Hey there!” shouts some street Arab, “how long has it been cus­tom­ary for doc­tors to car­ry home their own work?”

			An­oth­er is in a crowd. A grave man, adorned with spec­ta­cles and trin­kets, turns round in­dig­nant­ly: “You good-for-noth­ing, you have seized my wife’s waist!”—“I, sir? Search me!”

		
	
		
			
				III

				He Is Agree­able

			
			In the evening, thanks to a few sous, which he al­ways finds means to pro­cure, the ho­muncio en­ters a the­atre. On cross­ing that mag­ic thresh­old, he be­comes trans­fig­ured; he was the street Arab, he be­comes the titi.33 The­atres are a sort of ship turned up­side down with the keel in the air. It is in that keel that the titi hud­dle to­geth­er. The titi is to the gamin what the moth is to the lar­va; the same be­ing en­dowed with wings and soar­ing. It suf­fices for him to be there, with his ra­di­ance of hap­pi­ness, with his pow­er of en­thu­si­asm and joy, with his hand-clap­ping, which re­sem­bles a clap­ping of wings, to con­fer on that nar­row, dark, fetid, sor­did, un­healthy, hideous, abom­inable keel, the name of Par­adise.

			Be­stow on an in­di­vid­u­al the use­less and de­prive him of the nec­es­sary, and you have the gamin.

			The gamin is not de­void of lit­er­ary in­tu­ition. His ten­den­cy, and we say it with the prop­er amount of re­gret, would not con­sti­tute clas­sic taste. He is not very aca­dem­ic by na­ture. Thus, to give an ex­am­ple, the pop­u­lar­i­ty of Made­moi­selle Mars among that lit­tle au­di­ence of stormy chil­dren was sea­soned with a touch of irony. The gamin called her “Made­moi­selle Muche—hide your­self.”

			This be­ing bawls and scoffs and ridicules and fights, has rags like a ba­by and tat­ters like a philoso­pher, fish­es in the sew­er, hunts in the cesspool, ex­tracts mirth from foul­ness, whips up the squares with his wit, grins and bites, whis­tles and sings, shouts, and shrieks, tem­pers Al­leluia with Matan­turlurette, chants ev­ery rhythm from the De Pro­fundis to the Jack-pud­ding, finds with­out seek­ing, knows what he is ig­no­rant of, is a Spar­tan to the point of thiev­ing, is mad to wis­dom, is lyri­cal to filth, would crouch down on Olym­pus, wal­lows in the dunghill and emerges from it cov­ered with stars. The gamin of Paris is Ra­belais in this youth.

			He is not con­tent with his trousers un­less they have a watch-pock­et.

			He is not eas­i­ly as­ton­ished, he is still less eas­i­ly ter­ri­fied, he makes songs on su­per­sti­tions, he takes the wind out of ex­ag­ger­a­tions, he twits mys­ter­ies, he thrusts out his tongue at ghosts, he takes the po­et­ry out of stilt­ed things, he in­tro­duces car­i­ca­ture in­to epic ex­trav­a­gan­zas. It is not that he is pro­sa­ic; far from that; but he re­places the solemn vi­sion by the far­ci­cal phan­tas­mago­ria. If Adamas­tor were to ap­pear to him, the street Arab would say: “Hi there! The buga­boo!”

		
	
		
			
				IV

				He May Be of Use

			
			Paris be­gins with the lounger and ends with the street Arab, two be­ings of which no oth­er city is ca­pa­ble; the pas­sive ac­cep­tance, which con­tents it­self with gaz­ing, and the in­ex­haustible ini­tia­tive; Prud­homme and Fouil­lou. Paris alone has this in its nat­u­ral his­to­ry. The whole of the monar­chy is con­tained in the lounger; the whole of an­ar­chy in the gamin.

			This pale child of the Parisian faubourgs lives and de­vel­ops, makes con­nec­tions, “grows sup­ple” in suf­fer­ing, in the pres­ence of so­cial re­al­i­ties and of hu­man things, a thought­ful wit­ness. He thinks him­self heed­less; and he is not. He looks and is on the verge of laugh­ter; he is on the verge of some­thing else al­so. Who­ev­er you may be, if your name is Prej­u­dice, Abuse, Ig­no­rance, Op­pres­sion, In­iq­ui­ty, Despo­tism, In­jus­tice, Fa­nati­cism, Tyran­ny, be­ware of the gap­ing gamin.

			The lit­tle fel­low will grow up.

			Of what clay is he made? Of the first mud that comes to hand. A hand­ful of dirt, a breath, and be­hold Adam. It suf­fices for a God to pass by. A God has al­ways passed over the street Arab. For­tune labors at this tiny be­ing. By the word “for­tune” we mean chance, to some ex­tent. That pygmy knead­ed out of com­mon earth, ig­no­rant, un­let­tered, gid­dy, vul­gar, low. Will that be­come an Io­ni­an or a Boeo­tian? Wait, cur­rit ro­ta, the Spir­it of Paris, that de­mon which cre­ates the chil­dren of chance and the men of des­tiny, re­vers­ing the process of the Latin pot­ter, makes of a jug an am­pho­ra.

		
	
		
			
				V

				His Fron­tiers

			
			The gamin loves the city, he al­so loves soli­tude, since he has some­thing of the sage in him. Ur­bis am­a­tor, like Fus­cus; ruris am­a­tor, like Flac­cus.

			To roam thought­ful­ly about, that is to say, to lounge, is a fine em­ploy­ment of time in the eyes of the philoso­pher; par­tic­u­lar­ly in that rather il­le­git­i­mate species of cam­paign, which is tol­er­a­bly ug­ly but odd and com­posed of two na­tures, which sur­rounds cer­tain great cities, no­tably Paris. To study the sub­urbs is to study the am­phibi­ous an­i­mal. End of the trees, be­gin­ning of the roofs; end of the grass, be­gin­ning of the pave­ments; end of the fur­rows, be­gin­ning of the shops, end of the wheel-ruts, be­gin­ning of the pas­sions; end of the di­vine mur­mur, be­gin­ning of the hu­man up­roar; hence an ex­tra­or­di­nary in­ter­est.

			Hence, in these not very at­trac­tive places, in­deli­bly stamped by the pass­ing stroller with the ep­i­thet: “melan­choly,” the ap­par­ent­ly ob­ject­less prom­e­nades of the dream­er.

			He who writes these lines has long been a prowler about the bar­ri­ers of Paris, and it is for him a source of pro­found sou­venirs. That close-shaven turf, those peb­bly paths, that chalk, those pools, those harsh mo­not­o­nies of waste and fal­low lands, the plants of ear­ly mar­ket-gar­den sud­den­ly spring­ing in­to sight in a bot­tom, that mix­ture of the sav­age and the cit­i­zen, those vast desert nooks where the gar­ri­son drums prac­tise nois­i­ly, and pro­duce a sort of lisp­ing of bat­tle, those her­mits by day and cut­throats by night, that clum­sy mill which turns in the wind, the hoist­ing-wheels of the quar­ries, the tea-gar­dens at the cor­ners of the ceme­ter­ies; the mys­te­ri­ous charm of great, som­bre walls square­ly in­ter­sect­ing im­mense, vague stretch­es of land in­un­dat­ed with sun­shine and full of but­ter­flies—all this at­tract­ed him.

			There is hard­ly any­one on earth who is not ac­quaint­ed with those sin­gu­lar spots, the Glacière, the Cunette, the hideous wall of Grenelle all speck­led with balls, Mont-Par­nasse, the Fos­se-aux-Loups, Aubiers on the bank of the Marne, Mont-Souris, the Tombe-Is­soire, the Pierre-Plate de Châtil­lon, where there is an old, ex­haust­ed quar­ry which no longer serves any pur­pose ex­cept to raise mush­rooms, and which is closed, on a lev­el with the ground, by a trap-door of rot­ten planks. The cam­pagna of Rome is one idea, the ban­lieue of Paris is an­oth­er; to be­hold noth­ing but fields, hous­es, or trees in what a stretch of coun­try of­fers us, is to re­main on the sur­face; all as­pects of things are thoughts of God. The spot where a plain ef­fects its junc­tion with a city is al­ways stamped with a cer­tain pierc­ing melan­choly. Na­ture and hu­man­i­ty both ap­peal to you at the same time there. Lo­cal orig­i­nal­i­ties there make their ap­pear­ance.

			Any­one who, like our­selves, has wan­dered about in these soli­tudes con­tigu­ous to our faubourgs, which may be des­ig­nat­ed as the lim­bos of Paris, has seen here and there, in the most desert spot, at the most un­ex­pect­ed mo­ment, be­hind a mea­gre hedge, or in the cor­ner of a lugubri­ous wall, chil­dren grouped tu­mul­tuous­ly, fetid, mud­dy, dusty, ragged, di­shev­elled, play­ing hide-and-seek, and crowned with corn­flow­ers. All of them are lit­tle ones who have made their es­cape from poor fam­i­lies. The out­er boule­vard is their breath­ing space; the sub­urbs be­long to them. There they are eter­nal­ly play­ing tru­ant. There they in­no­cent­ly sing their reper­to­ry of dirty songs. There they are, or rather, there they ex­ist, far from ev­ery eye, in the sweet light of May or June, kneel­ing round a hole in the ground, snap­ping mar­bles with their thumbs, quar­relling over half-far­things, ir­re­spon­si­ble, volatile, free and hap­py; and, no soon­er do they catch sight of you than they rec­ol­lect that they have an in­dus­try, and that they must earn their liv­ing, and they of­fer to sell you an old woollen stock­ing filled with cockchafers, or a bunch of lilacs. These en­coun­ters with strange chil­dren are one of the charm­ing and at the same time poignant graces of the en­vi­rons of Paris.

			Some­times there are lit­tle girls among the throng of boys—are they their sis­ters?—who are al­most young maid­ens, thin, fever­ish, with sun­burnt hands, cov­ered with freck­les, crowned with pop­pies and ears of rye, gay, hag­gard, bare­foot­ed. They can be seen de­vour­ing cher­ries among the wheat. In the evening they can be heard laugh­ing. These groups, warm­ly il­lu­mi­nat­ed by the full glow of mid­day, or in­dis­tinct­ly seen in the twi­light, oc­cu­py the thought­ful man for a very long time, and these vi­sions min­gle with his dreams.

			Paris, cen­tre, ban­lieue, cir­cum­fer­ence; this con­sti­tutes all the earth to those chil­dren. They nev­er ven­ture be­yond this. They can no more es­cape from the Parisian at­mos­phere than fish can es­cape from the wa­ter. For them, noth­ing ex­ists two leagues be­yond the bar­ri­ers: Ivry, Gen­til­ly, Ar­cueil, Belleville, Aubervil­liers, Ménil­montant, Choisy-le-Roi, Bil­lan­court, Meudon, Is­sy, Van­vre, Sèvres, Puteaux, Neuil­ly, Gen­nevil­liers, Colombes, Ro­mainville, Cha­tou, As­nières, Bou­gi­val, Nan­terre, En­ghien, Noisy-le-Sec, No­gent, Gour­nay, Dran­cy, Gonesse; the uni­verse ends there.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				A Bit of His­to­ry

			
			At the epoch, near­ly con­tem­po­rary by the way, when the ac­tion of this book takes place, there was not, as there is to­day, a po­lice­man at the cor­ner of ev­ery street (a ben­e­fit which there is no time to dis­cuss here); stray chil­dren abound­ed in Paris. The sta­tis­tics give an av­er­age of two hun­dred and six­ty home­less chil­dren picked up an­nu­al­ly at that pe­ri­od, by the po­lice pa­trols, in un­en­closed lands, in hous­es in process of con­struc­tion, and un­der the arch­es of the bridges. One of these nests, which has be­come fa­mous, pro­duced “the swal­lows of the bridge of Ar­co­la.” This is, more­over, the most dis­as­trous of so­cial symp­toms. All crimes of the man be­gin in the vagabondage of the child.

			Let us make an ex­cep­tion in fa­vor of Paris, nev­er­the­less. In a rel­a­tive mea­sure, and in spite of the sou­venir which we have just re­called, the ex­cep­tion is just. While in any oth­er great city the vagabond child is a lost man, while near­ly ev­ery­where the child left to it­self is, in some sort, sac­ri­ficed and aban­doned to a kind of fa­tal im­mer­sion in the pub­lic vices which de­vour in him hon­esty and con­science, the street boy of Paris, we in­sist on this point, how­ev­er de­faced and in­jured on the sur­face, is al­most in­tact on the in­te­ri­or. It is a mag­nif­i­cent thing to put on record, and one which shines forth in the splen­did pro­bity of our pop­u­lar rev­o­lu­tions, that a cer­tain in­cor­rupt­ibil­i­ty re­sults from the idea which ex­ists in the air of Paris, as salt ex­ists in the wa­ter of the ocean. To breathe Paris pre­serves the soul.

			What we have just said takes away noth­ing of the an­guish of heart which one ex­pe­ri­ences ev­ery time that one meets one of these chil­dren around whom one fan­cies that he be­holds float­ing the threads of a bro­ken fam­i­ly. In the civ­i­liza­tion of the present day, in­com­plete as it still is, it is not a very ab­nor­mal thing to be­hold these frac­tured fam­i­lies pour­ing them­selves out in­to the dark­ness, not know­ing clear­ly what has be­come of their chil­dren, and al­low­ing their own en­trails to fall on the pub­lic high­way. Hence these ob­scure des­tinies. This is called, for this sad thing has giv­en rise to an ex­pres­sion, “to be cast on the pave­ments of Paris.”

			Let it be said by the way, that this aban­don­ment of chil­dren was not dis­cour­aged by the an­cient monar­chy. A lit­tle of Egypt and Bo­hemia in the low­er re­gions suit­ed the up­per spheres, and com­passed the aims of the pow­er­ful. The ha­tred of in­struc­tion for the chil­dren of the peo­ple was a dog­ma. What is the use of “half-lights”? Such was the coun­ter­sign. Now, the erring child is the corol­lary of the ig­no­rant child.

			Be­sides this, the monar­chy some­times was in need of chil­dren, and in that case it skimmed the streets.

			Un­der Louis XIV, not to go any fur­ther back, the king right­ly de­sired to cre­ate a fleet. The idea was a good one. But let us con­sid­er the means. There can be no fleet, if, be­side the sail­ing ship, that play­thing of the winds, and for the pur­pose of tow­ing it, in case of ne­ces­si­ty, there is not the ves­sel which goes where it pleas­es, ei­ther by means of oars or of steam; the gal­leys were then to the ma­rine what steam­ers are to­day. There­fore, gal­leys were nec­es­sary; but the gal­ley is moved on­ly by the gal­ley-slave; hence, gal­ley-slaves were re­quired. Col­bert had the com­mis­sion­ers of prov­inces and the par­lia­ments make as many con­victs as pos­si­ble. The mag­is­tra­cy showed a great deal of com­plai­sance in the mat­ter. A man kept his hat on in the pres­ence of a pro­ces­sion—it was a Huguenot at­ti­tude; he was sent to the gal­leys. A child was en­coun­tered in the streets; pro­vid­ed that he was fif­teen years of age and did not know where he was to sleep, he was sent to the gal­leys. Grand reign; grand cen­tu­ry.

			Un­der Louis XV chil­dren dis­ap­peared in Paris; the po­lice car­ried them off, for what mys­te­ri­ous pur­pose no one knew. Peo­ple whis­pered with ter­ror mon­strous con­jec­tures as to the king’s baths of pur­ple. Bar­bi­er speaks in­gen­u­ous­ly of these things. It some­times hap­pened that the ex­empts of the guard, when they ran short of chil­dren, took those who had fa­thers. The fa­thers, in de­spair, at­tacked the ex­empts. In that case, the par­lia­ment in­ter­vened and had some­one hung. Who? The ex­empts? No, the fa­thers.

		
	
		
			
				VII

				The Gamin Should Have His Place in the Clas­si­fi­ca­tions of In­dia

			
			The body of street Arabs in Paris al­most con­sti­tutes a caste. One might al­most say: Not ev­ery­one who wish­es to be­long to it can do so.

			This word gamin was print­ed for the first time, and reached pop­u­lar speech through the lit­er­ary tongue, in 1834. It is in a lit­tle work en­ti­tled “Claude Gueux” that this word made its ap­pear­ance. The hor­ror was live­ly. The word passed in­to cir­cu­la­tion.

			The el­e­ments which con­sti­tute the con­sid­er­a­tion of the gamins for each oth­er are very var­i­ous. We have known and as­so­ci­at­ed with one who was great­ly re­spect­ed and vast­ly ad­mired be­cause he had seen a man fall from the top of the tow­er of Notre-Dame; an­oth­er, be­cause he had suc­ceed­ed in mak­ing his way in­to the rear court­yard where the stat­ues of the dome of the In­valides had been tem­po­rar­ily de­posit­ed, and had “prigged” some lead from them; a third, be­cause he had seen a dili­gence tip over; still an­oth­er, be­cause he “knew” a sol­dier who came near putting out the eye of a cit­i­zen.

			This ex­plains that fa­mous ex­cla­ma­tion of a Parisian gamin, a pro­found epi­phone­ma, which the vul­gar herd laughs at with­out com­pre­hend­ing—“Dieu de Dieu! What ill-luck I do have! to think that I have nev­er yet seen any­body tum­ble from a fifth-sto­ry win­dow!” (“I have” pro­nounced “I’ave” and “fifth” pro­nounced “fift’.”)

			Sure­ly, this say­ing of a peas­ant is a fine one: “Fa­ther So-and-So, your wife has died of her mal­a­dy; why did you not send for the doc­tor?” “What would you have, sir, we poor folks die of our­selves.” But if the peas­ant’s whole pas­siv­i­ty lies in this say­ing, the whole of the free­think­ing an­ar­chy of the brat of the faubourgs is, as­sured­ly, con­tained in this oth­er say­ing. A man con­demned to death is lis­ten­ing to his con­fes­sor in the tum­brel. The child of Paris ex­claims: “He is talk­ing to his black cap! Oh, the sneak!”

			A cer­tain au­dac­i­ty on mat­ters of re­li­gion sets off the gamin. To be strong-mind­ed is an im­por­tant item.

			To be present at ex­e­cu­tions con­sti­tutes a du­ty. He shows him­self at the guil­lo­tine, and he laughs. He calls it by all sorts of pet names: The End of the Soup, The Growler, The Moth­er in the Blue (the sky), The Last Mouth­ful, etc., etc. In or­der not to lose any­thing of the af­fair, he scales the walls, he hoists him­self to bal­conies, he as­cends trees, he sus­pends him­self to grat­ings, he clings fast to chim­neys. The gamin is born a tiler as he is born a mariner. A roof in­spires him with no more fear than a mast. There is no fes­ti­val which comes up to an ex­e­cu­tion on the Place de Grève. Sam­son and the Ab­bé Mon­tès are the tru­ly pop­u­lar names. They hoot at the vic­tim in or­der to en­cour­age him. They some­times ad­mire him. La­ce­naire, when a gamin, on see­ing the hideous Dautin die brave­ly, ut­tered these words which con­tain a fu­ture: “I was jeal­ous of him.” In the broth­er­hood of gamins Voltaire is not known, but Pa­pavoine is. “Politi­cians” are con­fused with as­sas­sins in the same leg­end. They have a tra­di­tion as to ev­ery­body’s last gar­ment. It is known that Tolleron had a fire­man’s cap, Avril an ot­ter cap, Losv­el a round hat, that old De­la­porte was bald and bare­head­ed, that Cas­taing was all rud­dy and very hand­some, that Bories had a ro­man­tic small beard, that Jean Mar­tin kept on his sus­penders, that Lecouf­fé and his moth­er quar­relled. “Don’t re­proach each oth­er for your bas­ket,” shout­ed a gamin to them. An­oth­er, in or­der to get a look at De­back­er as he passed, and be­ing too small in the crowd, caught sight of the lantern on the quay and climbed it. A gen­darme sta­tioned op­po­site frowned. “Let me climb up, m’sieu le gen­darme,” said the gamin. And, to soft­en the heart of the au­thor­i­ties he added: “I will not fall.” “I don’t care if you do,” re­tort­ed the gen­darme.

			In the broth­er­hood of gamins, a mem­o­rable ac­ci­dent counts for a great deal. One reach­es the height of con­sid­er­a­tion if one chances to cut one’s self very deeply, “to the very bone.”

			The fist is no medi­ocre el­e­ment of re­spect. One of the things that the gamin is fond­est of say­ing is: “I am fine and strong, come now!” To be left-hand­ed ren­ders you very en­vi­able. A squint is high­ly es­teemed.

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				In Which the Read­er Will Find a Charm­ing Say­ing of the Last King

			
			In sum­mer, he meta­mor­phoses him­self in­to a frog; and in the evening, when night is fall­ing, in front of the bridges of Auster­litz and Jé­na, from the tops of coal wag­ons, and the wash­er­wom­en’s boats, he hurls him­self head­long in­to the Seine, and in­to all pos­si­ble in­frac­tions of the laws of mod­esty and of the po­lice. Nev­er­the­less the po­lice keep an eye on him, and the re­sult is a high­ly dra­mat­ic sit­u­a­tion which once gave rise to a fra­ter­nal and mem­o­rable cry; that cry which was cel­e­brat­ed about 1830, is a strate­gic warn­ing from gamin to gamin; it scans like a verse from Homer, with a no­ta­tion as in­ex­press­ible as the eleu­si­ac chant of the Pana­thenaea, and in it one en­coun­ters again the an­cient Evo­he. Here it is: “Ohé, Titi, ohééé! Here comes the bob­by, here comes the p’lice, pick up your duds and be off, through the sew­er with you!”

			Some­times this gnat—that is what he calls him­self—knows how to read; some­times he knows how to write; he al­ways knows how to daub. He does not hes­i­tate to ac­quire, by no one knows what mys­te­ri­ous mu­tu­al in­struc­tion, all the tal­ents which can be of use to the pub­lic; from 1815 to 1830, he im­i­tat­ed the cry of the tur­key; from 1830 to 1848, he scrawled pears on the walls. One sum­mer evening, when Louis Philippe was re­turn­ing home on foot, he saw a lit­tle fel­low, no high­er than his knee, per­spir­ing and climb­ing up to draw a gi­gan­tic pear in char­coal on one of the pil­lars of the gate of Neuil­ly; the King, with that good-na­ture which came to him from Hen­ry IV, helped the gamin, fin­ished the pear, and gave the child a louis, say­ing: “The pear is on that al­so.”34 The gamin loves up­roar. A cer­tain state of vi­o­lence pleas­es him. He ex­e­crates “the curés.” One day, in the Rue de l’Uni­ver­sité, one of these scamps was putting his thumb to his nose at the car­riage gate of No. 69. “Why are you do­ing that at the gate?” a passer­by asked. The boy replied: “There is a curé there.” It was there, in fact, that the Pa­pal Nun­cio lived.

			Nev­er­the­less, what­ev­er may be the Voltairi­an­ism of the small gamin, if the oc­ca­sion to be­come a cho­ris­ter presents it­self, it is quite pos­si­ble that he will ac­cept, and in that case he serves the mass civil­ly. There are two things to which he plays Tan­ta­lus, and which he al­ways de­sires with­out ev­er at­tain­ing them: to over­throw the gov­ern­ment, and to get his trousers sewed up again.

			The gamin in his per­fect state pos­sess­es all the po­lice­men of Paris, and can al­ways put the name to the face of any­one which he chances to meet. He can tell them off on the tips of his fin­gers. He stud­ies their habits, and he has spe­cial notes on each one of them. He reads the souls of the po­lice like an open book. He will tell you flu­ent­ly and with­out flinch­ing: “Such an one is a traitor; such an­oth­er is very ma­li­cious; such an­oth­er is great; such an­oth­er is ridicu­lous.” (All these words: traitor, ma­li­cious, great, ridicu­lous, have a par­tic­u­lar mean­ing in his mouth.) That one imag­ines that he owns the Pont-Neuf, and he pre­vents peo­ple from walk­ing on the cor­nice out­side the para­pet; that oth­er has a ma­nia for pulling per­son’s ears; etc., etc.

		
	
		
			
				IX

				The Old Soul of Gaul

			
			There was some­thing of that boy in Po­quelin, the son of the fish-mar­ket; Beau­mar­chais had some­thing of it. Gaminer­ie is a shade of the Gal­lic spir­it. Min­gled with good sense, it some­times adds force to the lat­ter, as al­co­hol does to wine. Some­times it is a de­fect. Homer re­peats him­self eter­nal­ly, grant­ed; one may say that Voltaire plays the gamin. Camille Desmoulins was a na­tive of the faubourgs. Cham­pi­onnet, who treat­ed mir­a­cles bru­tal­ly, rose from the pave­ments of Paris; he had, when a small lad, in­un­dat­ed the por­ti­cos of Saint-Jean de Beau­vais, and of Saint-Éti­enne du Mont; he had ad­dressed the shrine of Sainte-Geneviève fa­mil­iar­ly to give or­ders to the phial of Saint Jan­uar­ius.

			The gamin of Paris is re­spect­ful, iron­i­cal, and in­so­lent. He has vil­lain­ous teeth, be­cause he is bad­ly fed and his stom­ach suf­fers, and hand­some eyes be­cause he has wit. If Je­ho­vah him­self were present, he would go hop­ping up the steps of par­adise on one foot. He is strong on box­ing. All be­liefs are pos­si­ble to him. He plays in the gut­ter, and straight­ens him­self up with a re­volt; his ef­fron­tery per­sists even in the pres­ence of grapeshot; he was a scape­grace, he is a hero; like the lit­tle The­ban, he shakes the skin from the li­on; Bar­ra the drum­mer-boy was a gamin of Paris; he Shouts: “For­ward!” as the horse of Scrip­ture says “Vah!” and in a mo­ment he has passed from the small brat to the gi­ant.

			This child of the pud­dle is al­so the child of the ide­al. Mea­sure that spread of wings which reach­es from Molière to Bar­ra.

			To sum up the whole, and in one word, the gamin is a be­ing who amus­es him­self, be­cause he is un­hap­py.

		
	
		
			
				X

				Ec­ce Paris, Ec­ce Ho­mo

			
			To sum it all up once more, the Paris gamin of to­day, like the graecu­lus of Rome in days gone by, is the in­fant pop­u­lace with the wrin­kle of the old world on his brow.

			The gamin is a grace to the na­tion, and at the same time a dis­ease; a dis­ease which must be cured, how? By light.

			Light ren­ders healthy.

			Light kin­dles.

			All gen­er­ous so­cial ir­ra­di­a­tions spring from sci­ence, let­ters, arts, ed­u­ca­tion. Make men, make men. Give them light that they may warm you. Soon­er or lat­er the splen­did ques­tion of uni­ver­sal ed­u­ca­tion will present it­self with the ir­re­sistible au­thor­i­ty of the ab­so­lute truth; and then, those who gov­ern un­der the su­per­in­ten­dence of the French idea will have to make this choice; the chil­dren of France or the gamins of Paris; flames in the light or will-o’-the-wisps in the gloom.

			The gamin ex­press­es Paris, and Paris ex­press­es the world.

			For Paris is a to­tal. Paris is the ceil­ing of the hu­man race. The whole of this prodi­gious city is a fore­short­en­ing of dead man­ners and liv­ing man­ners. He who sees Paris thinks he sees the bot­tom of all his­to­ry with heav­en and con­stel­la­tions in the in­ter­vals. Paris has a cap­i­tal, the Town-Hall, a Parthenon, Notre-Dame, a Mount Aven­tine, the Faubourg Saint-An­toine, an Asi­nar­i­um, the Sor­bonne, a Pan­theon, the Pan­theon, a Via Sacra, the Boule­vard des Ital­iens, a tem­ple of the winds, opin­ion; and it re­places the Gemo­ni­ae by ridicule. Its ma­jo is called “fa­raud,” its Transtev­erin is the man of the faubourgs, its ham­mal is the mar­ket-porter, its laz­zarone is the pè­gre, its cock­ney is the na­tive of Ghent. Ev­ery­thing that ex­ists else­where ex­ists at Paris. The fish­wom­an of Du­mar­sais can re­tort on the herb-sell­er of Eu­ripi­des, the dis­cobols Ve­janus lives again in the Forioso, the tightrope dancer. Ther­a­pon­tigonus Miles could walk arm in arm with Vadebon­coeur the grenadier, Damasip­pus the sec­ond­hand deal­er would be hap­py among bric-a-brac mer­chants, Vin­cennes could grasp Socrates in its fist as just as Ago­ra could im­prison Diderot, Gri­mod de la Reynière dis­cov­ered lard­ed roast beef, as Cur­tillus in­vent­ed roast hedge­hog, we see the trapeze which fig­ures in Plau­tus reap­pear un­der the vault of the Arc of l’Étoile, the sword-eater of Poe­cilus en­coun­tered by Apuleius is a sword-swal­low­er on the Pont-Neuf, the nephew of Rameau and Cur­culio the par­a­site make a pair, Er­gasilus could get him­self pre­sent­ed to Cam­bacères by d’Ai­grefeuille; the four dandies of Rome: Al­ces­i­marchus, Phoe­dro­mus, Di­a­bo­lus, and Ar­gyrip­pus, de­scend from Cour­tille in La­batut’s post­ing-chaise; Aulus Gel­lius would halt no longer in front of Con­grio than would Charles Nodi­er in front of Punchinel­lo; Mar­to is not a ti­gress, but Pardalis­ca was not a drag­on; Pan­to­labus the wag jeers in the Café Anglais at No­men­tanus the fast liv­er, Her­mo­genus is a tenor in the Champs-Élysées, and round him, Thracius the beg­gar, clad like Bobèche, takes up a col­lec­tion; the bore who stops you by the but­ton of your coat in the Tu­i­leries makes you re­peat af­ter a lapse of two thou­sand years Thes­pri­on’s apos­tro­phe: Quis pr­op­er­an­tem me pre­hen­dit pal­lio? The wine on Surêne is a par­o­dy of the wine of Al­ba, the red bor­der of De­saugiers forms a bal­ance to the great cut­ting of Bal­a­tro, Père-Lachaise ex­hales be­neath noc­tur­nal rains the same gleams as the Es­quil­i­ae, and the grave of the poor bought for five years, is cer­tain­ly the equiv­a­lent of the slave’s hived cof­fin.

			Seek some­thing that Paris has not. The vat of Tro­pho­nius con­tains noth­ing that is not in Mes­mer’s tub; Er­gaphi­las lives again in Cagliostro; the Brah­min Vâs­aphan­tâ be­come in­car­nate in the Comte de Saint-Ger­main; the ceme­tery of Saint-Mé­dard works quite as good mir­a­cles as the Mosque of Oumoumié at Dam­as­cus.

			Paris has an Ae­sop-Mayeux, and a Cani­dia, Made­moi­selle Lenor­mand. It is ter­ri­fied, like Delphos at the ful­gu­rat­ing re­al­i­ties of the vi­sion; it makes ta­bles turn as Dodona did tripods. It places the grisette on the throne, as Rome placed the cour­te­san there; and, tak­ing it al­to­geth­er, if Louis XV is worse than Clau­di­an, Madame Dubar­ry is bet­ter than Mes­sali­na. Paris com­bines in an un­prece­dent­ed type, which has ex­ist­ed and which we have el­bowed, Gre­cian nu­di­ty, the He­bra­ic ul­cer, and the Gas­con pun. It min­gles Dio­genes, Job, and Jack-pud­ding, dress­es up a spec­tre in old num­bers of the Con­sti­tu­tion­al, and makes Chodruc Duc­los.

			Al­though Plutarch says: “the tyrant nev­er grows old,” Rome, un­der Syl­la as un­der Domi­tian, re­signed it­self and will­ing­ly put wa­ter in its wine. The Tiber was a Lethe, if the rather doc­tri­nary eu­logium made of it by Varus Vibis­cus is to be cred­it­ed: Con­tra Grac­chos Tiber­im habe­mus, Bibere Tiber­im, id est sedi­tionem oblivis­ci. Paris drinks a mil­lion litres of wa­ter a day, but that does not pre­vent it from oc­ca­sion­al­ly beat­ing the gen­er­al alarm and ring­ing the toc­sin.

			With that ex­cep­tion, Paris is ami­able. It ac­cepts ev­ery­thing roy­al­ly; it is not too par­tic­u­lar about its Venus; its Cal­lipyge is Hot­ten­tot; pro­vid­ed that it is made to laugh, it con­dones; ug­li­ness cheers it, de­for­mi­ty pro­vokes it to laugh­ter, vice di­verts it; be ec­cen­tric and you may be an ec­cen­tric; even hypocrisy, that supreme cyn­i­cism, does not dis­gust it; it is so lit­er­ary that it does not hold its nose be­fore Basile, and is no more scan­dal­ized by the prayer of Tartuffe than Ho­race was re­pelled by the “hic­cup” of Pri­a­pus. No trait of the uni­ver­sal face is lack­ing in the pro­file of Paris. The bal Ma­bile is not the polym­nia dance of the Jan­icu­lum, but the deal­er in ladies’ wear­ing ap­par­el there de­vours the lorette with her eyes, ex­act­ly as the pro­curess Staphy­la lay in wait for the vir­gin Plane­sium. The Bar­rière du Com­bat is not the Col­i­se­um, but peo­ple are as fe­ro­cious there as though Cae­sar were look­ing on. The Syr­i­an host­ess has more grace than Moth­er Saguet, but, if Vir­gil haunt­ed the Ro­man wine-shop, David d’Angers, Balzac and Charlet have sat at the ta­bles of Parisian tav­erns. Paris reigns. Ge­nius­es flash forth there, the red tails pros­per there. Adon­aï pass­es on his char­i­ot with its twelve wheels of thun­der and light­ning; Silenus makes his en­try there on his ass. For Silenus read Ram­pon­neau.

			Paris is the syn­onym of Cos­mos, Paris is Athens, Sybaris, Jerusalem, Pantin. All civ­i­liza­tions are there in an abridged form, all bar­barisms al­so. Paris would great­ly re­gret it if it had not a guil­lo­tine.

			A lit­tle of the Place de Grève is a good thing. What would all that eter­nal fes­ti­val be with­out this sea­son­ing? Our laws are wise­ly pro­vid­ed, and thanks to them, this blade drips on this Shrove Tues­day.

		
	
		
			
				XI

				To Scoff, to Reign

			
			There is no lim­it to Paris. No city has had that dom­i­na­tion which some­times de­rides those whom it sub­ju­gates. To please you, O Athe­ni­ans! ex­claimed Alexan­der. Paris makes more than the law, it makes the fash­ion; Paris sets more than the fash­ion, it sets the rou­tine. Paris may be stupid, if it sees fit; it some­times al­lows it­self this lux­u­ry; then the uni­verse is stupid in com­pa­ny with it; then Paris awakes, rubs its eyes, says: “How stupid I am!” and bursts out laugh­ing in the face of the hu­man race. What a mar­vel is such a city! it is a strange thing that this grandiose­ness and this bur­lesque should be am­i­ca­ble neigh­bors, that all this majesty should not be thrown in­to dis­or­der by all this par­o­dy, and that the same mouth can to­day blow in­to the trump of the Judg­ment Day, and to­mor­row in­to the reed-flute! Paris has a sov­er­eign jovi­al­i­ty. Its gayety is of the thun­der and its farce holds a scep­tre.

			Its tem­pest some­times pro­ceeds from a gri­mace. Its ex­plo­sions, its days, its mas­ter­pieces, its prodi­gies, its epics, go forth to the bounds of the uni­verse, and so al­so do its cock-and-bull sto­ries. Its laugh is the mouth of a vol­cano which spat­ters the whole earth. Its jests are sparks. It im­pos­es its car­i­ca­tures as well as its ide­al on peo­ple; the high­est mon­u­ments of hu­man civ­i­liza­tion ac­cept its ironies and lend their eter­ni­ty to its mis­chievous pranks. It is su­perb; it has a prodi­gious 14th of Ju­ly, which de­liv­ers the globe; it forces all na­tions to take the oath of ten­nis; its night of the 4th of Au­gust dis­solves in three hours a thou­sand years of feu­dal­ism; it makes of its log­ic the mus­cle of unan­i­mous will; it mul­ti­plies it­self un­der all sorts of forms of the sub­lime; it fills with its light Wash­ing­ton, Kosciusko, Bo­li­var, Boz­zaris, Riego, Bem, Manin, Lopez, John Brown, Garibal­di; it is ev­ery­where where the fu­ture is be­ing light­ed up, at Bos­ton in 1779, at the Isle de Léon in 1820, at Pest in 1848, at Pa­ler­mo in 1860, it whis­pers the mighty coun­ter­sign: Lib­er­ty, in the ear of the Amer­i­can abo­li­tion­ists grouped about the boat at Harp­er’s Fer­ry, and in the ear of the pa­tri­ots of An­cona as­sem­bled in the shad­ow, to the Archi be­fore the Gozzi inn on the seashore; it cre­ates Ca­naris; it cre­ates Quiroga; it cre­ates Pisacane; it ir­ra­di­ates the great on earth; it was while pro­ceed­ing whith­er its breath urge them, that By­ron per­ished at Mis­so­longhi, and that Mazet died at Barcelona; it is the tri­bune un­der the feet of Mirabeau, and a crater un­der the feet of Robe­spierre; its books, its the­atre, its art, its sci­ence, its lit­er­a­ture, its phi­los­o­phy, are the man­u­als of the hu­man race; it has Pas­cal, Rég­nier, Corneille, Descartes, Jean-Jacques: Voltaire for all mo­ments, Molière for all cen­turies; it makes its lan­guage to be talked by the uni­ver­sal mouth, and that lan­guage be­comes the word; it con­structs in all minds the idea of progress, the lib­er­at­ing dog­mas which it forges are for the gen­er­a­tions trusty friends, and it is with the soul of its thinkers and its po­ets that all he­roes of all na­tions have been made since 1789; this does not pre­vent vagabondism, and that enor­mous ge­nius which is called Paris, while trans­fig­ur­ing the world by its light, sketch­es in char­coal Boug­inier’s nose on the wall of the tem­ple of The­seus and writes “Cre­dev­ille the thief” on the Pyra­mids.

			Paris is al­ways show­ing its teeth; when it is not scold­ing it is laugh­ing.

			Such is Paris. The smoke of its roofs forms the ideas of the uni­verse. A heap of mud and stone, if you will, but, above all, a moral be­ing. It is more than great, it is im­mense. Why? Be­cause it is dar­ing.

			To dare; that is the price of progress.

			All sub­lime con­quests are, more or less, the prizes of dar­ing. In or­der that the Rev­o­lu­tion should take place, it does not suf­fice that Mon­tesquieu should fore­see it, that Diderot should preach it, that Beau­mar­chais should an­nounce it, that Con­dorcet should cal­cu­late it, that Arou­et should pre­pare it, that Rousseau should pre­med­i­tate it; it is nec­es­sary that Dan­ton should dare it.

			The cry: Au­dac­i­ty! is a Fi­at lux. It is nec­es­sary, for the sake of the for­ward march of the hu­man race, that there should be proud lessons of courage per­ma­nent­ly on the heights. Dar­ing deeds daz­zle his­to­ry and are one of man’s great sources of light. The dawn dares when it ris­es. To at­tempt, to brave, to per­sist, to per­se­vere, to be faith­ful to one’s self, to grasp fate bod­i­ly, to as­tound catas­tro­phe by the small amount of fear that it oc­ca­sions us, now to af­front un­just pow­er, again to in­sult drunk­en vic­to­ry, to hold one’s po­si­tion, to stand one’s ground; that is the ex­am­ple which na­tions need, that is the light which elec­tri­fies them. The same for­mi­da­ble light­ning pro­ceeds from the torch of Prometheus to Cam­bronne’s short pipe.

		
	
		
			
				XII

				The Fu­ture La­tent in the Peo­ple

			
			As for the Parisian pop­u­lace, even when a man grown, it is al­ways the street Arab; to paint the child is to paint the city; and it is for that rea­son that we have stud­ied this ea­gle in this ar­rant spar­row. It is in the faubourgs, above all, we main­tain, that the Parisian race ap­pears; there is the pure blood; there is the true phys­iog­no­my; there this peo­ple toils and suf­fers, and suf­fer­ing and toil are the two faces of man. There ex­ist there im­mense num­bers of un­known be­ings, among whom swarm types of the strangest, from the porter of la Râpée to the knack­er of Mont­fau­con. “Fex ur­bis,” ex­claims Ci­cero; “mob,” adds Burke, in­dig­nant­ly; rab­ble, mul­ti­tude, pop­u­lace. These are words and quick­ly ut­tered. But so be it. What does it mat­ter? What is it to me if they do go bare­foot! They do not know how to read; so much the worse. Would you aban­don them for that? Would you turn their dis­tress in­to a male­dic­tion? Can­not the light pen­e­trate these mass­es? Let us re­turn to that cry: Light! and let us ob­sti­nate­ly per­sist there­in! Light! Light! Who knows whether these opac­i­ties will not be­come trans­par­ent? Are not rev­o­lu­tions trans­fig­u­ra­tions? Come, philoso­phers, teach, en­light­en, light up, think aloud, speak aloud, has­ten joy­ous­ly to the great sun, frat­er­nize with the pub­lic place, an­nounce the good news, spend your al­pha­bets lav­ish­ly, pro­claim rights, sing the Mar­seil­lais­es, sow en­thu­si­asms, tear green boughs from the oaks. Make a whirl­wind of the idea. This crowd may be ren­dered sub­lime. Let us learn how to make use of that vast con­fla­gra­tion of prin­ci­ples and virtues, which sparkles, bursts forth and quiv­ers at cer­tain hours. These bare feet, these bare arms, these rags, these ig­no­rances, these ab­ject­ness­es, these dark­ness­es, may be em­ployed in the con­quest of the ide­al. Gaze past the peo­ple, and you will per­ceive truth. Let that vile sand which you tram­ple un­der foot be cast in­to the fur­nace, let it melt and seethe there, it will be­come a splen­did crys­tal, and it is thanks to it that Galileo and New­ton will dis­cov­er stars.

		
	
		
			
				XIII

				Lit­tle Gavroche

			
			Eight or nine years af­ter the events nar­rat­ed in the sec­ond part of this sto­ry, peo­ple no­ticed on the Boule­vard du Tem­ple, and in the re­gions of the Château-d’Eau, a lit­tle boy eleven or twelve years of age, who would have re­al­ized with tol­er­a­ble ac­cu­ra­cy that ide­al of the gamin sketched out above, if, with the laugh of his age on his lips, he had not had a heart ab­so­lute­ly som­bre and emp­ty. This child was well muf­fled up in a pair of man’s trousers, but he did not get them from his fa­ther, and a wom­an’s chemise, but he did not get it from his moth­er. Some peo­ple or oth­er had clothed him in rags out of char­i­ty. Still, he had a fa­ther and a moth­er. But his fa­ther did not think of him, and his moth­er did not love him.

			He was one of those chil­dren most de­serv­ing of pity, among all, one of those who have fa­ther and moth­er, and who are or­phans nev­er­the­less.

			This child nev­er felt so well as when he was in the street. The pave­ments were less hard to him than his moth­er’s heart.

			His par­ents had despatched him in­to life with a kick.

			He sim­ply took flight.

			He was a bois­ter­ous, pal­lid, nim­ble, wide-awake, jeer­ing, lad, with a vi­va­cious but sick­ly air. He went and came, sang, played at hop­scotch, scraped the gut­ters, stole a lit­tle, but, like cats and spar­rows, gay­ly laughed when he was called a rogue, and got an­gry when called a thief. He had no shel­ter, no bread, no fire, no love; but he was mer­ry be­cause he was free.

			When these poor crea­tures grow to be men, the mill­stones of the so­cial or­der meet them and crush them, but so long as they are chil­dren, they es­cape be­cause of their small­ness. The tini­est hole saves them.

			Nev­er­the­less, aban­doned as this child was, it some­times hap­pened, ev­ery two or three months, that he said, “Come, I’ll go and see mam­ma!” Then he quit­ted the boule­vard, the Cirque, the Porte Saint-Mar­tin, de­scend­ed to the quays, crossed the bridges, reached the sub­urbs, ar­rived at the Salpêtrière, and came to a halt, where? Pre­cise­ly at that dou­ble num­ber 50–52 with which the read­er is ac­quaint­ed—at the Gor­beau hov­el.

			At that epoch, the hov­el 50–52 gen­er­al­ly de­sert­ed and eter­nal­ly dec­o­rat­ed with the plac­ard: “Cham­bers to let,” chanced to be, a rare thing, in­hab­it­ed by nu­mer­ous in­di­vid­u­als who, how­ev­er, as is al­ways the case in Paris, had no con­nec­tion with each oth­er. All be­longed to that in­di­gent class which be­gins to sep­a­rate from the low­est of pet­ty bour­geoisie in strait­ened cir­cum­stances, and which ex­tends from mis­ery to mis­ery in­to the low­est depths of so­ci­ety down to those two be­ings in whom all the ma­te­ri­al things of civ­i­liza­tion end, the sew­er-man who sweeps up the mud, and the rag­pick­er who col­lects scraps.

			The “prin­ci­pal lodger” of Jean Val­jean’s day was dead and had been re­placed by an­oth­er ex­act­ly like her. I know not what philoso­pher has said: “Old wom­en are nev­er lack­ing.”

			This new old wom­an was named Madame Bour­gon, and had noth­ing re­mark­able about her life ex­cept a dy­nasty of three para­keets, who had reigned in suc­ces­sion over her soul.

			The most mis­er­able of those who in­hab­it­ed the hov­el were a fam­i­ly of four per­sons, con­sist­ing of fa­ther, moth­er, and two daugh­ters, al­ready well grown, all four of whom were lodged in the same at­tic, one of the cells which we have al­ready men­tioned.

			At first sight, this fam­i­ly pre­sent­ed no very spe­cial fea­ture ex­cept its ex­treme des­ti­tu­tion; the fa­ther, when he hired the cham­ber, had stat­ed that his name was Jon­drette. Some time af­ter his mov­ing in, which had borne a sin­gu­lar re­sem­blance to “the en­trance of noth­ing at all,” to bor­row the mem­o­rable ex­pres­sion of the prin­ci­pal ten­ant, this Jon­drette had said to the wom­an, who, like her pre­de­ces­sor, was at the same time portress and stair-sweep­er: “Moth­er So-and-So, if any­one should chance to come and in­quire for a Pole or an Ital­ian, or even a Spaniard, per­chance, it is I.”

			This fam­i­ly was that of the mer­ry bare­foot boy. He ar­rived there and found dis­tress, and, what is still sad­der, no smile; a cold hearth and cold hearts. When he en­tered, he was asked: “Whence come you?” He replied: “From the street.” When he went away, they asked him: “Whith­er are you go­ing?” He replied: “In­to the streets.” His moth­er said to him: “What did you come here for?”

			This child lived, in this ab­sence of af­fec­tion, like the pale plants which spring up in cel­lars. It did not cause him suf­fer­ing, and he blamed no one. He did not know ex­act­ly how a fa­ther and moth­er should be.

			Nev­er­the­less, his moth­er loved his sis­ters.

			We have for­got­ten to men­tion, that on the Boule­vard du Tem­ple this child was called Lit­tle Gavroche. Why was he called Lit­tle Gavroche?

			Prob­a­bly be­cause his fa­ther’s name was Jon­drette.

			It seems to be the in­stinct of cer­tain wretch­ed fam­i­lies to break the thread.

			The cham­ber which the Jon­drettes in­hab­it­ed in the Gor­beau hov­el was the last at the end of the cor­ri­dor. The cell next to it was oc­cu­pied by a very poor young man who was called M. Mar­ius.

			Let us ex­plain who this M. Mar­ius was.
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				The Great Bour­geois

			
		
	
		
			
				I

				Nine­ty Years and Thir­ty-Two Teeth

			
			In the Rue Boucher­at, Rue de Nor­mandie and the Rue de Sain­tonge there still ex­ist a few an­cient in­hab­i­tants who have pre­served the mem­o­ry of a wor­thy man named M. Gillenor­mand, and who men­tion him with com­plai­sance. This good man was old when they were young. This sil­hou­ette has not yet en­tire­ly dis­ap­peared—for those who re­gard with melan­choly that vague swarm of shad­ows which is called the past—from the labyrinth of streets in the vicin­i­ty of the Tem­ple to which, un­der Louis XIV, the names of all the prov­inces of France were ap­pend­ed ex­act­ly as in our day, the streets of the new Tivoli quar­ter have re­ceived the names of all the cap­i­tals of Eu­rope; a pro­gres­sion, by the way, in which progress is vis­i­ble.

			M. Gillenor­mand, who was as much alive as pos­si­ble in 1831, was one of those men who had be­come cu­riosi­ties to be viewed, sim­ply be­cause they have lived a long time, and who are strange be­cause they for­mer­ly re­sem­bled ev­ery­body, and now re­sem­ble no­body. He was a pe­cu­liar old man, and in very truth, a man of an­oth­er age, the re­al, com­plete and rather haughty bour­geois of the eigh­teenth cen­tu­ry, who wore his good, old bour­geoisie with the air with which mar­quis­es wear their mar­quisates. He was over nine­ty years of age, his walk was erect, he talked loud­ly, saw clear­ly, drank neat, ate, slept, and snored. He had all thir­ty-two of his teeth. He on­ly wore spec­ta­cles when he read. He was of an amorous dis­po­si­tion, but de­clared that, for the last ten years, he had whol­ly and de­cid­ed­ly re­nounced wom­en. He could no longer please, he said; he did not add: “I am too old,” but: “I am too poor.” He said: “If I were not ru­ined—Héée!” All he had left, in fact, was an in­come of about fif­teen thou­sand francs. His dream was to come in­to an in­her­i­tance and to have a hun­dred thou­sand livres in­come for mis­tress­es. He did not be­long, as the read­er will per­ceive, to that puny va­ri­ety of oc­to­ge­nar­ies who, like M. de Voltaire, have been dy­ing all their life; his was no longevi­ty of a cracked pot; this jovial old man had al­ways had good health. He was su­per­fi­cial, rapid, eas­i­ly an­gered. He flew in­to a pas­sion at ev­ery­thing, gen­er­al­ly quite con­trary to all rea­son. When con­tra­dict­ed, he raised his cane; he beat peo­ple as he had done in the great cen­tu­ry. He had a daugh­ter over fifty years of age, and un­mar­ried, whom he chas­tised se­vere­ly with his tongue, when in a rage, and whom he would have liked to whip. She seemed to him to be eight years old. He boxed his ser­vants’ ears sound­ly, and said: “Ah! carogne!” One of his oaths was: “By the pan­tou­floche of the pan­tou­flochade!” He had sin­gu­lar freaks of tran­quil­li­ty; he had him­self shaved ev­ery day by a bar­ber who had been mad and who de­test­ed him, be­ing jeal­ous of M. Gillenor­mand on ac­count of his wife, a pret­ty and co­quet­tish bar­ber­ess. M. Gillenor­mand ad­mired his own dis­cern­ment in all things, and de­clared that he was ex­treme­ly saga­cious; here is one of his say­ings: “I have, in truth, some pen­e­tra­tion; I am able to say when a flea bites me, from what wom­an it came.”

			The words which he ut­tered the most fre­quent­ly were: “the sen­si­ble man,” and “na­ture.” He did not give to this last word the grand ac­cep­ta­tion which our epoch has ac­cord­ed to it, but he made it en­ter, af­ter his own fash­ion, in­to his lit­tle chim­ney-cor­ner satires: “Na­ture,” he said, “in or­der that civ­i­liza­tion may have a lit­tle of ev­ery­thing, gives it even spec­i­mens of its amus­ing bar­barism. Eu­rope pos­sess­es spec­i­mens of Asia and Africa on a small scale. The cat is a draw­ing-room tiger, the lizard is a pock­et croc­o­dile. The dancers at the opera are pink fe­male sav­ages. They do not eat men, they crunch them; or, ma­gi­cians that they are, they trans­form them in­to oys­ters and swal­low them. The Caribbeans leave on­ly the bones, they leave on­ly the shell. Such are our morals. We do not de­vour, we gnaw; we do not ex­ter­mi­nate, we claw.”

		
	
		
			
				II

				Like Mas­ter, Like House

			
			He lived in the Marais, Rue des Filles-du-Cal­vaire, No. 6. He owned the house. This house has since been de­mol­ished and re­built, and the num­ber has prob­a­bly been changed in those rev­o­lu­tions of nu­mer­a­tion which the streets of Paris un­der­go. He oc­cu­pied an an­cient and vast apart­ment on the first floor, be­tween street and gar­dens, fur­nished to the very ceil­ings with great Go­b­elins and Beau­vais ta­pes­tries rep­re­sent­ing pas­toral scenes; the sub­jects of the ceil­ings and the pan­els were re­peat­ed in minia­ture on the arm­chairs. He en­veloped his bed in a vast, nine-leaved screen of Coro­man­del lac­quer. Long, full cur­tains hung from the win­dows, and formed great, bro­ken folds that were very mag­nif­i­cent. The gar­den sit­u­at­ed im­me­di­ate­ly un­der his win­dows was at­tached to that one of them which formed the an­gle, by means of a stair­case twelve or fif­teen steps long, which the old gen­tle­man as­cend­ed and de­scend­ed with great agili­ty. In ad­di­tion to a li­brary ad­join­ing his cham­ber, he had a boudoir of which he thought a great deal, a gal­lant and el­e­gant re­treat, with mag­nif­i­cent hang­ings of straw, with a pat­tern of flow­ers and fleurs-de-lys made on the gal­leys of Louis XIV and or­dered of his con­victs by M. de Vivonne for his mis­tress. M. Gillenor­mand had in­her­it­ed it from a grim ma­ter­nal great-aunt, who had died a cen­te­nar­i­an. He had had two wives. His man­ners were some­thing be­tween those of the courtier, which he had nev­er been, and the lawyer, which he might have been. He was gay, and ca­ress­ing when he had a mind. In his youth he had been one of those men who are al­ways de­ceived by their wives and nev­er by their mis­tress­es, be­cause they are, at the same time, the most sullen of hus­bands and the most charm­ing of lovers in ex­is­tence. He was a con­nois­seur of paint­ing. He had in his cham­ber a mar­vel­lous por­trait of no one knows whom, paint­ed by Jor­daens, ex­e­cut­ed with great dash­es of the brush, with mil­lions of de­tails, in a con­fused and hap­haz­ard man­ner. M. Gillenor­mand’s at­tire was not the habit of Louis XIV nor yet that of Louis XVI; it was that of the In­croy­ables of the Di­rec­to­ry. He had thought him­self young up to that pe­ri­od and had fol­lowed the fash­ions. His coat was of light­weight cloth with vo­lu­mi­nous re­vers, a long swal­low­tail and large steel but­tons. With this he wore knee-breech­es and buck­le shoes. He al­ways thrust his hands in­to his fobs. He said au­thor­i­ta­tive­ly: “The French Rev­o­lu­tion is a heap of black­guards.”

		
	
		
			
				III

				Luc-Es­prit

			
			At the age of six­teen, one evening at the opera, he had had the hon­or to be stared at through opera-glass­es by two beau­ties at the same time—ripe and cel­e­brat­ed beau­ties then, and sung by Voltaire, the Ca­mar­go and the Sal­lé. Caught be­tween two fires, he had beat­en a hero­ic re­treat to­wards a lit­tle dancer, a young girl named Na­hen­ry, who was six­teen like him­self, ob­scure as a cat, and with whom he was in love. He abound­ed in mem­o­ries. He was ac­cus­tomed to ex­claim: “How pret­ty she was—that Guimard-Guimar­di­ni-Guimar­dinette, the last time I saw her at Longchamps, her hair curled in sus­tained sen­ti­ments, with her come-and-see of turquois­es, her gown of the col­or of per­sons new­ly ar­rived, and her lit­tle ag­i­ta­tion muff!” He had worn in his young man­hood a waist­coat of Nain-Lon­drin, which he was fond of talk­ing about ef­fu­sive­ly. “I was dressed like a Turk of the Lev­ant Lev­antin,” said he. Madame de Bouf­flers, hav­ing seen him by chance when he was twen­ty, had de­scribed him as “a charm­ing fool.” He was hor­ri­fied by all the names which he saw in pol­i­tics and in pow­er, re­gard­ing them as vul­gar and bour­geois. He read the jour­nals, “the news­pa­pers, the gazettes” as he said, sti­fling out­bursts of laugh­ter the while. “Oh!” he said, “what peo­ple these are! Cor­bière! Hu­mann! Casimir Péri­er! There’s a min­is­ter for you! I can imag­ine this in a jour­nal: ‘M. Gillenor­man, min­is­ter!’ that would be a farce. Well! They are so stupid that it would pass;” he mer­ri­ly called ev­ery­thing by its name, whether de­cent or in­de­cent, and did not re­strain him­self in the least be­fore ladies. He ut­tered coarse speech­es, ob­scen­i­ties, and filth with a cer­tain tran­quil­li­ty and lack of as­ton­ish­ment which was el­e­gant. It was in keep­ing with the un­cer­e­mo­ni­ous­ness of his cen­tu­ry. It is to be not­ed that the age of pe­riphrase in verse was the age of cru­di­ties in prose. His god­fa­ther had pre­dict­ed that he would turn out a man of ge­nius, and had be­stowed on him these two sig­nif­i­cant names: Luc-Es­prit.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				A Cen­te­nar­i­an As­pi­rant

			
			He had tak­en prizes in his boy­hood at the Col­lege of Moulins, where he was born, and he had been crowned by the hand of the Duc de Niver­nais, whom he called the Duc de Nev­ers. Nei­ther the Con­ven­tion, nor the death of Louis XVI, nor the Napoleon, nor the re­turn of the Bour­bons, nor any­thing else had been able to ef­face the mem­o­ry of this crown­ing. The Duc de Nev­ers was, in his eyes, the great fig­ure of the cen­tu­ry. “What a charm­ing grand seigneur,” he said, “and what a fine air he had with his blue rib­bon!”

			In the eyes of M. Gillenor­mand, Cather­ine the Sec­ond had made repa­ra­tion for the crime of the par­ti­tion of Poland by pur­chas­ing, for three thou­sand rou­bles, the se­cret of the elixir of gold, from Bestuch­eff. He grew an­i­mat­ed on this sub­ject: “The elixir of gold,” he ex­claimed, “the yel­low dye of Bestuch­eff, Gen­er­al Lam­otte’s drops, in the eigh­teenth cen­tu­ry—this was the great rem­e­dy for the catas­tro­phes of love, the panacea against Venus, at one louis the half-ounce phial. Louis XV sent two hun­dred phials of it to the Pope.” He would have been great­ly ir­ri­tat­ed and thrown off his bal­ance, had any­one told him that the elixir of gold is noth­ing but the per­chlo­ride of iron. M. Gillenor­mand adored the Bour­bons, and had a hor­ror of 1789; he was for­ev­er nar­rat­ing in what man­ner he had saved him­self dur­ing the Ter­ror, and how he had been obliged to dis­play a vast deal of gayety and clev­er­ness in or­der to es­cape hav­ing his head cut off. If any young man ven­tured to pro­nounce an eu­logium on the Re­pub­lic in his pres­ence, he turned pur­ple and grew so an­gry that he was on the point of swoon­ing. He some­times al­lud­ed to his nine­ty years, and said, “I hope that I shall not see nine­ty-three twice.” On these oc­ca­sions, he hint­ed to peo­ple that he meant to live to be a hun­dred.

		
	
		
			
				V

				Basque and Nico­lette

			
			He had the­o­ries. Here is one of them: “When a man is pas­sion­ate­ly fond of wom­en, and when he has him­self a wife for whom he cares but lit­tle, who is home­ly, cross, le­git­i­mate, with plen­ty of rights, perched on the code, and jeal­ous at need, there is but one way of ex­tri­cat­ing him­self from the quandry and of procur­ing peace, and that is to let his wife con­trol the purse-strings. This ab­di­ca­tion sets him free. Then his wife bus­ies her­self, grows pas­sion­ate­ly fond of han­dling coin, gets her fin­gers cov­ered with verdi­gris in the process, un­der­takes the ed­u­ca­tion of half-share ten­ants and the train­ing of farm­ers, con­vokes lawyers, pre­sides over no­taries, ha­rangues scriven­ers, vis­its limbs of the law, fol­lows law­suits, draws up leas­es, dic­tates con­tracts, feels her­self the sov­er­eign, sells, buys, reg­u­lates, prom­ises and com­pro­mis­es, binds fast and an­nuls, yields, con­cedes and retro­cedes, ar­ranges, dis­ar­ranges, hoards, lav­ish­es; she com­mits fol­lies, a supreme and per­son­al de­light, and that con­soles her. While her hus­band dis­dains her, she has the sat­is­fac­tion of ru­in­ing her hus­band.” This the­o­ry M. Gillenor­mand had him­self ap­plied, and it had be­come his his­to­ry. His wife—the sec­ond one—had ad­min­is­tered his for­tune in such a man­ner that, one fine day, when M. Gillenor­mand found him­self a wid­ow­er, there re­mained to him just suf­fi­cient to live on, by sink­ing near­ly the whole of it in an an­nu­ity of fif­teen thou­sand francs, three-quar­ters of which would ex­pire with him. He had not hes­i­tat­ed on this point, not be­ing anx­ious to leave a prop­er­ty be­hind him. Be­sides, he had no­ticed that pat­ri­monies are sub­ject to ad­ven­tures, and, for in­stance, be­come “na­tion­al prop­er­ty;” he had been present at the avatars of con­sol­i­dat­ed three per­cents, and he had no great faith in the Great Book of the Pub­lic Debt. “All that’s the Rue Quin­cam­pois!” he said. His house in the Rue des Filles-du-Cal­vaire be­longed to him, as we have al­ready stat­ed. He had two ser­vants, “a male and a fe­male.” When a ser­vant en­tered his es­tab­lish­ment, M. Gillenor­mand re-bap­tized him. He be­stowed on the men the name of their prov­ince: Nî­mois, Com­tois, Poitevin, Pi­card. His last valet was a big, foundered, short-wind­ed fel­low of fifty-five, who was in­ca­pable of run­ning twen­ty paces; but, as he had been born at Bay­onne, M. Gillenor­mand called him “Basque.” All the fe­male ser­vants in his house were called Nico­lette (even the Magnon, of whom we shall hear more far­ther on). One day, a haughty cook, a cor­don bleu, of the lofty race of porters, pre­sent­ed her­self. “How much wages do you want a month?” asked M. Gillenor­mand. “Thir­ty francs.” “What is your name?” “Olympie.” “You shall have fifty francs, and you shall be called Nico­lette.”

		
	
		
			
				VI

				In Which Magnon and Her Two Chil­dren Are Seen

			
			With M. Gillenor­mand, sor­row was con­vert­ed in­to wrath; he was fu­ri­ous at be­ing in de­spair. He had all sorts of prej­u­dices and took all sorts of lib­er­ties. One of the facts of which his ex­te­ri­or re­lief and his in­ter­nal sat­is­fac­tion was com­posed, was, as we have just hint­ed, that he had re­mained a brisk spark, and that he passed en­er­get­i­cal­ly for such. This he called hav­ing “roy­al renown.” This roy­al renown some­times drew down up­on him sin­gu­lar wind­falls. One day, there was brought to him in a bas­ket, as though it had been a bas­ket of oys­ters, a stout, new­ly born boy, who was yelling like the deuce, and du­ly wrapped in swad­dling-clothes, which a ser­vant-maid, dis­missed six months pre­vi­ous­ly, at­trib­uted to him. M. Gillenor­mand had, at that time, ful­ly com­plet­ed his eighty-fourth year. In­dig­na­tion and up­roar in the es­tab­lish­ment. And whom did that bold hussy think she could per­suade to be­lieve that? What au­dac­i­ty! What an abom­inable calum­ny! M. Gillenor­mand him­self was not at all en­raged. He gazed at the brat with the ami­able smile of a good man who is flat­tered by the calum­ny, and said in an aside: “Well, what now? What’s the mat­ter? You are fine­ly tak­en aback, and re­al­ly, you are ex­ces­sive­ly ig­no­rant. M. le Duc d’An­goulême, the bas­tard of his Majesty Charles IX, mar­ried a sil­ly jade of fif­teen when he was eighty-five; M. Vir­ginal, Mar­quis d’Al­luye, broth­er to the Car­di­nal de Sour­dis, Arch­bish­op of Bor­deaux, had, at the age of eighty-three, by the maid of Madame la Pres­i­dente Jacquin, a son, a re­al child of love, who be­came a Cheva­lier of Mal­ta and a coun­sel­lor of state; one of the great men of this cen­tu­ry, the Ab­bé Taba­raud, is the son of a man of eighty-sev­en. There is noth­ing out of the or­di­nary in these things. And then, the Bible! Up­on that I de­clare that this lit­tle gen­tle­man is none of mine. Let him be tak­en care of. It is not his fault.” This man­ner of pro­ce­dure was good-tem­pered. The wom­an, whose name was Magnon, sent him an­oth­er par­cel in the fol­low­ing year. It was a boy again. There­upon, M. Gillenor­mand ca­pit­u­lat­ed. He sent the two brats back to their moth­er, promis­ing to pay eighty francs a month for their main­te­nance, on the con­di­tion that the said moth­er would not do so any more. He added: “I in­sist up­on it that the moth­er shall treat them well. I shall go to see them from time to time.” And this he did. He had had a broth­er who was a priest, and who had been rec­tor of the Acad­e­my of Poitiers for three and thir­ty years, and had died at sev­en­ty-nine. “I lost him young,” said he. This broth­er, of whom but lit­tle mem­o­ry re­mains, was a peace­able miser, who, be­ing a priest, thought him­self bound to be­stow alms on the poor whom he met, but he nev­er gave them any­thing ex­cept bad or de­mon­e­tized sous, there­by dis­cov­er­ing a means of go­ing to hell by way of par­adise. As for M. Gillenor­mand the el­der, he nev­er hag­gled over his alms-giv­ing, but gave glad­ly and nobly. He was kind­ly, abrupt, char­i­ta­ble, and if he had been rich, his turn of mind would have been mag­nif­i­cent. He de­sired that all which con­cerned him should be done in a grand man­ner, even his rogueries. One day, hav­ing been cheat­ed by a busi­ness man in a mat­ter of in­her­i­tance, in a gross and ap­par­ent man­ner, he ut­tered this solemn ex­cla­ma­tion: “That was in­de­cent­ly done! I am re­al­ly ashamed of this pil­fer­ing. Ev­ery­thing has de­gen­er­at­ed in this cen­tu­ry, even the ras­cals. Mor­bleu! this is not the way to rob a man of my stand­ing. I am robbed as though in a for­est, but bad­ly robbed. Sil­vae sint con­sule dig­nae!” He had had two wives, as we have al­ready men­tioned; by the first he had had a daugh­ter, who had re­mained un­mar­ried, and by the sec­ond an­oth­er daugh­ter, who had died at about the age of thir­ty, who had wed­ded, through love, or chance, or oth­er­wise, a sol­dier of for­tune who had served in the armies of the Re­pub­lic and of the Em­pire, who had won the cross at Auster­litz and had been made colonel at Wa­ter­loo. “He is the dis­grace of my fam­i­ly,” said the old bour­geois. He took an im­mense amount of snuff, and had a par­tic­u­lar­ly grace­ful man­ner of pluck­ing at his lace ruf­fle with the back of one hand. He be­lieved very lit­tle in God.

		
	
		
			
				VII

				Rule: Re­ceive No One Ex­cept in the Evening

			
			Such was M. Luc-Es­prit Gillenor­mand, who had not lost his hair—which was gray rather than white—and which was al­ways dressed in “dog’s ears.” To sum up, he was ven­er­a­ble in spite of all this.

			He had some­thing of the eigh­teenth cen­tu­ry about him; friv­o­lous and great.

			In 1814 and dur­ing the ear­ly years of the Restora­tion, M. Gillenor­mand, who was still young—he was on­ly sev­en­ty-four—lived in the Faubourg Saint Ger­main, Rue Ser­van­doni, near Saint-Sulpice. He had on­ly re­tired to the Marais when he quit­ted so­ci­ety, long af­ter at­tain­ing the age of eighty.

			And, on aban­don­ing so­ci­ety, he had im­mured him­self in his habits. The prin­ci­pal one, and that which was in­vari­able, was to keep his door ab­so­lute­ly closed dur­ing the day, and nev­er to re­ceive any­one what­ev­er ex­cept in the evening. He dined at five o’clock, and af­ter that his door was open. That had been the fash­ion of his cen­tu­ry, and he would not swerve from it. “The day is vul­gar,” said he, “and de­serves on­ly a closed shut­ter. Fash­ion­able peo­ple on­ly light up their minds when the zenith lights up its stars.” And he bar­ri­cad­ed him­self against ev­ery­one, even had it been the king him­self. This was the an­ti­quat­ed el­e­gance of his day.

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				Two Do Not Make a Pair

			
			We have just spo­ken of M. Gillenor­mand’s two daugh­ters. They had come in­to the world ten years apart. In their youth they had borne very lit­tle re­sem­blance to each oth­er, ei­ther in char­ac­ter or coun­te­nance, and had al­so been as lit­tle like sis­ters to each oth­er as pos­si­ble. The youngest had a charm­ing soul, which turned to­wards all that be­longs to the light, was oc­cu­pied with flow­ers, with vers­es, with mu­sic, which flut­tered away in­to glo­ri­ous space, en­thu­si­as­tic, ethe­re­al, and was wed­ded from her very youth, in ide­al, to a vague and hero­ic fig­ure. The el­der had al­so her chimera; she es­pied in the azure some very wealthy pur­vey­or, a con­trac­tor, a splen­did­ly stupid hus­band, a mil­lion made man, or even a pre­fect; the re­cep­tions of the Pre­fec­ture, an ush­er in the an­techam­ber with a chain on his neck, of­fi­cial balls, the ha­rangues of the town-hall, to be “Madame la Préfète,”—all this had cre­at­ed a whirl­wind in her imag­i­na­tion. Thus the two sis­ters strayed, each in her own dream, at the epoch when they were young girls. Both had wings, the one like an an­gel, the oth­er like a goose.

			No am­bi­tion is ev­er ful­ly re­al­ized, here be­low at least. No par­adise be­comes ter­res­tri­al in our day. The younger wed­ded the man of her dreams, but she died. The el­der did not mar­ry at all.

			At the mo­ment when she makes her en­trance in­to this his­to­ry which we are re­lat­ing, she was an an­tique virtue, an in­com­bustible prude, with one of the sharpest noses, and one of the most ob­tuse minds that it is pos­si­ble to see. A char­ac­ter­is­tic de­tail; out­side of her im­me­di­ate fam­i­ly, no one had ev­er known her first name. She was called “Made­moi­selle Gillenor­mand, the el­der.”

			In the mat­ter of cant, Made­moi­selle Gillenor­mand could have giv­en points to a miss. Her mod­esty was car­ried to the oth­er ex­treme of black­ness. She cher­ished a fright­ful mem­o­ry of her life; one day, a man had be­held her garter.

			Age had on­ly served to ac­cen­tu­ate this piti­less mod­esty. Her guimpe was nev­er suf­fi­cient­ly opaque, and nev­er as­cend­ed suf­fi­cient­ly high. She mul­ti­plied clasps and pins where no one would have dreamed of look­ing. The pe­cu­liar­i­ty of prud­ery is to place all the more sen­tinels in pro­por­tion as the fortress is the less men­aced.

			Nev­er­the­less, let him who can ex­plain these an­tique mys­ter­ies of in­no­cence, she al­lowed an of­fi­cer of the Lancers, her grand nephew, named Théo­d­ule, to em­brace her with­out dis­plea­sure.

			In spite of this fa­vored Lancer, the la­bel: “Prude,” un­der which we have classed her, suit­ed her to ab­so­lute per­fec­tion. Made­moi­selle Gillenor­mand was a sort of twi­light soul. Prud­ery is a de­mi-virtue and a de­mi-vice.

			To prud­ery she added big­otry, a well-as­sort­ed lin­ing. She be­longed to the so­ci­ety of the Vir­gin, wore a white veil on cer­tain fes­ti­vals, mum­bled spe­cial orisons, revered “the holy blood,” ven­er­at­ed “the sa­cred heart,” re­mained for hours in con­tem­pla­tion be­fore a ro­co­co-Je­suit al­tar in a chapel which was in­ac­ces­si­ble to the rank and file of the faith­ful, and there al­lowed her soul to soar among lit­tle clouds of mar­ble, and through great rays of gild­ed wood.

			She had a chapel friend, an an­cient vir­gin like her­self, named Made­moi­selle Vaubois, who was a pos­i­tive block­head, and be­side whom Made­moi­selle Gillenor­mand had the plea­sure of be­ing an ea­gle. Be­yond the Ag­nus Dei and Ave Maria, Made­moi­selle Vaubois had no knowl­edge of any­thing ex­cept of the dif­fer­ent ways of mak­ing pre­serves. Made­moi­selle Vaubois, per­fect in her style, was the er­mine of stu­pid­i­ty with­out a sin­gle spot of in­tel­li­gence.

			Let us say it plain­ly, Made­moi­selle Gillenor­mand had gained rather than lost as she grew old­er. This is the case with pas­sive na­tures. She had nev­er been ma­li­cious, which is rel­a­tive kind­ness; and then, years wear away the an­gles, and the soft­en­ing which comes with time had come to her. She was melan­choly with an ob­scure sad­ness of which she did not her­self know the se­cret. There breathed from her whole per­son the stu­por of a life that was fin­ished, and which had nev­er had a be­gin­ning.

			She kept house for her fa­ther. M. Gillenor­mand had his daugh­ter near him, as we have seen that Mon­seigneur Bi­en­venu had his sis­ter with him. These house­holds com­prised of an old man and an old spin­ster are not rare, and al­ways have the touch­ing as­pect of two weak­ness­es lean­ing on each oth­er for sup­port.

			There was al­so in this house, be­tween this el­der­ly spin­ster and this old man, a child, a lit­tle boy, who was al­ways trem­bling and mute in the pres­ence of M. Gillenor­mand. M. Gillenor­mand nev­er ad­dressed this child ex­cept in a se­vere voice, and some­times, with up­lift­ed cane: “Here, sir! ras­cal, scoundrel, come here!—An­swer me, you scamp! Just let me see you, you good-for-noth­ing!” etc., etc. He idol­ized him.

			This was his grand­son. We shall meet with this child again lat­er on.
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				I

				An An­cient Sa­lon

			
			When M. Gillenor­mand lived in the Rue Ser­van­doni, he had fre­quent­ed many very good and very aris­to­crat­ic sa­lons. Al­though a bour­geois, M. Gillenor­mand was re­ceived in so­ci­ety. As he had a dou­ble mea­sure of wit, in the first place, that which was born with him, and sec­ond­ly, that which was at­trib­uted to him, he was even sought out and made much of. He nev­er went any­where ex­cept on con­di­tion of be­ing the chief per­son there. There are peo­ple who will have in­flu­ence at any price, and who will have oth­er peo­ple busy them­selves over them; when they can­not be or­a­cles, they turn wags. M. Gillenor­mand was not of this na­ture; his dom­i­na­tion in the Roy­al­ist sa­lons which he fre­quent­ed cost his self-re­spect noth­ing. He was an or­a­cle ev­ery­where. It had hap­pened to him to hold his own against M. de Bonald, and even against M. Bengy-Puy-Val­lée.

			About 1817, he in­vari­ably passed two af­ter­noons a week in a house in his own neigh­bor­hood, in the Rue Férou, with Madame la Baronne de T., a wor­thy and re­spectable per­son, whose hus­band had been Am­bas­sador of France to Berlin un­der Louis XVI. Baron de T., who, dur­ing his life­time, had gone very pas­sion­ate­ly in­to ec­stasies and mag­net­ic vi­sions, had died bank­rupt, dur­ing the em­i­gra­tion, leav­ing, as his en­tire for­tune, some very cu­ri­ous Mem­oirs about Mes­mer and his tub, in ten man­u­script vol­umes, bound in red mo­roc­co and gild­ed on the edges. Madame de T. had not pub­lished the mem­oirs, out of pride, and main­tained her­self on a mea­gre in­come which had sur­vived no one knew how.

			Madame de T. lived far from the Court; “a very mixed so­ci­ety,” as she said, in a no­ble iso­la­tion, proud and poor. A few friends as­sem­bled twice a week about her wid­owed hearth, and these con­sti­tut­ed a pure­ly Roy­al­ist sa­lon. They sipped tea there, and ut­tered groans or cries of hor­ror at the cen­tu­ry, the char­ter, the Bona­partists, the pros­ti­tu­tion of the blue rib­bon, or the Ja­cobin­ism of Louis XVI­II, ac­cord­ing as the wind veered to­wards el­e­gy or dithyra­mbs; and they spoke in low tones of the hopes which were pre­sent­ed by Mon­sieur, af­ter­wards Charles X.

			The songs of the fish­wom­en, in which Napoleon was called “Nico­las,” were re­ceived there with trans­ports of joy. Duchess­es, the most del­i­cate and charm­ing wom­en in the world, went in­to ec­stasies over cou­plets like the fol­low­ing, ad­dressed to “the fed­er­ates”:—

			
				
					Re­fon­cez dans vos cu­lottes
					

					Le bout d’ chemis’ qui vous pend.
					

					Qu’on n’ dis’ pas qu’ les pa­tri­otes
					

					Ont ar­boré l’ dra­peau blanc?35
				

			

			There they amused them­selves with puns which were con­sid­ered ter­ri­ble, with in­no­cent plays up­on words which they sup­posed to be ven­omous, with qua­trains, with dis­tich­es even; thus, up­on the Dessolles min­istry, a mod­er­ate cab­i­net, of which MM. De­cazes and De­serre were mem­bers:—

			
				
					Pour raf­fer­mir le trône ébran­lé sur sa base,
					

					Il faut chang­er de sol, et de serre et de case.36
				

			

			Or they drew up a list of the cham­ber of peers, “an abom­inably Ja­cobin cham­ber,” and from this list they com­bined al­liances of names, in such a man­ner as to form, for ex­am­ple, phras­es like the fol­low­ing: “Damas. Sabran. Gou­vion-Saint-Cyr.”—All this was done mer­ri­ly. In that so­ci­ety, they par­o­died the Rev­o­lu­tion. They used I know not what de­sires to give point to the same wrath in in­verse sense. They sang their lit­tle Ça ira:—

			
				
					Ah! ça ira ça ira ça ira!
					

					Les Bona­partistes à la lanterne!
				

			

			Songs are like the guil­lo­tine; they chop away in­dif­fer­ent­ly, to­day this head, to­mor­row that. It is on­ly a vari­a­tion.

			In the Fualdès af­fair, which be­longs to this epoch, 1816, they took part for Bastide and Jau­sion, be­cause Fualdès was “a Buon­a­partist.” They des­ig­nat­ed the lib­er­als as “friends and broth­ers;” this con­sti­tut­ed the most dead­ly in­sult.

			Like cer­tain church tow­ers, Madame de T.’s sa­lon had two cocks. One of them was M. Gillenor­mand, the oth­er was Comte de Lamothe-Val­ois, of whom it was whis­pered about, with a sort of re­spect: “Do you know? That is the Lamothe of the af­fair of the neck­lace.” These sin­gu­lar amnesties do oc­cur in par­ties.

			Let us add the fol­low­ing: in the bour­geoisie, hon­ored sit­u­a­tions de­cay through too easy re­la­tions; one must be­ware whom one ad­mits; in the same way that there is a loss of caloric in the vicin­i­ty of those who are cold, there is a diminu­tion of con­sid­er­a­tion in the ap­proach of de­spised per­sons. The an­cient so­ci­ety of the up­per class­es held them­selves above this law, as above ev­ery oth­er. Marigny, the broth­er of the Pom­padour, had his en­try with M. le Prince de Soubise. In spite of? No, be­cause. Du Bar­ry, the god­fa­ther of the Vaubernier, was very wel­come at the house of M. le Maréchal de Riche­lieu. This so­ci­ety is Olym­pus. Mer­cury and the Prince de Gué­menée are at home there. A thief is ad­mit­ted there, pro­vid­ed he be a god.

			The Comte de Lamothe, who, in 1815, was an old man sev­en­ty-five years of age, had noth­ing re­mark­able about him ex­cept his silent and sen­ten­tious air, his cold and an­gu­lar face, his per­fect­ly pol­ished man­ners, his coat but­toned up to his cra­vat, and his long legs al­ways crossed in long, flab­by trousers of the hue of burnt si­en­na. His face was the same col­or as his trousers.

			This M. de Lamothe was “held in con­sid­er­a­tion” in this sa­lon on ac­count of his “celebri­ty” and, strange to say, though true, be­cause of his name of Val­ois.

			As for M. Gillenor­mand, his con­sid­er­a­tion was of ab­so­lute­ly first-rate qual­i­ty. He had, in spite of his lev­i­ty, and with­out its in­ter­fer­ing in any way with his dig­ni­ty, a cer­tain man­ner about him which was im­pos­ing, dig­ni­fied, hon­est, and lofty, in a bour­geois fash­ion; and his great age added to it. One is not a cen­tu­ry with im­puni­ty. The years fi­nal­ly pro­duce around a head a ven­er­a­ble di­shevel­ment.

			In ad­di­tion to this, he said things which had the gen­uine sparkle of the old rock. Thus, when the King of Prus­sia, af­ter hav­ing re­stored Louis XVI­II, came to pay the lat­ter a vis­it un­der the name of the Count de Rup­pin, he was re­ceived by the de­scen­dant of Louis XIV some­what as though he had been the Mar­quis de Bran­de­bourg, and with the most del­i­cate im­per­ti­nence. M. Gillenor­mand ap­proved: “All kings who are not the King of France,” said he, “are pro­vin­cial kings.” One day, the fol­low­ing ques­tion was put and the fol­low­ing an­swer re­turned in his pres­ence: “To what was the ed­i­tor of the Cour­ri­er Français con­demned?” “To be sus­pend­ed.” “Sus is su­per­flu­ous,” ob­served M. Gillenor­mand.37 Re­marks of this na­ture found a sit­u­a­tion.

			At the Te Deum on the an­niver­sary of the re­turn of the Bour­bons, he said, on see­ing M. de Tal­leyrand pass by: “There goes his Ex­cel­len­cy the Evil One.”

			M. Gillenor­mand was al­ways ac­com­pa­nied by his daugh­ter, that tall made­moi­selle, who was over forty and looked fifty, and by a hand­some lit­tle boy of sev­en years, white, rosy, fresh, with hap­py and trust­ing eyes, who nev­er ap­peared in that sa­lon with­out hear­ing voic­es mur­mur around him: “How hand­some he is! What a pity! Poor child!” This child was the one of whom we dropped a word a while ago. He was called “poor child,” be­cause he had for a fa­ther “a brig­and of the Loire.”

			This brig­and of the Loire was M. Gillenor­mand’s son-in-law, who has al­ready been men­tioned, and whom M. Gillenor­mand called “the dis­grace of his fam­i­ly.”

		
	
		
			
				II

				One of the Red Spec­tres of That Epoch

			
			Any­one who had chanced to pass through the lit­tle town of Ver­non at this epoch, and who had hap­pened to walk across that fine mon­u­men­tal bridge, which will soon be suc­ceed­ed, let us hope, by some hideous iron ca­ble bridge, might have ob­served, had he dropped his eyes over the para­pet, a man about fifty years of age wear­ing a leather cap, and trousers and a waist­coat of coarse gray cloth, to which some­thing yel­low which had been a red rib­bon, was sewn, shod with wood­en sabots, tanned by the sun, his face near­ly black and his hair near­ly white, a large scar on his fore­head which ran down up­on his cheek, bowed, bent, pre­ma­ture­ly aged, who walked near­ly ev­ery day, hoe and sick­le in hand, in one of those com­part­ments sur­round­ed by walls which abut on the bridge, and bor­der the left bank of the Seine like a chain of ter­races, charm­ing en­clo­sures full of flow­ers of which one could say, were they much larg­er: “these are gar­dens,” and were they a lit­tle small­er: “these are bou­quets.” All these en­clo­sures abut up­on the riv­er at one end, and on a house at the oth­er. The man in the waist­coat and the wood­en shoes of whom we have just spo­ken, in­hab­it­ed the small­est of these en­clo­sures and the most hum­ble of these hous­es about 1817. He lived there alone and soli­tary, silent­ly and poor­ly, with a wom­an who was nei­ther young nor old, nei­ther home­ly nor pret­ty, nei­ther a peas­ant nor a bour­geoise, who served him. The plot of earth which he called his gar­den was cel­e­brat­ed in the town for the beau­ty of the flow­ers which he cul­ti­vat­ed there. These flow­ers were his oc­cu­pa­tion.

			By dint of la­bor, of per­se­ver­ance, of at­ten­tion, and of buck­ets of wa­ter, he had suc­ceed­ed in cre­at­ing af­ter the Cre­ator, and he had in­vent­ed cer­tain tulips and cer­tain dahlias which seemed to have been for­got­ten by na­ture. He was in­ge­nious; he had fore­stalled Soulange Bod­in in the for­ma­tion of lit­tle clumps of earth of heath mould, for the cul­ti­va­tion of rare and pre­cious shrubs from Amer­i­ca and Chi­na. He was in his al­leys from the break of day, in sum­mer, plant­ing, cut­ting, hoe­ing, wa­ter­ing, walk­ing amid his flow­ers with an air of kind­ness, sad­ness, and sweet­ness, some­times stand­ing mo­tion­less and thought­ful for hours, lis­ten­ing to the song of a bird in the trees, the bab­ble of a child in a house, or with his eyes fixed on a drop of dew at the tip of a spear of grass, of which the sun made a car­bun­cle. His ta­ble was very plain, and he drank more milk than wine. A child could make him give way, and his ser­vant scold­ed him. He was so timid that he seemed shy, he rarely went out, and he saw no one but the poor peo­ple who tapped at his pane and his curé, the Ab­bé Mabeuf, a good old man. Nev­er­the­less, if the in­hab­i­tants of the town, or strangers, or any chance com­ers, cu­ri­ous to see his tulips, rang at his lit­tle cot­tage, he opened his door with a smile. He was the “brig­and of the Loire.”

			Any­one who had, at the same time, read mil­i­tary mem­oirs, bi­ogra­phies, the Moni­teur, and the bul­letins of the grand army, would have been struck by a name which oc­curs there with tol­er­a­ble fre­quen­cy, the name of Georges Pont­mer­cy. When very young, this Georges Pont­mer­cy had been a sol­dier in Sain­tonge’s reg­i­ment. The rev­o­lu­tion broke out. Sain­tonge’s reg­i­ment formed a part of the army of the Rhine; for the old reg­i­ments of the monar­chy pre­served their names of prov­inces even af­ter the fall of the monar­chy, and were on­ly di­vid­ed in­to brigades in 1794. Pont­mer­cy fought at Spire, at Worms, at Neustadt, at Turkheim, at Alzey, at Mayence, where he was one of the two hun­dred who formed Houchard’s rear­guard. It was the twelfth to hold its ground against the corps of the Prince of Hesse, be­hind the old ram­part of An­der­nach, and on­ly re­joined the main body of the army when the en­e­my’s can­non had opened a breach from the cord of the para­pet to the foot of the glacis. He was un­der Kléber at Marchi­ennes and at the bat­tle of Mont-Palis­sel, where a ball from a bis­caïen broke his arm. Then he passed to the fron­tier of Italy, and was one of the thir­ty grenadiers who de­fend­ed the Col de Tende with Jou­bert. Jou­bert was ap­point­ed its ad­ju­tant-gen­er­al, and Pont­mer­cy sub­lieu­tenant. Pont­mer­cy was by Berthi­er’s side in the midst of the grapeshot of that day at Lo­di which caused Bona­parte to say: “Berthi­er has been can­noneer, cav­a­lier, and grenadier.” He be­held his old gen­er­al, Jou­bert, fall at Novi, at the mo­ment when, with up­lift­ed sabre, he was shout­ing: “For­ward!” Hav­ing been em­barked with his com­pa­ny in the ex­i­gen­cies of the cam­paign, on board a pin­nace which was pro­ceed­ing from Genoa to some ob­scure port on the coast, he fell in­to a wasps’-nest of sev­en or eight Eng­lish ves­sels. The Ge­noese com­man­der want­ed to throw his can­non in­to the sea, to hide the sol­diers be­tween decks, and to slip along in the dark as a mer­chant ves­sel. Pont­mer­cy had the col­ors hoist­ed to the peak, and sailed proud­ly past un­der the guns of the British frigates. Twen­ty leagues fur­ther on, his au­dac­i­ty hav­ing in­creased, he at­tacked with his pin­nace, and cap­tured a large Eng­lish trans­port which was car­ry­ing troops to Sici­ly, and which was so load­ed down with men and hors­es that the ves­sel was sunk to the lev­el of the sea. In 1805 he was in that Mal­her di­vi­sion which took Günzberg from the Arch­duke Fer­di­nand. At Weltin­gen he re­ceived in­to his arms, be­neath a storm of bul­lets, Colonel Mau­petit, mor­tal­ly wound­ed at the head of the 9th Dra­goons. He dis­tin­guished him­self at Auster­litz in that ad­mirable march in ech­e­lons ef­fect­ed un­der the en­e­my’s fire. When the cav­al­ry of the Im­pe­ri­al Rus­sian Guard crushed a bat­tal­ion of the 4th of the line, Pont­mer­cy was one of those who took their re­venge and over­threw the Guard. The Em­per­or gave him the cross. Pont­mer­cy saw Wurmser at Man­tua, Mélas, and Alexan­dria, Mack at Ulm, made pris­on­ers in suc­ces­sion. He formed a part of the eighth corps of the grand army which Morti­er com­mand­ed, and which cap­tured Ham­burg. Then he was trans­ferred to the 55th of the line, which was the old reg­i­ment of Flan­ders. At Ey­lau he was in the ceme­tery where, for the space of two hours, the hero­ic Cap­tain Louis Hugo, the un­cle of the au­thor of this book, sus­tained alone with his com­pa­ny of eighty-three men ev­ery ef­fort of the hos­tile army. Pont­mer­cy was one of the three who emerged alive from that ceme­tery. He was at Fried­land. Then he saw Mos­cow. Then La Bérési­na, then Lutzen, Bautzen, Dres­den, Wachau, Leipzig, and the de­files of Ge­len­hausen; then Mont­mi­rail, Château-Thier­ry, Craon, the banks of the Marne, the banks of the Aisne, and the re­doubtable po­si­tion of Laon. At Ar­nay-Le-Duc, be­ing then a cap­tain, he put ten Cos­sacks to the sword, and saved, not his gen­er­al, but his cor­po­ral. He was well slashed up on this oc­ca­sion, and twen­ty-sev­en splin­ters were ex­tract­ed from his left arm alone. Eight days be­fore the ca­pit­u­la­tion of Paris he had just ex­changed with a com­rade and en­tered the cav­al­ry. He had what was called un­der the old regime, “the dou­ble hand,” that is to say, an equal ap­ti­tude for han­dling the sabre or the mus­ket as a sol­dier, or a squadron or a bat­tal­ion as an of­fi­cer. It is from this ap­ti­tude, per­fect­ed by a mil­i­tary ed­u­ca­tion, which cer­tain spe­cial branch­es of the ser­vice arise, the dra­goons, for ex­am­ple, who are both cav­al­ry­men and in­fantry at one and the same time. He ac­com­pa­nied Napoleon to the Is­land of El­ba. At Wa­ter­loo, he was chief of a squadron of cuirassiers, in Dubois’ brigade. It was he who cap­tured the stan­dard of the Lunen­burg bat­tal­ion. He came and cast the flag at the Em­per­or’s feet. He was cov­ered with blood. While tear­ing down the ban­ner he had re­ceived a sword-cut across his face. The Em­per­or, great­ly pleased, shout­ed to him: “You are a colonel, you are a baron, you are an of­fi­cer of the Le­gion of Hon­or!” Pont­mer­cy replied: “Sire, I thank you for my wid­ow.” An hour lat­er, he fell in the ravine of Ohain. Now, who was this Georges Pont­mer­cy? He was this same “brig­and of the Loire.”

			We have al­ready seen some­thing of his his­to­ry. Af­ter Wa­ter­loo, Pont­mer­cy, who had been pulled out of the hol­low road of Ohain, as it will be re­mem­bered, had suc­ceed­ed in join­ing the army, and had dragged him­self from am­bu­lance to am­bu­lance as far as the can­ton­ments of the Loire.

			The Restora­tion had placed him on half-pay, then had sent him in­to res­i­dence, that is to say, un­der sur­veil­lance, at Ver­non. King Louis XVI­II, re­gard­ing all that which had tak­en place dur­ing the Hun­dred Days as not hav­ing oc­curred at all, did not rec­og­nize his qual­i­ty as an of­fi­cer of the Le­gion of Hon­or, nor his grade of colonel, nor his ti­tle of baron. He, on his side, ne­glect­ed no oc­ca­sion of sign­ing him­self “Colonel Baron Pont­mer­cy.” He had on­ly an old blue coat, and he nev­er went out with­out fas­ten­ing to it his rosette as an of­fi­cer of the Le­gion of Hon­or. The At­tor­ney for the Crown had him warned that the au­thor­i­ties would pros­e­cute him for “il­le­gal” wear­ing of this dec­o­ra­tion. When this no­tice was con­veyed to him through an of­fi­cious in­ter­me­di­ary, Pont­mer­cy re­tort­ed with a bit­ter smile: “I do not know whether I no longer un­der­stand French, or whether you no longer speak it; but the fact is that I do not un­der­stand.” Then he went out for eight suc­ces­sive days with his rosette. They dared not in­ter­fere with him. Two or three times the Min­is­ter of War and the gen­er­al in com­mand of the de­part­ment wrote to him with the fol­low­ing ad­dress: “A Mon­sieur le Com­man­dant Pont­mer­cy.” He sent back the let­ters with the seals un­bro­ken. At the same mo­ment, Napoleon at Saint He­le­na was treat­ing in the same fash­ion the mis­sives of Sir Hud­son Lowe ad­dressed to “Gen­er­al Bona­parte.” Pont­mer­cy had end­ed, may we be par­doned the ex­pres­sion, by hav­ing in his mouth the same sali­va as his Em­per­or.

			In the same way, there were at Rome Carthagini­an pris­on­ers who re­fused to salute Flaminius, and who had a lit­tle of Han­ni­bal’s spir­it.

			One day he en­coun­tered the dis­trict-at­tor­ney in one of the streets of Ver­non, stepped up to him, and said: “Mr. Crown At­tor­ney, am I per­mit­ted to wear my scar?”

			He had noth­ing save his mea­gre half-pay as chief of squadron. He had hired the small­est house which he could find at Ver­non. He lived there alone, we have just seen how. Un­der the Em­pire, be­tween two wars, he had found time to mar­ry Made­moi­selle Gillenor­mand. The old bour­geois, thor­ough­ly in­dig­nant at bot­tom, had giv­en his con­sent with a sigh, say­ing: “The great­est fam­i­lies are forced in­to it.” In 1815, Madame Pont­mer­cy, an ad­mirable wom­an in ev­ery sense, by the way, lofty in sen­ti­ment and rare, and wor­thy of her hus­band, died, leav­ing a child. This child had been the colonel’s joy in his soli­tude; but the grand­fa­ther had im­per­a­tive­ly claimed his grand­son, declar­ing that if the child were not giv­en to him he would dis­in­her­it him. The fa­ther had yield­ed in the lit­tle one’s in­ter­est, and had trans­ferred his love to flow­ers.

			More­over, he had re­nounced ev­ery­thing, and nei­ther stirred up mis­chief nor con­spired. He shared his thoughts be­tween the in­no­cent things which he was then do­ing and the great things which he had done. He passed his time in ex­pect­ing a pink or in re­call­ing Auster­litz.

			M. Gillenor­mand kept up no re­la­tions with his son-in-law. The colonel was “a ban­dit” to him. M. Gillenor­mand nev­er men­tioned the colonel, ex­cept when he oc­ca­sion­al­ly made mock­ing al­lu­sions to “his Baron­ship.” It had been ex­press­ly agreed that Pont­mer­cy should nev­er at­tempt to see his son nor to speak to him, un­der penal­ty of hav­ing the lat­ter hand­ed over to him dis­owned and dis­in­her­it­ed. For the Gillenor­mands, Pont­mer­cy was a man af­flict­ed with the plague. They in­tend­ed to bring up the child in their own way. Per­haps the colonel was wrong to ac­cept these con­di­tions, but he sub­mit­ted to them, think­ing that he was do­ing right and sac­ri­fic­ing no one but him­self.

			The in­her­i­tance of Fa­ther Gillenor­mand did not amount to much; but the in­her­i­tance of Made­moi­selle Gillenor­mand the el­der was con­sid­er­able. This aunt, who had re­mained un­mar­ried, was very rich on the ma­ter­nal side, and her sis­ter’s son was her nat­u­ral heir. The boy, whose name was Mar­ius, knew that he had a fa­ther, but noth­ing more. No one opened his mouth to him about it. Nev­er­the­less, in the so­ci­ety in­to which his grand­fa­ther took him, whis­pers, in­nu­en­does, and winks, had even­tu­al­ly en­light­ened the lit­tle boy’s mind; he had fi­nal­ly un­der­stood some­thing of the case, and as he nat­u­ral­ly took in the ideas and opin­ions which were, so to speak, the air he breathed, by a sort of in­fil­tra­tion and slow pen­e­tra­tion, he grad­u­al­ly came to think of his fa­ther on­ly with shame and with a pain at his heart.

			While he was grow­ing up in this fash­ion, the colonel slipped away ev­ery two or three months, came to Paris on the sly, like a crim­i­nal break­ing his ban, and went and post­ed him­self at Saint-Sulpice, at the hour when Aunt Gillenor­mand led Mar­ius to the mass. There, trem­bling lest the aunt should turn round, con­cealed be­hind a pil­lar, mo­tion­less, not dar­ing to breathe, he gazed at his child. The scarred vet­er­an was afraid of that old spin­ster.

			From this had arisen his con­nec­tion with the curé of Ver­non, M. l’Ab­bé Mabeuf.

			That wor­thy priest was the broth­er of a war­den of Saint-Sulpice, who had of­ten ob­served this man gaz­ing at his child, and the scar on his cheek, and the large tears in his eyes. That man, who had so man­ly an air, yet who was weep­ing like a wom­an, had struck the war­den. That face had clung to his mind. One day, hav­ing gone to Ver­non to see his broth­er, he had en­coun­tered Colonel Pont­mer­cy on the bridge, and had rec­og­nized the man of Saint-Sulpice. The war­den had men­tioned the cir­cum­stance to the curé, and both had paid the colonel a vis­it, on some pre­text or oth­er. This vis­it led to oth­ers. The colonel, who had been ex­treme­ly re­served at first, end­ed by open­ing his heart, and the curé and the war­den fi­nal­ly came to know the whole his­to­ry, and how Pont­mer­cy was sac­ri­fic­ing his hap­pi­ness to his child’s fu­ture. This caused the curé to re­gard him with ven­er­a­tion and ten­der­ness, and the colonel, on his side, be­came fond of the curé. And more­over, when both are sin­cere and good, no men so pen­e­trate each oth­er, and so amal­ga­mate with each oth­er, as an old priest and an old sol­dier. At bot­tom, the man is the same. The one has de­vot­ed his life to his coun­try here be­low, the oth­er to his coun­try on high; that is the on­ly dif­fer­ence.

			Twice a year, on the first of Jan­u­ary and on St. George’s day, Mar­ius wrote du­ty let­ters to his fa­ther, which were dic­tat­ed by his aunt, and which one would have pro­nounced to be copied from some for­mu­la; this was all that M. Gillenor­mand tol­er­at­ed; and the fa­ther an­swered them with very ten­der let­ters which the grand­fa­ther thrust in­to his pock­et un­read.

		
	
		
			
				III

				Re­qui­es­cant

			
			Madame de T.’s sa­lon was all that Mar­ius Pont­mer­cy knew of the world. It was the on­ly open­ing through which he could get a glimpse of life. This open­ing was som­bre, and more cold than warmth, more night than day, came to him through this sky­light. This child, who had been all joy and light on en­ter­ing this strange world, soon be­came melan­choly, and, what is still more con­trary to his age, grave. Sur­round­ed by all those sin­gu­lar and im­pos­ing per­son­ages, he gazed about him with se­ri­ous amaze­ment. Ev­ery­thing con­spired to in­crease this as­ton­ish­ment in him. There were in Madame de T.’s sa­lon some very no­ble ladies named Math­an, Noé, Lévis—which was pro­nounced Lévi—Cam­bis, pro­nounced Cam­byse. These an­tique vis­ages and these Bib­li­cal names min­gled in the child’s mind with the Old Tes­ta­ment which he was learn­ing by heart, and when they were all there, seat­ed in a cir­cle around a dy­ing fire, spar­e­ly light­ed by a lamp shad­ed with green, with their se­vere pro­files, their gray or white hair, their long gowns of an­oth­er age, whose lugubri­ous col­ors could not be dis­tin­guished, drop­ping, at rare in­ter­vals, words which were both ma­jes­tic and se­vere, lit­tle Mar­ius stared at them with fright­ened eyes, in the con­vic­tion that he be­held not wom­en, but pa­tri­archs and ma­gi, not re­al be­ings, but phan­toms.

			With these phan­toms, priests were some­times min­gled, fre­quenters of this an­cient sa­lon, and some gen­tle­men; the Mar­quis de Sasse­nay, pri­vate sec­re­tary to Madame de Berry, the Vi­comte de Val­o­ry, who pub­lished, un­der the pseu­do­nym of “Charles-An­toine,” monorhymed odes, the Prince de Beauf­fre­mont, who, though very young, had a gray head and a pret­ty and wit­ty wife, whose very low-necked toi­lettes of scar­let vel­vet with gold tor­sades alarmed these shad­ows, the Mar­quis de Cori­o­lis d’Es­pinouse, the man in all France who best un­der­stood “pro­por­tioned po­lite­ness,” the Comte d’Amen­dre, the kind­ly man with the ami­able chin, and the Ché­va­lier de Port-de-Guy, a pil­lar of the li­brary of the Lou­vre, called the King’s cab­i­net, M. de Port-de-Guy, bald, and rather aged than old, was wont to re­late that in 1793, at the age of six­teen, he had been put in the gal­leys as re­frac­to­ry and chained with an oc­to­ge­nar­i­an, the Bish­op of Mire­poix, al­so re­frac­to­ry, but as a priest, while he was so in the ca­pac­i­ty of a sol­dier. This was at Toulon. Their busi­ness was to go at night and gath­er up on the scaf­fold the heads and bod­ies of the per­sons who had been guil­lotined dur­ing the day; they bore away on their backs these drip­ping corpses, and their red gal­ley-slave blous­es had a clot of blood at the back of the neck, which was dry in the morn­ing and wet at night. These trag­ic tales abound­ed in Madame de T.’s sa­lon, and by dint of curs­ing Marat, they ap­plaud­ed Trestail­lon. Some deputies of the undis­cov­er­able va­ri­ety played their whist there; M. Thi­bord du Chalard, M. Lemarchant de Gomi­court, and the cel­e­brat­ed scoffer of the right, M. Cor­net-Din­court. The bailiff de Fer­rette, with his short breech­es and his thin legs, some­times tra­versed this sa­lon on his way to M. de Tal­leyrand. He had been M. le Comte d’Ar­tois’ com­pan­ion in plea­sures and un­like Aris­to­tle crouch­ing un­der Cam­paspe, he had made the Guimard crawl on all fours, and in that way he had ex­hib­it­ed to the ages a philoso­pher avenged by a bailiff. As for the priests, there was the Ab­bé Hal­ma, the same to whom M. Larose, his col­lab­o­ra­tor on La Foudre, said: “Bah! Who is there who is not fifty years old? a few green­horns per­haps?” The Ab­bé Le­tourneur, preach­er to the King, the Ab­bé Frayssi­nous, who was not, as yet, ei­ther count, or bish­op, or min­is­ter, or peer, and who wore an old cas­sock whose but­tons were miss­ing, and the Ab­bé Ker­avenant, Curé of Saint-Ger­main-des-Prés; al­so the Pope’s Nun­cio, then Mon­signor Mac­chi, Arch­bish­op of Nis­i­bi, lat­er on Car­di­nal, re­mark­able for his long, pen­sive nose, and an­oth­er Mon­signor, en­ti­tled thus: Ab­bate Palmieri, do­mes­tic prelate, one of the sev­en par­tic­i­pant pro­thono­taries of the Holy See, Canon of the il­lus­tri­ous Liberi­an basil­i­ca, Ad­vo­cate of the saints, Pos­tu­la­tore dei San­ti, which refers to mat­ters of can­on­iza­tion, and sig­ni­fies very near­ly: Mas­ter of Re­quests of the sec­tion of Par­adise. Last­ly, two car­di­nals, M. de la Luzerne, and M. de Cler­mont-Ton­nerre. The Car­di­nal of Luzerne was a writ­er and was des­tined to have, a few years lat­er, the hon­or of sign­ing in the Con­ser­va­teur ar­ti­cles side by side with Chateaubriand; M. de Cler­mont-Ton­nerre was Arch­bish­op of Toulouse, and of­ten made trips to Paris, to his nephew, the Mar­quis de Ton­nerre, who was Min­is­ter of Ma­rine and War. The Car­di­nal of Cler­mont-Ton­nerre was a mer­ry lit­tle man, who dis­played his red stock­ings be­neath his tucked-up cas­sock; his spe­cial­ty was a ha­tred of the En­cy­clopae­dia, and his des­per­ate play at bil­liards, and per­sons who, at that epoch, passed through the Rue Madame on sum­mer evenings, where the ho­tel de Cler­mont-Ton­nerre then stood, halt­ed to lis­ten to the shock of the balls and the pierc­ing voice of the Car­di­nal shout­ing to his con­clav­ist, Mon­seigneur Cotiret, Bish­op in part­ibus of Caryste: “Mark, Ab­bé, I make a can­non.” The Car­di­nal de Cler­mont-Ton­nerre had been brought to Madame de T.’s by his most in­ti­mate friend, M. de Roque­lau­re, for­mer Bish­op of Sen­lis, and one of the Forty. M. de Roque­lau­re was no­table for his lofty fig­ure and his as­siduity at the Acad­e­my; through the glass door of the neigh­bor­ing hall of the li­brary where the French Acad­e­my then held its meet­ings, the cu­ri­ous could, on ev­ery Tues­day, con­tem­plate the Ex-Bish­op of Sen­lis, usu­al­ly stand­ing erect, fresh­ly pow­dered, in vi­o­let hose, with his back turned to the door, ap­par­ent­ly for the pur­pose of al­low­ing a bet­ter view of his lit­tle col­lar. All these ec­cle­si­as­tics, though for the most part as much courtiers as church­men, added to the grav­i­ty of the T. sa­lon, whose seignio­r­i­al as­pect was ac­cen­tu­at­ed by five peers of France, the Mar­quis de Vi­braye, the Mar­quis de Ta­laru, the Mar­quis de Her­bou­ville, the Vi­comte Dambray, and the Duc de Valenti­nois. This Duc de Valenti­nois, al­though Prince de Mon——, that is to say a reign­ing prince abroad, had so high an idea of France and its peer­age, that he viewed ev­ery­thing through their medi­um. It was he who said: “The Car­di­nals are the peers of France of Rome; the lords are the peers of France of Eng­land.” More­over, as it is in­dis­pens­able that the Rev­o­lu­tion should be ev­ery­where in this cen­tu­ry, this feu­dal sa­lon was, as we have said, dom­i­nat­ed by a bour­geois. M. Gillenor­mand reigned there.

			There lay the essence and quin­tes­sence of the Parisian white so­ci­ety. There rep­u­ta­tions, even Roy­al­ist rep­u­ta­tions, were held in quar­an­tine. There is al­ways a trace of an­ar­chy in renown. Chateaubriand, had he en­tered there, would have pro­duced the ef­fect of Père Duchêne. Some of the scoffed-at did, nev­er­the­less, pen­e­trate thith­er on suf­fer­ance. Comte Beug­not was re­ceived there, sub­ject to cor­rec­tion.

			The “no­ble” sa­lons of the present day no longer re­sem­ble those sa­lons. The Faubourg Saint-Ger­main reeks of the fagot even now. The Roy­al­ists of to­day are dem­a­gogues, let us record it to their cred­it.

			At Madame de T.’s the so­ci­ety was su­pe­ri­or, taste was ex­quis­ite and haughty, un­der the cov­er of a great show of po­lite­ness. Man­ners there ad­mit­ted of all sorts of in­vol­un­tary re­fine­ments which were the old regime it­self, buried but still alive. Some of these habits, es­pe­cial­ly in the mat­ter of lan­guage, seem ec­cen­tric. Per­sons but su­per­fi­cial­ly ac­quaint­ed with them would have tak­en for pro­vin­cial that which was on­ly an­tique. A wom­an was called Madame la Générale. Madame la Colonelle was not en­tire­ly dis­used. The charm­ing Madame de Léon, in mem­o­ry, no doubt, of the Duchess­es de Longueville and de Chevreuse, pre­ferred this ap­pel­la­tion to her ti­tle of Princesse. The Mar­quise de Créquy was al­so called Madame la Colonelle.

			It was this lit­tle high so­ci­ety which in­vent­ed at the Tu­i­leries the re­fine­ment of speak­ing to the King in pri­vate as “the King,” in the third per­son, and nev­er as “Your Majesty,” the des­ig­na­tion of “Your Majesty” hav­ing been “soiled by the usurp­er.”

			Men and deeds were brought to judg­ment there. They jeered at the age, which re­leased them from the ne­ces­si­ty of un­der­stand­ing it. They abet­ted each oth­er in amaze­ment. They com­mu­ni­cat­ed to each oth­er that mod­icum of light which they pos­sessed. Methuse­lah be­stowed in­for­ma­tion on Epi­menides. The deaf man made the blind man ac­quaint­ed with the course of things. They de­clared that the time which had elapsed since Coblentz had not ex­ist­ed. In the same man­ner that Louis XVI­II was by the grace of God, in the five and twen­ti­eth year of his reign, the em­i­grants were, by rights, in the five and twen­ti­eth year of their ado­les­cence.

			All was har­mo­nious; noth­ing was too much alive; speech hard­ly amount­ed to a breath; the news­pa­pers, agree­ing with the sa­lons, seemed a pa­pyrus. There were some young peo­ple, but they were rather dead. The liv­er­ies in the an­techam­ber were an­ti­quat­ed. These ut­ter­ly ob­so­lete per­son­ages were served by do­mes­tics of the same stamp.

			They all had the air of hav­ing lived a long time ago, and of ob­sti­nate­ly re­sist­ing the sepul­chre. Near­ly the whole dic­tio­nary con­sist­ed of “Con­serv­er, Con­ser­va­tion, Con­ser­va­teur; to be in good odor”—that was the point. There are, in fact, aro­mat­ics in the opin­ions of these ven­er­a­ble groups, and their ideas smelled of it. It was a mum­mi­fied so­ci­ety. The mas­ters were em­balmed, the ser­vants were stuffed with straw.

			A wor­thy old mar­quise, an emi­grée and ru­ined, who had but a soli­tary maid, con­tin­ued to say: “My peo­ple.”

			What did they do in Madame de T.’s sa­lon? They were ul­tra.

			To be ul­tra; this word, al­though what it rep­re­sents may not have dis­ap­peared, has no longer any mean­ing at the present day. Let us ex­plain it.

			To be ul­tra is to go be­yond. It is to at­tack the scep­tre in the name of the throne, and the mitre in the name of the al­tar; it is to ill-treat the thing which one is drag­ging, it is to kick over the traces; it is to cav­il at the fagot on the score of the amount of cook­ing re­ceived by heretics; it is to re­proach the idol with its small amount of idol­a­try; it is to in­sult through ex­cess of re­spect; it is to dis­cov­er that the Pope is not suf­fi­cient­ly pa­pish, that the King is not suf­fi­cient­ly roy­al, and that the night has too much light; it is to be dis­con­tent­ed with al­abaster, with snow, with the swan and the lily in the name of white­ness; it is to be a par­ti­san of things to the point of be­com­ing their en­e­my; it is to be so strong­ly for, as to be against.

			The ul­tra spir­it es­pe­cial­ly char­ac­ter­izes the first phase of the Restora­tion.

			Noth­ing in his­to­ry re­sem­bles that quar­ter of an hour which be­gins in 1814 and ter­mi­nates about 1820, with the ad­vent of M. de Vil­lèle, the prac­ti­cal man of the Right. These six years were an ex­tra­or­di­nary mo­ment; at one and the same time bril­liant and gloomy, smil­ing and som­bre, il­lu­mi­nat­ed as by the ra­di­ance of dawn and en­tire­ly cov­ered, at the same time, with the shad­ows of the great catas­tro­phes which still filled the hori­zon and were slow­ly sink­ing in­to the past. There ex­ist­ed in that light and that shad­ow, a com­plete lit­tle new and old world, com­ic and sad, ju­ve­nile and se­nile, which was rub­bing its eyes; noth­ing re­sem­bles an awak­en­ing like a re­turn; a group which re­gard­ed France with ill-tem­per, and which France re­gard­ed with irony; good old owls of mar­quis­es by the street­ful, who had re­turned, and of ghosts, the “for­mer” sub­jects of amaze­ment at ev­ery­thing, brave and no­ble gen­tle­men who smiled at be­ing in France but wept al­so, de­light­ed to be­hold their coun­try once more, in de­spair at not find­ing their monar­chy; the no­bil­i­ty of the Cru­sades treat­ing the no­bil­i­ty of the Em­pire, that is to say, the no­bil­i­ty of the sword, with scorn; his­toric races who had lost the sense of his­to­ry; the sons of the com­pan­ions of Charle­magne dis­dain­ing the com­pan­ions of Napoleon. The swords, as we have just re­marked, re­turned the in­sult; the sword of Fontenoy was laugh­able and noth­ing but a scrap of rusty iron; the sword of Maren­go was odi­ous and was on­ly a sabre. For­mer days did not rec­og­nize Yes­ter­day. Peo­ple no longer had the feel­ing for what was grand. There was some­one who called Bona­parte Scapin. This So­ci­ety no longer ex­ists. Noth­ing of it, we re­peat, ex­ists to­day. When we se­lect from it some one fig­ure at ran­dom, and at­tempt to make it live again in thought, it seems as strange to us as the world be­fore the Del­uge. It is be­cause it, too, as a mat­ter of fact, has been en­gulfed in a del­uge. It has dis­ap­peared be­neath two Rev­o­lu­tions. What bil­lows are ideas! How quick­ly they cov­er all that it is their mis­sion to de­stroy and to bury, and how prompt­ly they cre­ate fright­ful gulfs!

			Such was the phys­iog­no­my of the sa­lons of those dis­tant and can­did times when M. Mar­tainville had more wit than Voltaire.

			These sa­lons had a lit­er­a­ture and pol­i­tics of their own. They be­lieved in Fiévée. M. Agi­er laid down the law in them. They com­men­tat­ed M. Col­net, the old book­sell­er and pub­li­cist of the Quay Malaquais. Napoleon was to them thor­ough­ly the Cor­si­can Ogre. Lat­er on the in­tro­duc­tion in­to his­to­ry of M. le Mar­quis de Bona­parte, Lieu­tenant-Gen­er­al of the King’s armies, was a con­ces­sion to the spir­it of the age.

			These sa­lons did not long pre­serve their pu­ri­ty. Be­gin­ning with 1818, doc­tri­nar­i­ans be­gan to spring up in them, a dis­turb­ing shade. Their way was to be Roy­al­ists and to ex­cuse them­selves for be­ing so. Where the ul­tras were very proud, the doc­tri­nar­i­ans were rather ashamed. They had wit; they had si­lence; their po­lit­i­cal dog­ma was suit­ably im­preg­nat­ed with ar­ro­gance; they should have suc­ceed­ed. They in­dulged, and use­ful­ly too, in ex­cess­es in the mat­ter of white neck­ties and tight­ly but­toned coats. The mis­take or the mis­for­tune of the doc­tri­nar­i­an par­ty was to cre­ate aged youth. They as­sumed the pos­es of wise men. They dreamed of en­graft­ing a tem­per­ate pow­er on the ab­so­lute and ex­ces­sive prin­ci­ple. They op­posed, and some­times with rare in­tel­li­gence, con­ser­va­tive lib­er­al­ism to the lib­er­al­ism which de­mol­ish­es. They were heard to say: “Thanks for Roy­al­ism! It has ren­dered more than one ser­vice. It has brought back tra­di­tion, wor­ship, re­li­gion, re­spect. It is faith­ful, brave, chival­ric, lov­ing, de­vot­ed. It has min­gled, though with re­gret, the sec­u­lar grandeurs of the monar­chy with the new grandeurs of the na­tion. Its mis­take is not to un­der­stand the Rev­o­lu­tion, the Em­pire, glo­ry, lib­er­ty, young ideas, young gen­er­a­tions, the age. But this mis­take which it makes with re­gard to us—have we not some­times been guilty of it to­wards them? The Rev­o­lu­tion, whose heirs we are, ought to be in­tel­li­gent on all points. To at­tack Roy­al­ism is a mis­con­struc­tion of lib­er­al­ism. What an er­ror! And what blind­ness! Rev­o­lu­tion­ary France is want­ing in re­spect to­wards his­toric France, that is to say, to­wards its moth­er, that is to say, to­wards it­self. Af­ter the 5th of Sep­tem­ber, the no­bil­i­ty of the monar­chy is treat­ed as the no­bil­i­ty of the Em­pire was treat­ed af­ter the 5th of Ju­ly. They were un­just to the ea­gle, we are un­just to the fleur-de-lys. It seems that we must al­ways have some­thing to pro­scribe! Does it serve any pur­pose to ungild the crown of Louis XIV, to scrape the coat of arms of Hen­ry IV? We scoff at M. de Vaublanc for eras­ing the N’s from the bridge of Jé­na! What was it that he did? What are we do­ing? Bou­vines be­longs to us as well as Maren­go. The fleurs-de-lys are ours as well as the N’s. That is our pat­ri­mo­ny. To what pur­pose shall we di­min­ish it? We must not de­ny our coun­try in the past any more than in the present. Why not ac­cept the whole of his­to­ry? Why not love the whole of France?”

			It is thus that doc­tri­nar­i­ans crit­i­cised and pro­tect­ed Roy­al­ism, which was dis­pleased at crit­i­cism and fu­ri­ous at pro­tec­tion.

			The ul­tras marked the first epoch of Roy­al­ism, con­gre­ga­tion char­ac­ter­ized the sec­ond. Skill fol­lows ar­dor. Let us con­fine our­selves here to this sketch.

			In the course of this nar­ra­tive, the au­thor of this book has en­coun­tered in his path this cu­ri­ous mo­ment of con­tem­po­rary his­to­ry; he has been forced to cast a pass­ing glance up­on it, and to trace once more some of the sin­gu­lar fea­tures of this so­ci­ety which is un­known to­day. But he does it rapid­ly and with­out any bit­ter or de­ri­sive idea. Sou­venirs both re­spect­ful and af­fec­tion­ate, for they touch his moth­er, at­tach him to this past. More­over, let us re­mark, this same pet­ty world had a grandeur of its own. One may smile at it, but one can nei­ther de­spise nor hate it. It was the France of for­mer days.

			Mar­ius Pont­mer­cy pur­sued some stud­ies, as all chil­dren do. When he emerged from the hands of Aunt Gillenor­mand, his grand­fa­ther con­fid­ed him to a wor­thy pro­fes­sor of the most pure­ly clas­sic in­no­cence. This young soul which was ex­pand­ing passed from a prude to a vul­gar pedant.

			Mar­ius went through his years of col­lege, then he en­tered the law school. He was a Roy­al­ist, fa­nat­i­cal and se­vere. He did not love his grand­fa­ther much, as the lat­ter’s gayety and cyn­i­cism re­pelled him, and his feel­ings to­wards his fa­ther were gloomy.

			He was, on the whole, a cold and ar­dent, no­ble, gen­er­ous, proud, re­li­gious, en­thu­si­as­tic lad; dig­ni­fied to harsh­ness, pure to shy­ness.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				End of the Brig­and

			
			The con­clu­sion of Mar­ius’ clas­si­cal stud­ies co­in­cid­ed with M. Gillenor­mand’s de­par­ture from so­ci­ety. The old man bade farewell to the Faubourg Saint-Ger­main and to Madame de T.’s sa­lon, and es­tab­lished him­self in the Marais, in his house of the Rue des Filles-du-Cal­vaire. There he had for ser­vants, in ad­di­tion to the porter, that cham­ber­maid, Nico­lette, who had suc­ceed­ed to Magnon, and that short-breathed and pursy Basque, who have been men­tioned above.

			In 1827, Mar­ius had just at­tained his sev­en­teenth year. One evening, on his re­turn home, he saw his grand­fa­ther hold­ing a let­ter in his hand.

			“Mar­ius,” said M. Gillenor­mand, “you will set out for Ver­non to­mor­row.”

			“Why?” said Mar­ius.

			“To see your fa­ther.”

			Mar­ius was seized with a trem­bling fit. He had thought of ev­ery­thing ex­cept this—that he should one day be called up­on to see his fa­ther. Noth­ing could be more un­ex­pect­ed, more sur­pris­ing, and, let us ad­mit it, more dis­agree­able to him. It was forc­ing es­trange­ment in­to rec­on­cil­i­a­tion. It was not an af­flic­tion, but it was an un­pleas­ant du­ty.

			Mar­ius, in ad­di­tion to his mo­tives of po­lit­i­cal an­tipa­thy, was con­vinced that his fa­ther, “the slash­er,” as M. Gillenor­mand called him on his ami­able days, did not love him; this was ev­i­dent, since he had aban­doned him to oth­ers. Feel­ing that he was not beloved, he did not love. “Noth­ing is more sim­ple,” he said to him­self.

			He was so as­tound­ed that he did not ques­tion M. Gillenor­mand. The grand­fa­ther re­sumed:—

			“It ap­pears that he is ill. He de­mands your pres­ence.”

			And af­ter a pause, he added:—

			“Set out to­mor­row morn­ing. I think there is a coach which leaves the Cour des Fontaines at six o’clock, and which ar­rives in the evening. Take it. He says that here is haste.”

			Then he crushed the let­ter in his hand and thrust it in­to his pock­et. Mar­ius might have set out that very evening and have been with his fa­ther on the fol­low­ing morn­ing. A dili­gence from the Rue du Bouloi took the trip to Rouen by night at that date, and passed through Ver­non. Nei­ther Mar­ius nor M. Gillenor­mand thought of mak­ing in­quiries about it.

			The next day, at twi­light, Mar­ius reached Ver­non. Peo­ple were just be­gin­ning to light their can­dles. He asked the first per­son whom he met for “M. Pont­mer­cy’s house.” For in his own mind, he agreed with the Restora­tion, and like it, did not rec­og­nize his fa­ther’s claim to the ti­tle of ei­ther colonel or baron.

			The house was point­ed out to him. He rang; a wom­an with a lit­tle lamp in her hand opened the door.

			“M. Pont­mer­cy?” said Mar­ius.

			The wom­an re­mained mo­tion­less.

			“Is this his house?” de­mand­ed Mar­ius.

			The wom­an nod­ded af­fir­ma­tive­ly.

			“Can I speak with him?”

			The wom­an shook her head.

			“But I am his son!” per­sist­ed Mar­ius. “He is ex­pect­ing me.”

			“He no longer ex­pects you,” said the wom­an.

			Then he per­ceived that she was weep­ing.

			She point­ed to the door of a room on the ground floor; he en­tered.

			In that room, which was light­ed by a tal­low can­dle stand­ing on the chim­ney­p­iece, there were three men, one stand­ing erect, an­oth­er kneel­ing, and one ly­ing at full length, on the floor in his shirt. The one on the floor was the colonel.

			The oth­er two were the doc­tor, and the priest, who was en­gaged in prayer.

			The colonel had been at­tacked by brain fever three days pre­vi­ous­ly. As he had a fore­bod­ing of evil at the very be­gin­ning of his ill­ness, he had writ­ten to M. Gillenor­mand to de­mand his son. The mal­a­dy had grown worse. On the very evening of Mar­ius’ ar­rival at Ver­non, the colonel had had an at­tack of delir­i­um; he had risen from his bed, in spite of the ser­vant’s ef­forts to pre­vent him, cry­ing: “My son is not com­ing! I shall go to meet him!” Then he ran out of his room and fell pros­trate on the floor of the an­techam­ber. He had just ex­pired.

			The doc­tor had been sum­moned, and the curé. The doc­tor had ar­rived too late. The son had al­so ar­rived too late.

			By the dim light of the can­dle, a large tear could be dis­tin­guished on the pale and pros­trate colonel’s cheek, where it had trick­led from his dead eye. The eye was ex­tin­guished, but the tear was not yet dry. That tear was his son’s de­lay.

			Mar­ius gazed up­on that man whom he be­held for the first time, on that ven­er­a­ble and man­ly face, on those open eyes which saw not, on those white locks, those ro­bust limbs, on which, here and there, brown lines, mark­ing sword-thrusts, and a sort of red stars, which in­di­cat­ed bul­let-holes, were vis­i­ble. He con­tem­plat­ed that gi­gan­tic sear which stamped hero­ism on that coun­te­nance up­on which God had im­print­ed good­ness. He re­flect­ed that this man was his fa­ther, and that this man was dead, and a chill ran over him.

			The sor­row which he felt was the sor­row which he would have felt in the pres­ence of any oth­er man whom he had chanced to be­hold stretched out in death.

			An­guish, poignant an­guish, was in that cham­ber. The ser­vant-wom­an was lament­ing in a cor­ner, the curé was pray­ing, and his sobs were au­di­ble, the doc­tor was wip­ing his eyes; the corpse it­self was weep­ing.

			The doc­tor, the priest, and the wom­an gazed at Mar­ius in the midst of their af­flic­tion with­out ut­ter­ing a word; he was the stranger there. Mar­ius, who was far too lit­tle af­fect­ed, felt ashamed and em­bar­rassed at his own at­ti­tude; he held his hat in his hand; and he dropped it on the floor, in or­der to pro­duce the im­pres­sion that grief had de­prived him of the strength to hold it.

			At the same time, he ex­pe­ri­enced re­morse, and he de­spised him­self for be­hav­ing in this man­ner. But was it his fault? He did not love his fa­ther? Why should he!

			The colonel had left noth­ing. The sale of big fur­ni­ture bare­ly paid the ex­pens­es of his buri­al.

			The ser­vant found a scrap of pa­per, which she hand­ed to Mar­ius. It con­tained the fol­low­ing, in the colonel’s hand­writ­ing:—

			
				For my son.—

				The Em­per­or made me a Baron on the bat­tle­field of Wa­ter­loo. Since the Restora­tion dis­putes my right to this ti­tle which I pur­chased with my blood, my son shall take it and bear it. That he will be wor­thy of it is a mat­ter of course.

			

			Be­low, the colonel had added:

			
				At that same bat­tle of Wa­ter­loo, a sergeant saved my life. The man’s name was Thé­nardier. I think that he has re­cent­ly been keep­ing a lit­tle inn, in a vil­lage in the neigh­bor­hood of Paris, at Chelles or Mont­fer­meil. If my son meets him, he will do all the good he can to Thé­nardier.

			

			Mar­ius took this pa­per and pre­served it, not out of du­ty to his fa­ther, but be­cause of that vague re­spect for death which is al­ways im­pe­ri­ous in the heart of man.

			Noth­ing re­mained of the colonel. M. Gillenor­mand had his sword and uni­form sold to an old-clothes deal­er. The neigh­bors dev­as­tat­ed the gar­den and pil­laged the rare flow­ers. The oth­er plants turned to net­tles and weeds, and died.

			Mar­ius re­mained on­ly forty-eight hours at Ver­non. Af­ter the in­ter­ment he re­turned to Paris, and ap­plied him­self again to his law stud­ies, with no more thought of his fa­ther than if the lat­ter had nev­er lived. In two days the colonel was buried, and in three for­got­ten.

			Mar­ius wore crape on his hat. That was all.

		
	
		
			
				V

				The Util­i­ty of Go­ing to Mass, in Or­der to Be­come a Rev­o­lu­tion­ist

			
			Mar­ius had pre­served the re­li­gious habits of his child­hood. One Sun­day, when he went to hear mass at Saint-Sulpice, at that same chapel of the Vir­gin whith­er his aunt had led him when a small lad, he placed him­self be­hind a pil­lar, be­ing more ab­sent­mind­ed and thought­ful than usu­al on that oc­ca­sion, and knelt down, with­out pay­ing any spe­cial heed, up­on a chair of Utrecht vel­vet, on the back of which was in­scribed this name: “Mon­sieur Mabeuf, war­den.” Mass had hard­ly be­gun when an old man pre­sent­ed him­self and said to Mar­ius:—

			“This is my place, sir.”

			Mar­ius stepped aside prompt­ly, and the old man took pos­ses­sion of his chair.

			The mass con­clud­ed, Mar­ius still stood thought­ful­ly a few paces dis­tant; the old man ap­proached him again and said:—

			“I beg your par­don, sir, for hav­ing dis­turbed you a while ago, and for again dis­turb­ing you at this mo­ment; you must have thought me in­tru­sive, and I will ex­plain my­self.”

			“There is no need of that, Sir,” said Mar­ius.

			“Yes!” went on the old man, “I do not wish you to have a bad opin­ion of me. You see, I am at­tached to this place. It seems to me that the mass is bet­ter from here. Why? I will tell you. It is from this place, that I have watched a poor, brave fa­ther come reg­u­lar­ly, ev­ery two or three months, for the last ten years, since he had no oth­er op­por­tu­ni­ty and no oth­er way of see­ing his child, be­cause he was pre­vent­ed by fam­i­ly ar­range­ments. He came at the hour when he knew that his son would be brought to mass. The lit­tle one nev­er sus­pect­ed that his fa­ther was there. Per­haps he did not even know that he had a fa­ther, poor in­no­cent! The fa­ther kept be­hind a pil­lar, so that he might not be seen. He gazed at his child and he wept. He adored that lit­tle fel­low, poor man! I could see that. This spot has be­come sanc­ti­fied in my sight, and I have con­tract­ed a habit of com­ing hith­er to lis­ten to the mass. I pre­fer it to the stall to which I have a right, in my ca­pac­i­ty of war­den. I knew that un­hap­py gen­tle­man a lit­tle, too. He had a fa­ther-in-law, a wealthy aunt, rel­a­tives, I don’t know ex­act­ly what all, who threat­ened to dis­in­her­it the child if he, the fa­ther, saw him. He sac­ri­ficed him­self in or­der that his son might be rich and hap­py some day. He was sep­a­rat­ed from him be­cause of po­lit­i­cal opin­ions. Cer­tain­ly, I ap­prove of po­lit­i­cal opin­ions, but there are peo­ple who do not know where to stop. Mon Dieu! a man is not a mon­ster be­cause he was at Wa­ter­loo; a fa­ther is not sep­a­rat­ed from his child for such a rea­son as that. He was one of Bona­parte’s colonels. He is dead, I be­lieve. He lived at Ver­non, where I have a broth­er who is a curé, and his name was some­thing like Pont­marie or Mont­per­cy. He had a fine sword-cut, on my hon­or.”

			“Pont­mer­cy,” sug­gest­ed Mar­ius, turn­ing pale.

			“Pre­cise­ly, Pont­mer­cy. Did you know him?”

			“Sir,” said Mar­ius, “he was my fa­ther.”

			The old war­den clasped his hands and ex­claimed:—

			“Ah! you are the child! Yes, that’s true, he must be a man by this time. Well! poor child, you may say that you had a fa­ther who loved you dear­ly!”

			Mar­ius of­fered his arm to the old man and con­duct­ed him to his lodg­ings.

			On the fol­low­ing day, he said to M. Gillenor­mand:—

			“I have ar­ranged a hunt­ing-par­ty with some friends. Will you per­mit me to be ab­sent for three days?”

			“Four!” replied his grand­fa­ther. “Go and amuse your­self.”

			And he said to his daugh­ter in a low tone, and with a wink, “Some love af­fair!”

		
	
		
			
				VI

				The Con­se­quences of Hav­ing Met a War­den

			
			Where it was that Mar­ius went will be dis­closed a lit­tle fur­ther on.

			Mar­ius was ab­sent for three days, then he re­turned to Paris, went straight to the li­brary of the law-school and asked for the files of the Moni­teur.

			He read the Moni­teur, he read all the his­to­ries of the Re­pub­lic and the Em­pire, the Memo­ri­al de Sainte-Hélène, all the mem­oirs, all the news­pa­pers, the bul­letins, the procla­ma­tions; he de­voured ev­ery­thing. The first time that he came across his fa­ther’s name in the bul­letins of the grand army, he had a fever for a week. He went to see the gen­er­als un­der whom Georges Pont­mer­cy had served, among oth­ers, Comte H. Church­war­den Mabeuf, whom he went to see again, told him about the life at Ver­non, the colonel’s re­treat, his flow­ers, his soli­tude. Mar­ius came to a full knowl­edge of that rare, sweet, and sub­lime man, that species of li­on-lamb who had been his fa­ther.

			In the mean­while, oc­cu­pied as he was with this study which ab­sorbed all his mo­ments as well as his thoughts, he hard­ly saw the Gillenor­mands at all. He made his ap­pear­ance at meals; then they searched for him, and he was not to be found. Fa­ther Gillenor­mand smiled. “Bah! bah! He is just of the age for the girls!” Some­times the old man added: “The deuce! I thought it was on­ly an af­fair of gal­lantry. It seems that it is an af­fair of pas­sion!”

			It was a pas­sion, in fact. Mar­ius was on the high road to ador­ing his fa­ther.

			At the same time, his ideas un­der­went an ex­tra­or­di­nary change. The phas­es of this change were nu­mer­ous and suc­ces­sive. As this is the his­to­ry of many minds of our day, we think it will prove use­ful to fol­low these phas­es step by step and to in­di­cate them all.

			That his­to­ry up­on which he had just cast his eyes ap­palled him.

			The first ef­fect was to daz­zle him.

			Up to that time, the Re­pub­lic, the Em­pire, had been to him on­ly mon­strous words. The Re­pub­lic, a guil­lo­tine in the twi­light; the Em­pire, a sword in the night. He had just tak­en a look at it, and where he had ex­pect­ed to find on­ly a chaos of shad­ows, he had be­held, with a sort of un­prece­dent­ed sur­prise, min­gled with fear and joy, stars sparkling, Mirabeau, Verg­ni­aud, Saint-Just, Robe­spierre, Camille, Desmoulins, Dan­ton, and a sun arise, Napoleon. He did not know where he stood. He re­coiled, blind­ed by the bril­liant lights. Lit­tle by lit­tle, when his as­ton­ish­ment had passed off, he grew ac­cus­tomed to this ra­di­ance, he con­tem­plat­ed these deeds with­out dizzi­ness, he ex­am­ined these per­son­ages with­out ter­ror; the Rev­o­lu­tion and the Em­pire pre­sent­ed them­selves lu­mi­nous­ly, in per­spec­tive, be­fore his mind’s eye; he be­held each of these groups of events and of men summed up in two tremen­dous facts: the Re­pub­lic in the sovereign­ty of civ­il right re­stored to the mass­es, the Em­pire in the sovereign­ty of the French idea im­posed on Eu­rope; he be­held the grand fig­ure of the peo­ple emerge from the Rev­o­lu­tion, and the grand fig­ure of France spring forth from the Em­pire. He as­sert­ed in his con­science, that all this had been good. What his daz­zled state ne­glect­ed in this, his first far too syn­thet­ic es­ti­ma­tion, we do not think it nec­es­sary to point out here. It is the state of a mind on the march that we are record­ing. Progress is not ac­com­plished in one stage. That stat­ed, once for all, in con­nec­tion with what pre­cedes as well as with what is to fol­low, we con­tin­ue.

			He then per­ceived that, up to that mo­ment, he had com­pre­hend­ed his coun­try no more than he had com­pre­hend­ed his fa­ther. He had not known ei­ther the one or the oth­er, and a sort of vol­un­tary night had ob­scured his eyes. Now he saw, and on the one hand he ad­mired, while on the oth­er he adored.

			He was filled with re­gret and re­morse, and he re­flect­ed in de­spair that all he had in his soul could now be said on­ly to the tomb. Oh! if his fa­ther had still been in ex­is­tence, if he had still had him, if God, in his com­pas­sion and his good­ness, had per­mit­ted his fa­ther to be still among the liv­ing, how he would have run, how he would have pre­cip­i­tat­ed him­self, how he would have cried to his fa­ther: “Fa­ther! Here I am! It is I! I have the same heart as thou! I am thy son!” How he would have em­braced that white head, bathed his hair in tears, gazed up­on his scar, pressed his hands, adored his gar­ment, kissed his feet! Oh! Why had his fa­ther died so ear­ly, be­fore his time, be­fore the jus­tice, the love of his son had come to him? Mar­ius had a con­tin­u­al sob in his heart, which said to him ev­ery mo­ment: “Alas!” At the same time, he be­came more tru­ly se­ri­ous, more tru­ly grave, more sure of his thought and his faith. At each in­stant, gleams of the true came to com­plete his rea­son. An in­ward growth seemed to be in progress with­in him. He was con­scious of a sort of nat­u­ral en­large­ment, which gave him two things that were new to him—his fa­ther and his coun­try.

			As ev­ery­thing opens when one has a key, so he ex­plained to him­self that which he had hat­ed, he pen­e­trat­ed that which he had ab­horred; hence­forth he plain­ly per­ceived the prov­i­den­tial, di­vine and hu­man sense of the great things which he had been taught to de­test, and of the great men whom he had been in­struct­ed to curse. When he re­flect­ed on his for­mer opin­ions, which were but those of yes­ter­day, and which, nev­er­the­less, seemed to him al­ready so very an­cient, he grew in­dig­nant, yet he smiled.

			From the re­ha­bil­i­ta­tion of his fa­ther, he nat­u­ral­ly passed to the re­ha­bil­i­ta­tion of Napoleon.

			But the lat­ter, we will con­fess, was not ef­fect­ed with­out la­bor.

			From his in­fan­cy, he had been im­bued with the judg­ments of the par­ty of 1814, on Bona­parte. Now, all the prej­u­dices of the Restora­tion, all its in­ter­ests, all its in­stincts tend­ed to dis­fig­ure Napoleon. It ex­e­crat­ed him even more than it did Robe­spierre. It had very clev­er­ly turned to suf­fi­cient­ly good ac­count the fa­tigue of the na­tion, and the ha­tred of moth­ers. Bona­parte had be­come an al­most fab­u­lous mon­ster, and in or­der to paint him to the imag­i­na­tion of the peo­ple, which, as we late­ly point­ed out, re­sem­bles the imag­i­na­tion of chil­dren, the par­ty of 1814 made him ap­pear un­der all sorts of ter­ri­fy­ing masks in suc­ces­sion, from that which is ter­ri­ble though it re­mains grandiose to that which is ter­ri­ble and be­comes grotesque, from Tiberius to the buga­boo. Thus, in speak­ing of Bona­parte, one was free to sob or to puff up with laugh­ter, pro­vid­ed that ha­tred lay at the bot­tom. Mar­ius had nev­er en­ter­tained—about “that man,” as he was called—any oth­er ideas in his mind. They had com­bined with the tenac­i­ty which ex­ist­ed in his na­ture. There was in him a head­strong lit­tle man who hat­ed Napoleon.

			On read­ing his­to­ry, on study­ing him, es­pe­cial­ly in the doc­u­ments and ma­te­ri­als for his­to­ry, the veil which con­cealed Napoleon from the eyes of Mar­ius was grad­u­al­ly rent. He caught a glimpse of some­thing im­mense, and he sus­pect­ed that he had been de­ceived up to that mo­ment, on the score of Bona­parte as about all the rest; each day he saw more dis­tinct­ly; and he set about mount­ing, slow­ly, step by step, al­most re­gret­ful­ly in the be­gin­ning, then with in­tox­i­ca­tion and as though at­tract­ed by an ir­re­sistible fas­ci­na­tion, first the som­bre steps, then the vague­ly il­lu­mi­nat­ed steps, at last the lu­mi­nous and splen­did steps of en­thu­si­asm.

			One night, he was alone in his lit­tle cham­ber near the roof. His can­dle was burn­ing; he was read­ing, with his el­bows rest­ing on his ta­ble close to the open win­dow. All sorts of rever­ies reached him from space, and min­gled with his thoughts. What a spec­ta­cle is the night! One hears dull sounds, with­out know­ing whence they pro­ceed; one be­holds Jupiter, which is twelve hun­dred times larg­er than the earth, glow­ing like a fire­brand, the azure is black, the stars shine; it is for­mi­da­ble.

			He was pe­rus­ing the bul­letins of the grand army, those hero­ic stro­phes penned on the field of bat­tle; there, at in­ter­vals, he be­held his fa­ther’s name, al­ways the name of the Em­per­or; the whole of that great Em­pire pre­sent­ed it­self to him; he felt a flood swelling and ris­ing with­in him; it seemed to him at mo­ments that his fa­ther passed close to him like a breath, and whis­pered in his ear; he grad­u­al­ly got in­to a sin­gu­lar state; he thought that he heard drums, can­non, trum­pets, the mea­sured tread of bat­tal­ions, the dull and dis­tant gal­lop of the cav­al­ry; from time to time, his eyes were raised heav­en­ward, and gazed up­on the colos­sal con­stel­la­tions as they gleamed in the mea­sure­less depths of space, then they fell up­on his book once more, and there they be­held oth­er colos­sal things mov­ing con­fus­ed­ly. His heart con­tract­ed with­in him. He was in a trans­port, trem­bling, pant­ing. All at once, with­out him­self know­ing what was in him, and what im­pulse he was obey­ing, he sprang to his feet, stretched both arms out of the win­dow, gazed in­tent­ly in­to the gloom, the si­lence, the in­fi­nite dark­ness, the eter­nal im­men­si­ty, and ex­claimed: “Long live the Em­per­or!”

			From that mo­ment forth, all was over; the Ogre of Cor­si­ca—the usurp­er—the tyrant—the mon­ster who was the lover of his own sis­ters—the ac­tor who took lessons of Tal­ma—the poi­son­er of Jaf­fa—the tiger—Bona­parte—all this van­ished, and gave place in his mind to a vague and bril­liant ra­di­ance in which shone, at an in­ac­ces­si­ble height, the pale mar­ble phan­tom of Cae­sar. The Em­per­or had been for his fa­ther on­ly the well-beloved cap­tain whom one ad­mires, for whom one sac­ri­fices one’s self; he was some­thing more to Mar­ius. He was the pre­des­tined con­struc­tor of the French group, suc­ceed­ing the Ro­man group in the dom­i­na­tion of the uni­verse. He was a prodi­gious ar­chi­tect, of a de­struc­tion, the con­tin­uer of Charle­magne, of Louis XI, of Hen­ry IV, of Riche­lieu, of Louis XIV, and of the Com­mit­tee of Pub­lic Safe­ty, hav­ing his spots, no doubt, his faults, his crimes even, be­ing a man, that is to say; but au­gust in his faults, bril­liant in his spots, pow­er­ful in his crime.

			He was the pre­des­tined man, who had forced all na­tions to say: “The great na­tion!” He was bet­ter than that, he was the very in­car­na­tion of France, con­quer­ing Eu­rope by the sword which he grasped, and the world by the light which he shed. Mar­ius saw in Bona­parte the daz­zling spec­tre which will al­ways rise up­on the fron­tier, and which will guard the fu­ture. Despot but dic­ta­tor; a despot re­sult­ing from a re­pub­lic and sum­ming up a rev­o­lu­tion. Napoleon be­came for him the man-peo­ple as Je­sus Christ is the man-God.

			It will be per­ceived, that like all new con­verts to a re­li­gion, his con­ver­sion in­tox­i­cat­ed him, he hurled him­self head­long in­to ad­he­sion and he went too far. His na­ture was so con­struct­ed; once on the down­ward slope, it was al­most im­pos­si­ble for him to put on the drag. Fa­nati­cism for the sword took pos­ses­sion of him, and com­pli­cat­ed in his mind his en­thu­si­asm for the idea. He did not per­ceive that, along with ge­nius, and pell-mell, he was ad­mit­ting force, that is to say, that he was in­stalling in two com­part­ments of his idol­a­try, on the one hand that which is di­vine, on the oth­er that which is bru­tal. In many re­spects, he had set about de­ceiv­ing him­self oth­er­wise. He ad­mit­ted ev­ery­thing. There is a way of en­coun­ter­ing er­ror while on one’s way to the truth. He had a vi­o­lent sort of good faith which took ev­ery­thing in the lump. In the new path which he had en­tered on, in judg­ing the mis­takes of the old regime, as in mea­sur­ing the glo­ry of Napoleon, he ne­glect­ed the at­ten­u­at­ing cir­cum­stances.

			At all events, a tremen­dous step had been tak­en. Where he had for­mer­ly be­held the fall of the monar­chy, he now saw the ad­vent of France. His ori­en­ta­tion had changed. What had been his East be­came the West. He had turned square­ly round.

			All these rev­o­lu­tions were ac­com­plished with­in him, with­out his fam­i­ly ob­tain­ing an inkling of the case.

			When, dur­ing this mys­te­ri­ous la­bor, he had en­tire­ly shed his old Bour­bon and ul­tra skin, when he had cast off the aris­to­crat, the Ja­co­bite and the Roy­al­ist, when he had be­come thor­ough­ly a rev­o­lu­tion­ist, pro­found­ly demo­crat­ic and re­pub­li­can, he went to an en­graver on the Quai des Or­févres and or­dered a hun­dred cards bear­ing this name: “Le Baron Mar­ius Pont­mer­cy.”

			This was on­ly the strict­ly log­i­cal con­se­quence of the change which had tak­en place in him, a change in which ev­ery­thing grav­i­tat­ed round his fa­ther.

			On­ly, as he did not know any­one and could not sow his cards with any porter, he put them in his pock­et.

			By an­oth­er nat­u­ral con­se­quence, in pro­por­tion as he drew near­er to his fa­ther, to the lat­ter’s mem­o­ry, and to the things for which the colonel had fought five and twen­ty years be­fore, he re­ced­ed from his grand­fa­ther. We have long ago said, that M. Gillenor­mand’s tem­per did not please him. There al­ready ex­ist­ed be­tween them all the dis­so­nances of the grave young man and the friv­o­lous old man. The gayety of Géronte shocks and ex­as­per­ates the melan­choly of Werther. So long as the same po­lit­i­cal opin­ions and the same ideas had been com­mon to them both, Mar­ius had met M. Gillenor­mand there as on a bridge. When the bridge fell, an abyss was formed. And then, over and above all, Mar­ius ex­pe­ri­enced un­ut­ter­able im­puls­es to re­volt, when he re­flect­ed that it was M. Gillenor­mand who had, from stupid mo­tives, torn him ruth­less­ly from the colonel, thus de­priv­ing the fa­ther of the child, and the child of the fa­ther.

			By dint of pity for his fa­ther, Mar­ius had near­ly ar­rived at aver­sion for his grand­fa­ther.

			Noth­ing of this sort, how­ev­er, was be­trayed on the ex­te­ri­or, as we have al­ready said. On­ly he grew cold­er and cold­er; la­con­ic at meals, and rare in the house. When his aunt scold­ed him for it, he was very gen­tle and al­leged his stud­ies, his lec­tures, the ex­am­i­na­tions, etc., as a pre­text. His grand­fa­ther nev­er de­part­ed from his in­fal­li­ble di­ag­no­sis: “In love! I know all about it.”

			From time to time Mar­ius ab­sent­ed him­self.

			“Where is it that he goes off like this?” said his aunt.

			On one of these trips, which were al­ways very brief, he went to Mont­fer­meil, in or­der to obey the in­junc­tion which his fa­ther had left him, and he sought the old sergeant to Wa­ter­loo, the innkeep­er Thé­nardier. Thé­nardier had failed, the inn was closed, and no one knew what had be­come of him. Mar­ius was away from the house for four days on this quest.

			“He is get­ting de­cid­ed­ly wild,” said his grand­fa­ther.

			They thought they had no­ticed that he wore some­thing on his breast, un­der his shirt, which was at­tached to his neck by a black rib­bon.

		
	
		
			
				VII

				Some Pet­ti­coat

			
			We have men­tioned a lancer.

			He was a great-grand-nephew of M. Gillenor­mand, on the pa­ter­nal side, who led a gar­ri­son life, out­side the fam­i­ly and far from the do­mes­tic hearth. Lieu­tenant Théo­d­ule Gillenor­mand ful­filled all the con­di­tions re­quired to make what is called a fine of­fi­cer. He had “a la­dy’s waist,” a vic­to­ri­ous man­ner of trail­ing his sword and of twirling his mous­tache in a hook. He vis­it­ed Paris very rarely, and so rarely that Mar­ius had nev­er seen him. The cousins knew each oth­er on­ly by name. We think we have said that Théo­d­ule was the fa­vorite of Aunt Gillenor­mand, who pre­ferred him be­cause she did not see him. Not see­ing peo­ple per­mits one to at­tribute to them all pos­si­ble per­fec­tions.

			One morn­ing, Made­moi­selle Gillenor­mand the el­der re­turned to her apart­ment as much dis­turbed as her placid­i­ty was ca­pa­ble of al­low­ing. Mar­ius had just asked his grand­fa­ther’s per­mis­sion to take a lit­tle trip, adding that he meant to set out that very evening. “Go!” had been his grand­fa­ther’s re­ply, and M. Gillenor­mand had added in an aside, as he raised his eye­brows to the top of his fore­head: “Here he is pass­ing the night out again.” Made­moi­selle Gillenor­mand had as­cend­ed to her cham­ber great­ly puz­zled, and on the stair­case had dropped this ex­cla­ma­tion: “This is too much!”—and this in­ter­ro­ga­tion: “But where is it that he goes?” She es­pied some ad­ven­ture of the heart, more or less il­lic­it, a wom­an in the shad­ow, a ren­dezvous, a mys­tery, and she would not have been sor­ry to thrust her spec­ta­cles in­to the af­fair. Tast­ing a mys­tery re­sem­bles get­ting the first fla­vor of a scan­dal; saint­ed souls do not de­test this. There is some cu­rios­i­ty about scan­dal in the se­cret com­part­ments of big­otry.

			So she was the prey of a vague ap­petite for learn­ing a his­to­ry.

			In or­der to get rid of this cu­rios­i­ty which ag­i­tat­ed her a lit­tle be­yond her wont, she took refuge in her tal­ents, and set about scal­lop­ing, with one lay­er of cot­ton af­ter an­oth­er, one of those em­broi­deries of the Em­pire and the Restora­tion, in which there are nu­mer­ous cart­wheels. The work was clum­sy, the work­er cross. She had been seat­ed at this for sev­er­al hours when the door opened. Made­moi­selle Gillenor­mand raised her nose. Lieu­tenant Théo­d­ule stood be­fore her, mak­ing the reg­u­la­tion salute. She ut­tered a cry of de­light. One may be old, one may be a prude, one may be pi­ous, one may be an aunt, but it is al­ways agree­able to see a lancer en­ter one’s cham­ber.

			“You here, Théo­d­ule!” she ex­claimed.

			“On my way through town, aunt.”

			“Em­brace me.”

			“Here goes!” said Théo­d­ule.

			And he kissed her. Aunt Gillenor­mand went to her writ­ing-desk and opened it.

			“You will re­main with us a week at least?”

			“I leave this very evening, aunt.”

			“It is not pos­si­ble!”

			“Math­e­mat­i­cal­ly!”

			“Re­main, my lit­tle Théo­d­ule, I be­seech you.”

			“My heart says ‘yes,’ but my or­ders say ‘no.’ The mat­ter is sim­ple. They are chang­ing our gar­ri­son; we have been at Melun, we are be­ing trans­ferred to Gail­lon. It is nec­es­sary to pass through Paris in or­der to get from the old post to the new one. I said: ‘I am go­ing to see my aunt.’ ”

			“Here is some­thing for your trou­ble.”

			And she put ten louis in­to his hand.

			“For my plea­sure, you mean to say, my dear aunt.”

			Théo­d­ule kissed her again, and she ex­pe­ri­enced the joy of hav­ing some of the skin scratched from her neck by the braid­ings on his uni­form.

			“Are you mak­ing the jour­ney on horse­back, with your reg­i­ment?” she asked him.

			“No, aunt. I want­ed to see you. I have spe­cial per­mis­sion. My ser­vant is tak­ing my horse; I am trav­el­ling by dili­gence. And, by the way, I want to ask you some­thing.”

			“What is it?”

			“Is my cousin Mar­ius Pont­mer­cy trav­el­ling so, too?”

			“How do you know that?” said his aunt, sud­den­ly pricked to the quick with a live­ly cu­rios­i­ty.

			“On my ar­rival, I went to the dili­gence to en­gage my seat in the coupé.”

			“Well?”

			“A trav­eller had al­ready come to en­gage a seat in the im­pe­ri­al. I saw his name on the card.”

			“What name?”

			“Mar­ius Pont­mer­cy.”

			“The wicked fel­low!” ex­claimed his aunt. “Ah! your cousin is not a steady lad like your­self. To think that he is to pass the night in a dili­gence!”

			“Just as I am go­ing to do.”

			“But you—it is your du­ty; in his case, it is wild­ness.”

			“Bosh!” said Théo­d­ule.

			Here an event oc­curred to Made­moi­selle Gillenor­mand the el­der—an idea struck her. If she had been a man, she would have slapped her brow. She apos­tro­phized Théo­d­ule:—

			“Are you aware whether your cousin knows you?”

			“No. I have seen him; but he has nev­er deigned to no­tice me.”

			“So you are go­ing to trav­el to­geth­er?”

			“He in the im­pe­ri­al, I in the coupé.”

			“Where does this dili­gence run?”

			“To An­delys.”

			“Then that is where Mar­ius is go­ing?”

			“Un­less, like my­self, he should stop on the way. I get down at Ver­non, in or­der to take the branch coach for Gail­lon. I know noth­ing of Mar­ius’ plan of trav­el.”

			“Mar­ius! what an ug­ly name! what pos­sessed them to name him Mar­ius? While you, at least, are called Théo­d­ule.”

			“I would rather be called Al­fred,” said the of­fi­cer.

			“Lis­ten, Théo­d­ule.”

			“I am lis­ten­ing, aunt.”

			“Pay at­ten­tion.”

			“I am pay­ing at­ten­tion.”

			“You un­der­stand?”

			“Yes.”

			“Well, Mar­ius ab­sents him­self!”

			“Eh! eh!”

			“He trav­els.”

			“Ah! ah!”

			“He spends the night out.”

			“Oh! oh!”

			“We should like to know what there is be­hind all this.”

			Théo­d­ule replied with the com­po­sure of a man of bronze:—

			“Some pet­ti­coat or oth­er.”

			And with that in­ward laugh which de­notes cer­tain­ty, he added:—

			“A lass.”

			“That is ev­i­dent,” ex­claimed his aunt, who thought she heard M. Gillenor­mand speak­ing, and who felt her con­vic­tion be­come ir­re­sistible at that word fil­lette, ac­cen­tu­at­ed in al­most the very same fash­ion by the grand­uncle and the grand­nephew. She re­sumed:—

			“Do us a fa­vor. Fol­low Mar­ius a lit­tle. He does not know you, it will be easy. Since a lass there is, try to get a sight of her. You must write us the tale. It will amuse his grand­fa­ther.”

			Théo­d­ule had no ex­ces­sive taste for this sort of spy­ing; but he was much touched by the ten louis, and he thought he saw a chance for a pos­si­ble se­quel. He ac­cept­ed the com­mis­sion and said: “As you please, aunt.”

			And he added in an aside, to him­self: “Here I am a duen­na.”

			Made­moi­selle Gillenor­mand em­braced him.

			“You are not the man to play such pranks, Théo­d­ule. You obey dis­ci­pline, you are the slave of or­ders, you are a man of scru­ples and du­ty, and you would not quit your fam­i­ly to go and see a crea­ture.”

			The lancer made the pleased gri­mace of Car­touche when praised for his pro­bity.

			Mar­ius, on the evening fol­low­ing this di­a­logue, mount­ed the dili­gence with­out sus­pect­ing that he was watched. As for the watch­er, the first thing he did was to fall asleep. His slum­ber was com­plete and con­sci­en­tious. Ar­gus snored all night long.

			At day­break, the con­duc­tor of the dili­gence shout­ed: “Ver­non! re­lay of Ver­non! Trav­ellers for Ver­non!” And Lieu­tenant Théo­d­ule woke.

			“Good,” he growled, still half asleep, “this is where I get out.”

			Then, as his mem­o­ry cleared by de­grees, the ef­fect of wak­ing, he re­called his aunt, the ten louis, and the ac­count which he had un­der­tak­en to ren­der of the deeds and pro­ceed­ings of Mar­ius. This set him to laugh­ing.

			“Per­haps he is no longer in the coach,” he thought, as he re­but­toned the waist­coat of his un­dress uni­form. “He may have stopped at Pois­sy; he may have stopped at Triel; if he did not get out at Meu­lan, he may have got out at Mantes, un­less he got out at Rolle­boise, or if he did not go on as far as Pa­cy, with the choice of turn­ing to the left at Évreus, or to the right at Laroche-Guy­on. Run af­ter him, aun­ty. What the dev­il am I to write to that good old soul?”

			At that mo­ment a pair of black trousers de­scend­ing from the im­pe­ri­al, made its ap­pear­ance at the win­dow of the coupé.

			“Can that be Mar­ius?” said the lieu­tenant.

			It was Mar­ius.

			A lit­tle peas­ant girl, all en­tan­gled with the hors­es and the pos­til­ions at the end of the ve­hi­cle, was of­fer­ing flow­ers to the trav­ellers. “Give your ladies flow­ers!” she cried.

			Mar­ius ap­proached her and pur­chased the finest flow­ers in her flat bas­ket.

			“Come now,” said Théo­d­ule, leap­ing down from the coupé, “this piques my cu­rios­i­ty. Who the deuce is he go­ing to car­ry those flow­ers to? She must be a splen­did­ly hand­some wom­an for so fine a bou­quet. I want to see her.”

			And no longer in pur­suance of or­ders, but from per­son­al cu­rios­i­ty, like dogs who hunt on their own ac­count, he set out to fol­low Mar­ius.

			Mar­ius paid no at­ten­tion to Théo­d­ule. El­e­gant wom­en de­scend­ed from the dili­gence; he did not glance at them. He seemed to see noth­ing around him.

			“He is pret­ty deeply in love!” thought Théo­d­ule.

			Mar­ius di­rect­ed his steps to­wards the church.

			“Cap­i­tal,” said Théo­d­ule to him­self. “Ren­dezvous sea­soned with a bit of mass are the best sort. Noth­ing is so ex­quis­ite as an ogle which pass­es over the good God’s head.”

			On ar­riv­ing at the church, Mar­ius did not en­ter it, but skirt­ed the apse. He dis­ap­peared be­hind one of the an­gles of the apse.

			“The ren­dezvous is ap­point­ed out­side,” said Théo­d­ule. “Let’s have a look at the lass.”

			And he ad­vanced on the tips of his boots to­wards the cor­ner which Mar­ius had turned.

			On ar­riv­ing there, he halt­ed in amaze­ment.

			Mar­ius, with his fore­head clasped in his hands, was kneel­ing up­on the grass on a grave. He had strewn his bou­quet there. At the ex­trem­i­ty of the grave, on a lit­tle swelling which marked the head, there stood a cross of black wood with this name in white let­ters: Colonel Baron Pont­mer­cy. Mar­ius’ sobs were au­di­ble.

			The “lass” was a grave.

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				Mar­ble Against Gran­ite

			
			It was hith­er that Mar­ius had come on the first oc­ca­sion of his ab­sent­ing him­self from Paris. It was hith­er that he had come ev­ery time that M. Gillenor­mand had said: “He is sleep­ing out.”

			Lieu­tenant Théo­d­ule was ab­so­lute­ly put out of coun­te­nance by this un­ex­pect­ed en­counter with a sepul­chre; he ex­pe­ri­enced a sin­gu­lar and dis­agree­able sen­sa­tion which he was in­ca­pable of an­a­lyz­ing, and which was com­posed of re­spect for the tomb, min­gled with re­spect for the colonel. He re­treat­ed, leav­ing Mar­ius alone in the ceme­tery, and there was dis­ci­pline in this re­treat. Death ap­peared to him with large epaulets, and he al­most made the mil­i­tary salute to him. Not know­ing what to write to his aunt, he de­cid­ed not to write at all; and it is prob­a­ble that noth­ing would have re­sult­ed from the dis­cov­ery made by Théo­d­ule as to the love af­fairs of Mar­ius, if, by one of those mys­te­ri­ous ar­range­ments which are so fre­quent in chance, the scene at Ver­non had not had an al­most im­me­di­ate counter-shock at Paris.

			Mar­ius re­turned from Ver­non on the third day, in the mid­dle of the morn­ing, de­scend­ed at his grand­fa­ther’s door, and, wea­ried by the two nights spent in the dili­gence, and feel­ing the need of re­pair­ing his loss of sleep by an hour at the swim­ming-school, he mount­ed rapid­ly to his cham­ber, took mere­ly time enough to throw off his trav­el­ling-coat, and the black rib­bon which he wore round his neck, and went off to the bath.

			M. Gillenor­mand, who had risen be­times like all old men in good health, had heard his en­trance, and had made haste to climb, as quick­ly as his old legs per­mit­ted, the stairs to the up­per sto­ry where Mar­ius lived, in or­der to em­brace him, and to ques­tion him while so do­ing, and to find out where he had been.

			But the youth had tak­en less time to de­scend than the old man had to as­cend, and when Fa­ther Gillenor­mand en­tered the at­tic, Mar­ius was no longer there.

			The bed had not been dis­turbed, and on the bed lay, out­spread, but not de­fi­ant­ly the great­coat and the black rib­bon.

			“I like this bet­ter,” said M. Gillenor­mand.

			And a mo­ment lat­er, he made his en­trance in­to the sa­lon, where Made­moi­selle Gillenor­mand was al­ready seat­ed, busi­ly em­broi­der­ing her cart­wheels.

			The en­trance was a tri­umphant one.

			M. Gillenor­mand held in one hand the great­coat, and in the oth­er the neck-rib­bon, and ex­claimed:—

			“Vic­to­ry! We are about to pen­e­trate the mys­tery! We are go­ing to learn the most minute de­tails; we are go­ing to lay our fin­ger on the de­baucheries of our sly friend! Here we have the ro­mance it­self. I have the por­trait!”

			In fact, a case of black sha­green, re­sem­bling a medal­lion por­trait, was sus­pend­ed from the rib­bon.

			The old man took this case and gazed at it for some time with­out open­ing it, with that air of en­joy­ment, rap­ture, and wrath, with which a poor hun­gry fel­low be­holds an ad­mirable din­ner which is not for him, pass un­der his very nose.

			“For this ev­i­dent­ly is a por­trait. I know all about such things. That is worn ten­der­ly on the heart. How stupid they are! Some abom­inable fright that will make us shud­der, prob­a­bly! Young men have such bad taste nowa­days!”

			“Let us see, fa­ther,” said the old spin­ster.

			The case opened by the pres­sure of a spring. They found in it noth­ing but a care­ful­ly fold­ed pa­per.

			“From the same to the same,” said M. Gillenor­mand, burst­ing with laugh­ter. “I know what it is. A bil­let-doux.”

			“Ah! let us read it!” said the aunt.

			And she put on her spec­ta­cles. They un­fold­ed the pa­per and read as fol­lows:—

			
				For my son.—

				The Em­per­or made me a Baron on the bat­tle­field of Wa­ter­loo. Since the Restora­tion dis­putes my right to this ti­tle which I pur­chased with my blood, my son shall take it and bear it. That he will be wor­thy of it is a mat­ter of course.

			

			The feel­ings of fa­ther and daugh­ter can­not be de­scribed. They felt chilled as by the breath of a death’s-head. They did not ex­change a word.

			On­ly, M. Gillenor­mand said in a low voice and as though speak­ing to him­self:—

			“It is the slash­er’s hand­writ­ing.”

			The aunt ex­am­ined the pa­per, turned it about in all di­rec­tions, then put it back in its case.

			At the same mo­ment a lit­tle ob­long pack­et, en­veloped in blue pa­per, fell from one of the pock­ets of the great­coat. Made­moi­selle Gillenor­mand picked it up and un­fold­ed the blue pa­per.

			It con­tained Mar­ius’ hun­dred cards. She hand­ed one of them to M. Gillenor­mand, who read: “Le Baron Mar­ius Pont­mer­cy.”

			The old man rang the bell. Nico­lette came. M. Gillenor­mand took the rib­bon, the case, and the coat, flung them all on the floor in the mid­dle of the room, and said:—

			“Car­ry those duds away.”

			A full hour passed in the most pro­found si­lence. The old man and the old spin­ster had seat­ed them­selves with their backs to each oth­er, and were think­ing, each on his own ac­count, the same things, in all prob­a­bil­i­ty.

			At the ex­pi­ra­tion of this hour, Aunt Gillenor­mand said:—“A pret­ty state of things!”

			A few mo­ments lat­er, Mar­ius made his ap­pear­ance. He en­tered. Even be­fore he had crossed the thresh­old, he saw his grand­fa­ther hold­ing one of his own cards in his hand, and on catch­ing sight of him, the lat­ter ex­claimed with his air of bour­geois and grin­ning su­pe­ri­or­i­ty which was some­thing crush­ing:—

			“Well! well! well! well! well! so you are a baron now. I present you my com­pli­ments. What is the mean­ing of this?”

			Mar­ius red­dened slight­ly and replied:—

			“It means that I am the son of my fa­ther.”

			M. Gillenor­mand ceased to laugh, and said harsh­ly:—

			“I am your fa­ther.”

			“My fa­ther,” re­tort­ed Mar­ius, with down­cast eyes and a se­vere air, “was a hum­ble and hero­ic man, who served the Re­pub­lic and France glo­ri­ous­ly, who was great in the great­est his­to­ry that men have ev­er made, who lived in the bivouac for a quar­ter of a cen­tu­ry, be­neath grapeshot and bul­lets, in snow and mud by day, be­neath rain at night, who cap­tured two flags, who re­ceived twen­ty wounds, who died for­got­ten and aban­doned, and who nev­er com­mit­ted but one mis­take, which was to love too fond­ly two in­grates, his coun­try and my­self.”

			This was more than M. Gillenor­mand could bear to hear. At the word “re­pub­lic,” he rose, or, to speak more cor­rect­ly, he sprang to his feet. Ev­ery word that Mar­ius had just ut­tered pro­duced on the vis­age of the old Roy­al­ist the ef­fect of the puffs of air from a forge up­on a blaz­ing brand. From a dull hue he had turned red, from red, pur­ple, and from pur­ple, flame-col­ored.

			“Mar­ius!” he cried. “Abom­inable child! I do not know what your fa­ther was! I do not wish to know! I know noth­ing about that, and I do not know him! But what I do know is, that there nev­er was any­thing but scoundrels among those men! They were all ras­cals, as­sas­sins, red­caps, thieves! I say all! I say all! I know not one! I say all! Do you hear me, Mar­ius! See here, you are no more a baron than my slip­per is! They were all ban­dits in the ser­vice of Robe­spierre! All who served B-u-o-na­parté were brig­ands! They were all traitors who be­trayed, be­trayed, be­trayed their le­git­i­mate king! All cow­ards who fled be­fore the Prus­sians and the Eng­lish at Wa­ter­loo! That is what I do know! Whether Mon­sieur your fa­ther comes in that cat­e­go­ry, I do not know! I am sor­ry for it, so much the worse, your hum­ble ser­vant!”

			In his turn, it was Mar­ius who was the fire­brand and M. Gillenor­mand who was the bel­lows. Mar­ius quiv­ered in ev­ery limb, he did not know what would hap­pen next, his brain was on fire. He was the priest who be­holds all his sa­cred wafers cast to the winds, the fakir who be­holds a passer­by spit up­on his idol. It could not be that such things had been ut­tered in his pres­ence. What was he to do? His fa­ther had just been tram­pled un­der foot and stamped up­on in his pres­ence, but by whom? By his grand­fa­ther. How was he to avenge the one with­out out­rag­ing the oth­er? It was im­pos­si­ble for him to in­sult his grand­fa­ther and it was equal­ly im­pos­si­ble for him to leave his fa­ther un­avenged. On the one hand was a sa­cred grave, on the oth­er hoary locks.

			He stood there for sev­er­al mo­ments, stag­ger­ing as though in­tox­i­cat­ed, with all this whirl­wind dash­ing through his head; then he raised his eyes, gazed fixed­ly at his grand­fa­ther, and cried in a voice of thun­der:—

			“Down with the Bour­bons, and that great hog of a Louis XVI­II!”

			Louis XVI­II had been dead for four years; but it was all the same to him.

			The old man, who had been crim­son, turned whiter than his hair. He wheeled round to­wards a bust of M. le Duc de Berry, which stood on the chim­ney­p­iece, and made a pro­found bow, with a sort of pe­cu­liar majesty. Then he paced twice, slow­ly and in si­lence, from the fire­place to the win­dow and from the win­dow to the fire­place, travers­ing the whole length of the room, and mak­ing the pol­ished floor creak as though he had been a stone stat­ue walk­ing.

			On his sec­ond turn, he bent over his daugh­ter, who was watch­ing this en­counter with the stu­pe­fied air of an an­ti­quat­ed lamb, and said to her with a smile that was al­most calm: “A baron like this gen­tle­man, and a bour­geois like my­self can­not re­main un­der the same roof.”

			And draw­ing him­self up, all at once, pal­lid, trem­bling, ter­ri­ble, with his brow ren­dered more lofty by the ter­ri­ble ra­di­ance of wrath, he ex­tend­ed his arm to­wards Mar­ius and shout­ed to him:—

			“Be off!”

			Mar­ius left the house.

			On the fol­low­ing day, M. Gillenor­mand said to his daugh­ter:

			“You will send six­ty pis­toles ev­ery six months to that blood-drinker, and you will nev­er men­tion his name to me.”

			Hav­ing an im­mense re­serve fund of wrath to get rid of, and not know­ing what to do with it, he con­tin­ued to ad­dress his daugh­ter as “you” in­stead of “thou” for the next three months.

			Mar­ius, on his side, had gone forth in in­dig­na­tion. There was one cir­cum­stance which, it must be ad­mit­ted, ag­gra­vat­ed his ex­as­per­a­tion. There are al­ways pet­ty fa­tal­i­ties of the sort which com­pli­cate do­mes­tic dra­mas. They aug­ment the griev­ances in such cas­es, al­though, in re­al­i­ty, the wrongs are not in­creased by them. While car­ry­ing Mar­ius’ “duds” pre­cip­i­tate­ly to his cham­ber, at his grand­fa­ther’s com­mand, Nico­lette had, in­ad­ver­tent­ly, let fall, prob­a­bly, on the at­tic stair­case, which was dark, that medal­lion of black sha­green which con­tained the pa­per penned by the colonel. Nei­ther pa­per nor case could af­ter­wards be found. Mar­ius was con­vinced that “Mon­sieur Gillenor­mand”—from that day forth he nev­er al­lud­ed to him oth­er­wise—had flung “his fa­ther’s tes­ta­ment” in the fire. He knew by heart the few lines which the colonel had writ­ten, and, con­se­quent­ly, noth­ing was lost. But the pa­per, the writ­ing, that sa­cred rel­ic—all that was his very heart. What had been done with it?

			Mar­ius had tak­en his de­par­ture with­out say­ing whith­er he was go­ing, and with­out know­ing where, with thir­ty francs, his watch, and a few clothes in a hand­bag. He had en­tered a hack­ney-coach, had en­gaged it by the hour, and had di­rect­ed his course at hap­haz­ard to­wards the Latin quar­ter.

			What was to be­come of Mar­ius?
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				The Friends of the A.B.C.

			
		
	
		
			
				I

				A Group Which Bare­ly Missed Be­com­ing His­toric

			
			At that epoch, which was, to all ap­pear­ances in­dif­fer­ent, a cer­tain rev­o­lu­tion­ary quiver was vague­ly cur­rent. Breaths which had start­ed forth from the depths of ’89 and ’93 were in the air. Youth was on the point, may the read­er par­don us the word, of moult­ing. Peo­ple were un­der­go­ing a trans­for­ma­tion, al­most with­out be­ing con­scious of it, through the move­ment of the age. The nee­dle which moves round the com­pass al­so moves in souls. Each per­son was tak­ing that step in ad­vance which he was bound to take. The Roy­al­ists were be­com­ing lib­er­als, lib­er­als were turn­ing democrats. It was a flood tide com­pli­cat­ed with a thou­sand ebb move­ments; the pe­cu­liar­i­ty of ebbs is to cre­ate in­ter­mix­tures; hence the com­bi­na­tion of very sin­gu­lar ideas; peo­ple adored both Napoleon and lib­er­ty. We are mak­ing his­to­ry here. These were the mi­rages of that pe­ri­od. Opin­ions tra­verse phas­es. Voltairi­an roy­al­ism, a quaint va­ri­ety, had a no less sin­gu­lar se­quel, Bona­partist lib­er­al­ism.

			Oth­er groups of minds were more se­ri­ous. In that di­rec­tion, they sound­ed prin­ci­ples, they at­tached them­selves to the right. They grew en­thu­si­as­tic for the ab­so­lute, they caught glimpses of in­fi­nite re­al­iza­tions; the ab­so­lute, by its very rigid­i­ty, urges spir­its to­wards the sky and caus­es them to float in il­lim­itable space. There is noth­ing like dog­ma for bring­ing forth dreams. And there is noth­ing like dreams for en­gen­der­ing the fu­ture. Utopia to­day, flesh and blood to­mor­row.

			These ad­vanced opin­ions had a dou­ble foun­da­tion. A be­gin­ning of mys­tery men­aced “the es­tab­lished or­der of things,” which was sus­pi­cious and un­der­hand. A sign which was rev­o­lu­tion­ary to the high­est de­gree. The sec­ond thoughts of pow­er meet the sec­ond thoughts of the pop­u­lace in the mine. The in­cu­ba­tion of in­sur­rec­tions gives the re­tort to the pre­med­i­ta­tion of coups d’etat.

			There did not, as yet, ex­ist in France any of those vast un­der­ly­ing or­ga­ni­za­tions, like the Ger­man tu­gend­bund and Ital­ian Car­bonar­ism; but here and there there were dark un­der­min­ings, which were in process of throw­ing off shoots. The Cougourde was be­ing out­lined at Aix; there ex­ist­ed at Paris, among oth­er af­fil­i­a­tions of that na­ture, the so­ci­ety of the Friends of the A.B.C.

			What were these Friends of the A.B.C.? A so­ci­ety which had for its ob­ject ap­par­ent­ly the ed­u­ca­tion of chil­dren, in re­al­i­ty the el­e­va­tion of man.

			They de­clared them­selves the Friends of the A.B.C.—the Abais­sé—the de­based—that is to say, the peo­ple. They wished to el­e­vate the peo­ple. It was a pun which we should do wrong to smile at. Puns are some­times se­ri­ous fac­tors in pol­i­tics; wit­ness the Ca­s­tra­tus ad cas­tra, which made a gen­er­al of the army of Nars­es; wit­ness: Bar­bari et Bar­beri­ni; wit­ness: Tu es Petrus et su­per hanc pe­tram, etc., etc.

			The Friends of the A.B.C. were not nu­mer­ous, it was a se­cret so­ci­ety in the state of em­bryo, we might al­most say a co­terie, if co­ter­ies end­ed in he­roes. They as­sem­bled in Paris in two lo­cal­i­ties, near the fish-mar­ket, in a wine-shop called Corinthe, of which more will be heard lat­er on, and near the Pan­theon in a lit­tle café in the Rue Saint-Michel called the Café Mu­sain, now torn down; the first of these meet­ing-places was close to the work­ing­man, the sec­ond to the stu­dents.

			The as­sem­blies of the Friends of the A.B.C. were usu­al­ly held in a back room of the Café Mu­sain.

			This hall, which was tol­er­a­bly re­mote from the café, with which it was con­nect­ed by an ex­treme­ly long cor­ri­dor, had two win­dows and an ex­it with a pri­vate stair­way on the lit­tle Rue des Grès. There they smoked and drank, and gam­bled and laughed. There they con­versed in very loud tones about ev­ery­thing, and in whis­pers of oth­er things. An old map of France un­der the Re­pub­lic was nailed to the wall—a sign quite suf­fi­cient to ex­cite the sus­pi­cion of a po­lice agent.

			The greater part of the Friends of the A.B.C. were stu­dents, who were on cor­dial terms with the work­ing class­es. Here are the names of the prin­ci­pal ones. They be­long, in a cer­tain mea­sure, to his­to­ry: En­jol­ras, Combe­ferre, Jean Prou­vaire, Feuil­ly, Cour­feyrac, Ba­horel, Les­gle or Laigle, Joly, Grantaire.

			These young men formed a sort of fam­i­ly, through the bond of friend­ship. All, with the ex­cep­tion of Laigle, were from the South.

			This was a re­mark­able group. It van­ished in the in­vis­i­ble depths which lie be­hind us. At the point of this dra­ma which we have now reached, it will not per­haps be su­per­flu­ous to throw a ray of light up­on these youth­ful heads, be­fore the read­er be­holds them plung­ing in­to the shad­ow of a trag­ic ad­ven­ture.

			En­jol­ras, whose name we have men­tioned first of all—the read­er shall see why lat­er on—was an on­ly son and wealthy.

			En­jol­ras was a charm­ing young man, who was ca­pa­ble of be­ing ter­ri­ble. He was an­gel­i­cal­ly hand­some. He was a sav­age Anti­nous. One would have said, to see the pen­sive thought­ful­ness of his glance, that he had al­ready, in some pre­vi­ous state of ex­is­tence, tra­versed the rev­o­lu­tion­ary apoc­a­lypse. He pos­sessed the tra­di­tion of it as though he had been a wit­ness. He was ac­quaint­ed with all the minute de­tails of the great af­fair. A pon­tif­i­cal and war­like na­ture, a sin­gu­lar thing in a youth. He was an of­fi­ci­at­ing priest and a man of war; from the im­me­di­ate point of view, a sol­dier of the democ­ra­cy; above the con­tem­po­rary move­ment, the priest of the ide­al. His eyes were deep, his lids a lit­tle red, his low­er lip was thick and eas­i­ly be­came dis­dain­ful, his brow was lofty. A great deal of brow in a face is like a great deal of hori­zon in a view. Like cer­tain young men at the be­gin­ning of this cen­tu­ry and the end of the last, who be­came il­lus­tri­ous at an ear­ly age, he was en­dowed with ex­ces­sive youth, and was as rosy as a young girl, al­though sub­ject to hours of pal­lor. Al­ready a man, he still seemed a child. His two and twen­ty years ap­peared to be but sev­en­teen; he was se­ri­ous, it did not seem as though he were aware there was on earth a thing called wom­an. He had but one pas­sion—the right; but one thought—to over­throw the ob­sta­cle. On Mount Aven­tine, he would have been Grac­chus; in the Con­ven­tion, he would have been Saint-Just. He hard­ly saw the ros­es, he ig­nored spring, he did not hear the car­olling of the birds; the bare throat of Evadne would have moved him no more than it would have moved Aris­to­geiton; he, like Har­mod­ius, thought flow­ers good for noth­ing ex­cept to con­ceal the sword. He was se­vere in his en­joy­ments. He chaste­ly dropped his eyes be­fore ev­ery­thing which was not the Re­pub­lic. He was the mar­ble lover of lib­er­ty. His speech was harsh­ly in­spired, and had the thrill of a hymn. He was sub­ject to un­ex­pect­ed out­bursts of soul. Woe to the love-af­fair which should have risked it­self be­side him! If any grisette of the Place Cam­brai or the Rue Saint-Jean-de-Beau­vais, see­ing that face of a youth es­caped from col­lege, that page’s mien, those long, gold­en lash­es, those blue eyes, that hair bil­low­ing in the wind, those rosy cheeks, those fresh lips, those ex­quis­ite teeth, had con­ceived an ap­petite for that com­plete au­ro­ra, and had tried her beau­ty on En­jol­ras, an as­tound­ing and ter­ri­ble glance would have prompt­ly shown her the abyss, and would have taught her not to con­found the mighty cherub of Ezekiel with the gal­lant Cheru­bi­no of Beau­mar­chais.

			By the side of En­jol­ras, who rep­re­sent­ed the log­ic of the Rev­o­lu­tion, Combe­ferre rep­re­sent­ed its phi­los­o­phy. Be­tween the log­ic of the Rev­o­lu­tion and its phi­los­o­phy there ex­ists this dif­fer­ence—that its log­ic may end in war, where­as its phi­los­o­phy can end on­ly in peace. Combe­ferre com­ple­ment­ed and rec­ti­fied En­jol­ras. He was less lofty, but broad­er. He de­sired to pour in­to all minds the ex­ten­sive prin­ci­ples of gen­er­al ideas: he said: “Rev­o­lu­tion, but civ­i­liza­tion;” and around the moun­tain peak he opened out a vast view of the blue sky. The Rev­o­lu­tion was more adapt­ed for breath­ing with Combe­ferre than with En­jol­ras. En­jol­ras ex­pressed its di­vine right, and Combe­ferre its nat­u­ral right. The first at­tached him­self to Robe­spierre; the sec­ond con­fined him­self to Con­dorcet. Combe­ferre lived the life of all the rest of the world more than did En­jol­ras. If it had been grant­ed to these two young men to at­tain to his­to­ry, the one would have been the just, the oth­er the wise man. En­jol­ras was the more vir­ile, Combe­ferre the more hu­mane. Ho­mo and vir, that was the ex­act ef­fect of their dif­fer­ent shades. Combe­ferre was as gen­tle as En­jol­ras was se­vere, through nat­u­ral white­ness. He loved the word “cit­i­zen,” but he pre­ferred the word “man.” He would glad­ly have said: Hom­bre, like the Span­ish. He read ev­ery­thing, went to the the­atres, at­tend­ed the cour­ses of pub­lic lec­tur­ers, learned the po­lar­iza­tion of light from Ara­go, grew en­thu­si­as­tic over a les­son in which Ge­of­froy Sainte-Hi­laire ex­plained the dou­ble func­tion of the ex­ter­nal carotid artery, and the in­ter­nal, the one which makes the face, and the one which makes the brain; he kept up with what was go­ing on, fol­lowed sci­ence step by step, com­pared Saint-Si­mon with Fouri­er, de­ci­phered hi­ero­glyph­ics, broke the peb­ble which he found and rea­soned on ge­ol­o­gy, drew from mem­o­ry a silk­worm moth, point­ed out the faulty French in the Dic­tio­nary of the Acad­e­my, stud­ied Puységur and Deleuze, af­firmed noth­ing, not even mir­a­cles; de­nied noth­ing, not even ghosts; turned over the files of the Moni­teur, re­flect­ed. He de­clared that the fu­ture lies in the hand of the school­mas­ter, and bus­ied him­self with ed­u­ca­tion­al ques­tions. He de­sired that so­ci­ety should la­bor with­out re­lax­ation at the el­e­va­tion of the moral and in­tel­lec­tu­al lev­el, at coin­ing sci­ence, at putting ideas in­to cir­cu­la­tion, at in­creas­ing the mind in youth­ful per­sons, and he feared lest the present pover­ty of method, the pal­tri­ness from a lit­er­ary point of view con­fined to two or three cen­turies called clas­sic, the tyran­ni­cal dog­ma­tism of of­fi­cial pedants, scholas­tic prej­u­dices and rou­tines should end by con­vert­ing our col­leges in­to ar­ti­fi­cial oys­ter beds. He was learned, a purist, ex­act, a grad­u­ate of the Poly­tech­nic, a close stu­dent, and at the same time, thought­ful “even to chi­maeras,” so his friends said. He be­lieved in all dreams, rail­roads, the sup­pres­sion of suf­fer­ing in chirur­gi­cal op­er­a­tions, the fix­ing of im­ages in the dark cham­ber, the elec­tric tele­graph, the steer­ing of bal­loons. More­over, he was not much alarmed by the citadels erect­ed against the hu­man mind in ev­ery di­rec­tion, by su­per­sti­tion, despo­tism, and prej­u­dice. He was one of those who think that sci­ence will even­tu­al­ly turn the po­si­tion. En­jol­ras was a chief, Combe­ferre was a guide. One would have liked to fight un­der the one and to march be­hind the oth­er. It is not that Combe­ferre was not ca­pa­ble of fight­ing, he did not refuse a hand-to-hand com­bat with the ob­sta­cle, and to at­tack it by main force and ex­plo­sive­ly; but it suit­ed him bet­ter to bring the hu­man race in­to ac­cord with its des­tiny grad­u­al­ly, by means of ed­u­ca­tion, the in­cul­ca­tion of ax­ioms, the pro­mul­ga­tion of pos­i­tive laws; and, be­tween two lights, his pref­er­ence was rather for il­lu­mi­na­tion than for con­fla­gra­tion. A con­fla­gra­tion can cre­ate an au­ro­ra, no doubt, but why not await the dawn? A vol­cano il­lu­mi­nates, but day­break fur­nish­es a still bet­ter il­lu­mi­na­tion. Pos­si­bly, Combe­ferre pre­ferred the white­ness of the beau­ti­ful to the blaze of the sub­lime. A light trou­bled by smoke, progress pur­chased at the ex­pense of vi­o­lence, on­ly half sat­is­fied this ten­der and se­ri­ous spir­it. The head­long pre­cip­i­ta­tion of a peo­ple in­to the truth, a ’93, ter­ri­fied him; nev­er­the­less, stag­na­tion was still more re­pul­sive to him, in it he de­tect­ed pu­tre­fac­tion and death; on the whole, he pre­ferred scum to mi­as­ma, and he pre­ferred the tor­rent to the cesspool, and the falls of Ni­a­gara to the lake of Mont­fau­con. In short, he de­sired nei­ther halt nor haste. While his tu­mul­tuous friends, cap­ti­vat­ed by the ab­so­lute, adored and in­voked splen­did rev­o­lu­tion­ary ad­ven­tures, Combe­ferre was in­clined to let progress, good progress, take its own course; he may have been cold, but he was pure; me­thod­i­cal, but ir­re­proach­able; phleg­mat­ic, but im­per­turbable. Combe­ferre would have knelt and clasped his hands to en­able the fu­ture to ar­rive in all its can­dor, and that noth­ing might dis­turb the im­mense and vir­tu­ous evo­lu­tion of the races. “The good must be in­no­cent,” he re­peat­ed in­ces­sant­ly. And in fact, if the grandeur of the Rev­o­lu­tion con­sists in keep­ing the daz­zling ide­al fixed­ly in view, and of soar­ing thith­er athwart the light­nings, with fire and blood in its talons, the beau­ty of progress lies in be­ing spot­less; and there ex­ists be­tween Wash­ing­ton, who rep­re­sents the one, and Dan­ton, who in­car­nates the oth­er, that dif­fer­ence which sep­a­rates the swan from the an­gel with the wings of an ea­gle.

			Jean Prou­vaire was a still soft­er shade than Combe­ferre. His name was Je­han, ow­ing to that pet­ty mo­men­tary freak which min­gled with the pow­er­ful and pro­found move­ment whence sprang the very es­sen­tial study of the Mid­dle Ages. Jean Prou­vaire was in love; he cul­ti­vat­ed a pot of flow­ers, played on the flute, made vers­es, loved the peo­ple, pitied wom­an, wept over the child, con­found­ed God and the fu­ture in the same con­fi­dence, and blamed the Rev­o­lu­tion for hav­ing caused the fall of a roy­al head, that of An­dré Chénier. His voice was or­di­nar­i­ly del­i­cate, but sud­den­ly grew man­ly. He was learned even to eru­di­tion, and al­most an Ori­en­tal­ist. Above all, he was good; and, a very sim­ple thing to those who know how near­ly good­ness bor­ders on grandeur, in the mat­ter of po­et­ry, he pre­ferred the im­mense. He knew Ital­ian, Latin, Greek, and He­brew; and these served him on­ly for the pe­rusal of four po­ets: Dante, Ju­ve­nal, Aeschy­lus, and Isa­iah. In French, he pre­ferred Corneille to Racine, and Agrip­pa d’Aubigné to Corneille. He loved to saunter through fields of wild oats and corn­flow­ers, and bus­ied him­self with clouds near­ly as much as with events. His mind had two at­ti­tudes, one on the side to­wards man, the oth­er on that to­wards God; he stud­ied or he con­tem­plat­ed. All day long, he buried him­self in so­cial ques­tions, salary, cap­i­tal, cred­it, mar­riage, re­li­gion, lib­er­ty of thought, ed­u­ca­tion, pe­nal servi­tude, pover­ty, as­so­ci­a­tion, prop­er­ty, pro­duc­tion and shar­ing, the enig­ma of this low­er world which cov­ers the hu­man anthill with dark­ness; and at night, he gazed up­on the plan­ets, those enor­mous be­ings. Like En­jol­ras, he was wealthy and an on­ly son. He spoke soft­ly, bowed his head, low­ered his eyes, smiled with em­bar­rass­ment, dressed bad­ly, had an awk­ward air, blushed at a mere noth­ing, and was very timid. Yet he was in­trepid.

			Feuil­ly was a work­ing­man, a fan-mak­er, or­phaned both of fa­ther and moth­er, who earned with dif­fi­cul­ty three francs a day, and had but one thought, to de­liv­er the world. He had one oth­er pre­oc­cu­pa­tion, to ed­u­cate him­self; he called this al­so, de­liv­er­ing him­self. He had taught him­self to read and write; ev­ery­thing that he knew, he had learned by him­self. Feuil­ly had a gen­er­ous heart. The range of his em­brace was im­mense. This or­phan had adopt­ed the peo­ples. As his moth­er had failed him, he med­i­tat­ed on his coun­try. He brood­ed with the pro­found div­ina­tion of the man of the peo­ple, over what we now call the “idea of the na­tion­al­i­ty,” had learned his­to­ry with the ex­press ob­ject of rag­ing with full knowl­edge of the case. In this club of young Utopi­ans, oc­cu­pied chiefly with France, he rep­re­sent­ed the out­side world. He had for his spe­cial­ty Greece, Poland, Hun­gary, Ro­ma­nia, Italy. He ut­tered these names in­ces­sant­ly, ap­pro­pri­ate­ly and in­ap­pro­pri­ate­ly, with the tenac­i­ty of right. The vi­o­la­tions of Tur­key on Greece and Thes­saly, of Rus­sia on War­saw, of Aus­tria on Venice, en­raged him. Above all things, the great vi­o­lence of 1772 aroused him. There is no more sov­er­eign elo­quence than the true in in­dig­na­tion; he was elo­quent with that elo­quence. He was in­ex­haustible on that in­fa­mous date of 1772, on the sub­ject of that no­ble and valiant race sup­pressed by trea­son, and that three-sid­ed crime, on that mon­strous am­bush, the pro­to­type and pat­tern of all those hor­ri­ble sup­pres­sions of states, which, since that time, have struck many a no­ble na­tion, and have an­nulled their cer­tifi­cate of birth, so to speak. All con­tem­po­rary so­cial crimes have their ori­gin in the par­ti­tion of Poland. The par­ti­tion of Poland is a the­o­rem of which all present po­lit­i­cal out­rages are the corol­lar­ies. There has not been a despot, nor a traitor for near­ly a cen­tu­ry back, who has not signed, ap­proved, coun­ter­signed, and copied, ne variatur, the par­ti­tion of Poland. When the record of mod­ern trea­sons was ex­am­ined, that was the first thing which made its ap­pear­ance. The con­gress of Vi­en­na con­sult­ed that crime be­fore con­sum­mat­ing its own. 1772 sound­ed the on­set; 1815 was the death of the game. Such was Feuil­ly’s ha­bit­u­al text. This poor work­ing­man had con­sti­tut­ed him­self the tu­tor of Jus­tice, and she rec­om­pensed him by ren­der­ing him great. The fact is, that there is eter­ni­ty in right. War­saw can no more be Tar­tar than Venice can be Teu­ton. Kings lose their pains and their hon­or in the at­tempt to make them so. Soon­er or lat­er, the sub­merged part floats to the sur­face and reap­pears. Greece be­comes Greece again, Italy is once more Italy. The protest of right against the deed per­sists for­ev­er. The theft of a na­tion can­not be al­lowed by pre­scrip­tion. These lofty deeds of ras­cal­i­ty have no fu­ture. A na­tion can­not have its mark ex­tract­ed like a pock­et hand­ker­chief.

			Cour­feyrac had a fa­ther who was called M. de Cour­feyrac. One of the false ideas of the bour­geoisie un­der the Restora­tion as re­gards aris­toc­ra­cy and the no­bil­i­ty was to be­lieve in the par­ti­cle. The par­ti­cle, as ev­ery­one knows, pos­sess­es no sig­nif­i­cance. But the bour­geois of the epoch of la Min­erve es­ti­mat­ed so high­ly that poor de, that they thought them­selves bound to ab­di­cate it. M. de Chau­velin had him­self called M. Chau­velin; M. de Cau­martin, M. Cau­martin; M. de Con­stant de Robecque, Ben­jamin Con­stant; M. de Lafayette, M. Lafayette. Cour­feyrac had not wished to re­main be­hind the rest, and called him­self plain Cour­feyrac.

			We might al­most, so far as Cour­feyrac is con­cerned, stop here, and con­fine our­selves to say­ing with re­gard to what re­mains: “For Cour­feyrac, see Tholomyès.”

			Cour­feyrac had, in fact, that an­i­ma­tion of youth which may be called the beauté du di­a­ble of the mind. Lat­er on, this dis­ap­pears like the play­ful­ness of the kit­ten, and all this grace ends, with the bour­geois, on two legs, and with the tom­cat, on four paws.

			This sort of wit is trans­mit­ted from gen­er­a­tion to gen­er­a­tion of the suc­ces­sive levies of youth who tra­verse the schools, who pass it from hand to hand, quasi cur­sores, and is al­most al­ways ex­act­ly the same; so that, as we have just point­ed out, any­one who had lis­tened to Cour­feyrac in 1828 would have thought he heard Tholomyès in 1817. On­ly, Cour­feyrac was an hon­or­able fel­low. Be­neath the ap­par­ent sim­i­lar­i­ties of the ex­te­ri­or mind, the dif­fer­ence be­tween him and Tholomyès was very great. The la­tent man which ex­ist­ed in the two was to­tal­ly dif­fer­ent in the first from what it was in the sec­ond. There was in Tholomyès a dis­trict at­tor­ney, and in Cour­feyrac a pal­adin.

			En­jol­ras was the chief, Combe­ferre was the guide, Cour­feyrac was the cen­tre. The oth­ers gave more light, he shed more warmth; the truth is, that he pos­sessed all the qual­i­ties of a cen­tre, round­ness and ra­di­ance.

			Ba­horel had fig­ured in the bloody tu­mult of June, 1822, on the oc­ca­sion of the buri­al of young Lalle­mand.

			Ba­horel was a good-na­tured mor­tal, who kept bad com­pa­ny, brave, a spend­thrift, prodi­gal, and to the verge of gen­eros­i­ty, talk­a­tive, and at times elo­quent, bold to the verge of ef­fron­tery; the best fel­low pos­si­ble; he had dar­ing waist­coats, and scar­let opin­ions; a whole­sale blus­ter­er, that is to say, lov­ing noth­ing so much as a quar­rel, un­less it were an up­ris­ing; and noth­ing so much as an up­ris­ing, un­less it were a rev­o­lu­tion; al­ways ready to smash a win­dow­pane, then to tear up the pave­ment, then to de­mol­ish a gov­ern­ment, just to see the ef­fect of it; a stu­dent in his eleventh year. He had nosed about the law, but did not prac­tise it. He had tak­en for his de­vice: “Nev­er a lawyer,” and for his ar­mo­ri­al bear­ings a night­stand in which was vis­i­ble a square cap. Ev­ery time that he passed the law-school, which rarely hap­pened, he but­toned up his frock-coat—the pale­tot had not yet been in­vent­ed—and took hy­gien­ic pre­cau­tions. Of the school porter he said: “What a fine old man!” and of the dean, M. Delvin­court: “What a mon­u­ment!” In his lec­tures he es­pied sub­jects for bal­lads, and in his pro­fes­sors oc­ca­sions for car­i­ca­ture. He wast­ed a tol­er­a­bly large al­lowance, some­thing like three thou­sand francs a year, in do­ing noth­ing.

			He had peas­ant par­ents whom he had con­trived to im­bue with re­spect for their son.

			He said of them: “They are peas­ants and not bour­geois; that is the rea­son they are in­tel­li­gent.”

			Ba­horel, a man of caprice, was scat­tered over nu­mer­ous cafés; the oth­ers had habits, he had none. He saun­tered. To stray is hu­man. To saunter is Parisian. In re­al­i­ty, he had a pen­e­trat­ing mind and was more of a thinker than ap­peared to view.

			He served as a con­nect­ing link be­tween the Friends of the A.B.C. and oth­er still un­or­ga­nized groups, which were des­tined to take form lat­er on.

			In this con­clave of young heads, there was one bald mem­ber.

			The Mar­quis d’Avaray, whom Louis XVI­II made a duke for hav­ing as­sist­ed him to en­ter a hack­ney-coach on the day when he em­i­grat­ed, was wont to re­late, that in 1814, on his re­turn to France, as the King was dis­em­bark­ing at Calais, a man hand­ed him a pe­ti­tion.

			“What is your re­quest?” said the King.

			“Sire, a post-of­fice.”

			“What is your name?”

			“L’Aigle.”

			The King frowned, glanced at the sig­na­ture of the pe­ti­tion and be­held the name writ­ten thus: Les­gle. This non-Bona­parte or­thog­ra­phy touched the King and he be­gan to smile. “Sire,” re­sumed the man with the pe­ti­tion, “I had for an­ces­tor a keep­er of the hounds sur­named Les­gueules. This sur­name fur­nished my name. I am called Les­gueules, by con­trac­tion Les­gle, and by cor­rup­tion l’Aigle.” This caused the King to smile broad­ly. Lat­er on he gave the man the post­ing of­fice of Meaux, ei­ther in­ten­tion­al­ly or ac­ci­den­tal­ly.

			The bald mem­ber of the group was the son of this Les­gle, or Lé­gle, and he signed him­self, Lé­gle (de Meaux). As an ab­bre­vi­a­tion, his com­pan­ions called him Bossuet.

			Bossuet was a gay but un­lucky fel­low. His spe­cial­ty was not to suc­ceed in any­thing. As an off­set, he laughed at ev­ery­thing. At five and twen­ty he was bald. His fa­ther had end­ed by own­ing a house and a field; but he, the son, had made haste to lose that house and field in a bad spec­u­la­tion. He had noth­ing left. He pos­sessed knowl­edge and wit, but all he did mis­car­ried. Ev­ery­thing failed him and ev­ery­body de­ceived him; what he was build­ing tum­bled down on top of him. If he were split­ting wood, he cut off a fin­ger. If he had a mis­tress, he speed­i­ly dis­cov­ered that he had a friend al­so. Some mis­for­tune hap­pened to him ev­ery mo­ment, hence his jovi­al­i­ty. He said: “I live un­der fall­ing tiles.” He was not eas­i­ly as­ton­ished, be­cause, for him, an ac­ci­dent was what he had fore­seen, he took his bad luck serene­ly, and smiled at the teas­ing of fate, like a per­son who is lis­ten­ing to pleas­antries. He was poor, but his fund of good hu­mor was in­ex­haustible. He soon reached his last sou, nev­er his last burst of laugh­ter. When ad­ver­si­ty en­tered his doors, he salut­ed this old ac­quain­tance cor­dial­ly, he tapped all catas­tro­phes on the stom­ach; he was fa­mil­iar with fa­tal­i­ty to the point of call­ing it by its nick­name: “Good day, Guignon,” he said to it.

			These per­se­cu­tions of fate had ren­dered him in­ven­tive. He was full of re­sources. He had no mon­ey, but he found means, when it seemed good to him, to in­dulge in “un­bri­dled ex­trav­a­gance.” One night, he went so far as to eat a “hun­dred francs” in a sup­per with a wench, which in­spired him to make this mem­o­rable re­mark in the midst of the or­gy: “Pull off my boots, you five-louis jade.”

			Bossuet was slow­ly di­rect­ing his steps to­wards the pro­fes­sion of a lawyer; he was pur­su­ing his law stud­ies af­ter the man­ner of Ba­horel. Bossuet had not much domi­cile, some­times none at all. He lodged now with one, now with an­oth­er, most of­ten with Joly. Joly was study­ing medicine. He was two years younger than Bossuet.

			Joly was the “malade imag­i­naire” ju­nior. What he had won in medicine was to be more of an in­valid than a doc­tor. At three and twen­ty he thought him­self a vale­tu­di­nar­i­an, and passed his life in in­spect­ing his tongue in the mir­ror. He af­firmed that man be­comes mag­net­ic like a nee­dle, and in his cham­ber he placed his bed with its head to the south, and the foot to the north, so that, at night, the cir­cu­la­tion of his blood might not be in­ter­fered with by the great elec­tric cur­rent of the globe. Dur­ing thun­der storms, he felt his pulse. Oth­er­wise, he was the gayest of them all. All these young, ma­ni­a­cal, puny, mer­ry in­co­her­ences lived in har­mo­ny to­geth­er, and the re­sult was an ec­cen­tric and agree­able be­ing whom his com­rades, who were prodi­gal of winged con­so­nants, called Jol­l­l­ly. “You may fly away on the four L’s,” Jean Prou­vaire said to him.38

			Joly had a trick of touch­ing his nose with the tip of his cane, which is an in­di­ca­tion of a saga­cious mind.

			All these young men who dif­fered so great­ly, and who, on the whole, can on­ly be dis­cussed se­ri­ous­ly, held the same re­li­gion: Progress.

			All were the di­rect sons of the French Rev­o­lu­tion. The most gid­dy of them be­came solemn when they pro­nounced that date: ’89. Their fa­thers in the flesh had been, ei­ther roy­al­ists, doc­tri­naires, it mat­ters not what; this con­fu­sion an­te­ri­or to them­selves, who were young, did not con­cern them at all; the pure blood of prin­ci­ple ran in their veins. They at­tached them­selves, with­out in­ter­me­di­ate shades, to in­cor­rupt­ible right and ab­so­lute du­ty.

			Af­fil­i­at­ed and ini­ti­at­ed, they sketched out the ide­al un­der­ground.

			Among all these glow­ing hearts and thor­ough­ly con­vinced minds, there was one scep­tic. How came he there? By jux­ta­po­si­tion. This scep­tic’s name was Grantaire, and he was in the habit of sign­ing him­self with this re­bus: R. Grantaire was a man who took good care not to be­lieve in any­thing. More­over, he was one of the stu­dents who had learned the most dur­ing their course at Paris; he knew that the best cof­fee was to be had at the Café Lem­blin, and the best bil­liards at the Café Voltaire, that good cakes and lass­es were to be found at the Er­mitage, on the Boule­vard du Maine, spatch­cocked chick­ens at Moth­er Sauget’s, ex­cel­lent matelotes at the Bar­rière de la Cunette, and a cer­tain thin white wine at the Bar­rière du Com­pat. He knew the best place for ev­ery­thing; in ad­di­tion, box­ing and foot-fenc­ing and some dances; and he was a thor­ough sin­gle­stick play­er. He was a tremen­dous drinker to boot. He was in­or­di­nate­ly home­ly: the pret­ti­est boot-stitch­er of that day, Ir­ma Bois­sy, en­raged with his home­li­ness, pro­nounced sen­tence on him as fol­lows: “Grantaire is im­pos­si­ble;” but Grantaire’s fa­tu­ity was not to be dis­con­cert­ed. He stared ten­der­ly and fixed­ly at all wom­en, with the air of say­ing to them all: “If I on­ly chose!” and of try­ing to make his com­rades be­lieve that he was in gen­er­al de­mand.

			All those words: rights of the peo­ple, rights of man, the so­cial con­tract, the French Rev­o­lu­tion, the Re­pub­lic, democ­ra­cy, hu­man­i­ty, civ­i­liza­tion, re­li­gion, progress, came very near to sig­ni­fy­ing noth­ing what­ev­er to Grantaire. He smiled at them. Scep­ti­cism, that caries of the in­tel­li­gence, had not left him a sin­gle whole idea. He lived with irony. This was his ax­iom: “There is but one cer­tain­ty, my full glass.” He sneered at all de­vo­tion in all par­ties, the fa­ther as well as the broth­er, Robe­spierre ju­nior as well as Loize­rolles. “They are great­ly in ad­vance to be dead,” he ex­claimed. He said of the cru­ci­fix: “There is a gib­bet which has been a suc­cess.” A rover, a gam­bler, a lib­er­tine, of­ten drunk, he dis­pleased these young dream­ers by hum­ming in­ces­sant­ly: “J’ai­mons les filles, et j’ai­mons le bon vin.” Air: Vive Hen­ri IV.

			How­ev­er, this scep­tic had one fa­nati­cism. This fa­nati­cism was nei­ther a dog­ma, nor an idea, nor an art, nor a sci­ence; it was a man: En­jol­ras. Grantaire ad­mired, loved, and ven­er­at­ed En­jol­ras. To whom did this an­ar­chi­cal scoffer unite him­self in this pha­lanx of ab­so­lute minds? To the most ab­so­lute. In what man­ner had En­jol­ras sub­ju­gat­ed him? By his ideas? No. By his char­ac­ter. A phe­nom­e­non which is of­ten ob­serv­able. A scep­tic who ad­heres to a be­liev­er is as sim­ple as the law of com­ple­men­tary col­ors. That which we lack at­tracts us. No one loves the light like the blind man. The dwarf adores the drum-ma­jor. The toad al­ways has his eyes fixed on heav­en. Why? In or­der to watch the bird in its flight. Grantaire, in whom writhed doubt, loved to watch faith soar in En­jol­ras. He had need of En­jol­ras. That chaste, healthy, firm, up­right, hard, can­did na­ture charmed him, with­out his be­ing clear­ly aware of it, and with­out the idea of ex­plain­ing it to him­self hav­ing oc­curred to him. He ad­mired his op­po­site by in­stinct. His soft, yield­ing, dis­lo­cat­ed, sick­ly, shape­less ideas at­tached them­selves to En­jol­ras as to a spinal col­umn. His moral back­bone leaned on that firm­ness. Grantaire in the pres­ence of En­jol­ras be­came some­one once more. He was, him­self, more­over, com­posed of two el­e­ments, which were, to all ap­pear­ance, in­com­pat­i­ble. He was iron­i­cal and cor­dial. His in­dif­fer­ence loved. His mind could get along with­out be­lief, but his heart could not get along with­out friend­ship. A pro­found con­tra­dic­tion; for an af­fec­tion is a con­vic­tion. His na­ture was thus con­sti­tut­ed. There are men who seem to be born to be the re­verse, the ob­verse, the wrong side. They are Pol­lux, Pa­tro­cles, Nis­us, Eu­dami­das, Eph­es­tion, Pech­me­ja. They on­ly ex­ist on con­di­tion that they are backed up with an­oth­er man; their name is a se­quel, and is on­ly writ­ten pre­ced­ed by the con­junc­tion and; and their ex­is­tence is not their own; it is the oth­er side of an ex­is­tence which is not theirs. Grantaire was one of these men. He was the ob­verse of En­jol­ras.

			One might al­most say that affini­ties be­gin with the let­ters of the al­pha­bet. In the se­ries O and P are in­sep­a­ra­ble. You can, at will, pro­nounce O and P or Orestes and Py­lades.

			Grantaire, En­jol­ras’ true satel­lite, in­hab­it­ed this cir­cle of young men; he lived there, he took no plea­sure any­where but there; he fol­lowed them ev­ery­where. His joy was to see these forms go and come through the fumes of wine. They tol­er­at­ed him on ac­count of his good hu­mor.

			En­jol­ras, the be­liev­er, dis­dained this scep­tic; and, a sober man him­self, scorned this drunk­ard. He ac­cord­ed him a lit­tle lofty pity. Grantaire was an un­ac­cept­ed Py­lades. Al­ways harsh­ly treat­ed by En­jol­ras, rough­ly re­pulsed, re­ject­ed yet ev­er re­turn­ing to the charge, he said of En­jol­ras: “What fine mar­ble!”

		
	
		
			
				II

				Blon­deau’s Fu­ner­al Ora­tion by Bossuet

			
			On a cer­tain af­ter­noon, which had, as will be seen here­after, some co­in­ci­dence with the events hereto­fore re­lat­ed, Laigle de Meaux was to be seen lean­ing in a sen­su­al man­ner against the door­post of the Café Mu­sain. He had the air of a cary­atid on a va­ca­tion; he car­ried noth­ing but his rever­ie, how­ev­er. He was star­ing at the Place Saint-Michel. To lean one’s back against a thing is equiv­a­lent to ly­ing down while stand­ing erect, which at­ti­tude is not hat­ed by thinkers. Laigle de Meaux was pon­der­ing with­out melan­choly, over a lit­tle mis­ad­ven­ture which had be­fall­en him two days pre­vi­ous­ly at the law-school, and which had mod­i­fied his per­son­al plans for the fu­ture, plans which were rather in­dis­tinct in any case.

			Rever­ie does not pre­vent a cab from pass­ing by, nor the dream­er from tak­ing note of that cab. Laigle de Meaux, whose eyes were stray­ing about in a sort of dif­fuse loung­ing, per­ceived, athwart his som­nam­bu­lism, a two-wheeled ve­hi­cle pro­ceed­ing through the place, at a foot pace and ap­par­ent­ly in in­de­ci­sion. For whom was this cabri­o­let? Why was it driv­ing at a walk? Laigle took a sur­vey. In it, be­side the coach­man, sat a young man, and in front of the young man lay a rather bulky hand­bag. The bag dis­played to passers­by the fol­low­ing name in­scribed in large black let­ters on a card which was sewn to the stuff: Mar­ius Pont­mer­cy.

			This name caused Laigle to change his at­ti­tude. He drew him­self up and hurled this apos­tro­phe at the young man in the cabri­o­let:—

			“Mon­sieur Mar­ius Pont­mer­cy!”

			The cabri­o­let thus ad­dressed came to a halt.

			The young man, who al­so seemed deeply buried in thought, raised his eyes:—

			“Hey?” said he.

			“You are M. Mar­ius Pont­mer­cy?”

			“Cer­tain­ly.”

			“I was look­ing for you,” re­sumed Laigle de Meaux.

			“How so?” de­mand­ed Mar­ius; for it was he: in fact, he had just quit­ted his grand­fa­ther’s, and had be­fore him a face which he now be­held for the first time. “I do not know you.”

			“Nei­ther do I know you,” re­spond­ed Laigle.

			Mar­ius thought he had en­coun­tered a wag, the be­gin­ning of a mys­ti­fi­ca­tion in the open street. He was not in a very good hu­mor at the mo­ment. He frowned. Laigle de Meaux went on im­per­turbably:—

			“You were not at the school day be­fore yes­ter­day.”

			“That is pos­si­ble.”

			“That is cer­tain.”

			“You are a stu­dent?” de­mand­ed Mar­ius.

			“Yes, sir. Like your­self. Day be­fore yes­ter­day, I en­tered the school, by chance. You know, one does have such freaks some­times. The pro­fes­sor was just call­ing the roll. You are not un­aware that they are very ridicu­lous on such oc­ca­sions. At the third call, unan­swered, your name is erased from the list. Six­ty francs in the gulf.”

			Mar­ius be­gan to lis­ten.

			“It was Blon­deau who was mak­ing the call. You know Blon­deau, he has a very point­ed and very ma­li­cious nose, and he de­lights to scent out the ab­sent. He sly­ly be­gan with the let­ter P. I was not lis­ten­ing, not be­ing com­pro­mised by that let­ter. The call was not go­ing bad­ly. No era­sures; the uni­verse was present. Blon­deau was grieved. I said to my­self: ‘Blon­deau, my love, you will not get the very small­est sort of an ex­e­cu­tion to­day.’ All at once Blon­deau calls, ‘Mar­ius Pont­mer­cy!’ No one an­swers. Blon­deau, filled with hope, re­peats more loud­ly: ‘Mar­ius Pont­mer­cy!’ And he takes his pen. Mon­sieur, I have bow­els of com­pas­sion. I said to my­self hasti­ly: ‘Here’s a brave fel­low who is go­ing to get scratched out. At­ten­tion. Here is a ver­i­ta­ble mor­tal who is not ex­act. He’s not a good stu­dent. Here is none of your heavy-sides, a stu­dent who stud­ies, a green­horn pedant, strong on let­ters, the­ol­o­gy, sci­ence, and sapi­ence, one of those dull wits cut by the square; a pin by pro­fes­sion. He is an hon­or­able idler who lounges, who prac­tis­es coun­try jaunts, who cul­ti­vates the grisette, who pays court to the fair sex, who is at this very mo­ment, per­haps, with my mis­tress. Let us save him. Death to Blon­deau!’ At that mo­ment, Blon­deau dipped his pen in, all black with era­sures in the ink, cast his yel­low eyes round the au­di­ence room, and re­peat­ed for the third time: ‘Mar­ius Pont­mer­cy!’ I replied: ‘Present!’ This is why you were not crossed off.”

			“Mon­sieur!—” said Mar­ius.

			“And why I was,” added Laigle de Meaux.

			“I do not un­der­stand you,” said Mar­ius.

			Laigle re­sumed:—

			“Noth­ing is more sim­ple. I was close to the desk to re­ply, and close to the door for the pur­pose of flight. The pro­fes­sor gazed at me with a cer­tain in­ten­si­ty. All of a sud­den, Blon­deau, who must be the ma­li­cious nose al­lud­ed to by Boileau, skipped to the let­ter L. L is my let­ter. I am from Meaux, and my name is Les­gle.”

			“L’Aigle!” in­ter­rupt­ed Mar­ius, “what fine name!”

			“Mon­sieur, Blon­deau came to this fine name, and called: ‘Laigle!’ I re­ply: ‘Present!’ Then Blon­deau gazes at me, with the gen­tle­ness of a tiger, and says to me: ‘If you are Pont­mer­cy, you are not Laigle.’ A phrase which has a dis­oblig­ing air for you, but which was lugubri­ous on­ly for me. That said, he crossed me off.”

			Mar­ius ex­claimed:—

			“I am mor­ti­fied, sir—”

			“First of all,” in­ter­posed Laigle, “I de­mand per­mis­sion to em­balm Blon­deau in a few phras­es of deeply felt eu­logium. I will as­sume that he is dead. There will be no great change re­quired in his gaunt­ness, in his pal­lor, in his cold­ness, and in his smell. And I say: ‘Erudi­mi­ni qui ju­di­catis ter­ram. Here lies Blon­deau, Blon­deau the Nose, Blon­deau Na­si­ca, the ox of dis­ci­pline, bos dis­ci­plinae, the blood­hound of the pass­word, the an­gel of the roll-call, who was up­right, square, ex­act, rigid, hon­est, and hideous. God crossed him off as he crossed me off.’ ”

			Mar­ius re­sumed:—

			“I am very sor­ry—”

			“Young man,” said Laigle de Meaux, “let this serve you as a les­son. In fu­ture, be ex­act.”

			“I re­al­ly beg you a thou­sand par­dons.”

			“Do not ex­pose your neigh­bor to the dan­ger of hav­ing his name erased again.”

			“I am ex­treme­ly sor­ry—”

			Laigle burst out laugh­ing.

			“And I am de­light­ed. I was on the brink of be­com­ing a lawyer. This era­sure saves me. I re­nounce the tri­umphs of the bar. I shall not de­fend the wid­ow, and I shall not at­tack the or­phan. No more to­ga, no more stage. Here is my era­sure all ready for me. It is to you that I am in­debt­ed for it, Mon­sieur Pont­mer­cy. I in­tend to pay a solemn call of thanks up­on you. Where do you live?”

			“In this cab,” said Mar­ius.

			“A sign of op­u­lence,” re­tort­ed Laigle calm­ly. “I con­grat­u­late you. You have there a rent of nine thou­sand francs per an­num.”

			At that mo­ment, Cour­feyrac emerged from the café.

			Mar­ius smiled sad­ly.

			“I have paid this rent for the last two hours, and I as­pire to get rid of it; but there is a sort of his­to­ry at­tached to it, and I don’t know where to go.”

			“Come to my place, sir,” said Cour­feyrac.

			“I have the pri­or­i­ty,” ob­served Laigle, “but I have no home.”

			“Hold your tongue, Bossuet,” said Cour­feyrac.

			“Bossuet,” said Mar­ius, “but I thought that your name was Laigle.”

			“De Meaux,” replied Laigle; “by metaphor, Bossuet.”

			Cour­feyrac en­tered the cab.

			“Coach­man,” said he, “ho­tel de la Porte-Saint-Jacques.”

			And that very evening, Mar­ius found him­self in­stalled in a cham­ber of the ho­tel de la Porte-Saint-Jacques side by side with Cour­feyrac.

		
	
		
			
				III

				Mar­ius’ As­ton­ish­ments

			
			In a few days, Mar­ius had be­come Cour­feyrac’s friend. Youth is the sea­son for prompt weld­ing and the rapid heal­ing of scars. Mar­ius breathed freely in Cour­feyrac’s so­ci­ety, a de­cid­ed­ly new thing for him. Cour­feyrac put no ques­tions to him. He did not even think of such a thing. At that age, faces dis­close ev­ery­thing on the spot. Words are su­per­flu­ous. There are young men of whom it can be said that their coun­te­nances chat­ter. One looks at them and one knows them.

			One morn­ing, how­ev­er, Cour­feyrac abrupt­ly ad­dressed this in­ter­ro­ga­tion to him:—

			“By the way, have you any po­lit­i­cal opin­ions?”

			“The idea!” said Mar­ius, al­most af­front­ed by the ques­tion.

			“What are you?”

			“A demo­crat-Bona­partist.”

			“The gray hue of a re­as­sured rat,” said Cour­feyrac.

			On the fol­low­ing day, Cour­feyrac in­tro­duced Mar­ius at the Café Mu­sain. Then he whis­pered in his ear, with a smile: “I must give you your en­try to the rev­o­lu­tion.” And he led him to the hall of the Friends of the A.B.C. He pre­sent­ed him to the oth­er com­rades, say­ing this sim­ple word which Mar­ius did not un­der­stand: “A pupil.”

			Mar­ius had fall­en in­to a wasps’-nest of wits. How­ev­er, al­though he was silent and grave, he was, none­the­less, both winged and armed.

			Mar­ius, up to that time soli­tary and in­clined to so­lil­o­quy, and to asides, both by habit and by taste, was a lit­tle flut­tered by this cov­ey of young men around him. All these var­i­ous ini­tia­tives so­licit­ed his at­ten­tion at once, and pulled him about. The tu­mul­tuous move­ments of these minds at lib­er­ty and at work set his ideas in a whirl. Some­times, in his trou­ble, they fled so far from him, that he had dif­fi­cul­ty in re­cov­er­ing them. He heard them talk of phi­los­o­phy, of lit­er­a­ture, of art, of his­to­ry, of re­li­gion, in un­ex­pect­ed fash­ion. He caught glimpses of strange as­pects; and, as he did not place them in prop­er per­spec­tive, he was not al­to­geth­er sure that it was not chaos that he grasped. On aban­don­ing his grand­fa­ther’s opin­ions for the opin­ions of his fa­ther, he had sup­posed him­self fixed; he now sus­pect­ed, with un­easi­ness, and with­out dar­ing to avow it to him­self, that he was not. The an­gle at which he saw ev­ery­thing be­gan to be dis­placed anew. A cer­tain os­cil­la­tion set all the hori­zons of his brains in mo­tion. An odd in­ter­nal up­set­ting. He al­most suf­fered from it.

			It seemed as though there were no “con­se­crat­ed things” for those young men. Mar­ius heard sin­gu­lar propo­si­tions on ev­ery sort of sub­ject, which em­bar­rassed his still timid mind.

			A the­atre poster pre­sent­ed it­self, adorned with the ti­tle of a tragedy from the an­cient reper­to­ry called clas­sic: “Down with tragedy dear to the bour­geois!” cried Ba­horel. And Mar­ius heard Combe­ferre re­ply:—

			“You are wrong, Ba­horel. The bour­geoisie loves tragedy, and the bour­geoisie must be left at peace on that score. Be­wigged tragedy has a rea­son for its ex­is­tence, and I am not one of those who, by or­der of Aeschy­lus, con­test its right to ex­is­tence. There are rough out­lines in na­ture; there are, in cre­ation, ready-made par­o­dies; a beak which is not a beak, wings which are not wings, gills which are not gills, paws which are not paws, a cry of pain which arous­es a de­sire to laugh, there is the duck. Now, since poul­try ex­ists by the side of the bird, I do not see why clas­sic tragedy should not ex­ist in the face of an­tique tragedy.”

			Or chance de­creed that Mar­ius should tra­verse Rue Jean-Jacques Rousseau be­tween En­jol­ras and Cour­feyrac.

			Cour­feyrac took his arm:—

			“Pay at­ten­tion. This is the Rue Plâtrière, now called Rue Jean-Jacques Rousseau, on ac­count of a sin­gu­lar house­hold which lived in it six­ty years ago. This con­sist­ed of Jean-Jacques and Thérèse. From time to time, lit­tle be­ings were born there. Thérèse gave birth to them, Jean-Jacques rep­re­sent­ed them as foundlings.”

			And En­jol­ras ad­dressed Cour­feyrac rough­ly:—

			“Si­lence in the pres­ence of Jean-Jacques! I ad­mire that man. He de­nied his own chil­dren, that may be; but he adopt­ed the peo­ple.”

			Not one of these young men ar­tic­u­lat­ed the word: The Em­per­or. Jean Prou­vaire alone some­times said Napoleon; all the oth­ers said “Bona­parte.” En­jol­ras pro­nounced it “Buon­a­parte.”

			Mar­ius was vague­ly sur­prised. Ini­tium sapi­en­ti­ae.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				The Back Room of the Café Mu­sain

			
			One of the con­ver­sa­tions among the young men, at which Mar­ius was present and in which he some­times joined, was a ver­i­ta­ble shock to his mind.

			This took place in the back room of the Café Mu­sain. Near­ly all the Friends of the A.B.C. had con­vened that evening. The ar­gand lamp was solemn­ly light­ed. They talked of one thing and an­oth­er, with­out pas­sion and with noise. With the ex­cep­tion of En­jol­ras and Mar­ius, who held their peace, all were ha­rangu­ing rather at hap­haz­ard. Con­ver­sa­tions be­tween com­rades some­times are sub­ject to these peace­able tu­mults. It was a game and an up­roar as much as a con­ver­sa­tion. They tossed words to each oth­er and caught them up in turn. They were chat­ter­ing in all quar­ters.

			No wom­an was ad­mit­ted to this back room, ex­cept Loui­son, the dish­wash­er of the café, who passed through it from time to time, to go to her wash­ing in the “lava­to­ry.”

			Grantaire, thor­ough­ly drunk, was deaf­en­ing the cor­ner of which he had tak­en pos­ses­sion, rea­son­ing and con­tra­dict­ing at the top of his lungs, and shout­ing:—

			“I am thirsty. Mor­tals, I am dream­ing: that the tun of Hei­del­berg has an at­tack of apoplexy, and that I am one of the dozen leech­es which will be ap­plied to it. I want a drink. I de­sire to for­get life. Life is a hideous in­ven­tion of I know not whom. It lasts no time at all, and is worth noth­ing. One breaks one’s neck in liv­ing. Life is a the­atre set in which there are but few prac­ti­ca­ble en­trances. Hap­pi­ness is an an­tique reli­quary paint­ed on one side on­ly. Ec­cle­si­astes says: ‘All is van­i­ty.’ I agree with that good man, who nev­er ex­ist­ed, per­haps. Ze­ro not wish­ing to go stark naked, clothed him­self in van­i­ty. O van­i­ty! The patch­ing up of ev­ery­thing with big words! a kitchen is a lab­o­ra­to­ry, a dancer is a pro­fes­sor, an ac­ro­bat is a gym­nast, a box­er is a pugilist, an apothe­cary is a chemist, a wig­mak­er is an artist, a hod­man is an ar­chi­tect, a jock­ey is a sports­man, a wood­louse is a pteri­gy­branche. Van­i­ty has a right and a wrong side; the right side is stupid, it is the ne­gro with his glass beads; the wrong side is fool­ish, it is the philoso­pher with his rags. I weep over the one and I laugh over the oth­er. What are called hon­ors and dig­ni­ties, and even dig­ni­ty and hon­or, are gen­er­al­ly of pinch­beck. Kings make play­things of hu­man pride. Caligu­la made a horse a con­sul; Charles II made a knight of a sir­loin. Wrap your­self up now, then, be­tween Con­sul In­ci­ta­tus and Baronet Roast­beef. As for the in­trin­sic val­ue of peo­ple, it is no longer re­spectable in the least. Lis­ten to the pan­e­gyric which neigh­bor makes of neigh­bor. White on white is fe­ro­cious; if the lily could speak, what a set­ting down it would give the dove! A big­ot­ed wom­an prat­ing of a de­vout wom­an is more ven­omous than the asp and the co­bra. It is a shame that I am ig­no­rant, oth­er­wise I would quote to you a mass of things; but I know noth­ing. For in­stance, I have al­ways been wit­ty; when I was a pupil of Gros, in­stead of daub­ing wretch­ed lit­tle pic­tures, I passed my time in pil­fer­ing ap­ples; rapin39 is the mas­cu­line of rap­ine. So much for my­self; as for the rest of you, you are worth no more than I am. I scoff at your per­fec­tions, ex­cel­len­cies, and qual­i­ties. Ev­ery good qual­i­ty tends to­wards a de­fect; econ­o­my bor­ders on avarice, the gen­er­ous man is next door to the prodi­gal, the brave man rubs el­bows with the brag­gart; he who says very pi­ous says a tri­fle big­ot­ed; there are just as many vices in virtue as there are holes in Dio­genes’ cloak. Whom do you ad­mire, the slain or the slay­er, Cae­sar or Bru­tus? Gen­er­al­ly men are in fa­vor of the slay­er. Long live Bru­tus, he has slain! There lies the virtue. Virtue, grant­ed, but mad­ness al­so. There are queer spots on those great men. The Bru­tus who killed Cae­sar was in love with the stat­ue of a lit­tle boy. This stat­ue was from the hand of the Greek sculp­tor Strongylion, who al­so carved that fig­ure of an Ama­zon known as the Beau­ti­ful Leg, Eu­c­nemos, which Nero car­ried with him in his trav­els. This Strongylion left but two stat­ues which placed Nero and Bru­tus in ac­cord. Bru­tus was in love with the one, Nero with the oth­er. All his­to­ry is noth­ing but weari­some rep­e­ti­tion. One cen­tu­ry is the pla­gia­rist of the oth­er. The bat­tle of Maren­go copies the bat­tle of Pyd­na; the Tol­bi­ac of Clo­vis and the Auster­litz of Napoleon are as like each oth­er as two drops of wa­ter. I don’t at­tach much im­por­tance to vic­to­ry. Noth­ing is so stupid as to con­quer; true glo­ry lies in con­vinc­ing. But try to prove some­thing! If you are con­tent with suc­cess, what medi­ocrity, and with con­quer­ing, what wretched­ness! Alas, van­i­ty and cow­ardice ev­ery­where. Ev­ery­thing obeys suc­cess, even gram­mar. Si vo­let usus, says Ho­race. There­fore I dis­dain the hu­man race. Shall we de­scend to the par­ty at all? Do you wish me to be­gin ad­mir­ing the peo­ples? What peo­ple, if you please? Shall it be Greece? The Athe­ni­ans, those Parisians of days gone by, slew Pho­cion, as we might say Col­igny, and fawned up­on tyrants to such an ex­tent that Ana­cepho­rus said of Pi­si­s­tra­tus: “His urine at­tracts the bees.” The most prom­i­nent man in Greece for fifty years was that gram­mar­i­an Phile­tas, who was so small and so thin that he was obliged to load his shoes with lead in or­der not to be blown away by the wind. There stood on the great square in Corinth a stat­ue carved by Silan­ion and cat­a­logued by Pliny; this stat­ue rep­re­sent­ed Episthates. What did Episthates do? He in­vent­ed a trip. That sums up Greece and glo­ry. Let us pass on to oth­ers. Shall I ad­mire Eng­land? Shall I ad­mire France? France? Why? Be­cause of Paris? I have just told you my opin­ion of Athens. Eng­land? Why? Be­cause of Lon­don? I hate Carthage. And then, Lon­don, the me­trop­o­lis of lux­u­ry, is the head­quar­ters of wretched­ness. There are a hun­dred deaths a year of hunger in the parish of Char­ing-Cross alone. Such is Al­bion. I add, as the cli­max, that I have seen an En­glish­wom­an danc­ing in a wreath of ros­es and blue spec­ta­cles. A fig then for Eng­land! If I do not ad­mire John Bull, shall I ad­mire Broth­er Jonathan? I have but lit­tle taste for that slave-hold­ing broth­er. Take away ‘Time is mon­ey,’ what re­mains of Eng­land? Take away ‘Cot­ton is king,’ what re­mains of Amer­i­ca? Ger­many is the lymph, Italy is the bile. Shall we go in­to ec­stasies over Rus­sia? Voltaire ad­mired it. He al­so ad­mired Chi­na. I ad­mit that Rus­sia has its beau­ties, among oth­ers, a stout despo­tism; but I pity the despots. Their health is del­i­cate. A de­cap­i­tat­ed Alex­is, a poignard­ed Pe­ter, a stran­gled Paul, an­oth­er Paul crushed flat with kicks, divers Ivans stran­gled, with their throats cut, nu­mer­ous Nicholases and Basils poi­soned, all this in­di­cates that the palace of the Em­per­ors of Rus­sia is in a con­di­tion of fla­grant in­salubri­ty. All civ­i­lized peo­ples of­fer this de­tail to the ad­mi­ra­tion of the thinker; war; now, war, civ­i­lized war, ex­hausts and sums up all the forms of ruf­fi­an­ism, from the brig­andage of the Tra­buceros in the gorges of Mont Jaxa to the ma­raud­ing of the Co­manche In­di­ans in the Doubt­ful Pass. ‘Bah!’ you will say to me, ‘but Eu­rope is cer­tain­ly bet­ter than Asia?’ I ad­mit that Asia is a farce; but I do not pre­cise­ly see what you find to laugh at in the Grand Lama, you peo­ples of the west, who have min­gled with your fash­ions and your el­e­gances all the com­pli­cat­ed filth of majesty, from the dirty chemise of Queen Is­abel­la to the cham­ber-chair of the Dauphin. Gen­tle­men of the hu­man race, I tell you, not a bit of it! It is at Brus­sels that the most beer is con­sumed, at Stock­holm the most brandy, at Madrid the most choco­late, at Am­s­ter­dam the most gin, at Lon­don the most wine, at Con­stantino­ple the most cof­fee, at Paris the most ab­sinthe; there are all the use­ful no­tions. Paris car­ries the day, in short. In Paris, even the rag­pick­ers are sybarites; Dio­genes would have loved to be a rag­pick­er of the Place Maubert bet­ter than to be a philoso­pher at the Pi­raeus. Learn this in ad­di­tion; the wineshops of the rag­pick­ers are called ‘bib­ines;’ the most cel­e­brat­ed are the Saucepan and The Slaugh­ter­house. Hence, tea-gar­dens, goguettes, caboulots, bouibuis, mas­tro­quets, bas­tringues, manezingues, bib­ines of the rag­pick­ers, car­a­vanseries of the caliphs, I cer­ti­fy to you, I am a volup­tuary, I eat at Richard’s at forty sous a head, I must have Per­sian car­pets to roll naked Cleopa­tra in! Where is Cleopa­tra? Ah! So it is you, Loui­son. Good day.”

			Thus did Grantaire, more than in­tox­i­cat­ed, launch in­to speech, catch­ing at the dish­wash­er in her pas­sage, from his cor­ner in the back room of the Café Mu­sain.

			Bossuet, ex­tend­ing his hand to­wards him, tried to im­pose si­lence on him, and Grantaire be­gan again worse than ev­er:—

			“Aigle de Meaux, down with your paws. You pro­duce on me no ef­fect with your ges­ture of Hip­pocrates re­fus­ing Ar­tax­erx­es’ bric-a-brac. I ex­cuse you from the task of sooth­ing me. More­over, I am sad. What do you wish me to say to you? Man is evil, man is de­formed; the but­ter­fly is a suc­cess, man is a fail­ure. God made a mis­take with that an­i­mal. A crowd of­fers a choice of ug­li­ness. The first com­er is a wretch, Femme—wom­an—rhymes with in­fâme—in­fa­mous. Yes, I have the spleen, com­pli­cat­ed with melan­choly, with home­sick­ness, plus hypochon­dria, and I am vexed and I rage, and I yawn, and I am bored, and I am tired to death, and I am stupid! Let God go to the dev­il!”

			“Si­lence then, cap­i­tal R!” re­sumed Bossuet, who was dis­cussing a point of law be­hind the scenes, and who was plunged more than waist high in a phrase of ju­di­cial slang, of which this is the con­clu­sion:—

			“—And as for me, al­though I am hard­ly a legist, and at the most, an am­a­teur at­tor­ney, I main­tain this: that, in ac­cor­dance with the terms of the cus­toms of Nor­mandy, at Saint-Michel, and for each year, an equiv­a­lent must be paid to the prof­it of the lord of the manor, sav­ing the rights of oth­ers, and by all and sev­er­al, the pro­pri­etors as well as those seized with in­her­i­tance, and that, for all em­phy­teuses, leas­es, free­holds, con­tracts of do­main, mort­gages—”

			“Echo, plain­tive nymph,” hummed Grantaire.

			Near Grantaire, an al­most silent ta­ble, a sheet of pa­per, an ink­stand and a pen be­tween two glass­es of brandy, an­nounced that a vaude­ville was be­ing sketched out.

			This great af­fair was be­ing dis­cussed in a low voice, and the two heads at work touched each oth­er: “Let us be­gin by find­ing names. When one has the names, one finds the sub­ject.”

			“That is true. Dic­tate. I will write.”

			“Mon­sieur Do­ri­mon.”

			“An in­de­pen­dent gen­tle­man?”

			“Of course.”

			“His daugh­ter, Céles­tine.”

			“—tine. What next?”

			“Colonel Sain­val.”

			“Sain­val is stale. I should say Valsin.”

			Be­side the vaude­ville as­pi­rants, an­oth­er group, which was al­so tak­ing ad­van­tage of the up­roar to talk low, was dis­cussing a du­el. An old fel­low of thir­ty was coun­selling a young one of eigh­teen, and ex­plain­ing to him what sort of an ad­ver­sary he had to deal with.

			“The deuce! Look out for your­self. He is a fine swords­man. His play is neat. He has the at­tack, no wast­ed feints, wrist, dash, light­ning, a just pa­rade, math­e­mat­i­cal par­ries, bi­gre! and he is left-hand­ed.”

			In the an­gle op­po­site Grantaire, Joly and Ba­horel were play­ing domi­noes, and talk­ing of love.

			“You are in luck, that you are,” Joly was say­ing. “You have a mis­tress who is al­ways laugh­ing.”

			“That is a fault of hers,” re­turned Ba­horel. “One’s mis­tress does wrong to laugh. That en­cour­ages one to de­ceive her. To see her gay re­moves your re­morse; if you see her sad, your con­science pricks you.”

			“In­grate! a wom­an who laughs is such a good thing! And you nev­er quar­rel!”

			“That is be­cause of the treaty which we have made. On form­ing our lit­tle Holy Al­liance we as­signed our­selves each our fron­tier, which we nev­er cross. What is sit­u­at­ed on the side of win­ter be­longs to Vaud, on the side of the wind to Gex. Hence the peace.”

			“Peace is hap­pi­ness di­gest­ing.”

			“And you, Joly, where do you stand in your en­tan­gle­ment with Mam­selle—you know whom I mean?”

			“She sulks at me with cru­el pa­tience.”

			“Yet you are a lover to soft­en the heart with gaunt­ness.”

			“Alas!”

			“In your place, I would let her alone.”

			“That is easy enough to say.”

			“And to do. Is not her name Mu­sichet­ta?”

			“Yes. Ah! my poor Ba­horel, she is a su­perb girl, very lit­er­ary, with tiny feet, lit­tle hands, she dress­es well, and is white and dim­pled, with the eyes of a for­tune-tell­er. I am wild over her.”

			“My dear fel­low, then in or­der to please her, you must be el­e­gant, and pro­duce ef­fects with your knees. Buy a good pair of trousers of dou­ble-milled cloth at Staub’s. That will as­sist.”

			“At what price?” shout­ed Grantaire.

			The third cor­ner was de­liv­ered up to a po­et­i­cal dis­cus­sion. Pa­gan mythol­o­gy was giv­ing bat­tle to Chris­tian mythol­o­gy. The ques­tion was about Olym­pus, whose part was tak­en by Jean Prou­vaire, out of pure ro­man­ti­cism.

			Jean Prou­vaire was timid on­ly in re­pose. Once ex­cit­ed, he burst forth, a sort of mirth ac­cen­tu­at­ed his en­thu­si­asm, and he was at once both laugh­ing and lyric.

			“Let us not in­sult the gods,” said he. “The gods may not have tak­en their de­par­ture. Jupiter does not im­press me as dead. The gods are dreams, you say. Well, even in na­ture, such as it is to­day, af­ter the flight of these dreams, we still find all the grand old pa­gan myths. Such and such a moun­tain with the pro­file of a citadel, like the Vi­gne­male, for ex­am­ple, is still to me the head­dress of Cy­bele; it has not been proved to me that Pan does not come at night to breathe in­to the hol­low trunks of the wil­lows, stop­ping up the holes in turn with his fin­gers, and I have al­ways be­lieved that Io had some­thing to do with the cas­cade of Pis­se­vache.”

			In the last cor­ner, they were talk­ing pol­i­tics. The Char­ter which had been grant­ed was get­ting rough­ly han­dled. Combe­ferre was up­hold­ing it weak­ly. Cour­feyrac was en­er­get­i­cal­ly mak­ing a breach in it. On the ta­ble lay an un­for­tu­nate copy of the fa­mous Tou­quet Char­ter. Cour­feyrac had seized it, and was bran­dish­ing it, min­gling with his ar­gu­ments the rat­tling of this sheet of pa­per.

			“In the first place, I won’t have any kings; if it were on­ly from an eco­nom­i­cal point of view, I don’t want any; a king is a par­a­site. One does not have kings gratis. Lis­ten to this: the dear­ness of kings. At the death of François I, the na­tion­al debt of France amount­ed to an in­come of thir­ty thou­sand livres; at the death of Louis XIV it was two mil­liards, six hun­dred mil­lions, at twen­ty-eight livres the mark, which was equiv­a­lent in 1760, ac­cord­ing to Des­marets, to four mil­liards, five hun­dred mil­lions, which would to­day be equiv­a­lent to twelve mil­liards. In the sec­ond place, and no of­fence to Combe­ferre, a char­ter grant­ed is but a poor ex­pe­di­ent of civ­i­liza­tion. To save the tran­si­tion, to soft­en the pas­sage, to dead­en the shock, to cause the na­tion to pass in­sen­si­bly from the monar­chy to democ­ra­cy by the prac­tice of con­sti­tu­tion­al fic­tions—what de­testable rea­sons all those are! No! no! let us nev­er en­light­en the peo­ple with false day­light. Prin­ci­ples dwin­dle and pale in your con­sti­tu­tion­al cel­lar. No il­le­git­i­ma­cy, no com­pro­mise, no grant from the king to the peo­ple. In all such grants there is an Ar­ti­cle 14. By the side of the hand which gives there is the claw which snatch­es back. I refuse your char­ter point-blank. A char­ter is a mask; the lie lurks be­neath it. A peo­ple which ac­cepts a char­ter ab­di­cates. The law is on­ly the law when en­tire. No! no char­ter!”

			It was win­ter; a cou­ple of fagots were crack­ling in the fire­place. This was tempt­ing, and Cour­feyrac could not re­sist. He crum­pled the poor Tou­quet Char­ter in his fist, and flung it in the fire. The pa­per flashed up. Combe­ferre watched the mas­ter­piece of Louis XVI­II burn philo­soph­i­cal­ly, and con­tent­ed him­self with say­ing:—

			“The char­ter meta­mor­phosed in­to flame.”

			And sar­casms, sal­lies, jests, that French thing which is called en­train, and that Eng­lish thing which is called hu­mor, good and bad taste, good and bad rea­sons, all the wild py­rotech­nics of di­a­logue, mount­ing to­geth­er and cross­ing from all points of the room, pro­duced a sort of mer­ry bom­bard­ment over their heads.

		
	
		
			
				V

				En­large­ment of Hori­zon

			
			The shocks of youth­ful minds among them­selves have this ad­mirable prop­er­ty, that one can nev­er fore­see the spark, nor di­vine the light­ning flash. What will dart out present­ly? No one knows. The burst of laugh­ter starts from a ten­der feel­ing.

			At the mo­ment of jest, the se­ri­ous makes its en­try. Im­puls­es de­pend on the first chance word. The spir­it of each is sov­er­eign, jest suf­fices to open the field to the un­ex­pect­ed. These are con­ver­sa­tions with abrupt turns, in which the per­spec­tive changes sud­den­ly. Chance is the stage-man­ag­er of such con­ver­sa­tions.

			A se­vere thought, start­ing odd­ly from a clash of words, sud­den­ly tra­versed the con­flict of quips in which Grantaire, Ba­horel, Prou­vaire, Bossuet, Combe­ferre, and Cour­feyrac were con­fus­ed­ly fenc­ing.

			How does a phrase crop up in a di­a­logue? Whence comes it that it sud­den­ly im­press­es it­self on the at­ten­tion of those who hear it? We have just said, that no one knows any­thing about it. In the midst of the up­roar, Bossuet all at once ter­mi­nat­ed some apos­tro­phe to Combe­ferre, with this date:—

			“June 18th, 1815, Wa­ter­loo.”

			At this name of Wa­ter­loo, Mar­ius, who was lean­ing his el­bows on a ta­ble, be­side a glass of wa­ter, re­moved his wrist from be­neath his chin, and be­gan to gaze fixed­ly at the au­di­ence.

			“Par­dieu!” ex­claimed Cour­feyrac (“Par­bleu” was fall­ing in­to dis­use at this pe­ri­od), “that num­ber 18 is strange and strikes me. It is Bona­parte’s fa­tal num­ber. Place Louis in front and Bru­maire be­hind, you have the whole des­tiny of the man, with this sig­nif­i­cant pe­cu­liar­i­ty, that the end treads close on the heels of the com­mence­ment.”

			En­jol­ras, who had re­mained mute up to that point, broke the si­lence and ad­dressed this re­mark to Combe­ferre:—

			“You mean to say, the crime and the ex­pi­a­tion.”

			This word “crime” over­passed the mea­sure of what Mar­ius, who was al­ready great­ly ag­i­tat­ed by the abrupt evo­ca­tion of Wa­ter­loo, could ac­cept.

			He rose, walked slow­ly to the map of France spread out on the wall, and at whose base an is­land was vis­i­ble in a sep­a­rate com­part­ment, laid his fin­ger on this com­part­ment and said:—

			“Cor­si­ca, a lit­tle is­land which has ren­dered France very great.”

			This was like a breath of icy air. All ceased talk­ing. They felt that some­thing was on the point of oc­cur­ring.

			Ba­horel, re­ply­ing to Bossuet, was just as­sum­ing an at­ti­tude of the tor­so to which he was ad­dict­ed. He gave it up to lis­ten.

			En­jol­ras, whose blue eye was not fixed on any­one, and who seemed to be gaz­ing at space, replied, with­out glanc­ing at Mar­ius:—

			“France needs no Cor­si­ca to be great. France is great be­cause she is France. Quia nom­i­na leo.”

			Mar­ius felt no de­sire to re­treat; he turned to­wards En­jol­ras, and his voice burst forth with a vi­bra­tion which came from a quiver of his very be­ing:—

			“God for­bid that I should di­min­ish France! But amal­ga­mat­ing Napoleon with her is not di­min­ish­ing her. Come! let us ar­gue the ques­tion. I am a new­com­er among you, but I will con­fess that you amaze me. Where do we stand? Who are we? Who are you? Who am I? Let us come to an ex­pla­na­tion about the Em­per­or. I hear you say Buon­a­parte, ac­cent­ing the u like the Roy­al­ists. I warn you that my grand­fa­ther does bet­ter still; he says Buon­a­parté’. I thought you were young men. Where, then, is your en­thu­si­asm? And what are you do­ing with it? Whom do you ad­mire, if you do not ad­mire the Em­per­or? And what more do you want? If you will have none of that great man, what great men would you like? He had ev­ery­thing. He was com­plete. He had in his brain the sum of hu­man fac­ul­ties. He made codes like Jus­tini­an, he dic­tat­ed like Cae­sar, his con­ver­sa­tion was min­gled with the light­ning-flash of Pas­cal, with the thun­der­clap of Tac­i­tus, he made his­to­ry and he wrote it, his bul­letins are Il­i­ads, he com­bined the ci­pher of New­ton with the metaphor of Muham­mad, he left be­hind him in the East words as great as the pyra­mids, at Tilsit he taught Em­per­ors majesty, at the Acad­e­my of Sci­ences he replied to Laplace, in the Coun­cil of State he held his own against Mer­lin, he gave a soul to the ge­om­e­try of the first, and to the chi­canery of the last, he was a legist with the at­tor­neys and side­re­al with the as­tronomers; like Cromwell blow­ing out one of two can­dles, he went to the Tem­ple to bar­gain for a cur­tain tas­sel; he saw ev­ery­thing; he knew ev­ery­thing; which did not pre­vent him from laugh­ing good-na­tured­ly be­side the cra­dle of his lit­tle child; and all at once, fright­ened Eu­rope lent an ear, armies put them­selves in mo­tion, parks of ar­tillery rum­bled, pon­toons stretched over the rivers, clouds of cav­al­ry gal­loped in the storm, cries, trum­pets, a trem­bling of thrones in ev­ery di­rec­tion, the fron­tiers of king­doms os­cil­lat­ed on the map, the sound of a su­per­hu­man sword was heard, as it was drawn from its sheath; they be­held him, him, rise erect on the hori­zon with a blaz­ing brand in his hand, and a glow in his eyes, un­fold­ing amid the thun­der, his two wings, the grand army and the old guard, and he was the archangel of war!”

			All held their peace, and En­jol­ras bowed his head. Si­lence al­ways pro­duces some­what the ef­fect of ac­qui­es­cence, of the en­e­my be­ing driv­en to the wall. Mar­ius con­tin­ued with in­creased en­thu­si­asm, and al­most with­out paus­ing for breath:—

			“Let us be just, my friends! What a splen­did des­tiny for a na­tion to be the Em­pire of such an Em­per­or, when that na­tion is France and when it adds its own ge­nius to the ge­nius of that man! To ap­pear and to reign, to march and to tri­umph, to have for halt­ing-places all cap­i­tals, to take his grenadiers and to make kings of them, to de­cree the falls of dy­nas­ties, and to trans­fig­ure Eu­rope at the pace of a charge; to make you feel that when you threat­en you lay your hand on the hilt of the sword of God; to fol­low in a sin­gle man, Han­ni­bal, Cae­sar, Charle­magne; to be the peo­ple of some­one who min­gles with your dawns the star­tling an­nounce­ment of a bat­tle won, to have the can­non of the In­valides to rouse you in the morn­ing, to hurl in­to abysses of light prodi­gious words which flame for­ev­er, Maren­go, Ar­co­la, Auster­litz, Jé­na, Wa­gram! To cause con­stel­la­tions of vic­to­ries to flash forth at each in­stant from the zenith of the cen­turies, to make the French Em­pire a pen­dant to the Ro­man Em­pire, to be the great na­tion and to give birth to the grand army, to make its le­gions fly forth over all the earth, as a moun­tain sends out its ea­gles on all sides to con­quer, to dom­i­nate, to strike with light­ning, to be in Eu­rope a sort of na­tion gild­ed through glo­ry, to sound athwart the cen­turies a trum­pet-blast of Ti­tans, to con­quer the world twice, by con­quest and by daz­zling, that is sub­lime; and what greater thing is there?”

			“To be free,” said Combe­ferre.

			Mar­ius low­ered his head in his turn; that cold and sim­ple word had tra­versed his epic ef­fu­sion like a blade of steel, and he felt it van­ish­ing with­in him. When he raised his eyes, Combe­ferre was no longer there. Prob­a­bly sat­is­fied with his re­ply to the apoth­e­o­sis, he had just tak­en his de­par­ture, and all, with the ex­cep­tion of En­jol­ras, had fol­lowed him. The room had been emp­tied. En­jol­ras, left alone with Mar­ius, was gaz­ing grave­ly at him. Mar­ius, how­ev­er, hav­ing ral­lied his ideas to some ex­tent, did not con­sid­er him­self beat­en; there lin­gered in him a trace of in­ward fer­men­ta­tion which was on the point, no doubt, of trans­lat­ing it­self in­to syl­lo­gisms ar­rayed against En­jol­ras, when all of a sud­den, they heard some­one singing on the stairs as he went. It was Combe­ferre, and this is what he was singing:—

			
				
					“Si César m’avait don­né
					

					La gloire et la guerre,
					

					Et qu’il me fal­lait quit­ter
					

					L’amour de ma mère,
					

					Je di­rais au grand César:
					

					Reprends ton scep­tre et ton char,
					

					J’aime mieux ma mère, ô gué!
					

					J’aime mieux ma mère!”40
				

			

			The wild and ten­der ac­cents with which Combe­ferre sang com­mu­ni­cat­ed to this cou­plet a sort of strange grandeur. Mar­ius, thought­ful­ly, and with his eyes diked on the ceil­ing, re­peat­ed al­most me­chan­i­cal­ly: “My moth­er?—”

			At that mo­ment, he felt En­jol­ras’ hand on his shoul­der.

			“Cit­i­zen,” said En­jol­ras to him, “my moth­er is the Re­pub­lic.”

		
	
		
			
				VI

				Res An­gus­ta

			
			That evening left Mar­ius pro­found­ly shak­en, and with a melan­choly shad­ow in his soul. He felt what the earth may pos­si­bly feel, at the mo­ment when it is torn open with the iron, in or­der that grain may be de­posit­ed with­in it; it feels on­ly the wound; the quiver of the germ and the joy of the fruit on­ly ar­rive lat­er.

			Mar­ius was gloomy. He had but just ac­quired a faith; must he then re­ject it al­ready? He af­firmed to him­self that he would not. He de­clared to him­self that he would not doubt, and he be­gan to doubt in spite of him­self. To stand be­tween two re­li­gions, from one of which you have not as yet emerged, and an­oth­er in­to which you have not yet en­tered, is in­tol­er­a­ble; and twi­light is pleas­ing on­ly to bat-like souls. Mar­ius was clear-eyed, and he re­quired the true light. The half-lights of doubt pained him. What­ev­er may have been his de­sire to re­main where he was, he could not halt there, he was ir­re­sistibly con­strained to con­tin­ue, to ad­vance, to ex­am­ine, to think, to march fur­ther. Whith­er would this lead him? He feared, af­ter hav­ing tak­en so many steps which had brought him near­er to his fa­ther, to now take a step which should es­trange him from that fa­ther. His dis­com­fort was aug­ment­ed by all the re­flec­tions which oc­curred to him. An es­carp­ment rose around him. He was in ac­cord nei­ther with his grand­fa­ther nor with his friends; dar­ing in the eyes of the one, he was be­hind the times in the eyes of the oth­ers, and he rec­og­nized the fact that he was dou­bly iso­lat­ed, on the side of age and on the side of youth. He ceased to go to the Café Mu­sain.

			In the trou­bled state of his con­science, he no longer thought of cer­tain se­ri­ous sides of ex­is­tence. The re­al­i­ties of life do not al­low them­selves to be for­got­ten. They soon el­bowed him abrupt­ly.

			One morn­ing, the pro­pri­etor of the ho­tel en­tered Mar­ius’ room and said to him:—

			“Mon­sieur Cour­feyrac an­swered for you.”

			“Yes.”

			“But I must have my mon­ey.”

			“Re­quest Cour­feyrac to come and talk with me,” said Mar­ius.

			Cour­feyrac hav­ing made his ap­pear­ance, the host left them. Mar­ius then told him what it had not be­fore oc­curred to him to re­late, that he was the same as alone in the world, and had no rel­a­tives.

			“What is to be­come of you?” said Cour­feyrac.

			“I do not know in the least,” replied Mar­ius.

			“What are you go­ing to do?”

			“I do not know.”

			“Have you any mon­ey?”

			“Fif­teen francs.”

			“Do you want me to lend you some?”

			“Nev­er.”

			“Have you clothes?”

			“Here is what I have.”

			“Have you trin­kets?”

			“A watch.”

			“Sil­ver?”

			“Gold; here it is.”

			“I know a clothes-deal­er who will take your frock-coat and a pair of trousers.”

			“That is good.”

			“You will then have on­ly a pair of trousers, a waist­coat, a hat and a coat.”

			“And my boots.”

			“What! you will not go bare­foot? What op­u­lence!”

			“That will be enough.”

			“I know a watch­mak­er who will buy your watch.”

			“That is good.”

			“No; it is not good. What will you do af­ter that?”

			“What­ev­er is nec­es­sary. Any­thing hon­est, that is to say.”

			“Do you know Eng­lish?”

			“No.”

			“Do you know Ger­man?”

			“No.”

			“So much the worse.”

			“Why?”

			“Be­cause one of my friends, a pub­lish­er, is get­ting up a sort of an en­cy­clopae­dia, for which you might have trans­lat­ed Eng­lish or Ger­man ar­ti­cles. It is bad­ly paid work, but one can live by it.”

			“I will learn Eng­lish and Ger­man.”

			“And in the mean­while?”

			“In the mean­while I will live on my clothes and my watch.”

			The clothes-deal­er was sent for. He paid twen­ty francs for the cast-off gar­ments. They went to the watch­mak­er’s. He bought the watch for forty-five francs.

			“That is not bad,” said Mar­ius to Cour­feyrac, on their re­turn to the ho­tel, “with my fif­teen francs, that makes eighty.”

			“And the ho­tel bill?” ob­served Cour­feyrac.

			“Hel­lo, I had for­got­ten that,” said Mar­ius.

			The land­lord pre­sent­ed his bill, which had to be paid on the spot. It amount­ed to sev­en­ty francs.

			“I have ten francs left,” said Mar­ius.

			“The deuce,” ex­claimed Cour­feyrac, “you will eat up five francs while you are learn­ing Eng­lish, and five while learn­ing Ger­man. That will be swal­low­ing a tongue very fast, or a hun­dred sous very slow­ly.”

			In the mean­time Aunt Gillenor­mand, a rather good-heart­ed per­son at bot­tom in dif­fi­cul­ties, had fi­nal­ly hunt­ed up Mar­ius’ abode.

			One morn­ing, on his re­turn from the law-school, Mar­ius found a let­ter from his aunt, and the six­ty pis­toles, that is to say, six hun­dred francs in gold, in a sealed box.

			Mar­ius sent back the thir­ty louis to his aunt, with a re­spect­ful let­ter, in which he stat­ed that he had suf­fi­cient means of sub­sis­tence and that he should be able thence­forth to sup­ply all his needs. At that mo­ment, he had three francs left.

			His aunt did not in­form his grand­fa­ther of this re­fusal for fear of ex­as­per­at­ing him. Be­sides, had he not said: “Let me nev­er hear the name of that blood-drinker again!”

			Mar­ius left the ho­tel de la Porte Saint-Jacques, as he did not wish to run in debt there.
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				The Ex­cel­lence of Mis­for­tune

			
		
	
		
			
				I

				Mar­ius In­di­gent

			
			Life be­came hard for Mar­ius. It was noth­ing to eat his clothes and his watch. He ate of that ter­ri­ble, in­ex­press­ible thing that is called de la vache en­ragé; that is to say, he en­dured great hard­ships and pri­va­tions. A ter­ri­ble thing it is, con­tain­ing days with­out bread, nights with­out sleep, evenings with­out a can­dle, a hearth with­out a fire, weeks with­out work, a fu­ture with­out hope, a coat out at the el­bows, an old hat which evokes the laugh­ter of young girls, a door which one finds locked on one at night be­cause one’s rent is not paid, the in­so­lence of the porter and the cook-shop man, the sneers of neigh­bors, hu­mil­i­a­tions, dig­ni­ty tram­pled on, work of what­ev­er na­ture ac­cept­ed, dis­gusts, bit­ter­ness, de­spon­den­cy. Mar­ius learned how all this is eat­en, and how such are of­ten the on­ly things which one has to de­vour. At that mo­ment of his ex­is­tence when a man needs his pride, be­cause he needs love, he felt that he was jeered at be­cause he was bad­ly dressed, and ridicu­lous be­cause he was poor. At the age when youth swells the heart with im­pe­ri­al pride, he dropped his eyes more than once on his di­lap­i­dat­ed boots, and he knew the un­just shame and the poignant blush­es of wretched­ness. Ad­mirable and ter­ri­ble tri­al from which the fee­ble emerge base, from which the strong emerge sub­lime. A cru­cible in­to which des­tiny casts a man, when­ev­er it de­sires a scoundrel or a demigod.

			For many great deeds are per­formed in pet­ty com­bats. There are in­stances of brav­ery ig­nored and ob­sti­nate, which de­fend them­selves step by step in that fa­tal on­slaught of ne­ces­si­ties and turpi­tudes. No­ble and mys­te­ri­ous tri­umphs which no eye be­holds, which are re­quit­ed with no renown, which are salut­ed with no trum­pet blast. Life, mis­for­tune, iso­la­tion, aban­don­ment, pover­ty, are the fields of bat­tle which have their he­roes; ob­scure he­roes, who are, some­times, grander than the he­roes who win renown.

			Firm and rare na­tures are thus cre­at­ed; mis­ery, al­most al­ways a step­moth­er, is some­times a moth­er; des­ti­tu­tion gives birth to might of soul and spir­it; dis­tress is the nurse of pride; un­hap­pi­ness is a good milk for the mag­nan­i­mous.

			There came a mo­ment in Mar­ius’ life, when he swept his own land­ing, when he bought his sou’s worth of Brie cheese at the fruiter­er’s, when he wait­ed un­til twi­light had fall­en to slip in­to the bak­er’s and pur­chase a loaf, which he car­ried off furtive­ly to his at­tic as though he had stolen it. Some­times there could be seen glid­ing in­to the butch­er’s shop on the cor­ner, in the midst of the ban­ter­ing cooks who el­bowed him, an awk­ward young man, car­ry­ing big books un­der his arm, who had a timid yet an­gry air, who, on en­ter­ing, re­moved his hat from a brow where­on stood drops of per­spi­ra­tion, made a pro­found bow to the butch­er’s as­ton­ished wife, asked for a mut­ton cut­let, paid six or sev­en sous for it, wrapped it up in a pa­per, put it un­der his arm, be­tween two books, and went away. It was Mar­ius. On this cut­let, which he cooked for him­self, he lived for three days.

			On the first day he ate the meat, on the sec­ond he ate the fat, on the third he gnawed the bone. Aunt Gillenor­mand made re­peat­ed at­tempts, and sent him the six­ty pis­toles sev­er­al times. Mar­ius re­turned them on ev­ery oc­ca­sion, say­ing that he need­ed noth­ing.

			He was still in mourn­ing for his fa­ther when the rev­o­lu­tion which we have just de­scribed was ef­fect­ed with­in him. From that time forth, he had not put off his black gar­ments. But his gar­ments were quit­ting him. The day came when he had no longer a coat. The trousers would go next. What was to be done? Cour­feyrac, to whom he had, on his side, done some good turns, gave him an old coat. For thir­ty sous, Mar­ius got it turned by some porter or oth­er, and it was a new coat. But this coat was green. Then Mar­ius ceased to go out un­til af­ter night­fall. This made his coat black. As he wished al­ways to ap­pear in mourn­ing, he clothed him­self with the night.

			In spite of all this, he got ad­mit­ted to prac­tice as a lawyer. He was sup­posed to live in Cour­feyrac’s room, which was de­cent, and where a cer­tain num­ber of law-books backed up and com­plet­ed by sev­er­al di­lap­i­dat­ed vol­umes of ro­mance, passed as the li­brary re­quired by the reg­u­la­tions. He had his let­ters ad­dressed to Cour­feyrac’s quar­ters.

			When Mar­ius be­came a lawyer, he in­formed his grand­fa­ther of the fact in a let­ter which was cold but full of sub­mis­sion and re­spect. M. Gillenor­mand trem­bled as he took the let­ter, read it, tore it in four pieces, and threw it in­to the waste­bas­ket. Two or three days lat­er, Made­moi­selle Gillenor­mand heard her fa­ther, who was alone in his room, talk­ing aloud to him­self. He al­ways did this when­ev­er he was great­ly ag­i­tat­ed. She lis­tened, and the old man was say­ing: “If you were not a fool, you would know that one can­not be a baron and a lawyer at the same time.”

		
	
		
			
				II

				Mar­ius Poor

			
			It is the same with wretched­ness as with ev­ery­thing else. It ends by be­com­ing bear­able. It fi­nal­ly as­sumes a form, and ad­justs it­self. One veg­e­tates, that is to say, one de­vel­ops in a cer­tain mea­gre fash­ion, which is, how­ev­er, suf­fi­cient for life. This is the mode in which the ex­is­tence of Mar­ius Pont­mer­cy was ar­ranged:

			He had passed the worst straits; the nar­row pass was open­ing out a lit­tle in front of him. By dint of toil, per­se­ver­ance, courage, and will, he had man­aged to draw from his work about sev­en hun­dred francs a year. He had learned Ger­man and Eng­lish; thanks to Cour­feyrac, who had put him in com­mu­ni­ca­tion with his friend the pub­lish­er, Mar­ius filled the mod­est post of util­i­ty man in the lit­er­a­ture of the pub­lish­ing house. He drew up prospec­tus­es, trans­lat­ed news­pa­pers, an­no­tat­ed edi­tions, com­piled bi­ogra­phies, etc.; net prod­uct, year in and year out, sev­en hun­dred francs. He lived on it. How? Not so bad­ly. We will ex­plain.

			Mar­ius oc­cu­pied in the Gor­beau house, for an an­nu­al sum of thir­ty francs, a den mi­nus a fire­place, called a cab­i­net, which con­tained on­ly the most in­dis­pens­able ar­ti­cles of fur­ni­ture. This fur­ni­ture be­longed to him. He gave three francs a month to the old “prin­ci­pal ten­ant” to come and sweep his hole, and to bring him a lit­tle hot wa­ter ev­ery morn­ing, a fresh egg, and a pen­ny roll. He break­fast­ed on this egg and roll. His break­fast var­ied in cost from two to four sous, ac­cord­ing as eggs were dear or cheap. At six o’clock in the evening he de­scend­ed the Rue Saint-Jacques to dine at Rousseau’s, op­po­site Bas­set’s, the stamp-deal­er’s, on the cor­ner of the Rue des Math­urins. He ate no soup. He took a six-sou plate of meat, a half-por­tion of veg­eta­bles for three sous, and a three-sou dessert. For three sous he got as much bread as he wished. As for wine, he drank wa­ter. When he paid at the desk where Madam Rousseau, at that pe­ri­od still plump and rosy ma­jes­ti­cal­ly presid­ed, he gave a sou to the wait­er, and Madam Rousseau gave him a smile. Then he went away. For six­teen sous he had a smile and a din­ner.

			This Restau­rant Rousseau, where so few bot­tles and so many wa­ter carafes were emp­tied, was a calm­ing po­tion rather than a restau­rant. It no longer ex­ists. The pro­pri­etor had a fine nick­name: he was called “Rousseau the Aquat­ic.”

			Thus, break­fast four sous, din­ner six­teen sous; his food cost him twen­ty sous a day; which made three hun­dred and six­ty-five francs a year. Add the thir­ty francs for rent, and the thir­ty-six francs to the old wom­an, plus a few tri­fling ex­pens­es; for four hun­dred and fifty francs, Mar­ius was fed, lodged, and wait­ed on. His cloth­ing cost him a hun­dred francs, his linen fifty francs, his wash­ing fifty francs; the whole did not ex­ceed six hun­dred and fifty francs. He was rich. He some­times lent ten francs to a friend. Cour­feyrac had once been able to bor­row six­ty francs of him. As far as fire was con­cerned, as Mar­ius had no fire­place, he had “sim­pli­fied mat­ters.”

			Mar­ius al­ways had two com­plete suits of clothes, the one old, “for ev­ery day;” the oth­er, brand new for spe­cial oc­ca­sions. Both were black. He had but three shirts, one on his per­son, the sec­ond in the com­mode, and the third in the wash­er­wom­an’s hands. He re­newed them as they wore out. They were al­ways ragged, which caused him to but­ton his coat to the chin.

			It had re­quired years for Mar­ius to at­tain to this flour­ish­ing con­di­tion. Hard years; dif­fi­cult, some of them, to tra­verse, oth­ers to climb. Mar­ius had not failed for a sin­gle day. He had en­dured ev­ery­thing in the way of des­ti­tu­tion; he had done ev­ery­thing ex­cept con­tract debts. He did him­self the jus­tice to say that he had nev­er owed any­one a sou. A debt was, to him, the be­gin­ning of slav­ery. He even said to him­self, that a cred­i­tor is worse than a mas­ter; for the mas­ter pos­sess­es on­ly your per­son, a cred­i­tor pos­sess­es your dig­ni­ty and can ad­min­is­ter to it a box on the ear. Rather than bor­row, he went with­out food. He had passed many a day fast­ing. Feel­ing that all ex­tremes meet, and that, if one is not on one’s guard, low­ered for­tunes may lead to base­ness of soul, he kept a jeal­ous watch on his pride. Such and such a for­mal­i­ty or ac­tion, which, in any oth­er sit­u­a­tion would have ap­peared mere­ly a def­er­ence to him, now seemed in­si­pid­i­ty, and he nerved him­self against it. His face wore a sort of se­vere flush. He was timid even to rude­ness.

			Dur­ing all these tri­als he had felt him­self en­cour­aged and even up­lift­ed, at times, by a se­cret force that he pos­sessed with­in him­self. The soul aids the body, and at cer­tain mo­ments, rais­es it. It is the on­ly bird which bears up its own cage.

			Be­sides his fa­ther’s name, an­oth­er name was graven in Mar­ius’ heart, the name of Thé­nardier. Mar­ius, with his grave and en­thu­si­as­tic na­ture, sur­round­ed with a sort of au­re­ole the man to whom, in his thoughts, he owed his fa­ther’s life—that in­trepid sergeant who had saved the colonel amid the bul­lets and the can­non­balls of Wa­ter­loo. He nev­er sep­a­rat­ed the mem­o­ry of this man from the mem­o­ry of his fa­ther, and he as­so­ci­at­ed them in his ven­er­a­tion. It was a sort of wor­ship in two steps, with the grand al­tar for the colonel and the less­er one for Thé­nardier. What re­dou­bled the ten­der­ness of his grat­i­tude to­wards Thé­nardier, was the idea of the dis­tress in­to which he knew that Thé­nardier had fall­en, and which had en­gulfed the lat­ter. Mar­ius had learned at Mont­fer­meil of the ru­in and bank­rupt­cy of the un­for­tu­nate innkeep­er. Since that time, he had made un­heard-of ef­forts to find traces of him and to reach him in that dark abyss of mis­ery in which Thé­nardier had dis­ap­peared. Mar­ius had beat­en the whole coun­try; he had gone to Chelles, to Bondy, to Gour­ney, to No­gent, to Lagny. He had per­sist­ed for three years, ex­pend­ing in these ex­plo­rations the lit­tle mon­ey which he had laid by. No one had been able to give him any news of Thé­nardier: he was sup­posed to have gone abroad. His cred­i­tors had al­so sought him, with less love than Mar­ius, but with as much as­siduity, and had not been able to lay their hands on him. Mar­ius blamed him­self, and was al­most an­gry with him­self for his lack of suc­cess in his re­search­es. It was the on­ly debt left him by the colonel, and Mar­ius made it a mat­ter of hon­or to pay it. “What,” he thought, “when my fa­ther lay dy­ing on the field of bat­tle, did Thé­nardier con­trive to find him amid the smoke and the grapeshot, and bear him off on his shoul­ders, and yet he owed him noth­ing, and I, who owe so much to Thé­nardier, can­not join him in this shad­ow where he is ly­ing in the pangs of death, and in my turn bring him back from death to life! Oh! I will find him!” To find Thé­nardier, in fact, Mar­ius would have giv­en one of his arms, to res­cue him from his mis­ery, he would have sac­ri­ficed all his blood. To see Thé­nardier, to ren­der Thé­nardier some ser­vice, to say to him: “You do not know me; well, I do know you! Here I am. Dis­pose of me!” This was Mar­ius’ sweet­est and most mag­nif­i­cent dream.

		
	
		
			
				III

				Mar­ius Grown Up

			
			At this epoch, Mar­ius was twen­ty years of age. It was three years since he had left his grand­fa­ther. Both par­ties had re­mained on the same terms, with­out at­tempt­ing to ap­proach each oth­er, and with­out seek­ing to see each oth­er. Be­sides, what was the use of see­ing each oth­er? Mar­ius was the brass vase, while Fa­ther Gillenor­mand was the iron pot.

			We ad­mit that Mar­ius was mis­tak­en as to his grand­fa­ther’s heart. He had imag­ined that M. Gillenor­mand had nev­er loved him, and that that crusty, harsh, and smil­ing old fel­low who cursed, shout­ed, and stormed and bran­dished his cane, cher­ished for him, at the most, on­ly that af­fec­tion, which is at once slight and se­vere, of the dotards of com­e­dy. Mar­ius was in er­ror. There are fa­thers who do not love their chil­dren; there ex­ists no grand­fa­ther who does not adore his grand­son. At bot­tom, as we have said, M. Gillenor­mand idol­ized Mar­ius. He idol­ized him af­ter his own fash­ion, with an ac­com­pa­ni­ment of snap­pish­ness and box­es on the ear; but, this child once gone, he felt a black void in his heart; he would al­low no one to men­tion the child to him, and all the while se­cret­ly re­gret­ted that he was so well obeyed. At first, he hoped that this Buon­a­partist, this Ja­cobin, this ter­ror­ist, this Septem­brist, would re­turn. But the weeks passed by, years passed; to M. Gillenor­mand’s great de­spair, the “blood-drinker” did not make his ap­pear­ance. “I could not do oth­er­wise than turn him out,” said the grand­fa­ther to him­self, and he asked him­self: “If the thing were to do over again, would I do it?” His pride in­stant­ly an­swered “yes,” but his aged head, which he shook in si­lence, replied sad­ly “no.” He had his hours of de­pres­sion. He missed Mar­ius. Old men need af­fec­tion as they need the sun. It is warmth. Strong as his na­ture was, the ab­sence of Mar­ius had wrought some change in him. Noth­ing in the world could have in­duced him to take a step to­wards “that rogue;” but he suf­fered. He nev­er in­quired about him, but he thought of him in­ces­sant­ly. He lived in the Marais in a more and more re­tired man­ner; he was still mer­ry and vi­o­lent as of old, but his mer­ri­ment had a con­vul­sive harsh­ness, and his vi­o­lences al­ways ter­mi­nat­ed in a sort of gen­tle and gloomy de­jec­tion. He some­times said: “Oh! if he on­ly would re­turn, what a good box on the ear I would give him!”

			As for his aunt, she thought too lit­tle to love much; Mar­ius was no longer for her much more than a vague black form; and she even­tu­al­ly came to oc­cu­py her­self with him much less than with the cat or the para­keet which she prob­a­bly had. What aug­ment­ed Fa­ther Gillenor­mand’s se­cret suf­fer­ing was, that he locked it all up with­in his breast, and did not al­low its ex­is­tence to be di­vined. His sor­row was like those re­cent­ly in­vent­ed fur­naces which con­sume their own smoke. It some­times hap­pened that of­fi­cious busy­bod­ies spoke to him of Mar­ius, and asked him: “What is your grand­son do­ing?” “What has be­come of him?” The old bour­geois replied with a sigh, that he was a sad case, and giv­ing a fil­lip to his cuff, if he wished to ap­pear gay: “Mon­sieur le Baron de Pont­mer­cy is prac­tis­ing pet­ti­fog­ging in some cor­ner or oth­er.”

			While the old man re­gret­ted, Mar­ius ap­plaud­ed him­self. As is the case with all good-heart­ed peo­ple, mis­for­tune had erad­i­cat­ed his bit­ter­ness. He on­ly thought of M. Gillenor­mand in an ami­able light, but he had set his mind on not re­ceiv­ing any­thing more from the man who “had been un­kind to his fa­ther.” This was the mit­i­gat­ed trans­la­tion of his first in­dig­na­tion. More­over, he was hap­py at hav­ing suf­fered, and at suf­fer­ing still. It was for his fa­ther’s sake. The hard­ness of his life sat­is­fied and pleased him. He said to him­self with a sort of joy that—“it was cer­tain­ly the least he could do;” that it was an ex­pi­a­tion;—that, had it not been for that, he would have been pun­ished in some oth­er way and lat­er on for his im­pi­ous in­dif­fer­ence to­wards his fa­ther, and such a fa­ther! that it would not have been just that his fa­ther should have all the suf­fer­ing, and he none of it; and that, in any case, what were his toils and his des­ti­tu­tion com­pared with the colonel’s hero­ic life? that, in short, the on­ly way for him to ap­proach his fa­ther and re­sem­ble him, was to be brave in the face of in­di­gence, as the oth­er had been valiant be­fore the en­e­my; and that that was, no doubt, what the colonel had meant to im­ply by the words: “He will be wor­thy of it.” Words which Mar­ius con­tin­ued to wear, not on his breast, since the colonel’s writ­ing had dis­ap­peared, but in his heart.

			And then, on the day when his grand­fa­ther had turned him out of doors, he had been on­ly a child, now he was a man. He felt it. Mis­ery, we re­peat, had been good for him. Pover­ty in youth, when it suc­ceeds, has this mag­nif­i­cent prop­er­ty about it, that it turns the whole will to­wards ef­fort, and the whole soul to­wards as­pi­ra­tion. Pover­ty in­stant­ly lays ma­te­ri­al life bare and ren­ders it hideous; hence in­ex­press­ible bounds to­wards the ide­al life. The wealthy young man has a hun­dred coarse and bril­liant dis­trac­tions, horse races, hunt­ing, dogs, to­bac­co, gam­ing, good repasts, and all the rest of it; oc­cu­pa­tions for the baser side of the soul, at the ex­pense of the lofti­er and more del­i­cate sides. The poor young man wins his bread with dif­fi­cul­ty; he eats; when he has eat­en, he has noth­ing more but med­i­ta­tion. He goes to the spec­ta­cles which God fur­nish­es gratis; he gazes at the sky, space, the stars, flow­ers, chil­dren, the hu­man­i­ty among which he is suf­fer­ing, the cre­ation amid which he beams. He gazes so much on hu­man­i­ty that he per­ceives its soul, he gazes up­on cre­ation to such an ex­tent that he be­holds God. He dreams, he feels him­self great; he dreams on, and feels him­self ten­der. From the ego­tism of the man who suf­fers he pass­es to the com­pas­sion of the man who med­i­tates. An ad­mirable sen­ti­ment breaks forth in him, for­get­ful­ness of self and pity for all. As he thinks of the in­nu­mer­able en­joy­ments which na­ture of­fers, gives, and lav­ish­es to souls which stand open, and re­fus­es to souls that are closed, he comes to pity, he the mil­lion­aire of the mind, the mil­lion­aire of mon­ey. All ha­tred de­parts from his heart, in pro­por­tion as light pen­e­trates his spir­it. And is he un­hap­py? No. The mis­ery of a young man is nev­er mis­er­able. The first young lad who comes to hand, how­ev­er poor he may be, with his strength, his health, his rapid walk, his bril­liant eyes, his warm­ly cir­cu­lat­ing blood, his black hair, his red lips, his white teeth, his pure breath, will al­ways arouse the en­vy of an aged em­per­or. And then, ev­ery morn­ing, he sets him­self afresh to the task of earn­ing his bread; and while his hands earn his bread, his dor­sal col­umn gains pride, his brain gath­ers ideas. His task fin­ished, he re­turns to in­ef­fa­ble ec­stasies, to con­tem­pla­tion, to joys; he be­holds his feet set in af­flic­tions, in ob­sta­cles, on the pave­ment, in the net­tles, some­times in the mire; his head in the light. He is firm, serene, gen­tle, peace­ful, at­ten­tive, se­ri­ous, con­tent with lit­tle, kind­ly; and he thanks God for hav­ing be­stowed on him those two forms of rich­es which many a rich man lacks: work, which makes him free; and thought, which makes him dig­ni­fied.

			This is what had hap­pened with Mar­ius. To tell the truth, he in­clined a lit­tle too much to the side of con­tem­pla­tion. From the day when he had suc­ceed­ed in earn­ing his liv­ing with some ap­proach to cer­tain­ty, he had stopped, think­ing it good to be poor, and re­trench­ing time from his work to give to thought; that is to say, he some­times passed en­tire days in med­i­ta­tion, ab­sorbed, en­gulfed, like a vi­sion­ary, in the mute volup­tuous­ness of ec­sta­sy and in­ward ra­di­ance. He had thus pro­pound­ed the prob­lem of his life: to toil as lit­tle as pos­si­ble at ma­te­ri­al la­bor, in or­der to toil as much as pos­si­ble at the la­bor which is im­pal­pa­ble; in oth­er words, to be­stow a few hours on re­al life, and to cast the rest to the in­fi­nite. As he be­lieved that he lacked noth­ing, he did not per­ceive that con­tem­pla­tion, thus un­der­stood, ends by be­com­ing one of the forms of idle­ness; that he was con­tent­ing him­self with con­quer­ing the first ne­ces­si­ties of life, and that he was rest­ing from his labors too soon.

			It was ev­i­dent that, for this en­er­get­ic and en­thu­si­as­tic na­ture, this could on­ly be a tran­si­to­ry state, and that, at the first shock against the in­evitable com­pli­ca­tions of des­tiny, Mar­ius would awak­en.

			In the mean­time, al­though he was a lawyer, and what­ev­er Fa­ther Gillenor­mand thought about the mat­ter, he was not prac­tis­ing, he was not even pet­ti­fog­ging. Med­i­ta­tion had turned him aside from plead­ing. To haunt at­tor­neys, to fol­low the court, to hunt up cas­es—what a bore! Why should he do it? He saw no rea­son for chang­ing the man­ner of gain­ing his liveli­hood! The ob­scure and ill-paid pub­lish­ing es­tab­lish­ment had come to mean for him a sure source of work which did not in­volve too much la­bor, as we have ex­plained, and which suf­ficed for his wants.

			One of the pub­lish­ers for whom he worked, M. Mag­imel, I think, of­fered to take him in­to his own house, to lodge him well, to fur­nish him with reg­u­lar oc­cu­pa­tion, and to give him fif­teen hun­dred francs a year. To be well lodged! Fif­teen hun­dred francs! No doubt. But re­nounce his lib­er­ty! Be on fixed wages! A sort of hired man of let­ters! Ac­cord­ing to Mar­ius’ opin­ion, if he ac­cept­ed, his po­si­tion would be­come both bet­ter and worse at the same time, he ac­quired com­fort, and lost his dig­ni­ty; it was a fine and com­plete un­hap­pi­ness con­vert­ed in­to a re­pul­sive and ridicu­lous state of tor­ture: some­thing like the case of a blind man who should re­cov­er the sight of one eye. He re­fused.

			Mar­ius dwelt in soli­tude. Ow­ing to his taste for re­main­ing out­side of ev­ery­thing, and through hav­ing been too much alarmed, he had not en­tered de­cid­ed­ly in­to the group presid­ed over by En­jol­ras. They had re­mained good friends; they were ready to as­sist each oth­er on oc­ca­sion in ev­ery pos­si­ble way; but noth­ing more. Mar­ius had two friends: one young, Cour­feyrac; and one old, M. Mabeuf. He in­clined more to the old man. In the first place, he owed to him the rev­o­lu­tion which had tak­en place with­in him; to him he was in­debt­ed for hav­ing known and loved his fa­ther. “He op­er­at­ed on me for a cataract,” he said.

			The church­war­den had cer­tain­ly played a de­ci­sive part.

			It was not, how­ev­er, that M. Mabeuf had been any­thing but the calm and im­pas­sive agent of Prov­i­dence in this con­nec­tion. He had en­light­ened Mar­ius by chance and with­out be­ing aware of the fact, as does a can­dle which some­one brings; he had been the can­dle and not the some­one.

			As for Mar­ius’ in­ward po­lit­i­cal rev­o­lu­tion, M. Mabeuf was to­tal­ly in­ca­pable of com­pre­hend­ing it, of will­ing or of di­rect­ing it.

			As we shall see M. Mabeuf again, lat­er on, a few words will not be su­per­flu­ous.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				M. Mabeuf

			
			On the day when M. Mabeuf said to Mar­ius: “Cer­tain­ly I ap­prove of po­lit­i­cal opin­ions,” he ex­pressed the re­al state of his mind. All po­lit­i­cal opin­ions were mat­ters of in­dif­fer­ence to him, and he ap­proved them all, with­out dis­tinc­tion, pro­vid­ed they left him in peace, as the Greeks called the Fu­ries “the beau­ti­ful, the good, the charm­ing,” the Eu­menides. M. Mabeuf’s po­lit­i­cal opin­ion con­sist­ed in a pas­sion­ate love for plants, and, above all, for books. Like all the rest of the world, he pos­sessed the ter­mi­na­tion in “ist,” with­out which no one could ex­ist at that time, but he was nei­ther a Roy­al­ist, a Bona­partist, a Chartist, an Or­leanist, nor an An­ar­chist; he was a bouquin­ist, a col­lec­tor of old books. He did not un­der­stand how men could busy them­selves with hat­ing each oth­er be­cause of sil­ly stuff like the char­ter, democ­ra­cy, le­git­i­ma­cy, monar­chy, the re­pub­lic, etc., when there were in the world all sorts of moss­es, grass­es, and shrubs which they might be look­ing at, and heaps of fo­lios, and even of 32­mos, which they might turn over. He took good care not to be­come use­less; hav­ing books did not pre­vent his read­ing, be­ing a botanist did not pre­vent his be­ing a gar­den­er. When he made Pont­mer­cy’s ac­quain­tance, this sym­pa­thy had ex­ist­ed be­tween the colonel and him­self—that what the colonel did for flow­ers, he did for fruits. M. Mabeuf had suc­ceed­ed in pro­duc­ing seedling pears as sa­vory as the pears of St. Ger­main; it is from one of his com­bi­na­tions, ap­par­ent­ly, that the Oc­to­ber Mirabelle, now cel­e­brat­ed and no less per­fumed than the sum­mer Mirabelle, owes its ori­gin. He went to mass rather from gen­tle­ness than from piety, and be­cause, as he loved the faces of men, but hat­ed their noise, he found them as­sem­bled and silent on­ly in church. Feel­ing that he must be some­thing in the State, he had cho­sen the ca­reer of war­den. How­ev­er, he had nev­er suc­ceed­ed in lov­ing any wom­an as much as a tulip bulb, nor any man as much as an Elze­vir. He had long passed six­ty, when, one day, some­one asked him: “Have you nev­er been mar­ried?” “I have for­got­ten,” said he. When it some­times hap­pened to him—and to whom does it not hap­pen?—to say: “Oh! if I were on­ly rich!” it was not when ogling a pret­ty girl, as was the case with Fa­ther Gillenor­mand, but when con­tem­plat­ing an old book. He lived alone with an old house­keep­er. He was some­what gouty, and when he was asleep, his aged fin­gers, stiff­ened with rheuma­tism, lay crooked up in the folds of his sheets. He had com­posed and pub­lished a Flo­ra of the En­vi­rons of Cauteretz, with col­ored plates, a work which en­joyed a tol­er­a­ble mea­sure of es­teem and which sold well. Peo­ple rang his bell, in the Rue Mésières, two or three times a day, to ask for it. He drew as much as two thou­sand francs a year from it; this con­sti­tut­ed near­ly the whole of his for­tune. Al­though poor, he had had the tal­ent to form for him­self, by dint of pa­tience, pri­va­tions, and time, a pre­cious col­lec­tion of rare copies of ev­ery sort. He nev­er went out with­out a book un­der his arm, and he of­ten re­turned with two. The sole dec­o­ra­tion of the four rooms on the ground floor, which com­posed his lodg­ings, con­sist­ed of framed herbar­i­ums, and en­grav­ings of the old mas­ters. The sight of a sword or a gun chilled his blood. He had nev­er ap­proached a can­non in his life, even at the In­valides. He had a pass­able stom­ach, a broth­er who was a curé, per­fect­ly white hair, no teeth, ei­ther in his mouth or his mind, a trem­bling in ev­ery limb, a Pi­card ac­cent, an in­fan­tile laugh, the air of an old sheep, and he was eas­i­ly fright­ened. Add to this, that he had no oth­er friend­ship, no oth­er ac­quain­tance among the liv­ing, than an old book­sell­er of the Porte-Saint-Jacques, named Roy­al. His dream was to nat­u­ral­ize in­di­go in France.

			His ser­vant was al­so a sort of in­no­cent. The poor good old wom­an was a spin­ster. Sul­tan, her cat, which might have mewed Al­le­gri’s mis­erere in the Six­tine Chapel, had filled her heart and suf­ficed for the quan­ti­ty of pas­sion which ex­ist­ed in her. None of her dreams had ev­er pro­ceed­ed as far as man. She had nev­er been able to get fur­ther than her cat. Like him, she had a mous­tache. Her glo­ry con­sist­ed in her caps, which were al­ways white. She passed her time, on Sun­days, af­ter mass, in count­ing over the linen in her chest, and in spread­ing out on her bed the dress­es in the piece which she bought and nev­er had made up. She knew how to read. M. Mabeuf had nick­named her Moth­er Plu­tar­que.

			M. Mabeuf had tak­en a fan­cy to Mar­ius, be­cause Mar­ius, be­ing young and gen­tle, warmed his age with­out star­tling his timid­i­ty. Youth com­bined with gen­tle­ness pro­duces on old peo­ple the ef­fect of the sun with­out wind. When Mar­ius was sat­u­rat­ed with mil­i­tary glo­ry, with gun­pow­der, with march­es and coun­ter­march­es, and with all those prodi­gious bat­tles in which his fa­ther had giv­en and re­ceived such tremen­dous blows of the sword, he went to see M. Mabeuf, and M. Mabeuf talked to him of his hero from the point of view of flow­ers.

			His broth­er the curé died about 1830, and al­most im­me­di­ate­ly, as when the night is draw­ing on, the whole hori­zon grew dark for M. Mabeuf. A no­tary’s fail­ure de­prived him of the sum of ten thou­sand francs, which was all that he pos­sessed in his broth­er’s right and his own. The Rev­o­lu­tion of Ju­ly brought a cri­sis to pub­lish­ing. In a pe­ri­od of em­bar­rass­ment, the first thing which does not sell is a Flo­ra. The Flo­ra of the En­vi­rons of Cauteretz stopped short. Weeks passed by with­out a sin­gle pur­chas­er. Some­times M. Mabeuf start­ed at the sound of the bell. “Mon­sieur,” said Moth­er Plu­tar­que sad­ly, “it is the wa­ter-car­ri­er.” In short, one day, M. Mabeuf quit­ted the Rue Mésières, ab­di­cat­ed the func­tions of war­den, gave up Saint-Sulpice, sold not a part of his books, but of his prints—that to which he was the least at­tached—and in­stalled him­self in a lit­tle house on the Rue Mont­par­nasse, where, how­ev­er, he re­mained but one quar­ter for two rea­sons: in the first place, the ground floor and the gar­den cost three hun­dred francs, and he dared not spend more than two hun­dred francs on his rent; in the sec­ond, be­ing near Fa­ton’s shoot­ing-gallery, he could hear the pis­tol-shots; which was in­tol­er­a­ble to him.

			He car­ried off his Flo­ra, his cop­per-plates, his herbar­i­ums, his port­fo­lios, and his books, and es­tab­lished him­self near the Salpêtrière, in a sort of thatched cot­tage of the vil­lage of Auster­litz, where, for fifty crowns a year, he got three rooms and a gar­den en­closed by a hedge, and con­tain­ing a well. He took ad­van­tage of this re­moval to sell off near­ly all his fur­ni­ture. On the day of his en­trance in­to his new quar­ters, he was very gay, and drove the nails on which his en­grav­ings and herbar­i­ums were to hang, with his own hands, dug in his gar­den the rest of the day, and at night, per­ceiv­ing that Moth­er Plu­tar­que had a melan­choly air, and was very thought­ful, he tapped her on the shoul­der and said to her with a smile: “We have the in­di­go!”

			On­ly two vis­i­tors, the book­sell­er of the Porte-Saint-Jacques and Mar­ius, were ad­mit­ted to view the thatched cot­tage at Auster­litz, a brawl­ing name which was, to tell the truth, ex­treme­ly dis­agree­able to him.

			How­ev­er, as we have just point­ed out, brains which are ab­sorbed in some bit of wis­dom, or fol­ly, or, as it of­ten hap­pens, in both at once, are but slow­ly ac­ces­si­ble to the things of ac­tu­al life. Their own des­tiny is a far-off thing to them. There re­sults from such con­cen­tra­tion a pas­siv­i­ty, which, if it were the out­come of rea­son­ing, would re­sem­ble phi­los­o­phy. One de­clines, de­scends, trick­les away, even crum­bles away, and yet is hard­ly con­scious of it one’s self. It al­ways ends, it is true, in an awak­en­ing, but the awak­en­ing is tardy. In the mean­time, it seems as though we held our­selves neu­tral in the game which is go­ing on be­tween our hap­pi­ness and our un­hap­pi­ness. We are the stake, and we look on at the game with in­dif­fer­ence.

			It is thus that, athwart the cloud which formed about him, when all his hopes were ex­tin­guished one af­ter the oth­er, M. Mabeuf re­mained rather puerile­ly, but pro­found­ly serene. His habits of mind had the reg­u­lar swing of a pen­du­lum. Once mount­ed on an il­lu­sion, he went for a very long time, even af­ter the il­lu­sion had dis­ap­peared. A clock does not stop short at the pre­cise mo­ment when the key is lost.

			M. Mabeuf had his in­no­cent plea­sures. These plea­sures were in­ex­pen­sive and un­ex­pect­ed; the mer­est chance fur­nished them. One day, Moth­er Plu­tar­que was read­ing a ro­mance in one cor­ner of the room. She was read­ing aloud, find­ing that she un­der­stood bet­ter thus. To read aloud is to as­sure one’s self of what one is read­ing. There are peo­ple who read very loud, and who have the ap­pear­ance of giv­ing them­selves their word of hon­or as to what they are pe­rus­ing.

			It was with this sort of en­er­gy that Moth­er Plu­tar­que was read­ing the ro­mance which she had in hand. M. Mabeuf heard her with­out lis­ten­ing to her.

			In the course of her read­ing, Moth­er Plu­tar­que came to this phrase. It was a ques­tion of an of­fi­cer of dra­goons and a beau­ty:—

			“—The beau­ty pout­ed, and the dra­goon—”

			Here she in­ter­rupt­ed her­self to wipe her glass­es.

			“Boud­dha and the Drag­on,” struck in M. Mabeuf in a low voice. “Yes, it is true that there was a drag­on, which, from the depths of its cave, spout­ed flame through his maw and set the heav­ens on fire. Many stars had al­ready been con­sumed by this mon­ster, which, be­sides, had the claws of a tiger. Boud­dha went in­to its den and suc­ceed­ed in con­vert­ing the drag­on. That is a good book that you are read­ing, Moth­er Plu­tar­que. There is no more beau­ti­ful leg­end in ex­is­tence.”

			And M. Mabeuf fell in­to a de­li­cious rever­ie.

		
	
		
			
				V

				Pover­ty a Good Neigh­bor for Mis­ery

			
			Mar­ius liked this can­did old man who saw him­self grad­u­al­ly fall­ing in­to the clutch­es of in­di­gence, and who came to feel as­ton­ish­ment, lit­tle by lit­tle, with­out, how­ev­er, be­ing made melan­choly by it. Mar­ius met Cour­feyrac and sought out M. Mabeuf. Very rarely, how­ev­er; twice a month at most.

			Mar­ius’ plea­sure con­sist­ed in tak­ing long walks alone on the out­er boule­vards, or in the Champs-de-Mars, or in the least fre­quent­ed al­leys of the Lux­em­bourg. He of­ten spent half a day in gaz­ing at a mar­ket gar­den, the beds of let­tuce, the chick­ens on the dung-heap, the horse turn­ing the wa­ter­wheel. The passers­by stared at him in sur­prise, and some of them thought his at­tire sus­pi­cious and his mien sin­is­ter. He was on­ly a poor young man dream­ing in an ob­ject­less way.

			It was dur­ing one of his strolls that he had hit up­on the Gor­beau house, and, tempt­ed by its iso­la­tion and its cheap­ness, had tak­en up his abode there. He was known there on­ly un­der the name of M. Mar­ius.

			Some of his fa­ther’s old gen­er­als or old com­rades had in­vit­ed him to go and see them, when they learned about him. Mar­ius had not re­fused their in­vi­ta­tions. They af­ford­ed op­por­tu­ni­ties of talk­ing about his fa­ther. Thus he went from time to time, to Comte Pa­jol, to Gen­er­al Bellavesne, to Gen­er­al Friri­on, to the In­valides. There was mu­sic and danc­ing there. On such evenings, Mar­ius put on his new coat. But he nev­er went to these evening par­ties or balls ex­cept on days when it was freez­ing cold, be­cause he could not af­ford a car­riage, and he did not wish to ar­rive with boots oth­er­wise than like mir­rors.

			He said some­times, but with­out bit­ter­ness: “Men are so made that in a draw­ing-room you may be soiled ev­ery­where ex­cept on your shoes. In or­der to in­sure a good re­cep­tion there, on­ly one ir­re­proach­able thing is asked of you; your con­science? No, your boots.”

			All pas­sions ex­cept those of the heart are dis­si­pat­ed by rever­ie. Mar­ius’ po­lit­i­cal fevers van­ished thus. The Rev­o­lu­tion of 1830 as­sist­ed in the process, by sat­is­fy­ing and calm­ing him. He re­mained the same, set­ting aside his fits of wrath. He still held the same opin­ions. On­ly, they had been tem­pered. To speak ac­cu­rate­ly, he had no longer any opin­ions, he had sym­pa­thies. To what par­ty did he be­long? To the par­ty of hu­man­i­ty. Out of hu­man­i­ty he chose France; out of the Na­tion he chose the peo­ple; out of the peo­ple he chose the wom­an. It was to that point above all, that his pity was di­rect­ed. Now he pre­ferred an idea to a deed, a po­et to a hero, and he ad­mired a book like Job more than an event like Maren­go. And then, when, af­ter a day spent in med­i­ta­tion, he re­turned in the evening through the boule­vards, and caught a glimpse through the branch­es of the trees of the fath­om­less space be­yond, the name­less gleams, the abyss, the shad­ow, the mys­tery, all that which is on­ly hu­man seemed very pret­ty in­deed to him.

			He thought that he had, and he re­al­ly had, in fact, ar­rived at the truth of life and of hu­man phi­los­o­phy, and he had end­ed by gaz­ing at noth­ing but heav­en, the on­ly thing which Truth can per­ceive from the bot­tom of her well.

			This did not pre­vent him from mul­ti­ply­ing his plans, his com­bi­na­tions, his scaf­fold­ings, his projects for the fu­ture. In this state of rever­ie, an eye which could have cast a glance in­to Mar­ius’ in­te­ri­or would have been daz­zled with the pu­ri­ty of that soul. In fact, had it been giv­en to our eyes of the flesh to gaze in­to the con­sciences of oth­ers, we should be able to judge a man much more sure­ly ac­cord­ing to what he dreams, than ac­cord­ing to what he thinks. There is will in thought, there is none in dreams. Rever­ie, which is ut­ter­ly spon­ta­neous, takes and keeps, even in the gi­gan­tic and the ide­al, the form of our spir­it. Noth­ing pro­ceeds more di­rect­ly and more sin­cere­ly from the very depth of our soul, than our un­premed­i­tat­ed and bound­less as­pi­ra­tions to­wards the splen­dors of des­tiny. In these as­pi­ra­tions, much more than in de­lib­er­ate, ra­tio­nal co­or­di­nat­ed ideas, is the re­al char­ac­ter of a man to be found. Our chi­maeras are the things which the most re­sem­ble us. Each one of us dreams of the un­known and the im­pos­si­ble in ac­cor­dance with his na­ture.

			To­wards the mid­dle of this year 1831, the old wom­an who wait­ed on Mar­ius told him that his neigh­bors, the wretch­ed Jon­drette fam­i­ly, had been turned out of doors. Mar­ius, who passed near­ly the whole of his days out of the house, hard­ly knew that he had any neigh­bors.

			“Why are they turned out?” he asked.

			“Be­cause they do not pay their rent; they owe for two quar­ters.”

			“How much is it?”

			“Twen­ty francs,” said the old wom­an.

			Mar­ius had thir­ty francs saved up in a draw­er.

			“Here,” he said to the old wom­an, “take these twen­ty-five francs. Pay for the poor peo­ple and give them five francs, and do not tell them that it was I.”

		
	
		
			
				VI

				The Sub­sti­tute

			
			It chanced that the reg­i­ment to which Lieu­tenant Théo­d­ule be­longed came to per­form gar­ri­son du­ty in Paris. This in­spired Aunt Gillenor­mand with a sec­ond idea. She had, on the first oc­ca­sion, hit up­on the plan of hav­ing Mar­ius spied up­on by Théo­d­ule; now she plot­ted to have Théo­d­ule take Mar­ius’ place.

			At all events and in case the grand­fa­ther should feel the vague need of a young face in the house—these rays of dawn are some­times sweet to ru­in—it was ex­pe­di­ent to find an­oth­er Mar­ius. “Take it as a sim­ple er­ra­tum,” she thought, “such as one sees in books. For Mar­ius, read Théo­d­ule.”

			A grand­nephew is al­most the same as a grand­son; in de­fault of a lawyer one takes a lancer.

			One morn­ing, when M. Gillenor­mand was about to read some­thing in the Quo­ti­di­enne, his daugh­ter en­tered and said to him in her sweet­est voice; for the ques­tion con­cerned her fa­vorite:—

			“Fa­ther, Théo­d­ule is com­ing to present his re­spects to you this morn­ing.”

			“Who’s Théo­d­ule?”

			“Your grand­nephew.”

			“Ah!” said the grand­fa­ther.

			Then he went back to his read­ing, thought no more of his grand­nephew, who was mere­ly some Théo­d­ule or oth­er, and soon flew in­to a rage, which al­most al­ways hap­pened when he read. The “sheet” which he held, al­though Roy­al­ist, of course, an­nounced for the fol­low­ing day, with­out any soft­en­ing phras­es, one of these lit­tle events which were of dai­ly oc­cur­rence at that date in Paris: “That the stu­dents of the schools of law and medicine were to as­sem­ble on the Place du Pan­theon, at mid­day—to de­lib­er­ate.” The dis­cus­sion con­cerned one of the ques­tions of the mo­ment, the ar­tillery of the Na­tion­al Guard, and a con­flict be­tween the Min­is­ter of War and “the cit­i­zen’s mili­tia,” on the sub­ject of the can­non parked in the court­yard of the Lou­vre. The stu­dents were to “de­lib­er­ate” over this. It did not take much more than this to swell M. Gillenor­mand’s rage.

			He thought of Mar­ius, who was a stu­dent, and who would prob­a­bly go with the rest, to “de­lib­er­ate, at mid­day, on the Place du Pan­theon.”

			As he was in­dulging in this painful dream, Lieu­tenant Théo­d­ule en­tered clad in plain clothes as a bour­geois, which was clever of him, and was dis­creet­ly in­tro­duced by Made­moi­selle Gillenor­mand. The lancer had rea­soned as fol­lows: “The old druid has not sunk all his mon­ey in a life pen­sion. It is well to dis­guise one’s self as a civil­ian from time to time.”

			Made­moi­selle Gillenor­mand said aloud to her fa­ther:—

			“Théo­d­ule, your grand­nephew.”

			And in a low voice to the lieu­tenant:—

			“Ap­prove of ev­ery­thing.”

			And she with­drew.

			The lieu­tenant, who was but lit­tle ac­cus­tomed to such ven­er­a­ble en­coun­ters, stam­mered with some timid­i­ty: “Good day, un­cle,”—and made a salute com­posed of the in­vol­un­tary and me­chan­i­cal out­line of the mil­i­tary salute fin­ished off as a bour­geois salute.

			“Ah! so it’s you; that is well, sit down,” said the old gen­tle­man.

			That said, he to­tal­ly for­got the lancer.

			Théo­d­ule seat­ed him­self, and M. Gillenor­mand rose.

			M. Gillenor­mand be­gan to pace back and forth, his hands in his pock­ets, talk­ing aloud, and twitch­ing, with his ir­ri­tat­ed old fin­gers, at the two watch­es which he wore in his two fobs.

			“That pack of brats! they con­vene on the Place du Pan­theon! by my life! urchins who were with their nurs­es but yes­ter­day! If one were to squeeze their noses, milk would burst out. And they de­lib­er­ate to­mor­row, at mid­day. What are we com­ing to? What are we com­ing to? It is clear that we are mak­ing for the abyss. That is what the descamisa­dos have brought us to! To de­lib­er­ate on the cit­i­zen ar­tillery! To go and jab­ber in the open air over the jibes of the Na­tion­al Guard! And with whom are they to meet there? Just see whith­er Ja­cobin­ism leads. I will bet any­thing you like, a mil­lion against a counter, that there will be no one there but re­turned con­victs and re­leased gal­ley-slaves. The Re­pub­li­cans and the gal­ley-slaves—they form but one nose and one hand­ker­chief. Carnot used to say: ‘Where would you have me go, traitor?’ Fouché replied: ‘Wher­ev­er you please, im­be­cile!’ That’s what the Re­pub­li­cans are like.”

			“That is true,” said Théo­d­ule.

			M. Gillenor­mand half turned his head, saw Théo­d­ule, and went on:—

			“When one re­flects that that scoundrel was so vile as to turn Car­bonaro! Why did you leave my house? To go and be­come a Re­pub­li­can! Pssst! In the first place, the peo­ple want none of your re­pub­lic, they have com­mon sense, they know well that there al­ways have been kings, and that there al­ways will be; they know well that the peo­ple are on­ly the peo­ple, af­ter all, they make sport of it, of your re­pub­lic—do you un­der­stand, id­iot? Is it not a hor­ri­ble caprice? To fall in love with Père Duch­esne, to make sheep’s-eyes at the guil­lo­tine, to sing ro­mances, and play on the gui­tar un­der the bal­cony of ’93—it’s enough to make one spit on all these young fel­lows, such fools are they! They are all alike. Not one es­capes. It suf­fices for them to breathe the air which blows through the street to lose their sens­es. The nine­teenth cen­tu­ry is poi­son. The first scamp that hap­pens along lets his beard grow like a goat’s, thinks him­self a re­al scoundrel, and aban­dons his old rel­a­tives. He’s a Re­pub­li­can, he’s a ro­man­tic. What does that mean, ro­man­tic? Do me the fa­vor to tell me what it is. All pos­si­ble fol­lies. A year ago, they ran to Her­nani. Now, I just ask you, Her­nani! An­tithe­ses! Abom­i­na­tions which are not even writ­ten in French! And then, they have can­nons in the court­yard of the Lou­vre. Such are the ras­cal­i­ties of this age!”

			“You are right, un­cle,” said Théo­d­ule.

			M. Gillenor­mand re­sumed:—

			“Can­nons in the court­yard of the Mu­se­um! For what pur­pose? Do you want to fire grapeshot at the Apol­lo Belvedere? What have those car­tridges to do with the Venus de Medi­ci? Oh! the young men of the present day are all black­guards! What a pret­ty crea­ture is their Ben­jamin Con­stant! And those who are not ras­cals are sim­ple­tons! They do all they can to make them­selves ug­ly, they are bad­ly dressed, they are afraid of wom­en, in the pres­ence of pet­ti­coats they have a men­di­cant air which sets the girls in­to fits of laugh­ter; on my word of hon­or, one would say the poor crea­tures were ashamed of love. They are de­formed, and they com­plete them­selves by be­ing stupid; they re­peat the puns of Tiercelin and Poti­er, they have sack coats, sta­ble­men’s waist­coats, shirts of coarse linen, trousers of coarse cloth, boots of coarse leather, and their rig­ma­role re­sem­bles their plumage. One might make use of their jar­gon to put new soles on their old shoes. And all this awk­ward batch of brats has po­lit­i­cal opin­ions, if you please. Po­lit­i­cal opin­ions should be strict­ly for­bid­den. They fab­ri­cate sys­tems, they re­cast so­ci­ety, they de­mol­ish the monar­chy, they fling all laws to the earth, they put the at­tic in the cel­lar’s place and my porter in the place of the King, they turn Eu­rope top­sy-turvy, they re­con­struct the world, and all their love af­fairs con­sist in star­ing sly­ly at the an­kles of the laun­dress­es as these wom­en climb in­to their carts. Ah! Mar­ius! Ah! you black­guard! to go and vo­cif­er­ate on the pub­lic place! to dis­cuss, to de­bate, to take mea­sures! They call that mea­sures, just God! Dis­or­der hum­bles it­self and be­comes sil­ly. I have seen chaos, I now see a mess. Stu­dents de­lib­er­at­ing on the Na­tion­al Guard—such a thing could not be seen among the Ogibewas nor the Cado­daches! Sav­ages who go naked, with their nod­dles dressed like a shut­tle­cock, with a club in their paws, are less of brutes than those bach­e­lors of arts! The fourpen­ny mon­keys! And they set up for judges! Those crea­tures de­lib­er­ate and ra­ti­o­ci­nate! The end of the world is come! This is plain­ly the end of this mis­er­able ter­raque­ous globe! A fi­nal hic­cup was re­quired, and France has emit­ted it. De­lib­er­ate, my ras­cals! Such things will hap­pen so long as they go and read the news­pa­pers un­der the ar­cades of the Odéon. That costs them a sou, and their good sense, and their in­tel­li­gence, and their heart and their soul, and their wits. They emerge thence, and de­camp from their fam­i­lies. All news­pa­pers are pests; all, even the Dra­peau Blanc! At bot­tom, Mar­tainville was a Ja­cobin. Ah! just Heav­en! you may boast of hav­ing driv­en your grand­fa­ther to de­spair, that you may!”

			“That is ev­i­dent,” said Théo­d­ule.

			And prof­it­ing by the fact that M. Gillenor­mand was tak­ing breath, the lancer added in a mag­is­te­ri­al man­ner:—

			“There should be no oth­er news­pa­per than the Moni­teur, and no oth­er book than the An­nu­aire Mil­i­taire.”

			M. Gillenor­mand con­tin­ued:—

			“It is like their Sieyès! A regi­cide end­ing in a sen­a­tor; for that is the way they al­ways end. They give them­selves a scar with the ad­dress of thou as cit­i­zens, in or­der to get them­selves called, even­tu­al­ly, Mon­sieur le Comte. Mon­sieur le Comte as big as my arm, as­sas­sins of Sep­tem­ber. The philoso­pher Sieyès! I will do my­self the jus­tice to say, that I have nev­er had any bet­ter opin­ion of the philoso­phies of all those philoso­phers, than of the spec­ta­cles of the gri­mac­er of Tivoli! One day I saw the Sen­a­tors cross the Quai Malpla­quet in man­tles of vi­o­let vel­vet sown with bees, with hats à la Hen­ri IV. They were hideous. One would have pro­nounced them mon­keys from the tiger’s court. Cit­i­zens, I de­clare to you, that your progress is mad­ness, that your hu­man­i­ty is a dream, that your rev­o­lu­tion is a crime, that your re­pub­lic is a mon­ster, that your young and vir­gin France comes from the broth­el, and I main­tain it against all, who­ev­er you may be, whether jour­nal­ists, econ­o­mists, legists, or even were you bet­ter judges of lib­er­ty, of equal­i­ty, and fra­ter­ni­ty than the knife of the guil­lo­tine! And that I an­nounce to you, my fine fel­lows!”

			“Par­bleu!” cried the lieu­tenant, “that is won­der­ful­ly true.”

			M. Gillenor­mand paused in a ges­ture which he had be­gun, wheeled round, stared Lancer Théo­d­ule in­tent­ly in the eyes, and said to him:—

			“You are a fool.”

		
	
		
			
				
					Book
					VI
				

				The Con­junc­tion of Two Stars

			
		
	
		
			
				I

				The So­bri­quet: Mode of For­ma­tion of Fam­i­ly Names

			
			Mar­ius was, at this epoch, a hand­some young man, of medi­um stature, with thick and in­tense­ly black hair, a lofty and in­tel­li­gent brow, well-opened and pas­sion­ate nos­trils, an air of calm­ness and sin­cer­i­ty, and with some­thing in­de­scrib­ably proud, thought­ful, and in­no­cent over his whole coun­te­nance. His pro­file, all of whose lines were round­ed, with­out there­by los­ing their firm­ness, had a cer­tain Ger­man­ic sweet­ness, which has made its way in­to the French phys­iog­no­my by way of Al­sace and Lor­raine, and that com­plete ab­sence of an­gles which ren­dered the Sicam­bres so eas­i­ly rec­og­niz­able among the Ro­mans, and which dis­tin­guish­es the leo­nine from the aquiline race. He was at that pe­ri­od of life when the mind of men who think is com­posed, in near­ly equal parts, of depth and in­gen­u­ous­ness. A grave sit­u­a­tion be­ing giv­en, he had all that is re­quired to be stupid: one more turn of the key, and he might be sub­lime. His man­ners were re­served, cold, pol­ished, not very ge­nial. As his mouth was charm­ing, his lips the red­dest, and his teeth the whitest in the world, his smile cor­rect­ed the sever­i­ty of his face, as a whole. At cer­tain mo­ments, that pure brow and that volup­tuous smile pre­sent­ed a sin­gu­lar con­trast. His eyes were small, but his glance was large.

			At the pe­ri­od of his most ab­ject mis­ery, he had ob­served that young girls turned round when he passed by, and he fled or hid, with death in his soul. He thought that they were star­ing at him be­cause of his old clothes, and that they were laugh­ing at them; the fact is, that they stared at him be­cause of his grace, and that they dreamed of him.

			This mute mis­un­der­stand­ing be­tween him and the pret­ty passers­by had made him shy. He chose none of them for the ex­cel­lent rea­son that he fled from all of them. He lived thus in­def­i­nite­ly—stupid­ly, as Cour­feyrac said.

			Cour­feyrac al­so said to him: “Do not as­pire to be ven­er­a­ble” [they called each oth­er “thou;” it is the ten­den­cy of youth­ful friend­ships to slip in­to this mode of ad­dress]. “Let me give you a piece of ad­vice, my dear fel­low. Don’t read so many books, and look a lit­tle more at the lass­es. The jades have some good points about them, O Mar­ius! By dint of flee­ing and blush­ing, you will be­come bru­tal­ized.”

			On oth­er oc­ca­sions, Cour­feyrac en­coun­tered him and said:—“Good morn­ing, Mon­sieur l’Ab­bé!”

			When Cour­feyrac had ad­dressed to him some re­mark of this na­ture, Mar­ius avoid­ed wom­en, both young and old, more than ev­er for a week to come, and he avoid­ed Cour­feyrac to boot.

			Nev­er­the­less, there ex­ist­ed in all the im­men­si­ty of cre­ation, two wom­en whom Mar­ius did not flee, and to whom he paid no at­ten­tion what­ev­er. In truth, he would have been very much amazed if he had been in­formed that they were wom­en. One was the beard­ed old wom­an who swept out his cham­ber, and caused Cour­feyrac to say: “See­ing that his ser­vant wom­an wears his beard, Mar­ius does not wear his own beard.” The oth­er was a sort of lit­tle girl whom he saw very of­ten, and whom he nev­er looked at.

			For more than a year, Mar­ius had no­ticed in one of the walks of the Lux­em­bourg, the one which skirts the para­pet of the Pépinière, a man and a very young girl, who were al­most al­ways seat­ed side by side on the same bench, at the most soli­tary end of the al­ley, on the Rue de l’Ouest side. Ev­ery time that that chance which med­dles with the strolls of per­sons whose gaze is turned in­wards, led Mar­ius to that walk—and it was near­ly ev­ery day—he found this cou­ple there. The man ap­peared to be about six­ty years of age; he seemed sad and se­ri­ous; his whole per­son pre­sent­ed the ro­bust and weary as­pect pe­cu­liar to mil­i­tary men who have re­tired from the ser­vice. If he had worn a dec­o­ra­tion, Mar­ius would have said: “He is an ex-of­fi­cer.” He had a kind­ly but un­ap­proach­able air, and he nev­er let his glance linger on the eyes of any­one. He wore blue trousers, a blue frock coat and a broad-brimmed hat, which al­ways ap­peared to be new, a black cra­vat, a quak­er shirt, that is to say, it was daz­zling­ly white, but of coarse linen. A grisette who passed near him one day, said: “Here’s a very tidy wid­ow­er.” His hair was very white.

			The first time that the young girl who ac­com­pa­nied him came and seat­ed her­self on the bench which they seemed to have adopt­ed, she was a sort of child thir­teen or four­teen years of age, so thin as to be al­most home­ly, awk­ward, in­signif­i­cant, and with a pos­si­ble prom­ise of hand­some eyes. On­ly, they were al­ways raised with a sort of dis­pleas­ing as­sur­ance. Her dress was both aged and child­ish, like the dress of the schol­ars in a con­vent; it con­sist­ed of a bad­ly cut gown of black meri­no. They had the air of be­ing fa­ther and daugh­ter.

			Mar­ius scanned this old man, who was not yet aged, and this lit­tle girl, who was not yet a per­son, for a few days, and there­after paid no at­ten­tion to them. They, on their side, did not ap­pear even to see him. They con­versed to­geth­er with a peace­ful and in­dif­fer­ent air. The girl chat­tered in­ces­sant­ly and mer­ri­ly. The old man talked but lit­tle, and, at times, he fixed on her eyes over­flow­ing with an in­ef­fa­ble pa­ter­ni­ty.

			Mar­ius had ac­quired the me­chan­i­cal habit of strolling in that walk. He in­vari­ably found them there.

			This is the way things went:—

			Mar­ius liked to ar­rive by the end of the al­ley which was fur­thest from their bench; he walked the whole length of the al­ley, passed in front of them, then re­turned to the ex­trem­i­ty whence he had come, and be­gan again. This he did five or six times in the course of his prom­e­nade, and the prom­e­nade was tak­en five or six times a week, with­out its hav­ing oc­curred to him or to these peo­ple to ex­change a greet­ing. That per­son­age, and that young girl, al­though they ap­peared—and per­haps be­cause they ap­peared—to shun all glances, had, nat­u­ral­ly, caused some at­ten­tion on the part of the five or six stu­dents who strolled along the Pépinière from time to time; the stu­dious af­ter their lec­tures, the oth­ers af­ter their game of bil­liards. Cour­feyrac, who was among the last, had ob­served them sev­er­al times, but, find­ing the girl home­ly, he had speed­i­ly and care­ful­ly kept out of the way. He had fled, dis­charg­ing at them a so­bri­quet, like a Parthi­an dart. Im­pressed sole­ly with the child’s gown and the old man’s hair, he had dubbed the daugh­ter Made­moi­selle Lanoire, and the fa­ther, Mon­sieur Leblanc, so that as no one knew them un­der any oth­er ti­tle, this nick­name be­came a law in the de­fault of any oth­er name. The stu­dents said: “Ah! Mon­sieur Leblanc is on his bench.” And Mar­ius, like the rest, had found it con­ve­nient to call this un­known gen­tle­man Mon­sieur Leblanc.

			We shall fol­low their ex­am­ple, and we shall say M. Leblanc, in or­der to fa­cil­i­tate this tale.

			So Mar­ius saw them near­ly ev­ery day, at the same hour, dur­ing the first year. He found the man to his taste, but the girl in­sipid.

		
	
		
			
				II

				Lux Fac­ta Est

			
			Dur­ing the sec­ond year, pre­cise­ly at the point in this his­to­ry which the read­er has now reached, it chanced that this habit of the Lux­em­bourg was in­ter­rupt­ed, with­out Mar­ius him­self be­ing quite aware why, and near­ly six months elapsed, dur­ing which he did not set foot in the al­ley. One day, at last, he re­turned thith­er once more; it was a serene sum­mer morn­ing, and Mar­ius was in joy­ous mood, as one is when the weath­er is fine. It seemed to him that he had in his heart all the songs of the birds that he was lis­ten­ing to, and all the bits of blue sky of which he caught glimpses through the leaves of the trees.

			He went straight to “his al­ley,” and when he reached the end of it he per­ceived, still on the same bench, that well-known cou­ple. On­ly, when he ap­proached, it cer­tain­ly was the same man; but it seemed to him that it was no longer the same girl. The per­son whom he now be­held was a tall and beau­ti­ful crea­ture, pos­sessed of all the most charm­ing lines of a wom­an at the pre­cise mo­ment when they are still com­bined with all the most in­gen­u­ous graces of the child; a pure and fugi­tive mo­ment, which can be ex­pressed on­ly by these two words—“fif­teen years.” She had won­der­ful brown hair, shad­ed with threads of gold, a brow that seemed made of mar­ble, cheeks that seemed made of rose-leaf, a pale flush, an ag­i­tat­ed white­ness, an ex­quis­ite mouth, whence smiles dart­ed like sun­beams, and words like mu­sic, a head such as Raphael would have giv­en to Mary, set up­on a neck that Jean Gou­jon would have at­trib­uted to a Venus. And, in or­der that noth­ing might be lack­ing to this be­witch­ing face, her nose was not hand­some—it was pret­ty; nei­ther straight nor curved, nei­ther Ital­ian nor Greek; it was the Parisian nose, that is to say, spir­i­tu­al, del­i­cate, ir­reg­u­lar, pure—which drives painters to de­spair, and charms po­ets.

			When Mar­ius passed near her, he could not see her eyes, which were con­stant­ly low­ered. He saw on­ly her long chest­nut lash­es, per­me­at­ed with shad­ow and mod­esty.

			This did not pre­vent the beau­ti­ful child from smil­ing as she lis­tened to what the white-haired old man was say­ing to her, and noth­ing could be more fas­ci­nat­ing than that fresh smile, com­bined with those droop­ing eyes.

			For a mo­ment, Mar­ius thought that she was an­oth­er daugh­ter of the same man, a sis­ter of the for­mer, no doubt. But when the in­vari­able habit of his stroll brought him, for the sec­ond time, near the bench, and he had ex­am­ined her at­ten­tive­ly, he rec­og­nized her as the same. In six months the lit­tle girl had be­come a young maid­en; that was all. Noth­ing is more fre­quent than this phe­nom­e­non. There is a mo­ment when girls blos­som out in the twin­kling of an eye, and be­come ros­es all at once. One left them chil­dren but yes­ter­day; to­day, one finds them dis­qui­et­ing to the feel­ings.

			This child had not on­ly grown, she had be­come ide­al­ized. As three days in April suf­fice to cov­er cer­tain trees with flow­ers, six months had suf­ficed to clothe her with beau­ty. Her April had ar­rived.

			One some­times sees peo­ple, who, poor and mean, seem to wake up, pass sud­den­ly from in­di­gence to lux­u­ry, in­dulge in ex­pen­di­tures of all sorts, and be­come daz­zling, prodi­gal, mag­nif­i­cent, all of a sud­den. That is the re­sult of hav­ing pock­et­ed an in­come; a note fell due yes­ter­day. The young girl had re­ceived her quar­ter­ly in­come.

			And then, she was no longer the school­girl with her felt hat, her meri­no gown, her schol­ar’s shoes, and red hands; taste had come to her with beau­ty; she was a well-dressed per­son, clad with a sort of rich and sim­ple el­e­gance, and with­out af­fec­ta­tion. She wore a dress of black damask, a cape of the same ma­te­ri­al, and a bon­net of white crape. Her white gloves dis­played the del­i­ca­cy of the hand which toyed with the carved, Chi­nese ivory han­dle of a para­sol, and her silken shoe out­lined the small­ness of her foot. When one passed near her, her whole toi­lette ex­haled a youth­ful and pen­e­trat­ing per­fume.

			As for the man, he was the same as usu­al.

			The sec­ond time that Mar­ius ap­proached her, the young girl raised her eye­lids; her eyes were of a deep, ce­les­tial blue, but in that veiled azure, there was, as yet, noth­ing but the glance of a child. She looked at Mar­ius in­dif­fer­ent­ly, as she would have stared at the brat run­ning be­neath the sycamores, or the mar­ble vase which cast a shad­ow on the bench, and Mar­ius, on his side, con­tin­ued his prom­e­nade, and thought about some­thing else.

			He passed near the bench where the young girl sat, five or six times, but with­out even turn­ing his eyes in her di­rec­tion.

			On the fol­low­ing days, he re­turned, as was his wont, to the Lux­em­bourg; as usu­al, he found there “the fa­ther and daugh­ter;” but he paid no fur­ther at­ten­tion to them. He thought no more about the girl now that she was beau­ti­ful than he had when she was home­ly. He passed very near the bench where she sat, be­cause such was his habit.

		
	
		
			
				III

				Ef­fect of the Spring

			
			One day, the air was warm, the Lux­em­bourg was in­un­dat­ed with light and shade, the sky was as pure as though the an­gels had washed it that morn­ing, the spar­rows were giv­ing vent to lit­tle twit­ters in the depths of the chest­nut-trees. Mar­ius had thrown open his whole soul to na­ture, he was not think­ing of any­thing, he sim­ply lived and breathed, he passed near the bench, the young girl raised her eyes to him, the two glances met.

			What was there in the young girl’s glance on this oc­ca­sion? Mar­ius could not have told. There was noth­ing and there was ev­ery­thing. It was a strange flash.

			She dropped her eyes, and he pur­sued his way.

			What he had just seen was no longer the in­gen­u­ous and sim­ple eye of a child; it was a mys­te­ri­ous gulf which had half opened, then abrupt­ly closed again.

			There comes a day when the young girl glances in this man­ner. Woe to him who chances to be there!

			That first gaze of a soul which does not, as yet, know it­self, is like the dawn in the sky. It is the awak­en­ing of some­thing ra­di­ant and strange. Noth­ing can give any idea of the dan­ger­ous charm of that un­ex­pect­ed gleam, which flash­es sud­den­ly and vague­ly forth from adorable shad­ows, and which is com­posed of all the in­no­cence of the present, and of all the pas­sion of the fu­ture. It is a sort of un­de­cid­ed ten­der­ness which re­veals it­self by chance, and which waits. It is a snare which the in­no­cent maid­en sets un­known to her­self, and in which she cap­tures hearts with­out ei­ther wish­ing or know­ing it. It is a vir­gin look­ing like a wom­an.

			It is rare that a pro­found rever­ie does not spring from that glance, where it falls. All pu­ri­ties and all can­dors meet in that ce­les­tial and fa­tal gleam which, more than all the best-planned ten­der glances of co­quettes, pos­sess­es the mag­ic pow­er of caus­ing the sud­den blos­som­ing, in the depths of the soul, of that som­bre flow­er, im­preg­nat­ed with per­fume and with poi­son, which is called love.

			That evening, on his re­turn to his gar­ret, Mar­ius cast his eyes over his gar­ments, and per­ceived, for the first time, that he had been so sloven­ly, in­deco­rous, and in­con­ceiv­ably stupid as to go for his walk in the Lux­em­bourg with his “ev­ery­day clothes,” that is to say, with a hat bat­tered near the band, coarse carter’s boots, black trousers which showed white at the knees, and a black coat which was pale at the el­bows.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				Be­gin­ning of a Great Mal­a­dy

			
			On the fol­low­ing day, at the ac­cus­tomed hour, Mar­ius drew from his wardrobe his new coat, his new trousers, his new hat, and his new boots; he clothed him­self in this com­plete panoply, put on his gloves, a tremen­dous lux­u­ry, and set off for the Lux­em­bourg.

			On the way thith­er, he en­coun­tered Cour­feyrac, and pre­tend­ed not to see him. Cour­feyrac, on his re­turn home, said to his friends:—

			“I have just met Mar­ius’ new hat and new coat, with Mar­ius in­side them. He was go­ing to pass an ex­am­i­na­tion, no doubt. He looked ut­ter­ly stupid.”

			On ar­riv­ing at the Lux­em­bourg, Mar­ius made the tour of the foun­tain basin, and stared at the swans; then he re­mained for a long time in con­tem­pla­tion be­fore a stat­ue whose head was per­fect­ly black with mould, and one of whose hips was miss­ing. Near the basin there was a bour­geois forty years of age, with a prom­i­nent stom­ach, who was hold­ing by the hand a lit­tle urchin of five, and say­ing to him: “Shun ex­cess, my son, keep at an equal dis­tance from despo­tism and from an­ar­chy.” Mar­ius lis­tened to this bour­geois. Then he made the cir­cuit of the basin once more. At last he di­rect­ed his course to­wards “his al­ley,” slow­ly, and as if with re­gret. One would have said that he was both forced to go there and with­held from do­ing so. He did not per­ceive it him­self, and thought that he was do­ing as he al­ways did.

			On turn­ing in­to the walk, he saw M. Leblanc and the young girl at the oth­er end, “on their bench.” He but­toned his coat up to the very top, pulled it down on his body so that there might be no wrin­kles, ex­am­ined, with a cer­tain com­plai­sance, the lus­trous gleams of his trousers, and marched on the bench. This march sa­vored of an at­tack, and cer­tain­ly of a de­sire for con­quest. So I say that he marched on the bench, as I should say: “Han­ni­bal marched on Rome.”

			How­ev­er, all his move­ments were pure­ly me­chan­i­cal, and he had in­ter­rupt­ed none of the ha­bit­u­al pre­oc­cu­pa­tions of his mind and labors. At that mo­ment, he was think­ing that the Manuel du Bac­calau­réat was a stupid book, and that it must have been drawn up by rare id­iots, to al­low of three tragedies of Racine and on­ly one com­e­dy of Molière be­ing an­a­lyzed there­in as mas­ter­pieces of the hu­man mind. There was a pierc­ing whistling go­ing on in his ears. As he ap­proached the bench, he held fast to the folds in his coat, and fixed his eyes on the young girl. It seemed to him that she filled the en­tire ex­trem­i­ty of the al­ley with a vague blue light.

			In pro­por­tion as he drew near, his pace slack­ened more and more. On ar­riv­ing at some lit­tle dis­tance from the bench, and long be­fore he had reached the end of the walk, he halt­ed, and could not ex­plain to him­self why he re­traced his steps. He did not even say to him­self that he would not go as far as the end. It was on­ly with dif­fi­cul­ty that the young girl could have per­ceived him in the dis­tance and not­ed his fine ap­pear­ance in his new clothes. Nev­er­the­less, he held him­self very erect, in case any­one should be look­ing at him from be­hind.

			He at­tained the op­po­site end, then came back, and this time he ap­proached a lit­tle near­er to the bench. He even got to with­in three in­ter­vals of trees, but there he felt an in­de­scrib­able im­pos­si­bil­i­ty of pro­ceed­ing fur­ther, and he hes­i­tat­ed. He thought he saw the young girl’s face bend­ing to­wards him. But he ex­ert­ed a man­ly and vi­o­lent ef­fort, sub­dued his hes­i­ta­tion, and walked straight ahead. A few sec­onds lat­er, he rushed in front of the bench, erect and firm, red­den­ing to the very ears, with­out dar­ing to cast a glance ei­ther to the right or to the left, with his hand thrust in­to his coat like a states­man. At the mo­ment when he passed—un­der the can­non of the place—he felt his heart beat wild­ly. As on the pre­ced­ing day, she wore her damask gown and her crape bon­net. He heard an in­ef­fa­ble voice, which must have been “her voice.” She was talk­ing tran­quil­ly. She was very pret­ty. He felt it, al­though he made no at­tempt to see her. “She could not, how­ev­er,” he thought, “help feel­ing es­teem and con­sid­er­a­tion for me, if she on­ly knew that I am the ver­i­ta­ble au­thor of the dis­ser­ta­tion on Mar­cos Obré­gon de la Ronde, which M. François de Neufchâteau put, as though it were his own, at the head of his edi­tion of Gil Blas.” He went be­yond the bench as far as the ex­trem­i­ty of the walk, which was very near, then turned on his heel and passed once more in front of the love­ly girl. This time, he was very pale. More­over, all his emo­tions were dis­agree­able. As he went fur­ther from the bench and the young girl, and while his back was turned to her, he fan­cied that she was gaz­ing af­ter him, and that made him stum­ble.

			He did not at­tempt to ap­proach the bench again; he halt­ed near the mid­dle of the walk, and there, a thing which he nev­er did, he sat down, and re­flect­ing in the most pro­found­ly in­dis­tinct depths of his spir­it, that af­ter all, it was hard that per­sons whose white bon­net and black gown he ad­mired should be ab­so­lute­ly in­sen­si­ble to his splen­did trousers and his new coat.

			At the ex­pi­ra­tion of a quar­ter of an hour, he rose, as though he were on the point of again be­gin­ning his march to­wards that bench which was sur­round­ed by an au­re­ole. But he re­mained stand­ing there, mo­tion­less. For the first time in fif­teen months, he said to him­self that that gen­tle­man who sat there ev­ery day with his daugh­ter, had, on his side, no­ticed him, and prob­a­bly con­sid­ered his as­siduity sin­gu­lar.

			For the first time, al­so, he was con­scious of some ir­rev­er­ence in des­ig­nat­ing that stranger, even in his se­cret thoughts, by the so­bri­quet of M. Leblanc.

			He stood thus for sev­er­al min­utes, with droop­ing head, trac­ing fig­ures in the sand, with the cane which he held in his hand.

			Then he turned abrupt­ly in the di­rec­tion op­po­site to the bench, to M. Leblanc and his daugh­ter, and went home.

			That day he for­got to dine. At eight o’clock in the evening he per­ceived this fact, and as it was too late to go down to the Rue Saint-Jacques, he said: “Nev­er mind!” and ate a bit of bread.

			He did not go to bed un­til he had brushed his coat and fold­ed it up with great care.

		
	
		
			
				V

				Divers Claps of Thun­der Fall on Ma’am Bougon

			
			On the fol­low­ing day, Ma’am Bougon, as Cour­feyrac styled the old portress-prin­ci­pal-ten­ant, house­keep­er of the Gor­beau hov­el, Ma’am Bougon, whose name was, in re­al­i­ty, Madame Bur­gon, as we have found out, but this icon­o­clast, Cour­feyrac, re­spect­ed noth­ing—Ma’am Bougon ob­served, with stu­pe­fac­tion, that M. Mar­ius was go­ing out again in his new coat.

			He went to the Lux­em­bourg again, but he did not pro­ceed fur­ther than his bench mid­way of the al­ley. He seat­ed him­self there, as on the pre­ced­ing day, sur­vey­ing from a dis­tance, and clear­ly mak­ing out, the white bon­net, the black dress, and above all, that blue light. He did not stir from it, and on­ly went home when the gates of the Lux­em­bourg closed. He did not see M. Leblanc and his daugh­ter re­tire. He con­clud­ed that they had quit­ted the gar­den by the gate on the Rue de l’Ouest. Lat­er on, sev­er­al weeks af­ter­wards, when he came to think it over, he could nev­er re­call where he had dined that evening.

			On the fol­low­ing day, which was the third, Ma’am Bougon was thun­der­struck. Mar­ius went out in his new coat. “Three days in suc­ces­sion!” she ex­claimed.

			She tried to fol­low him, but Mar­ius walked briskly, and with im­mense strides; it was a hip­popota­mus un­der­tak­ing the pur­suit of a chamois. She lost sight of him in two min­utes, and re­turned breath­less, three-quar­ters choked with asth­ma, and fu­ri­ous. “If there is any sense,” she growled, “in putting on one’s best clothes ev­ery day, and mak­ing peo­ple run like this!”

			Mar­ius be­took him­self to the Lux­em­bourg.

			The young girl was there with M. Leblanc. Mar­ius ap­proached as near as he could, pre­tend­ing to be busy read­ing a book, but he halt­ed afar off, then re­turned and seat­ed him­self on his bench, where he spent four hours in watch­ing the house-spar­rows who were skip­ping about the walk, and who pro­duced on him the im­pres­sion that they were mak­ing sport of him.

			A fort­night passed thus. Mar­ius went to the Lux­em­bourg no longer for the sake of strolling there, but to seat him­self al­ways in the same spot, and that with­out know­ing why. Once ar­rived there, he did not stir. He put on his new coat ev­ery morn­ing, for the pur­pose of not show­ing him­self, and he be­gan all over again on the mor­row.

			She was de­cid­ed­ly a mar­vel­lous beau­ty. The on­ly re­mark ap­proach­ing a crit­i­cism, that could be made, was, that the con­tra­dic­tion be­tween her gaze, which was melan­choly, and her smile, which was mer­ry, gave a rather wild ef­fect to her face, which some­times caused this sweet coun­te­nance to be­come strange with­out ceas­ing to be charm­ing.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				Tak­en Pris­on­er

			
			On one of the last days of the sec­ond week, Mar­ius was seat­ed on his bench, as usu­al, hold­ing in his hand an open book, of which he had not turned a page for the last two hours. All at once he start­ed. An event was tak­ing place at the oth­er ex­trem­i­ty of the walk. Leblanc and his daugh­ter had just left their seat, and the daugh­ter had tak­en her fa­ther’s arm, and both were ad­vanc­ing slow­ly, to­wards the mid­dle of the al­ley where Mar­ius was. Mar­ius closed his book, then opened it again, then forced him­self to read; he trem­bled; the au­re­ole was com­ing straight to­wards him. “Ah! good Heav­ens!” thought he, “I shall not have time to strike an at­ti­tude.” Still the white-haired man and the girl ad­vanced. It seemed to him that this last­ed for a cen­tu­ry, and that it was but a sec­ond. “What are they com­ing in this di­rec­tion for?” he asked him­self. “What! She will pass here? Her feet will tread this sand, this walk, two paces from me?” He was ut­ter­ly up­set, he would have liked to be very hand­some, he would have liked to own the cross. He heard the soft and mea­sured sound of their ap­proach­ing foot­steps. He imag­ined that M. Leblanc was dart­ing an­gry glances at him. “Is that gen­tle­man go­ing to ad­dress me?” he thought to him­self. He dropped his head; when he raised it again, they were very near him. The young girl passed, and as she passed, she glanced at him. She gazed steadi­ly at him, with a pen­sive sweet­ness which thrilled Mar­ius from head to foot. It seemed to him that she was re­proach­ing him for hav­ing al­lowed so long a time to elapse with­out com­ing as far as her, and that she was say­ing to him: “I am com­ing my­self.” Mar­ius was daz­zled by those eyes fraught with rays and abysses.

			He felt his brain on fire. She had come to him, what joy! And then, how she had looked at him! She ap­peared to him more beau­ti­ful than he had ev­er seen her yet. Beau­ti­ful with a beau­ty which was whol­ly fem­i­nine and an­gel­ic, with a com­plete beau­ty which would have made Pe­trar­ch sing and Dante kneel. It seemed to him that he was float­ing free in the azure heav­ens. At the same time, he was hor­ri­bly vexed be­cause there was dust on his boots.

			He thought he felt sure that she had looked at his boots too.

			He fol­lowed her with his eyes un­til she dis­ap­peared. Then he start­ed up and walked about the Lux­em­bourg gar­den like a mad­man. It is pos­si­ble that, at times, he laughed to him­self and talked aloud. He was so dreamy when he came near the chil­dren’s nurs­es, that each one of them thought him in love with her.

			He quit­ted the Lux­em­bourg, hop­ing to find her again in the street.

			He en­coun­tered Cour­feyrac un­der the ar­cades of the Odéon, and said to him: “Come and dine with me.” They went off to Rousseau’s and spent six francs. Mar­ius ate like an ogre. He gave the wait­er six sous. At dessert, he said to Cour­feyrac. “Have you read the pa­per? What a fine dis­course Audry de Puyraveau de­liv­ered!”

			He was des­per­ate­ly in love.

			Af­ter din­ner, he said to Cour­feyrac: “I will treat you to the play.” They went to the Porte-Sainte-Mar­tin to see Frédérick in L’Auberge des Adrets. Mar­ius was enor­mous­ly amused.

			At the same time, he had a re­dou­bled at­tack of shy­ness. On emerg­ing from the the­atre, he re­fused to look at the garter of a modiste who was step­ping across a gut­ter, and Cour­feyrac, who said: “I should like to put that wom­an in my col­lec­tion,” al­most hor­ri­fied him.

			Cour­feyrac in­vit­ed him to break­fast at the Café Voltaire on the fol­low­ing morn­ing. Mar­ius went thith­er, and ate even more than on the pre­ced­ing evening. He was very thought­ful and very mer­ry. One would have said that he was tak­ing ad­van­tage of ev­ery oc­ca­sion to laugh up­roar­i­ous­ly. He ten­der­ly em­braced some man or oth­er from the prov­inces, who was pre­sent­ed to him. A cir­cle of stu­dents formed round the ta­ble, and they spoke of the non­sense paid for by the State which was ut­tered from the ros­trum in the Sor­bonne, then the con­ver­sa­tion fell up­on the faults and omis­sions in Guicher­at’s dic­tio­nar­ies and gram­mars. Mar­ius in­ter­rupt­ed the dis­cus­sion to ex­claim: “But it is very agree­able, all the same to have the cross!”

			“That’s queer!” whis­pered Cour­feyrac to Jean Prou­vaire.

			“No,” re­spond­ed Prou­vaire, “that’s se­ri­ous.”

			It was se­ri­ous; in fact, Mar­ius had reached that first vi­o­lent and charm­ing hour with which grand pas­sions be­gin.

			A glance had wrought all this.

			When the mine is charged, when the con­fla­gra­tion is ready, noth­ing is more sim­ple. A glance is a spark.

			It was all over with him. Mar­ius loved a wom­an. His fate was en­ter­ing the un­known.

			The glance of wom­en re­sem­bles cer­tain com­bi­na­tions of wheels, which are tran­quil in ap­pear­ance yet for­mi­da­ble. You pass close to them ev­ery day, peace­ably and with im­puni­ty, and with­out a sus­pi­cion of any­thing. A mo­ment ar­rives when you for­get that the thing is there. You go and come, dream, speak, laugh. All at once you feel your­self clutched; all is over. The wheels hold you fast, the glance has en­snared you. It has caught you, no mat­ter where or how, by some por­tion of your thought which was flut­ter­ing loose, by some dis­trac­tion which had at­tacked you. You are lost. The whole of you pass­es in­to it. A chain of mys­te­ri­ous forces takes pos­ses­sion of you. You strug­gle in vain; no more hu­man suc­cor is pos­si­ble. You go on fall­ing from gear­ing to gear­ing, from agony to agony, from tor­ture to tor­ture, you, your mind, your for­tune, your fu­ture, your soul; and, ac­cord­ing to whether you are in the pow­er of a wicked crea­ture, or of a no­ble heart, you will not es­cape from this ter­ri­fy­ing ma­chine oth­er­wise than dis­fig­ured with shame, or trans­fig­ured by pas­sion.

		
	
		
			
				VII

				Ad­ven­tures of the Let­ter U De­liv­ered Over to Con­jec­tures

			
			Iso­la­tion, de­tach­ment, from ev­ery­thing, pride, in­de­pen­dence, the taste of na­ture, the ab­sence of dai­ly and ma­te­ri­al ac­tiv­i­ty, the life with­in him­self, the se­cret con­flicts of chasti­ty, a benev­o­lent ec­sta­sy to­wards all cre­ation, had pre­pared Mar­ius for this pos­ses­sion which is called pas­sion. His wor­ship of his fa­ther had grad­u­al­ly be­come a re­li­gion, and, like all re­li­gions, it had re­treat­ed to the depths of his soul. Some­thing was re­quired in the fore­ground. Love came.

			A full month elapsed, dur­ing which Mar­ius went ev­ery day to the Lux­em­bourg. When the hour ar­rived, noth­ing could hold him back.—“He is on du­ty,” said Cour­feyrac. Mar­ius lived in a state of de­light. It is cer­tain that the young girl did look at him.

			He had fi­nal­ly grown bold, and ap­proached the bench. Still, he did not pass in front of it any more, in obe­di­ence to the in­stinct of timid­i­ty and to the in­stinct of pru­dence com­mon to lovers. He con­sid­ered it bet­ter not to at­tract “the at­ten­tion of the fa­ther.” He com­bined his sta­tions be­hind the trees and the pedestals of the stat­ues with a pro­found diplo­ma­cy, so that he might be seen as much as pos­si­ble by the young girl and as lit­tle as pos­si­ble by the old gen­tle­man. Some­times, he re­mained mo­tion­less by the half-hour to­geth­er in the shade of a Leonidas or a Spar­ta­cus, hold­ing in his hand a book, above which his eyes, gen­tly raised, sought the beau­ti­ful girl, and she, on her side, turned her charm­ing pro­file to­wards him with a vague smile. While con­vers­ing in the most nat­u­ral and tran­quil man­ner in the world with the white-haired man, she bent up­on Mar­ius all the rever­ies of a vir­ginal and pas­sion­ate eye. An­cient and time-hon­ored ma­noeu­vre which Eve un­der­stood from the very first day of the world, and which ev­ery wom­an un­der­stands from the very first day of her life! her mouth replied to one, and her glance replied to an­oth­er.

			It must be sup­posed, that M. Leblanc fi­nal­ly no­ticed some­thing, for of­ten, when Mar­ius ar­rived, he rose and be­gan to walk about. He had aban­doned their ac­cus­tomed place and had adopt­ed the bench by the Glad­i­a­tor, near the oth­er end of the walk, as though with the ob­ject of see­ing whether Mar­ius would pur­sue them thith­er. Mar­ius did not un­der­stand, and com­mit­ted this er­ror. “The fa­ther” be­gan to grow in­ex­act, and no longer brought “his daugh­ter” ev­ery day. Some­times, he came alone. Then Mar­ius did not stay. An­oth­er blun­der.

			Mar­ius paid no heed to these symp­toms. From the phase of timid­i­ty, he had passed, by a nat­u­ral and fa­tal progress, to the phase of blind­ness. His love in­creased. He dreamed of it ev­ery night. And then, an un­ex­pect­ed bliss had hap­pened to him, oil on the fire, a re­dou­bling of the shad­ows over his eyes. One evening, at dusk, he had found, on the bench which “M. Leblanc and his daugh­ter” had just quit­ted, a hand­ker­chief, a very sim­ple hand­ker­chief, with­out em­broi­dery, but white, and fine, and which seemed to him to ex­hale in­ef­fa­ble per­fume. He seized it with rap­ture. This hand­ker­chief was marked with the let­ters U. F. Mar­ius knew noth­ing about this beau­ti­ful child—nei­ther her fam­i­ly name, her Chris­tian name nor her abode; these two let­ters were the first thing of her that he had gained pos­ses­sion of, adorable ini­tials, up­on which he im­me­di­ate­ly be­gan to con­struct his scaf­fold­ing. U was ev­i­dent­ly the Chris­tian name. “Ur­sule!” he thought, “what a de­li­cious name!” He kissed the hand­ker­chief, drank it in, placed it on his heart, on his flesh, dur­ing the day, and at night, laid it be­neath his lips that he might fall asleep on it.

			“I feel that her whole soul lies with­in it!” he ex­claimed.

			This hand­ker­chief be­longed to the old gen­tle­man, who had sim­ply let it fall from his pock­et.

			In the days which fol­lowed the find­ing of this trea­sure, he on­ly dis­played him­self at the Lux­em­bourg in the act of kiss­ing the hand­ker­chief and lay­ing it on his heart. The beau­ti­ful child un­der­stood noth­ing of all this, and sig­ni­fied it to him by im­per­cep­ti­ble signs.

			“O mod­esty!” said Mar­ius.

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				The Vet­er­ans Them­selves Can Be Hap­py

			
			Since we have pro­nounced the word mod­esty, and since we con­ceal noth­ing, we ought to say that once, nev­er­the­less, in spite of his ec­stasies, “his Ur­sule” caused him very se­ri­ous grief. It was on one of the days when she per­suad­ed M. Leblanc to leave the bench and stroll along the walk. A brisk May breeze was blow­ing, which swayed the crests of the plain­tain-trees. The fa­ther and daugh­ter, arm in arm, had just passed Mar­ius’ bench. Mar­ius had risen to his feet be­hind them, and was fol­low­ing them with his eyes, as was fit­ting in the des­per­ate sit­u­a­tion of his soul.

			All at once, a gust of wind, more mer­ry than the rest, and prob­a­bly charged with per­form­ing the af­fairs of Spring­time, swept down from the nurs­ery, flung it­self on the al­ley, en­veloped the young girl in a de­li­cious shiv­er, wor­thy of Vir­gil’s nymphs, and the fawns of The­ocri­tus, and lift­ed her dress, the robe more sa­cred than that of Isis, al­most to the height of her garter. A leg of ex­quis­ite shape ap­peared. Mar­ius saw it. He was ex­as­per­at­ed and fu­ri­ous.

			The young girl had hasti­ly thrust down her dress, with a di­vine­ly trou­bled mo­tion, but he was none­the­less an­gry for all that. He was alone in the al­ley, it is true. But there might have been some­one there. And what if there had been some­one there! Can any­one com­pre­hend such a thing? What she had just done is hor­ri­ble!—Alas, the poor child had done noth­ing; there had been but one cul­prit, the wind; but Mar­ius, in whom quiv­ered the Bartho­lo who ex­ists in Cheru­bin, was de­ter­mined to be vexed, and was jeal­ous of his own shad­ow. It is thus, in fact, that the harsh and capri­cious jeal­ousy of the flesh awak­ens in the hu­man heart, and takes pos­ses­sion of it, even with­out any right. More­over, set­ting aside even that jeal­ousy, the sight of that charm­ing leg had con­tained noth­ing agree­able for him; the white stock­ing of the first wom­an he chanced to meet would have af­ford­ed him more plea­sure.

			When “his Ur­sule,” af­ter hav­ing reached the end of the walk, re­traced her steps with M. Leblanc, and passed in front of the bench on which Mar­ius had seat­ed him­self once more, Mar­ius dart­ed a sullen and fe­ro­cious glance at her. The young girl gave way to that slight straight­en­ing up with a back­ward move­ment, ac­com­pa­nied by a rais­ing of the eye­lids, which sig­ni­fies: “Well, what is the mat­ter?”

			This was “their first quar­rel.”

			Mar­ius had hard­ly made this scene at her with his eyes, when some­one crossed the walk. It was a vet­er­an, very much bent, ex­treme­ly wrin­kled, and pale, in a uni­form of the Louis XV pat­tern, bear­ing on his breast the lit­tle oval plaque of red cloth, with the crossed swords, the sol­dier’s cross of Saint-Louis, and adorned, in ad­di­tion, with a coat-sleeve, which had no arm with­in it, with a sil­ver chin and a wood­en leg. Mar­ius thought he per­ceived that this man had an ex­treme­ly well sat­is­fied air. It even struck him that the aged cyn­ic, as he hob­bled along past him, ad­dressed to him a very fra­ter­nal and very mer­ry wink, as though some chance had cre­at­ed an un­der­stand­ing be­tween them, and as though they had shared some piece of good luck to­geth­er. What did that rel­ic of Mars mean by be­ing so con­tent­ed? What had passed be­tween that wood­en leg and the oth­er? Mar­ius reached a parox­ysm of jeal­ousy.—“Per­haps he was there!” he said to him­self; “per­haps he saw!”—And he felt a de­sire to ex­ter­mi­nate the vet­er­an.

			With the aid of time, all points grow dull. Mar­ius’ wrath against “Ur­sule,” just and le­git­i­mate as it was, passed off. He fi­nal­ly par­doned her; but this cost him a great ef­fort; he sulked for three days.

			Nev­er­the­less, in spite of all this, and be­cause of all this, his pas­sion aug­ment­ed and grew to mad­ness.

		
	
		
			
				IX

				Eclipse

			
			The read­er has just seen how Mar­ius dis­cov­ered, or thought that he dis­cov­ered, that She was named Ur­sule.

			Ap­petite grows with lov­ing. To know that her name was Ur­sule was a great deal; it was very lit­tle. In three or four weeks, Mar­ius had de­voured this bliss. He want­ed an­oth­er. He want­ed to know where she lived.

			He had com­mit­ted his first blun­der, by fall­ing in­to the am­bush of the bench by the Glad­i­a­tor. He had com­mit­ted a sec­ond, by not re­main­ing at the Lux­em­bourg when M. Leblanc came thith­er alone. He now com­mit­ted a third, and an im­mense one. He fol­lowed “Ur­sule.”

			She lived in the Rue de l’Ouest, in the most un­fre­quent­ed spot, in a new, three-sto­ry house, of mod­est ap­pear­ance.

			From that mo­ment forth, Mar­ius added to his hap­pi­ness of see­ing her at the Lux­em­bourg the hap­pi­ness of fol­low­ing her home.

			His hunger was in­creas­ing. He knew her first name, at least, a charm­ing name, a gen­uine wom­an’s name; he knew where she lived; he want­ed to know who she was.

			One evening, af­ter he had fol­lowed them to their dwelling, and had seen them dis­ap­pear through the car­riage gate, he en­tered in their train and said bold­ly to the porter:—

			“Is that the gen­tle­man who lives on the first floor, who has just come in?”

			“No,” replied the porter. “He is the gen­tle­man on the third floor.”

			An­oth­er step gained. This suc­cess em­bold­ened Mar­ius.

			“On the front?” he asked.

			“Par­bleu!” said the porter, “the house is on­ly built on the street.”

			“And what is that gen­tle­man’s busi­ness?” be­gan Mar­ius again.

			“He is a gen­tle­man of prop­er­ty, sir. A very kind man who does good to the un­for­tu­nate, though not rich him­self.”

			“What is his name?” re­sumed Mar­ius.

			The porter raised his head and said:—

			“Are you a po­lice spy, sir?”

			Mar­ius went off quite abashed, but de­light­ed. He was get­ting on.

			“Good,” thought he, “I know that her name is Ur­sule, that she is the daugh­ter of a gen­tle­man who lives on his in­come, and that she lives there, on the third floor, in the Rue de l’Ouest.”

			On the fol­low­ing day, M. Leblanc and his daugh­ter made on­ly a very brief stay in the Lux­em­bourg; they went away while it was still broad day­light. Mar­ius fol­lowed them to the Rue de l’Ouest, as he had tak­en up the habit of do­ing. On ar­riv­ing at the car­riage en­trance M. Leblanc made his daugh­ter pass in first, then paused, be­fore cross­ing the thresh­old, and stared in­tent­ly at Mar­ius.

			On the next day they did not come to the Lux­em­bourg. Mar­ius wait­ed for them all day in vain.

			At night­fall, he went to the Rue de l’Ouest, and saw a light in the win­dows of the third sto­ry.

			He walked about be­neath the win­dows un­til the light was ex­tin­guished.

			The next day, no one at the Lux­em­bourg. Mar­ius wait­ed all day, then went and did sen­tinel du­ty un­der their win­dows. This car­ried him on to ten o’clock in the evening.

			His din­ner took care of it­self. Fever nour­ish­es the sick man, and love the lover.

			He spent a week in this man­ner. M. Leblanc no longer ap­peared at the Lux­em­bourg.

			Mar­ius in­dulged in melan­choly con­jec­tures; he dared not watch the porte-cochère dur­ing the day; he con­tent­ed him­self with go­ing at night to gaze up­on the red light of the win­dows. At times he saw shad­ows flit across them, and his heart be­gan to beat.

			On the eighth day, when he ar­rived un­der the win­dows, there was no light in them.

			“Hel­lo!” he said, “the lamp is not light­ed yet. But it is dark. Can they have gone out?” He wait­ed un­til ten o’clock. Un­til mid­night. Un­til one in the morn­ing. Not a light ap­peared in the win­dows of the third sto­ry, and no one en­tered the house.

			He went away in a very gloomy frame of mind.

			On the mor­row—for he on­ly ex­ist­ed from mor­row to mor­row, there was, so to speak, no to­day for him—on the mor­row, he found no one at the Lux­em­bourg; he had ex­pect­ed this. At dusk, he went to the house.

			No light in the win­dows; the shades were drawn; the third floor was to­tal­ly dark.

			Mar­ius rapped at the porte-cochère, en­tered, and said to the porter:—

			“The gen­tle­man on the third floor?”

			“Has moved away,” replied the porter.

			Mar­ius reeled and said fee­bly:—

			“How long ago?”

			“Yes­ter­day.”

			“Where is he liv­ing now?”

			“I don’t know any­thing about it.”

			“So he has not left his new ad­dress?”

			“No.”

			And the porter, rais­ing his eyes, rec­og­nized Mar­ius.

			“Come! So it’s you!” said he; “but you are de­cid­ed­ly a spy then?”
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				Pa­tron Minette

			
		
	
		
			
				I

				Mines and Min­ers

			
			Hu­man so­ci­eties all have what is called in the­atri­cal par­lance, “a third low­er floor.” The so­cial soil is ev­ery­where un­der­mined, some­times for good, some­times for evil. These works are su­per­posed one up­on the oth­er. There are su­pe­ri­or mines and in­fe­ri­or mines. There is a top and a bot­tom in this ob­scure sub­soil, which some­times gives way be­neath civ­i­liza­tion, and which our in­dif­fer­ence and heed­less­ness tram­ple un­der foot. The En­cy­clo­pe­dia, in the last cen­tu­ry, was a mine that was al­most open to the sky. The shades, those som­bre hatch­ers of prim­i­tive Chris­tian­i­ty, on­ly await­ed an op­por­tu­ni­ty to bring about an ex­plo­sion un­der the Cae­sars and to in­un­date the hu­man race with light. For in the sa­cred shad­ows there lies la­tent light. Vol­ca­noes are full of a shad­ow that is ca­pa­ble of flash­ing forth. Ev­ery form be­gins by be­ing night. The cat­a­combs, in which the first mass was said, were not alone the cel­lar of Rome, they were the vaults of the world.

			Be­neath the so­cial con­struc­tion, that com­pli­cat­ed mar­vel of a struc­ture, there are ex­ca­va­tions of all sorts. There is the re­li­gious mine, the philo­soph­i­cal mine, the eco­nom­ic mine, the rev­o­lu­tion­ary mine. Such and such a pick­axe with the idea, such a pick with ci­phers. Such an­oth­er with wrath. Peo­ple hail and an­swer each oth­er from one cat­a­comb to an­oth­er. Utopias trav­el about un­der­ground, in the pipes. There they branch out in ev­ery di­rec­tion. They some­times meet, and frat­er­nize there. Jean-Jacques lends his pick to Dio­genes, who lends him his lantern. Some­times they en­ter in­to com­bat there. Calvin seizes Socinius by the hair. But noth­ing ar­rests nor in­ter­rupts the ten­sion of all these en­er­gies to­ward the goal, and the vast, si­mul­ta­ne­ous ac­tiv­i­ty, which goes and comes, mounts, de­scends, and mounts again in these ob­scu­ri­ties, and which im­mense un­known swarm­ing slow­ly trans­forms the top and the bot­tom and the in­side and the out­side. So­ci­ety hard­ly even sus­pects this dig­ging which leaves its sur­face in­tact and changes its bow­els. There are as many dif­fer­ent sub­ter­ranean stages as there are vary­ing works, as there are ex­trac­tions. What emerges from these deep ex­ca­va­tions? The fu­ture.

			The deep­er one goes, the more mys­te­ri­ous are the toil­ers. The work is good, up to a de­gree which the so­cial philoso­phies are able to rec­og­nize; be­yond that de­gree it is doubt­ful and mixed; low­er down, it be­comes ter­ri­ble. At a cer­tain depth, the ex­ca­va­tions are no longer pen­e­tra­ble by the spir­it of civ­i­liza­tion, the lim­it breath­able by man has been passed; a be­gin­ning of mon­sters is pos­si­ble.

			The de­scend­ing scale is a strange one; and each one of the rungs of this lad­der cor­re­sponds to a stage where phi­los­o­phy can find foothold, and where one en­coun­ters one of these work­men, some­times di­vine, some­times mis­shapen. Be­low John Huss, there is Luther; be­low Luther, there is Descartes; be­low Descartes, there is Voltaire; be­low Voltaire, there is Con­dorcet; be­low Con­dorcet, there is Robe­spierre; be­low Robe­spierre, there is Marat; be­low Marat there is Babeuf. And so it goes on. Low­er down, con­fus­ed­ly, at the lim­it which sep­a­rates the in­dis­tinct from the in­vis­i­ble, one per­ceives oth­er gloomy men, who per­haps do not ex­ist as yet. The men of yes­ter­day are spec­tres; those of to­mor­row are forms. The eye of the spir­it dis­tin­guish­es them but ob­scure­ly. The em­bry­on­ic work of the fu­ture is one of the vi­sions of phi­los­o­phy.

			A world in lim­bo, in the state of foe­tus, what an un­heard-of spec­tre!

			Saint-Si­mon, Owen, Fouri­er, are there al­so, in lat­er­al gal­leries.

			Sure­ly, al­though a di­vine and in­vis­i­ble chain un­known to them­selves, binds to­geth­er all these sub­ter­ranean pi­o­neers who, al­most al­ways, think them­selves iso­lat­ed, and who are not so, their works vary great­ly, and the light of some con­trasts with the blaze of oth­ers. The first are par­a­disi­a­cal, the last are trag­ic. Nev­er­the­less, what­ev­er may be the con­trast, all these toil­ers, from the high­est to the most noc­tur­nal, from the wis­est to the most fool­ish, pos­sess one like­ness, and this is it: dis­in­ter­est­ed­ness. Marat for­gets him­self like Je­sus. They throw them­selves on one side, they omit them­selves, they think not of them­selves. They have a glance, and that glance seeks the ab­so­lute. The first has the whole heav­ens in his eyes; the last, enig­mat­i­cal though he may be, has still, be­neath his eye­lids, the pale beam of the in­fi­nite. Ven­er­ate the man, who­ev­er he may be, who has this sign—the star­ry eye.

			The shad­owy eye is the oth­er sign.

			With it, evil com­mences. Re­flect and trem­ble in the pres­ence of any­one who has no glance at all. The so­cial or­der has its black min­ers.

			There is a point where depth is tan­ta­mount to buri­al, and where light be­comes ex­tinct.

			Be­low all these mines which we have just men­tioned, be­low all these gal­leries, be­low this whole im­mense, sub­ter­ranean, ve­nous sys­tem of progress and utopia, much fur­ther on in the earth, much low­er than Marat, low­er than Babeuf, low­er, much low­er, and with­out any con­nec­tion with the up­per lev­els, there lies the last mine. A for­mi­da­ble spot. This is what we have des­ig­nat­ed as the le troisième dessous. It is the grave of shad­ows. It is the cel­lar of the blind. In­feri.

			This com­mu­ni­cates with the abyss.

		
	
		
			
				II

				The Low­est Depths

			
			There dis­in­ter­est­ed­ness van­ish­es. The de­mon is vague­ly out­lined; each one is for him­self. The “I” in the eyes howls, seeks, fum­bles, and gnaws. The so­cial Ugoli­no is in this gulf.

			The wild spec­tres who roam in this grave, al­most beasts, al­most phan­toms, are not oc­cu­pied with uni­ver­sal progress; they are ig­no­rant both of the idea and of the word; they take no thought for any­thing but the sat­is­fac­tion of their in­di­vid­u­al de­sires. They are al­most un­con­scious, and there ex­ists with­in them a sort of ter­ri­ble oblit­er­a­tion. They have two moth­ers, both step­moth­ers, ig­no­rance and mis­ery. They have a guide, ne­ces­si­ty; and for all forms of sat­is­fac­tion, ap­petite. They are bru­tal­ly vo­ra­cious, that is to say, fe­ro­cious, not af­ter the fash­ion of the tyrant, but af­ter the fash­ion of the tiger. From suf­fer­ing these spec­tres pass to crime; fa­tal af­fil­i­a­tion, dizzy cre­ation, log­ic of dark­ness. That which crawls in the so­cial third low­er lev­el is no longer com­plaint sti­fled by the ab­so­lute; it is the protest of mat­ter. Man there be­comes a drag­on. To be hun­gry, to be thirsty—that is the point of de­par­ture; to be Sa­tan—that is the point reached. From that vault La­ce­naire emerges.

			We have just seen, in Book Fourth, one of the com­part­ments of the up­per mine, of the great po­lit­i­cal, rev­o­lu­tion­ary, and philo­soph­i­cal ex­ca­va­tion. There, as we have just said, all is pure, no­ble, dig­ni­fied, hon­est. There, as­sured­ly, one might be mis­led; but er­ror is wor­thy of ven­er­a­tion there, so thor­ough­ly does it im­ply hero­ism. The work there ef­fect­ed, tak­en as a whole has a name: Progress.

			The mo­ment has now come when we must take a look at oth­er depths, hideous depths. There ex­ists be­neath so­ci­ety, we in­sist up­on this point, and there will ex­ist, un­til that day when ig­no­rance shall be dis­si­pat­ed, the great cav­ern of evil.

			This cav­ern is be­low all, and is the foe of all. It is ha­tred, with­out ex­cep­tion. This cav­ern knows no philoso­phers; its dag­ger has nev­er cut a pen. Its black­ness has no con­nec­tion with the sub­lime black­ness of the ink­stand. Nev­er have the fin­gers of night which con­tract be­neath this sti­fling ceil­ing, turned the leaves of a book nor un­fold­ed a news­pa­per. Babeuf is a spec­u­la­tor to Car­touche; Marat is an aris­to­crat to Schin­der­hannes. This cav­ern has for its ob­ject the de­struc­tion of ev­ery­thing.

			Of ev­ery­thing. In­clud­ing the up­per su­pe­ri­or mines, which it ex­e­crates. It not on­ly un­der­mines, in its hideous swarm­ing, the ac­tu­al so­cial or­der; it un­der­mines phi­los­o­phy, it un­der­mines hu­man thought, it un­der­mines civ­i­liza­tion, it un­der­mines rev­o­lu­tion, it un­der­mines progress. Its name is sim­ply theft, pros­ti­tu­tion, mur­der, as­sas­si­na­tion. It is dark­ness, and it de­sires chaos. Its vault is formed of ig­no­rance.

			All the oth­ers, those above it, have but one ob­ject—to sup­press it. It is to this point that phi­los­o­phy and progress tend, with all their or­gans si­mul­ta­ne­ous­ly, by their ame­lio­ra­tion of the re­al, as well as by their con­tem­pla­tion of the ab­so­lute. De­stroy the cav­ern Ig­no­rance and you de­stroy the lair Crime.

			Let us con­dense, in a few words, a part of what we have just writ­ten. The on­ly so­cial per­il is dark­ness.

			Hu­man­i­ty is iden­ti­ty. All men are made of the same clay. There is no dif­fer­ence, here be­low, at least, in pre­des­ti­na­tion. The same shad­ow in front, the same flesh in the present, the same ash­es af­ter­wards. But ig­no­rance, min­gled with the hu­man paste, black­ens it. This in­cur­able black­ness takes pos­ses­sion of the in­te­ri­or of a man and is there con­vert­ed in­to evil.

		
	
		
			
				III

				Ba­bet, Gueule­mer, Claque­sous, and Mont­par­nasse

			
			A quar­tette of ruf­fi­ans, Claque­sous, Gueule­mer, Ba­bet, and Mont­par­nasse gov­erned the third low­er floor of Paris, from 1830 to 1835.

			Gueule­mer was a Her­cules of no de­fined po­si­tion. For his lair he had the sew­er of the Arche-Mar­i­on. He was six feet high, his pec­toral mus­cles were of mar­ble, his bi­ceps of brass, his breath was that of a cav­ern, his tor­so that of a colos­sus, his head that of a bird. One thought one be­held the Far­nese Her­cules clad in duck trousers and a cot­ton vel­vet waist­coat. Gueule­mer, built af­ter this sculp­tural fash­ion, might have sub­dued mon­sters; he had found it more ex­pe­di­tious to be one. A low brow, large tem­ples, less than forty years of age, but with crow’s-feet, harsh, short hair, cheeks like a brush, a beard like that of a wild boar; the read­er can see the man be­fore him. His mus­cles called for work, his stu­pid­i­ty would have none of it. He was a great, idle force. He was an as­sas­sin through cool­ness. He was thought to be a cre­ole. He had, prob­a­bly, some­what to do with Mar­shal Brune, hav­ing been a porter at Avi­gnon in 1815. Af­ter this stage, he had turned ruf­fi­an.

			The di­aphane­ity of Ba­bet con­trast­ed with the gross­ness of Gueule­mer. Ba­bet was thin and learned. He was trans­par­ent but im­pen­e­tra­ble. Day­light was vis­i­ble through his bones, but noth­ing through his eyes. He de­clared that he was a chemist. He had been a jack of all trades. He had played in vaude­ville at Saint-Mi­hiel. He was a man of pur­pose, a fine talk­er, who un­der­lined his smiles and ac­cen­tu­at­ed his ges­tures. His oc­cu­pa­tion con­sist­ed in sell­ing, in the open air, plas­ter busts and por­traits of “the head of the State.” In ad­di­tion to this, he ex­tract­ed teeth. He had ex­hib­it­ed phe­nom­e­na at fairs, and he had owned a booth with a trum­pet and this poster: “Ba­bet, Den­tal Artist, Mem­ber of the Acad­e­mies, makes phys­i­cal ex­per­i­ments on met­als and met­al­loids, ex­tracts teeth, un­der­takes stumps aban­doned by his broth­er prac­ti­tion­ers. Price: one tooth, one franc, fifty cen­times; two teeth, two francs; three teeth, two francs, fifty. Take ad­van­tage of this op­por­tu­ni­ty.” This “Take ad­van­tage of this op­por­tu­ni­ty” meant: Have as many teeth ex­tract­ed as pos­si­ble. He had been mar­ried and had had chil­dren. He did not know what had be­come of his wife and chil­dren. He had lost them as one los­es his hand­ker­chief. Ba­bet read the pa­pers, a strik­ing ex­cep­tion in the world to which he be­longed. One day, at the pe­ri­od when he had his fam­i­ly with him in his booth on wheels, he had read in the Mes­sager, that a wom­an had just giv­en birth to a child, who was do­ing well, and had a calf’s muz­zle, and he ex­claimed: “There’s a for­tune! my wife has not the wit to present me with a child like that!”

			Lat­er on he had aban­doned ev­ery­thing, in or­der to “un­der­take Paris.” This was his ex­pres­sion.

			Who was Claque­sous? He was night. He wait­ed un­til the sky was daubed with black, be­fore he showed him­self. At night­fall he emerged from the hole whith­er he re­turned be­fore day­light. Where was this hole? No one knew. He on­ly ad­dressed his ac­com­plices in the most ab­so­lute dark­ness, and with his back turned to them. Was his name Claque­sous? Cer­tain­ly not. If a can­dle was brought, he put on a mask. He was a ven­tril­o­quist. Ba­bet said: “Claque­sous is a noc­turne for two voic­es.” Claque­sous was vague, ter­ri­ble, and a roamer. No one was sure whether he had a name, Claque­sous be­ing a so­bri­quet; none was sure that he had a voice, as his stom­ach spoke more fre­quent­ly than his voice; no one was sure that he had a face, as he was nev­er seen with­out his mask. He dis­ap­peared as though he had van­ished in­to thin air; when he ap­peared, it was as though he sprang from the earth.

			A lugubri­ous be­ing was Mont­par­nasse. Mont­par­nasse was a child; less than twen­ty years of age, with a hand­some face, lips like cher­ries, charm­ing black hair, the bril­liant light of spring­time in his eyes; he had all vices and as­pired to all crimes.

			The di­ges­tion of evil aroused in him an ap­petite for worse. It was the street boy turned pick­pock­et, and a pick­pock­et turned gar­rot­er. He was gen­teel, ef­fem­i­nate, grace­ful, ro­bust, slug­gish, fe­ro­cious. The rim of his hat was curled up on the left side, in or­der to make room for a tuft of hair, af­ter the style of 1829. He lived by rob­bery with vi­o­lence. His coat was of the best cut, but thread­bare. Mont­par­nasse was a fash­ion-plate in mis­ery and giv­en to the com­mis­sion of mur­ders. The cause of all this youth’s crimes was the de­sire to be well-dressed. The first grisette who had said to him: “You are hand­some!” had cast the stain of dark­ness in­to his heart, and had made a Cain of this Abel. Find­ing that he was hand­some, he de­sired to be el­e­gant: now, the height of el­e­gance is idle­ness; idle­ness in a poor man means crime. Few prowlers were so dread­ed as Mont­par­nasse. At eigh­teen, he had al­ready nu­mer­ous corpses in his past. More than one passer­by lay with out­stretched arms in the pres­ence of this wretch, with his face in a pool of blood. Curled, po­mad­ed, with laced waist, the hips of a wom­an, the bust of a Prus­sian of­fi­cer, the mur­mur of ad­mi­ra­tion from the boule­vard wench­es sur­round­ing him, his cra­vat know­ing­ly tied, a blud­geon in his pock­et, a flow­er in his but­ton­hole; such was this dandy of the sepul­chre.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				Com­po­si­tion of the Troupe

			
			These four ruf­fi­ans formed a sort of Pro­teus, wind­ing like a ser­pent among the po­lice, and striv­ing to es­cape Vi­docq’s in­dis­creet glances “un­der divers forms, tree, flame, foun­tain,” lend­ing each oth­er their names and their traps, hid­ing in their own shad­ows, box­es with se­cret com­part­ments and refuges for each oth­er, strip­ping off their per­son­al­i­ties, as one re­moves his false nose at a masked ball, some­times sim­pli­fy­ing mat­ters to the point of con­sist­ing of but one in­di­vid­u­al, some­times mul­ti­ply­ing them­selves to such a point that Co­co-La­tour him­self took them for a whole throng.

			These four men were not four men; they were a sort of mys­te­ri­ous rob­ber with four heads, op­er­at­ing on a grand scale on Paris; they were that mon­strous polyp of evil, which in­hab­its the crypt of so­ci­ety.

			Thanks to their ram­i­fi­ca­tions, and to the net­work un­der­ly­ing their re­la­tions, Ba­bet, Gueule­mer, Claque­sous, and Mont­par­nasse were charged with the gen­er­al en­ter­prise of the am­bush­es of the de­part­ment of the Seine. The in­ven­tors of ideas of that na­ture, men with noc­tur­nal imag­i­na­tions, ap­plied to them to have their ideas ex­e­cut­ed. They fur­nished the can­vas to the four ras­cals, and the lat­ter un­der­took the prepa­ra­tion of the scenery. They la­bored at the stage set­ting. They were al­ways in a con­di­tion to lend a force pro­por­tioned and suit­able to all crimes which de­mand­ed a lift of the shoul­der, and which were suf­fi­cient­ly lu­cra­tive. When a crime was in quest of arms, they un­der-let their ac­com­plices. They kept a troupe of ac­tors of the shad­ows at the dis­po­si­tion of all un­der­ground tragedies.

			They were in the habit of as­sem­bling at night­fall, the hour when they woke up, on the plains which ad­join the Salpêtrière. There they held their con­fer­ences. They had twelve black hours be­fore them; they reg­u­lat­ed their em­ploy­ment ac­cord­ing­ly.

			Pa­tron-Minette—such was the name which was be­stowed in the sub­ter­ranean cir­cu­la­tion on the as­so­ci­a­tion of these four men. In the fan­tas­tic, an­cient, pop­u­lar par­lance, which is van­ish­ing day by day, Pa­tron-Minette sig­ni­fies the morn­ing, the same as en­tre chien et loup—be­tween dog and wolf—sig­ni­fies the evening. This ap­pel­la­tion, Pa­tron-Minette, was prob­a­bly de­rived from the hour at which their work end­ed, the dawn be­ing the van­ish­ing mo­ment for phan­toms and for the sep­a­ra­tion of ruf­fi­ans. These four men were known un­der this ti­tle. When the Pres­i­dent of the As­sizes vis­it­ed La­ce­naire in his prison, and ques­tioned him con­cern­ing a mis­deed which La­ce­naire de­nied, “Who did it?” de­mand­ed the Pres­i­dent. La­ce­naire made this re­sponse, enig­mat­i­cal so far as the mag­is­trate was con­cerned, but clear to the po­lice: “Per­haps it was Pa­tron-Minette.”

			A piece can some­times be di­vined on the enun­ci­a­tion of the per­son­ages; in the same man­ner a band can al­most be judged from the list of ruf­fi­ans com­pos­ing it. Here are the ap­pel­la­tions to which the prin­ci­pal mem­bers of Pa­tron-Minette an­swered—for the names have sur­vived in spe­cial mem­oirs.

			Pan­chaud, alias Print­anier, alias Bi­grenaille.

			Bru­jon. [There was a Bru­jon dy­nasty; we can­not re­frain from in­ter­po­lat­ing this word.]

			Boula­tru­elle, the road-mender al­ready in­tro­duced.

			Laveuve.

			Fin­istère.

			Homère-Hogu, a ne­gro.

			Mardis­oir. (Tues­day evening.)

			Dépêche. (Make haste.)

			Fauntleroy, alias Bou­quetière (the Flow­er Girl).

			Glo­rieux, a dis­charged con­vict.

			Bar­recar­rosse (Stop-car­riage), called Mon­sieur Dupont.

			L’Es­planade-du-Sud.

			Pous­sagrive.

			Car­mag­no­let.

			Kruide­niers, called Bizarro.

			Mange­den­telle. (Lace-eater.)

			Les-pieds-en-l’Air. (Feet in the air.)

			De­mi-Liard, called Deux-Mil­liards.

			Etc., etc.

			We pass over some, and not the worst of them. These names have faces at­tached. They do not ex­press mere­ly be­ings, but species. Each one of these names cor­re­sponds to a va­ri­ety of those mis­shapen fun­gi from the un­der side of civ­i­liza­tion.

			Those be­ings, who were not very lav­ish with their coun­te­nances, were not among the men whom one sees pass­ing along the streets. Fa­tigued by the wild nights which they passed, they went off by day to sleep, some­times in the limekilns, some­times in the aban­doned quar­ries of Mont­ma­tre or Mon­trouge, some­times in the sew­ers. They ran to earth.

			What be­came of these men? They still ex­ist. They have al­ways ex­ist­ed. Ho­race speaks of them: Am­buba­iarum col­le­gia, phar­ma­copo­lae, men­di­ci, mi­mae; and so long as so­ci­ety re­mains what it is, they will re­main what they are. Be­neath the ob­scure roof of their cav­ern, they are con­tin­u­al­ly born again from the so­cial ooze. They re­turn, spec­tres, but al­ways iden­ti­cal; on­ly, they no longer bear the same names and they are no longer in the same skins. The in­di­vid­u­als ex­tir­pat­ed, the tribe sub­sists.

			They al­ways have the same fac­ul­ties. From the va­grant to the tramp, the race is main­tained in its pu­ri­ty. They di­vine purs­es in pock­ets, they scent out watch­es in fobs. Gold and sil­ver pos­sess an odor for them. There ex­ist in­gen­u­ous bour­geois, of whom it might be said, that they have a “steal­able” air. These men pa­tient­ly pur­sue these bour­geois. They ex­pe­ri­ence the quiv­ers of a spi­der at the pas­sage of a stranger or of a man from the coun­try.

			These men are ter­ri­ble, when one en­coun­ters them, or catch­es a glimpse of them, to­wards mid­night, on a de­sert­ed boule­vard. They do not seem to be men but forms com­posed of liv­ing mists; one would say that they ha­bit­u­al­ly con­sti­tute one mass with the shad­ows, that they are in no wise dis­tinct from them, that they pos­sess no oth­er soul than the dark­ness, and that it is on­ly mo­men­tar­i­ly and for the pur­pose of liv­ing for a few min­utes a mon­strous life, that they have sep­a­rat­ed from the night.

			What is nec­es­sary to cause these spec­tres to van­ish? Light. Light in floods. Not a sin­gle bat can re­sist the dawn. Light up so­ci­ety from be­low.
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				The Wicked Poor Man

			
		
	
		
			
				I

				Mar­ius, While Seek­ing a Girl in a Bon­net, En­coun­ters a Man in a Cap

			
			Sum­mer passed, then the au­tumn; win­ter came. Nei­ther M. Leblanc nor the young girl had again set foot in the Lux­em­bourg gar­den. Thence­forth, Mar­ius had but one thought—to gaze once more on that sweet and adorable face. He sought con­stant­ly, he sought ev­ery­where; he found noth­ing. He was no longer Mar­ius, the en­thu­si­as­tic dream­er, the firm, res­o­lute, ar­dent man, the bold de­fi­er of fate, the brain which erect­ed fu­ture on fu­ture, the young spir­it en­cum­bered with plans, with projects, with pride, with ideas and wish­es; he was a lost dog. He fell in­to a black melan­choly. All was over. Work dis­gust­ed him, walk­ing tired him. Vast na­ture, for­mer­ly so filled with forms, lights, voic­es, coun­sels, per­spec­tives, hori­zons, teach­ings, now lay emp­ty be­fore him. It seemed to him that ev­ery­thing had dis­ap­peared.

			He thought in­ces­sant­ly, for he could not do oth­er­wise; but he no longer took plea­sure in his thoughts. To ev­ery­thing that they pro­posed to him in a whis­per, he replied in his dark­ness: “What is the use?”

			He heaped a hun­dred re­proach­es on him­self. “Why did I fol­low her? I was so hap­py at the mere sight of her! She looked at me; was not that im­mense? She had the air of lov­ing me. Was not that ev­ery­thing? I wished to have, what? There was noth­ing af­ter that. I have been ab­surd. It is my own fault,” etc., etc. Cour­feyrac, to whom he con­fid­ed noth­ing—it was his na­ture—but who made some lit­tle guess at ev­ery­thing—that was his na­ture—had be­gun by con­grat­u­lat­ing him on be­ing in love, though he was amazed at it; then, see­ing Mar­ius fall in­to this melan­choly state, he end­ed by say­ing to him: “I see that you have been sim­ply an an­i­mal. Here, come to the Chau­mière.”

			Once, hav­ing con­fi­dence in a fine Sep­tem­ber sun, Mar­ius had al­lowed him­self to be tak­en to the ball at Sceaux by Cour­feyrac, Bossuet, and Grantaire, hop­ing, what a dream! that he might, per­haps, find her there. Of course he did not see the one he sought.—“But this is the place, all the same, where all lost wom­en are found,” grum­bled Grantaire in an aside. Mar­ius left his friends at the ball and re­turned home on foot, alone, through the night, weary, fever­ish, with sad and trou­bled eyes, stunned by the noise and dust of the mer­ry wag­ons filled with singing crea­tures on their way home from the feast, which passed close to him, as he, in his dis­cour­age­ment, breathed in the acrid scent of the wal­nut-trees, along the road, in or­der to re­fresh his head.

			He took to liv­ing more and more alone, ut­ter­ly over­whelmed, whol­ly giv­en up to his in­ward an­guish, go­ing and com­ing in his pain like the wolf in the trap, seek­ing the ab­sent one ev­ery­where, stu­pe­fied by love.

			On an­oth­er oc­ca­sion, he had an en­counter which pro­duced on him a sin­gu­lar ef­fect. He met, in the nar­row streets in the vicin­i­ty of the Boule­vard des In­valides, a man dressed like a work­ing­man and wear­ing a cap with a long vi­sor, which al­lowed a glimpse of locks of very white hair. Mar­ius was struck with the beau­ty of this white hair, and scru­ti­nized the man, who was walk­ing slow­ly and as though ab­sorbed in painful med­i­ta­tion. Strange to say, he thought that he rec­og­nized M. Leblanc. The hair was the same, al­so the pro­file, so far as the cap per­mit­ted a view of it, the mien iden­ti­cal, on­ly more de­pressed. But why these work­ing­man’s clothes? What was the mean­ing of this? What sig­ni­fied that dis­guise? Mar­ius was great­ly as­ton­ished. When he re­cov­ered him­self, his first im­pulse was to fol­low the man; who knows whether he did not hold at last the clue which he was seek­ing? In any case, he must see the man near at hand, and clear up the mys­tery. But the idea oc­curred to him too late, the man was no longer there. He had turned in­to some lit­tle side street, and Mar­ius could not find him. This en­counter oc­cu­pied his mind for three days and then was ef­faced. “Af­ter all,” he said to him­self, “it was prob­a­bly on­ly a re­sem­blance.”

		
	
		
			
				II

				Trea­sure Trove

			
			Mar­ius had not left the Gor­beau house. He paid no at­ten­tion to any­one there.

			At that epoch, to tell the truth, there were no oth­er in­hab­i­tants in the house, ex­cept him­self and those Jon­drettes whose rent he had once paid, with­out, more­over, ev­er hav­ing spo­ken to ei­ther fa­ther, moth­er, or daugh­ters. The oth­er lodgers had moved away or had died, or had been turned out in de­fault of pay­ment.

			One day dur­ing that win­ter, the sun had shown it­self a lit­tle in the af­ter­noon, but it was the 2nd of Feb­ru­ary, that an­cient Can­dle­mas day whose treach­er­ous sun, the pre­cur­sor of a six weeks’ cold spell, in­spired Math­ieu Laens­berg with these two lines, which have with jus­tice re­mained clas­sic:—

			
				
					Qu’il luise ou qu’il luis­erne,
					

					L’ours ren­tre dans en sa cav­erne.41
				

			

			Mar­ius had just emerged from his: night was fall­ing. It was the hour for his din­ner; for he had been obliged to take to din­ing again, alas! oh, in­fir­mi­ties of ide­al pas­sions!

			He had just crossed his thresh­old, where Ma’am Bougon was sweep­ing at the mo­ment, as she ut­tered this mem­o­rable mono­logue:—

			“What is there that is cheap now? Ev­ery­thing is dear. There is noth­ing in the world that is cheap ex­cept trou­ble; you can get that for noth­ing, the trou­ble of the world!”

			Mar­ius slow­ly as­cend­ed the boule­vard to­wards the bar­ri­er, in or­der to reach the Rue Saint-Jacques. He was walk­ing along with droop­ing head.

			All at once, he felt some­one el­bow him in the dusk; he wheeled round, and saw two young girls clad in rags, the one tall and slim, the oth­er a lit­tle short­er, who were pass­ing rapid­ly, all out of breath, in ter­ror, and with the ap­pear­ance of flee­ing; they had been com­ing to meet him, had not seen him, and had jos­tled him as they passed. Through the twi­light, Mar­ius could dis­tin­guish their livid faces, their wild heads, their di­shev­elled hair, their hideous bon­nets, their ragged pet­ti­coats, and their bare feet. They were talk­ing as they ran. The taller said in a very low voice:—

			“The bob­bies have come. They came near nab­bing me at the half-cir­cle.” The oth­er an­swered: “I saw them. I bolt­ed, bolt­ed, bolt­ed!”

			Through this re­pul­sive slang, Mar­ius un­der­stood that gen­darmes or the po­lice had come near ap­pre­hend­ing these two chil­dren, and that the lat­ter had es­caped.

			They plunged among the trees of the boule­vard be­hind him, and there cre­at­ed, for a few min­utes, in the gloom, a sort of vague white spot, then dis­ap­peared.

			Mar­ius had halt­ed for a mo­ment.

			He was about to pur­sue his way, when his eye light­ed on a lit­tle gray­ish pack­age ly­ing on the ground at his feet. He stooped and picked it up. It was a sort of en­ve­lope which ap­peared to con­tain pa­pers.

			“Good,” he said to him­self, “those un­hap­py girls dropped it.”

			He re­traced his steps, he called, he did not find them; he re­flect­ed that they must al­ready be far away, put the pack­age in his pock­et, and went off to dine.

			On the way, he saw in an al­ley of the Rue Mouf­fe­tard, a child’s cof­fin, cov­ered with a black cloth rest­ing on three chairs, and il­lu­mi­nat­ed by a can­dle. The two girls of the twi­light re­curred to his mind.

			“Poor moth­ers!” he thought. “There is one thing sad­der than to see one’s chil­dren die; it is to see them lead­ing an evil life.”

			Then those shad­ows which had var­ied his melan­choly van­ished from his thoughts, and he fell back once more in­to his ha­bit­u­al pre­oc­cu­pa­tions. He fell to think­ing once more of his six months of love and hap­pi­ness in the open air and the broad day­light, be­neath the beau­ti­ful trees of Lux­em­bourg.

			“How gloomy my life has be­come!” he said to him­self. “Young girls are al­ways ap­pear­ing to me, on­ly for­mer­ly they were an­gels and now they are ghouls.”

		
	
		
			
				III

				Quadrifrons

			
			That evening, as he was un­dress­ing prepara­to­ry to go­ing to bed, his hand came in con­tact, in the pock­et of his coat, with the pack­et which he had picked up on the boule­vard. He had for­got­ten it. He thought that it would be well to open it, and that this pack­age might pos­si­bly con­tain the ad­dress of the young girls, if it re­al­ly be­longed to them, and, in any case, the in­for­ma­tion nec­es­sary to a resti­tu­tion to the per­son who had lost it.

			He opened the en­ve­lope.

			It was not sealed and con­tained four let­ters, al­so un­sealed.

			They bore ad­dress­es.

			All four ex­haled a hor­ri­ble odor of to­bac­co.

			The first was ad­dressed:

			
				
					To Madame, Madame la Mar­quise de Grucher­ay,

					the place op­po­site the Cham­ber of Deputies, No.—

				
			

			Mar­ius said to him­self, that he should prob­a­bly find in it the in­for­ma­tion which he sought, and that, more­over, the let­ter be­ing open, it was prob­a­ble that it could be read with­out im­pro­pri­ety.

			It was con­ceived as fol­lows:—

			
				Madame la Mar­quise:

				The virtue of clemen­cy and piety is that which most close­ly unites sosiety. Turn your Chris­tian spir­it and cast a look of com­pas­sion on this un­for­tu­nate Span­ish vic­tim of loy­al­ty and at­tach­ment to the sa­cred cause of le­git­i­ma­cy, who has giv­en with his blood, con­se­crat­ed his for­tune, evvery­thing, to de­fend that cause, and to­day finds him­self in the great­est mis­sery. He doubts not that your hon­or­able per­son will grant suc­cor to pre­serve an ex­is­tence ex­tereme­ly painful for a mil­i­tary man of ed­u­ca­tion and hon­or full of wounds, counts in ad­vance on the hu­man­i­ty which an­i­mates you and on the in­ter­est which Madame la Mar­quise bears to a na­tion so un­for­tu­nate. Their prayer will not be in vain, and their grat­i­tude will pre­serve theirs charm­ing sou­venir.

				My re­spect­ful sen­ti­ments, with which I have the hon­or to be Madame,

				
					Don Al­varès,

					Span­ish Cap­tain of Cav­al­ry, a roy­al­ist who has take refuge in France, who finds him­self on trav­ells for his coun­try, and the re­sources are lack­ing him to con­tin­ue his trav­ells.

				
			

			No ad­dress was joined to the sig­na­ture. Mar­ius hoped to find the ad­dress in the sec­ond let­ter, whose su­per­scrip­tion read:

			
				
					À Madame, Madame la Comtesse de Montver­net,

					Rue Cas­sette, No. 9.

				
			

			This is what Mar­ius read in it:—

			
				Madame la Comtesse:

				It is an un­hap­py moth­er of a fam­i­ly of six chil­dren the last of which is on­ly eight months old. I sick since my last con­fine­ment, aban­doned by my hus­band five months ago, have­ing no re­sources in the world the most fright­ful in­di­gance. In the hope of Madame la Comtesse, she has the hon­or to be, Madame, with pro­found re­spect,

				
					Mis­tress Balizard.

				
			

			Mar­ius turned to the third let­ter, which was a pe­ti­tion like the pre­ced­ing; he read:—

			
				
					Mon­sieur Pabour­geot, Elec­tor,

					Whole­sale stock­ing mer­chant,

					Rue Saint-De­nis on the cor­ner of the Rue aux Fers.

				
				I per­mit my­self to ad­dress you this let­ter to beg you to grant me the pre­tious fa­vor of your sim­paties and to in­ter­est your­self in a man of let­ters who has just sent a dra­ma to the Théâtre-Français. The sub­ject is his­tor­i­cal, and the ac­tion takes place in Au­vergne in the time of the Em­pire; the style, I think, is nat­u­ral, la­con­ic, and may have some mer­it. There are cou­plets to be sung in four places. The com­ic, the se­ri­ous, the un­ex­pect­ed, are min­gled in a va­ri­ety of char­ac­ters, and a tinge of ro­man­ti­cism light­ly spread through all the in­trigue which pro­ceeds mis­te­ri­ous­ly, and ends, af­ter strik­ing al­ta­ra­tions, in the midst of many beau­ti­ful strokes of bril­liant scenes.

				My prin­ci­pal ob­ject is to sat­is­fi the de­sire which pro­gres­sive­ly an­i­mates the man of our cen­tu­ry, that is to say, the fash­ion, that capri­tious and bizarre weath­er­vane which changes at al­most ev­ery new wind.

				In spite of these qual­i­ties I have rea­son to fear that jeal­ousy, the ego­tism of priv­iliged au­thors, may ob­taine my ex­clu­sion from the the­atre, for I am not ig­no­rant of the mor­ti­fi­ca­tions with which new­com­ers are treat­ed.

				Mon­si­uer Pabour­geot, your just rep­u­ta­tion as an en­light­ened pro­tec­tor of men of lit­ters em­bold­ens me to send you my daugh­ter who will ex­plain our in­di­gant sit­u­a­tion to you, lack­ing bread and fire in this wyn­ter sea­son. When I say to you that I beg you to ac­cept the ded­i­ca­tion of my dra­ma which I de­sire to make to you and of all those that I shall make, is to prove to you how great is my am­bi­tion to have the hon­or of shel­ter­ing my­self un­der your pro­tec­tion, and of adorn­ing my writ­ings with your name. If you deign to hon­or me with the most mod­est of­fer­ing, I shall im­me­di­ate­ly oc­cu­py my­self in mak­ing a piesse of verse to pay you my trib­ute of grat­i­tude. Which I shall en­deav­or to ren­der this piesse as per­fect as pos­si­ble, will be sent to you be­fore it is in­sert­ed at the be­gin­ning of the dra­ma and de­liv­ered on the stage.

				To Mon­sieur and Madame Pabour­geot, My most re­spect­ful com­ple­ments,

				
					Gen­flot,

					man of let­ters.

					
						P.S. Even if it is on­ly forty sous.

						Ex­cuse me for send­ing my daugh­ter and not pre­sent­ing my­self, but sad mo­tives con­nect­ed with the toi­let do not per­mit me, alas! to go out.

					

				
			

			Fi­nal­ly, Mar­ius opened the fourth let­ter. The ad­dress ran:

			
				
					To the benev­o­lent Gen­tle­man

					of the church of Saint-Jacques-du-haut-Pas

				
			

			It con­tained the fol­low­ing lines:—

			
				Benev­o­lent Man:

				If you deign to ac­com­pa­ny my daugh­ter, you will be­hold a mis­ser­able calami­ty, and I will show you my cer­tifi­cates.

				At the as­pect of these writ­ings your gen­er­ous soul will be moved with a sen­ti­ment of ob­vi­ous benev­o­lence, for true philoso­phers al­ways feel live­ly emo­tions.

				Ad­mit, com­pas­sion­ate man, that it is nec­es­sary to suf­fer the most cru­el need, and that it is very painful, for the sake of ob­tain­ing a lit­tle re­lief, to get one­self at­test­ed by the au­thor­i­ties as though one were not free to suf­fer and to die of ina­ni­tion while wait­ing to have our mis­ery re­lieved. Des­tinies are very fa­tal for sev­er­al and too prodi­gal or too pro­tect­ing for oth­ers.

				I await your pres­ence or your of­fer­ing, if you deign to make one, and I be­seech you to ac­cept the re­spect­ful sen­ti­ments with which I have the hon­or to be,

				tru­ly mag­nan­i­mous man, your very hum­ble and very obe­di­ent ser­vant,

				
					P. Fa­ban­tou,

					dra­mat­ic artist.

				
			

			Af­ter pe­rus­ing these four let­ters, Mar­ius did not find him­self much fur­ther ad­vanced than be­fore.

			In the first place, not one of the sign­ers gave his ad­dress.

			Then, they seemed to come from four dif­fer­ent in­di­vid­u­als, Don Al­varès, Mis­tress Balizard, the po­et Gen­flot, and dra­mat­ic artist Fa­ban­tou; but the sin­gu­lar thing about these let­ters was, that all four were writ­ten by the same hand.

			What con­clu­sion was to be drawn from this, ex­cept that they all come from the same per­son?

			More­over, and this ren­dered the con­jec­ture all the more prob­a­ble, the coarse and yel­low pa­per was the same in all four, the odor of to­bac­co was the same, and, al­though an at­tempt had been made to vary the style, the same or­tho­graph­i­cal faults were re­pro­duced with the great­est tran­quil­li­ty, and the man of let­ters Gen­flot was no more ex­empt from them than the Span­ish cap­tain.

			It was waste of trou­ble to try to solve this pet­ty mys­tery. Had it not been a chance find, it would have borne the air of a mys­ti­fi­ca­tion. Mar­ius was too melan­choly to take even a chance pleas­antry well, and to lend him­self to a game which the pave­ment of the street seemed de­sirous of play­ing with him. It seemed to him that he was play­ing the part of the blind man in blind man’s buff be­tween the four let­ters, and that they were mak­ing sport of him.

			Noth­ing, how­ev­er, in­di­cat­ed that these let­ters be­longed to the two young girls whom Mar­ius had met on the boule­vard. Af­ter all, they were ev­i­dent­ly pa­pers of no val­ue. Mar­ius re­placed them in their en­ve­lope, flung the whole in­to a cor­ner and went to bed. About sev­en o’clock in the morn­ing, he had just risen and break­fast­ed, and was try­ing to set­tle down to work, when there came a soft knock at his door.

			As he owned noth­ing, he nev­er locked his door, un­less oc­ca­sion­al­ly, though very rarely, when he was en­gaged in some press­ing work. Even when ab­sent he left his key in the lock. “You will be robbed,” said Ma’am Bougon. “Of what?” said Mar­ius. The truth is, how­ev­er, that he had, one day, been robbed of an old pair of boots, to the great tri­umph of Ma’am Bougon.

			There came a sec­ond knock, as gen­tle as the first.

			“Come in,” said Mar­ius.

			The door opened.

			“What do you want, Ma’am Bougon?” asked Mar­ius, with­out rais­ing his eyes from the books and manuscripts on his ta­ble.

			A voice which did not be­long to Ma’am Bougon replied:—

			“Ex­cuse me, sir—”

			It was a dull, bro­ken, hoarse, stran­gled voice, the voice of an old man, rough­ened with brandy and liquor.

			Mar­ius turned round hasti­ly, and be­held a young girl.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				A Rose in Mis­ery

			
			A very young girl was stand­ing in the half-open door. The dormer win­dow of the gar­ret, through which the light fell, was pre­cise­ly op­po­site the door, and il­lu­mi­nat­ed the fig­ure with a wan light. She was a frail, ema­ci­at­ed, slen­der crea­ture; there was noth­ing but a chemise and a pet­ti­coat up­on that chilled and shiv­er­ing naked­ness. Her gir­dle was a string, her head rib­bon a string, her point­ed shoul­ders emerged from her chemise, a blond and lym­phat­ic pal­lor, earth-col­ored col­lar­bones, red hands, a half-open and de­grad­ed mouth, miss­ing teeth, dull, bold, base eyes; she had the form of a young girl who has missed her youth, and the look of a cor­rupt old wom­an; fifty years min­gled with fif­teen; one of those be­ings which are both fee­ble and hor­ri­ble, and which cause those to shud­der whom they do not cause to weep.

			Mar­ius had risen, and was star­ing in a sort of stu­por at this be­ing, who was al­most like the forms of the shad­ows which tra­verse dreams.

			The most heart­break­ing thing of all was, that this young girl had not come in­to the world to be home­ly. In her ear­ly child­hood she must even have been pret­ty. The grace of her age was still strug­gling against the hideous, pre­ma­ture de­crepi­tude of de­bauch­ery and pover­ty. The re­mains of beau­ty were dy­ing away in that face of six­teen, like the pale sun­light which is ex­tin­guished un­der hideous clouds at dawn on a win­ter’s day.

			That face was not whol­ly un­known to Mar­ius. He thought he re­mem­bered hav­ing seen it some­where.

			“What do you wish, Made­moi­selle?” he asked.

			The young girl replied in her voice of a drunk­en con­vict:—

			“Here is a let­ter for you, Mon­sieur Mar­ius.”

			She called Mar­ius by his name; he could not doubt that he was the per­son whom she want­ed; but who was this girl? How did she know his name?

			With­out wait­ing for him to tell her to ad­vance, she en­tered. She en­tered res­o­lute­ly, star­ing, with a sort of as­sur­ance that made the heart bleed, at the whole room and the un­made bed. Her feet were bare. Large holes in her pet­ti­coat per­mit­ted glimpses of her long legs and her thin knees. She was shiv­er­ing.

			She held a let­ter in her hand, which she pre­sent­ed to Mar­ius.

			Mar­ius, as he opened the let­ter, no­ticed that the enor­mous wafer which sealed it was still moist. The mes­sage could not have come from a dis­tance. He read:—

			
				My ami­able neigh­bor, young man:

				I have learned of your good­ness to me, that you paid my rent six months ago. I bless you, young man. My el­dest daugh­ter will tell you that we have been with­out a morsel of bread for two days, four per­sons and my spouse ill. If I am not de­seaved in my opin­ion, I think I may hope that your gen­er­ous heart will melt at this state­ment and the de­sire will sub­ju­gate you to be pro­pi­tious to me by daign­ing to lav­ish on me a slight fa­vor.

				I am with the dis­tin­guished con­sid­er­a­tion which is due to the bene­fac­tors of hu­man­i­ty—

				
					Jon­drette.

					P.S. My el­dest daugh­ter will await your or­ders, dear Mon­sieur Mar­ius.

				
			

			This let­ter, com­ing in the very midst of the mys­te­ri­ous ad­ven­ture which had oc­cu­pied Mar­ius’ thoughts ev­er since the pre­ced­ing evening, was like a can­dle in a cel­lar. All was sud­den­ly il­lu­mi­nat­ed.

			This let­ter came from the same place as the oth­er four. There was the same writ­ing, the same style, the same or­thog­ra­phy, the same pa­per, the same odor of to­bac­co.

			There were five mis­sives, five his­to­ries, five sig­na­tures, and a sin­gle sign­er. The Span­ish Cap­tain Don Al­varès, the un­hap­py Mis­tress Balizard, the dra­mat­ic po­et Gen­flot, the old co­me­di­an Fa­ban­tou, were all four named Jon­drette, if, in­deed, Jon­drette him­self were named Jon­drette.

			Mar­ius had lived in the house for a tol­er­a­bly long time, and he had had, as we have said, but very rare oc­ca­sion to see, to even catch a glimpse of, his ex­treme­ly mean neigh­bors. His mind was else­where, and where the mind is, there the eyes are al­so. He had been obliged more than once to pass the Jon­drettes in the cor­ri­dor or on the stairs; but they were mere forms to him; he had paid so lit­tle heed to them, that, on the pre­ced­ing evening, he had jos­tled the Jon­drette girls on the boule­vard, with­out rec­og­niz­ing them, for it had ev­i­dent­ly been they, and it was with great dif­fi­cul­ty that the one who had just en­tered his room had awak­ened in him, in spite of dis­gust and pity, a vague rec­ol­lec­tion of hav­ing met her else­where.

			Now he saw ev­ery­thing clear­ly. He un­der­stood that his neigh­bor Jon­drette, in his dis­tress, ex­er­cised the in­dus­try of spec­u­lat­ing on the char­i­ty of benev­o­lent per­sons, that he pro­cured ad­dress­es, and that he wrote un­der feigned names to peo­ple whom he judged to be wealthy and com­pas­sion­ate, let­ters which his daugh­ters de­liv­ered at their risk and per­il, for this fa­ther had come to such a pass, that he risked his daugh­ters; he was play­ing a game with fate, and he used them as the stake. Mar­ius un­der­stood that prob­a­bly, judg­ing from their flight on the evening be­fore, from their breath­less con­di­tion, from their ter­ror and from the words of slang which he had over­heard, these un­for­tu­nate crea­tures were ply­ing some in­ex­pli­ca­bly sad pro­fes­sion, and that the re­sult of the whole was, in the midst of hu­man so­ci­ety, as it is now con­sti­tut­ed, two mis­er­able be­ings who were nei­ther girls nor wom­en, a species of im­pure and in­no­cent mon­sters pro­duced by mis­ery.

			Sad crea­tures, with­out name, or sex, or age, to whom nei­ther good nor evil were any longer pos­si­ble, and who, on emerg­ing from child­hood, have al­ready noth­ing in this world, nei­ther lib­er­ty, nor virtue, nor re­spon­si­bil­i­ty. Souls which blos­somed out yes­ter­day, and are fad­ed to­day, like those flow­ers let fall in the streets, which are soiled with ev­ery sort of mire, while wait­ing for some wheel to crush them. Nev­er­the­less, while Mar­ius bent a pained and as­ton­ished gaze on her, the young girl was wan­der­ing back and forth in the gar­ret with the au­dac­i­ty of a spec­tre. She kicked about, with­out trou­bling her­self as to her naked­ness. Oc­ca­sion­al­ly her chemise, which was un­tied and torn, fell al­most to her waist. She moved the chairs about, she dis­ar­ranged the toi­let ar­ti­cles which stood on the com­mode, she han­dled Mar­ius’ clothes, she rum­maged about to see what there was in the cor­ners.

			“Hul­lo!” said she, “you have a mir­ror!”

			And she hummed scraps of vaudevilles, as though she had been alone, frol­ic­some re­frains which her hoarse and gut­tural voice ren­dered lugubri­ous.

			An in­de­scrib­able con­straint, weari­ness, and hu­mil­i­a­tion were per­cep­ti­ble be­neath this hardi­hood. Ef­fron­tery is a dis­grace.

			Noth­ing could be more melan­choly than to see her sport about the room, and, so to speak, flit with the move­ments of a bird which is fright­ened by the day­light, or which has bro­ken its wing. One felt that un­der oth­er con­di­tions of ed­u­ca­tion and des­tiny, the gay and over-free mien of this young girl might have turned out sweet and charm­ing. Nev­er, even among an­i­mals, does the crea­ture born to be a dove change in­to an os­prey. That is on­ly to be seen among men.

			Mar­ius re­flect­ed, and al­lowed her to have her way.

			She ap­proached the ta­ble.

			“Ah!” said she, “books!”

			A flash pierced her glassy eye. She re­sumed, and her ac­cent ex­pressed the hap­pi­ness which she felt in boast­ing of some­thing, to which no hu­man crea­ture is in­sen­si­ble:—

			“I know how to read, I do!”

			She ea­ger­ly seized a book which lay open on the ta­ble, and read with tol­er­a­ble flu­en­cy:—

			“—Gen­er­al Bauduin re­ceived or­ders to take the château of Hougomont which stands in the mid­dle of the plain of Wa­ter­loo, with five bat­tal­ions of his brigade.”

			She paused.

			“Ah! Wa­ter­loo! I know about that. It was a bat­tle long ago. My fa­ther was there. My fa­ther has served in the armies. We are fine Bona­partists in our house, that we are! Wa­ter­loo was against the Eng­lish.”

			She laid down the book, caught up a pen, and ex­claimed:—

			“And I know how to write, too!”

			She dipped her pen in the ink, and turn­ing to Mar­ius:—

			“Do you want to see? Look here, I’m go­ing to write a word to show you.”

			And be­fore he had time to an­swer, she wrote on a sheet of white pa­per, which lay in the mid­dle of the ta­ble: “The bob­bies are here.”

			Then throw­ing down the pen:—

			“There are no faults of or­thog­ra­phy. You can look. We have re­ceived an ed­u­ca­tion, my sis­ter and I. We have not al­ways been as we are now. We were not made—”

			Here she paused, fixed her dull eyes on Mar­ius, and burst out laugh­ing, say­ing, with an in­to­na­tion which con­tained ev­ery form of an­guish, sti­fled by ev­ery form of cyn­i­cism:—

			“Bah!”

			And she be­gan to hum these words to a gay air:—

			
				
					J’ai faim, mon père.
					

					Pas de fricot.
					

					J’ai froid, ma mère.
					

					Pas de tri­cot.
					

					Grelotte,
					

					Lolotte!
					

					San­glote,
					

					Jacquot!42
				

			

			She had hard­ly fin­ished this cou­plet, when she ex­claimed:—

			“Do you ev­er go to the play, Mon­sieur Mar­ius? I do. I have a lit­tle broth­er who is a friend of the artists, and who gives me tick­ets some­times. But I don’t like the bench­es in the gal­leries. One is cramped and un­com­fort­able there. There are rough peo­ple there some­times; and peo­ple who smell bad.”

			Then she scru­ti­nized Mar­ius, as­sumed a sin­gu­lar air and said:—

			“Do you know, Mr. Mar­ius, that you are a very hand­some fel­low?”

			And at the same mo­ment the same idea oc­curred to them both, and made her smile and him blush. She stepped up to him, and laid her hand on his shoul­der: “You pay no heed to me, but I know you, Mr. Mar­ius. I meet you here on the stair­case, and then I of­ten see you go­ing to a per­son named Fa­ther Mabeuf who lives in the di­rec­tion of Auster­litz, some­times when I have been strolling in that quar­ter. It is very be­com­ing to you to have your hair tum­bled thus.”

			She tried to ren­der her voice soft, but on­ly suc­ceed­ed in mak­ing it very deep. A por­tion of her words was lost in the tran­sit from her lar­ynx to her lips, as though on a pi­ano where some notes are miss­ing.

			Mar­ius had re­treat­ed gen­tly.

			“Made­moi­selle,” said he, with his cool grav­i­ty, “I have here a pack­age which be­longs to you, I think. Per­mit me to re­turn it to you.”

			And he held out the en­ve­lope con­tain­ing the four let­ters.

			She clapped her hands and ex­claimed:—

			“We have been look­ing ev­ery­where for that!”

			Then she ea­ger­ly seized the pack­age and opened the en­ve­lope, say­ing as she did so:—

			“Dieu de Dieu! how my sis­ter and I have hunt­ed! And it was you who found it! On the boule­vard, was it not? It must have been on the boule­vard? You see, we let it fall when we were run­ning. It was that brat of a sis­ter of mine who was so stupid. When we got home, we could not find it any­where. As we did not wish to be beat­en, as that is use­less, as that is en­tire­ly use­less, as that is ab­so­lute­ly use­less, we said that we had car­ried the let­ters to the prop­er per­sons, and that they had said to us: ‘Nix.’ So here they are, those poor let­ters! And how did you find out that they be­longed to me? Ah! yes, the writ­ing. So it was you that we jos­tled as we passed last night. We couldn’t see. I said to my sis­ter: ‘Is it a gen­tle­man?’ My sis­ter said to me: ‘I think it is a gen­tle­man.’ ”

			In the mean­while she had un­fold­ed the pe­ti­tion ad­dressed to “the benev­o­lent gen­tle­man of the church of Saint-Jacques-du-Haut-Pas.”

			“Here!” said she, “this is for that old fel­low who goes to mass. By the way, this is his hour. I’ll go and car­ry it to him. Per­haps he will give us some­thing to break­fast on.”

			Then she be­gan to laugh again, and added:—

			“Do you know what it will mean if we get a break­fast to­day? It will mean that we shall have had our break­fast of the day be­fore yes­ter­day, our break­fast of yes­ter­day, our din­ner of to­day, and all that at once, and this morn­ing. Come! Par­bleu! if you are not sat­is­fied, dogs, burst!”

			This re­mind­ed Mar­ius of the wretch­ed girl’s er­rand to him­self. He fum­bled in his waist­coat pock­et, and found noth­ing there.

			The young girl went on, and seemed to have no con­scious­ness of Mar­ius’ pres­ence.

			“I of­ten go off in the evening. Some­times I don’t come home again. Last win­ter, be­fore we came here, we lived un­der the arch­es of the bridges. We hud­dled to­geth­er to keep from freez­ing. My lit­tle sis­ter cried. How melan­choly the wa­ter is! When I thought of drown­ing my­self, I said to my­self: ‘No, it’s too cold.’ I go out alone, when­ev­er I choose, I some­times sleep in the ditch­es. Do you know, at night, when I walk along the boule­vard, I see the trees like forks, I see hous­es, all black and as big as Notre Dame, I fan­cy that the white walls are the riv­er, I say to my­self: ‘Why, there’s wa­ter there!’ The stars are like the lamps in il­lu­mi­na­tions, one would say that they smoked and that the wind blew them out, I am be­wil­dered, as though hors­es were breath­ing in my ears; al­though it is night, I hear hand-or­gans and spin­ning-ma­chines, and I don’t know what all. I think peo­ple are fling­ing stones at me, I flee with­out know­ing whith­er, ev­ery­thing whirls and whirls. You feel very queer when you have had no food.”

			And then she stared at him with a be­wil­dered air.

			By dint of search­ing and ran­sack­ing his pock­ets, Mar­ius had fi­nal­ly col­lect­ed five francs six­teen sous. This was all he owned in the world for the mo­ment. “At all events,” he thought, “there is my din­ner for to­day, and to­mor­row we will see.” He kept the six­teen sous, and hand­ed the five francs to the young girl.

			She seized the coin.

			“Good!” said she, “the sun is shin­ing!”

			And, as though the sun had pos­sessed the prop­er­ty of melt­ing the avalanch­es of slang in her brain, she went on:—

			“Five francs! the shin­er! a monarch! in this hole! Ain’t this fine! You’re a jol­ly thief! I’m your hum­ble ser­vant! Bra­vo for the good fel­lows! Two days’ wine! and meat! and stew! we’ll have a roy­al feast! and a good fill!”

			She pulled her chemise up on her shoul­ders, made a low bow to Mar­ius, then a fa­mil­iar sign with her hand, and went to­wards the door, say­ing:—

			“Good morn­ing, sir. It’s all right. I’ll go and find my old man.”

			As she passed, she caught sight of a dry crust of bread on the com­mode, which was mould­ing there amid the dust; she flung her­self up­on it and bit in­to it, mut­ter­ing:—

			“That’s good! it’s hard! it breaks my teeth!”

			Then she de­part­ed.

		
	
		
			
				V

				A Prov­i­den­tial Peep­hole

			
			Mar­ius had lived for five years in pover­ty, in des­ti­tu­tion, even in dis­tress, but he now per­ceived that he had not known re­al mis­ery. True mis­ery he had but just had a view of. It was its spec­tre which had just passed be­fore his eyes. In fact, he who has on­ly be­held the mis­ery of man has seen noth­ing; the mis­ery of wom­an is what he must see; he who has seen on­ly the mis­ery of wom­an has seen noth­ing; he must see the mis­ery of the child.

			When a man has reached his last ex­trem­i­ty, he has reached his last re­sources at the same time. Woe to the de­fence­less be­ings who sur­round him! Work, wages, bread, fire, courage, good will, all fail him si­mul­ta­ne­ous­ly. The light of day seems ex­tin­guished with­out, the moral light with­in; in these shad­ows man en­coun­ters the fee­ble­ness of the wom­an and the child, and bends them vi­o­lent­ly to ig­nominy.

			Then all hor­rors be­come pos­si­ble. De­spair is sur­round­ed with frag­ile par­ti­tions which all open on ei­ther vice or crime.

			Health, youth, hon­or, all the shy del­i­ca­cies of the young body, the heart, vir­gin­i­ty, mod­esty, that epi­der­mis of the soul, are ma­nip­u­lat­ed in sin­is­ter wise by that fum­bling which seeks re­sources, which en­coun­ters op­pro­bri­um, and which ac­com­mo­dates it­self to it. Fa­thers, moth­ers, chil­dren, broth­ers, sis­ters, men, wom­en, daugh­ters, ad­here and be­come in­cor­po­rat­ed, al­most like a min­er­al for­ma­tion, in that dusky promis­cu­ous­ness of sex­es, re­la­tion­ships, ages, in­famies, and in­no­cences. They crouch, back to back, in a sort of hut of fate. They ex­change woe­be­gone glances. Oh, the un­for­tu­nate wretch­es! How pale they are! How cold they are! It seems as though they dwelt in a plan­et much fur­ther from the sun than ours.

			This young girl was to Mar­ius a sort of mes­sen­ger from the realm of sad shad­ows. She re­vealed to him a hideous side of the night.

			Mar­ius al­most re­proached him­self for the pre­oc­cu­pa­tions of rever­ie and pas­sion which had pre­vent­ed his be­stow­ing a glance on his neigh­bors up to that day. The pay­ment of their rent had been a me­chan­i­cal move­ment, which any­one would have yield­ed to; but he, Mar­ius, should have done bet­ter than that. What! on­ly a wall sep­a­rat­ed him from those aban­doned be­ings who lived grop­ing­ly in the dark out­side the pale of the rest of the world, he was el­bow to el­bow with them, he was, in some sort, the last link of the hu­man race which they touched, he heard them live, or rather, rat­tle in the death agony be­side him, and he paid no heed to them! Ev­ery day, ev­ery in­stant, he heard them walk­ing on the oth­er side of the wall, he heard them go, and come, and speak, and he did not even lend an ear! And groans lay in those words, and he did not even lis­ten to them, his thoughts were else­where, giv­en up to dreams, to im­pos­si­ble ra­di­ances, to loves in the air, to fol­lies; and all the while, hu­man crea­tures, his broth­ers in Je­sus Christ, his broth­ers in the peo­ple, were ag­o­niz­ing in vain be­side him! He even formed a part of their mis­for­tune, and he ag­gra­vat­ed it. For if they had had an­oth­er neigh­bor who was less chimeri­cal and more at­ten­tive, any or­di­nary and char­i­ta­ble man, ev­i­dent­ly their in­di­gence would have been no­ticed, their sig­nals of dis­tress would have been per­ceived, and they would have been tak­en hold of and res­cued! They ap­peared very cor­rupt and very de­praved, no doubt, very vile, very odi­ous even; but those who fall with­out be­com­ing de­grad­ed are rare; be­sides, there is a point where the un­for­tu­nate and the in­fa­mous unite and are con­found­ed in a sin­gle word, a fa­tal word, “the mis­er­able;” whose fault is this? And then should not the char­i­ty be all the more pro­found, in pro­por­tion as the fall is great?

			While read­ing him­self this moral les­son, for there were oc­ca­sions on which Mar­ius, like all tru­ly hon­est hearts, was his own ped­a­gogue and scold­ed him­self more than he de­served, he stared at the wall which sep­a­rat­ed him from the Jon­drettes, as though he were able to make his gaze, full of pity, pen­e­trate that par­ti­tion and warm these wretch­ed peo­ple. The wall was a thin lay­er of plas­ter up­held by lath­es and beams, and, as the read­er had just learned, it al­lowed the sound of voic­es and words to be clear­ly dis­tin­guished. On­ly a man as dreamy as Mar­ius could have failed to per­ceive this long be­fore. There was no pa­per past­ed on the wall, ei­ther on the side of the Jon­drettes or on that of Mar­ius; the coarse con­struc­tion was vis­i­ble in its naked­ness. Mar­ius ex­am­ined the par­ti­tion, al­most un­con­scious­ly; some­times rever­ie ex­am­ines, ob­serves, and scru­ti­nizes as thought would. All at once he sprang up; he had just per­ceived, near the top, close to the ceil­ing, a tri­an­gu­lar hole, which re­sult­ed from the space be­tween three lath­es. The plas­ter which should have filled this cav­i­ty was miss­ing, and by mount­ing on the com­mode, a view could be had through this aper­ture in­to the Jon­drettes’ at­tic. Com­mis­er­a­tion has, and should have, its cu­rios­i­ty. This aper­ture formed a sort of peep­hole. It is per­mis­si­ble to gaze at mis­for­tune like a traitor in or­der to suc­cor it.43

			“Let us get some lit­tle idea of what these peo­ple are like,” thought Mar­ius, “and in what con­di­tion they are.”

			He climbed up­on the com­mode, put his eye to the crevice, and looked.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				The Wild Man in His Lair

			
			Cities, like forests, have their cav­erns in which all the most wicked and for­mi­da­ble crea­tures which they con­tain con­ceal them­selves. On­ly, in cities, that which thus con­ceals it­self is fe­ro­cious, un­clean, and pet­ty, that is to say, ug­ly; in forests, that which con­ceals it­self is fe­ro­cious, sav­age, and grand, that is to say, beau­ti­ful. Tak­ing one lair with an­oth­er, the beast’s is prefer­able to the man’s. Cav­erns are bet­ter than hov­els.

			What Mar­ius now be­held was a hov­el.

			Mar­ius was poor, and his cham­ber was pover­ty-strick­en, but as his pover­ty was no­ble, his gar­ret was neat. The den up­on which his eye now rest­ed was ab­ject, dirty, fetid, pes­tif­er­ous, mean, sor­did. The on­ly fur­ni­ture con­sist­ed of a straw chair, an in­firm ta­ble, some old bits of crock­ery, and in two of the cor­ners, two in­de­scrib­able pal­lets; all the light was fur­nished by a dormer win­dow of four panes, draped with spi­ders’ webs. Through this aper­ture there pen­e­trat­ed just enough light to make the face of a man ap­pear like the face of a phan­tom. The walls had a lep­rous as­pect, and were cov­ered with seams and scars, like a vis­age dis­fig­ured by some hor­ri­ble mal­a­dy; a re­pul­sive mois­ture ex­ud­ed from them. Ob­scene sketch­es rough­ly sketched with char­coal could be dis­tin­guished up­on them.

			The cham­ber which Mar­ius oc­cu­pied had a di­lap­i­dat­ed brick pave­ment; this one was nei­ther tiled nor planked; its in­hab­i­tants stepped di­rect­ly on the an­tique plas­ter of the hov­el, which had grown black un­der the long-con­tin­ued pres­sure of feet. Up­on this un­even floor, where the dirt seemed to be fair­ly in­crust­ed, and which pos­sessed but one vir­gin­i­ty, that of the broom, were capri­cious­ly grouped con­stel­la­tions of old shoes, socks, and re­pul­sive rags; how­ev­er, this room had a fire­place, so it was let for forty francs a year. There was ev­ery sort of thing in that fire­place, a bra­zier, a pot, bro­ken boards, rags sus­pend­ed from nails, a bird­cage, ash­es, and even a lit­tle fire. Two brands were smoul­der­ing there in a melan­choly way.

			One thing which added still more to the hor­rors of this gar­ret was, that it was large. It had pro­jec­tions and an­gles and black holes, the low­er sides of roofs, bays, and promon­to­ries. Hence hor­ri­ble, un­fath­omable nooks where it seemed as though spi­ders as big as one’s fist, woodlice as large as one’s foot, and per­haps even—who knows?—some mon­strous hu­man be­ings, must be hid­ing.

			One of the pal­lets was near the door, the oth­er near the win­dow. One end of each touched the fire­place and faced Mar­ius. In a cor­ner near the aper­ture through which Mar­ius was gaz­ing, a col­ored en­grav­ing in a black frame was sus­pend­ed to a nail on the wall, and at its bot­tom, in large let­ters, was the in­scrip­tion: The Dream. This rep­re­sent­ed a sleep­ing wom­an, and a child, al­so asleep, the child on the wom­an’s lap, an ea­gle in a cloud, with a crown in his beak, and the wom­an thrust­ing the crown away from the child’s head, with­out awak­ing the lat­ter; in the back­ground, Napoleon in a glo­ry, lean­ing on a very blue col­umn with a yel­low cap­i­tal or­na­ment­ed with this in­scrip­tion:

			
				Maringo

				Auster­l­its

				Iena

				Wa­gramme

				Elot

			

			Be­neath this frame, a sort of wood­en pan­el, which was no longer than it was broad, stood on the ground and rest­ed in a slop­ing at­ti­tude against the wall. It had the ap­pear­ance of a pic­ture with its face turned to the wall, of a frame prob­a­bly show­ing a daub on the oth­er side, of some pier-glass de­tached from a wall and ly­ing for­got­ten there while wait­ing to be re­hung.

			Near the ta­ble, up­on which Mar­ius de­scried a pen, ink, and pa­per, sat a man about six­ty years of age, small, thin, livid, hag­gard, with a cun­ning, cru­el, and un­easy air; a hideous scoundrel.

			If Lavater had stud­ied this vis­age, he would have found the vul­ture min­gled with the at­tor­ney there, the bird of prey and the pet­ti­fog­ger ren­der­ing each oth­er mu­tu­al­ly hideous and com­ple­ment­ing each oth­er; the pet­ti­fog­ger mak­ing the bird of prey ig­no­ble, the bird of prey mak­ing the pet­ti­fog­ger hor­ri­ble.

			This man had a long gray beard. He was clad in a wom­an’s chemise, which al­lowed his hairy breast and his bare arms, bristling with gray hair, to be seen. Be­neath this chemise, mud­dy trousers and boots through which his toes pro­ject­ed were vis­i­ble.

			He had a pipe in his mouth and was smok­ing. There was no bread in the hov­el, but there was still to­bac­co.

			He was writ­ing prob­a­bly some more let­ters like those which Mar­ius had read.

			On the cor­ner of the ta­ble lay an an­cient, di­lap­i­dat­ed, red­dish vol­ume, and the size, which was the an­tique 12­mo of read­ing-rooms, be­trayed a ro­mance. On the cov­er sprawled the fol­low­ing ti­tle, print­ed in large cap­i­tals:

			
				God; The King; Hon­or and the Ladies;

				by

				Duchray Du­minil

				1814.

			

			As the man wrote, he talked aloud, and Mar­ius heard his words:—

			“The idea that there is no equal­i­ty, even when you are dead! Just look at Père-Lachaise! The great, those who are rich, are up above, in the aca­cia al­ley, which is paved. They can reach it in a car­riage. The lit­tle peo­ple, the poor, the un­hap­py, well, what of them? they are put down be­low, where the mud is up to your knees, in the damp places. They are put there so that they will de­cay the soon­er! You can­not go to see them with­out sink­ing in­to the earth.”

			He paused, smote the ta­ble with his fist, and added, as he ground his teeth:—

			“Oh! I could eat the whole world!”

			A big wom­an, who might be forty years of age, or a hun­dred, was crouch­ing near the fire­place on her bare heels.

			She, too, was clad on­ly in a chemise and a knit­ted pet­ti­coat patched with bits of old cloth. A coarse linen apron con­cealed the half of her pet­ti­coat. Al­though this wom­an was dou­bled up and bent to­geth­er, it could be seen that she was of very lofty stature. She was a sort of gi­ant, be­side her hus­band. She had hideous hair, of a red­dish blond which was turn­ing gray, and which she thrust back from time to time, with her enor­mous shin­ing hands, with their flat nails.

			Be­side her, on the floor, wide open, lay a book of the same form as the oth­er, and prob­a­bly a vol­ume of the same ro­mance.

			On one of the pal­lets, Mar­ius caught a glimpse of a sort of tall pale young girl, who sat there half naked and with pen­dant feet, and who did not seem to be lis­ten­ing or see­ing or liv­ing.

			No doubt the younger sis­ter of the one who had come to his room.

			She seemed to be eleven or twelve years of age. On clos­er scru­ti­ny it was ev­i­dent that she re­al­ly was four­teen. She was the child who had said, on the boule­vard the evening be­fore: “I bolt­ed, bolt­ed, bolt­ed!”

			She was of that puny sort which re­mains back­ward for a long time, then sud­den­ly starts up rapid­ly. It is in­di­gence which pro­duces these melan­choly hu­man plants. These crea­tures have nei­ther child­hood nor youth. At fif­teen years of age they ap­pear to be twelve, at six­teen they seem twen­ty. To­day a lit­tle girl, to­mor­row a wom­an. One might say that they stride through life, in or­der to get through with it the more speed­i­ly.

			At this mo­ment, this be­ing had the air of a child.

			More­over, no trace of work was re­vealed in that dwelling; no hand­i­craft, no spin­ning-wheel, not a tool. In one cor­ner lay some iron­mon­gery of du­bi­ous as­pect. It was the dull list­less­ness which fol­lows de­spair and pre­cedes the death agony.

			Mar­ius gazed for a while at this gloomy in­te­ri­or, more ter­ri­fy­ing than the in­te­ri­or of a tomb, for the hu­man soul could be felt flut­ter­ing there, and life was pal­pi­tat­ing there. The gar­ret, the cel­lar, the low­ly ditch where cer­tain in­di­gent wretch­es crawl at the very bot­tom of the so­cial ed­i­fice, is not ex­act­ly the sepul­chre, but on­ly its an­techam­ber; but, as the wealthy dis­play their great­est mag­nif­i­cence at the en­trance of their palaces, it seems that death, which stands di­rect­ly side by side with them, places its great­est mis­eries in that vestibule.

			The man held his peace, the wom­an spoke no word, the young girl did not even seem to breathe. The scratch­ing of the pen on the pa­per was au­di­ble.

			The man grum­bled, with­out paus­ing in his writ­ing. “Canaille! canaille! ev­ery­body is canaille!”

			This vari­a­tion to Solomon’s ex­cla­ma­tion elicit­ed a sigh from the wom­an.

			“Calm your­self, my lit­tle friend,” she said. “Don’t hurt your­self, my dear. You are too good to write to all those peo­ple, hus­band.”

			Bod­ies press close to each oth­er in mis­ery, as in cold, but hearts draw apart. This wom­an must have loved this man, to all ap­pear­ance, judg­ing from the amount of love with­in her; but prob­a­bly, in the dai­ly and re­cip­ro­cal re­proach­es of the hor­ri­ble dis­tress which weighed on the whole group, this had be­come ex­tinct. There no longer ex­ist­ed in her any­thing more than the ash­es of af­fec­tion for her hus­band. Nev­er­the­less, ca­ress­ing ap­pel­la­tions had sur­vived, as is of­ten the case. She called him: “My dear, my lit­tle friend, my good man,” etc., with her mouth while her heart was silent.

			The man re­sumed his writ­ing.

		
	
		
			
				VII

				Strat­e­gy and Tac­tics

			
			Mar­ius, with a load up­on his breast, was on the point of de­scend­ing from the species of ob­ser­va­to­ry which he had im­pro­vised, when a sound at­tract­ed his at­ten­tion and caused him to re­main at his post.

			The door of the at­tic had just burst open abrupt­ly. The el­dest girl made her ap­pear­ance on the thresh­old. On her feet, she had large, coarse, men’s shoes, be­spat­tered with mud, which had splashed even to her red an­kles, and she was wrapped in an old man­tle which hung in tat­ters. Mar­ius had not seen it on her an hour pre­vi­ous­ly, but she had prob­a­bly de­posit­ed it at his door, in or­der that she might in­spire the more pity, and had picked it up again on emerg­ing. She en­tered, pushed the door to be­hind her, paused to take breath, for she was com­plete­ly breath­less, then ex­claimed with an ex­pres­sion of tri­umph and joy:—

			“He is com­ing!”

			The fa­ther turned his eyes to­wards her, the wom­an turned her head, the lit­tle sis­ter did not stir.

			“Who?” de­mand­ed her fa­ther.

			“The gen­tle­man!”

			“The phi­lan­thropist?”

			“Yes.”

			“From the church of Saint-Jacques?”

			“Yes.”

			“That old fel­low?”

			“Yes.”

			“And he is com­ing?”

			“He is fol­low­ing me.”

			“You are sure?”

			“I am sure.”

			“There, tru­ly, he is com­ing?”

			“He is com­ing in a fi­acre.”

			“In a fi­acre. He is Roth­schild.”

			The fa­ther rose.

			“How are you sure? If he is com­ing in a fi­acre, how is it that you ar­rive be­fore him? You gave him our ad­dress at least? Did you tell him that it was the last door at the end of the cor­ri­dor, on the right? If he on­ly does not make a mis­take! So you found him at the church? Did he read my let­ter? What did he say to you?”

			“Ta, ta, ta,” said the girl, “how you do gal­lop on, my good man! See here: I en­tered the church, he was in his usu­al place, I made him a rev­er­ence, and I hand­ed him the let­ter; he read it and said to me: ‘Where do you live, my child?’ I said: ‘Mon­sieur, I will show you.’ He said to me: ‘No, give me your ad­dress, my daugh­ter has some pur­chas­es to make, I will take a car­riage and reach your house at the same time that you do.’ I gave him the ad­dress. When I men­tioned the house, he seemed sur­prised and hes­i­tat­ed for an in­stant, then he said: ‘Nev­er mind, I will come.’ When the mass was fin­ished, I watched him leave the church with his daugh­ter, and I saw them en­ter a car­riage. I cer­tain­ly did tell him the last door in the cor­ri­dor, on the right.”

			“And what makes you think that he will come?”

			“I have just seen the fi­acre turn in­to the Rue Pe­tit-Ban­quier. That is what made me run so.”

			“How do you know that it was the same fi­acre?”

			“Be­cause I took no­tice of the num­ber, so there!”

			“What was the num­ber?”

			“440.”

			“Good, you are a clever girl.”

			The girl stared bold­ly at her fa­ther, and show­ing the shoes which she had on her feet:—

			“A clever girl, pos­si­bly; but I tell you I won’t put these shoes on again, and that I won’t, for the sake of my health, in the first place, and for the sake of clean­li­ness, in the next. I don’t know any­thing more ir­ri­tat­ing than shoes that squelch, and go ghi, ghi, ghi, the whole time. I pre­fer to go bare­foot.”

			“You are right,” said her fa­ther, in a sweet tone which con­trast­ed with the young girl’s rude­ness, “but then, you will not be al­lowed to en­ter church­es, for poor peo­ple must have shoes to do that. One can­not go bare­foot to the good God,” he added bit­ter­ly.

			Then, re­turn­ing to the sub­ject which ab­sorbed him:—

			“So you are sure that he will come?”

			“He is fol­low­ing on my heels,” said she.

			The man start­ed up. A sort of il­lu­mi­na­tion ap­peared on his coun­te­nance.

			“Wife!” he ex­claimed, “you hear. Here is the phi­lan­thropist. Ex­tin­guish the fire.”

			The stu­pe­fied moth­er did not stir.

			The fa­ther, with the agili­ty of an ac­ro­bat, seized a bro­ken-nosed jug which stood on the chim­ney, and flung the wa­ter on the brands.

			Then, ad­dress­ing his el­dest daugh­ter:—

			“Here you! Pull the straw off that chair!”

			His daugh­ter did not un­der­stand.

			He seized the chair, and with one kick he ren­dered it seat­less. His leg passed through it.

			As he with­drew his leg, he asked his daugh­ter:—

			“Is it cold?”

			“Very cold. It is snow­ing.”

			The fa­ther turned to­wards the younger girl who sat on the bed near the win­dow, and shout­ed to her in a thun­der­ing voice:—

			“Quick! get off that bed, you lazy thing! will you nev­er do any­thing? Break a pane of glass!”

			The lit­tle girl jumped off the bed with a shiv­er.

			“Break a pane!” he re­peat­ed.

			The child stood still in be­wil­der­ment.

			“Do you hear me?” re­peat­ed her fa­ther, “I tell you to break a pane!”

			The child, with a sort of ter­ri­fied obe­di­ence, rose on tip­toe, and struck a pane with her fist. The glass broke and fell with a loud clat­ter.

			“Good,” said the fa­ther.

			He was grave and abrupt. His glance swept rapid­ly over all the cran­nies of the gar­ret. One would have said that he was a gen­er­al mak­ing the fi­nal prepa­ra­tion at the mo­ment when the bat­tle is on the point of be­gin­ning.

			The moth­er, who had not said a word so far, now rose and de­mand­ed in a dull, slow, lan­guid voice, whence her words seemed to emerge in a con­gealed state:—

			“What do you mean to do, my dear?”

			“Get in­to bed,” replied the man.

			His in­to­na­tion ad­mit­ted of no de­lib­er­a­tion. The moth­er obeyed, and threw her­self heav­i­ly on one of the pal­lets.

			In the mean­time, a sob be­came au­di­ble in one cor­ner.

			“What’s that?” cried the fa­ther.

			The younger daugh­ter ex­hib­it­ed her bleed­ing fist, with­out quit­ting the cor­ner in which she was cow­er­ing. She had wound­ed her­self while break­ing the win­dow; she went off, near her moth­er’s pal­let and wept silent­ly.

			It was now the moth­er’s turn to start up and ex­claim:—

			“Just see there! What fol­lies you com­mit! She has cut her­self break­ing that pane for you!”

			“So much the bet­ter!” said the man. “I fore­saw that.”

			“What? So much the bet­ter?” re­tort­ed his wife.

			“Peace!” replied the fa­ther, “I sup­press the lib­er­ty of the press.”

			Then tear­ing the wom­an’s chemise which he was wear­ing, he made a strip of cloth with which he hasti­ly swathed the lit­tle girl’s bleed­ing wrist.

			That done, his eye fell with a sat­is­fied ex­pres­sion on his torn chemise.

			“And the chemise too,” said he, “this has a good ap­pear­ance.”

			An icy breeze whis­tled through the win­dow and en­tered the room. The out­er mist pen­e­trat­ed thith­er and dif­fused it­self like a whitish sheet of wad­ding vague­ly spread by in­vis­i­ble fin­gers. Through the bro­ken pane the snow could be seen fall­ing. The snow promised by the Can­dle­mas sun of the pre­ced­ing day had ac­tu­al­ly come.

			The fa­ther cast a glance about him as though to make sure that he had for­got­ten noth­ing. He seized an old shov­el and spread ash­es over the wet brands in such a man­ner as to en­tire­ly con­ceal them.

			Then draw­ing him­self up and lean­ing against the chim­ney­p­iece:—

			“Now,” said he, “we can re­ceive the phi­lan­thropist.”

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				The Ray of Light in the Hov­el

			
			The big girl ap­proached and laid her hand in her fa­ther’s.

			“Feel how cold I am,” said she.

			“Bah!” replied the fa­ther, “I am much cold­er than that.”

			The moth­er ex­claimed im­petu­ous­ly:—

			“You al­ways have some­thing bet­ter than any­one else, so you do! even bad things.”

			“Down with you!” said the man.

			The moth­er, be­ing eyed af­ter a cer­tain fash­ion, held her tongue.

			Si­lence reigned for a mo­ment in the hov­el. The el­der girl was re­mov­ing the mud from the bot­tom of her man­tle, with a care­less air; her younger sis­ter con­tin­ued to sob; the moth­er had tak­en the lat­ter’s head be­tween her hands, and was cov­er­ing it with kiss­es, whis­per­ing to her the while:—

			“My trea­sure, I en­treat you, it is noth­ing of con­se­quence, don’t cry, you will anger your fa­ther.”

			“No!” ex­claimed the fa­ther, “quite the con­trary! sob! sob! that’s right.”

			Then turn­ing to the el­der:—

			“There now! He is not com­ing! What if he were not to come! I shall have ex­tin­guished my fire, wrecked my chair, torn my shirt, and bro­ken my pane all for noth­ing.”

			“And wound­ed the child!” mur­mured the moth­er.

			“Do you know,” went on the fa­ther, “that it’s beast­ly cold in this dev­il’s gar­ret! What if that man should not come! Oh! See there, you! He makes us wait! He says to him­self: ‘Well! they will wait for me! That’s what they’re there for.’ Oh! how I hate them, and with what joy, ju­bi­la­tion, en­thu­si­asm, and sat­is­fac­tion I could stran­gle all those rich folks! all those rich folks! These men who pre­tend to be char­i­ta­ble, who put on airs, who go to mass, who make presents to the priest­hood, preachy, preachy, in their skull­caps, and who think them­selves above us, and who come for the pur­pose of hu­mil­i­at­ing us, and to bring us ‘clothes,’ as they say! old duds that are not worth four sous! And bread! That’s not what I want, pack of ras­cals that they are, it’s mon­ey! Ah! mon­ey! Nev­er! Be­cause they say that we would go off and drink it up, and that we are drunk­ards and idlers! And they! What are they, then, and what have they been in their time! Thieves! They nev­er could have be­come rich oth­er­wise! Oh! So­ci­ety ought to be grasped by the four cor­ners of the cloth and tossed in­to the air, all of it! It would all be smashed, very like­ly, but at least, no one would have any­thing, and there would be that much gained! But what is that block­head of a benev­o­lent gen­tle­man do­ing? Will he come? Per­haps the an­i­mal has for­got­ten the ad­dress! I’ll bet that that old beast—”

			At that mo­ment there came a light tap at the door, the man rushed to it and opened it, ex­claim­ing, amid pro­found bows and smiles of ado­ra­tion:—

			“En­ter, sir! Deign to en­ter, most re­spect­ed bene­fac­tor, and your charm­ing young la­dy, al­so.”

			A man of ripe age and a young girl made their ap­pear­ance on the thresh­old of the at­tic.

			Mar­ius had not quit­ted his post. His feel­ings for the mo­ment sur­passed the pow­ers of the hu­man tongue.

			It was She!

			Who­ev­er has loved knows all the ra­di­ant mean­ings con­tained in those three let­ters of that word: She.

			It was cer­tain­ly she. Mar­ius could hard­ly dis­tin­guish her through the lu­mi­nous va­por which had sud­den­ly spread be­fore his eyes. It was that sweet, ab­sent be­ing, that star which had beamed up­on him for six months; it was those eyes, that brow, that mouth, that love­ly van­ished face which had cre­at­ed night by its de­par­ture. The vi­sion had been eclipsed, now it reap­peared.

			It reap­peared in that gloom, in that gar­ret, in that mis­shapen at­tic, in all that hor­ror.

			Mar­ius shud­dered in dis­may. What! It was she! The pal­pi­ta­tions of his heart trou­bled his sight. He felt that he was on the brink of burst­ing in­to tears! What! He be­held her again at last, af­ter hav­ing sought her so long! It seemed to him that he had lost his soul, and that he had just found it again.

			She was the same as ev­er, on­ly a lit­tle pale; her del­i­cate face was framed in a bon­net of vi­o­let vel­vet, her fig­ure was con­cealed be­neath a pelisse of black satin. Be­neath her long dress, a glimpse could be caught of her tiny foot shod in a silken boot.

			She was still ac­com­pa­nied by M. Leblanc.

			She had tak­en a few steps in­to the room, and had de­posit­ed a tol­er­a­bly bulky par­cel on the ta­ble.

			The el­dest Jon­drette girl had re­tired be­hind the door, and was star­ing with som­bre eyes at that vel­vet bon­net, that silk man­tle, and that charm­ing, hap­py face.

		
	
		
			
				IX

				Jon­drette Comes Near Weep­ing

			
			The hov­el was so dark, that peo­ple com­ing from with­out felt on en­ter­ing it the ef­fect pro­duced on en­ter­ing a cel­lar. The two new­com­ers ad­vanced, there­fore, with a cer­tain hes­i­ta­tion, be­ing hard­ly able to dis­tin­guish the vague forms sur­round­ing them, while they could be clear­ly seen and scru­ti­nized by the eyes of the in­hab­i­tants of the gar­ret, who were ac­cus­tomed to this twi­light.

			M. Leblanc ap­proached, with his sad but kind­ly look, and said to Jon­drette the fa­ther:—

			“Mon­sieur, in this pack­age you will find some new clothes and some woollen stock­ings and blan­kets.”

			“Our an­gel­ic bene­fac­tor over­whelms us,” said Jon­drette, bow­ing to the very earth.

			Then, bend­ing down to the ear of his el­dest daugh­ter, while the two vis­i­tors were en­gaged in ex­am­in­ing this lam­en­ta­ble in­te­ri­or, he added in a low and rapid voice:—

			“Hey? What did I say? Duds! No mon­ey! They are all alike! By the way, how was the let­ter to that old block­head signed?”

			“Fa­ban­tou,” replied the girl.

			“The dra­mat­ic artist, good!”

			It was lucky for Jon­drette, that this had oc­curred to him, for at the very mo­ment, M. Leblanc turned to him, and said to him with the air of a per­son who is seek­ing to re­call a name:—

			“I see that you are great­ly to be pitied, Mon­sieur—”

			“Fa­ban­tou,” replied Jon­drette quick­ly.

			“Mon­sieur Fa­ban­tou, yes, that is it. I re­mem­ber.”

			“Dra­mat­ic artist, sir, and one who has had some suc­cess.”

			Here Jon­drette ev­i­dent­ly judged the mo­ment pro­pi­tious for cap­tur­ing the “phi­lan­thropist.” He ex­claimed with an ac­cent which smacked at the same time of the vain­glo­ry of the moun­te­bank at fairs, and the hu­mil­i­ty of the men­di­cant on the high­way:—

			“A pupil of Tal­ma! Sir! I am a pupil of Tal­ma! For­tune for­mer­ly smiled on me—Alas! Now it is mis­for­tune’s turn. You see, my bene­fac­tor, no bread, no fire. My poor babes have no fire! My on­ly chair has no seat! A bro­ken pane! And in such weath­er! My spouse in bed! Ill!”

			“Poor wom­an!” said M. Leblanc.

			“My child wound­ed!” added Jon­drette.

			The child, di­vert­ed by the ar­rival of the strangers, had fall­en to con­tem­plat­ing “the young la­dy,” and had ceased to sob.

			“Cry! bawl!” said Jon­drette to her in a low voice.

			At the same time he pinched her sore hand. All this was done with the tal­ent of a jug­gler.

			The lit­tle girl gave vent to loud shrieks.

			The adorable young girl, whom Mar­ius, in his heart, called “his Ur­sule,” ap­proached her hasti­ly.

			“Poor, dear child!” said she.

			“You see, my beau­ti­ful young la­dy,” pur­sued Jon­drette, “her bleed­ing wrist! It came through an ac­ci­dent while work­ing at a ma­chine to earn six sous a day. It may be nec­es­sary to cut off her arm.”

			“Re­al­ly?” said the old gen­tle­man, in alarm.

			The lit­tle girl, tak­ing this se­ri­ous­ly, fell to sob­bing more vi­o­lent­ly than ev­er.

			“Alas! yes, my bene­fac­tor!” replied the fa­ther.

			For sev­er­al min­utes, Jon­drette had been scru­ti­niz­ing “the bene­fac­tor” in a sin­gu­lar fash­ion. As he spoke, he seemed to be ex­am­in­ing the oth­er at­ten­tive­ly, as though seek­ing to sum­mon up his rec­ol­lec­tions. All at once, prof­it­ing by a mo­ment when the new­com­ers were ques­tion­ing the child with in­ter­est as to her in­jured hand, he passed near his wife, who lay in her bed with a stupid and de­ject­ed air, and said to her in a rapid but very low tone:—

			“Take a look at that man!”

			Then, turn­ing to M. Leblanc, and con­tin­u­ing his lamen­ta­tions:—

			“You see, sir! All the cloth­ing that I have is my wife’s chemise! And all torn at that! In the depths of win­ter! I can’t go out for lack of a coat. If I had a coat of any sort, I would go and see Made­moi­selle Mars, who knows me and is very fond of me. Does she not still re­side in the Rue de la Tour-des-Dames? Do you know, sir? We played to­geth­er in the prov­inces. I shared her lau­rels. Célimène would come to my suc­cor, sir! Elmire would be­stow alms on Béli­saire! But no, noth­ing! And not a sou in the house! My wife ill, and not a sou! My daugh­ter dan­ger­ous­ly in­jured, not a sou! My wife suf­fers from fits of suf­fo­ca­tion. It comes from her age, and be­sides, her ner­vous sys­tem is af­fect­ed. She ought to have as­sis­tance, and my daugh­ter al­so! But the doc­tor! But the apothe­cary! How am I to pay them? I would kneel to a pen­ny, sir! Such is the con­di­tion to which the arts are re­duced. And do you know, my charm­ing young la­dy, and you, my gen­er­ous pro­tec­tor, do you know, you who breathe forth virtue and good­ness, and who per­fume that church where my daugh­ter sees you ev­ery day when she says her prayers?—For I have brought up my chil­dren re­li­gious­ly, sir. I did not want them to take to the the­atre. Ah! the hussies! If I catch them trip­ping! I do not jest, that I don’t! I read them lessons on hon­or, on moral­i­ty, on virtue! Ask them! They have got to walk straight. They are none of your un­hap­py wretch­es who be­gin by hav­ing no fam­i­ly, and end by es­pous­ing the pub­lic. One is Mam­selle No­body, and one be­comes Madame Ev­ery­body. Deuce take it! None of that in the Fa­ban­tou fam­i­ly! I mean to bring them up vir­tu­ous­ly, and they shall be hon­est, and nice, and be­lieve in God, by the sa­cred name! Well, sir, my wor­thy sir, do you know what is go­ing to hap­pen to­mor­row? To­mor­row is the fourth day of Feb­ru­ary, the fa­tal day, the last day of grace al­lowed me by my land­lord; if by this evening I have not paid my rent, to­mor­row my old­est daugh­ter, my spouse with her fever, my child with her wound—we shall all four be turned out of here and thrown in­to the street, on the boule­vard, with­out shel­ter, in the rain, in the snow. There, sir. I owe for four quar­ters—a whole year! that is to say, six­ty francs.”

			Jon­drette lied. Four quar­ters would have amount­ed to on­ly forty francs, and he could not owe four, be­cause six months had not elapsed since Mar­ius had paid for two.

			M. Leblanc drew five francs from his pock­et and threw them on the ta­ble.

			Jon­drette found time to mut­ter in the ear of his el­dest daugh­ter:—

			“The scoundrel! What does he think I can do with his five francs? That won’t pay me for my chair and pane of glass! That’s what comes of in­cur­ring ex­pens­es!”

			In the mean­while, M. Leblanc had re­moved the large brown great­coat which he wore over his blue coat, and had thrown it over the back of the chair.

			“Mon­sieur Fa­ban­tou,” he said, “these five francs are all that I have about me, but I shall now take my daugh­ter home, and I will re­turn this evening—it is this evening that you must pay, is it not?”

			Jon­drette’s face light­ed up with a strange ex­pres­sion. He replied vi­va­cious­ly:—

			“Yes, re­spect­ed sir. At eight o’clock, I must be at my land­lord’s.”

			“I will be here at six, and I will fetch you the six­ty francs.”

			“My bene­fac­tor!” ex­claimed Jon­drette, over­whelmed. And he added, in a low tone: “Take a good look at him, wife!”

			M. Leblanc had tak­en the arm of the young girl, once more, and had turned to­wards the door.

			“Farewell un­til this evening, my friends!” said he.

			“Six o’clock?” said Jon­drette.

			“Six o’clock pre­cise­ly.”

			At that mo­ment, the over­coat ly­ing on the chair caught the eye of the el­der Jon­drette girl.

			“You are for­get­ting your coat, sir,” said she.

			Jon­drette dart­ed an an­ni­hi­lat­ing look at his daugh­ter, ac­com­pa­nied by a for­mi­da­ble shrug of the shoul­ders.

			M. Leblanc turned back and said, with a smile:—

			“I have not for­got­ten it, I am leav­ing it.”

			“O my pro­tec­tor!” said Jon­drette, “my au­gust bene­fac­tor, I melt in­to tears! Per­mit me to ac­com­pa­ny you to your car­riage.”

			“If you come out,” an­swered M. Leblanc, “put on this coat. It re­al­ly is very cold.”

			Jon­drette did not need to be told twice. He hasti­ly donned the brown great­coat. And all three went out, Jon­drette pre­ced­ing the two strangers.

		
	
		
			
				X

				Tar­iff of Li­censed Cabs: Two Francs an Hour

			
			Mar­ius had lost noth­ing of this en­tire scene, and yet, in re­al­i­ty, had seen noth­ing. His eyes had re­mained fixed on the young girl, his heart had, so to speak, seized her and whol­ly en­veloped her from the mo­ment of her very first step in that gar­ret. Dur­ing her en­tire stay there, he had lived that life of ec­sta­sy which sus­pends ma­te­ri­al per­cep­tions and pre­cip­i­tates the whole soul on a sin­gle point. He con­tem­plat­ed, not that girl, but that light which wore a satin pelisse and a vel­vet bon­net. The star Sir­ius might have en­tered the room, and he would not have been any more daz­zled.

			While the young girl was en­gaged in open­ing the pack­age, un­fold­ing the cloth­ing and the blan­kets, ques­tion­ing the sick moth­er kind­ly, and the lit­tle in­jured girl ten­der­ly, he watched her ev­ery move­ment, he sought to catch her words. He knew her eyes, her brow, her beau­ty, her form, her walk, he did not know the sound of her voice. He had once fan­cied that he had caught a few words at the Lux­em­bourg, but he was not ab­so­lute­ly sure of the fact. He would have giv­en ten years of his life to hear it, in or­der that he might bear away in his soul a lit­tle of that mu­sic. But ev­ery­thing was drowned in the lam­en­ta­ble ex­cla­ma­tions and trum­pet bursts of Jon­drette. This added a touch of gen­uine wrath to Mar­ius’ ec­sta­sy. He de­voured her with his eyes. He could not be­lieve that it re­al­ly was that di­vine crea­ture whom he saw in the midst of those vile crea­tures in that mon­strous lair. It seemed to him that he be­held a hum­ming­bird in the midst of toads.

			When she took her de­par­ture, he had but one thought, to fol­low her, to cling to her trace, not to quit her un­til he learned where she lived, not to lose her again, at least, af­ter hav­ing so mirac­u­lous­ly re­dis­cov­ered her. He leaped down from the com­mode and seized his hat. As he laid his hand on the lock of the door, and was on the point of open­ing it, a sud­den re­flec­tion caused him to pause. The cor­ri­dor was long, the stair­case steep, Jon­drette was talk­a­tive, M. Leblanc had, no doubt, not yet re­gained his car­riage; if, on turn­ing round in the cor­ri­dor, or on the stair­case, he were to catch sight of him, Mar­ius, in that house, he would, ev­i­dent­ly, take the alarm, and find means to es­cape from him again, and this time it would be fi­nal. What was he to do? Should he wait a lit­tle? But while he was wait­ing, the car­riage might drive off. Mar­ius was per­plexed. At last he ac­cept­ed the risk and quit­ted his room.

			There was no one in the cor­ri­dor. He has­tened to the stairs. There was no one on the stair­case. He de­scend­ed in all haste, and reached the boule­vard in time to see a fi­acre turn­ing the cor­ner of the Rue du Pe­tit-Ban­quier, on its way back to Paris.

			Mar­ius rushed head­long in that di­rec­tion. On ar­riv­ing at the an­gle of the boule­vard, he caught sight of the fi­acre again, rapid­ly de­scend­ing the Rue Mouf­fe­tard; the car­riage was al­ready a long way off, and there was no means of over­tak­ing it; what! run af­ter it? Im­pos­si­ble; and be­sides, the peo­ple in the car­riage would as­sured­ly no­tice an in­di­vid­u­al run­ning at full speed in pur­suit of a fi­acre, and the fa­ther would rec­og­nize him. At that mo­ment, won­der­ful and un­prece­dent­ed good luck, Mar­ius per­ceived an emp­ty cab pass­ing along the boule­vard. There was but one thing to be done, to jump in­to this cab and fol­low the fi­acre. That was sure, ef­fi­ca­cious, and free from dan­ger.

			Mar­ius made the driv­er a sign to halt, and called to him:—

			“By the hour?”

			Mar­ius wore no cra­vat, he had on his work­ing-coat, which was des­ti­tute of but­tons, his shirt was torn along one of the plaits on the bo­som.

			The driv­er halt­ed, winked, and held out his left hand to Mar­ius, rub­bing his fore­fin­ger gen­tly with his thumb.

			“What is it?” said Mar­ius.

			“Pay in ad­vance,” said the coach­man.

			Mar­ius rec­ol­lect­ed that he had but six­teen sous about him.

			“How much?” he de­mand­ed.

			“Forty sous.”

			“I will pay on my re­turn.”

			The driv­er’s on­ly re­ply was to whis­tle the air of La Palisse and to whip up his horse.

			Mar­ius stared at the re­treat­ing cabri­o­let with a be­wil­dered air. For the lack of four and twen­ty sous, he was los­ing his joy, his hap­pi­ness, his love! He had seen, and he was be­com­ing blind again. He re­flect­ed bit­ter­ly, and it must be con­fessed, with pro­found re­gret, on the five francs which he had be­stowed, that very morn­ing, on that mis­er­able girl. If he had had those five francs, he would have been saved, he would have been born again, he would have emerged from the lim­bo and dark­ness, he would have made his es­cape from iso­la­tion and spleen, from his wid­owed state; he might have re-knot­ted the black thread of his des­tiny to that beau­ti­ful gold­en thread, which had just float­ed be­fore his eyes and had bro­ken at the same in­stant, once more! He re­turned to his hov­el in de­spair.

			He might have told him­self that M. Leblanc had promised to re­turn in the evening, and that all he had to do was to set about the mat­ter more skil­ful­ly, so that he might fol­low him on that oc­ca­sion; but, in his con­tem­pla­tion, it is doubt­ful whether he had heard this.

			As he was on the point of mount­ing the stair­case, he per­ceived, on the oth­er side of the boule­vard, near the de­sert­ed wall skirt­ing the Rue De la Bar­rière-des-Go­b­elins, Jon­drette, wrapped in the “phi­lan­thropist’s” great­coat, en­gaged in con­ver­sa­tion with one of those men of dis­qui­et­ing as­pect who have been dubbed by com­mon con­sent, “prowlers of the bar­ri­ers;” peo­ple of equiv­o­cal face, of sus­pi­cious mono­logues, who present the air of hav­ing evil minds, and who gen­er­al­ly sleep in the day­time, which sug­gests the sup­po­si­tion that they work by night.

			These two men, stand­ing there mo­tion­less and in con­ver­sa­tion, in the snow which was fall­ing in whirl­winds, formed a group that a po­lice­man would sure­ly have ob­served, but which Mar­ius hard­ly no­ticed.

			Still, in spite of his mourn­ful pre­oc­cu­pa­tion, he could not re­frain from say­ing to him­self that this prowler of the bar­ri­ers with whom Jon­drette was talk­ing re­sem­bled a cer­tain Pan­chaud, alias Print­anier, alias Bi­grenaille, whom Cour­feyrac had once point­ed out to him as a very dan­ger­ous noc­tur­nal roamer. This man’s name the read­er has learned in the pre­ced­ing book. This Pan­chaud, alias Print­anier, alias Bi­grenaille, fig­ured lat­er on in many crim­i­nal tri­als, and be­came a no­to­ri­ous ras­cal. He was at that time on­ly a fa­mous ras­cal. To­day he ex­ists in the state of tra­di­tion among ruf­fi­ans and as­sas­sins. He was at the head of a school to­wards the end of the last reign. And in the evening, at night­fall, at the hour when groups form and talk in whis­pers, he was dis­cussed at La Force in the Fos­se-aux-Li­ons. One might even, in that prison, pre­cise­ly at the spot where the sew­er which served the un­prece­dent­ed es­cape, in broad day­light, of thir­ty pris­on­ers, in 1843, pass­es un­der the cul­vert, read his name, Pan­chaud, au­da­cious­ly carved by his own hand on the wall of the sew­er, dur­ing one of his at­tempts at flight. In 1832, the po­lice al­ready had their eye on him, but he had not as yet made a se­ri­ous be­gin­ning.

		
	
		
			
				XI

				Of­fers of Ser­vice from Mis­ery to Wretched­ness

			
			Mar­ius as­cend­ed the stairs of the hov­el with slow steps; at the mo­ment when he was about to re-en­ter his cell, he caught sight of the el­der Jon­drette girl fol­low­ing him through the cor­ri­dor. The very sight of this girl was odi­ous to him; it was she who had his five francs, it was too late to de­mand them back, the cab was no longer there, the fi­acre was far away. More­over, she would not have giv­en them back. As for ques­tion­ing her about the res­i­dence of the per­sons who had just been there, that was use­less; it was ev­i­dent that she did not know, since the let­ter signed Fa­ban­tou had been ad­dressed “to the benev­o­lent gen­tle­man of the church of Saint-Jacques-du-Haut-Pas.”

			Mar­ius en­tered his room and pushed the door to af­ter him.

			It did not close; he turned round and be­held a hand which held the door half open.

			“What is it?” he asked, “who is there?”

			It was the Jon­drette girl.

			“Is it you?” re­sumed Mar­ius al­most harsh­ly, “still you! What do you want with me?”

			She ap­peared to be thought­ful and did not look at him. She no longer had the air of as­sur­ance which had char­ac­ter­ized her that morn­ing. She did not en­ter, but held back in the dark­ness of the cor­ri­dor, where Mar­ius could see her through the half-open door.

			“Come now, will you an­swer?” cried Mar­ius. “What do you want with me?”

			She raised her dull eyes, in which a sort of gleam seemed to flick­er vague­ly, and said:—

			“Mon­sieur Mar­ius, you look sad. What is the mat­ter with you?”

			“With me!” said Mar­ius.

			“Yes, you.”

			“There is noth­ing the mat­ter with me.”

			“Yes, there is!”

			“No.”

			“I tell you there is!”

			“Let me alone!”

			Mar­ius gave the door an­oth­er push, but she re­tained her hold on it.

			“Stop,” said she, “you are in the wrong. Al­though you are not rich, you were kind this morn­ing. Be so again now. You gave me some­thing to eat, now tell me what ails you. You are grieved, that is plain. I do not want you to be grieved. What can be done for it? Can I be of any ser­vice? Em­ploy me. I do not ask for your se­crets, you need not tell them to me, but I may be of use, nev­er­the­less. I may be able to help you, since I help my fa­ther. When it is nec­es­sary to car­ry let­ters, to go to hous­es, to in­quire from door to door, to find out an ad­dress, to fol­low any­one, I am of ser­vice. Well, you may as­sured­ly tell me what is the mat­ter with you, and I will go and speak to the per­sons; some­times it is enough if some­one speaks to the per­sons, that suf­fices to let them un­der­stand mat­ters, and ev­ery­thing comes right. Make use of me.”

			An idea flashed across Mar­ius’ mind. What branch does one dis­dain when one feels that one is fall­ing?

			He drew near to the Jon­drette girl.

			“Lis­ten—” he said to her.

			She in­ter­rupt­ed him with a gleam of joy in her eyes.

			“Oh yes, do call me thou! I like that bet­ter.”

			“Well,” he re­sumed, “thou hast brought hith­er that old gen­tle­man and his daugh­ter!”

			“Yes.”

			“Dost thou know their ad­dress?”

			“No.”

			“Find it for me.”

			The Jon­drette’s dull eyes had grown joy­ous, and they now be­came gloomy.

			“Is that what you want?” she de­mand­ed.

			“Yes.”

			“Do you know them?”

			“No.”

			“That is to say,” she re­sumed quick­ly, “you do not know her, but you wish to know her.”

			This “them” which had turned in­to “her” had some­thing in­de­scrib­ably sig­nif­i­cant and bit­ter about it.

			“Well, can you do it?” said Mar­ius.

			“You shall have the beau­ti­ful la­dy’s ad­dress.”

			There was still a shade in the words “the beau­ti­ful la­dy” which trou­bled Mar­ius. He re­sumed:—

			“Nev­er mind, af­ter all, the ad­dress of the fa­ther and daugh­ter. Their ad­dress, in­deed!”

			She gazed fixed­ly at him.

			“What will you give me?”

			“Any­thing you like.”

			“Any­thing I like?”

			“Yes.”

			“You shall have the ad­dress.”

			She dropped her head; then, with a brusque move­ment, she pulled to the door, which closed be­hind her.

			Mar­ius found him­self alone.

			He dropped in­to a chair, with his head and both el­bows on his bed, ab­sorbed in thoughts which he could not grasp, and as though a prey to ver­ti­go. All that had tak­en place since the morn­ing, the ap­pear­ance of the an­gel, her dis­ap­pear­ance, what that crea­ture had just said to him, a gleam of hope float­ing in an im­mense de­spair—this was what filled his brain con­fus­ed­ly.

			All at once he was vi­o­lent­ly aroused from his rever­ie.

			He heard the shrill, hard voice of Jon­drette ut­ter these words, which were fraught with a strange in­ter­est for him:—

			“I tell you that I am sure of it, and that I rec­og­nized him.”

			Of whom was Jon­drette speak­ing? Whom had he rec­og­nized? M. Leblanc? The fa­ther of “his Ur­sule”? What! Did Jon­drette know him? Was Mar­ius about to ob­tain in this abrupt and un­ex­pect­ed fash­ion all the in­for­ma­tion with­out which his life was so dark to him? Was he about to learn at last who it was that he loved, who that young girl was? Who her fa­ther was? Was the dense shad­ow which en­wrapped them on the point of be­ing dis­pelled? Was the veil about to be rent? Ah! Heav­ens!

			He bound­ed rather than climbed up­on his com­mode, and re­sumed his post near the lit­tle peep­hole in the par­ti­tion wall.

			Again he be­held the in­te­ri­or of Jon­drette’s hov­el.

		
	
		
			
				XII

				The Use Made of M. Leblanc’s Five-Franc Piece

			
			Noth­ing in the as­pect of the fam­i­ly was al­tered, ex­cept that the wife and daugh­ters had levied on the pack­age and put on woollen stock­ings and jack­ets. Two new blan­kets were thrown across the two beds.

			Jon­drette had ev­i­dent­ly just re­turned. He still had the breath­less­ness of out of doors. His daugh­ters were seat­ed on the floor near the fire­place, the el­der en­gaged in dress­ing the younger’s wound­ed hand. His wife had sunk back on the bed near the fire­place, with a face in­dica­tive of as­ton­ish­ment. Jon­drette was pac­ing up and down the gar­ret with long strides. His eyes were ex­tra­or­di­nary.

			The wom­an, who seemed timid and over­whelmed with stu­por in the pres­ence of her hus­band, turned to say:—

			“What, re­al­ly? You are sure?”

			“Sure! Eight years have passed! But I rec­og­nize him! Ah! I rec­og­nize him. I knew him at once! What! Didn’t it force it­self on you?”

			“No.”

			“But I told you: ‘Pay at­ten­tion!’ Why, it is his fig­ure, it is his face, on­ly old­er—there are peo­ple who do not grow old, I don’t know how they man­age it—it is the very sound of his voice. He is bet­ter dressed, that is all! Ah! you mys­te­ri­ous old dev­il, I’ve got you, that I have!”

			He paused, and said to his daugh­ters:—

			“Get out of here, you!—It’s queer that it didn’t strike you!”

			They arose to obey.

			The moth­er stam­mered:—

			“With her in­jured hand.”

			“The air will do it good,” said Jon­drette. “Be off.”

			It was plain that this man was of the sort to whom no one of­fers to re­ply. The two girls de­part­ed.

			At the mo­ment when they were about to pass through the door, the fa­ther de­tained the el­der by the arm, and said to her with a pe­cu­liar ac­cent:—

			“You will be here at five o’clock pre­cise­ly. Both of you. I shall need you.”

			Mar­ius re­dou­bled his at­ten­tion.

			On be­ing left alone with his wife, Jon­drette be­gan to pace the room again, and made the tour of it two or three times in si­lence. Then he spent sev­er­al min­utes in tuck­ing the low­er part of the wom­an’s chemise which he wore in­to his trousers.

			All at once, he turned to the fe­male Jon­drette, fold­ed his arms and ex­claimed:—

			“And would you like to have me tell you some­thing? The young la­dy—”

			“Well, what?” re­tort­ed his wife, “the young la­dy?”

			Mar­ius could not doubt that it was re­al­ly she of whom they were speak­ing. He lis­tened with ar­dent anx­i­ety. His whole life was in his ears.

			But Jon­drette had bent over and spoke to his wife in a whis­per. Then he straight­ened him­self up and con­clud­ed aloud:—

			“It is she!”

			“That one?” said his wife.

			“That very one,” said the hus­band.

			No ex­pres­sion can re­pro­duce the sig­nif­i­cance of the moth­er’s words. Sur­prise, rage, hate, wrath, were min­gled and com­bined in one mon­strous in­to­na­tion. The pro­nun­ci­a­tion of a few words, the name, no doubt, which her hus­band had whis­pered in her ear, had suf­ficed to rouse this huge, som­no­lent wom­an, and from be­ing re­pul­sive she be­came ter­ri­ble.

			“It is not pos­si­ble!” she cried. “When I think that my daugh­ters are go­ing bare­foot, and have not a gown to their backs! What! A satin pelisse, a vel­vet bon­net, boots, and ev­ery­thing; more than two hun­dred francs’ worth of clothes! so that one would think she was a la­dy! No, you are mis­tak­en! Why, in the first place, the oth­er was hideous, and this one is not so bad-look­ing! She re­al­ly is not bad-look­ing! It can’t be she!”

			“I tell you that it is she. You will see.”

			At this ab­so­lute as­ser­tion, the Jon­drette wom­an raised her large, red, blonde face and stared at the ceil­ing with a hor­ri­ble ex­pres­sion. At that mo­ment, she seemed to Mar­ius even more to be feared than her hus­band. She was a sow with the look of a ti­gress.

			“What!” she re­sumed, “that hor­ri­ble, beau­ti­ful young la­dy, who gazed at my daugh­ters with an air of pity—she is that beg­gar brat! Oh! I should like to kick her stom­ach in for her!”

			She sprang off of the bed, and re­mained stand­ing for a mo­ment, her hair in dis­or­der, her nos­trils di­lat­ing, her mouth half open, her fists clenched and drawn back. Then she fell back on the bed once more. The man paced to and fro and paid no at­ten­tion to his fe­male.

			Af­ter a si­lence last­ing sev­er­al min­utes, he ap­proached the fe­male Jon­drette, and halt­ed in front of her, with fold­ed arms, as he had done a mo­ment be­fore:—

			“And shall I tell you an­oth­er thing?”

			“What is it?” she asked.

			He an­swered in a low, curt voice:—

			“My for­tune is made.”

			The wom­an stared at him with the look that sig­ni­fies: “Is the per­son who is ad­dress­ing me on the point of go­ing mad?”

			He went on:—

			“Thun­der! It was not so very long ago that I was a parish­ioner of the parish of die-of-hunger-if-you-have-a-fire,-die-of-cold-if-you-have-bread! I have had enough of mis­ery! my share and oth­er peo­ple’s share! I am not jok­ing any longer, I don’t find it com­ic any more, I’ve had enough of puns, good God! no more farces, Eter­nal Fa­ther! I want to eat till I am full, I want to drink my fill! to gor­man­dize! to sleep! to do noth­ing! I want to have my turn, so I do, come now! be­fore I die! I want to be a bit of a mil­lion­aire!”

			He took a turn round the hov­el, and added:—

			“Like oth­er peo­ple.”

			“What do you mean by that?” asked the wom­an.

			He shook his head, winked, screwed up one eye, and raised his voice like a med­i­cal pro­fes­sor who is about to make a demon­stra­tion:—

			“What do I mean by that? Lis­ten!”

			“Hush!” mut­tered the wom­an, “not so loud! These are mat­ters which must not be over­heard.”

			“Bah! Who’s here? Our neigh­bor? I saw him go out a lit­tle while ago. Be­sides, he doesn’t lis­ten, the big boo­by. And I tell you that I saw him go out.”

			Nev­er­the­less, by a sort of in­stinct, Jon­drette low­ered his voice, al­though not suf­fi­cient­ly to pre­vent Mar­ius hear­ing his words. One fa­vor­able cir­cum­stance, which en­abled Mar­ius not to lose a word of this con­ver­sa­tion was the fall­ing snow which dead­ened the sound of ve­hi­cles on the boule­vard.

			This is what Mar­ius heard:—

			“Lis­ten care­ful­ly. The Croe­sus is caught, or as good as caught! That’s all set­tled al­ready. Ev­ery­thing is ar­ranged. I have seen some peo­ple. He will come here this evening at six o’clock. To bring six­ty francs, the ras­cal! Did you no­tice how I played that game on him, my six­ty francs, my land­lord, my fourth of Feb­ru­ary? I don’t even owe for one quar­ter! Isn’t he a fool! So he will come at six o’clock! That’s the hour when our neigh­bor goes to his din­ner. Moth­er Bougon is off wash­ing dish­es in the city. There’s not a soul in the house. The neigh­bor nev­er comes home un­til eleven o’clock. The chil­dren shall stand on watch. You shall help us. He will give in.”

			“And what if he does not give in?” de­mand­ed his wife.

			Jon­drette made a sin­is­ter ges­ture, and said:—

			“We’ll fix him.”

			And he burst out laugh­ing.

			This was the first time Mar­ius had seen him laugh. The laugh was cold and sweet, and pro­voked a shud­der.

			Jon­drette opened a cup­board near the fire­place, and drew from it an old cap, which he placed on his head, af­ter brush­ing it with his sleeve.

			“Now,” said he, “I’m go­ing out. I have some more peo­ple that I must see. Good ones. You’ll see how well the whole thing will work. I shall be away as short a time as pos­si­ble, it’s a fine stroke of busi­ness, do you look af­ter the house.”

			And with both fists thrust in­to the pock­ets of his trousers, he stood for a mo­ment in thought, then ex­claimed:—

			“Do you know, it’s mighty lucky, by the way, that he didn’t rec­og­nize me! If he had rec­og­nized me on his side, he would not have come back again. He would have slipped through our fin­gers! It was my beard that saved us! my ro­man­tic beard! my pret­ty lit­tle ro­man­tic beard!”

			And again he broke in­to a laugh.

			He stepped to the win­dow. The snow was still fall­ing, and streak­ing the gray of the sky.

			“What beast­ly weath­er!” said he.

			Then lap­ping his over­coat across his breast:—

			“This rind is too large for me. Nev­er mind,” he added, “he did a dev­il­ish good thing in leav­ing it for me, the old scoundrel! If it hadn’t been for that, I couldn’t have gone out, and ev­ery­thing would have gone wrong! What small points things hang on, any­way!”

			And pulling his cap down over his eyes, he quit­ted the room.

			He had bare­ly had time to take half a dozen steps from the door, when the door opened again, and his sav­age but in­tel­li­gent face made its ap­pear­ance once more in the open­ing.

			“I came near for­get­ting,” said he. “You are to have a bra­zier of char­coal ready.”

			And he flung in­to his wife’s apron the five-franc piece which the “phi­lan­thropist” had left with him.

			“A bra­zier of char­coal?” asked his wife.

			“Yes.”

			“How many bushels?”

			“Two good ones.”

			“That will come to thir­ty sous. With the rest I will buy some­thing for din­ner.”

			“The dev­il, no.”

			“Why?”

			“Don’t go and spend the hun­dred-sou piece.”

			“Why?”

			“Be­cause I shall have to buy some­thing, too.”

			“What?”

			“Some­thing.”

			“How much shall you need?”

			“Where­abouts in the neigh­bor­hood is there an iron­mon­ger’s shop?”

			“Rue Mouf­fe­tard.”

			“Ah! yes, at the cor­ner of a street; I can see the shop.”

			“But tell me how much you will need for what you have to pur­chase?”

			“Fifty sous—three francs.”

			“There won’t be much left for din­ner.”

			“Eat­ing is not the point to­day. There’s some­thing bet­ter to be done.”

			“That’s enough, my jew­el.”

			At this word from his wife, Jon­drette closed the door again, and this time, Mar­ius heard his step die away in the cor­ri­dor of the hov­el, and de­scend the stair­case rapid­ly.

			At that mo­ment, one o’clock struck from the church of Saint-Mé­dard.

		
	
		
			
				XIII

				So­lus Cum So­lo, in Lo­co Re­mo­to, Non Cog­itabun­tur Orare Pa­ter Nos­ter

			
			Mar­ius, dream­er as he was, was, as we have said, firm and en­er­get­ic by na­ture. His habits of soli­tary med­i­ta­tion, while they had de­vel­oped in him sym­pa­thy and com­pas­sion, had, per­haps, di­min­ished the fac­ul­ty for ir­ri­ta­tion, but had left in­tact the pow­er of wax­ing in­dig­nant; he had the kind­li­ness of a brah­min, and the sever­i­ty of a judge; he took pity up­on a toad, but he crushed a viper. Now, it was in­to a hole of vipers that his glance had just been di­rect­ed, it was a nest of mon­sters that he had be­neath his eyes.

			“These wretch­es must be stamped up­on,” said he.

			Not one of the enig­mas which he had hoped to see solved had been elu­ci­dat­ed; on the con­trary, all of them had been ren­dered more dense, if any­thing; he knew noth­ing more about the beau­ti­ful maid­en of the Lux­em­bourg and the man whom he called M. Leblanc, ex­cept that Jon­drette was ac­quaint­ed with them. Athwart the mys­te­ri­ous words which had been ut­tered, the on­ly thing of which he caught a dis­tinct glimpse was the fact that an am­bush was in course of prepa­ra­tion, a dark but ter­ri­ble trap; that both of them were in­cur­ring great dan­ger, she prob­a­bly, her fa­ther cer­tain­ly; that they must be saved; that the hideous plots of the Jon­drettes must be thwart­ed, and the web of these spi­ders bro­ken.

			He scanned the fe­male Jon­drette for a mo­ment. She had pulled an old sheet-iron stove from a cor­ner, and she was rum­mag­ing among the old heap of iron.

			He de­scend­ed from the com­mode as soft­ly as pos­si­ble, tak­ing care not to make the least noise. Amid his ter­ror as to what was in prepa­ra­tion, and in the hor­ror with which the Jon­drettes had in­spired him, he ex­pe­ri­enced a sort of joy at the idea that it might be grant­ed to him per­haps to ren­der a ser­vice to the one whom he loved.

			But how was it to be done? How warn the per­sons threat­ened? He did not know their ad­dress. They had reap­peared for an in­stant be­fore his eyes, and had then plunged back again in­to the im­mense depths of Paris. Should he wait for M. Leblanc at the door that evening at six o’clock, at the mo­ment of his ar­rival, and warn him of the trap? But Jon­drette and his men would see him on the watch, the spot was lone­ly, they were stronger than he, they would de­vise means to seize him or to get him away, and the man whom Mar­ius was anx­ious to save would be lost. One o’clock had just struck, the trap was to be sprung at six. Mar­ius had five hours be­fore him.

			There was but one thing to be done.

			He put on his de­cent coat, knot­ted a silk hand­ker­chief round his neck, took his hat, and went out, with­out mak­ing any more noise than if he had been tread­ing on moss with bare feet.

			More­over, the Jon­drette wom­an con­tin­ued to rum­mage among her old iron.

			Once out­side of the house, he made for the Rue du Pe­tit-Ban­quier.

			He had al­most reached the mid­dle of this street, near a very low wall which a man can eas­i­ly step over at cer­tain points, and which abuts on a waste space, and was walk­ing slow­ly, in con­se­quence of his pre­oc­cu­pied con­di­tion, and the snow dead­ened the sound of his steps; all at once he heard voic­es talk­ing very close by. He turned his head, the street was de­sert­ed, there was not a soul in it, it was broad day­light, and yet he dis­tinct­ly heard voic­es.

			It oc­curred to him to glance over the wall which he was skirt­ing.

			There, in fact, sat two men, flat on the snow, with their backs against the wall, talk­ing to­geth­er in sub­dued tones.

			These two per­sons were strangers to him; one was a beard­ed man in a blouse, and the oth­er a long-haired in­di­vid­u­al in rags. The beard­ed man had on a fez, the oth­er’s head was bare, and the snow had lodged in his hair.

			By thrust­ing his head over the wall, Mar­ius could hear their re­marks.

			The hairy one jogged the oth­er man’s el­bow and said:—

			“—With the as­sis­tance of Pa­tron-Minette, it can’t fail.”

			“Do you think so?” said the beard­ed man.

			And the long-haired one be­gan again:—

			“It’s as good as a war­rant for each one, of five hun­dred balls, and the worst that can hap­pen is five years, six years, ten years at the most!”

			The oth­er replied with some hes­i­ta­tion, and shiv­er­ing be­neath his fez:—

			“That’s a re­al thing. You can’t go against such things.”

			“I tell you that the af­fair can’t go wrong,” re­sumed the long-haired man. “Fa­ther What’s-his-name’s team will be al­ready har­nessed.”

			Then they be­gan to dis­cuss a melo­dra­ma that they had seen on the pre­ced­ing evening at the Gaîté The­atre.

			Mar­ius went his way.

			It seemed to him that the mys­te­ri­ous words of these men, so strange­ly hid­den be­hind that wall, and crouch­ing in the snow, could not but bear some re­la­tion to Jon­drette’s abom­inable projects. That must be “the af­fair.”

			He di­rect­ed his course to­wards the faubourg Saint-Marceau and asked at the first shop he came to where he could find a com­mis­sary of po­lice.

			He was di­rect­ed to Rue de Pon­toise, No. 14.

			Thith­er Mar­ius be­took him­self.

			As he passed a bak­er’s shop, he bought a twopen­ny roll, and ate it, fore­see­ing that he should not dine.

			On the way, he ren­dered jus­tice to Prov­i­dence. He re­flect­ed that had he not giv­en his five francs to the Jon­drette girl in the morn­ing, he would have fol­lowed M. Leblanc’s fi­acre, and con­se­quent­ly have re­mained ig­no­rant of ev­ery­thing, and that there would have been no ob­sta­cle to the trap of the Jon­drettes and that M. Leblanc would have been lost, and his daugh­ter with him, no doubt.

		
	
		
			
				XIV

				In Which a Po­lice Agent Be­stows Two Fist­fuls on a Lawyer

			
			On ar­riv­ing at No. 14, Rue de Pon­toise, he as­cend­ed to the first floor and in­quired for the com­mis­sary of po­lice.

			“The com­mis­sary of po­lice is not here,” said a clerk; “but there is an in­spec­tor who takes his place. Would you like to speak to him? Are you in haste?”

			“Yes,” said Mar­ius.

			The clerk in­tro­duced him in­to the com­mis­sary’s of­fice. There stood a tall man be­hind a grat­ing, lean­ing against a stove, and hold­ing up with both hands the tails of a vast top­coat, with three col­lars. His face was square, with a thin, firm mouth, thick, gray, and very fe­ro­cious whiskers, and a look that was enough to turn your pock­ets in­side out. Of that glance it might have been well said, not that it pen­e­trat­ed, but that it searched.

			This man’s air was not much less fe­ro­cious nor less ter­ri­ble than Jon­drette’s; the dog is, at times, no less ter­ri­ble to meet than the wolf.

			“What do you want?” he said to Mar­ius, with­out adding “mon­sieur.”

			“Is this Mon­sieur le Com­mis­saire de Po­lice?”

			“He is ab­sent. I am here in his stead.”

			“The mat­ter is very pri­vate.”

			“Then speak.”

			“And great haste is re­quired.”

			“Then speak quick.”

			This calm, abrupt man was both ter­ri­fy­ing and re­as­sur­ing at one and the same time. He in­spired fear and con­fi­dence. Mar­ius re­lat­ed the ad­ven­ture to him: That a per­son with whom he was not ac­quaint­ed oth­er­wise than by sight, was to be in­vei­gled in­to a trap that very evening; that, as he oc­cu­pied the room ad­join­ing the den, he, Mar­ius Pont­mer­cy, a lawyer, had heard the whole plot through the par­ti­tion; that the wretch who had planned the trap was a cer­tain Jon­drette; that there would be ac­com­plices, prob­a­bly some prowlers of the bar­ri­ers, among oth­ers a cer­tain Pan­chaud, alias Print­anier, alias Bi­grenaille; that Jon­drette’s daugh­ters were to lie in wait; that there was no way of warn­ing the threat­ened man, since he did not even know his name; and that, fi­nal­ly, all this was to be car­ried out at six o’clock that evening, at the most de­sert­ed point of the Boule­vard de l’Hôpi­tal, in house No. 50–52.

			At the sound of this num­ber, the in­spec­tor raised his head, and said cold­ly:—

			“So it is in the room at the end of the cor­ri­dor?”

			“Pre­cise­ly,” an­swered Mar­ius, and he added: “Are you ac­quaint­ed with that house?”

			The in­spec­tor re­mained silent for a mo­ment, then replied, as he warmed the heel of his boot at the door of the stove:—

			“Ap­par­ent­ly.”

			He went on, mut­ter­ing be­tween his teeth, and not ad­dress­ing Mar­ius so much as his cra­vat:—

			“Pa­tron-Minette must have had a hand in this.”

			This word struck Mar­ius.

			“Pa­tron-Minette,” said he, “I did hear that word pro­nounced, in fact.”

			And he re­peat­ed to the in­spec­tor the di­a­logue be­tween the long-haired man and the beard­ed man in the snow be­hind the wall of the Rue du Pe­tit-Ban­quier.

			The in­spec­tor mut­tered:—

			“The long-haired man must be Bru­jon, and the beard­ed one De­mi-Liard, alias Deux-Mil­liards.”

			He had dropped his eye­lids again, and be­came ab­sorbed in thought.

			“As for Fa­ther What’s-his-name, I think I rec­og­nize him. Here, I’ve burned my coat. They al­ways have too much fire in these cursed stoves. Num­ber 50–52. For­mer prop­er­ty of Gor­beau.”

			Then he glanced at Mar­ius.

			“You saw on­ly that beard­ed and that long-haired man?”

			“And Pan­chaud.”

			“You didn’t see a lit­tle imp of a dandy prowl­ing about the premis­es?”

			“No.”

			“Nor a big lump of mat­ter, re­sem­bling an ele­phant in the Jardin des Plantes?”

			“No.”

			“Nor a scamp with the air of an old red tail?”

			“No.”

			“As for the fourth, no one sees him, not even his ad­ju­tants, clerks, and em­ploy­ees. It is not sur­pris­ing that you did not see him.”

			“No. Who are all those per­sons?” asked Mar­ius.

			The in­spec­tor an­swered:—

			“Be­sides, this is not the time for them.”

			He re­lapsed in­to si­lence, then re­sumed:—

			“50–52. I know that bar­rack. Im­pos­si­ble to con­ceal our­selves in­side it with­out the artists see­ing us, and then they will get off sim­ply by coun­ter­mand­ing the vaude­ville. They are so mod­est! An au­di­ence em­bar­rass­es them. None of that, none of that. I want to hear them sing and make them dance.”

			This mono­logue con­clud­ed, he turned to Mar­ius, and de­mand­ed, gaz­ing at him in­tent­ly the while:—

			“Are you afraid?”

			“Of what?” said Mar­ius.

			“Of these men?”

			“No more than your­self!” re­tort­ed Mar­ius rude­ly, who had be­gun to no­tice that this po­lice agent had not yet said “mon­sieur” to him.

			The in­spec­tor stared still more in­tent­ly at Mar­ius, and con­tin­ued with sen­ten­tious solem­ni­ty:—

			“There, you speak like a brave man, and like an hon­est man. Courage does not fear crime, and hon­esty does not fear au­thor­i­ty.”

			Mar­ius in­ter­rupt­ed him:—

			“That is well, but what do you in­tend to do?”

			The in­spec­tor con­tent­ed him­self with the re­mark:—

			“The lodgers have passkeys with which to get in at night. You must have one.”

			“Yes,” said Mar­ius.

			“Have you it about you?”

			“Yes.”

			“Give it to me,” said the in­spec­tor.

			Mar­ius took his key from his waist­coat pock­et, hand­ed it to the in­spec­tor and added:—

			“If you will take my ad­vice, you will come in force.”

			The in­spec­tor cast on Mar­ius such a glance as Voltaire might have be­stowed on a pro­vin­cial aca­demi­cian who had sug­gest­ed a rhyme to him; with one move­ment he plunged his hands, which were enor­mous, in­to the two im­mense pock­ets of his top­coat, and pulled out two small steel pis­tols, of the sort called “knock-me-downs.” Then he pre­sent­ed them to Mar­ius, say­ing rapid­ly, in a curt tone:—

			“Take these. Go home. Hide in your cham­ber, so that you may be sup­posed to have gone out. They are load­ed. Each one car­ries two balls. You will keep watch; there is a hole in the wall, as you have in­formed me. These men will come. Leave them to their own de­vices for a time. When you think mat­ters have reached a cri­sis, and that it is time to put a stop to them, fire a shot. Not too soon. The rest con­cerns me. A shot in­to the ceil­ing, the air, no mat­ter where. Above all things, not too soon. Wait un­til they be­gin to put their project in­to ex­e­cu­tion; you are a lawyer; you know the prop­er point.” Mar­ius took the pis­tols and put them in the side pock­et of his coat.

			“That makes a lump that can be seen,” said the in­spec­tor. “Put them in your trousers pock­et.”

			Mar­ius hid the pis­tols in his trousers pock­ets.

			“Now,” pur­sued the in­spec­tor, “there is not a minute more to be lost by any­one. What time is it? Half-past two. Sev­en o’clock is the hour?”

			“Six o’clock,” an­swered Mar­ius.

			“I have plen­ty of time,” said the in­spec­tor, “but no more than enough. Don’t for­get any­thing that I have said to you. Bang. A pis­tol shot.”

			“Rest easy,” said Mar­ius.

			And as Mar­ius laid his hand on the han­dle of the door on his way out, the in­spec­tor called to him:—

			“By the way, if you have oc­ca­sion for my ser­vices be­tween now and then, come or send here. You will ask for In­spec­tor Javert.”

		
	
		
			
				XV

				Jon­drette Makes His Pur­chas­es

			
			A few mo­ments lat­er, about three o’clock, Cour­feyrac chanced to be pass­ing along the Rue Mouf­fe­tard in com­pa­ny with Bossuet. The snow had re­dou­bled in vi­o­lence, and filled the air. Bossuet was just say­ing to Cour­feyrac:—

			“One would say, to see all these snowflakes fall, that there was a plague of white but­ter­flies in heav­en.” All at once, Bossuet caught sight of Mar­ius com­ing up the street to­wards the bar­ri­er with a pe­cu­liar air.

			“Hold!” said Bossuet. “There’s Mar­ius.”

			“I saw him,” said Cour­feyrac. “Don’t let’s speak to him.”

			“Why?”

			“He is busy.”

			“With what?”

			“Don’t you see his air?”

			“What air?”

			“He has the air of a man who is fol­low­ing some­one.”

			“That’s true,” said Bossuet.

			“Just see the eyes he is mak­ing!” said Cour­feyrac.

			“But who the deuce is he fol­low­ing?”

			“Some fine, flow­ery bon­net­ed wench! He’s in love.”

			“But,” ob­served Bossuet, “I don’t see any wench nor any flow­ery bon­net in the street. There’s not a wom­an round.”

			Cour­feyrac took a sur­vey, and ex­claimed:—

			“He’s fol­low­ing a man!”

			A man, in fact, wear­ing a gray cap, and whose gray beard could be dis­tin­guished, al­though they on­ly saw his back, was walk­ing along about twen­ty paces in ad­vance of Mar­ius.

			This man was dressed in a great­coat which was per­fect­ly new and too large for him, and in a fright­ful pair of trousers all hang­ing in rags and black with mud.

			Bossuet burst out laugh­ing.

			“Who is that man?”

			“He?” re­tort­ed Cour­feyrac, “he’s a po­et. Po­ets are very fond of wear­ing the trousers of deal­ers in rab­bit skins and the over­coats of peers of France.”

			“Let’s see where Mar­ius will go,” said Bossuet; “let’s see where the man is go­ing, let’s fol­low them, hey?”

			“Bossuet!” ex­claimed Cour­feyrac, “ea­gle of Meaux! You are a prodi­gious brute. Fol­low a man who is fol­low­ing an­oth­er man, in­deed!”

			They re­traced their steps.

			Mar­ius had, in fact, seen Jon­drette pass­ing along the Rue Mouf­fe­tard, and was spy­ing on his pro­ceed­ings.

			Jon­drette walked straight ahead, with­out a sus­pi­cion that he was al­ready held by a glance.

			He quit­ted the Rue Mouf­fe­tard, and Mar­ius saw him en­ter one of the most ter­ri­ble hov­els in the Rue Gra­cieuse; he re­mained there about a quar­ter of an hour, then re­turned to the Rue Mouf­fe­tard. He halt­ed at an iron­mon­ger’s shop, which then stood at the cor­ner of the Rue Pierre-Lom­bard, and a few min­utes lat­er Mar­ius saw him emerge from the shop, hold­ing in his hand a huge cold chis­el with a white wood han­dle, which he con­cealed be­neath his great­coat. At the top of the Rue Pe­tit-Gen­til­ly he turned to the left and pro­ceed­ed rapid­ly to the Rue du Pe­tit-Ban­quier. The day was de­clin­ing; the snow, which had ceased for a mo­ment, had just be­gun again. Mar­ius post­ed him­self on the watch at the very cor­ner of the Rue du Pe­tit-Ban­quier, which was de­sert­ed, as usu­al, and did not fol­low Jon­drette in­to it. It was lucky that he did so, for, on ar­riv­ing in the vicin­i­ty of the wall where Mar­ius had heard the long-haired man and the beard­ed man con­vers­ing, Jon­drette turned round, made sure that no one was fol­low­ing him, did not see him, then sprang across the wall and dis­ap­peared.

			The waste land bor­dered by this wall com­mu­ni­cat­ed with the back yard of an ex-liv­ery sta­ble-keep­er of bad re­pute, who had failed and who still kept a few old sin­gle-seat­ed berlins un­der his sheds.

			Mar­ius thought that it would be wise to prof­it by Jon­drette’s ab­sence to re­turn home; more­over, it was grow­ing late; ev­ery evening, Ma’am Bougon when she set out for her dish-wash­ing in town, had a habit of lock­ing the door, which was al­ways closed at dusk. Mar­ius had giv­en his key to the in­spec­tor of po­lice; it was im­por­tant, there­fore, that he should make haste.

			Evening had ar­rived, night had al­most closed in; on the hori­zon and in the im­men­si­ty of space, there re­mained but one spot il­lu­mi­nat­ed by the sun, and that was the moon.

			It was ris­ing in a rud­dy glow be­hind the low dome of Salpêtrière.

			Mar­ius re­turned to No. 50–52 with great strides. The door was still open when he ar­rived. He mount­ed the stairs on tip­toe and glid­ed along the wall of the cor­ri­dor to his cham­ber. This cor­ri­dor, as the read­er will re­mem­ber, was bor­dered on both sides by at­tics, all of which were, for the mo­ment, emp­ty and to let. Ma’am Bougon was in the habit of leav­ing all the doors open. As he passed one of these at­tics, Mar­ius thought he per­ceived in the un­in­hab­it­ed cell the mo­tion­less heads of four men, vague­ly light­ed up by a rem­nant of day­light, fall­ing through a dormer win­dow.

			Mar­ius made no at­tempt to see, not wish­ing to be seen him­self. He suc­ceed­ed in reach­ing his cham­ber with­out be­ing seen and with­out mak­ing any noise. It was high time. A mo­ment lat­er he heard Ma’am Bougon take her de­par­ture, lock­ing the door of the house be­hind her.

		
	
		
			
				XVI

				In Which Will Be Found the Words to an Eng­lish Air Which Was in Fash­ion in 1832

			
			Mar­ius seat­ed him­self on his bed. It might have been half-past five o’clock. On­ly half an hour sep­a­rat­ed him from what was about to hap­pen. He heard the beat­ing of his ar­ter­ies as one hears the tick­ing of a watch in the dark. He thought of the dou­ble march which was go­ing on at that mo­ment in the dark—crime ad­vanc­ing on one side, jus­tice com­ing up on the oth­er. He was not afraid, but he could not think with­out a shud­der of what was about to take place. As is the case with all those who are sud­den­ly as­sailed by an un­fore­seen ad­ven­ture, the en­tire day pro­duced up­on him the ef­fect of a dream, and in or­der to per­suade him­self that he was not the prey of a night­mare, he had to feel the cold bar­rels of the steel pis­tols in his trousers pock­ets.

			It was no longer snow­ing; the moon dis­en­gaged it­self more and more clear­ly from the mist, and its light, min­gled with the white re­flec­tion of the snow which had fall­en, com­mu­ni­cat­ed to the cham­ber a sort of twi­light as­pect.

			There was a light in the Jon­drette den. Mar­ius saw the hole in the wall shin­ing with a red­dish glow which seemed bloody to him.

			It was true that the light could not be pro­duced by a can­dle. How­ev­er, there was not a sound in the Jon­drette quar­ters, not a soul was mov­ing there, not a soul speak­ing, not a breath; the si­lence was glacial and pro­found, and had it not been for that light, he might have thought him­self next door to a sepul­chre.

			Mar­ius soft­ly re­moved his boots and pushed them un­der his bed.

			Sev­er­al min­utes elapsed. Mar­ius heard the low­er door turn on its hinges; a heavy step mount­ed the stair­case, and has­tened along the cor­ri­dor; the latch of the hov­el was nois­i­ly lift­ed; it was Jon­drette re­turn­ing.

			In­stant­ly, sev­er­al voic­es arose. The whole fam­i­ly was in the gar­ret. On­ly, it had been silent in the mas­ter’s ab­sence, like wolf whelps in the ab­sence of the wolf.

			“It’s I,” said he.

			“Good evening, dad­dy,” yelped the girls.

			“Well?” said the moth­er.

			“All’s go­ing first-rate,” re­spond­ed Jon­drette, “but my feet are beast­ly cold. Good! You have dressed up. You have done well! You must in­spire con­fi­dence.”

			“All ready to go out.”

			“Don’t for­get what I told you. You will do ev­ery­thing sure?”

			“Rest easy.”

			“Be­cause—” said Jon­drette. And he left the phrase un­fin­ished.

			Mar­ius heard him lay some­thing heavy on the ta­ble, prob­a­bly the chis­el which he had pur­chased.

			“By the way,” said Jon­drette, “have you been eat­ing here?”

			“Yes,” said the moth­er. “I got three large pota­toes and some salt. I took ad­van­tage of the fire to cook them.”

			“Good,” re­turned Jon­drette. “To­mor­row I will take you out to dine with me. We will have a duck and fix­ings. You shall dine like Charles the Tenth; all is go­ing well!”

			Then he added:—

			“The mouse­trap is open. The cats are there.”

			He low­ered his voice still fur­ther, and said:—

			“Put this in the fire.”

			Mar­ius heard a sound of char­coal be­ing knocked with the tongs or some iron uten­sil, and Jon­drette con­tin­ued:—

			“Have you greased the hinges of the door so that they will not squeak?”

			“Yes,” replied the moth­er.

			“What time is it?”

			“Near­ly six. The half-hour struck from Saint-Mé­dard a while ago.”

			“The dev­il!” ejac­u­lat­ed Jon­drette; “the chil­dren must go and watch. Come you, do you lis­ten here.”

			A whis­per­ing en­sued.

			Jon­drette’s voice be­came au­di­ble again:—

			“Has old Bougon left?”

			“Yes,” said the moth­er.

			“Are you sure that there is no one in our neigh­bor’s room?”

			“He has not been in all day, and you know very well that this is his din­ner hour.”

			“You are sure?”

			“Sure.”

			“All the same,” said Jon­drette, “there’s no harm in go­ing to see whether he is there. Here, my girl, take the can­dle and go there.”

			Mar­ius fell on his hands and knees and crawled silent­ly un­der his bed.

			Hard­ly had he con­cealed him­self, when he per­ceived a light through the crack of his door.

			“P’pa,” cried a voice, “he is not in here.”

			He rec­og­nized the voice of the el­dest daugh­ter.

			“Did you go in?” de­mand­ed her fa­ther.

			“No,” replied the girl, “but as his key is in the door, he must be out.”

			The fa­ther ex­claimed:—

			“Go in, nev­er­the­less.”

			The door opened, and Mar­ius saw the tall Jon­drette come in with a can­dle in her hand. She was as she had been in the morn­ing, on­ly still more re­pul­sive in this light.

			She walked straight up to the bed. Mar­ius en­dured an in­de­scrib­able mo­ment of anx­i­ety; but near the bed there was a mir­ror nailed to the wall, and it was thith­er that she was di­rect­ing her steps. She raised her­self on tip­toe and looked at her­self in it. In the neigh­bor­ing room, the sound of iron ar­ti­cles be­ing moved was au­di­ble.

			She smoothed her hair with the palm of her hand, and smiled in­to the mir­ror, hum­ming with her cracked and sepul­chral voice:—

			
				
					Nos amours ont duré toute une se­maine,
					

					Mais que du bon­heur les in­stants sont courts!
					

					S’ador­er huit jours, c’était bi­en la peine!
					

					Le temps des amours de­vrait dur­er tou­jours!
					

					De­vrait dur­er tou­jours! de­vrait dur­er tou­jours!44
				

			

			In the mean­time, Mar­ius trem­bled. It seemed im­pos­si­ble to him that she should not hear his breath­ing.

			She stepped to the win­dow and looked out with the half-fool­ish way she had.

			“How ug­ly Paris is when it has put on a white chemise!” said she.

			She re­turned to the mir­ror and be­gan again to put on airs be­fore it, scru­ti­niz­ing her­self full-face and three-quar­ters face in turn.

			“Well!” cried her fa­ther, “what are you about there?”

			“I am look­ing un­der the bed and the fur­ni­ture,” she replied, con­tin­u­ing to ar­range her hair; “there’s no one here.”

			“Boo­by!” yelled her fa­ther. “Come here this minute! And don’t waste any time about it!”

			“Com­ing! Com­ing!” said she. “One has no time for any­thing in this hov­el!”

			She hummed:—

			
				
					Vous me quit­tez pour aller à la gloire;
					

					Mon triste coeur suiv­ra partout.45
				

			

			She cast a part­ing glance in the mir­ror and went out, shut­ting the door be­hind her.

			A mo­ment more, and Mar­ius heard the sound of the two young girls’ bare feet in the cor­ri­dor, and Jon­drette’s voice shout­ing to them:—

			“Pay strict heed! One on the side of the bar­ri­er, the oth­er at the cor­ner of the Rue du Pe­tit-Ban­quier. Don’t lose sight for a mo­ment of the door of this house, and the mo­ment you see any­thing, rush here on the in­stant! as hard as you can go! You have a key to get in.”

			The el­dest girl grum­bled:—

			“The idea of stand­ing watch in the snow bare­foot!”

			“To­mor­row you shall have some dain­ty lit­tle green silk boots!” said the fa­ther.

			They ran down­stairs, and a few sec­onds lat­er the shock of the out­er door as it banged to an­nounced that they were out­side.

			There now re­mained in the house on­ly Mar­ius, the Jon­drettes and prob­a­bly, al­so, the mys­te­ri­ous per­sons of whom Mar­ius had caught a glimpse in the twi­light, be­hind the door of the un­used at­tic.

		
	
		
			
				XVII

				The Use Made of Mar­ius’ Five-Franc Piece

			
			Mar­ius de­cid­ed that the mo­ment had now ar­rived when he must re­sume his post at his ob­ser­va­to­ry. In a twin­kling, and with the agili­ty of his age, he had reached the hole in the par­ti­tion.

			He looked.

			The in­te­ri­or of the Jon­drette apart­ment pre­sent­ed a cu­ri­ous as­pect, and Mar­ius found an ex­pla­na­tion of the sin­gu­lar light which he had no­ticed. A can­dle was burn­ing in a can­dle­stick cov­ered with verdi­gris, but that was not what re­al­ly light­ed the cham­ber. The hov­el was com­plete­ly il­lu­mi­nat­ed, as it were, by the re­flec­tion from a rather large sheet-iron bra­zier stand­ing in the fire­place, and filled with burn­ing char­coal, the bra­zier pre­pared by the Jon­drette wom­an that morn­ing. The char­coal was glow­ing hot and the bra­zier was red; a blue flame flick­ered over it, and helped him to make out the form of the chis­el pur­chased by Jon­drette in the Rue Pierre-Lom­bard, where it had been thrust in­to the bra­zier to heat. In one cor­ner, near the door, and as though pre­pared for some def­i­nite use, two heaps were vis­i­ble, which ap­peared to be, the one a heap of old iron, the oth­er a heap of ropes. All this would have caused the mind of a per­son who knew noth­ing of what was in prepa­ra­tion, to wa­ver be­tween a very sin­is­ter and a very sim­ple idea. The lair thus light­ed up more re­sem­bled a forge than a mouth of hell, but Jon­drette, in this light, had rather the air of a de­mon than of a smith.

			The heat of the bra­zier was so great, that the can­dle on the ta­ble was melt­ing on the side next the chaf­ing-dish, and was droop­ing over. An old dark-lantern of cop­per, wor­thy of Dio­genes turned Car­touche, stood on the chim­ney­p­iece.

			The bra­zier, placed in the fire­place it­self, be­side the near­ly ex­tinct brands, sent its va­pors up the chim­ney, and gave out no odor.

			The moon, en­ter­ing through the four panes of the win­dow, cast its white­ness in­to the crim­son and flam­ing gar­ret; and to the po­et­ic spir­it of Mar­ius, who was dreamy even in the mo­ment of ac­tion, it was like a thought of heav­en min­gled with the mis­shapen rever­ies of earth.

			A breath of air which made its way in through the open pane, helped to dis­si­pate the smell of the char­coal and to con­ceal the pres­ence of the bra­zier.

			The Jon­drette lair was, if the read­er re­calls what we have said of the Gor­beau build­ing, ad­mirably cho­sen to serve as the the­atre of a vi­o­lent and som­bre deed, and as the en­ve­lope for a crime. It was the most re­tired cham­ber in the most iso­lat­ed house on the most de­sert­ed boule­vard in Paris. If the sys­tem of am­bush and traps had not al­ready ex­ist­ed, they would have been in­vent­ed there.

			The whole thick­ness of a house and a mul­ti­tude of un­in­hab­it­ed rooms sep­a­rat­ed this den from the boule­vard, and the on­ly win­dow that ex­ist­ed opened on waste lands en­closed with walls and pal­isades.

			Jon­drette had light­ed his pipe, seat­ed him­self on the seat­less chair, and was en­gaged in smok­ing. His wife was talk­ing to him in a low tone.

			If Mar­ius had been Cour­feyrac, that is to say, one of those men who laugh on ev­ery oc­ca­sion in life, he would have burst with laugh­ter when his gaze fell on the Jon­drette wom­an. She had on a black bon­net with plumes not un­like the hats of the her­alds-at-arms at the coro­na­tion of Charles X, an im­mense tar­tan shawl over her knit­ted pet­ti­coat, and the man’s shoes which her daugh­ter had scorned in the morn­ing. It was this toi­lette which had ex­tract­ed from Jon­drette the ex­cla­ma­tion: “Good! You have dressed up. You have done well. You must in­spire con­fi­dence!”

			As for Jon­drette, he had not tak­en off the new surtout, which was too large for him, and which M. Leblanc had giv­en him, and his cos­tume con­tin­ued to present that con­trast of coat and trousers which con­sti­tut­ed the ide­al of a po­et in Cour­feyrac’s eyes.

			All at once, Jon­drette lift­ed up his voice:—

			“By the way! Now that I think of it. In this weath­er, he will come in a car­riage. Light the lantern, take it and go down­stairs. You will stand be­hind the low­er door. The very mo­ment that you hear the car­riage stop, you will open the door, in­stant­ly, he will come up, you will light the stair­case and the cor­ri­dor, and when he en­ters here, you will go down­stairs again as speed­i­ly as pos­si­ble, you will pay the coach­man, and dis­miss the fi­acre.”

			“And the mon­ey?” in­quired the wom­an.

			Jon­drette fum­bled in his trousers pock­et and hand­ed her five francs.

			“What’s this?” she ex­claimed.

			Jon­drette replied with dig­ni­ty:—

			“That is the monarch which our neigh­bor gave us this morn­ing.”

			And he added:—

			“Do you know what? Two chairs will be need­ed here.”

			“What for?”

			“To sit on.”

			Mar­ius felt a cold chill pass through his limbs at hear­ing this mild an­swer from Jon­drette.

			“Par­dieu! I’ll go and get one of our neigh­bor’s.”

			And with a rapid move­ment, she opened the door of the den, and went out in­to the cor­ri­dor.

			Mar­ius ab­so­lute­ly had not the time to de­scend from the com­mode, reach his bed, and con­ceal him­self be­neath it.

			“Take the can­dle,” cried Jon­drette.

			“No,” said she, “it would em­bar­rass me, I have the two chairs to car­ry. There is moon­light.”

			Mar­ius heard Moth­er Jon­drette’s heavy hand fum­bling at his lock in the dark. The door opened. He re­mained nailed to the spot with the shock and with hor­ror.

			The Jon­drette en­tered.

			The dormer win­dow per­mit­ted the en­trance of a ray of moon­light be­tween two blocks of shad­ow. One of these blocks of shad­ow en­tire­ly cov­ered the wall against which Mar­ius was lean­ing, so that he dis­ap­peared with­in it.

			Moth­er Jon­drette raised her eyes, did not see Mar­ius, took the two chairs, the on­ly ones which Mar­ius pos­sessed, and went away, let­ting the door fall heav­i­ly to be­hind her.

			She re-en­tered the lair.

			“Here are the two chairs.”

			“And here is the lantern. Go down as quick as you can.”

			She hasti­ly obeyed, and Jon­drette was left alone.

			He placed the two chairs on op­po­site sides of the ta­ble, turned the chis­el in the bra­zier, set in front of the fire­place an old screen which masked the chaf­ing-dish, then went to the cor­ner where lay the pile of rope, and bent down as though to ex­am­ine some­thing. Mar­ius then rec­og­nized the fact, that what he had tak­en for a shape­less mass was a very well-made rope-lad­der, with wood­en rungs and two hooks with which to at­tach it.

			This lad­der, and some large tools, ver­i­ta­ble mass­es of iron, which were min­gled with the old iron piled up be­hind the door, had not been in the Jon­drette hov­el in the morn­ing, and had ev­i­dent­ly been brought thith­er in the af­ter­noon, dur­ing Mar­ius’ ab­sence.

			“Those are the uten­sils of an edge-tool mak­er,” thought Mar­ius.

			Had Mar­ius been a lit­tle more learned in this line, he would have rec­og­nized in what he took for the en­gines of an edge-tool mak­er, cer­tain in­stru­ments which will force a lock or pick a lock, and oth­ers which will cut or slice, the two fam­i­lies of tools which bur­glars call cadets and fauchants.

			The fire­place and the two chairs were ex­act­ly op­po­site Mar­ius. The bra­zier be­ing con­cealed, the on­ly light in the room was now fur­nished by the can­dle; the small­est bit of crock­ery on the ta­ble or on the chim­ney­p­iece cast a large shad­ow. There was some­thing in­de­scrib­ably calm, threat­en­ing, and hideous about this cham­ber. One felt that there ex­ist­ed in it the an­tic­i­pa­tion of some­thing ter­ri­ble.

			Jon­drette had al­lowed his pipe to go out, a se­ri­ous sign of pre­oc­cu­pa­tion, and had again seat­ed him­self. The can­dle brought out the fierce and the fine an­gles of his coun­te­nance. He in­dulged in scowls and in abrupt un­fold­ings of the right hand, as though he were re­spond­ing to the last coun­sels of a som­bre in­ward mono­logue. In the course of one of these dark replies which he was mak­ing to him­self, he pulled the ta­ble draw­er rapid­ly to­wards him, took out a long kitchen knife which was con­cealed there, and tried the edge of its blade on his nail. That done, he put the knife back in the draw­er and shut it.

			Mar­ius, on his side, grasped the pis­tol in his right pock­et, drew it out and cocked it.

			The pis­tol emit­ted a sharp, clear click, as he cocked it.

			Jon­drette start­ed, half rose, lis­tened a mo­ment, then be­gan to laugh and said:—

			“What a fool I am! It’s the par­ti­tion crack­ing!”

			Mar­ius kept the pis­tol in his hand.

		
	
		
			
				XVIII

				Mar­ius’ Two Chairs Form a Vis-a-Vis

			
			Sud­den­ly, the dis­tant and melan­choly vi­bra­tion of a clock shook the panes. Six o’clock was strik­ing from Saint-Mé­dard.

			Jon­drette marked off each stroke with a toss of his head. When the sixth had struck, he snuffed the can­dle with his fin­gers.

			Then he be­gan to pace up and down the room, lis­tened at the cor­ri­dor, walked on again, then lis­tened once more.

			“Pro­vid­ed on­ly that he comes!” he mut­tered, then he re­turned to his chair.

			He had hard­ly re­seat­ed him­self when the door opened.

			Moth­er Jon­drette had opened it, and now re­mained in the cor­ri­dor mak­ing a hor­ri­ble, ami­able gri­mace, which one of the holes of the dark-lantern il­lu­mi­nat­ed from be­low.

			“En­ter, sir,” she said.

			“En­ter, my bene­fac­tor,” re­peat­ed Jon­drette, ris­ing hasti­ly.

			M. Leblanc made his ap­pear­ance.

			He wore an air of seren­i­ty which ren­dered him sin­gu­lar­ly ven­er­a­ble.

			He laid four louis on the ta­ble.

			“Mon­sieur Fa­ban­tou,” said he, “this is for your rent and your most press­ing ne­ces­si­ties. We will at­tend to the rest here­after.”

			“May God re­quite it to you, my gen­er­ous bene­fac­tor!” said Jon­drette.

			And rapid­ly ap­proach­ing his wife:—

			“Dis­miss the car­riage!”

			She slipped out while her hus­band was lav­ish­ing salutes and of­fer­ing M. Leblanc a chair. An in­stant lat­er she re­turned and whis­pered in his ear:—

			“ ’Tis done.”

			The snow, which had not ceased fall­ing since the morn­ing, was so deep that the ar­rival of the fi­acre had not been au­di­ble, and they did not now hear its de­par­ture.

			Mean­while, M. Leblanc had seat­ed him­self.

			Jon­drette had tak­en pos­ses­sion of the oth­er chair, fac­ing M. Leblanc.

			Now, in or­der to form an idea of the scene which is to fol­low, let the read­er pic­ture to him­self in his own mind, a cold night, the soli­tudes of the Salpêtrière cov­ered with snow and white as wind­ing-sheets in the moon­light, the ta­per-like lights of the street lanterns which shone red­ly here and there along those trag­ic boule­vards, and the long rows of black elms, not a passer­by for per­haps a quar­ter of a league around, the Gor­beau hov­el, at its high­est pitch of si­lence, of hor­ror, and of dark­ness; in that build­ing, in the midst of those soli­tudes, in the midst of that dark­ness, the vast Jon­drette gar­ret light­ed by a sin­gle can­dle, and in that den two men seat­ed at a ta­ble, M. Leblanc tran­quil, Jon­drette smil­ing and alarm­ing, the Jon­drette wom­an, the fe­male wolf, in one cor­ner, and, be­hind the par­ti­tion, Mar­ius, in­vis­i­ble, erect, not los­ing a word, not miss­ing a sin­gle move­ment, his eye on the watch, and pis­tol in hand.

			How­ev­er, Mar­ius ex­pe­ri­enced on­ly an emo­tion of hor­ror, but no fear. He clasped the stock of the pis­tol firm­ly and felt re­as­sured. “I shall be able to stop that wretch when­ev­er I please,” he thought.

			He felt that the po­lice were there some­where in am­bus­cade, wait­ing for the sig­nal agreed up­on and ready to stretch out their arm.

			More­over, he was in hopes, that this vi­o­lent en­counter be­tween Jon­drette and M. Leblanc would cast some light on all the things which he was in­ter­est­ed in learn­ing.

		
	
		
			
				XIX

				Oc­cu­py­ing One’s Self with Ob­scure Depths

			
			Hard­ly was M. Leblanc seat­ed, when he turned his eyes to­wards the pal­lets, which were emp­ty.

			“How is the poor lit­tle wound­ed girl?” he in­quired.

			“Bad,” replied Jon­drette with a heart­bro­ken and grate­ful smile, “very bad, my wor­thy sir. Her el­der sis­ter has tak­en her to the Bourbe to have her hurt dressed. You will see them present­ly; they will be back im­me­di­ate­ly.”

			“Madame Fa­ban­tou seems to me to be bet­ter,” went on M. Leblanc, cast­ing his eyes on the ec­cen­tric cos­tume of the Jon­drette wom­an, as she stood be­tween him and the door, as though al­ready guard­ing the ex­it, and gazed at him in an at­ti­tude of men­ace and al­most of com­bat.

			“She is dy­ing,” said Jon­drette. “But what do you ex­pect, sir! She has so much courage, that wom­an has! She’s not a wom­an, she’s an ox.”

			The Jon­drette, touched by his com­pli­ment, dep­re­cat­ed it with the af­fect­ed airs of a flat­tered mon­ster.

			“You are al­ways too good to me, Mon­sieur Jon­drette!”

			“Jon­drette!” said M. Leblanc, “I thought your name was Fa­ban­tou?”

			“Fa­ban­tou, alias Jon­drette!” replied the hus­band hur­ried­ly. “An artis­tic so­bri­quet!”

			And launch­ing at his wife a shrug of the shoul­ders which M. Leblanc did not catch, he con­tin­ued with an em­phat­ic and ca­ress­ing in­flec­tion of voice:—

			“Ah! we have had a hap­py life to­geth­er, this poor dar­ling and I! What would there be left for us if we had not that? We are so wretch­ed, my re­spectable sir! We have arms, but there is no work! We have the will, no work! I don’t know how the gov­ern­ment ar­ranges that, but, on my word of hon­or, sir, I am not Ja­cobin, sir, I am not a bousin­got.46 I don’t wish them any evil, but if I were the min­is­ters, on my most sa­cred word, things would be dif­fer­ent. Here, for in­stance, I want­ed to have my girls taught the trade of pa­per-box mak­ers. You will say to me: ‘What! a trade?’ Yes! A trade! A sim­ple trade! A bread­win­ner! What a fall, my bene­fac­tor! What a degra­da­tion, when one has been what we have been! Alas! There is noth­ing left to us of our days of pros­per­i­ty! One thing on­ly, a pic­ture, of which I think a great deal, but which I am will­ing to part with, for I must live! Item, one must live!”

			While Jon­drette thus talked, with an ap­par­ent in­co­her­ence which de­tract­ed noth­ing from the thought­ful and saga­cious ex­pres­sion of his phys­iog­no­my, Mar­ius raised his eyes, and per­ceived at the oth­er end of the room a per­son whom he had not seen be­fore. A man had just en­tered, so soft­ly that the door had not been heard to turn on its hinges. This man wore a vi­o­let knit­ted vest, which was old, worn, spot­ted, cut and gap­ing at ev­ery fold, wide trousers of cot­ton vel­vet, wood­en shoes on his feet, no shirt, had his neck bare, his bare arms tat­tooed, and his face smeared with black. He had seat­ed him­self in si­lence on the near­est bed, and, as he was be­hind Jon­drette, he could on­ly be in­dis­tinct­ly seen.

			That sort of mag­net­ic in­stinct which turns aside the gaze, caused M. Leblanc to turn round al­most at the same mo­ment as Mar­ius. He could not re­frain from a ges­ture of sur­prise which did not es­cape Jon­drette.

			“Ah! I see!” ex­claimed Jon­drette, but­ton­ing up his coat with an air of com­plai­sance, “you are look­ing at your over­coat? It fits me! My faith, but it fits me!”

			“Who is that man?” said M. Leblanc.

			“Him?” ejac­u­lat­ed Jon­drette, “he’s a neigh­bor of mine. Don’t pay any at­ten­tion to him.”

			The neigh­bor was a sin­gu­lar-look­ing in­di­vid­u­al. How­ev­er, man­u­fac­to­ries of chem­i­cal prod­ucts abound in the Faubourg Saint-Marceau. Many of the work­men might have black faces. Be­sides this, M. Leblanc’s whole per­son was ex­pres­sive of can­did and in­trepid con­fi­dence.

			He went on:—

			“Ex­cuse me; what were you say­ing, M. Fa­ban­tou?”

			“I was telling you, sir, and dear pro­tec­tor,” replied Jon­drette plac­ing his el­bows on the ta­ble and con­tem­plat­ing M. Leblanc with steady and ten­der eyes, not un­like the eyes of the boa-con­stric­tor, “I was telling you, that I have a pic­ture to sell.”

			A slight sound came from the door. A sec­ond man had just en­tered and seat­ed him­self on the bed, be­hind Jon­drette.

			Like the first, his arms were bare, and he had a mask of ink or lamp­black.

			Al­though this man had, lit­er­al­ly, glid­ed in­to the room, he had not been able to pre­vent M. Leblanc catch­ing sight of him.

			“Don’t mind them,” said Jon­drette, “they are peo­ple who be­long in the house. So I was say­ing, that there re­mains in my pos­ses­sion a valu­able pic­ture. But stop, sir, take a look at it.”

			He rose, went to the wall at the foot of which stood the pan­el which we have al­ready men­tioned, and turned it round, still leav­ing it sup­port­ed against the wall. It re­al­ly was some­thing which re­sem­bled a pic­ture, and which the can­dle il­lu­mi­nat­ed, some­what. Mar­ius could make noth­ing out of it, as Jon­drette stood be­tween the pic­ture and him; he on­ly saw a coarse daub, and a sort of prin­ci­pal per­son­age col­ored with the harsh cru­di­ty of for­eign can­vass­es and screen paint­ings.

			“What is that?” asked M. Leblanc.

			Jon­drette ex­claimed:—

			“A paint­ing by a mas­ter, a pic­ture of great val­ue, my bene­fac­tor! I am as much at­tached to it as I am to my two daugh­ters; it re­calls sou­venirs to me! But I have told you, and I will not take it back, that I am so wretch­ed that I will part with it.”

			Ei­ther by chance, or be­cause he had be­gun to feel a dawn­ing un­easi­ness, M. Leblanc’s glance re­turned to the bot­tom of the room as he ex­am­ined the pic­ture.

			There were now four men, three seat­ed on the bed, one stand­ing near the door­post, all four with bare arms and mo­tion­less, with faces smeared with black. One of those on the bed was lean­ing against the wall, with closed eyes, and it might have been sup­posed that he was asleep. He was old; his white hair con­trast­ing with his black­ened face pro­duced a hor­ri­ble ef­fect. The oth­er two seemed to be young; one wore a beard, the oth­er wore his hair long. None of them had on shoes; those who did not wear socks were bare­foot­ed.

			Jon­drette no­ticed that M. Leblanc’s eye was fixed on these men.

			“They are friends. They are neigh­bors,” said he. “Their faces are black be­cause they work in char­coal. They are chim­ney-builders. Don’t trou­ble your­self about them, my bene­fac­tor, but buy my pic­ture. Have pity on my mis­ery. I will not ask you much for it. How much do you think it is worth?”

			“Well,” said M. Leblanc, look­ing Jon­drette full in the eye, and with the man­ner of a man who is on his guard, “it is some sign­board for a tav­ern, and is worth about three francs.”

			Jon­drette replied sweet­ly:—

			“Have you your pock­et­book with you? I should be sat­is­fied with a thou­sand crowns.”

			M. Leblanc sprang up, placed his back against the wall, and cast a rapid glance around the room. He had Jon­drette on his left, on the side next the win­dow, and the Jon­drette wom­an and the four men on his right, on the side next the door. The four men did not stir, and did not even seem to be look­ing on.

			Jon­drette had again be­gun to speak in a plain­tive tone, with so vague an eye, and so lam­en­ta­ble an in­to­na­tion, that M. Leblanc might have sup­posed that what he had be­fore him was a man who had sim­ply gone mad with mis­ery.

			“If you do not buy my pic­ture, my dear bene­fac­tor,” said Jon­drette, “I shall be left with­out re­sources; there will be noth­ing left for me but to throw my­self in­to the riv­er. When I think that I want­ed to have my two girls taught the mid­dle-class pa­per-box trade, the mak­ing of box­es for New Year’s gifts! Well! A ta­ble with a board at the end to keep the glass­es from fall­ing off is re­quired, then a spe­cial stove is need­ed, a pot with three com­part­ments for the dif­fer­ent de­grees of strength of the paste, ac­cord­ing as it is to be used for wood, pa­per, or stuff, a par­ing-knife to cut the card­board, a mould to ad­just it, a ham­mer to nail the steels, pin­cers, how the dev­il do I know what all? And all that in or­der to earn four sous a day! And you have to work four­teen hours a day! And each box pass­es through the work­wom­an’s hands thir­teen times! And you can’t wet the pa­per! And you mustn’t spot any­thing! And you must keep the paste hot. The dev­il, I tell you! Four sous a day! How do you sup­pose a man is to live?”

			As he spoke, Jon­drette did not look at M. Leblanc, who was ob­serv­ing him. M. Leblanc’s eye was fixed on Jon­drette, and Jon­drette’s eye was fixed on the door. Mar­ius’ ea­ger at­ten­tion was trans­ferred from one to the oth­er. M. Leblanc seemed to be ask­ing him­self: “Is this man an id­iot?” Jon­drette re­peat­ed two or three dis­tinct times, with all man­ner of vary­ing in­flec­tions of the whin­ing and sup­pli­cat­ing or­der: “There is noth­ing left for me but to throw my­self in­to the riv­er! I went down three steps at the side of the bridge of Auster­litz the oth­er day for that pur­pose.”

			All at once his dull eyes light­ed up with a hideous flash; the lit­tle man drew him­self up and be­came ter­ri­ble, took a step to­ward M. Leblanc and cried in a voice of thun­der: “That has noth­ing to do with the ques­tion! Do you know me?”

		
	
		
			
				XX

				The Trap

			
			The door of the gar­ret had just opened abrupt­ly, and al­lowed a view of three men clad in blue linen blous­es, and masked with masks of black pa­per. The first was thin, and had a long, iron-tipped cud­gel; the sec­ond, who was a sort of colos­sus, car­ried, by the mid­dle of the han­dle, with the blade down­ward, a butch­er’s poleaxe for slaugh­ter­ing cat­tle. The third, a man with thick­set shoul­ders, not so slen­der as the first, held in his hand an enor­mous key stolen from the door of some prison.

			It ap­peared that the ar­rival of these men was what Jon­drette had been wait­ing for. A rapid di­a­logue en­sued be­tween him and the man with the cud­gel, the thin one.

			“Is ev­ery­thing ready?” said Jon­drette.

			“Yes,” replied the thin man.

			“Where is Mont­par­nasse?”

			“The young prin­ci­pal ac­tor stopped to chat with your girl.”

			“Which?”

			“The el­dest.”

			“Is there a car­riage at the door?”

			“Yes.”

			“Is the team har­nessed?”

			“Yes.”

			“With two good hors­es?”

			“Ex­cel­lent.”

			“Is it wait­ing where I or­dered?”

			“Yes.”

			“Good,” said Jon­drette.

			M. Leblanc was very pale. He was scru­ti­niz­ing ev­ery­thing around him in the den, like a man who un­der­stands what he has fall­en in­to, and his head, di­rect­ed in turn to­ward all the heads which sur­round­ed him, moved on his neck with an as­ton­ished and at­ten­tive slow­ness, but there was noth­ing in his air which re­sem­bled fear. He had im­pro­vised an in­trench­ment out of the ta­ble; and the man, who but an in­stant pre­vi­ous­ly, had borne mere­ly the ap­pear­ance of a kind­ly old man, had sud­den­ly be­come a sort of ath­lete, and placed his ro­bust fist on the back of his chair, with a for­mi­da­ble and sur­pris­ing ges­ture.

			This old man, who was so firm and so brave in the pres­ence of such a dan­ger, seemed to pos­sess one of those na­tures which are as coura­geous as they are kind, both eas­i­ly and sim­ply. The fa­ther of a wom­an whom we love is nev­er a stranger to us. Mar­ius felt proud of that un­known man.

			Three of the men, of whom Jon­drette had said: “They are chim­ney-builders,” had armed them­selves from the pile of old iron, one with a heavy pair of shears, the sec­ond with weigh­ing-tongs, the third with a ham­mer, and had placed them­selves across the en­trance with­out ut­ter­ing a syl­la­ble. The old man had re­mained on the bed, and had mere­ly opened his eyes. The Jon­drette wom­an had seat­ed her­self be­side him.

			Mar­ius de­cid­ed that in a few sec­onds more the mo­ment for in­ter­ven­tion would ar­rive, and he raised his right hand to­wards the ceil­ing, in the di­rec­tion of the cor­ri­dor, in readi­ness to dis­charge his pis­tol.

			Jon­drette hav­ing ter­mi­nat­ed his col­lo­quy with the man with the cud­gel, turned once more to M. Leblanc, and re­peat­ed his ques­tion, ac­com­pa­ny­ing it with that low, re­pressed, and ter­ri­ble laugh which was pe­cu­liar to him:—

			“So you do not rec­og­nize me?”

			M. Leblanc looked him full in the face, and replied:—

			“No.”

			Then Jon­drette ad­vanced to the ta­ble. He leaned across the can­dle, cross­ing his arms, putting his an­gu­lar and fe­ro­cious jaw close to M. Leblanc’s calm face, and ad­vanc­ing as far as pos­si­ble with­out forc­ing M. Leblanc to re­treat, and, in this pos­ture of a wild beast who is about to bite, he ex­claimed:—

			“My name is not Fa­ban­tou, my name is not Jon­drette, my name is Thé­nardier. I am the innkeep­er of Mont­fer­meil! Do you un­der­stand? Thé­nardier! Now do you know me?”

			An al­most im­per­cep­ti­ble flush crossed M. Leblanc’s brow, and he replied with a voice which nei­ther trem­bled nor rose above its or­di­nary lev­el, with his ac­cus­tomed placid­i­ty:—

			“No more than be­fore.”

			Mar­ius did not hear this re­ply. Any­one who had seen him at that mo­ment through the dark­ness would have per­ceived that he was hag­gard, stupid, thun­der­struck. At the mo­ment when Jon­drette said: “My name is Thé­nardier,” Mar­ius had trem­bled in ev­ery limb, and had leaned against the wall, as though he felt the cold of a steel blade through his heart. Then his right arm, all ready to dis­charge the sig­nal shot, dropped slow­ly, and at the mo­ment when Jon­drette re­peat­ed, “Thé­nardier, do you un­der­stand?” Mar­ius’s fal­ter­ing fin­gers had come near let­ting the pis­tol fall. Jon­drette, by re­veal­ing his iden­ti­ty, had not moved M. Leblanc, but he had quite up­set Mar­ius. That name of Thé­nardier, with which M. Leblanc did not seem to be ac­quaint­ed, Mar­ius knew well. Let the read­er re­call what that name meant to him! That name he had worn on his heart, in­scribed in his fa­ther’s tes­ta­ment! He bore it at the bot­tom of his mind, in the depths of his mem­o­ry, in that sa­cred in­junc­tion: “A cer­tain Thé­nardier saved my life. If my son en­coun­ters him, he will do him all the good that lies in his pow­er.” That name, it will be re­mem­bered, was one of the pieties of his soul; he min­gled it with the name of his fa­ther in his wor­ship. What! This man was that Thé­nardier, that innkeep­er of Mont­fer­meil whom he had so long and so vain­ly sought! He had found him at last, and how? His fa­ther’s saviour was a ruf­fi­an! That man, to whose ser­vice Mar­ius was burn­ing to de­vote him­self, was a mon­ster! That lib­er­a­tor of Colonel Pont­mer­cy was on the point of com­mit­ting a crime whose scope Mar­ius did not, as yet, clear­ly com­pre­hend, but which re­sem­bled an as­sas­si­na­tion! And against whom, great God! what a fa­tal­i­ty! What a bit­ter mock­ery of fate! His fa­ther had com­mand­ed him from the depths of his cof­fin to do all the good in his pow­er to this Thé­nardier, and for four years Mar­ius had cher­ished no oth­er thought than to ac­quit this debt of his fa­ther’s, and at the mo­ment when he was on the eve of hav­ing a brig­and seized in the very act of crime by jus­tice, des­tiny cried to him: “This is Thé­nardier!” He could at last re­pay this man for his fa­ther’s life, saved amid a hail­storm of grapeshot on the hero­ic field of Wa­ter­loo, and re­pay it with the scaf­fold! He had sworn to him­self that if ev­er he found that Thé­nardier, he would ad­dress him on­ly by throw­ing him­self at his feet; and now he ac­tu­al­ly had found him, but it was on­ly to de­liv­er him over to the ex­e­cu­tion­er! His fa­ther said to him: “Suc­cor Thé­nardier!” And he replied to that adored and saint­ed voice by crush­ing Thé­nardier! He was about to of­fer to his fa­ther in his grave the spec­ta­cle of that man who had torn him from death at the per­il of his own life, ex­e­cut­ed on the Place Saint-Jacques through the means of his son, of that Mar­ius to whom he had en­trust­ed that man by his will! And what a mock­ery to have so long worn on his breast his fa­ther’s last com­mands, writ­ten in his own hand, on­ly to act in so hor­ri­bly con­trary a sense! But, on the oth­er hand, now look on that trap and not pre­vent it! Con­demn the vic­tim and to spare the as­sas­sin! Could one be held to any grat­i­tude to­wards so mis­er­able a wretch? All the ideas which Mar­ius had cher­ished for the last four years were pierced through and through, as it were, by this un­fore­seen blow.

			He shud­dered. Ev­ery­thing de­pend­ed on him. Un­known to them­selves, he held in his hand all those be­ings who were mov­ing about there be­fore his eyes. If he fired his pis­tol, M. Leblanc was saved, and Thé­nardier lost; if he did not fire, M. Leblanc would be sac­ri­ficed, and, who knows? Thé­nardier would es­cape. Should he dash down the one or al­low the oth­er to fall? Re­morse await­ed him in ei­ther case.

			What was he to do? What should he choose? Be false to the most im­pe­ri­ous sou­venirs, to all those solemn vows to him­self, to the most sa­cred du­ty, to the most ven­er­at­ed text! Should he ig­nore his fa­ther’s tes­ta­ment, or al­low the per­pe­tra­tion of a crime! On the one hand, it seemed to him that he heard “his Ur­sule” sup­pli­cat­ing for her fa­ther and on the oth­er, the colonel com­mend­ing Thé­nardier to his care. He felt that he was go­ing mad. His knees gave way be­neath him. And he had not even the time for de­lib­er­a­tion, so great was the fury with which the scene be­fore his eyes was has­ten­ing to its catas­tro­phe. It was like a whirl­wind of which he had thought him­self the mas­ter, and which was now sweep­ing him away. He was on the verge of swoon­ing.

			In the mean­time, Thé­nardier, whom we shall hence­forth call by no oth­er name, was pac­ing up and down in front of the ta­ble in a sort of fren­zy and wild tri­umph.

			He seized the can­dle in his fist, and set it on the chim­ney­p­iece with so vi­o­lent a bang that the wick came near be­ing ex­tin­guished, and the tal­low be­spat­tered the wall.

			Then he turned to M. Leblanc with a hor­ri­ble look, and spit out these words:—

			“Done for! Smoked brown! Cooked! Spitch­cocked!”

			And again he be­gan to march back and forth, in full erup­tion.

			“Ah!” he cried, “so I’ve found you again at last, Mis­ter phi­lan­thropist! Mis­ter thread­bare mil­lion­aire! Mis­ter giv­er of dolls! you old nin­ny! Ah! so you don’t rec­og­nize me! No, it wasn’t you who came to Mont­fer­meil, to my inn, eight years ago, on Christ­mas eve, 1823! It wasn’t you who car­ried off that Fan­tine’s child from me! The Lark! It wasn’t you who had a yel­low great­coat! No! Nor a pack­age of duds in your hand, as you had this morn­ing here! Say, wife, it seems to be his ma­nia to car­ry pack­ets of woollen stock­ings in­to hous­es! Old char­i­ty mon­ger, get out with you! Are you a hosier, Mis­ter mil­lion­aire? You give away your stock in trade to the poor, holy man! What bosh! mer­ry An­drew! Ah! and you don’t rec­og­nize me? Well, I rec­og­nize you, that I do! I rec­og­nized you the very mo­ment you poked your snout in here. Ah! you’ll find out present­ly, that it isn’t all ros­es to thrust your­self in that fash­ion in­to peo­ple’s hous­es, un­der the pre­text that they are tav­erns, in wretch­ed clothes, with the air of a poor man, to whom one would give a sou, to de­ceive per­sons, to play the gen­er­ous, to take away their means of liveli­hood, and to make threats in the woods, and you can’t call things quits be­cause af­ter­wards, when peo­ple are ru­ined, you bring a coat that is too large, and two mis­er­able hos­pi­tal blan­kets, you old black­guard, you child-steal­er!”

			He paused, and seemed to be talk­ing to him­self for a mo­ment. One would have said that his wrath had fall­en in­to some hole, like the Rhone; then, as though he were con­clud­ing aloud the things which he had been say­ing to him­self in a whis­per, he smote the ta­ble with his fist, and shout­ed:—

			“And with his goody-goody air!”

			And, apos­tro­phiz­ing M. Leblanc:—

			“Par­bleu! You made game of me in the past! You are the cause of all my mis­for­tunes! For fif­teen hun­dred francs you got a girl whom I had, and who cer­tain­ly be­longed to rich peo­ple, and who had al­ready brought in a great deal of mon­ey, and from whom I might have ex­tract­ed enough to live on all my life! A girl who would have made up to me for ev­ery­thing that I lost in that vile cook-shop, where there was noth­ing but one con­tin­u­al row, and where, like a fool, I ate up my last far­thing! Oh! I wish all the wine folks drank in my house had been poi­son to those who drank it! Well, nev­er mind! Say, now! You must have thought me ridicu­lous when you went off with the Lark! You had your cud­gel in the for­est. You were the stronger. Re­venge. I’m the one to hold the trumps to­day! You’re in a sor­ry case, my good fel­low! Oh, but I can laugh! Re­al­ly, I laugh! Didn’t he fall in­to the trap! I told him that I was an ac­tor, that my name was Fa­ban­tou, that I had played com­e­dy with Mam­selle Mars, with Mam­selle Muche, that my land­lord in­sist­ed on be­ing paid to­mor­row, the 4th of Feb­ru­ary, and he didn’t even no­tice that the 8th of Jan­u­ary, and not the 4th of Feb­ru­ary is the time when the quar­ter runs out! Ab­surd id­iot! And the four mis­er­able Philippes which he has brought me! Scoundrel! He hadn’t the heart even to go as high as a hun­dred francs! And how he swal­lowed my plat­i­tudes! That did amuse me. I said to my­self: ‘Block­head! Come, I’ve got you! I lick your paws this morn­ing, but I’ll gnaw your heart this evening!’ ”

			Thé­nardier paused. He was out of breath. His lit­tle, nar­row chest pant­ed like a forge bel­lows. His eyes were full of the ig­no­ble hap­pi­ness of a fee­ble, cru­el, and cow­ard­ly crea­ture, which finds that it can, at last, ha­rass what it has feared, and in­sult what it has flat­tered, the joy of a dwarf who should be able to set his heel on the head of Go­liath, the joy of a jack­al which is be­gin­ning to rend a sick bull, so near­ly dead that he can no longer de­fend him­self, but suf­fi­cient­ly alive to suf­fer still.

			M. Leblanc did not in­ter­rupt him, but said to him when he paused:—

			“I do not know what you mean to say. You are mis­tak­en in me. I am a very poor man, and any­thing but a mil­lion­aire. I do not know you. You are mis­tak­ing me for some oth­er per­son.”

			“Ah!” roared Thé­nardier hoarse­ly, “a pret­ty lie! You stick to that pleas­antry, do you! You’re floun­der­ing, my old buck! Ah! You don’t re­mem­ber! You don’t see who I am?”

			“Ex­cuse me, sir,” said M. Leblanc with a po­lite­ness of ac­cent, which at that mo­ment seemed pe­cu­liar­ly strange and pow­er­ful, “I see that you are a vil­lain!”

			Who has not re­marked the fact that odi­ous crea­tures pos­sess a sus­cep­ti­bil­i­ty of their own, that mon­sters are tick­lish! At this word “vil­lain,” the fe­male Thé­nardier sprang from the bed, Thé­nardier grasped his chair as though he were about to crush it in his hands. “Don’t you stir!” he shout­ed to his wife; and, turn­ing to M. Leblanc:—

			“Vil­lain! Yes, I know that you call us that, you rich gen­tle­men! Stop! it’s true that I be­came bank­rupt, that I am in hid­ing, that I have no bread, that I have not a sin­gle sou, that I am a vil­lain! It’s three days since I have had any­thing to eat, so I’m a vil­lain! Ah! you folks warm your feet, you have Sakos­ki boots, you have wadded great­coats, like arch­bish­ops, you lodge on the first floor in hous­es that have porters, you eat truf­fles, you eat as­para­gus at forty francs the bunch in the month of Jan­u­ary, and green peas, you gorge your­selves, and when you want to know whether it is cold, you look in the pa­pers to see what the en­gi­neer Cheva­lier’s ther­mome­ter says about it. We, it is we who are ther­mome­ters. We don’t need to go out and look on the quay at the cor­ner of the Tour de l’Horologe, to find out the num­ber of de­grees of cold; we feel our blood con­geal­ing in our veins, and the ice form­ing round our hearts, and we say: ‘There is no God!’ And you come to our cav­erns, yes our cav­erns, for the pur­pose of call­ing us vil­lains! But we’ll de­vour you! But we’ll de­vour you, poor lit­tle things! Just see here, Mis­ter mil­lion­aire: I have been a sol­id man, I have held a li­cense, I have been an elec­tor, I am a bour­geois, that I am! And it’s quite pos­si­ble that you are not!”

			Here Thé­nardier took a step to­wards the men who stood near the door, and added with a shud­der:—

			“When I think that he has dared to come here and talk to me like a cob­bler!”

			Then ad­dress­ing M. Leblanc with a fresh out­burst of fren­zy:—

			“And lis­ten to this al­so, Mis­ter phi­lan­thropist! I’m not a sus­pi­cious char­ac­ter, not a bit of it! I’m not a man whose name no­body knows, and who comes and abducts chil­dren from hous­es! I’m an old French sol­dier, I ought to have been dec­o­rat­ed! I was at Wa­ter­loo, so I was! And in the bat­tle I saved a gen­er­al called the Comte of I don’t know what. He told me his name, but his beast­ly voice was so weak that I didn’t hear. All I caught was Mer­ci.47 I’d rather have had his name than his thanks. That would have helped me to find him again. The pic­ture that you see here, and which was paint­ed by David at Bruque­selles—do you know what it rep­re­sents? It rep­re­sents me. David wished to im­mor­tal­ize that feat of prow­ess. I have that gen­er­al on my back, and I am car­ry­ing him through the grapeshot. There’s the his­to­ry of it! That gen­er­al nev­er did a sin­gle thing for me; he was no bet­ter than the rest! But none­the­less, I saved his life at the risk of my own, and I have the cer­tifi­cate of the fact in my pock­et! I am a sol­dier of Wa­ter­loo, by all the fu­ries! And now that I have had the good­ness to tell you all this, let’s have an end of it. I want mon­ey, I want a deal of mon­ey, I must have an enor­mous lot of mon­ey, or I’ll ex­ter­mi­nate you, by the thun­der of the good God!”

			Mar­ius had re­gained some mea­sure of con­trol over his an­guish, and was lis­ten­ing. The last pos­si­bil­i­ty of doubt had just van­ished. It cer­tain­ly was the Thé­nardier of the will. Mar­ius shud­dered at that re­proach of in­grat­i­tude di­rect­ed against his fa­ther, and which he was on the point of so fa­tal­ly jus­ti­fy­ing. His per­plex­i­ty was re­dou­bled.

			More­over, there was in all these words of Thé­nardier, in his ac­cent, in his ges­ture, in his glance which dart­ed flames at ev­ery word, there was, in this ex­plo­sion of an evil na­ture dis­clos­ing ev­ery­thing, in that mix­ture of brag­gado­cio and ab­ject­ness, of pride and pet­ti­ness, of rage and fol­ly, in that chaos of re­al griefs and false sen­ti­ments, in that im­mod­esty of a ma­li­cious man tast­ing the volup­tuous de­lights of vi­o­lence, in that shame­less nu­di­ty of a re­pul­sive soul, in that con­fla­gra­tion of all suf­fer­ings com­bined with all ha­treds, some­thing which was as hideous as evil, and as heartrend­ing as the truth.

			The pic­ture of the mas­ter, the paint­ing by David which he had pro­posed that M. Leblanc should pur­chase, was noth­ing else, as the read­er has di­vined, than the sign of his tav­ern paint­ed, as it will be re­mem­bered, by him­self, the on­ly rel­ic which he had pre­served from his ship­wreck at Mont­fer­meil.

			As he had ceased to in­ter­cept Mar­ius’ vis­ual ray, Mar­ius could ex­am­ine this thing, and in the daub, he ac­tu­al­ly did rec­og­nize a bat­tle, a back­ground of smoke, and a man car­ry­ing an­oth­er man. It was the group com­posed of Pont­mer­cy and Thé­nardier; the sergeant the res­cuer, the colonel res­cued. Mar­ius was like a drunk­en man; this pic­ture re­stored his fa­ther to life in some sort; it was no longer the sign­board of the wine-shop at Mont­fer­meil, it was a res­ur­rec­tion; a tomb had yawned, a phan­tom had risen there. Mar­ius heard his heart beat­ing in his tem­ples, he had the can­non of Wa­ter­loo in his ears, his bleed­ing fa­ther, vague­ly de­pict­ed on that sin­is­ter pan­el ter­ri­fied him, and it seemed to him that the mis­shapen spec­tre was gaz­ing in­tent­ly at him.

			When Thé­nardier had re­cov­ered his breath, he turned his blood­shot eyes on M. Leblanc, and said to him in a low, curt voice:—

			“What have you to say be­fore we put the hand­cuffs on you?”

			M. Leblanc held his peace.

			In the midst of this si­lence, a cracked voice launched this lugubri­ous sar­casm from the cor­ri­dor:—

			“If there’s any wood to be split, I’m there!”

			It was the man with the axe, who was grow­ing mer­ry.

			At the same mo­ment, an enor­mous, bristling, and clayey face made its ap­pear­ance at the door, with a hideous laugh which ex­hib­it­ed not teeth, but fangs.

			It was the face of the man with the butch­er’s axe.

			“Why have you tak­en off your mask?” cried Thé­nardier in a rage.

			“For fun,” re­tort­ed the man.

			For the last few min­utes M. Leblanc had ap­peared to be watch­ing and fol­low­ing all the move­ments of Thé­nardier, who, blind­ed and daz­zled by his own rage, was stalk­ing to and fro in the den with full con­fi­dence that the door was guard­ed, and of hold­ing an un­armed man fast, he be­ing armed him­self, of be­ing nine against one, sup­pos­ing that the fe­male Thé­nardier count­ed for but one man.

			Dur­ing his ad­dress to the man with the poleaxe, he had turned his back to M. Leblanc.

			M. Leblanc seized this mo­ment, over­turned the chair with his foot and the ta­ble with his fist, and with one bound, with prodi­gious agili­ty, be­fore Thé­nardier had time to turn round, he had reached the win­dow. To open it, to scale the frame, to be­stride it, was the work of a sec­ond on­ly. He was half out when six ro­bust fists seized him and dragged him back en­er­get­i­cal­ly in­to the hov­el. These were the three “chim­ney-builders,” who had flung them­selves up­on him. At the same time the Thé­nardier wom­an had wound her hands in his hair.

			At the tram­pling which en­sued, the oth­er ruf­fi­ans rushed up from the cor­ri­dor. The old man on the bed, who seemed un­der the in­flu­ence of wine, de­scend­ed from the pal­let and came reel­ing up, with a stone-break­er’s ham­mer in his hand.

			One of the “chim­ney-builders,” whose smirched face was light­ed up by the can­dle, and in whom Mar­ius rec­og­nized, in spite of his daub­ing, Pan­chaud, alias Print­anier, alias Bi­grenaille, lift­ed above M. Leblanc’s head a sort of blud­geon made of two balls of lead, at the two ends of a bar of iron.

			Mar­ius could not re­sist this sight. “My fa­ther,” he thought, “for­give me!”

			And his fin­ger sought the trig­ger of his pis­tol.

			The shot was on the point of be­ing dis­charged when Thé­nardier’s voice shout­ed:—

			“Don’t harm him!”

			This des­per­ate at­tempt of the vic­tim, far from ex­as­per­at­ing Thé­nardier, had calmed him. There ex­ist­ed in him two men, the fe­ro­cious man and the adroit man. Up to that mo­ment, in the ex­cess of his tri­umph in the pres­ence of the prey which had been brought down, and which did not stir, the fe­ro­cious man had pre­vailed; when the vic­tim strug­gled and tried to re­sist, the adroit man reap­peared and took the up­per hand.

			“Don’t hurt him!” he re­peat­ed, and with­out sus­pect­ing it, his first suc­cess was to ar­rest the pis­tol in the act of be­ing dis­charged, and to par­a­lyze Mar­ius, in whose opin­ion the ur­gen­cy of the case dis­ap­peared, and who, in the face of this new phase, saw no in­con­ve­nience in wait­ing a while longer.

			Who knows whether some chance would not arise which would de­liv­er him from the hor­ri­ble al­ter­na­tive of al­low­ing Ur­sule’s fa­ther to per­ish, or of de­stroy­ing the colonel’s saviour?

			A her­culean strug­gle had be­gun. With one blow full in the chest, M. Leblanc had sent the old man tum­bling, rolling in the mid­dle of the room, then with two back­ward sweeps of his hand he had over­thrown two more as­sailants, and he held one un­der each of his knees; the wretch­es were rat­tling in the throat be­neath this pres­sure as un­der a gran­ite mill­stone; but the oth­er four had seized the for­mi­da­ble old man by both arms and the back of his neck, and were hold­ing him dou­bled up over the two “chim­ney-builders” on the floor.

			Thus, the mas­ter of some and mas­tered by the rest, crush­ing those be­neath him and sti­fling un­der those on top of him, en­deav­or­ing in vain to shake off all the ef­forts which were heaped up­on him, M. Leblanc dis­ap­peared un­der the hor­ri­ble group of ruf­fi­ans like the wild boar be­neath a howl­ing pile of dogs and hounds.

			They suc­ceed­ed in over­throw­ing him up­on the bed near­est the win­dow, and there they held him in awe. The Thé­nardier wom­an had not re­leased her clutch on his hair.

			“Don’t you mix your­self up in this af­fair,” said Thé­nardier. “You’ll tear your shawl.”

			The Thé­nardier obeyed, as the fe­male wolf obeys the male wolf, with a growl.

			“Now,” said Thé­nardier, “search him, you oth­er fel­lows!”

			M. Leblanc seemed to have re­nounced the idea of re­sis­tance.

			They searched him.

			He had noth­ing on his per­son ex­cept a leather purse con­tain­ing six francs, and his hand­ker­chief.

			Thé­nardier put the hand­ker­chief in­to his own pock­et.

			“What! No pock­et­book?” he de­mand­ed.

			“No, nor watch,” replied one of the “chim­ney-builders.”

			“Nev­er mind,” mur­mured the masked man who car­ried the big key, in the voice of a ven­tril­o­quist, “he’s a tough old fel­low.”

			Thé­nardier went to the cor­ner near the door, picked up a bun­dle of ropes and threw them at the men.

			“Tie him to the leg of the bed,” said he.

			And, catch­ing sight of the old man who had been stretched across the room by the blow from M. Leblanc’s fist, and who made no move­ment, he added:—

			“Is Boula­tru­elle dead?”

			“No,” replied Bi­grenaille, “he’s drunk.”

			“Sweep him in­to a cor­ner,” said Thé­nardier.

			Two of the “chim­ney-builders” pushed the drunk­en man in­to the cor­ner near the heap of old iron with their feet.

			“Ba­bet,” said Thé­nardier in a low tone to the man with the cud­gel, “why did you bring so many; they were not need­ed.”

			“What can you do?” replied the man with the cud­gel, “they all want­ed to be in it. This is a bad sea­son. There’s no busi­ness go­ing on.”

			The pal­let on which M. Leblanc had been thrown was a sort of hos­pi­tal bed, el­e­vat­ed on four coarse wood­en legs, rough­ly hewn.

			M. Leblanc let them take their own course.

			The ruf­fi­ans bound him se­cure­ly, in an up­right at­ti­tude, with his feet on the ground at the head of the bed, the end which was most re­mote from the win­dow, and near­est to the fire­place.

			When the last knot had been tied, Thé­nardier took a chair and seat­ed him­self al­most fac­ing M. Leblanc.

			Thé­nardier no longer looked like him­self; in the course of a few mo­ments his face had passed from un­bri­dled vi­o­lence to tran­quil and cun­ning sweet­ness.

			Mar­ius found it dif­fi­cult to rec­og­nize in that pol­ished smile of a man in of­fi­cial life the al­most bes­tial mouth which had been foam­ing but a mo­ment be­fore; he gazed with amaze­ment on that fan­tas­tic and alarm­ing meta­mor­pho­sis, and he felt as a man might feel who should be­hold a tiger con­vert­ed in­to a lawyer.

			“Mon­sieur—” said Thé­nardier.

			And dis­miss­ing with a ges­ture the ruf­fi­ans who still kept their hands on M. Leblanc:—

			“Stand off a lit­tle, and let me have a talk with the gen­tle­man.”

			All re­tired to­wards the door.

			He went on:—

			“Mon­sieur, you did wrong to try to jump out of the win­dow. You might have bro­ken your leg. Now, if you will per­mit me, we will con­verse qui­et­ly. In the first place, I must com­mu­ni­cate to you an ob­ser­va­tion which I have made which is, that you have not ut­tered the faintest cry.”

			Thé­nardier was right, this de­tail was cor­rect, al­though it had es­caped Mar­ius in his ag­i­ta­tion. M. Leblanc had bare­ly pro­nounced a few words, with­out rais­ing his voice, and even dur­ing his strug­gle with the six ruf­fi­ans near the win­dow he had pre­served the most pro­found and sin­gu­lar si­lence.

			Thé­nardier con­tin­ued:—

			“Mon Dieu! You might have shout­ed ‘stop thief’ a bit, and I should not have thought it im­prop­er. ‘Mur­der!’ That, too, is said oc­ca­sion­al­ly, and, so far as I am con­cerned, I should not have tak­en it in bad part. It is very nat­u­ral that you should make a lit­tle row when you find your­self with per­sons who don’t in­spire you with suf­fi­cient con­fi­dence. You might have done that, and no one would have trou­bled you on that ac­count. You would not even have been gagged. And I will tell you why. This room is very pri­vate. That’s its on­ly rec­om­men­da­tion, but it has that in its fa­vor. You might fire off a mor­tar and it would pro­duce about as much noise at the near­est po­lice sta­tion as the snores of a drunk­en man. Here a can­non would make a boum, and the thun­der would make a pouf. It’s a handy lodg­ing. But, in short, you did not shout, and it is bet­ter so. I present you my com­pli­ments, and I will tell you the con­clu­sion that I draw from that fact: My dear sir, when a man shouts, who comes? The po­lice. And af­ter the po­lice? Jus­tice. Well! You have not made an out­cry; that is be­cause you don’t care to have the po­lice and the courts come in any more than we do. It is be­cause—I have long sus­pect­ed it—you have some in­ter­est in hid­ing some­thing. On our side we have the same in­ter­est. So we can come to an un­der­stand­ing.”

			As he spoke thus, it seemed as though Thé­nardier, who kept his eyes fixed on M. Leblanc, were try­ing to plunge the sharp points which dart­ed from the pupils in­to the very con­science of his pris­on­er. More­over, his lan­guage, which was stamped with a sort of mod­er­at­ed, sub­dued in­so­lence and crafty in­so­lence, was re­served and al­most choice, and in that ras­cal, who had been noth­ing but a rob­ber a short time pre­vi­ous­ly, one now felt “the man who had stud­ied for the priest­hood.”

			The si­lence pre­served by the pris­on­er, that pre­cau­tion which had been car­ried to the point of for­get­ting all anx­i­ety for his own life, that re­sis­tance op­posed to the first im­pulse of na­ture, which is to ut­ter a cry, all this, it must be con­fessed, now that his at­ten­tion had been called to it, trou­bled Mar­ius, and af­fect­ed him with painful as­ton­ish­ment.

			Thé­nardier’s well-ground­ed ob­ser­va­tion still fur­ther ob­scured for Mar­ius the dense mys­tery which en­veloped that grave and sin­gu­lar per­son on whom Cour­feyrac had be­stowed the so­bri­quet of Mon­sieur Leblanc.

			But who­ev­er he was, bound with ropes, sur­round­ed with ex­e­cu­tion­ers, half plunged, so to speak, in a grave which was clos­ing in up­on him to the ex­tent of a de­gree with ev­ery mo­ment that passed, in the pres­ence of Thé­nardier’s wrath, as in the pres­ence of his sweet­ness, this man re­mained im­pas­sive; and Mar­ius could not re­frain from ad­mir­ing at such a mo­ment the su­perbly melan­choly vis­age.

			Here, ev­i­dent­ly, was a soul which was in­ac­ces­si­ble to ter­ror, and which did not know the mean­ing of de­spair. Here was one of those men who com­mand amaze­ment in des­per­ate cir­cum­stances. Ex­treme as was the cri­sis, in­evitable as was the catas­tro­phe, there was noth­ing here of the agony of the drown­ing man, who opens his hor­ror-filled eyes un­der the wa­ter.

			Thé­nardier rose in an un­pre­tend­ing man­ner, went to the fire­place, shoved aside the screen, which he leaned against the neigh­bor­ing pal­let, and thus un­masked the bra­zier full of glow­ing coals, in which the pris­on­er could plain­ly see the chis­el white-hot and spot­ted here and there with tiny scar­let stars.

			Then Thé­nardier re­turned to his seat be­side M. Leblanc.

			“I con­tin­ue,” said he. “We can come to an un­der­stand­ing. Let us ar­range this mat­ter in an am­i­ca­ble way. I was wrong to lose my tem­per just now, I don’t know what I was think­ing of, I went a great deal too far, I said ex­trav­a­gant things. For ex­am­ple, be­cause you are a mil­lion­aire, I told you that I ex­act­ed mon­ey, a lot of mon­ey, a deal of mon­ey. That would not be rea­son­able. Mon Dieu, in spite of your rich­es, you have ex­pens­es of your own—who has not? I don’t want to ru­in you, I am not a greedy fel­low, af­ter all. I am not one of those peo­ple who, be­cause they have the ad­van­tage of the po­si­tion, prof­it by the fact to make them­selves ridicu­lous. Why, I’m tak­ing things in­to con­sid­er­a­tion and mak­ing a sac­ri­fice on my side. I on­ly want two hun­dred thou­sand francs.”

			M. Leblanc ut­tered not a word.

			Thé­nardier went on:—

			“You see that I put not a lit­tle wa­ter in my wine; I’m very mod­er­ate. I don’t know the state of your for­tune, but I do know that you don’t stick at mon­ey, and a benev­o­lent man like your­self can cer­tain­ly give two hun­dred thou­sand francs to the fa­ther of a fam­i­ly who is out of luck. Cer­tain­ly, you are rea­son­able, too; you haven’t imag­ined that I should take all the trou­ble I have to­day and or­ga­nized this af­fair this evening, which has been la­bor well be­stowed, in the opin­ion of these gen­tle­men, mere­ly to wind up by ask­ing you for enough to go and drink red wine at fif­teen sous and eat veal at Desnoy­er’s. Two hun­dred thou­sand francs—it’s sure­ly worth all that. This tri­fle once out of your pock­et, I guar­an­tee you that that’s the end of the mat­ter, and that you have no fur­ther de­mands to fear. You will say to me: ‘But I haven’t two hun­dred thou­sand francs about me.’ Oh! I’m not ex­tor­tion­ate. I don’t de­mand that. I on­ly ask one thing of you. Have the good­ness to write what I am about to dic­tate to you.”

			Here Thé­nardier paused; then he added, em­pha­siz­ing his words, and cast­ing a smile in the di­rec­tion of the bra­zier:—

			“I warn you that I shall not ad­mit that you don’t know how to write.”

			A grand in­quisi­tor might have en­vied that smile.

			Thé­nardier pushed the ta­ble close to M. Leblanc, and took an ink­stand, a pen, and a sheet of pa­per from the draw­er which he left half open, and in which gleamed the long blade of the knife.

			He placed the sheet of pa­per be­fore M. Leblanc.

			“Write,” said he.

			The pris­on­er spoke at last.

			“How do you ex­pect me to write? I am bound.”

			“That’s true, ex­cuse me!” ejac­u­lat­ed Thé­nardier, “you are quite right.”

			And turn­ing to Bi­grenaille:—

			“Un­tie the gen­tle­man’s right arm.”

			Pan­chaud, alias Print­anier, alias Bi­grenaille, ex­e­cut­ed Thé­nardier’s or­der.

			When the pris­on­er’s right arm was free, Thé­nardier dipped the pen in the ink and pre­sent­ed it to him.

			“Un­der­stand thor­ough­ly, sir, that you are in our pow­er, at our dis­cre­tion, that no hu­man pow­er can get you out of this, and that we shall be re­al­ly grieved if we are forced to pro­ceed to dis­agree­able ex­trem­i­ties. I know nei­ther your name, nor your ad­dress, but I warn you, that you will re­main bound un­til the per­son charged with car­ry­ing the let­ter which you are about to write shall have re­turned. Now, be so good as to write.”

			“What?” de­mand­ed the pris­on­er.

			“I will dic­tate.”

			M. Leblanc took the pen.

			Thé­nardier be­gan to dic­tate:—

			“My daugh­ter—”

			The pris­on­er shud­dered, and raised his eyes to Thé­nardier.

			“Put down ‘My dear daugh­ter’—” said Thé­nardier.

			M. Leblanc obeyed.

			Thé­nardier con­tin­ued:—

			“Come in­stant­ly—”

			He paused:—

			“You ad­dress her as ‘thou,’ do you not?”

			“Who?” asked M. Leblanc.

			“Par­bleu!” cried Thé­nardier, “the lit­tle one, the Lark.”

			M. Leblanc replied with­out the slight­est ap­par­ent emo­tion:—

			“I do not know what you mean.”

			“Go on, nev­er­the­less,” ejac­u­lat­ed Thé­nardier, and he con­tin­ued to dic­tate:—

			“Come im­me­di­ate­ly, I am in ab­so­lute need of thee. The per­son who will de­liv­er this note to thee is in­struct­ed to con­duct thee to me. I am wait­ing for thee. Come with con­fi­dence.”

			M. Leblanc had writ­ten the whole of this.

			Thé­nardier re­sumed:—

			“Ah! erase ‘come with con­fi­dence’; that might lead her to sup­pose that ev­ery­thing was not as it should be, and that dis­trust is pos­si­ble.”

			M. Leblanc erased the three words.

			“Now,” pur­sued Thé­nardier, “sign it. What’s your name?”

			The pris­on­er laid down the pen and de­mand­ed:—

			“For whom is this let­ter?”

			“You know well,” re­tort­ed Thé­nardier, “for the lit­tle one I just told you so.”

			It was ev­i­dent that Thé­nardier avoid­ed nam­ing the young girl in ques­tion. He said “the Lark,” he said “the lit­tle one,” but he did not pro­nounce her name—the pre­cau­tion of a clever man guard­ing his se­cret from his ac­com­plices. To men­tion the name was to de­liv­er the whole “af­fair” in­to their hands, and to tell them more about it than there was any need of their know­ing.

			He went on:—

			“Sign. What is your name?”

			“Ur­bain Fab­re,” said the pris­on­er.

			Thé­nardier, with the move­ment of a cat, dashed his hand in­to his pock­et and drew out the hand­ker­chief which had been seized on M. Leblanc. He looked for the mark on it, and held it close to the can­dle.

			“U. F. That’s it. Ur­bain Fab­re. Well, sign it U. F.”

			The pris­on­er signed.

			“As two hands are re­quired to fold the let­ter, give it to me, I will fold it.”

			That done, Thé­nardier re­sumed:—

			“Ad­dress it, ‘Made­moi­selle Fab­re,’ at your house. I know that you live a long dis­tance from here, near Saint-Jacques-du-Haut-Pas, be­cause you go to mass there ev­ery day, but I don’t know in what street. I see that you un­der­stand your sit­u­a­tion. As you have not lied about your name, you will not lie about your ad­dress. Write it your­self.”

			The pris­on­er paused thought­ful­ly for a mo­ment, then he took the pen and wrote:—

			“Made­moi­selle Fab­re, at M. Ur­bain Fab­re’s, Rue Saint-Do­minique-D’En­fer, No. 17.”

			Thé­nardier seized the let­ter with a sort of fever­ish con­vul­sion.

			“Wife!” he cried.

			The Thé­nardier wom­an has­tened to him.

			“Here’s the let­ter. You know what you have to do. There is a car­riage at the door. Set out at once, and re­turn dit­to.”

			And ad­dress­ing the man with the meat-axe:—

			“Since you have tak­en off your nose-screen, ac­com­pa­ny the mis­tress. You will get up be­hind the fi­acre. You know where you left the team?”

			“Yes,” said the man.

			And de­posit­ing his axe in a cor­ner, he fol­lowed Madame Thé­nardier.

			As they set off, Thé­nardier thrust his head through the half-open door, and shout­ed in­to the cor­ri­dor:—

			“Above all things, don’t lose the let­ter! re­mem­ber that you car­ry two hun­dred thou­sand francs with you!”

			The Thé­nardier’s hoarse voice replied:—

			“Be easy. I have it in my bo­som.”

			A minute had not elapsed, when the sound of the crack­ing of a whip was heard, which rapid­ly re­treat­ed and died away.

			“Good!” growled Thé­nardier. “They’re go­ing at a fine pace. At such a gal­lop, the bour­geoise will be back in­side three-quar­ters of an hour.”

			He drew a chair close to the fire­place, fold­ing his arms, and pre­sent­ing his mud­dy boots to the bra­zier.

			“My feet are cold!” said he.

			On­ly five ruf­fi­ans now re­mained in the den with Thé­nardier and the pris­on­er.

			These men, through the black masks or paste which cov­ered their faces, and made of them, at fear’s plea­sure, char­coal-burn­ers, ne­groes, or demons, had a stupid and gloomy air, and it could be felt that they per­pe­trat­ed a crime like a bit of work, tran­quil­ly, with­out ei­ther wrath or mer­cy, with a sort of en­nui. They were crowd­ed to­geth­er in one cor­ner like brutes, and re­mained silent.

			Thé­nardier warmed his feet.

			The pris­on­er had re­lapsed in­to his tac­i­tur­ni­ty. A som­bre calm had suc­ceed­ed to the wild up­roar which had filled the gar­ret but a few mo­ments be­fore.

			The can­dle, on which a large “stranger” had formed, cast but a dim light in the im­mense hov­el, the bra­zier had grown dull, and all those mon­strous heads cast mis­shapen shad­ows on the walls and ceil­ing.

			No sound was au­di­ble ex­cept the qui­et breath­ing of the old drunk­en man, who was fast asleep.

			Mar­ius wait­ed in a state of anx­i­ety that was aug­ment­ed by ev­ery tri­fle. The enig­ma was more im­pen­e­tra­ble than ev­er.

			Who was this “lit­tle one” whom Thé­nardier had called the Lark? Was she his “Ur­sule”? The pris­on­er had not seemed to be af­fect­ed by that word, “the Lark,” and had replied in the most nat­u­ral man­ner in the world: “I do not know what you mean.” On the oth­er hand, the two let­ters U. F. were ex­plained; they meant Ur­bain Fab­re; and Ur­sule was no longer named Ur­sule. This was what Mar­ius per­ceived most clear­ly of all.

			A sort of hor­ri­ble fas­ci­na­tion held him nailed to his post, from which he was ob­serv­ing and com­mand­ing this whole scene. There he stood, al­most in­ca­pable of move­ment or re­flec­tion, as though an­ni­hi­lat­ed by the abom­inable things viewed at such close quar­ters. He wait­ed, in the hope of some in­ci­dent, no mat­ter of what na­ture, since he could not col­lect his thoughts and did not know up­on what course to de­cide.

			“In any case,” he said, “if she is the Lark, I shall see her, for the Thé­nardier wom­an is to bring her hith­er. That will be the end, and then I will give my life and my blood if nec­es­sary, but I will de­liv­er her! Noth­ing shall stop me.”

			Near­ly half an hour passed in this man­ner. Thé­nardier seemed to be ab­sorbed in gloomy re­flec­tions, the pris­on­er did not stir. Still, Mar­ius fan­cied that at in­ter­vals, and for the last few mo­ments, he had heard a faint, dull noise in the di­rec­tion of the pris­on­er.

			All at once, Thé­nardier ad­dressed the pris­on­er:

			“By the way, Mon­sieur Fab­re, I might as well say it to you at once.”

			These few words ap­peared to be the be­gin­ning of an ex­pla­na­tion. Mar­ius strained his ears.

			“My wife will be back short­ly, don’t get im­pa­tient. I think that the Lark re­al­ly is your daugh­ter, and it seems to me quite nat­u­ral that you should keep her. On­ly, lis­ten to me a bit. My wife will go and hunt her up with your let­ter. I told my wife to dress her­self in the way she did, so that your young la­dy might make no dif­fi­cul­ty about fol­low­ing her. They will both en­ter the car­riage with my com­rade be­hind. Some­where, out­side the bar­ri­er, there is a trap har­nessed to two very good hors­es. Your young la­dy will be tak­en to it. She will alight from the fi­acre. My com­rade will en­ter the oth­er ve­hi­cle with her, and my wife will come back here to tell us: ‘It’s done.’ As for the young la­dy, no harm will be done to her; the trap will con­duct her to a place where she will be qui­et, and just as soon as you have hand­ed over to me those lit­tle two hun­dred thou­sand francs, she will be re­turned to you. If you have me ar­rest­ed, my com­rade will give a turn of his thumb to the Lark, that’s all.”

			The pris­on­er ut­tered not a syl­la­ble. Af­ter a pause, Thé­nardier con­tin­ued:—

			“It’s very sim­ple, as you see. There’ll be no harm done un­less you wish that there should be harm done. I’m telling you how things stand. I warn you so that you may be pre­pared.”

			He paused: the pris­on­er did not break the si­lence, and Thé­nardier re­sumed:—

			“As soon as my wife re­turns and says to me: ‘The Lark is on the way,’ we will re­lease you, and you will be free to go and sleep at home. You see that our in­ten­tions are not evil.”

			Ter­ri­ble im­ages passed through Mar­ius’ mind. What! That young girl whom they were ab­duct­ing was not to be brought back? One of those mon­sters was to bear her off in­to the dark­ness? Whith­er? And what if it were she!

			It was clear that it was she. Mar­ius felt his heart stop beat­ing.

			What was he to do? Dis­charge the pis­tol? Place all those scoundrels in the hands of jus­tice? But the hor­ri­ble man with the meat-axe would, none­the­less, be out of reach with the young girl, and Mar­ius re­flect­ed on Thé­nardier’s words, of which he per­ceived the bloody sig­nif­i­cance: “If you have me ar­rest­ed, my com­rade will give a turn of his thumb to the Lark.”

			Now, it was not alone by the colonel’s tes­ta­ment, it was by his own love, it was by the per­il of the one he loved, that he felt him­self re­strained.

			This fright­ful sit­u­a­tion, which had al­ready last­ed above half an hour, was chang­ing its as­pect ev­ery mo­ment.

			Mar­ius had suf­fi­cient strength of mind to re­view in suc­ces­sion all the most heart­break­ing con­jec­tures, seek­ing hope and find­ing none.

			The tu­mult of his thoughts con­trast­ed with the fu­ne­re­al si­lence of the den.

			In the midst of this si­lence, the door at the bot­tom of the stair­case was heard to open and shut again.

			The pris­on­er made a move­ment in his bonds.

			“Here’s the bour­geoise,” said Thé­nardier.

			He had hard­ly ut­tered the words, when the Thé­nardier wom­an did in fact rush hasti­ly in­to the room, red, pant­ing, breath­less, with flam­ing eyes, and cried, as she smote her huge hands on her thighs si­mul­ta­ne­ous­ly:—

			“False ad­dress!”

			The ruf­fi­an who had gone with her made his ap­pear­ance be­hind her and picked up his axe again.

			She re­sumed:—

			“No­body there! Rue Saint-Do­minique, No. 17, no Mon­sieur Ur­bain Fab­re! They know not what it means!”

			She paused, chok­ing, then went on:—

			“Mon­sieur Thé­nardier! That old fel­low has duped you! You are too good, you see! If it had been me, I’d have chopped the beast in four quar­ters to be­gin with! And if he had act­ed ug­ly, I’d have boiled him alive! He would have been obliged to speak, and say where the girl is, and where he keeps his shin­ers! That’s the way I should have man­aged mat­ters! Peo­ple are per­fect­ly right when they say that men are a deal stu­pid­er than wom­en! No­body at No. 17. It’s noth­ing but a big car­riage gate! No Mon­sieur Fab­re in the Rue Saint-Do­minique! And af­ter all that rac­ing and fee to the coach­man and all! I spoke to both the porter and the portress, a fine, stout wom­an, and they know noth­ing about him!”

			Mar­ius breathed freely once more.

			She, Ur­sule or the Lark, he no longer knew what to call her, was safe.

			While his ex­as­per­at­ed wife vo­cif­er­at­ed, Thé­nardier had seat­ed him­self on the ta­ble.

			For sev­er­al min­utes he ut­tered not a word, but swung his right foot, which hung down, and stared at the bra­zier with an air of sav­age rever­ie.

			Fi­nal­ly, he said to the pris­on­er, with a slow and sin­gu­lar­ly fe­ro­cious tone:

			“A false ad­dress? What did you ex­pect to gain by that?”

			“To gain time!” cried the pris­on­er in a thun­der­ing voice, and at the same in­stant he shook off his bonds; they were cut. The pris­on­er was on­ly at­tached to the bed now by one leg.

			Be­fore the sev­en men had time to col­lect their sens­es and dash for­ward, he had bent down in­to the fire­place, had stretched out his hand to the bra­zier, and had then straight­ened him­self up again, and now Thé­nardier, the fe­male Thé­nardier, and the ruf­fi­ans, hud­dled in amaze­ment at the ex­trem­i­ty of the hov­el, stared at him in stu­pe­fac­tion, as al­most free and in a for­mi­da­ble at­ti­tude, he bran­dished above his head the red-hot chis­el, which emit­ted a threat­en­ing glow.

			The ju­di­cial ex­am­i­na­tion to which the am­bush in the Gor­beau house even­tu­al­ly gave rise, es­tab­lished the fact that a large sou piece, cut and worked in a pe­cu­liar fash­ion, was found in the gar­ret, when the po­lice made their de­scent on it. This sou piece was one of those mar­vels of in­dus­try, which are en­gen­dered by the pa­tience of the gal­leys in the shad­ows and for the shad­ows, mar­vels which are noth­ing else than in­stru­ments of es­cape. These hideous and del­i­cate prod­ucts of won­der­ful art are to jew­ellers’ work what the metaphors of slang are to po­et­ry. There are Ben­venu­to Celli­nis in the gal­leys, just as there are Vil­lons in lan­guage. The un­hap­py wretch who as­pires to de­liv­er­ance finds means some­times with­out tools, some­times with a com­mon wood­en-han­dled knife, to saw a sou in­to two thin plates, to hol­low out these plates with­out af­fect­ing the coinage stamp, and to make a fur­row on the edge of the sou in such a man­ner that the plates will ad­here again. This can be screwed to­geth­er and un­screwed at will; it is a box. In this box he hides a watch-spring, and this watch-spring, prop­er­ly han­dled, cuts good-sized chains and bars of iron. The un­for­tu­nate con­vict is sup­posed to pos­sess mere­ly a sou; not at all, he pos­sess­es lib­er­ty. It was a large sou of this sort which, dur­ing the sub­se­quent search of the po­lice, was found un­der the bed near the win­dow. They al­so found a tiny saw of blue steel which would fit the sou.

			It is prob­a­ble that the pris­on­er had this sou piece on his per­son at the mo­ment when the ruf­fi­ans searched him, that he con­trived to con­ceal it in his hand, and that af­ter­ward, hav­ing his right hand free, he un­screwed it, and used it as a saw to cut the cords which fas­tened him, which would ex­plain the faint noise and al­most im­per­cep­ti­ble move­ments which Mar­ius had ob­served.

			As he had not been able to bend down, for fear of be­tray­ing him­self, he had not cut the bonds of his left leg.

			The ruf­fi­ans had re­cov­ered from their first sur­prise.

			“Be easy,” said Bi­grenaille to Thé­nardier. “He still holds by one leg, and he can’t get away. I’ll an­swer for that. I tied that paw for him.”

			In the mean­while, the pris­on­er had be­gun to speak:—

			“You are wretch­es, but my life is not worth the trou­ble of de­fend­ing it. When you think that you can make me speak, that you can make me write what I do not choose to write, that you can make me say what I do not choose to say—”

			He stripped up his left sleeve, and added:—

			“See here.”

			At the same mo­ment he ex­tend­ed his arm, and laid the glow­ing chis­el which he held in his left hand by its wood­en han­dle on his bare flesh.

			The crack­ling of the burn­ing flesh be­came au­di­ble, and the odor pe­cu­liar to cham­bers of tor­ture filled the hov­el.

			Mar­ius reeled in ut­ter hor­ror, the very ruf­fi­ans shud­dered, hard­ly a mus­cle of the old man’s face con­tract­ed, and while the red-hot iron sank in­to the smok­ing wound, im­pas­sive and al­most au­gust, he fixed on Thé­nardier his beau­ti­ful glance, in which there was no ha­tred, and where suf­fer­ing van­ished in serene majesty.

			With grand and lofty na­tures, the re­volts of the flesh and the sens­es when sub­ject­ed to phys­i­cal suf­fer­ing cause the soul to spring forth, and make it ap­pear on the brow, just as re­bel­lions among the sol­diery force the cap­tain to show him­self.

			“Wretch­es!” said he, “have no more fear of me than I have for you!”

			And, tear­ing the chis­el from the wound, he hurled it through the win­dow, which had been left open; the hor­ri­ble, glow­ing tool dis­ap­peared in­to the night, whirling as it flew, and fell far away on the snow.

			The pris­on­er re­sumed:—

			“Do what you please with me.” He was dis­armed.

			“Seize him!” said Thé­nardier.

			Two of the ruf­fi­ans laid their hands on his shoul­der, and the masked man with the ven­tril­o­quist’s voice took up his sta­tion in front of him, ready to smash his skull at the slight­est move­ment.

			At the same time, Mar­ius heard be­low him, at the base of the par­ti­tion, but so near that he could not see who was speak­ing, this col­lo­quy con­duct­ed in a low tone:—

			“There is on­ly one thing left to do.”

			“Cut his throat.”

			“That’s it.”

			It was the hus­band and wife tak­ing coun­sel to­geth­er.

			Thé­nardier walked slow­ly to­wards the ta­ble, opened the draw­er, and took out the knife. Mar­ius fret­ted with the han­dle of his pis­tol. Un­prece­dent­ed per­plex­i­ty! For the last hour he had had two voic­es in his con­science, the one en­join­ing him to re­spect his fa­ther’s tes­ta­ment, the oth­er cry­ing to him to res­cue the pris­on­er. These two voic­es con­tin­ued un­in­ter­rupt­ed­ly that strug­gle which tor­ment­ed him to agony. Up to that mo­ment he had cher­ished a vague hope that he should find some means of rec­on­cil­ing these two du­ties, but noth­ing with­in the lim­its of pos­si­bil­i­ty had pre­sent­ed it­self.

			How­ev­er, the per­il was ur­gent, the last bounds of de­lay had been reached; Thé­nardier was stand­ing thought­ful­ly a few paces dis­tant from the pris­on­er.

			Mar­ius cast a wild glance about him, the last me­chan­i­cal re­source of de­spair. All at once a shud­der ran through him.

			At his feet, on the ta­ble, a bright ray of light from the full moon il­lu­mi­nat­ed and seemed to point out to him a sheet of pa­per. On this pa­per he read the fol­low­ing line writ­ten that very morn­ing, in large let­ters, by the el­dest of the Thé­nardier girls:—

			
				“The Bob­bies Are Here.”

			

			An idea, a flash, crossed Mar­ius’ mind; this was the ex­pe­di­ent of which he was in search, the so­lu­tion of that fright­ful prob­lem which was tor­tur­ing him, of spar­ing the as­sas­sin and sav­ing the vic­tim.

			He knelt down on his com­mode, stretched out his arm, seized the sheet of pa­per, soft­ly de­tached a bit of plas­ter from the wall, wrapped the pa­per round it, and tossed the whole through the crevice in­to the mid­dle of the den.

			It was high time. Thé­nardier had con­quered his last fears or his last scru­ples, and was ad­vanc­ing on the pris­on­er.

			“Some­thing is fall­ing!” cried the Thé­nardier wom­an.

			“What is it?” asked her hus­band.

			The wom­an dart­ed for­ward and picked up the bit of plas­ter. She hand­ed it to her hus­band.

			“Where did this come from?” de­mand­ed Thé­nardier.

			“Par­die!” ejac­u­lat­ed his wife, “where do you sup­pose it came from? Through the win­dow, of course.”

			“I saw it pass,” said Bi­grenaille.

			Thé­nardier rapid­ly un­fold­ed the pa­per and held it close to the can­dle.

			“It’s in Épo­nine’s hand­writ­ing. The dev­il!”

			He made a sign to his wife, who hasti­ly drew near, and showed her the line writ­ten on the sheet of pa­per, then he added in a sub­dued voice:—

			“Quick! The lad­der! Let’s leave the ba­con in the mouse­trap and de­camp!”

			“With­out cut­ting that man’s throat?” asked, the Thé­nardier wom­an.

			“We haven’t the time.”

			“Through what?” re­sumed Bi­grenaille.

			“Through the win­dow,” replied Thé­nardier. “Since Po­nine has thrown the stone through the win­dow, it in­di­cates that the house is not watched on that side.”

			The mask with the ven­tril­o­quist’s voice de­posit­ed his huge key on the floor, raised both arms in the air, and opened and clenched his fists, three times rapid­ly with­out ut­ter­ing a word.

			This was the sig­nal like the sig­nal for clear­ing the decks for ac­tion on board ship.

			The ruf­fi­ans who were hold­ing the pris­on­er re­leased him; in the twin­kling of an eye the rope lad­der was un­rolled out­side the win­dow, and solid­ly fas­tened to the sill by the two iron hooks.

			The pris­on­er paid no at­ten­tion to what was go­ing on around him. He seemed to be dream­ing or pray­ing.

			As soon as the lad­der was ar­ranged, Thé­nardier cried:

			“Come! the bour­geoise first!”

			And he rushed head­long to the win­dow.

			But just as he was about to throw his leg over, Bi­grenaille seized him rough­ly by the col­lar.

			“Not much, come now, you old dog, af­ter us!”

			“Af­ter us!” yelled the ruf­fi­ans.

			“You are chil­dren,” said Thé­nardier, “we are los­ing time. The po­lice are on our heels.”

			“Well,” said the ruf­fi­ans, “let’s draw lots to see who shall go down first.”

			Thé­nardier ex­claimed:—

			“Are you mad! Are you crazy! What a pack of boo­bies! You want to waste time, do you? Draw lots, do you? By a wet fin­ger, by a short straw! With writ­ten names! Thrown in­to a hat!—”

			“Would you like my hat?” cried a voice on the thresh­old.

			All wheeled round. It was Javert.

			He had his hat in his hand, and was hold­ing it out to them with a smile.

		
	
		
			
				XXI

				One Should Al­ways Be­gin by Ar­rest­ing the Vic­tims

			
			At night­fall, Javert had post­ed his men and had gone in­to am­bush him­self be­tween the trees of the Rue de la Bar­rière-des-Go­b­elins which faced the Gor­beau house, on the oth­er side of the boule­vard. He had be­gun op­er­a­tions by open­ing “his pock­ets,” and drop­ping in­to it the two young girls who were charged with keep­ing a watch on the ap­proach­es to the den. But he had on­ly “caged” Azel­ma. As for Épo­nine, she was not at her post, she had dis­ap­peared, and he had not been able to seize her. Then Javert had made a point and had bent his ear to wait­ing for the sig­nal agreed up­on. The com­ings and go­ings of the fi­acres had great­ly ag­i­tat­ed him. At last, he had grown im­pa­tient, and, “sure that there was a nest there,” sure of be­ing in “luck,” hav­ing rec­og­nized many of the ruf­fi­ans who had en­tered, he had fi­nal­ly de­cid­ed to go up­stairs with­out wait­ing for the pis­tol-shot.

			It will be re­mem­bered that he had Mar­ius’ passkey.

			He had ar­rived just in the nick of time.

			The ter­ri­fied ruf­fi­ans flung them­selves on the arms which they had aban­doned in all the cor­ners at the mo­ment of flight. In less than a sec­ond, these sev­en men, hor­ri­ble to be­hold, had grouped them­selves in an at­ti­tude of de­fence, one with his meat-axe, an­oth­er with his key, an­oth­er with his blud­geon, the rest with shears, pin­cers, and ham­mers. Thé­nardier had his knife in his fist. The Thé­nardier wom­an snatched up an enor­mous paving-stone which lay in the an­gle of the win­dow and served her daugh­ters as an ot­toman.

			Javert put on his hat again, and ad­vanced a cou­ple of paces in­to the room, with arms fold­ed, his cane un­der one arm, his sword in its sheath.

			“Halt there,” said he. “You shall not go out by the win­dow, you shall go through the door. It’s less un­healthy. There are sev­en of you, there are fif­teen of us. Don’t let’s fall to col­lar­ing each oth­er like men of Au­vergne.”

			Bi­grenaille drew out a pis­tol which he had kept con­cealed un­der his blouse, and put it in Thé­nardier’s hand, whis­per­ing in the lat­ter’s ear:—

			“It’s Javert. I don’t dare fire at that man. Do you dare?”

			“Par­bleu!” replied Thé­nardier.

			“Well, then, fire.”

			Thé­nardier took the pis­tol and aimed at Javert.

			Javert, who was on­ly three paces from him, stared in­tent­ly at him and con­tent­ed him­self with say­ing:—

			“Come now, don’t fire. You’ll miss fire.”

			Thé­nardier pulled the trig­ger. The pis­tol missed fire.

			“Didn’t I tell you so!” ejac­u­lat­ed Javert.

			Bi­grenaille flung his blud­geon at Javert’s feet.

			“You’re the em­per­or of the fiends! I sur­ren­der.”

			“And you?” Javert asked the rest of the ruf­fi­ans.

			They replied:—

			“So do we.”

			Javert be­gan again calm­ly:—

			“That’s right, that’s good, I said so, you are nice fel­lows.”

			“I on­ly ask one thing,” said Bi­grenaille, “and that is, that I may not be de­nied to­bac­co while I am in con­fine­ment.”

			“Grant­ed,” said Javert.

			And turn­ing round and call­ing be­hind him:—

			“Come in now!”

			A squad of po­lice­men, sword in hand, and agents armed with blud­geons and cud­gels, rushed in at Javert’s sum­mons. They pin­ioned the ruf­fi­ans.

			This throng of men, spar­e­ly light­ed by the sin­gle can­dle, filled the den with shad­ows.

			“Hand­cuff them all!” shout­ed Javert.

			“Come on!” cried a voice which was not the voice of a man, but of which no one would ev­er have said: “It is a wom­an’s voice.”

			The Thé­nardier wom­an had en­trenched her­self in one of the an­gles of the win­dow, and it was she who had just giv­en vent to this roar.

			The po­lice­men and agents re­coiled.

			She had thrown off her shawl, but re­tained her bon­net; her hus­band, who was crouch­ing be­hind her, was al­most hid­den un­der the dis­card­ed shawl, and she was shield­ing him with her body, as she el­e­vat­ed the paving-stone above her head with the ges­ture of a gi­ant­ess on the point of hurl­ing a rock.

			“Be­ware!” she shout­ed.

			All crowd­ed back to­wards the cor­ri­dor. A broad open space was cleared in the mid­dle of the gar­ret.

			The Thé­nardier wom­an cast a glance at the ruf­fi­ans who had al­lowed them­selves to be pin­ioned, and mut­tered in hoarse and gut­tural ac­cents:—

			“The cow­ards!”

			Javert smiled, and ad­vanced across the open space which the Thé­nardier was de­vour­ing with her eyes.

			“Don’t come near me,” she cried, “or I’ll crush you.”

			“What a grenadier!” ejac­u­lat­ed Javert; “you’ve got a beard like a man, moth­er, but I have claws like a wom­an.”

			And he con­tin­ued to ad­vance.

			The Thé­nardier, di­shev­elled and ter­ri­ble, set her feet far apart, threw her­self back­wards, and hurled the paving-stone at Javert’s head. Javert ducked, the stone passed over him, struck the wall be­hind, knocked off a huge piece of plas­ter­ing, and, re­bound­ing from an­gle to an­gle across the hov­el, now luck­i­ly al­most emp­ty, rest­ed at Javert’s feet.

			At the same mo­ment, Javert reached the Thé­nardier cou­ple. One of his big hands de­scend­ed on the wom­an’s shoul­der; the oth­er on the hus­band’s head.

			“The hand­cuffs!” he shout­ed.

			The po­lice­men trooped in in force, and in a few sec­onds Javert’s or­der had been ex­e­cut­ed.

			The Thé­nardier fe­male, over­whelmed, stared at her pin­ioned hands, and at those of her hus­band, who had dropped to the floor, and ex­claimed, weep­ing:—

			“My daugh­ters!”

			“They are in the jug,” said Javert.

			In the mean­while, the agents had caught sight of the drunk­en man asleep be­hind the door, and were shak­ing him:—

			He awoke, stam­mer­ing:—

			“Is it all over, Jon­drette?”

			“Yes,” replied Javert.

			The six pin­ioned ruf­fi­ans were stand­ing, and still pre­served their spec­tral mien; all three be­smeared with black, all three masked.

			“Keep on your masks,” said Javert.

			And pass­ing them in re­view with a glance of a Fred­er­ick II at a Pots­dam pa­rade, he said to the three “chim­ney-builders”:—

			“Good day, Bi­grenaille! good day, Bru­jon! good day, Deuxmil­liards!”

			Then turn­ing to the three masked men, he said to the man with the meat-axe:—

			“Good day, Gueule­mer!”

			And to the man with the cud­gel:—

			“Good day, Ba­bet!”

			And to the ven­tril­o­quist:—

			“Your health, Claque­sous.”

			At that mo­ment, he caught sight of the ruf­fi­ans’ pris­on­er, who, ev­er since the en­trance of the po­lice, had not ut­tered a word, and had held his head down.

			“Un­tie the gen­tle­man!” said Javert, “and let no one go out!”

			That said, he seat­ed him­self with sov­er­eign dig­ni­ty be­fore the ta­ble, where the can­dle and the writ­ing-ma­te­ri­als still re­mained, drew a stamped pa­per from his pock­et, and be­gan to pre­pare his re­port.

			When he had writ­ten the first lines, which are for­mu­las that nev­er vary, he raised his eyes:—

			“Let the gen­tle­man whom these gen­tle­men bound step for­ward.”

			The po­lice­men glanced round them.

			“Well,” said Javert, “where is he?”

			The pris­on­er of the ruf­fi­ans, M. Leblanc, M. Ur­bain Fab­re, the fa­ther of Ur­sule or the Lark, had dis­ap­peared.

			The door was guard­ed, but the win­dow was not. As soon as he had found him­self re­leased from his bonds, and while Javert was draw­ing up his re­port, he had tak­en ad­van­tage of con­fu­sion, the crowd, the dark­ness, and of a mo­ment when the gen­er­al at­ten­tion was di­vert­ed from him, to dash out of the win­dow.

			An agent sprang to the open­ing and looked out. He saw no one out­side.

			The rope lad­der was still shak­ing.

			“The dev­il!” ejac­u­lat­ed Javert be­tween his teeth, “he must have been the most valu­able of the lot.”

		
	
		
			
				XXII

				The Lit­tle One Who Was Cry­ing in Vol­ume Two

			
			On the day fol­low­ing that on which these events took place in the house on the Boule­vard de l’Hôpi­tal, a child, who seemed to be com­ing from the di­rec­tion of the bridge of Auster­litz, was as­cend­ing the side-al­ley on the right in the di­rec­tion of the Bar­rière de Fontainebleau.

			Night had ful­ly come.

			This lad was pale, thin, clad in rags, with linen trousers in the month of Feb­ru­ary, and was singing at the top of his voice.

			At the cor­ner of the Rue du Pe­tit-Ban­quier, a bent old wom­an was rum­mag­ing in a heap of refuse by the light of a street lantern; the child jos­tled her as he passed, then re­coiled, ex­claim­ing:—

			“Hel­lo! And I took it for an enor­mous, enor­mous dog!”

			He pro­nounced the word “enor­mous” the sec­ond time with a jeer­ing swell of the voice which might be tol­er­a­bly well rep­re­sent­ed by cap­i­tals: “an enor­mous, enor­mous dog.”

			The old wom­an straight­ened her­self up in a fury.

			“Nasty brat!” she grum­bled. “If I hadn’t been bend­ing over, I know well where I would have plant­ed my foot on you.”

			The boy was al­ready far away.

			“Kisss! kisss!” he cried. “Af­ter that, I don’t think I was mis­tak­en!”

			The old wom­an, chok­ing with in­dig­na­tion, now rose com­plete­ly up­right, and the red gleam of the lantern ful­ly light­ed up her livid face, all hol­lowed in­to an­gles and wrin­kles, with crow’s-feet meet­ing the cor­ners of her mouth.

			Her body was lost in the dark­ness, and on­ly her head was vis­i­ble. One would have pro­nounced her a mask of De­crepi­tude carved out by a light from the night.

			The boy sur­veyed her.

			“Madame,” said he, “does not pos­sess that style of beau­ty which pleas­es me.”

			He then pur­sued his road, and re­sumed his song:—

			
				
					Le roi Coupdesabot
					

					S’en al­lait à la chas­se,
					

					À la chas­se aux cor­beaux—
				

			

			At the end of these three lines he paused. He had ar­rived in front of No. 50–52, and find­ing the door fas­tened, he be­gan to as­sault it with re­sound­ing and hero­ic kicks, which be­trayed rather the man’s shoes that he was wear­ing than the child’s feet which he owned.

			In the mean­while, the very old wom­an whom he had en­coun­tered at the cor­ner of the Rue du Pe­tit-Ban­quier has­tened up be­hind him, ut­ter­ing clam­orous cries and in­dulging in lav­ish and ex­ag­ger­at­ed ges­tures.

			“What’s this? What’s this? Lord God! He’s bat­ter­ing the door down! He’s knock­ing the house down.”

			The kicks con­tin­ued.

			The old wom­an strained her lungs.

			“Is that the way build­ings are treat­ed nowa­days?”

			All at once she paused.

			She had rec­og­nized the gamin.

			“What! so it’s that imp!”

			“Why, it’s the old la­dy,” said the lad. “Good day, Bougon­muche. I have come to see my an­ces­tors.”

			The old wom­an re­tort­ed with a com­pos­ite gri­mace, and a won­der­ful im­pro­vi­sa­tion of ha­tred tak­ing ad­van­tage of fee­ble­ness and ug­li­ness, which was, un­for­tu­nate­ly, wast­ed in the dark:—

			“There’s no one here.”

			“Bah!” re­tort­ed the boy, “where’s my fa­ther?”

			“At La Force.”

			“Come, now! And my moth­er?”

			“At Saint-Lazare.”

			“Well! And my sis­ters?”

			“At the Made­lonettes.”

			The lad scratched his head be­hind his ear, stared at Ma’am Bougon, and said:—

			“Ah!”

			Then he ex­e­cut­ed a pirou­ette on his heel; a mo­ment lat­er, the old wom­an, who had re­mained on the doorstep, heard him singing in his clear, young voice, as he plunged un­der the black elm-trees, in the win­try wind:—

			
				
					Le roi Coupdesabot
					

					S’en al­lait à la chas­se,
					

					À la chas­se aux cor­beaux,
					

					Mon­té sur deux échas­s­es.
					

					Quand on pas­sait dessous,
					

					On lui payait deux sous.48
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				I

				Well Cut

			
			1831 and 1832, the two years which are im­me­di­ate­ly con­nect­ed with the Rev­o­lu­tion of Ju­ly, form one of the most pe­cu­liar and strik­ing mo­ments of his­to­ry. These two years rise like two moun­tains mid­way be­tween those which pre­cede and those which fol­low them. They have a rev­o­lu­tion­ary grandeur. Precipices are to be dis­tin­guished there. The so­cial mass­es, the very as­sizes of civ­i­liza­tion, the sol­id group of su­per­posed and ad­her­ing in­ter­ests, the cen­tu­ry-old pro­files of the an­cient French for­ma­tion, ap­pear and dis­ap­pear in them ev­ery in­stant, athwart the storm clouds of sys­tems, of pas­sions, and of the­o­ries. These ap­pear­ances and dis­ap­pear­ances have been des­ig­nat­ed as move­ment and re­sis­tance. At in­ter­vals, truth, that day­light of the hu­man soul, can be de­scried shin­ing there.

			This re­mark­able epoch is de­cid­ed­ly cir­cum­scribed and is be­gin­ning to be suf­fi­cient­ly dis­tant from us to al­low of our grasp­ing the prin­ci­pal lines even at the present day.

			We shall make the at­tempt.

			The Restora­tion had been one of those in­ter­me­di­ate phas­es, hard to de­fine, in which there is fa­tigue, buzzing, mur­murs, sleep, tu­mult, and which are noth­ing else than the ar­rival of a great na­tion at a halt­ing-place.

			These epochs are pe­cu­liar and mis­lead the politi­cians who de­sire to con­vert them to prof­it. In the be­gin­ning, the na­tion asks noth­ing but re­pose; it thirsts for but one thing, peace; it has but one am­bi­tion, to be small. Which is the trans­la­tion of re­main­ing tran­quil. Of great events, great haz­ards, great ad­ven­tures, great men, thank God, we have seen enough, we have them heaped high­er than our heads. We would ex­change Cae­sar for Pru­sias, and Napoleon for the King of Yve­tot. “What a good lit­tle king was he!” We have marched since day­break, we have reached the evening of a long and toil­some day; we have made our first change with Mirabeau, the sec­ond with Robe­spierre, the third with Bona­parte; we are worn out. Each one de­mands a bed.

			De­vo­tion which is weary, hero­ism which has grown old, am­bi­tions which are sat­ed, for­tunes which are made, seek, de­mand, im­plore, so­lic­it, what? A shel­ter. They have it. They take pos­ses­sion of peace, of tran­quil­li­ty, of leisure; be­hold, they are con­tent. But, at the same time cer­tain facts arise, com­pel recog­ni­tion, and knock at the door in their turn. These facts are the prod­ucts of rev­o­lu­tions and wars, they are, they ex­ist, they have the right to in­stall them­selves in so­ci­ety, and they do in­stall them­selves there­in; and most of the time, facts are the stew­ards of the house­hold and fouri­ers49 who do noth­ing but pre­pare lodg­ings for prin­ci­ples.

			This, then, is what ap­pears to philo­soph­i­cal politi­cians:—

			At the same time that weary men de­mand re­pose, ac­com­plished facts de­mand guar­an­tees. Guar­an­tees are the same to facts that re­pose is to men.

			This is what Eng­land de­mand­ed of the Stu­arts af­ter the Pro­tec­tor; this is what France de­mand­ed of the Bour­bons af­ter the Em­pire.

			These guar­an­tees are a ne­ces­si­ty of the times. They must be ac­cord­ed. Princes “grant” them, but in re­al­i­ty, it is the force of things which gives them. A pro­found truth, and one use­ful to know, which the Stu­arts did not sus­pect in 1662 and which the Bour­bons did not even ob­tain a glimpse of in 1814.

			The pre­des­tined fam­i­ly, which re­turned to France when Napoleon fell, had the fa­tal sim­plic­i­ty to be­lieve that it was it­self which be­stowed, and that what it had be­stowed it could take back again; that the House of Bour­bon pos­sessed the right di­vine, that France pos­sessed noth­ing, and that the po­lit­i­cal right con­ced­ed in the char­ter of Louis XVI­II was mere­ly a branch of the right di­vine, was de­tached by the House of Bour­bon and gra­cious­ly giv­en to the peo­ple un­til such day as it should please the King to re­as­sume it. Still, the House of Bour­bon should have felt, from the dis­plea­sure cre­at­ed by the gift, that it did not come from it.

			This house was churl­ish to the nine­teenth cen­tu­ry. It put on an ill-tem­pered look at ev­ery de­vel­op­ment of the na­tion. To make use of a triv­ial word, that is to say, of a pop­u­lar and a true word, it looked glum. The peo­ple saw this.

			It thought it pos­sessed strength be­cause the Em­pire had been car­ried away be­fore it like a the­atri­cal stage-set­ting. It did not per­ceive that it had, it­self, been brought in in the same fash­ion. It did not per­ceive that it al­so lay in that hand which had re­moved Napoleon.

			It thought that it had roots, be­cause it was the past. It was mis­tak­en; it formed a part of the past, but the whole past was France. The roots of French so­ci­ety were not fixed in the Bour­bons, but in the na­tions. These ob­scure and live­ly roots con­sti­tut­ed, not the right of a fam­i­ly, but the his­to­ry of a peo­ple. They were ev­ery­where, ex­cept un­der the throne.

			The House of Bour­bon was to France the il­lus­tri­ous and bleed­ing knot in her his­to­ry, but was no longer the prin­ci­pal el­e­ment of her des­tiny, and the nec­es­sary base of her pol­i­tics. She could get along with­out the Bour­bons; she had done with­out them for two and twen­ty years; there had been a break of con­ti­nu­ity; they did not sus­pect the fact. And how should they have sus­pect­ed it, they who fan­cied that Louis XVII reigned on the 9th of Ther­mi­dor, and that Louis XVI­II was reign­ing at the bat­tle of Maren­go? Nev­er, since the ori­gin of his­to­ry, had princes been so blind in the pres­ence of facts and the por­tion of di­vine au­thor­i­ty which facts con­tain and pro­mul­gate. Nev­er had that pre­ten­sion here be­low which is called the right of kings de­nied to such a point the right from on high.

			A cap­i­tal er­ror which led this fam­i­ly to lay its hand once more on the guar­an­tees “grant­ed” in 1814, on the con­ces­sions, as it termed them. Sad. A sad thing! What it termed its con­ces­sions were our con­quests; what it termed our en­croach­ments were our rights.

			When the hour seemed to it to have come, the Restora­tion, sup­pos­ing it­self vic­to­ri­ous over Bona­parte and well-root­ed in the coun­try, that is to say, be­liev­ing it­self to be strong and deep, abrupt­ly de­cid­ed on its plan of ac­tion, and risked its stroke. One morn­ing it drew it­self up be­fore the face of France, and, el­e­vat­ing its voice, it con­test­ed the col­lec­tive ti­tle and the in­di­vid­u­al right of the na­tion to sovereign­ty, of the cit­i­zen to lib­er­ty. In oth­er words, it de­nied to the na­tion that which made it a na­tion, and to the cit­i­zen that which made him a cit­i­zen.

			This is the foun­da­tion of those fa­mous acts which are called the or­di­nances of Ju­ly. The Restora­tion fell.

			It fell just­ly. But, we ad­mit, it had not been ab­so­lute­ly hos­tile to all forms of progress. Great things had been ac­com­plished, with it along­side.

			Un­der the Restora­tion, the na­tion had grown ac­cus­tomed to calm dis­cus­sion, which had been lack­ing un­der the Re­pub­lic, and to grandeur in peace, which had been want­ing un­der the Em­pire. France free and strong had of­fered an en­cour­ag­ing spec­ta­cle to the oth­er peo­ples of Eu­rope. The Rev­o­lu­tion had had the word un­der Robe­spierre; the can­non had had the word un­der Bona­parte; it was un­der Louis XVI­II and Charles X that it was the turn of in­tel­li­gence to have the word. The wind ceased, the torch was light­ed once more. On the lofty heights, the pure light of mind could be seen flick­er­ing. A mag­nif­i­cent, use­ful, and charm­ing spec­ta­cle. For a space of fif­teen years, those great prin­ci­ples which are so old for the thinker, so new for the states­man, could be seen at work in per­fect peace, on the pub­lic square; equal­i­ty be­fore the law, lib­er­ty of con­science, lib­er­ty of speech, lib­er­ty of the press, the ac­ces­si­bil­i­ty of all ap­ti­tudes to all func­tions. Thus it pro­ceed­ed un­til 1830. The Bour­bons were an in­stru­ment of civ­i­liza­tion which broke in the hands of Prov­i­dence.

			The fall of the Bour­bons was full of grandeur, not on their side, but on the side of the na­tion. They quit­ted the throne with grav­i­ty, but with­out au­thor­i­ty; their de­scent in­to the night was not one of those solemn dis­ap­pear­ances which leave a som­bre emo­tion in his­to­ry; it was nei­ther the spec­tral calm of Charles I, nor the ea­gle scream of Napoleon. They de­part­ed, that is all. They laid down the crown, and re­tained no au­re­ole. They were wor­thy, but they were not au­gust. They lacked, in a cer­tain mea­sure, the majesty of their mis­for­tune. Charles X dur­ing the voy­age from Cher­bourg, caus­ing a round ta­ble to be cut over in­to a square ta­ble, ap­peared to be more anx­ious about im­per­illed eti­quette than about the crum­bling monar­chy. This diminu­tion sad­dened de­vot­ed men who loved their per­sons, and se­ri­ous men who hon­ored their race. The pop­u­lace was ad­mirable. The na­tion, at­tacked one morn­ing with weapons, by a sort of roy­al in­sur­rec­tion, felt it­self in the pos­ses­sion of so much force that it did not go in­to a rage. It de­fend­ed it­self, re­strained it­self, re­stored things to their places, the gov­ern­ment to law, the Bour­bons to ex­ile, alas! and then halt­ed! It took the old king Charles X from be­neath that dais which had shel­tered Louis XIV and set him gen­tly on the ground. It touched the roy­al per­son­ages on­ly with sad­ness and pre­cau­tion. It was not one man, it was not a few men, it was France, France en­tire, France vic­to­ri­ous and in­tox­i­cat­ed with her vic­to­ry, who seemed to be com­ing to her­self, and who put in­to prac­tice, be­fore the eyes of the whole world, these grave words of Guil­laume du Vair af­ter the day of the Bar­ri­cades:—

			“It is easy for those who are ac­cus­tomed to skim the fa­vors of the great, and to spring, like a bird from bough to bough, from an af­flict­ed for­tune to a flour­ish­ing one, to show them­selves harsh to­wards their Prince in his ad­ver­si­ty; but as for me, the for­tune of my Kings and es­pe­cial­ly of my af­flict­ed Kings, will al­ways be ven­er­a­ble to me.”

			The Bour­bons car­ried away with them re­spect, but not re­gret. As we have just stat­ed, their mis­for­tune was greater than they were. They fad­ed out in the hori­zon.

			The Rev­o­lu­tion of Ju­ly in­stant­ly had friends and en­e­mies through­out the en­tire world. The first rushed to­ward her with joy and en­thu­si­asm, the oth­ers turned away, each ac­cord­ing to his na­ture. At the first blush, the princes of Eu­rope, the owls of this dawn, shut their eyes, wound­ed and stu­pe­fied, and on­ly opened them to threat­en. A fright which can be com­pre­hend­ed, a wrath which can be par­doned. This strange rev­o­lu­tion had hard­ly pro­duced a shock; it had not even paid to van­quished roy­al­ty the hon­or of treat­ing it as an en­e­my, and of shed­ding its blood. In the eyes of despot­ic gov­ern­ments, who are al­ways in­ter­est­ed in hav­ing lib­er­ty ca­lum­ni­ate it­self, the Rev­o­lu­tion of Ju­ly com­mit­ted the fault of be­ing for­mi­da­ble and of re­main­ing gen­tle. Noth­ing, how­ev­er, was at­tempt­ed or plot­ted against it. The most dis­con­tent­ed, the most ir­ri­tat­ed, the most trem­bling, salut­ed it; what­ev­er our ego­tism and our ran­cor may be, a mys­te­ri­ous re­spect springs from events in which we are sen­si­ble of the col­lab­o­ra­tion of some­one who is work­ing above man.

			The Rev­o­lu­tion of Ju­ly is the tri­umph of right over­throw­ing the fact. A thing which is full of splen­dor.

			Right over­throw­ing the fact. Hence the bril­lian­cy of the Rev­o­lu­tion of 1830, hence, al­so, its mild­ness. Right tri­umphant has no need of be­ing vi­o­lent.

			Right is the just and the true.

			The prop­er­ty of right is to re­main eter­nal­ly beau­ti­ful and pure. The fact, even when most nec­es­sary to all ap­pear­ances, even when most thor­ough­ly ac­cept­ed by con­tem­po­raries, if it ex­ist on­ly as a fact, and if it con­tain on­ly too lit­tle of right, or none at all, is in­fal­li­bly des­tined to be­come, in the course of time, de­formed, im­pure, per­haps, even mon­strous. If one de­sires to learn at one blow, to what de­gree of hideous­ness the fact can at­tain, viewed at the dis­tance of cen­turies, let him look at Machi­avel­li. Machi­avel­li is not an evil ge­nius, nor a de­mon, nor a mis­er­able and cow­ard­ly writ­er; he is noth­ing but the fact. And he is not on­ly the Ital­ian fact; he is the Eu­ro­pean fact, the fact of the six­teenth cen­tu­ry. He seems hideous, and so he is, in the pres­ence of the moral idea of the nine­teenth.

			This con­flict of right and fact has been go­ing on ev­er since the ori­gin of so­ci­ety. To ter­mi­nate this du­el, to amal­ga­mate the pure idea with the hu­mane re­al­i­ty, to cause right to pen­e­trate pacif­i­cal­ly in­to the fact and the fact in­to right, that is the task of sages.

		
	
		
			
				II

				Bad­ly Sewed

			
			But the task of sages is one thing, the task of clever men is an­oth­er. The Rev­o­lu­tion of 1830 came to a sud­den halt.

			As soon as a rev­o­lu­tion has made the coast, the skil­ful make haste to pre­pare the ship­wreck.

			The skil­ful in our cen­tu­ry have con­ferred on them­selves the ti­tle of States­men; so that this word, “states­men,” has end­ed by be­com­ing some­what of a slang word. It must be borne in mind, in fact, that wher­ev­er there is noth­ing but skill, there is nec­es­sar­i­ly pet­ti­ness. To say “the skil­ful” amounts to say­ing “the medi­ocre.”

			In the same way, to say “states­men” is some­times equiv­a­lent to say­ing “traitors.” If, then, we are to be­lieve the skil­ful, rev­o­lu­tions like the Rev­o­lu­tion of Ju­ly are sev­ered ar­ter­ies; a prompt lig­a­ture is in­dis­pens­able. The right, too grand­ly pro­claimed, is shak­en. Al­so, right once firm­ly fixed, the state must be strength­ened. Lib­er­ty once as­sured, at­ten­tion must be di­rect­ed to pow­er.

			Here the sages are not, as yet, sep­a­rat­ed from the skil­ful, but they be­gin to be dis­trust­ful. Pow­er, very good. But, in the first place, what is pow­er? In the sec­ond, whence comes it? The skil­ful do not seem to hear the mur­mured ob­jec­tion, and they con­tin­ue their ma­noeu­vres.

			Ac­cord­ing to the politi­cians, who are in­ge­nious in putting the mask of ne­ces­si­ty on prof­itable fic­tions, the first re­quire­ment of a peo­ple af­ter a rev­o­lu­tion, when this peo­ple forms part of a monar­chi­cal con­ti­nent, is to pro­cure for it­self a dy­nasty. In this way, say they, peace, that is to say, time to dress our wounds, and to re­pair the house, can be had af­ter a rev­o­lu­tion. The dy­nasty con­ceals the scaf­fold­ing and cov­ers the am­bu­lance. Now, it is not al­ways easy to pro­cure a dy­nasty.

			If it is ab­so­lute­ly nec­es­sary, the first man of ge­nius or even the first man of for­tune who comes to hand suf­fices for the man­u­fac­tur­ing of a king. You have, in the first case, Napoleon; in the sec­ond, Itur­bide.

			But the first fam­i­ly that comes to hand does not suf­fice to make a dy­nasty. There is nec­es­sar­i­ly re­quired a cer­tain mod­icum of an­tiq­ui­ty in a race, and the wrin­kle of the cen­turies can­not be im­pro­vised.

			If we place our­selves at the point of view of the “states­men,” af­ter mak­ing all al­lowances, of course, af­ter a rev­o­lu­tion, what are the qual­i­ties of the king which re­sult from it? He may be and it is use­ful for him to be a rev­o­lu­tion­ary; that is to say, a par­tic­i­pant in his own per­son in that rev­o­lu­tion, that he should have lent a hand to it, that he should have ei­ther com­pro­mised or dis­tin­guished him­self there­in, that he should have touched the axe or wield­ed the sword in it.

			What are the qual­i­ties of a dy­nasty? It should be na­tion­al; that is to say, rev­o­lu­tion­ary at a dis­tance, not through acts com­mit­ted, but by rea­son of ideas ac­cept­ed. It should be com­posed of past and be his­toric; be com­posed of fu­ture and be sym­pa­thet­ic.

			All this ex­plains why the ear­ly rev­o­lu­tions con­tent­ed them­selves with find­ing a man, Cromwell or Napoleon; and why the sec­ond ab­so­lute­ly in­sist­ed on find­ing a fam­i­ly, the House of Bruns­wick or the House of Or­leans.

			Roy­al hous­es re­sem­ble those In­di­an fig-trees, each branch of which, bend­ing over to the earth, takes root and be­comes a fig-tree it­self. Each branch may be­come a dy­nasty. On the sole con­di­tion that it shall bend down to the peo­ple.

			Such is the the­o­ry of the skil­ful.

			Here, then, lies the great art: to make a lit­tle ren­der to suc­cess the sound of a catas­tro­phe in or­der that those who prof­it by it may trem­ble from it al­so, to sea­son with fear ev­ery step that is tak­en, to aug­ment the curve of the tran­si­tion to the point of re­tard­ing progress, to dull that au­ro­ra, to de­nounce and re­trench the harsh­ness of en­thu­si­asm, to cut all an­gles and nails, to wad tri­umph, to muf­fle up right, to en­vel­op the gi­ant-peo­ple in flan­nel, and to put it to bed very speed­i­ly, to im­pose a di­et on that ex­cess of health, to put Her­cules on the treat­ment of a con­va­les­cent, to di­lute the event with the ex­pe­di­ent, to of­fer to spir­its thirst­ing for the ide­al that nec­tar thinned out with a po­tion, to take one’s pre­cau­tions against too much suc­cess, to gar­nish the rev­o­lu­tion with a shade.

			1830 prac­tised this the­o­ry, al­ready ap­plied to Eng­land by 1688.

			1830 is a rev­o­lu­tion ar­rest­ed mid­way. Half of progress, quasi-right. Now, log­ic knows not the “al­most,” ab­so­lute­ly as the sun knows not the can­dle.

			Who ar­rests rev­o­lu­tions half­way? The bour­geoisie?

			Why?

			Be­cause the bour­geoisie is in­ter­est which has reached sat­is­fac­tion. Yes­ter­day it was ap­petite, to­day it is plen­i­tude, to­mor­row it will be sati­ety.

			The phe­nom­e­non of 1814 af­ter Napoleon was re­pro­duced in 1830 af­ter Charles X.

			The at­tempt has been made, and wrong­ly, to make a class of the bour­geoisie. The bour­geoisie is sim­ply the con­tent­ed por­tion of the peo­ple. The bour­geois is the man who now has time to sit down. A chair is not a caste.

			But through a de­sire to sit down too soon, one may ar­rest the very march of the hu­man race. This has of­ten been the fault of the bour­geoisie.

			One is not a class be­cause one has com­mit­ted a fault. Self­ish­ness is not one of the di­vi­sions of the so­cial or­der.

			More­over, we must be just to self­ish­ness. The state to which that part of the na­tion which is called the bour­geoisie as­pired af­ter the shock of 1830 was not the in­er­tia which is com­pli­cat­ed with in­dif­fer­ence and lazi­ness, and which con­tains a lit­tle shame; it was not the slum­ber which pre­sup­pos­es a mo­men­tary for­get­ful­ness ac­ces­si­ble to dreams; it was the halt.

			The halt is a word formed of a sin­gu­lar dou­ble and al­most con­tra­dic­to­ry sense: a troop on the march, that is to say, move­ment; a stand, that is to say, re­pose.

			The halt is the restora­tion of forces; it is re­pose armed and on the alert; it is the ac­com­plished fact which posts sen­tinels and holds it­self on its guard.

			The halt pre­sup­pos­es the com­bat of yes­ter­day and the com­bat of to­mor­row.

			It is the par­ti­tion be­tween 1830 and 1848.

			What we here call com­bat may al­so be des­ig­nat­ed as progress.

			The bour­geoisie then, as well as the states­men, re­quired a man who should ex­press this word Halt. An Al­though-Be­cause. A com­pos­ite in­di­vid­u­al­i­ty, sig­ni­fy­ing rev­o­lu­tion and sig­ni­fy­ing sta­bil­i­ty, in oth­er terms, strength­en­ing the present by the ev­i­dent com­pat­i­bil­i­ty of the past with the fu­ture.

			This man was “al­ready found.” His name was Louis Philippe d’Or­leans.

			The 221 made Louis Philippe King. Lafayette un­der­took the coro­na­tion.

			He called it “the best of re­publics.” The town-hall of Paris took the place of the Cathe­dral of Rheims.

			This sub­sti­tu­tion of a half-throne for a whole throne was “the work of 1830.”

			When the skil­ful had fin­ished, the im­mense vice of their so­lu­tion be­came ap­par­ent. All this had been ac­com­plished out­side the bounds of ab­so­lute right. Ab­so­lute right cried: “I protest!” then, ter­ri­ble to say, it re­tired in­to the dark­ness.

		
	
		
			
				III

				Louis Philippe

			
			Rev­o­lu­tions have a ter­ri­ble arm and a hap­py hand, they strike firm­ly and choose well. Even in­com­plete, even de­based and abused and re­duced to the state of a ju­nior rev­o­lu­tion like the Rev­o­lu­tion of 1830, they near­ly al­ways re­tain suf­fi­cient prov­i­den­tial lu­cid­i­ty to pre­vent them from fall­ing amiss. Their eclipse is nev­er an ab­di­ca­tion.

			Nev­er­the­less, let us not boast too loud­ly; rev­o­lu­tions al­so may be de­ceived, and grave er­rors have been seen.

			Let us re­turn to 1830. 1830, in its de­vi­a­tion, had good luck. In the es­tab­lish­ment which en­ti­tled it­self or­der af­ter the rev­o­lu­tion had been cut short, the King amount­ed to more than roy­al­ty. Louis Philippe was a rare man.

			The son of a fa­ther to whom his­to­ry will ac­cord cer­tain at­ten­u­at­ing cir­cum­stances, but al­so as wor­thy of es­teem as that fa­ther had been of blame; pos­sess­ing all pri­vate virtues and many pub­lic virtues; care­ful of his health, of his for­tune, of his per­son, of his af­fairs, know­ing the val­ue of a minute and not al­ways the val­ue of a year; sober, serene, peace­able, pa­tient; a good man and a good prince; sleep­ing with his wife, and hav­ing in his palace lack­eys charged with the du­ty of show­ing the con­ju­gal bed to the bour­geois, an os­ten­ta­tion of the reg­u­lar sleep­ing-apart­ment which had be­come use­ful af­ter the for­mer il­le­git­i­mate dis­plays of the el­der branch; know­ing all the lan­guages of Eu­rope, and, what is more rare, all the lan­guages of all in­ter­ests, and speak­ing them; an ad­mirable rep­re­sen­ta­tive of the “mid­dle class,” but out­strip­ping it, and in ev­ery way greater than it; pos­sess­ing ex­cel­lent sense, while ap­pre­ci­at­ing the blood from which he had sprung, count­ing most of all on his in­trin­sic worth, and, on the ques­tion of his race, very par­tic­u­lar, declar­ing him­self Or­leans and not Bour­bon; thor­ough­ly the first Prince of the Blood Roy­al while he was still on­ly a Serene High­ness, but a frank bour­geois from the day he be­came king; dif­fuse in pub­lic, con­cise in pri­vate; re­put­ed, but not proved to be a miser; at bot­tom, one of those econ­o­mists who are read­i­ly prodi­gal at their own fan­cy or du­ty; let­tered, but not very sen­si­tive to let­ters; a gen­tle­man, but not a cheva­lier; sim­ple, calm, and strong; adored by his fam­i­ly and his house­hold; a fas­ci­nat­ing talk­er, an un­de­ceived states­man, in­ward­ly cold, dom­i­nat­ed by im­me­di­ate in­ter­est, al­ways gov­ern­ing at the short­est range, in­ca­pable of ran­cor and of grat­i­tude, mak­ing use with­out mer­cy of su­pe­ri­or­i­ty on medi­ocrity, clever in get­ting par­lia­men­tary ma­jori­ties to put in the wrong those mys­te­ri­ous una­nim­i­ties which mut­ter dul­ly un­der thrones; un­re­served, some­times im­pru­dent in his lack of re­serve, but with mar­vel­lous ad­dress in that im­pru­dence; fer­tile in ex­pe­di­ents, in coun­te­nances, in masks; mak­ing France fear Eu­rope and Eu­rope France! In­con­testably fond of his coun­try, but pre­fer­ring his fam­i­ly; as­sum­ing more dom­i­na­tion than au­thor­i­ty and more au­thor­i­ty than dig­ni­ty, a dis­po­si­tion which has this un­for­tu­nate prop­er­ty, that as it turns ev­ery­thing to suc­cess, it ad­mits of ruse and does not ab­so­lute­ly re­pu­di­ate base­ness, but which has this valu­able side, that it pre­serves pol­i­tics from vi­o­lent shocks, the state from frac­tures, and so­ci­ety from catas­tro­phes; minute, cor­rect, vig­i­lant, at­ten­tive, saga­cious, in­de­fati­ga­ble; con­tra­dict­ing him­self at times and giv­ing him­self the lie; bold against Aus­tria at An­cona, ob­sti­nate against Eng­land in Spain, bom­bard­ing Antwerp, and pay­ing off Pritchard; singing the Mar­seil­laise with con­vic­tion, in­ac­ces­si­ble to de­spon­den­cy, to las­si­tude, to the taste for the beau­ti­ful and the ide­al, to dar­ing gen­eros­i­ty, to Utopia, to chi­maeras, to wrath, to van­i­ty, to fear; pos­sess­ing all the forms of per­son­al in­tre­pid­i­ty; a gen­er­al at Valmy; a sol­dier at Jemappes; at­tacked eight times by regi­cides and al­ways smil­ing. Brave as a grenadier, coura­geous as a thinker; un­easy on­ly in the face of the chances of a Eu­ro­pean shak­ing up, and un­fit­ted for great po­lit­i­cal ad­ven­tures; al­ways ready to risk his life, nev­er his work; dis­guis­ing his will in in­flu­ence, in or­der that he might be obeyed as an in­tel­li­gence rather than as a king; en­dowed with ob­ser­va­tion and not with div­ina­tion; not very at­ten­tive to minds, but know­ing men, that is to say re­quir­ing to see in or­der to judge; prompt and pen­e­trat­ing good sense, prac­ti­cal wis­dom, easy speech, prodi­gious mem­o­ry; draw­ing in­ces­sant­ly on this mem­o­ry, his on­ly point of re­sem­blance with Cae­sar, Alexan­der, and Napoleon; know­ing deeds, facts, de­tails, dates, prop­er names, ig­no­rant of ten­den­cies, pas­sions, the di­verse ge­nius­es of the crowd, the in­te­ri­or as­pi­ra­tions, the hid­den and ob­scure up­ris­ings of souls, in a word, all that can be des­ig­nat­ed as the in­vis­i­ble cur­rents of con­sciences; ac­cept­ed by the sur­face, but lit­tle in ac­cord with France low­er down; ex­tri­cat­ing him­self by dint of tact; gov­ern­ing too much and not enough; his own first min­is­ter; ex­cel­lent at cre­at­ing out of the pet­ti­ness of re­al­i­ties an ob­sta­cle to the im­men­si­ty of ideas; min­gling a gen­uine cre­ative fac­ul­ty of civ­i­liza­tion, of or­der and or­ga­ni­za­tion, an in­de­scrib­able spir­it of pro­ceed­ings and chi­canery, the founder and lawyer of a dy­nasty; hav­ing some­thing of Charle­magne and some­thing of an at­tor­ney; in short, a lofty and orig­i­nal fig­ure, a prince who un­der­stood how to cre­ate au­thor­i­ty in spite of the un­easi­ness of France, and pow­er in spite of the jeal­ousy of Eu­rope. Louis Philippe will be classed among the em­i­nent men of his cen­tu­ry, and would be ranked among the most il­lus­tri­ous gov­er­nors of his­to­ry had he loved glo­ry but a lit­tle, and if he had had the sen­ti­ment of what is great to the same de­gree as the feel­ing for what is use­ful.

			Louis Philippe had been hand­some, and in his old age he re­mained grace­ful; not al­ways ap­proved by the na­tion, he al­ways was so by the mass­es; he pleased. He had that gift of charm­ing. He lacked majesty; he wore no crown, al­though a king, and no white hair, al­though an old man; his man­ners be­longed to the old regime and his habits to the new; a mix­ture of the no­ble and the bour­geois which suit­ed 1830; Louis Philippe was tran­si­tion reign­ing; he had pre­served the an­cient pro­nun­ci­a­tion and the an­cient or­thog­ra­phy which he placed at the ser­vice of opin­ions mod­ern; he loved Poland and Hun­gary, but he wrote les Polonois, and he pro­nounced les Hon­grais. He wore the uni­form of the na­tion­al guard, like Charles X, and the rib­bon of the Le­gion of Hon­or, like Napoleon.

			He went a lit­tle to chapel, not at all to the chase, nev­er to the opera. In­cor­rupt­ible by sac­ristans, by whip­pers-in, by bal­let-dancers; this made a part of his bour­geois pop­u­lar­i­ty. He had no heart. He went out with his um­brel­la un­der his arm, and this um­brel­la long formed a part of his au­re­ole. He was a bit of a ma­son, a bit of a gar­den­er, some­thing of a doc­tor; he bled a pos­til­ion who had tum­bled from his horse; Louis Philippe no more went about with­out his lancet, than did Hen­ri IV with­out his poniard. The Roy­al­ists jeered at this ridicu­lous king, the first who had ev­er shed blood with the ob­ject of heal­ing.

			For the griev­ances against Louis Philippe, there is one de­duc­tion to be made; there is that which ac­cus­es roy­al­ty, that which ac­cus­es the reign, that which ac­cus­es the King; three col­umns which all give dif­fer­ent to­tals. Demo­crat­ic right con­fis­cat­ed, progress be­comes a mat­ter of sec­ondary in­ter­est, the protests of the street vi­o­lent­ly re­pressed, mil­i­tary ex­e­cu­tion of in­sur­rec­tions, the ris­ing passed over by arms, the Rue Transnon­ain, the coun­sels of war, the ab­sorp­tion of the re­al coun­try by the le­gal coun­try, on half shares with three hun­dred thou­sand priv­i­leged per­sons—these are the deeds of roy­al­ty; Bel­gium re­fused, Al­ge­ria too harsh­ly con­quered, and, as in the case of In­dia by the Eng­lish, with more bar­barism than civ­i­liza­tion, the breach of faith, to Abd-el-Kad­er, Blaye, Deutz bought, Pritchard paid—these are the do­ings of the reign; the pol­i­cy which was more do­mes­tic than na­tion­al was the do­ing of the King.

			As will be seen, the prop­er de­duc­tion hav­ing been made, the King’s charge is de­creased.

			This is his great fault; he was mod­est in the name of France.

			Whence aris­es this fault?

			We will state it.

			Louis Philippe was rather too much of a pa­ter­nal king; that in­cu­ba­tion of a fam­i­ly with the ob­ject of found­ing a dy­nasty is afraid of ev­ery­thing and does not like to be dis­turbed; hence ex­ces­sive timid­i­ty, which is dis­pleas­ing to the peo­ple, who have the 14th of Ju­ly in their civ­il and Auster­litz in their mil­i­tary tra­di­tion.

			More­over, if we deduct the pub­lic du­ties which re­quire to be ful­filled first of all, that deep ten­der­ness of Louis Philippe to­wards his fam­i­ly was de­served by the fam­i­ly. That do­mes­tic group was wor­thy of ad­mi­ra­tion. Virtues there dwelt side by side with tal­ents. One of Louis Philippe’s daugh­ters, Marie d’Or­leans, placed the name of her race among artists, as Charles d’Or­leans had placed it among po­ets. She made of her soul a mar­ble which she named Jeanne d’Arc. Two of Louis Philippe’s daugh­ters elicit­ed from Met­ter­nich this eu­logium: “They are young peo­ple such as are rarely seen, and princes such as are nev­er seen.”

			This, with­out any dis­sim­u­la­tion, and al­so with­out any ex­ag­ger­a­tion, is the truth about Louis Philippe.

			To be Prince Equal­i­ty, to bear in his own per­son the con­tra­dic­tion of the Restora­tion and the Rev­o­lu­tion, to have that dis­qui­et­ing side of the rev­o­lu­tion­ary which be­comes re­as­sur­ing in gov­ern­ing pow­er, there­in lay the for­tune of Louis Philippe in 1830; nev­er was there a more com­plete adap­ta­tion of a man to an event; the one en­tered in­to the oth­er, and the in­car­na­tion took place. Louis Philippe is 1830 made man. More­over, he had in his fa­vor that great rec­om­men­da­tion to the throne, ex­ile. He had been pro­scribed, a wan­der­er, poor. He had lived by his own la­bor. In Switzer­land, this heir to the rich­est prince­ly do­mains in France had sold an old horse in or­der to ob­tain bread. At Re­ichenau, he gave lessons in math­e­mat­ics, while his sis­ter Ade­laide did wool work and sewed. These sou­venirs con­nect­ed with a king ren­dered the bour­geoisie en­thu­si­as­tic. He had, with his own hands, de­mol­ished the iron cage of Mont-Saint-Michel, built by Louis XI, and used by Louis XV He was the com­pan­ion of Du­mouriez, he was the friend of Lafayette; he had be­longed to the Ja­cobins’ club; Mirabeau had slapped him on the shoul­der; Dan­ton had said to him: “Young man!” At the age of four and twen­ty, in ’93, be­ing then M. de Chartres, he had wit­nessed, from the depth of a box, the tri­al of Louis XVI, so well named “that poor tyrant.” The blind clair­voy­ance of the Rev­o­lu­tion, break­ing roy­al­ty in the King and the King with roy­al­ty, did so al­most with­out notic­ing the man in the fierce crush­ing of the idea, the vast storm of the As­sem­bly-Tri­bunal, the pub­lic wrath in­ter­ro­gat­ing, Capet not know­ing what to re­ply, the alarm­ing, stu­pe­fied vac­il­la­tion by that roy­al head be­neath that som­bre breath, the rel­a­tive in­no­cence of all in that catas­tro­phe, of those who con­demned as well as of the man con­demned—he had looked on those things, he had con­tem­plat­ed that gid­di­ness; he had seen the cen­turies ap­pear be­fore the bar of the As­sem­bly-Con­ven­tion; he had be­held, be­hind Louis XVI, that un­for­tu­nate passer­by who was made re­spon­si­ble, the ter­ri­ble cul­prit, the monar­chy, rise through the shad­ows; and there had lin­gered in his soul the re­spect­ful fear of these im­mense jus­tices of the pop­u­lace, which are al­most as im­per­son­al as the jus­tice of God.

			The trace left in him by the Rev­o­lu­tion was prodi­gious. Its mem­o­ry was like a liv­ing im­print of those great years, minute by minute. One day, in the pres­ence of a wit­ness whom we are not per­mit­ted to doubt, he rec­ti­fied from mem­o­ry the whole of the let­ter A in the al­pha­bet­i­cal list of the Con­stituent As­sem­bly.

			Louis Philippe was a king of the broad day­light. While he reigned the press was free, the tri­bune was free, con­science and speech were free. The laws of Sep­tem­ber are open to sight. Al­though ful­ly aware of the gnaw­ing pow­er of light on priv­i­leges, he left his throne ex­posed to the light. His­to­ry will do jus­tice to him for this loy­al­ty.

			Louis Philippe, like all his­tor­i­cal men who have passed from the scene, is to­day put on his tri­al by the hu­man con­science. His case is, as yet, on­ly in the low­er court.

			The hour when his­to­ry speaks with its free and ven­er­a­ble ac­cent, has not yet sound­ed for him; the mo­ment has not come to pro­nounce a def­i­nite judg­ment on this king; the aus­tere and il­lus­tri­ous his­to­ri­an Louis Blanc has him­self re­cent­ly soft­ened his first ver­dict; Louis Philippe was elect­ed by those two al­mosts which are called the 221 and 1830, that is to say, by a half-Par­lia­ment, and a half-rev­o­lu­tion; and in any case, from the su­pe­ri­or point of view where phi­los­o­phy must place it­self, we can­not judge him here, as the read­er has seen above, ex­cept with cer­tain reser­va­tions in the name of the ab­so­lute demo­crat­ic prin­ci­ple; in the eyes of the ab­so­lute, out­side these two rights, the right of man in the first place, the right of the peo­ple in the sec­ond, all is usurpa­tion; but what we can say, even at the present day, that af­ter mak­ing these re­serves is, that to sum up the whole, and in what­ev­er man­ner he is con­sid­ered, Louis Philippe, tak­en in him­self, and from the point of view of hu­man good­ness, will re­main, to use the an­tique lan­guage of an­cient his­to­ry, one of the best princes who ev­er sat on a throne.

			What is there against him? That throne. Take away Louis Philippe the king, there re­mains the man. And the man is good. He is good at times even to the point of be­ing ad­mirable. Of­ten, in the midst of his gravest sou­venirs, af­ter a day of con­flict with the whole diplo­ma­cy of the con­ti­nent, he re­turned at night to his apart­ments, and there, ex­haust­ed with fa­tigue, over­whelmed with sleep, what did he do? He took a death sen­tence and passed the night in re­vis­ing a crim­i­nal suit, con­sid­er­ing it some­thing to hold his own against Eu­rope, but that it was a still greater mat­ter to res­cue a man from the ex­e­cu­tion­er. He ob­sti­nate­ly main­tained his opin­ion against his keep­er of the seals; he dis­put­ed the ground with the guil­lo­tine foot by foot against the crown at­tor­neys, those “chat­ter­ers of the law,” as he called them. Some­times the pile of sen­tences cov­ered his ta­ble; he ex­am­ined them all; it was an­guish to him to aban­don these mis­er­able, con­demned heads. One day, he said to the same wit­ness to whom we have re­cent­ly re­ferred: “I won sev­en last night.” Dur­ing the ear­ly years of his reign, the death penal­ty was as good as abol­ished, and the erec­tion of a scaf­fold was a vi­o­lence com­mit­ted against the King. The Grève hav­ing dis­ap­peared with the el­der branch, a bour­geois place of ex­e­cu­tion was in­sti­tut­ed un­der the name of the Bar­rière-Saint-Jacques; “prac­ti­cal men” felt the ne­ces­si­ty of a quasi-le­git­i­mate guil­lo­tine; and this was one of the vic­to­ries of Casimir Péri­er, who rep­re­sent­ed the nar­row sides of the bour­geoisie, over Louis Philippe, who rep­re­sent­ed its lib­er­al sides. Louis Philippe an­no­tat­ed Bec­ca­ria with his own hand. Af­ter the Fi­eschi ma­chine, he ex­claimed: “What a pity that I was not wound­ed! Then I might have par­doned!” On an­oth­er oc­ca­sion, al­lud­ing to the re­sis­tance of­fered by his min­istry, he wrote in con­nec­tion with a po­lit­i­cal crim­i­nal, who is one of the most gen­er­ous fig­ures of our day: “His par­don is grant­ed; it on­ly re­mains for me to ob­tain it.” Louis Philippe was as gen­tle as Louis IX and as kind­ly as Hen­ri IV

			Now, to our mind, in his­to­ry, where kind­ness is the rarest of pearls, the man who is kind­ly al­most takes prece­dence of the man who is great.

			Louis Philippe hav­ing been se­vere­ly judged by some, harsh­ly, per­haps, by oth­ers, it is quite nat­u­ral that a man, him­self a phan­tom at the present day, who knew that king, should come and tes­ti­fy in his fa­vor be­fore his­to­ry; this de­po­si­tion, what­ev­er else it may be, is ev­i­dent­ly and above all things, en­tire­ly dis­in­ter­est­ed; an epi­taph penned by a dead man is sin­cere; one shade may con­sole an­oth­er shade; the shar­ing of the same shad­ows con­fers the right to praise it; it is not great­ly to be feared that it will ev­er be said of two tombs in ex­ile: “This one flat­tered the oth­er.”

		
	
		
			
				IV

				Cracks Be­neath the Foun­da­tion

			
			At the mo­ment when the dra­ma which we are nar­rat­ing is on the point of pen­e­trat­ing in­to the depths of one of the trag­ic clouds which en­vel­op the be­gin­ning of Louis Philippe’s reign, it was nec­es­sary that there should be no equiv­oque, and it be­came req­ui­site that this book should of­fer some ex­pla­na­tion with re­gard to this king.

			Louis Philippe had en­tered in­to pos­ses­sion of his roy­al au­thor­i­ty with­out vi­o­lence, with­out any di­rect ac­tion on his part, by virtue of a rev­o­lu­tion­ary change, ev­i­dent­ly quite dis­tinct from the re­al aim of the Rev­o­lu­tion, but in which he, the Duc d’Or­leans, ex­er­cised no per­son­al ini­tia­tive. He had been born a Prince, and he be­lieved him­self to have been elect­ed King. He had not served this man­date on him­self; he had not tak­en it; it had been of­fered to him, and he had ac­cept­ed it; con­vinced, wrong­ly, to be sure, but con­vinced nev­er­the­less, that the of­fer was in ac­cor­dance with right and that the ac­cep­tance of it was in ac­cor­dance with du­ty. Hence his pos­ses­sion was in good faith. Now, we say it in good con­science, Louis Philippe be­ing in pos­ses­sion in per­fect good faith, and the democ­ra­cy be­ing in good faith in its at­tack, the amount of ter­ror dis­charged by the so­cial con­flicts weighs nei­ther on the King nor on the democ­ra­cy. A clash of prin­ci­ples re­sem­bles a clash of el­e­ments. The ocean de­fends the wa­ter, the hur­ri­cane de­fends the air, the King de­fends Roy­al­ty, the democ­ra­cy de­fends the peo­ple; the rel­a­tive, which is the monar­chy, re­sists the ab­so­lute, which is the re­pub­lic; so­ci­ety bleeds in this con­flict, but that which con­sti­tutes its suf­fer­ing to­day will con­sti­tute its safe­ty lat­er on; and, in any case, those who com­bat are not to be blamed; one of the two par­ties is ev­i­dent­ly mis­tak­en; the right is not, like the Colos­sus of Rhodes, on two shores at once, with one foot on the re­pub­lic, and one in Roy­al­ty; it is in­di­vis­i­ble, and all on one side; but those who are in er­ror are so sin­cere­ly; a blind man is no more a crim­i­nal than a Vendean is a ruf­fi­an. Let us, then, im­pute to the fa­tal­i­ty of things alone these for­mi­da­ble col­li­sions. What­ev­er the na­ture of these tem­pests may be, hu­man ir­re­spon­si­bil­i­ty is min­gled with them.

			Let us com­plete this ex­po­si­tion.

			The gov­ern­ment of 1840 led a hard life im­me­di­ate­ly. Born yes­ter­day, it was obliged to fight to­day.

			Hard­ly in­stalled, it was al­ready ev­ery­where con­scious of vague move­ments of trac­tion on the ap­pa­ra­tus of Ju­ly so re­cent­ly laid, and so lack­ing in so­lid­i­ty.

			Re­sis­tance was born on the mor­row; per­haps even, it was born on the pre­ced­ing evening. From month to month the hos­til­i­ty in­creased, and from be­ing con­cealed it be­came patent.

			The Rev­o­lu­tion of Ju­ly, which gained but lit­tle ac­cep­tance out­side of France by kings, had been di­verse­ly in­ter­pret­ed in France, as we have said.

			God de­liv­ers over to men his vis­i­ble will in events, an ob­scure text writ­ten in a mys­te­ri­ous tongue. Men im­me­di­ate­ly make trans­la­tions of it; trans­la­tions hasty, in­cor­rect, full of er­rors, of gaps, and of non­sense. Very few minds com­pre­hend the di­vine lan­guage. The most saga­cious, the calmest, the most pro­found, de­ci­pher slow­ly, and when they ar­rive with their text, the task has long been com­plet­ed; there are al­ready twen­ty trans­la­tions on the pub­lic place. From each re­main­ing springs a par­ty, and from each mis­in­ter­pre­ta­tion a fac­tion; and each par­ty thinks that it alone has the true text, and each fac­tion thinks that it pos­sess­es the light.

			Pow­er it­self is of­ten a fac­tion.

			There are, in rev­o­lu­tions, swim­mers who go against the cur­rent; they are the old par­ties.

			For the old par­ties who clung to hered­i­ty by the grace of God, think that rev­o­lu­tions, hav­ing sprung from the right to re­volt, one has the right to re­volt against them. Er­ror. For in these rev­o­lu­tions, the one who re­volts is not the peo­ple; it is the king. Rev­o­lu­tion is pre­cise­ly the con­trary of re­volt. Ev­ery rev­o­lu­tion, be­ing a nor­mal out­come, con­tains with­in it­self its le­git­i­ma­cy, which false rev­o­lu­tion­ists some­times dis­hon­or, but which re­mains even when soiled, which sur­vives even when stained with blood.

			Rev­o­lu­tions spring not from an ac­ci­dent, but from ne­ces­si­ty. A rev­o­lu­tion is a re­turn from the fic­ti­tious to the re­al. It is be­cause it must be that it is.

			None­the­less did the old le­git­imist par­ties as­sail the Rev­o­lu­tion of 1830 with all the ve­he­mence which aris­es from false rea­son­ing. Er­rors make ex­cel­lent pro­jec­tiles. They strike it clev­er­ly in its vul­ner­a­ble spot, in de­fault of a cuirass, in its lack of log­ic; they at­tacked this rev­o­lu­tion in its roy­al­ty. They shout­ed to it: “Rev­o­lu­tion, why this king?” Fac­tions are blind men who aim cor­rect­ly.

			This cry was ut­tered equal­ly by the re­pub­li­cans. But com­ing from them, this cry was log­i­cal. What was blind­ness in the le­git­imists was clear­ness of vi­sion in the democrats. 1830 had bankrupt­ed the peo­ple. The en­raged democ­ra­cy re­proached it with this.

			Be­tween the at­tack of the past and the at­tack of the fu­ture, the es­tab­lish­ment of Ju­ly strug­gled. It rep­re­sent­ed the minute at log­ger­heads on the one hand with the monar­chi­cal cen­turies, on the oth­er hand with eter­nal right.

			In ad­di­tion, and be­side all this, as it was no longer rev­o­lu­tion and had be­come a monar­chy, 1830 was obliged to take prece­dence of all Eu­rope. To keep the peace, was an in­crease of com­pli­ca­tion. A har­mo­ny es­tab­lished con­trary to sense is of­ten more oner­ous than a war. From this se­cret con­flict, al­ways muz­zled, but al­ways growl­ing, was born armed peace, that ru­inous ex­pe­di­ent of civ­i­liza­tion which in the har­ness of the Eu­ro­pean cab­i­nets is sus­pi­cious in it­self. The Roy­al­ty of Ju­ly reared up, in spite of the fact that it caught it in the har­ness of Eu­ro­pean cab­i­nets. Met­ter­nich would glad­ly have put it in kick­ing-straps. Pushed on in France by progress, it pushed on the monar­chies, those loi­ter­ers in Eu­rope. Af­ter hav­ing been towed, it un­der­took to tow.

			Mean­while, with­in her, pau­perism, the pro­le­tari­at, salary, ed­u­ca­tion, pe­nal servi­tude, pros­ti­tu­tion, the fate of the wom­an, wealth, mis­ery, pro­duc­tion, con­sump­tion, di­vi­sion, ex­change, coin, cred­it, the rights of cap­i­tal, the rights of la­bor—all these ques­tions were mul­ti­plied above so­ci­ety, a ter­ri­ble slope.

			Out­side of po­lit­i­cal par­ties prop­er­ly so called, an­oth­er move­ment be­came man­i­fest. Philo­soph­i­cal fer­men­ta­tion replied to demo­crat­ic fer­men­ta­tion. The elect felt trou­bled as well as the mass­es; in an­oth­er man­ner, but quite as much.

			Thinkers med­i­tat­ed, while the soil, that is to say, the peo­ple, tra­versed by rev­o­lu­tion­ary cur­rents, trem­bled un­der them with in­de­scrib­ably vague epilep­tic shocks. These dream­ers, some iso­lat­ed, oth­ers unit­ed in fam­i­lies and al­most in com­mu­nion, turned over so­cial ques­tions in a pa­cif­ic but pro­found man­ner; im­pas­sive min­ers, who tran­quil­ly pushed their gal­leries in­to the depths of a vol­cano, hard­ly dis­turbed by the dull com­mo­tion and the fur­naces of which they caught glimpses.

			This tran­quil­li­ty was not the least beau­ti­ful spec­ta­cle of this ag­i­tat­ed epoch.

			These men left to po­lit­i­cal par­ties the ques­tion of rights, they oc­cu­pied them­selves with the ques­tion of hap­pi­ness.

			The well-be­ing of man, that was what they want­ed to ex­tract from so­ci­ety.

			They raised ma­te­ri­al ques­tions, ques­tions of agri­cul­ture, of in­dus­try, of com­merce, al­most to the dig­ni­ty of a re­li­gion. In civ­i­liza­tion, such as it has formed it­self, a lit­tle by the com­mand of God, a great deal by the agen­cy of man, in­ter­ests com­bine, unite, and amal­ga­mate in a man­ner to form a ver­i­ta­ble hard rock, in ac­cor­dance with a dy­nam­ic law, pa­tient­ly stud­ied by econ­o­mists, those ge­ol­o­gists of pol­i­tics. These men who grouped them­selves un­der dif­fer­ent ap­pel­la­tions, but who may all be des­ig­nat­ed by the gener­ic ti­tle of so­cial­ists, en­deav­ored to pierce that rock and to cause it to spout forth the liv­ing wa­ters of hu­man fe­lic­i­ty.

			From the ques­tion of the scaf­fold to the ques­tion of war, their works em­braced ev­ery­thing. To the rights of man, as pro­claimed by the French Rev­o­lu­tion, they added the rights of wom­an and the rights of the child.

			The read­er will not be sur­prised if, for var­i­ous rea­sons, we do not here treat in a thor­ough man­ner, from the the­o­ret­i­cal point of view, the ques­tions raised by so­cial­ism. We con­fine our­selves to in­di­cat­ing them.

			All the prob­lems that the so­cial­ists pro­posed to them­selves, cos­mogo­nic vi­sions, rever­ie and mys­ti­cism be­ing cast aside, can be re­duced to two prin­ci­pal prob­lems.

			First prob­lem: To pro­duce wealth.

			Sec­ond prob­lem: To share it.

			The first prob­lem con­tains the ques­tion of work.

			The sec­ond con­tains the ques­tion of salary.

			In the first prob­lem the em­ploy­ment of forces is in ques­tion.

			In the sec­ond, the dis­tri­bu­tion of en­joy­ment.

			From the prop­er em­ploy­ment of forces re­sults pub­lic pow­er.

			From a good dis­tri­bu­tion of en­joy­ments re­sults in­di­vid­u­al hap­pi­ness.

			By a good dis­tri­bu­tion, not an equal but an eq­ui­table dis­tri­bu­tion must be un­der­stood.

			From these two things com­bined, the pub­lic pow­er with­out, in­di­vid­u­al hap­pi­ness with­in, re­sults so­cial pros­per­i­ty.

			So­cial pros­per­i­ty means the man hap­py, the cit­i­zen free, the na­tion great.

			Eng­land solves the first of these two prob­lems. She cre­ates wealth ad­mirably, she di­vides it bad­ly. This so­lu­tion which is com­plete on one side on­ly leads her fa­tal­ly to two ex­tremes: mon­strous op­u­lence, mon­strous wretched­ness. All en­joy­ments for some, all pri­va­tions for the rest, that is to say, for the peo­ple; priv­i­lege, ex­cep­tion, mo­nop­oly, feu­dal­ism, born from toil it­self. A false and dan­ger­ous sit­u­a­tion, which sates pub­lic pow­er or pri­vate mis­ery, which sets the roots of the State in the suf­fer­ings of the in­di­vid­u­al. A bad­ly con­sti­tut­ed grandeur in which are com­bined all the ma­te­ri­al el­e­ments and in­to which no moral el­e­ment en­ters.

			Com­mu­nism and agrar­i­an law think that they solve the sec­ond prob­lem. They are mis­tak­en. Their di­vi­sion kills pro­duc­tion. Equal par­ti­tion abol­ish­es em­u­la­tion; and con­se­quent­ly la­bor. It is a par­ti­tion made by the butch­er, which kills that which it di­vides. It is there­fore im­pos­si­ble to pause over these pre­tend­ed so­lu­tions. Slay­ing wealth is not the same thing as di­vid­ing it.

			The two prob­lems re­quire to be solved to­geth­er, to be well solved. The two prob­lems must be com­bined and made but one.

			Solve on­ly the first of the two prob­lems; you will be Venice, you will be Eng­land. You will have, like Venice, an ar­ti­fi­cial pow­er, or, like Eng­land, a ma­te­ri­al pow­er; you will be the wicked rich man. You will die by an act of vi­o­lence, as Venice died, or by bank­rupt­cy, as Eng­land will fall. And the world will al­low to die and fall all that is mere­ly self­ish­ness, all that does not rep­re­sent for the hu­man race ei­ther a virtue or an idea.

			It is well un­der­stood here, that by the words Venice, Eng­land, we des­ig­nate not the peo­ples, but so­cial struc­tures; the oli­garchies su­per­posed on na­tions, and not the na­tions them­selves. The na­tions al­ways have our re­spect and our sym­pa­thy. Venice, as a peo­ple, will live again; Eng­land, the aris­toc­ra­cy, will fall, but Eng­land, the na­tion, is im­mor­tal. That said, we con­tin­ue.

			Solve the two prob­lems, en­cour­age the wealthy, and pro­tect the poor, sup­press mis­ery, put an end to the un­just farm­ing out of the fee­ble by the strong, put a bri­dle on the in­iq­ui­tous jeal­ousy of the man who is mak­ing his way against the man who has reached the goal, ad­just, math­e­mat­i­cal­ly and fra­ter­nal­ly, salary to la­bor, min­gle gra­tu­itous and com­pul­so­ry ed­u­ca­tion with the growth of child­hood, and make of sci­ence the base of man­li­ness, de­vel­op minds while keep­ing arms busy, be at one and the same time a pow­er­ful peo­ple and a fam­i­ly of hap­py men, ren­der prop­er­ty demo­crat­ic, not by abol­ish­ing it, but by mak­ing it uni­ver­sal, so that ev­ery cit­i­zen, with­out ex­cep­tion, may be a pro­pri­etor, an eas­i­er mat­ter than is gen­er­al­ly sup­posed; in two words, learn how to pro­duce wealth and how to dis­trib­ute it, and you will have at once moral and ma­te­ri­al great­ness; and you will be wor­thy to call your­self France.

			This is what so­cial­ism said out­side and above a few sects which have gone astray; that is what it sought in facts, that is what it sketched out in minds.

			Ef­forts wor­thy of ad­mi­ra­tion! Sa­cred at­tempts!

			These doc­trines, these the­o­ries, these re­sis­tances, the un­fore­seen ne­ces­si­ty for the states­man to take philoso­phers in­to ac­count, con­fused ev­i­dences of which we catch a glimpse, a new sys­tem of pol­i­tics to be cre­at­ed, which shall be in ac­cord with the old world with­out too much dis­ac­cord with the new rev­o­lu­tion­ary ide­al, a sit­u­a­tion in which it be­came nec­es­sary to use Lafayette to de­fend Polignac, the in­tu­ition of progress trans­par­ent be­neath the re­volt, the cham­bers and streets, the com­pe­ti­tions to be brought in­to equi­lib­ri­um around him, his faith in the Rev­o­lu­tion, per­haps an even­tu­al in­de­fin­able res­ig­na­tion born of the vague ac­cep­tance of a su­pe­ri­or de­fin­i­tive right, his de­sire to re­main of his race, his do­mes­tic spir­it, his sin­cere re­spect for the peo­ple, his own hon­esty, pre­oc­cu­pied Louis Philippe al­most painful­ly, and there were mo­ments when strong and coura­geous as he was, he was over­whelmed by the dif­fi­cul­ties of be­ing a king.

			He felt un­der his feet a for­mi­da­ble dis­ag­gre­ga­tion, which was not, nev­er­the­less, a re­duc­tion to dust, France be­ing more France than ev­er.

			Piles of shad­ows cov­ered the hori­zon. A strange shade, grad­u­al­ly draw­ing near­er, ex­tend­ed lit­tle by lit­tle over men, over things, over ideas; a shade which came from wraths and sys­tems. Ev­ery­thing which had been hasti­ly sti­fled was mov­ing and fer­ment­ing. At times the con­science of the hon­est man re­sumed its breath­ing, so great was the dis­com­fort of that air in which sophisms were in­ter­min­gled with truths. Spir­its trem­bled in the so­cial anx­i­ety like leaves at the ap­proach of a storm. The elec­tric ten­sion was such that at cer­tain in­stants, the first com­er, a stranger, brought light. Then the twi­light ob­scu­ri­ty closed in again. At in­ter­vals, deep and dull mut­ter­ings al­lowed a judg­ment to be formed as to the quan­ti­ty of thun­der con­tained by the cloud.

			Twen­ty months had bare­ly elapsed since the Rev­o­lu­tion of Ju­ly, the year 1832 had opened with an as­pect of some­thing im­pend­ing and threat­en­ing.

			The dis­tress of the peo­ple, the la­bor­ers with­out bread, the last Prince de Condé en­gulfed in the shad­ows, Brus­sels ex­pelling the Nas­saus as Paris did the Bour­bons, Bel­gium of­fer­ing her­self to a French Prince and giv­ing her­self to an Eng­lish Prince, the Rus­sian ha­tred of Nico­las, be­hind us the demons of the South, Fer­di­nand in Spain, Miguel in Por­tu­gal, the earth quak­ing in Italy, Met­ter­nich ex­tend­ing his hand over Bologna, France treat­ing Aus­tria sharply at An­cona, at the North no one knew what sin­is­ter sound of the ham­mer nail­ing up Poland in her cof­fin, ir­ri­tat­ed glances watch­ing France nar­row­ly all over Eu­rope, Eng­land, a sus­pect­ed al­ly, ready to give a push to that which was tot­ter­ing and to hurl her­self on that which should fall, the peer­age shel­ter­ing it­self be­hind Bec­ca­ria to refuse four heads to the law, the fleurs-de-lys erased from the King’s car­riage, the cross torn from Notre Dame, Lafayette less­ened, Laf­fitte ru­ined, Ben­jamin Con­stant dead in in­di­gence, Casimir Péri­er dead in the ex­haus­tion of his pow­er; po­lit­i­cal and so­cial mal­a­dy break­ing out si­mul­ta­ne­ous­ly in the two cap­i­tals of the king­dom, the one in the city of thought, the oth­er in the city of toil; at Paris civ­il war, at Lyons servile war; in the two cities, the same glare of the fur­nace; a crater-like crim­son on the brow of the peo­ple; the South ren­dered fa­nat­ic, the West trou­bled, the Duchesse de Berry in la Vendée, plots, con­spir­a­cies, ris­ings, cholera, added the som­bre roar of tu­mult of events to the som­bre roar of ideas.

		
	
		
			
				V

				Facts Whence His­to­ry Springs and Which His­to­ry Ig­nores

			
			To­wards the end of April, ev­ery­thing had be­come ag­gra­vat­ed. The fer­men­ta­tion en­tered the boil­ing state. Ev­er since 1830, pet­ty par­tial re­volts had been go­ing on here and there, which were quick­ly sup­pressed, but ev­er burst­ing forth afresh, the sign of a vast un­der­ly­ing con­fla­gra­tion. Some­thing ter­ri­ble was in prepa­ra­tion. Glimpses could be caught of the fea­tures still in­dis­tinct and im­per­fect­ly light­ed, of a pos­si­ble rev­o­lu­tion. France kept an eye on Paris; Paris kept an eye on the Faubourg Saint-An­toine.

			The Faubourg Saint-An­toine, which was in a dull glow, was be­gin­ning its ebul­li­tion.

			The wine-shops of the Rue de Charonne were, al­though the union of the two ep­i­thets seems sin­gu­lar when ap­plied to wine-shops, grave and stormy.

			The gov­ern­ment was there pure­ly and sim­ply called in ques­tion. There peo­ple pub­licly dis­cussed the “ques­tion of fight­ing or of keep­ing qui­et.” There were back shops where work­ing­men were made to swear that they would has­ten in­to the street at the first cry of alarm, and “that they would fight with­out count­ing the num­ber of the en­e­my.” This en­gage­ment once en­tered in­to, a man seat­ed in the cor­ner of the wine-shop “as­sumed a sonorous tone,” and said, “You un­der­stand! You have sworn!”

			Some­times they went up­stairs, to a pri­vate room on the first floor, and there scenes that were al­most ma­son­ic were en­act­ed. They made the ini­ti­at­ed take oaths “to ren­der ser­vice to him­self as well as to the fa­thers of fam­i­lies.” That was the for­mu­la.

			In the tap­rooms, “sub­ver­sive” pam­phlets were read. “They treat­ed the gov­ern­ment with con­tempt,” says a se­cret re­port of that time.

			Words like the fol­low­ing could be heard there:—

			“I don’t know the names of the lead­ers. We folks shall not know the day un­til two hours be­fore­hand.” One work­man said: “There are three hun­dred of us, let each con­trib­ute ten sous, that will make one hun­dred and fifty francs with which to pro­cure pow­der and shot.”

			An­oth­er said: “I don’t ask for six months, I don’t ask for even two. In less than a fort­night we shall be par­al­lel with the gov­ern­ment. With twen­ty-five thou­sand men we can face them.” An­oth­er said: “I don’t sleep at night, be­cause I make car­tridges all night.” From time to time, men “of bour­geois ap­pear­ance, and in good coats” came and “caused em­bar­rass­ment,” and with the air of “com­mand,” shook hands with “the most im­por­tant,” and then went away. They nev­er stayed more than ten min­utes. Sig­nif­i­cant re­marks were ex­changed in a low tone: “The plot is ripe, the mat­ter is ar­ranged.” “It was mur­mured by all who were there,” to bor­row the very ex­pres­sion of one of those who were present. The ex­al­ta­tion was such that one day, a work­ing­man ex­claimed, be­fore the whole wine-shop: “We have no arms!” One of his com­rades replied: “The sol­diers have!” thus par­o­dy­ing with­out be­ing aware of the fact, Bona­parte’s procla­ma­tion to the army in Italy: “When they had any­thing of a more se­cret na­ture on hand,” adds one re­port, “they did not com­mu­ni­cate it to each oth­er.” It is not easy to un­der­stand what they could con­ceal af­ter what they said.

			These re­unions were some­times pe­ri­od­i­cal. At cer­tain ones of them, there were nev­er more than eight or ten per­sons present, and they were al­ways the same. In oth­ers, any­one en­tered who wished, and the room was so full that they were forced to stand. Some went thith­er through en­thu­si­asm and pas­sion; oth­ers be­cause it “was on their way to their work.” As dur­ing the Rev­o­lu­tion, there were pa­tri­ot­ic wom­en in some of these wine-shops who em­braced new­com­ers.

			Oth­er ex­pres­sive facts came to light.

			A man would en­ter a shop, drink, and go his way with the re­mark: “Wine-mer­chant, the rev­o­lu­tion will pay what is due to you.”

			Rev­o­lu­tion­ary agents were ap­point­ed in a wine-shop fac­ing the Rue de Charonne. The bal­lot­ing was car­ried on in their caps.

			Work­ing­men met at the house of a fenc­ing-mas­ter who gave lessons in the Rue de Cotte. There there was a tro­phy of arms formed of wood­en broadswords, canes, clubs, and foils. One day, the but­tons were re­moved from the foils.

			A work­man said: “There are twen­ty-five of us, but they don’t count on me, be­cause I am looked up­on as a ma­chine.” Lat­er on, that ma­chine be­came Quénis­set.

			The in­def­i­nite things which were brew­ing grad­u­al­ly ac­quired a strange and in­de­scrib­able no­to­ri­ety. A wom­an sweep­ing off her doorsteps said to an­oth­er wom­an: “For a long time, there has been a strong force busy mak­ing car­tridges.” In the open street, procla­ma­tion could be seen ad­dressed to the Na­tion­al Guard in the de­part­ments. One of these procla­ma­tions was signed: “Bur­tot, wine-mer­chant.”

			One day a man with his beard worn like a col­lar and with an Ital­ian ac­cent mount­ed a stone post at the door of a liquor-sell­er in the Marché Lenoir, and read aloud a sin­gu­lar doc­u­ment, which seemed to em­anate from an oc­cult pow­er. Groups formed around him, and ap­plaud­ed.

			The pas­sages which touched the crowd most deeply were col­lect­ed and not­ed down. “—Our doc­trines are tram­melled, our procla­ma­tions torn, our bill-stick­ers are spied up­on and thrown in­to prison.”—“The break­down which has re­cent­ly tak­en place in cot­tons has con­vert­ed to us many medi­ums.”—“The fu­ture of na­tions is be­ing worked out in our ob­scure ranks.”—“Here are the fixed terms: ac­tion or re­ac­tion, rev­o­lu­tion or coun­ter­rev­o­lu­tion. For, at our epoch, we no longer be­lieve ei­ther in in­er­tia or in im­mo­bil­i­ty. For the peo­ple against the peo­ple, that is the ques­tion. There is no oth­er.”—“On the day when we cease to suit you, break us, but up to that day, help us to march on.” All this in broad day­light.

			Oth­er deeds, more au­da­cious still, were sus­pi­cious in the eyes of the peo­ple by rea­son of their very au­dac­i­ty. On the 4th of April, 1832, a passer­by mount­ed the post on the cor­ner which forms the an­gle of the Rue Sainte-Mar­guerite and shout­ed: “I am a Babou­vist!” But be­neath Babeuf, the peo­ple scent­ed Gis­quet.

			Among oth­er things, this man said:—

			“Down with prop­er­ty! The op­po­si­tion of the left is cow­ard­ly and treach­er­ous. When it wants to be on the right side, it preach­es rev­o­lu­tion, it is demo­crat­ic in or­der to es­cape be­ing beat­en, and roy­al­ist so that it may not have to fight. The re­pub­li­cans are beasts with feath­ers. Dis­trust the re­pub­li­cans, cit­i­zens of the la­bor­ing class­es.”

			“Si­lence, cit­i­zen spy!” cried an ar­ti­san.

			This shout put an end to the dis­course.

			Mys­te­ri­ous in­ci­dents oc­curred.

			At night­fall, a work­ing­man en­coun­tered near the canal a “very well dressed man,” who said to him: “Whith­er are you bound, cit­i­zen?” “Sir,” replied the work­ing­man, “I have not the hon­or of your ac­quain­tance.” “I know you very well, how­ev­er.” And the man added: “Don’t be alarmed, I am an agent of the com­mit­tee. You are sus­pect­ed of not be­ing quite faith­ful. You know that if you re­veal any­thing, there is an eye fixed on you.” Then he shook hands with the work­ing­man and went away, say­ing: “We shall meet again soon.”

			The po­lice, who were on the alert, col­lect­ed sin­gu­lar di­a­logues, not on­ly in the wine-shops, but in the street.

			“Get your­self re­ceived very soon,” said a weaver to a cab­i­net­mak­er.

			“Why?”

			“There is go­ing to be a shot to fire.”

			Two ragged pedes­tri­ans ex­changed these re­mark­able replies, fraught with ev­i­dent Jacquerie:—

			“Who gov­erns us?”

			“M. Philippe.”

			“No, it is the bour­geoisie.”

			The read­er is mis­tak­en if he thinks that we take the word Jacquerie in a bad sense. The Jacques were the poor.

			On an­oth­er oc­ca­sion two men were heard to say to each oth­er as they passed by: “We have a good plan of at­tack.”

			On­ly the fol­low­ing was caught of a pri­vate con­ver­sa­tion be­tween four men who were crouch­ing in a ditch of the cir­cle of the Bar­rière du Trône:—

			“Ev­ery­thing pos­si­ble will be done to pre­vent his walk­ing about Paris any more.”

			Who was the he? Men­ac­ing ob­scu­ri­ty.

			“The prin­ci­pal lead­ers,” as they said in the faubourg, held them­selves apart. It was sup­posed that they met for con­sul­ta­tion in a wine-shop near the point Saint-Eu­stache. A cer­tain Aug—, chief of the So­ci­ety aid for tai­lors, Rue Mondé­tour, had the rep­u­ta­tion of serv­ing as in­ter­me­di­ary cen­tral be­tween the lead­ers and the Faubourg Saint-An­toine.

			Nev­er­the­less, there was al­ways a great deal of mys­tery about these lead­ers, and no cer­tain fact can in­val­i­date the sin­gu­lar ar­ro­gance of this re­ply made lat­er on by a man ac­cused be­fore the Court of Peers:—

			“Who was your lead­er?”

			“I knew of none and I rec­og­nized none.”

			There was noth­ing but words, trans­par­ent but vague; some­times idle re­ports, ru­mors, hearsay. Oth­er in­di­ca­tions cropped up.

			A car­pen­ter, oc­cu­pied in nail­ing boards to a fence around the ground on which a house was in process of con­struc­tion, in the Rue de Reuil­ly found on that plot the torn frag­ment of a let­ter on which were still leg­i­ble the fol­low­ing lines:—

			
				The com­mit­tee must take mea­sures to pre­vent re­cruit­ing in the sec­tions for the dif­fer­ent so­ci­eties.

			

			And, as a post­script:—

			
				We have learned that there are guns in the Rue du Faubourg-Pois­son­nière, No. 5 [bis], to the num­ber of five or six thou­sand, in the house of a gun­smith in that court. The sec­tion owns no arms.

			

			What ex­cit­ed the car­pen­ter and caused him to show this thing to his neigh­bors was the fact, that a few paces fur­ther on he picked up an­oth­er pa­per, torn like the first, and still more sig­nif­i­cant, of which we re­pro­duce a fac­sim­i­le, be­cause of the his­tor­i­cal in­ter­est at­tach­ing to these strange doc­u­ments:—
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								Learn this list by heart. Af­ter so do­ing you will tear it up. The men ad­mit­ted will do the same when you have trans­mit­ted their or­ders to them.

								
									Health and Fra­ter­ni­ty,

									
										L.
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			It was on­ly lat­er on that the per­sons who were in the se­cret of this find at the time, learned the sig­nif­i­cance of those four cap­i­tal let­ters: quin­tu­ri­ons, cen­tu­ri­ons, de­cu­ri­ons, éclaireurs,50 and the sense of the let­ters: u og a’ fe, which was a date, and meant April 15th, 1832. Un­der each cap­i­tal let­ter were in­scribed names fol­lowed by very char­ac­ter­is­tic notes. Thus: Q. Ban­ner­el. 8 guns, 83 car­tridges. A safe man.—C. Boubière. 1 pis­tol, 40 car­tridges.—D. Rol­let. 1 foil, 1 pis­tol, 1 pound of pow­der.—E. Tessier. 1 sword, 1 car­tridge-box. Ex­act.—Ter­reur. 8 guns. Brave, etc.

			Fi­nal­ly, this car­pen­ter found, still in the same en­clo­sure, a third pa­per on which was writ­ten in pen­cil, but very leg­i­bly, this sort of enig­mat­i­cal list:—

			
				Unité: Blan­chard: Ar­bre-Sec. 6.

				Bar­ra. Soize. Salle-au-Comte.

				Kosciusko. Aubry the Butch­er?

				J. J. R.

				Caius Grac­chus.

				Right of re­vi­sion. Du­fond. Four.

				Fall of the Girondists. Der­bac. Maubuée.

				Wash­ing­ton. Pin­son. 1 pis­tol, 86 car­tridges.

				Mar­seil­laise.

				Sovereign­ty of the peo­ple. Michel. Quin­cam­poix. Sword.

				Hoche.

				Marceau. Pla­to. Ar­bre-Sec.

				War­saw. Tilly, crier of the Pop­u­laire.

			

			The hon­est bour­geois in­to whose hands this list fell knew its sig­nif­i­cance. It ap­pears that this list was the com­plete nomen­cla­ture of the sec­tions of the fourth arondisse­ment of the So­ci­ety of the Rights of Man, with the names and dwellings of the chiefs of sec­tions. To­day, when all these facts which were ob­scure are noth­ing more than his­to­ry, we may pub­lish them. It should be added, that the foun­da­tion of the So­ci­ety of the Rights of Man seems to have been pos­te­ri­or to the date when this pa­per was found. Per­haps this was on­ly a rough draft.

			Still, ac­cord­ing to all the re­marks and the words, ac­cord­ing to writ­ten notes, ma­te­ri­al facts be­gin to make their ap­pear­ance.

			In the Rue Popin­court, in the house of a deal­er in bric-a-brac, there were seized sev­en sheets of gray pa­per, all fold­ed alike length­wise and in four; these sheets en­closed twen­ty-six squares of this same gray pa­per fold­ed in the form of a car­tridge, and a card, on which was writ­ten the fol­low­ing:—

			
				
					
						
								Salt­pe­tre
								12 ounces
						

						
								Sul­phur
								2 ounces
						

						
								Char­coal
								2½ ounces
						

						
								Wa­ter
								2 ounces
						

					
				

			

			The re­port of the seizure stat­ed that the draw­er ex­haled a strong smell of pow­der.

			A ma­son re­turn­ing from his day’s work, left be­hind him a lit­tle pack­age on a bench near the bridge of Auster­litz. This pack­age was tak­en to the po­lice sta­tion. It was opened, and in it were found two print­ed di­a­logues, signed “La­hau­tière,” a song en­ti­tled: “Work­men, band to­geth­er,” and a tin box full of car­tridges.

			One ar­ti­san drink­ing with a com­rade made the lat­ter feel him to see how warm he was; the oth­er man felt a pis­tol un­der his waist­coat.

			In a ditch on the boule­vard, be­tween Père-Lachaise and the Bar­rière du Trône, at the most de­sert­ed spot, some chil­dren, while play­ing, dis­cov­ered be­neath a mass of shav­ings and refuse bits of wood, a bag con­tain­ing a bul­let-mould, a wood­en punch for the prepa­ra­tion of car­tridges, a wood­en bowl, in which there were grains of hunt­ing-pow­der, and a lit­tle cast-iron pot whose in­te­ri­or pre­sent­ed ev­i­dent traces of melt­ed lead.

			Po­lice agents, mak­ing their way sud­den­ly and un­ex­pect­ed­ly at five o’clock in the morn­ing, in­to the dwelling of a cer­tain Par­don, who was af­ter­wards a mem­ber of the Bar­ri­cade-Mer­ry sec­tion and got him­self killed in the in­sur­rec­tion of April, 1834, found him stand­ing near his bed, and hold­ing in his hand some car­tridges which he was in the act of pre­par­ing.

			To­wards the hour when work­ing­men re­pose, two men were seen to meet be­tween the Bar­rière Pic­pus and the Bar­rière Char­en­ton in a lit­tle lane be­tween two walls, near a wine-shop, in front of which there was a Jeu de Siam.51 One drew a pis­tol from be­neath his blouse and hand­ed it to the oth­er. As he was hand­ing it to him, he no­ticed that the per­spi­ra­tion of his chest had made the pow­der damp. He primed the pis­tol and added more pow­der to what was al­ready in the pan. Then the two men part­ed.

			A cer­tain Gal­lais, af­ter­wards killed in the Rue Beaubourg in the af­fair of April, boast­ed of hav­ing in his house sev­en hun­dred car­tridges and twen­ty-four flints.

			The gov­ern­ment one day re­ceived a warn­ing that arms and two hun­dred thou­sand car­tridges had just been dis­trib­uted in the faubourg. On the fol­low­ing week thir­ty thou­sand car­tridges were dis­trib­uted. The re­mark­able point about it was, that the po­lice were not able to seize a sin­gle one.

			An in­ter­cept­ed let­ter read: “The day is not far dis­tant when, with­in four hours by the clock, eighty thou­sand pa­tri­ots will be un­der arms.”

			All this fer­men­ta­tion was pub­lic, one might al­most say tran­quil. The ap­proach­ing in­sur­rec­tion was pre­par­ing its storm calm­ly in the face of the gov­ern­ment. No sin­gu­lar­i­ty was lack­ing to this still sub­ter­ranean cri­sis, which was al­ready per­cep­ti­ble. The bour­geois talked peace­ably to the work­ing-class­es of what was in prepa­ra­tion. They said: “How is the ris­ing com­ing along?” in the same tone in which they would have said: “How is your wife?”

			A fur­ni­ture-deal­er, of the Rue More­au, in­quired: “Well, when are you go­ing to make the at­tack?”

			An­oth­er shop­keep­er said:—

			“The at­tack will be made soon.”

			“I know it. A month ago, there were fif­teen thou­sand of you, now there are twen­ty-five thou­sand.” He of­fered his gun, and a neigh­bor of­fered a small pis­tol which he was will­ing to sell for sev­en francs.

			More­over, the rev­o­lu­tion­ary fever was grow­ing. Not a point in Paris nor in France was ex­empt from it. The artery was beat­ing ev­ery­where. Like those mem­branes which arise from cer­tain in­flam­ma­tions and form in the hu­man body, the net­work of se­cret so­ci­eties be­gan to spread all over the coun­try. From the as­so­ci­a­tions of the Friends of the Peo­ple, which was at the same time pub­lic and se­cret, sprang the So­ci­ety of the Rights of Man, which al­so dat­ed from one of the or­ders of the day: “Plu­viôse, Year 40 of the re­pub­li­can era,” which was des­tined to sur­vive even the man­date of the Court of As­sizes which pro­nounced its dis­so­lu­tion, and which did not hes­i­tate to be­stow on its sec­tions sig­nif­i­cant names like the fol­low­ing:—

			
				Pikes.

				Toc­sin.

				Sig­nal can­non.

				Phry­gian cap.

				Jan­u­ary 21.

				The beg­gars.

				The vagabonds.

				For­ward march.

				Robe­spierre.

				Lev­el.

				Ça Ira.

			

			The So­ci­ety of the Rights of Man en­gen­dered the So­ci­ety of Ac­tion. These were im­pa­tient in­di­vid­u­als who broke away and has­tened ahead. Oth­er as­so­ci­a­tions sought to re­cruit them­selves from the great moth­er so­ci­eties. The mem­bers of sec­tions com­plained that they were torn asun­der. Thus, the Gal­lic So­ci­ety, and the com­mit­tee of or­ga­ni­za­tion of the Mu­nic­i­pal­i­ties. Thus the as­so­ci­a­tions for the lib­er­ty of the press, for in­di­vid­u­al lib­er­ty, for the in­struc­tion of the peo­ple against in­di­rect tax­es. Then the So­ci­ety of Equal Work­ing­men which was di­vid­ed in­to three frac­tions, the lev­ellers, the com­mu­nists, the re­form­ers. Then the Army of the Bastilles, a sort of co­hort or­ga­nized on a mil­i­tary foot­ing, four men com­mand­ed by a cor­po­ral, ten by a sergeant, twen­ty by a sub­lieu­tenant, forty by a lieu­tenant; there were nev­er more than five men who knew each oth­er. Cre­ation where pre­cau­tion is com­bined with au­dac­i­ty and which seemed stamped with the ge­nius of Venice.

			The cen­tral com­mit­tee, which was at the head, had two arms, the So­ci­ety of Ac­tion, and the Army of the Bastilles.

			A le­git­imist as­so­ci­a­tion, the Cheva­liers of Fi­deli­ty, stirred about among these the re­pub­li­can af­fil­i­a­tions. It was de­nounced and re­pu­di­at­ed there.

			The Parisian so­ci­eties had ram­i­fi­ca­tions in the prin­ci­pal cities, Lyons, Nantes, Lille, Mar­seilles, and each had its So­ci­ety of the Rights of Man, the Char­bon­nière, and The Free Men. All had a rev­o­lu­tion­ary so­ci­ety which was called the Cougourde. We have al­ready men­tioned this word.

			In Paris, the Faubourg Saint-Marceau kept up an equal buzzing with the Faubourg Saint-An­toine, and the schools were no less moved than the faubourgs. A café in the Rue Saint-Hy­acinthe and the wine-shop of the Sev­en Bil­liards, Rue des Math­urins-Saint-Jacques, served as ral­ly­ing points for the stu­dents. The So­ci­ety of the Friends of the A.B.C. af­fil­i­at­ed to the Mu­tu­al­ists of Angers, and to the Cougourde of Aix, met, as we have seen, in the Café Mu­sain. These same young men as­sem­bled al­so, as we have stat­ed al­ready, in a restau­rant wine-shop of the Rue Mondé­tour which was called Corinthe. These meet­ings were se­cret. Oth­ers were as pub­lic as pos­si­ble, and the read­er can judge of their bold­ness from these frag­ments of an in­ter­roga­to­ry un­der­gone in one of the ul­te­ri­or pros­e­cu­tions: “Where was this meet­ing held?” “In the Rue de la Paix.” “At whose house?” “In the street.” “What sec­tions were there?” “On­ly one.” “Which?” “The Manuel sec­tion.” “Who was its lead­er?” “I.” “You are too young to have de­cid­ed alone up­on the bold course of at­tack­ing the gov­ern­ment. Where did your in­struc­tions come from?” “From the cen­tral com­mit­tee.”

			The army was mined at the same time as the pop­u­la­tion, as was proved sub­se­quent­ly by the op­er­a­tions of Bé­ford, Luneville, and Épinard. They count­ed on the fifty-sec­ond reg­i­ment, on the fifth, on the eighth, on the thir­ty-sev­enth, and on the twen­ti­eth light cav­al­ry. In Bur­gundy and in the south­ern towns they plant­ed the lib­er­ty tree; that is to say, a pole sur­mount­ed by a red cap.

			Such was the sit­u­a­tion.

			The Faubourg Saint-An­toine, more than any oth­er group of the pop­u­la­tion, as we stat­ed in the be­gin­ning, ac­cen­tu­at­ed this sit­u­a­tion and made it felt. That was the sore point. This old faubourg, peo­pled like an anthill, la­bo­ri­ous, coura­geous, and an­gry as a hive of bees, was quiv­er­ing with ex­pec­ta­tion and with the de­sire for a tu­mult. Ev­ery­thing was in a state of ag­i­ta­tion there, with­out any in­ter­rup­tion, how­ev­er, of the reg­u­lar work. It is im­pos­si­ble to con­vey an idea of this live­ly yet som­bre phys­iog­no­my. In this faubourg ex­ists poignant dis­tress hid­den un­der at­tic roofs; there al­so ex­ist rare and ar­dent minds. It is par­tic­u­lar­ly in the mat­ter of dis­tress and in­tel­li­gence that it is dan­ger­ous to have ex­tremes meet.

			The Faubourg Saint-An­toine had al­so oth­er caus­es to trem­ble; for it re­ceived the counter-shock of com­mer­cial crises, of fail­ures, strikes, slack sea­sons, all in­her­ent to great po­lit­i­cal dis­tur­bances. In times of rev­o­lu­tion mis­ery is both cause and ef­fect. The blow which it deals re­bounds up­on it. This pop­u­la­tion full of proud virtue, ca­pa­ble to the high­est de­gree of la­tent heat, al­ways ready to fly to arms, prompt to ex­plode, ir­ri­tat­ed, deep, un­der­mined, seemed to be on­ly await­ing the fall of a spark. When­ev­er cer­tain sparks float on the hori­zon chased by the wind of events, it is im­pos­si­ble not to think of the Faubourg Saint-An­toine and of the for­mi­da­ble chance which has placed at the very gates of Paris that pow­der-house of suf­fer­ing and ideas.

			The wine-shops of the Faubourg An­toine, which have been more than once drawn in the sketch­es which the read­er has just pe­rused, pos­sess his­tor­i­cal no­to­ri­ety. In trou­blous times peo­ple grow in­tox­i­cat­ed there more on words than on wine. A sort of prophet­ic spir­it and an af­fla­tus of the fu­ture cir­cu­lates there, swelling hearts and en­larg­ing souls. The cabarets of the Faubourg Saint-An­toine re­sem­ble those tav­erns of Mont Aven­tine erect­ed on the cave of the Sibyl and com­mu­ni­cat­ing with the pro­found and sa­cred breath; tav­erns where the ta­bles were al­most tripods, and where was drunk what En­nius calls the “sibylline wine.”

			The Faubourg Saint-An­toine is a reser­voir of peo­ple. Rev­o­lu­tion­ary ag­i­ta­tions cre­ate fis­sures there, through which trick­les the pop­u­lar sovereign­ty. This sovereign­ty may do evil; it can be mis­tak­en like any oth­er; but, even when led astray, it re­mains great. We may say of it as of the blind cy­clops, In­gens.

			In ’93, ac­cord­ing as the idea which was float­ing about was good or evil, ac­cord­ing as it was the day of fa­nati­cism or of en­thu­si­asm, there leaped forth from the Faubourg Saint-An­toine now sav­age le­gions, now hero­ic bands.

			Sav­age. Let us ex­plain this word. When these bristling men, who in the ear­ly days of the rev­o­lu­tion­ary chaos, tat­tered, howl­ing, wild, with up­lift­ed blud­geon, pike on high, hurled them­selves up­on an­cient Paris in an up­roar, what did they want? They want­ed an end to op­pres­sion, an end to tyran­ny, an end to the sword, work for men, in­struc­tion for the child, so­cial sweet­ness for the wom­an, lib­er­ty, equal­i­ty, fra­ter­ni­ty, bread for all, the idea for all, the Ed­eniz­ing of the world. Progress; and that holy, sweet, and good thing, progress, they claimed in ter­ri­ble wise, driv­en to ex­trem­i­ties as they were, half naked, club in fist, a roar in their mouths. They were sav­ages, yes; but the sav­ages of civ­i­liza­tion.

			They pro­claimed right fu­ri­ous­ly; they were de­sirous, if on­ly with fear and trem­bling, to force the hu­man race to par­adise. They seemed bar­bar­ians, and they were saviours. They de­mand­ed light with the mask of night.

			Fac­ing these men, who were fe­ro­cious, we ad­mit, and ter­ri­fy­ing, but fe­ro­cious and ter­ri­fy­ing for good ends, there are oth­er men, smil­ing, em­broi­dered, gild­ed, berib­boned, starred, in silk stock­ings, in white plumes, in yel­low gloves, in var­nished shoes, who, with their el­bows on a vel­vet ta­ble, be­side a mar­ble chim­ney­p­iece, in­sist gen­tly on de­meanor and the preser­va­tion of the past, of the Mid­dle Ages, of di­vine right, of fa­nati­cism, of in­no­cence, of slav­ery, of the death penal­ty, of war, glo­ri­fy­ing in low tones and with po­lite­ness, the sword, the stake, and the scaf­fold. For our part, if we were forced to make a choice be­tween the bar­bar­ians of civ­i­liza­tion and the civ­i­lized men of bar­barism, we should choose the bar­bar­ians.

			But, thank Heav­en, still an­oth­er choice is pos­si­ble. No per­pen­dic­u­lar fall is nec­es­sary, in front any more than in the rear.

			Nei­ther despo­tism nor ter­ror­ism. We de­sire progress with a gen­tle slope.

			God takes care of that. God’s whole pol­i­cy con­sists in ren­der­ing slopes less steep.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				En­jol­ras and His Lieu­tenants

			
			It was about this epoch that En­jol­ras, in view of a pos­si­ble catas­tro­phe, in­sti­tut­ed a kind of mys­te­ri­ous cen­sus.

			All were present at a se­cret meet­ing at the Café Mu­sain.

			En­jol­ras said, mix­ing his words with a few half-enig­mat­i­cal but sig­nif­i­cant metaphors:—

			“It is prop­er that we should know where we stand and on whom we may count. If com­bat­ants are re­quired, they must be pro­vid­ed. It can do no harm to have some­thing with which to strike. Passers­by al­ways have more chance of be­ing gored when there are bulls on the road than when there are none. Let us, there­fore, reck­on a lit­tle on the herd. How many of us are there? There is no ques­tion of post­pon­ing this task un­til to­mor­row. Rev­o­lu­tion­ists should al­ways be hur­ried; progress has no time to lose. Let us mis­trust the un­ex­pect­ed. Let us not be caught un­pre­pared. We must go over all the seams that we have made and see whether they hold fast. This busi­ness ought to be con­clud­ed to­day. Cour­feyrac, you will see the poly­tech­nic stu­dents. It is their day to go out. To­day is Wednes­day. Feuil­ly, you will see those of the Glacière, will you not? Combe­ferre has promised me to go to Pic­pus. There is a per­fect swarm and an ex­cel­lent one there. Ba­horel will vis­it the Es­tra­pade. Prou­vaire, the ma­sons are grow­ing luke­warm; you will bring us news from the lodge of the Rue de Grenelle-Saint-Hon­oré. Joly will go to Dupuytren’s clin­i­cal lec­ture, and feel the pulse of the med­i­cal school. Bossuet will take a lit­tle turn in the court and talk with the young law li­cen­ti­ates. I will take charge of the Cougourde my­self.”

			“That ar­ranges ev­ery­thing,” said Cour­feyrac.

			“No.”

			“What else is there?”

			“A very im­por­tant thing.”

			“What is that?” asked Cour­feyrac.

			“The Bar­rière du Maine,” replied En­jol­ras.

			En­jol­ras re­mained for a mo­ment as though ab­sorbed in re­flec­tion, then he re­sumed:—

			“At the Bar­rière du Maine there are mar­ble-work­ers, painters, and jour­ney­men in the stu­dios of sculp­tors. They are an en­thu­si­as­tic fam­i­ly, but li­able to cool off. I don’t know what has been the mat­ter with them for some time past. They are think­ing of some­thing else. They are be­com­ing ex­tin­guished. They pass their time play­ing domi­noes. There is ur­gent need that some­one should go and talk with them a lit­tle, but with firm­ness. They meet at Richefeu’s. They are to be found there be­tween twelve and one o’clock. Those ash­es must be fanned in­to a glow. For that er­rand I had count­ed on that ab­stract­ed Mar­ius, who is a good fel­low on the whole, but he no longer comes to us. I need some­one for the Bar­rière du Maine. I have no one.”

			“What about me?” said Grantaire. “Here am I.”

			“You?”

			“I.”

			“You in­doc­tri­nate re­pub­li­cans! you warm up hearts that have grown cold in the name of prin­ci­ple!”

			“Why not?”

			“Are you good for any­thing?”

			“I have a vague am­bi­tion in that di­rec­tion,” said Grantaire.

			“You do not be­lieve in ev­ery­thing.”

			“I be­lieve in you.”

			“Grantaire will you do me a ser­vice?”

			“Any­thing. I’ll black your boots.”

			“Well, don’t med­dle with our af­fairs. Sleep your­self sober from your ab­sinthe.”

			“You are an in­grate, En­jol­ras.”

			“You the man to go to the Bar­rière du Maine! You ca­pa­ble of it!”

			“I am ca­pa­ble of de­scend­ing the Rue de Grès, of cross­ing the Place Saint-Michel, of slop­ing through the Rue Mon­sieur-le-Prince, of tak­ing the Rue de Vau­gi­rard, of pass­ing the Carmelites, of turn­ing in­to the Rue d’As­sas, of reach­ing the Rue du Cherche-Mi­di, of leav­ing be­hind me the Con­seil de Guerre, of pac­ing the Rue des Vieilles-Tu­i­leries, of strid­ing across the boule­vard, of fol­low­ing the Chaussée du Maine, of pass­ing the bar­ri­er, and en­ter­ing Richefeu’s. I am ca­pa­ble of that. My shoes are ca­pa­ble of that.”

			“Do you know any­thing of those com­rades who meet at Richefeu’s?”

			“Not much. We on­ly ad­dress each oth­er as ‘thou.’ ”

			“What will you say to them?”

			“I will speak to them of Robe­spierre, par­di! Of Dan­ton. Of prin­ci­ples.”

			“You?”

			“I. But I don’t re­ceive jus­tice. When I set about it, I am ter­ri­ble. I have read Prud­homme, I know the So­cial Con­tract, I know my con­sti­tu­tion of the year Two by heart. ‘The lib­er­ty of one cit­i­zen ends where the lib­er­ty of an­oth­er cit­i­zen be­gins.’ Do you take me for a brute? I have an old bank-bill of the Re­pub­lic in my draw­er. The Rights of Man, the sovereign­ty of the peo­ple, sapristi! I am even a bit of a Hébertist. I can talk the most su­perb twad­dle for six hours by the clock, watch in hand.”

			“Be se­ri­ous,” said En­jol­ras.

			“I am wild,” replied Grantaire.

			En­jol­ras med­i­tat­ed for a few mo­ments, and made the ges­ture of a man who has tak­en a res­o­lu­tion.

			“Grantaire,” he said grave­ly, “I con­sent to try you. You shall go to the Bar­rière du Maine.”

			Grantaire lived in fur­nished lodg­ings very near the Café Mu­sain. He went out, and five min­utes lat­er he re­turned. He had gone home to put on a Robe­spierre waist­coat.

			“Red,” said he as he en­tered, and he looked in­tent­ly at En­jol­ras. Then, with the palm of his en­er­get­ic hand, he laid the two scar­let points of the waist­coat across his breast.

			And step­ping up to En­jol­ras, he whis­pered in his ear:—

			“Be easy.”

			He jammed his hat on res­o­lute­ly and de­part­ed.

			A quar­ter of an hour lat­er, the back room of the Café Mu­sain was de­sert­ed. All the friends of the A.B.C. were gone, each in his own di­rec­tion, each to his own task. En­jol­ras, who had re­served the Cougourde of Aix for him­self, was the last to leave.

			Those mem­bers of the Cougourde of Aix who were in Paris then met on the plain of Is­sy, in one of the aban­doned quar­ries which are so nu­mer­ous in that side of Paris.

			As En­jol­ras walked to­wards this place, he passed the whole sit­u­a­tion in re­view in his own mind. The grav­i­ty of events was self-ev­i­dent. When facts, the pre­mon­i­to­ry symp­toms of la­tent so­cial mal­a­dy, move heav­i­ly, the slight­est com­pli­ca­tion stops and en­tan­gles them. A phe­nom­e­non whence aris­es ru­in and new births. En­jol­ras de­scried a lu­mi­nous up­lift­ing be­neath the gloomy skirts of the fu­ture. Who knows? Per­haps the mo­ment was at hand. The peo­ple were again tak­ing pos­ses­sion of right, and what a fine spec­ta­cle! The rev­o­lu­tion was again ma­jes­ti­cal­ly tak­ing pos­ses­sion of France and say­ing to the world: “The se­quel to­mor­row!” En­jol­ras was con­tent. The fur­nace was be­ing heat­ed. He had at that mo­ment a pow­der train of friends scat­tered all over Paris. He com­posed, in his own mind, with Combe­ferre’s philo­soph­i­cal and pen­e­trat­ing elo­quence, Feuil­ly’s cos­mopoli­tan en­thu­si­asm, Cour­feyrac’s dash, Ba­horel’s smile, Jean Prou­vaire’s melan­choly, Joly’s sci­ence, Bossuet’s sar­casms, a sort of elec­tric spark which took fire near­ly ev­ery­where at once. All hands to work. Sure­ly, the re­sult would an­swer to the ef­fort. This was well. This made him think of Grantaire.

			“Hold,” said he to him­self, “the Bar­rière du Maine will not take me far out of my way. What if I were to go on as far as Richefeu’s? Let us have a look at what Grantaire is about, and see how he is get­ting on.”

			One o’clock was strik­ing from the Vau­gi­rard steeple when En­jol­ras reached the Richefeu smok­ing-room.

			He pushed open the door, en­tered, fold­ed his arms, let­ting the door fall to and strike his shoul­ders, and gazed at that room filled with ta­bles, men, and smoke.

			A voice broke forth from the mist of smoke, in­ter­rupt­ed by an­oth­er voice. It was Grantaire hold­ing a di­a­logue with an ad­ver­sary.

			Grantaire was sit­ting op­po­site an­oth­er fig­ure, at a mar­ble Saint-Anne ta­ble, strewn with grains of bran and dot­ted with domi­nos. He was ham­mer­ing the ta­ble with his fist, and this is what En­jol­ras heard:—

			“Dou­ble-six.”

			“Fours.”

			“The pig! I have no more.”

			“You are dead. A two.”

			“Six.”

			“Three.”

			“One.”

			“It’s my move.”

			“Four points.”

			“Not much.”

			“It’s your turn.”

			“I have made an enor­mous mis­take.”

			“You are do­ing well.”

			“Fif­teen.”

			“Sev­en more.”

			“That makes me twen­ty-two.” [Thought­ful­ly, “Twen­ty-two!”]

			“You weren’t ex­pect­ing that dou­ble-six. If I had placed it at the be­gin­ning, the whole play would have been changed.”

			“A two again.”

			“One.”

			“One! Well, five.”

			“I haven’t any.”

			“It was your play, I be­lieve?”

			“Yes.”

			“Blank.”

			“What luck he has! Ah! You are lucky! [Long rever­ie.] Two.”

			“One.”

			“Nei­ther five nor one. That’s bad for you.”

			“Domi­no.”

			“Plague take it!”

		
	
		
			
				
					Book
					II
				

				Épo­nine

			
		
	
		
			
				I

				The Lark’s Mead­ow

			
			Mar­ius had wit­nessed the un­ex­pect­ed ter­mi­na­tion of the am­bush up­on whose track he had set Javert; but Javert had no soon­er quit­ted the build­ing, bear­ing off his pris­on­ers in three hack­ney-coach­es, than Mar­ius al­so glid­ed out of the house. It was on­ly nine o’clock in the evening. Mar­ius be­took him­self to Cour­feyrac. Cour­feyrac was no longer the im­per­turbable in­hab­i­tant of the Latin Quar­ter, he had gone to live in the Rue de la Ver­rerie “for po­lit­i­cal rea­sons;” this quar­ter was one where, at that epoch, in­sur­rec­tion liked to in­stall it­self. Mar­ius said to Cour­feyrac: “I have come to sleep with you.” Cour­feyrac dragged a mat­tress off his bed, which was fur­nished with two, spread it out on the floor, and said: “There.”

			At sev­en o’clock on the fol­low­ing morn­ing, Mar­ius re­turned to the hov­el, paid the quar­ter’s rent which he owed to Ma’am Bougon, had his books, his bed, his ta­ble, his com­mode, and his two chairs load­ed on a hand­cart and went off with­out leav­ing his ad­dress, so that when Javert re­turned in the course of the morn­ing, for the pur­pose of ques­tion­ing Mar­ius as to the events of the pre­ced­ing evening, he found on­ly Ma’am Bougon, who an­swered: “Moved away!”

			Ma’am Bougon was con­vinced that Mar­ius was to some ex­tent an ac­com­plice of the rob­bers who had been seized the night be­fore. “Who would ev­er have said it?” she ex­claimed to the portress­es of the quar­ter, “a young man like that, who had the air of a girl!”

			Mar­ius had two rea­sons for this prompt change of res­i­dence. The first was, that he now had a hor­ror of that house, where he had be­held, so close at hand, and in its most re­pul­sive and most fe­ro­cious de­vel­op­ment, a so­cial de­for­mi­ty which is, per­haps, even more ter­ri­ble than the wicked rich man, the wicked poor man. The sec­ond was, that he did not wish to fig­ure in the law­suit which would in­sue in all prob­a­bil­i­ty, and be brought in to tes­ti­fy against Thé­nardier.

			Javert thought that the young man, whose name he had for­got­ten, was afraid, and had fled, or per­haps, had not even re­turned home at the time of the am­bush; he made some ef­forts to find him, how­ev­er, but with­out suc­cess.

			A month passed, then an­oth­er. Mar­ius was still with Cour­feyrac. He had learned from a young li­cen­ti­ate in law, an ha­bit­u­al fre­quenter of the courts, that Thé­nardier was in close con­fine­ment. Ev­ery Mon­day, Mar­ius had five francs hand­ed in to the clerk’s of­fice of La Force for Thé­nardier.

			As Mar­ius had no longer any mon­ey, he bor­rowed the five francs from Cour­feyrac. It was the first time in his life that he had ev­er bor­rowed mon­ey. These pe­ri­od­i­cal five francs were a dou­ble rid­dle to Cour­feyrac who lent and to Thé­nardier who re­ceived them. “To whom can they go?” thought Cour­feyrac. “Whence can this come to me?” Thé­nardier asked him­self.

			More­over, Mar­ius was heart­bro­ken. Ev­ery­thing had plunged through a trap-door once more. He no longer saw any­thing be­fore him; his life was again buried in mys­tery where he wan­dered fum­bling­ly. He had for a mo­ment be­held very close at hand, in that ob­scu­ri­ty, the young girl whom he loved, the old man who seemed to be her fa­ther, those un­known be­ings, who were his on­ly in­ter­est and his on­ly hope in this world; and, at the very mo­ment when he thought him­self on the point of grasp­ing them, a gust had swept all these shad­ows away. Not a spark of cer­tain­ty and truth had been emit­ted even in the most ter­ri­ble of col­li­sions. No con­jec­ture was pos­si­ble. He no longer knew even the name that he thought he knew. It cer­tain­ly was not Ur­sule. And the Lark was a nick­name. And what was he to think of the old man? Was he ac­tu­al­ly in hid­ing from the po­lice? The white-haired work­man whom Mar­ius had en­coun­tered in the vicin­i­ty of the In­valides re­curred to his mind. It now seemed prob­a­ble that that work­ing­man and M. Leblanc were one and the same per­son. So he dis­guised him­self? That man had his hero­ic and his equiv­o­cal sides. Why had he not called for help? Why had he fled? Was he, or was he not, the fa­ther of the young girl? Was he, in short, the man whom Thé­nardier thought that he rec­og­nized? Thé­nardier might have been mis­tak­en. These formed so many in­sol­u­ble prob­lems. All this, it is true, de­tract­ed noth­ing from the an­gel­ic charms of the young girl of the Lux­em­bourg. Heartrend­ing dis­tress; Mar­ius bore a pas­sion in his heart, and night over his eyes. He was thrust on­ward, he was drawn, and he could not stir. All had van­ished, save love. Of love it­self he had lost the in­stincts and the sud­den il­lu­mi­na­tions. Or­di­nar­i­ly, this flame which burns us lights us al­so a lit­tle, and casts some use­ful gleams with­out. But Mar­ius no longer even heard these mute coun­sels of pas­sion. He nev­er said to him­self: “What if I were to go to such a place? What if I were to try such and such a thing?” The girl whom he could no longer call Ur­sule was ev­i­dent­ly some­where; noth­ing warned Mar­ius in what di­rec­tion he should seek her. His whole life was now summed up in two words; ab­so­lute un­cer­tain­ty with­in an im­pen­e­tra­ble fog. To see her once again; he still as­pired to this, but he no longer ex­pect­ed it.

			To crown all, his pover­ty had re­turned. He felt that icy breath close to him, on his heels. In the midst of his tor­ments, and long be­fore this, he had dis­con­tin­ued his work, and noth­ing is more dan­ger­ous than dis­con­tin­ued work; it is a habit which van­ish­es. A habit which is easy to get rid of, and dif­fi­cult to take up again.

			A cer­tain amount of dream­ing is good, like a nar­cot­ic in dis­creet dos­es. It lulls to sleep the fevers of the mind at la­bor, which are some­times se­vere, and pro­duces in the spir­it a soft and fresh va­por which cor­rects the over-harsh con­tours of pure thought, fills in gaps here and there, binds to­geth­er and rounds off the an­gles of the ideas. But too much dream­ing sinks and drowns. Woe to the brain-work­er who al­lows him­self to fall en­tire­ly from thought in­to rever­ie! He thinks that he can re-as­cend with equal ease, and he tells him­self that, af­ter all, it is the same thing. Er­ror!

			Thought is the toil of the in­tel­li­gence, rever­ie its volup­tuous­ness. To re­place thought with rever­ie is to con­found a poi­son with a food.

			Mar­ius had be­gun in that way, as the read­er will re­mem­ber. Pas­sion had su­per­vened and had fin­ished the work of pre­cip­i­tat­ing him in­to chi­maeras with­out ob­ject or bot­tom. One no longer emerges from one’s self ex­cept for the pur­pose of go­ing off to dream. Idle pro­duc­tion. Tu­mul­tuous and stag­nant gulf. And, in pro­por­tion as la­bor di­min­ish­es, needs in­crease. This is a law. Man, in a state of rever­ie, is gen­er­al­ly prodi­gal and slack; the un­strung mind can­not hold life with­in close bounds.

			There is, in that mode of life, good min­gled with evil, for if en­er­va­tion is bale­ful, gen­eros­i­ty is good and health­ful. But the poor man who is gen­er­ous and no­ble, and who does not work, is lost. Re­sources are ex­haust­ed, needs crop up.

			Fa­tal de­cliv­i­ty down which the most hon­est and the firmest as well as the most fee­ble and most vi­cious are drawn, and which ends in one of two holds, sui­cide or crime.

			By dint of go­ing out­doors to think, the day comes when one goes out to throw one’s self in the wa­ter.

			Ex­cess of rever­ie breeds men like Es­cousse and Le­bras.

			Mar­ius was de­scend­ing this de­cliv­i­ty at a slow pace, with his eyes fixed on the girl whom he no longer saw. What we have just writ­ten seems strange, and yet it is true. The mem­o­ry of an ab­sent be­ing kin­dles in the dark­ness of the heart; the more it has dis­ap­peared, the more it beams; the gloomy and de­spair­ing soul sees this light on its hori­zon; the star of the in­ner night. She—that was Mar­ius’ whole thought. He med­i­tat­ed of noth­ing else; he was con­fus­ed­ly con­scious that his old coat was be­com­ing an im­pos­si­ble coat, and that his new coat was grow­ing old, that his shirts were wear­ing out, that his hat was wear­ing out, that his boots were giv­ing out, and he said to him­self: “If I could but see her once again be­fore I die!”

			One sweet idea alone was left to him, that she had loved him, that her glance had told him so, that she did not know his name, but that she did know his soul, and that, wher­ev­er she was, how­ev­er mys­te­ri­ous the place, she still loved him per­haps. Who knows whether she were not think­ing of him as he was think­ing of her? Some­times, in those in­ex­pli­ca­ble hours such as are ex­pe­ri­enced by ev­ery heart that loves, though he had no rea­sons for any­thing but sad­ness and yet felt an ob­scure quiver of joy, he said to him­self: “It is her thoughts that are com­ing to me!” Then he added: “Per­haps my thoughts reach her al­so.”

			This il­lu­sion, at which he shook his head a mo­ment lat­er, was suf­fi­cient, nev­er­the­less, to throw beams, which at times re­sem­bled hope, in­to his soul. From time to time, es­pe­cial­ly at that evening hour which is the most de­press­ing to even the dreamy, he al­lowed the purest, the most im­per­son­al, the most ide­al of the rever­ies which filled his brain, to fall up­on a note­book which con­tained noth­ing else. He called this “writ­ing to her.”

			It must not be sup­posed that his rea­son was de­ranged. Quite the con­trary. He had lost the fac­ul­ty of work­ing and of mov­ing firm­ly to­wards any fixed goal, but he was en­dowed with more clear-sight­ed­ness and rec­ti­tude than ev­er. Mar­ius sur­veyed by a calm and re­al, al­though pe­cu­liar light, what passed be­fore his eyes, even the most in­dif­fer­ent deeds and men; he pro­nounced a just crit­i­cism on ev­ery­thing with a sort of hon­est de­jec­tion and can­did dis­in­ter­est­ed­ness. His judg­ment, which was al­most whol­ly dis­as­so­ci­at­ed from hope, held it­self aloof and soared on high.

			In this state of mind noth­ing es­caped him, noth­ing de­ceived him, and ev­ery mo­ment he was dis­cov­er­ing the foun­da­tion of life, of hu­man­i­ty, and of des­tiny. Hap­py, even in the midst of an­guish, is he to whom God has giv­en a soul wor­thy of love and of un­hap­pi­ness! He who has not viewed the things of this world and the heart of man un­der this dou­ble light has seen noth­ing and knows noth­ing of the true.

			The soul which loves and suf­fers is in a state of sub­lim­i­ty.

			How­ev­er, day fol­lowed day, and noth­ing new pre­sent­ed it­self. It mere­ly seemed to him, that the som­bre space which still re­mained to be tra­versed by him was grow­ing short­er with ev­ery in­stant. He thought that he al­ready dis­tinct­ly per­ceived the brink of the bot­tom­less abyss.

			“What!” he re­peat­ed to him­self, “shall I not see her again be­fore then!”

			When you have as­cend­ed the Rue Saint-Jacques, left the bar­ri­er on one side and fol­lowed the old in­ner boule­vard for some dis­tance, you reach the Rue de la San­té, then the Glacière, and, a lit­tle while be­fore ar­riv­ing at the lit­tle riv­er of the Go­b­elins, you come to a sort of field which is the on­ly spot in the long and mo­not­o­nous chain of the boule­vards of Paris, where Ruys­dael would be tempt­ed to sit down.

			There is some­thing in­de­scrib­able there which ex­hales grace, a green mead­ow tra­versed by tight­ly stretched lines, from which flut­ter rags dry­ing in the wind, and an old mar­ket-gar­den­er’s house, built in the time of Louis XI­II, with its great roof odd­ly pierced with dormer win­dows, di­lap­i­dat­ed pal­isades, a lit­tle wa­ter amid poplar-trees, wom­en, voic­es, laugh­ter; on the hori­zon the Pan­theon, the pole of the Deaf-Mutes, the Val-de-Grâce, black, squat, fan­tas­tic, amus­ing, mag­nif­i­cent, and in the back­ground, the se­vere square crests of the tow­ers of Notre Dame.

			As the place is worth look­ing at, no one goes thith­er. Hard­ly one cart or wag­oner pass­es in a quar­ter of an hour.

			It chanced that Mar­ius’ soli­tary strolls led him to this plot of ground, near the wa­ter. That day, there was a rar­i­ty on the boule­vard, a passer­by. Mar­ius, vague­ly im­pressed with the al­most sav­age beau­ty of the place, asked this passer­by:—“What is the name of this spot?”

			The per­son replied: “It is the Lark’s mead­ow.”

			And he added: “It was here that Ul­bach killed the shep­herdess of Ivry.”

			But af­ter the word “Lark” Mar­ius heard noth­ing more. These sud­den con­geal­ments in the state of rever­ie, which a sin­gle word suf­fices to evoke, do oc­cur. The en­tire thought is abrupt­ly con­densed around an idea, and it is no longer ca­pa­ble of per­ceiv­ing any­thing else.

			The Lark was the ap­pel­la­tion which had re­placed Ur­sule in the depths of Mar­ius’ melan­choly.—“Stop,” said he with a sort of un­rea­son­ing stu­por pe­cu­liar to these mys­te­ri­ous asides, “this is her mead­ow. I shall know where she lives now.”

			It was ab­surd, but ir­re­sistible.

			And ev­ery day he re­turned to that mead­ow of the Lark.

		
	
		
			
				II

				Em­bry­on­ic For­ma­tion of Crimes in the In­cu­ba­tion of Pris­ons

			
			Javert’s tri­umph in the Gor­beau hov­el seemed com­plete, but had not been so.

			In the first place, and this con­sti­tut­ed the prin­ci­pal anx­i­ety, Javert had not tak­en the pris­on­er pris­on­er. The as­sas­si­nat­ed man who flees is more sus­pi­cious than the as­sas­sin, and it is prob­a­ble that this per­son­age, who had been so pre­cious a cap­ture for the ruf­fi­ans, would be no less fine a prize for the au­thor­i­ties.

			And then, Mont­par­nasse had es­caped Javert.

			An­oth­er op­por­tu­ni­ty of lay­ing hands on that “dev­il’s dandy” must be wait­ed for. Mont­par­nasse had, in fact, en­coun­tered Épo­nine as she stood on the watch un­der the trees of the boule­vard, and had led her off, pre­fer­ring to play Nemorin with the daugh­ter rather than Schin­der­hannes with the fa­ther. It was well that he did so. He was free. As for Épo­nine, Javert had caused her to be seized; a medi­ocre con­so­la­tion. Épo­nine had joined Azel­ma at Les Made­lonettes.

			And fi­nal­ly, on the way from the Gor­beau house to La Force, one of the prin­ci­pal pris­on­ers, Claque­sous, had been lost. It was not known how this had been ef­fect­ed, the po­lice agents and the sergeants “could not un­der­stand it at all.” He had con­vert­ed him­self in­to va­por, he had slipped through the hand­cuffs, he had trick­led through the crevices of the car­riage, the fi­acre was cracked, and he had fled; all that they were able to say was, that on ar­riv­ing at the prison, there was no Claque­sous. Ei­ther the fairies or the po­lice had had a hand in it. Had Claque­sous melt­ed in­to the shad­ows like a snowflake in wa­ter? Had there been un­avowed con­nivance of the po­lice agents? Did this man be­long to the dou­ble enig­ma of or­der and dis­or­der? Was he con­cen­tric with in­frac­tion and re­pres­sion? Had this sphinx his fore paws in crime and his hind paws in au­thor­i­ty? Javert did not ac­cept such com­mi­na­tions, and would have bris­tled up against such com­pro­mis­es; but his squad in­clud­ed oth­er in­spec­tors be­sides him­self, who were more ini­ti­at­ed than he, per­haps, al­though they were his sub­or­di­nates in the se­crets of the Pre­fec­ture, and Claque­sous had been such a vil­lain that he might make a very good agent. It is an ex­cel­lent thing for ruf­fi­an­ism and an ad­mirable thing for the po­lice to be on such in­ti­mate jug­gling terms with the night. These dou­ble-edged ras­cals do ex­ist. How­ev­er that may be, Claque­sous had gone astray and was not found again. Javert ap­peared to be more ir­ri­tat­ed than amazed at this.

			As for Mar­ius, “that boo­by of a lawyer,” who had prob­a­bly be­come fright­ened, and whose name Javert had for­got­ten, Javert at­tached very lit­tle im­por­tance to him. More­over, a lawyer can be hunt­ed up at any time. But was he a lawyer af­ter all?

			The in­ves­ti­ga­tion had be­gun.

			The mag­is­trate had thought it ad­vis­able not to put one of these men of the band of Pa­tron Minette in close con­fine­ment, in the hope that he would chat­ter. This man was Bru­jon, the long-haired man of the Rue du Pe­tit-Ban­quier. He had been let loose in the Charle­magne court­yard, and the eyes of the watch­ers were fixed on him.

			This name of Bru­jon is one of the sou­venirs of La Force. In that hideous court­yard, called the court of the Bâ­ti­ment-Neuf (New Build­ing), which the ad­min­is­tra­tion called the court Saint-Bernard, and which the rob­bers called the Fos­se-aux-Li­ons (The Li­on’s Ditch), on that wall cov­ered with scales and lep­rosy, which rose on the left to a lev­el with the roofs, near an old door of rusty iron which led to the an­cient chapel of the ducal res­i­dence of La Force, then turned in a dor­mi­to­ry for ruf­fi­ans, there could still be seen, twelve years ago, a sort of fortress rough­ly carved in the stone with a nail, and be­neath it this sig­na­ture:—

			
				Bru­jon, 1811.

			

			The Bru­jon of 1811 was the fa­ther of the Bru­jon of 1832.

			The lat­ter, of whom the read­er caught but a glimpse at the Gor­beau house, was a very cun­ning and very adroit young spark, with a be­wil­dered and plain­tive air. It was in con­se­quence of this plain­tive air that the mag­is­trate had re­leased him, think­ing him more use­ful in the Charle­magne yard than in close con­fine­ment.

			Rob­bers do not in­ter­rupt their pro­fes­sion be­cause they are in the hands of jus­tice. They do not let them­selves be put out by such a tri­fle as that. To be in prison for one crime is no rea­son for not be­gin­ning on an­oth­er crime. They are artists, who have one pic­ture in the sa­lon, and who toil, none­the­less, on a new work in their stu­dios.

			Bru­jon seemed to be stu­pe­fied by prison. He could some­times be seen stand­ing by the hour to­geth­er in front of the sut­ler’s win­dow in the Charle­magne yard, star­ing like an id­iot at the sor­did list of prices which be­gan with: “gar­lic, 62 cen­times,” and end­ed with: “cigar, 5 cen­times.” Or he passed his time in trem­bling, chat­ter­ing his teeth, say­ing that he had a fever, and in­quir­ing whether one of the eight and twen­ty beds in the fever ward was va­cant.

			All at once, to­wards the end of Feb­ru­ary, 1832, it was dis­cov­ered that Bru­jon, that som­no­lent fel­low, had had three dif­fer­ent com­mis­sions ex­e­cut­ed by the er­rand-men of the es­tab­lish­ment, not un­der his own name, but in the name of three of his com­rades; and they had cost him in all fifty sous, an ex­or­bi­tant out­lay which at­tract­ed the at­ten­tion of the prison cor­po­ral.

			In­quiries were in­sti­tut­ed, and on con­sult­ing the tar­iff of com­mis­sions post­ed in the con­vict’s par­lor, it was learned that the fifty sous could be an­a­lyzed as fol­lows: three com­mis­sions; one to the Pan­theon, ten sous; one to Val-de-Grâce, fif­teen sous; and one to the Bar­rière de Grenelle, twen­ty-five sous. This last was the dear­est of the whole tar­iff. Now, at the Pan­theon, at the Val-de-Grâce, and at the Bar­rière de Grenelle were sit­u­at­ed the domi­ciles of the three very re­doubtable prowlers of the bar­ri­ers, Kruide­niers, alias Bizarro, Glo­rieux, an ex-con­vict, and Barre-Carosse, up­on whom the at­ten­tion of the po­lice was di­rect­ed by this in­ci­dent. It was thought that these men were mem­bers of Pa­tron Minette; two of those lead­ers, Ba­bet and Gueule­mer, had been cap­tured. It was sup­posed that the mes­sages, which had been ad­dressed, not to hous­es, but to peo­ple who were wait­ing for them in the street, must have con­tained in­for­ma­tion with re­gard to some crime that had been plot­ted. They were in pos­ses­sion of oth­er in­di­ca­tions; they laid hand on the three prowlers, and sup­posed that they had cir­cum­vent­ed some­one or oth­er of Bru­jon’s machi­na­tions.

			About a week af­ter these mea­sures had been tak­en, one night, as the su­per­in­ten­dent of the watch, who had been in­spect­ing the low­er dor­mi­to­ry in the Bâ­ti­ment-Neuf, was about to drop his chest­nut in the box—this was the means adopt­ed to make sure that the watch­men per­formed their du­ties punc­tu­al­ly; ev­ery hour a chest­nut must be dropped in­to all the box­es nailed to the doors of the dor­mi­to­ries—a watch­man looked through the peep­hole of the dor­mi­to­ry and be­held Bru­jon sit­ting on his bed and writ­ing some­thing by the light of the hall-lamp. The guardian en­tered, Bru­jon was put in a soli­tary cell for a month, but they were not able to seize what he had writ­ten. The po­lice learned noth­ing fur­ther about it.

			What is cer­tain is, that on the fol­low­ing morn­ing, a “pos­til­ion” was flung from the Charle­magne yard in­to the Li­ons’ Ditch, over the five-sto­ry build­ing which sep­a­rat­ed the two court­yards.

			What pris­on­ers call a “pos­til­ion” is a pal­let of bread ar­tis­ti­cal­ly mould­ed, which is sent “in­to Ire­land,” that is to say, over the roofs of a prison, from one court­yard to an­oth­er. Et­y­mol­o­gy: over Eng­land; from one land to an­oth­er; “in­to Ire­land.” This lit­tle pel­let falls in the yard. The man who picks it up opens it and finds in it a note ad­dressed to some pris­on­er in that yard. If it is a pris­on­er who finds the trea­sure, he for­wards the note to its des­ti­na­tion; if it is a keep­er, or one of the pris­on­ers se­cret­ly sold who are called “sheep” in pris­ons and “fox­es” in the gal­leys, the note is tak­en to the of­fice and hand­ed over to the po­lice.

			On this oc­ca­sion, the pos­til­ion reached its ad­dress, al­though the per­son to whom it was ad­dressed was, at that mo­ment, in soli­tary con­fine­ment. This per­son was no oth­er than Ba­bet, one of the four heads of Pa­tron Minette.

			The pos­til­ion con­tained a roll of pa­per on which on­ly these two lines were writ­ten:—

			“Ba­bet. There is an af­fair in the Rue Plumet. A gate on a gar­den.”

			This is what Bru­jon had writ­ten the night be­fore.

			In spite of male and fe­male searchers, Ba­bet man­aged to pass the note on from La Force to the Salpêtrière, to a “good friend” whom he had and who was shut up there. This wom­an in turn trans­mit­ted the note to an­oth­er wom­an of her ac­quain­tance, a cer­tain Magnon, who was strong­ly sus­pect­ed by the po­lice, though not yet ar­rest­ed. This Magnon, whose name the read­er has al­ready seen, had re­la­tions with the Thé­nardier, which will be de­scribed in de­tail lat­er on, and she could, by go­ing to see Épo­nine, serve as a bridge be­tween the Salpêtrière and Les Made­lonettes.

			It hap­pened, that at pre­cise­ly that mo­ment, as proofs were want­ing in the in­ves­ti­ga­tion di­rect­ed against Thé­nardier in the mat­ter of his daugh­ters, Épo­nine and Azel­ma were re­leased. When Épo­nine came out, Magnon, who was watch­ing the gate of the Made­lonettes, hand­ed her Bru­jon’s note to Ba­bet, charg­ing her to look in­to the mat­ter.

			Épo­nine went to the Rue Plumet, rec­og­nized the gate and the gar­den, ob­served the house, spied, lurked, and, a few days lat­er, brought to Magnon, who de­liv­ers in the Rue Clochep­erce, a bis­cuit, which Magnon trans­mit­ted to Ba­bet’s mis­tress in the Salpêtrière. A bis­cuit, in the shady sym­bol­ism of pris­ons, sig­ni­fies: Noth­ing to be done.

			So that in less than a week from that time, as Bru­jon and Ba­bet met in the cir­cle of La Force, the one on his way to the ex­am­i­na­tion, the oth­er on his way from it:—

			“Well?” asked Bru­jon, “the Rue P.?”

			“Bis­cuit,” replied Ba­bet. Thus did the foe­tus of crime en­gen­dered by Bru­jon in La Force mis­car­ry.

			This mis­car­riage had its con­se­quences, how­ev­er, which were per­fect­ly dis­tinct from Bru­jon’s pro­gramme. The read­er will see what they were.

			Of­ten when we think we are knot­ting one thread, we are ty­ing quite an­oth­er.

		
	
		
			
				III

				Ap­pari­tion to Fa­ther Mabeuf

			
			Mar­ius no longer went to see any­one, but he some­times en­coun­tered Fa­ther Mabeuf by chance.

			While Mar­ius was slow­ly de­scend­ing those melan­choly steps which may be called the cel­lar stairs, and which lead to places with­out light, where the hap­py can be heard walk­ing over­head, M. Mabeuf was de­scend­ing on his side.

			The Flo­ra of Cauteretz no longer sold at all. The ex­per­i­ments on in­di­go had not been suc­cess­ful in the lit­tle gar­den of Auster­litz, which had a bad ex­po­sure. M. Mabeuf could cul­ti­vate there on­ly a few plants which love shade and damp­ness. Nev­er­the­less, he did not be­come dis­cour­aged. He had ob­tained a cor­ner in the Jardin des Plantes, with a good ex­po­sure, to make his tri­als with in­di­go “at his own ex­pense.” For this pur­pose he had pawned his cop­per­plates of the Flo­ra. He had re­duced his break­fast to two eggs, and he left one of these for his old ser­vant, to whom he had paid no wages for the last fif­teen months. And of­ten his break­fast was his on­ly meal. He no longer smiled with his in­fan­tile smile, he had grown mo­rose and no longer re­ceived vis­i­tors. Mar­ius did well not to dream of go­ing thith­er. Some­times, at the hour when M. Mabeuf was on his way to the Jardin des Plantes, the old man and the young man passed each oth­er on the Boule­vard de l’Hôpi­tal. They did not speak, and on­ly ex­changed a melan­choly sign of the head. A heart­break­ing thing it is that there comes a mo­ment when mis­ery loos­es bonds! Two men who have been friends be­come two chance passers­by.

			Roy­ol the book­sell­er was dead. M. Mabeuf no longer knew his books, his gar­den, or his in­di­go: these were the three forms which hap­pi­ness, plea­sure, and hope had as­sumed for him. This suf­ficed him for his liv­ing. He said to him­self: “When I shall have made my balls of blue­ing, I shall be rich, I will with­draw my cop­per­plates from the pawn­shop, I will put my Flo­ra in vogue again with trick­ery, plen­ty of mon­ey and ad­ver­tise­ments in the news­pa­pers and I will buy, I know well where, a copy of Pierre de Mé­dine’s Art de Nav­iguer, with wood­cuts, edi­tion of 1655.” In the mean­time, he toiled all day over his plot of in­di­go, and at night he re­turned home to wa­ter his gar­den, and to read his books. At that epoch, M. Mabeuf was near­ly eighty years of age.

			One evening he had a sin­gu­lar ap­pari­tion.

			He had re­turned home while it was still broad day­light. Moth­er Plu­tar­que, whose health was de­clin­ing, was ill and in bed. He had dined on a bone, on which a lit­tle meat lin­gered, and a bit of bread that he had found on the kitchen ta­ble, and had seat­ed him­self on an over­turned stone post, which took the place of a bench in his gar­den.

			Near this bench there rose, af­ter the fash­ion in or­chard-gar­dens, a sort of large chest, of beams and planks, much di­lap­i­dat­ed, a rab­bit-hutch on the ground floor, a fruit-clos­et on the first. There was noth­ing in the hutch, but there were a few ap­ples in the fruit-clos­et—the re­mains of the win­ter’s pro­vi­sion.

			M. Mabeuf had set him­self to turn­ing over and read­ing, with the aid of his glass­es, two books of which he was pas­sion­ate­ly fond and in which, a se­ri­ous thing at his age, he was in­ter­est­ed. His nat­u­ral timid­i­ty ren­dered him ac­ces­si­ble to the ac­cep­tance of su­per­sti­tions in a cer­tain de­gree. The first of these books was the fa­mous trea­tise of Pres­i­dent De­lan­cre, De l’In­con­stance des Dé­mons; the oth­er was a quar­to by Mu­tor de la Rubaudière, Sur les Di­a­bles de Vau­vert et les Go­b­elins de la Bièvre. This last-men­tioned old vol­ume in­ter­est­ed him all the more, be­cause his gar­den had been one of the spots haunt­ed by gob­lins in for­mer times. The twi­light had be­gun to whiten what was on high and to black­en all be­low. As he read, over the top of the book which he held in his hand, Fa­ther Mabeuf was sur­vey­ing his plants, and among oth­ers a mag­nif­i­cent rhodo­den­dron which was one of his con­so­la­tions; four days of heat, wind, and sun with­out a drop of rain, had passed; the stalks were bend­ing, the buds droop­ing, the leaves fall­ing; all this need­ed wa­ter, the rhodo­den­dron was par­tic­u­lar­ly sad. Fa­ther Mabeuf was one of those per­sons for whom plants have souls. The old man had toiled all day over his in­di­go plot, he was worn out with fa­tigue, but he rose, laid his books on the bench, and walked, all bent over and with tot­ter­ing foot­steps, to the well, but when he had grasped the chain, he could not even draw it suf­fi­cient­ly to un­hook it. Then he turned round and cast a glance of an­guish to­ward heav­en which was be­com­ing stud­ded with stars.

			The evening had that seren­i­ty which over­whelms the trou­bles of man be­neath an in­de­scrib­ably mourn­ful and eter­nal joy. The night promised to be as arid as the day had been.

			“Stars ev­ery­where!” thought the old man; “not the tini­est cloud! Not a drop of wa­ter!”

			And his head, which had been up­raised for a mo­ment, fell back up­on his breast.

			He raised it again, and once more looked at the sky, mur­mur­ing:—

			“A tear of dew! A lit­tle pity!”

			He tried again to un­hook the chain of the well, and could not.

			At that mo­ment, he heard a voice say­ing:—

			“Fa­ther Mabeuf, would you like to have me wa­ter your gar­den for you?”

			At the same time, a noise as of a wild an­i­mal pass­ing be­came au­di­ble in the hedge, and he be­held emerg­ing from the shrub­bery a sort of tall, slen­der girl, who drew her­self up in front of him and stared bold­ly at him. She had less the air of a hu­man be­ing than of a form which had just blos­somed forth from the twi­light.

			Be­fore Fa­ther Mabeuf, who was eas­i­ly ter­ri­fied, and who was, as we have said, quick to take alarm, was able to re­ply by a sin­gle syl­la­ble, this be­ing, whose move­ments had a sort of odd abrupt­ness in the dark­ness, had un­hooked the chain, plunged in and with­drawn the buck­et, and filled the wa­ter­ing-pot, and the good­man be­held this ap­pari­tion, which had bare feet and a tat­tered pet­ti­coat, run­ning about among the flowerbeds dis­tribut­ing life around her. The sound of the wa­ter­ing-pot on the leaves filled Fa­ther Mabeuf’s soul with ec­sta­sy. It seemed to him that the rhodo­den­dron was hap­py now.

			The first buck­et­ful emp­tied, the girl drew a sec­ond, then a third. She wa­tered the whole gar­den.

			There was some­thing about her, as she thus ran about among paths, where her out­line ap­peared per­fect­ly black, wav­ing her an­gu­lar arms, and with her fichu all in rags, that re­sem­bled a bat.

			When she had fin­ished, Fa­ther Mabeuf ap­proached her with tears in his eyes, and laid his hand on her brow.

			“God will bless you,” said he, “you are an an­gel since you take care of the flow­ers.”

			“No,” she replied. “I am the dev­il, but that’s all the same to me.”

			The old man ex­claimed, with­out ei­ther wait­ing for or hear­ing her re­sponse:—

			“What a pity that I am so un­hap­py and so poor, and that I can do noth­ing for you!”

			“You can do some­thing,” said she.

			“What?”

			“Tell me where M. Mar­ius lives.”

			The old man did not un­der­stand. “What Mon­sieur Mar­ius?”

			He raised his glassy eyes and seemed to be seek­ing some­thing that had van­ished.

			“A young man who used to come here.”

			In the mean­time, M. Mabeuf had searched his mem­o­ry.

			“Ah! yes—” he ex­claimed. “I know what you mean. Wait! Mon­sieur Mar­ius—the Baron Mar­ius Pont­mer­cy, par­bleu! He lives—or rather, he no longer lives—ah well, I don’t know.”

			As he spoke, he had bent over to train a branch of rhodo­den­dron, and he con­tin­ued:—

			“Hold, I know now. He very of­ten pass­es along the boule­vard, and goes in the di­rec­tion of the Glacière, Rue Croule­barbe. The mead­ow of the Lark. Go there. It is not hard to meet him.”

			When M. Mabeuf straight­ened him­self up, there was no longer any­one there; the girl had dis­ap­peared.

			He was de­cid­ed­ly ter­ri­fied.

			“Re­al­ly,” he thought, “if my gar­den had not been wa­tered, I should think that she was a spir­it.”

			An hour lat­er, when he was in bed, it came back to him, and as he fell asleep, at that con­fused mo­ment when thought, like that fab­u­lous bird which changes it­self in­to a fish in or­der to cross the sea, lit­tle by lit­tle as­sumes the form of a dream in or­der to tra­verse slum­ber, he said to him­self in a be­wil­dered way:—

			“In sooth, that great­ly re­sem­bles what Rubaudière nar­rates of the gob­lins. Could it have been a gob­lin?”

		
	
		
			
				IV

				An Ap­pari­tion to Mar­ius

			
			Some days af­ter this vis­it of a “spir­it” to Farmer Mabeuf, one morn­ing—it was on a Mon­day, the day when Mar­ius bor­rowed the hun­dred-sou piece from Cour­feyrac for Thé­nardier—Mar­ius had put this coin in his pock­et, and be­fore car­ry­ing it to the clerk’s of­fice, he had gone “to take a lit­tle stroll,” in the hope that this would make him work on his re­turn. It was al­ways thus, how­ev­er. As soon as he rose, he seat­ed him­self be­fore a book and a sheet of pa­per in or­der to scrib­ble some trans­la­tion; his task at that epoch con­sist­ed in turn­ing in­to French a cel­e­brat­ed quar­rel be­tween Ger­mans, the Gans and Sav­i­gny con­tro­ver­sy; he took Sav­i­gny, he took Gans, read four lines, tried to write one, could not, saw a star be­tween him and his pa­per, and rose from his chair, say­ing: “I shall go out. That will put me in spir­its.”

			And off he went to the Lark’s mead­ow.

			There he be­held more than ev­er the star, and less than ev­er Sav­i­gny and Gans.

			He re­turned home, tried to take up his work again, and did not suc­ceed; there was no means of re-knot­ting a sin­gle one of the threads which were bro­ken in his brain; then he said to him­self: “I will not go out to­mor­row. It pre­vents my work­ing.” And he went out ev­ery day.

			He lived in the Lark’s mead­ow more than in Cour­feyrac’s lodg­ings. That was his re­al ad­dress: Boule­vard de la San­té, at the sev­enth tree from the Rue Croule­barbe.

			That morn­ing he had quit­ted the sev­enth tree and had seat­ed him­self on the para­pet of the Riv­er des Go­b­elins. A cheer­ful sun­light pen­e­trat­ed the fresh­ly un­fold­ed and lu­mi­nous leaves.

			He was dream­ing of “Her.” And his med­i­ta­tion turn­ing to a re­proach, fell back up­on him­self; he re­flect­ed dole­ful­ly on his idle­ness, his paral­y­sis of soul, which was gain­ing on him, and of that night which was grow­ing more dense ev­ery mo­ment be­fore him, to such a point that he no longer even saw the sun.

			Nev­er­the­less, athwart this painful ex­tri­ca­tion of in­dis­tinct ideas which was not even a mono­logue, so fee­ble had ac­tion be­come in him, and he had no longer the force to care to de­spair, athwart this melan­choly ab­sorp­tion, sen­sa­tions from with­out did reach him. He heard be­hind him, be­neath him, on both banks of the riv­er, the laun­dress­es of the Go­b­elins beat­ing their linen, and above his head, the birds chat­ter­ing and singing in the elm-trees. On the one hand, the sound of lib­er­ty, the care­less hap­pi­ness of the leisure which has wings; on the oth­er, the sound of toil. What caused him to med­i­tate deeply, and al­most re­flect, were two cheer­ful sounds.

			All at once, in the midst of his de­ject­ed ec­sta­sy, he heard a fa­mil­iar voice say­ing:—

			“Come! Here he is!”

			He raised his eyes, and rec­og­nized that wretch­ed child who had come to him one morn­ing, the el­der of the Thé­nardier daugh­ters, Épo­nine; he knew her name now. Strange to say, she had grown poor­er and pret­ti­er, two steps which it had not seemed with­in her pow­er to take. She had ac­com­plished a dou­ble progress, to­wards the light and to­wards dis­tress. She was bare­foot­ed and in rags, as on the day when she had so res­o­lute­ly en­tered his cham­ber, on­ly her rags were two months old­er now, the holes were larg­er, the tat­ters more sor­did. It was the same harsh voice, the same brow dimmed and wrin­kled with tan, the same free, wild, and vac­il­lat­ing glance. She had be­sides, more than for­mer­ly, in her face that in­de­scrib­ably ter­ri­fied and lam­en­ta­ble some­thing which so­journ in a prison adds to wretched­ness.

			She had bits of straw and hay in her hair, not like Ophe­lia through hav­ing gone mad from the con­ta­gion of Ham­let’s mad­ness, but be­cause she had slept in the loft of some sta­ble.

			And in spite of it all, she was beau­ti­ful. What a star art thou, O youth!

			In the mean­time, she had halt­ed in front of Mar­ius with a trace of joy in her livid coun­te­nance, and some­thing which re­sem­bled a smile.

			She stood for sev­er­al mo­ments as though in­ca­pable of speech.

			“So I have met you at last!” she said at length. “Fa­ther Mabeuf was right, it was on this boule­vard! How I have hunt­ed for you! If you on­ly knew! Do you know? I have been in the jug. A fort­night! They let me out! see­ing that there was noth­ing against me, and that, more­over, I had not reached years of dis­cre­tion. I lack two months of it. Oh! how I have hunt­ed for you! These six weeks! So you don’t live down there any more?”

			“No,” said Mar­ius.

			“Ah! I un­der­stand. Be­cause of that af­fair. Those take-downs are dis­agree­able. You cleared out. Come now! Why do you wear old hats like this! A young man like you ought to have fine clothes. Do you know, Mon­sieur Mar­ius, Fa­ther Mabeuf calls you Baron Mar­ius, I don’t know what. It isn’t true that you are a baron? Barons are old fel­lows, they go to the Lux­em­bourg, in front of the château, where there is the most sun, and they read the Quo­ti­di­enne for a sou. I once car­ried a let­ter to a baron of that sort. He was over a hun­dred years old. Say, where do you live now?”

			Mar­ius made no re­ply.

			“Ah!” she went on, “you have a hole in your shirt. I must sew it up for you.”

			She re­sumed with an ex­pres­sion which grad­u­al­ly cloud­ed over:—

			“You don’t seem glad to see me.”

			Mar­ius held his peace; she re­mained silent for a mo­ment, then ex­claimed:—

			“But if I choose, nev­er­the­less, I could force you to look glad!”

			“What?” de­mand­ed Mar­ius. “What do you mean?”

			“Ah! you used to call me ‘thou,’ ” she re­tort­ed.

			“Well, then, what dost thou mean?”

			She bit her lips; she seemed to hes­i­tate, as though a prey to some sort of in­ward con­flict. At last she ap­peared to come to a de­ci­sion.

			“So much the worse, I don’t care. You have a melan­choly air, I want you to be pleased. On­ly prom­ise me that you will smile. I want to see you smile and hear you say: ‘Ah, well, that’s good.’ Poor Mr. Mar­ius! you know? You promised me that you would give me any­thing I like—”

			“Yes! On­ly speak!”

			She looked Mar­ius full in the eye, and said:—

			“I have the ad­dress.”

			Mar­ius turned pale. All the blood flowed back to his heart.

			“What ad­dress?”

			“The ad­dress that you asked me to get!”

			She added, as though with an ef­fort:—

			“The ad­dress—you know very well!”

			“Yes!” stam­mered Mar­ius.

			“Of that young la­dy.”

			This word ut­tered, she sighed deeply.

			Mar­ius sprang from the para­pet on which he had been sit­ting and seized her hand dis­tract­ed­ly.

			“Oh! Well! lead me thith­er! Tell me! Ask of me any­thing you wish! Where is it?”

			“Come with me,” she re­spond­ed. “I don’t know the street or num­ber very well; it is in quite the oth­er di­rec­tion from here, but I know the house well, I will take you to it.”

			She with­drew her hand and went on, in a tone which could have rent the heart of an ob­serv­er, but which did not even graze Mar­ius in his in­tox­i­cat­ed and ec­stat­ic state:—

			“Oh! how glad you are!”

			A cloud swept across Mar­ius’ brow. He seized Épo­nine by the arm:—

			“Swear one thing to me!”

			“Swear!” said she, “what does that mean? Come! You want me to swear?”

			And she laughed.

			“Your fa­ther! prom­ise me, Épo­nine! Swear to me that you will not give this ad­dress to your fa­ther!”

			She turned to him with a stu­pe­fied air.

			“Épo­nine! How do you know that my name is Épo­nine?”

			“Prom­ise what I tell you!”

			But she did not seem to hear him.

			“That’s nice! You have called me Épo­nine!”

			Mar­ius grasped both her arms at once.

			“But an­swer me, in the name of Heav­en! pay at­ten­tion to what I am say­ing to you, swear to me that you will not tell your fa­ther this ad­dress that you know!”

			“My fa­ther!” said she. “Ah yes, my fa­ther! Be at ease. He’s in close con­fine­ment. Be­sides, what do I care for my fa­ther!”

			“But you do not prom­ise me!” ex­claimed Mar­ius.

			“Let go of me!” she said, burst­ing in­to a laugh, “how you do shake me! Yes! Yes! I prom­ise that! I swear that to you! What is that to me? I will not tell my fa­ther the ad­dress. There! Is that right? Is that it?”

			“Nor to any­one?” said Mar­ius.

			“Nor to any­one.”

			“Now,” re­sumed Mar­ius, “take me there.”

			“Im­me­di­ate­ly?”

			“Im­me­di­ate­ly.”

			“Come along. Ah! how pleased he is!” said she.

			Af­ter a few steps she halt­ed.

			“You are fol­low­ing me too close­ly, Mon­sieur Mar­ius. Let me go on ahead, and fol­low me so, with­out seem­ing to do it. A nice young man like you must not be seen with a wom­an like me.”

			No tongue can ex­press all that lay in that word, wom­an, thus pro­nounced by that child.

			She pro­ceed­ed a dozen paces and then halt­ed once more; Mar­ius joined her. She ad­dressed him side­ways, and with­out turn­ing to­wards him:—

			“By the way, you know that you promised me some­thing?”

			Mar­ius fum­bled in his pock­et. All that he owned in the world was the five francs in­tend­ed for Thé­nardier the fa­ther. He took them and laid them in Épo­nine’s hand.

			She opened her fin­gers and let the coin fall to the ground, and gazed at him with a gloomy air.

			“I don’t want your mon­ey,” said she.
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				The House in the Rue Plumet

			
		
	
		
			
				I

				The House with a Se­cret

			
			About the mid­dle of the last cen­tu­ry, a chief jus­tice in the Par­lia­ment of Paris hav­ing a mis­tress and con­ceal­ing the fact, for at that pe­ri­od the grand seignors dis­played their mis­tress­es, and the bour­geois con­cealed them, had “a lit­tle house” built in the Faubourg Saint-Ger­main, in the de­sert­ed Rue Blomet, which is now called Rue Plumet, not far from the spot which was then des­ig­nat­ed as Com­bat des An­i­maux.

			This house was com­posed of a sin­gle-sto­ried pavil­ion; two rooms on the ground floor, two cham­bers on the first floor, a kitchen down­stairs, a boudoir up­stairs, an at­tic un­der the roof, the whole pre­ced­ed by a gar­den with a large gate open­ing on the street. This gar­den was about an acre and a half in ex­tent. This was all that could be seen by passers­by; but be­hind the pavil­ion there was a nar­row court­yard, and at the end of the court­yard a low build­ing con­sist­ing of two rooms and a cel­lar, a sort of prepa­ra­tion des­tined to con­ceal a child and nurse in case of need. This build­ing com­mu­ni­cat­ed in the rear by a masked door which opened by a se­cret spring, with a long, nar­row, paved wind­ing cor­ri­dor, open to the sky, hemmed in with two lofty walls, which, hid­den with won­der­ful art, and lost as it were be­tween gar­den en­clo­sures and cul­ti­vat­ed land, all of whose an­gles and de­tours it fol­lowed, end­ed in an­oth­er door, al­so with a se­cret lock which opened a quar­ter of a league away, al­most in an­oth­er quar­ter, at the soli­tary ex­trem­i­ty of the Rue du Baby­lone.

			Through this the chief jus­tice en­tered, so that even those who were spy­ing on him and fol­low­ing him would mere­ly have ob­served that the jus­tice be­took him­self ev­ery day in a mys­te­ri­ous way some­where, and would nev­er have sus­pect­ed that to go to the Rue de Baby­lone was to go to the Rue Blomet. Thanks to clever pur­chasers of land, the mag­is­trate had been able to make a se­cret, sew­er-like pas­sage on his own prop­er­ty, and con­se­quent­ly, with­out in­ter­fer­ence. Lat­er on, he had sold in lit­tle parcels, for gar­dens and mar­ket gar­dens, the lots of ground ad­join­ing the cor­ri­dor, and the pro­pri­etors of these lots on both sides thought they had a par­ty wall be­fore their eyes, and did not even sus­pect the long, paved rib­bon wind­ing be­tween two walls amid their flowerbeds and their or­chards. On­ly the birds be­held this cu­rios­i­ty. It is prob­a­ble that the lin­nets and tomtits of the last cen­tu­ry gos­siped a great deal about the chief jus­tice.

			The pavil­ion, built of stone in the taste of Mansard, wain­scot­ed and fur­nished in the Wat­teau style, ro­caille on the in­side, old-fash­ioned on the out­side, walled in with a triple hedge of flow­ers, had some­thing dis­creet, co­quet­tish, and solemn about it, as be­fits a caprice of love and mag­is­tra­cy.

			This house and cor­ri­dor, which have now dis­ap­peared, were in ex­is­tence fif­teen years ago. In ’93 a cop­per­smith had pur­chased the house with the idea of de­mol­ish­ing it, but had not been able to pay the price; the na­tion made him bank­rupt. So that it was the house which de­mol­ished the cop­per­smith. Af­ter that, the house re­mained un­in­hab­it­ed, and fell slow­ly to ru­in, as does ev­ery dwelling to which the pres­ence of man does not com­mu­ni­cate life. It had re­mained fit­ted with its old fur­ni­ture, was al­ways for sale or to let, and the ten or a dozen peo­ple who passed through the Rue Plumet were warned of the fact by a yel­low and il­leg­i­ble bit of writ­ing which had hung on the gar­den wall since 1819.

			To­wards the end of the Restora­tion, these same passers­by might have no­ticed that the bill had dis­ap­peared, and even that the shut­ters on the first floor were open. The house was oc­cu­pied, in fact. The win­dows had short cur­tains, a sign that there was a wom­an about.

			In the month of Oc­to­ber, 1829, a man of a cer­tain age had pre­sent­ed him­self and had hired the house just as it stood, in­clud­ing, of course, the back build­ing and the lane which end­ed in the Rue de Baby­lone. He had had the se­cret open­ings of the two doors to this pas­sage re­paired. The house, as we have just men­tioned, was still very near­ly fur­nished with the jus­tice’s old fit­ting; the new ten­ant had or­dered some re­pairs, had added what was lack­ing here and there, had re­placed the paving-stones in the yard, bricks in the floors, steps in the stairs, miss­ing bits in the in­laid floors and the glass in the lat­tice win­dows, and had fi­nal­ly in­stalled him­self there with a young girl and an el­der­ly maid­ser­vant, with­out com­mo­tion, rather like a per­son who is slip­ping in than like a man who is en­ter­ing his own house. The neigh­bors did not gos­sip about him, for the rea­son that there were no neigh­bors.

			This un­ob­tru­sive ten­ant was Jean Val­jean, the young girl was Cosette. The ser­vant was a wom­an named Tou­s­saint, whom Jean Val­jean had saved from the hos­pi­tal and from wretched­ness, and who was el­der­ly, a stam­mer­er, and from the prov­inces, three qual­i­ties which had de­cid­ed Jean Val­jean to take her with him. He had hired the house un­der the name of M. Fauchelevent, in­de­pen­dent gen­tle­man. In all that has been re­lat­ed hereto­fore, the read­er has, doubt­less, been no less prompt than Thé­nardier to rec­og­nize Jean Val­jean.

			Why had Jean Val­jean quit­ted the con­vent of the Pe­tit-Pic­pus? What had hap­pened?

			Noth­ing had hap­pened.

			It will be re­mem­bered that Jean Val­jean was hap­py in the con­vent, so hap­py that his con­science fi­nal­ly took the alarm. He saw Cosette ev­ery day, he felt pa­ter­ni­ty spring up and de­vel­op with­in him more and more, he brood­ed over the soul of that child, he said to him­self that she was his, that noth­ing could take her from him, that this would last in­def­i­nite­ly, that she would cer­tain­ly be­come a nun, be­ing there­to gen­tly in­cit­ed ev­ery day, that thus the con­vent was hence­forth the uni­verse for her as it was for him, that he should grow old there, and that she would grow up there, that she would grow old there, and that he should die there; that, in short, de­light­ful hope, no sep­a­ra­tion was pos­si­ble. On re­flect­ing up­on this, he fell in­to per­plex­i­ty. He in­ter­ro­gat­ed him­self. He asked him­self if all that hap­pi­ness were re­al­ly his, if it were not com­posed of the hap­pi­ness of an­oth­er, of the hap­pi­ness of that child which he, an old man, was con­fis­cat­ing and steal­ing; if that were not theft? He said to him­self, that this child had a right to know life be­fore re­nounc­ing it, that to de­prive her in ad­vance, and in some sort with­out con­sult­ing her, of all joys, un­der the pre­text of sav­ing her from all tri­als, to take ad­van­tage of her ig­no­rance of her iso­la­tion, in or­der to make an ar­ti­fi­cial vo­ca­tion ger­mi­nate in her, was to rob a hu­man crea­ture of its na­ture and to lie to God. And who knows if, when she came to be aware of all this some day, and found her­self a nun to her sor­row, Cosette would not come to hate him? A last, al­most self­ish thought, and less hero­ic than the rest, but which was in­tol­er­a­ble to him. He re­solved to quit the con­vent.

			He re­solved on this; he rec­og­nized with an­guish, the fact that it was nec­es­sary. As for ob­jec­tions, there were none. Five years’ so­journ be­tween these four walls and of dis­ap­pear­ance had nec­es­sar­i­ly de­stroyed or dis­persed the el­e­ments of fear. He could re­turn tran­quil­ly among men. He had grown old, and all had un­der­gone a change. Who would rec­og­nize him now? And then, to face the worst, there was dan­ger on­ly for him­self, and he had no right to con­demn Cosette to the clois­ter for the rea­son that he had been con­demned to the gal­leys. Be­sides, what is dan­ger in com­par­i­son with the right? Fi­nal­ly, noth­ing pre­vent­ed his be­ing pru­dent and tak­ing his pre­cau­tions.

			As for Cosette’s ed­u­ca­tion, it was al­most fin­ished and com­plete.

			His de­ter­mi­na­tion once tak­en, he await­ed an op­por­tu­ni­ty. It was not long in pre­sent­ing it­self. Old Fauchelevent died.

			Jean Val­jean de­mand­ed an au­di­ence with the revered pri­oress and told her that, hav­ing come in­to a lit­tle in­her­i­tance at the death of his broth­er, which per­mit­ted him hence­forth to live with­out work­ing, he should leave the ser­vice of the con­vent and take his daugh­ter with him; but that, as it was not just that Cosette, since she had not tak­en the vows, should have re­ceived her ed­u­ca­tion gra­tu­itous­ly, he humbly begged the Rev­erend Pri­oress to see fit that he should of­fer to the com­mu­ni­ty, as in­dem­ni­ty, for the five years which Cosette had spent there, the sum of five thou­sand francs.

			It was thus that Jean Val­jean quit­ted the con­vent of the Per­pet­u­al Ado­ra­tion.

			On leav­ing the con­vent, he took in his own arms the lit­tle valise the key to which he still wore on his per­son, and would per­mit no porter to touch it. This puz­zled Cosette, be­cause of the odor of em­balm­ing which pro­ceed­ed from it.

			Let us state at once, that this trunk nev­er quit­ted him more. He al­ways had it in his cham­ber. It was the first and on­ly thing some­times, that he car­ried off in his mov­ing when he moved about. Cosette laughed at it, and called this valise his “in­sep­a­ra­ble,” say­ing: “I am jeal­ous of it.”

			Nev­er­the­less, Jean Val­jean did not reap­pear in the open air with­out pro­found anx­i­ety.

			He dis­cov­ered the house in the Rue Plumet, and hid him­self from sight there. Hence­forth he was in the pos­ses­sion of the name:—Ul­time Fauchelevent.

			At the same time he hired two oth­er apart­ments in Paris, in or­der that he might at­tract less at­ten­tion than if he were to re­main al­ways in the same quar­ter, and so that he could, at need, take him­self off at the slight­est dis­qui­etude which should as­sail him, and in short, so that he might not again be caught un­pro­vid­ed as on the night when he had so mirac­u­lous­ly es­caped from Javert. These two apart­ments were very pitiable, poor in ap­pear­ance, and in two quar­ters which were far re­mote from each oth­er, the one in the Rue de l’Ouest, the oth­er in the Rue de l’Homme Ar­mé.

			He went from time to time, now to the Rue de l’Homme Ar­mé, now to the Rue de l’Ouest, to pass a month or six weeks, with­out tak­ing Tou­s­saint. He had him­self served by the porters, and gave him­self out as a gen­tle­man from the sub­urbs, liv­ing on his funds, and hav­ing a lit­tle tem­po­rary rest­ing-place in town. This lofty virtue had three domi­ciles in Paris for the sake of es­cap­ing from the po­lice.

		
	
		
			
				II

				Jean Val­jean as a Na­tion­al Guard

			
			How­ev­er, prop­er­ly speak­ing, he lived in the Rue Plumet, and he had ar­ranged his ex­is­tence there in the fol­low­ing fash­ion:—

			Cosette and the ser­vant oc­cu­pied the pavil­ion; she had the big sleep­ing-room with the paint­ed pier-glass­es, the boudoir with the gild­ed fil­lets, the jus­tice’s draw­ing-room fur­nished with ta­pes­tries and vast arm­chairs; she had the gar­den. Jean Val­jean had a canopied bed of an­tique damask in three col­ors and a beau­ti­ful Per­sian rug pur­chased in the Rue du Figu­ier-Saint-Paul at Moth­er Gauch­er’s, put in­to Cosette’s cham­ber, and, in or­der to re­deem the sever­i­ty of these mag­nif­i­cent old things, he had amal­ga­mat­ed with this bric-a-brac all the gay and grace­ful lit­tle pieces of fur­ni­ture suit­able to young girls, an étagère, a book­case filled with gilt-edged books, an ink­stand, a blot­ting-book, pa­per, a work­table in­crust­ed with moth­er of pearl, a sil­ver-gilt dress­ing-case, a toi­let ser­vice in Ja­pa­nese porce­lain. Long damask cur­tains with a red foun­da­tion and three col­ors, like those on the bed, hung at the win­dows of the first floor. On the ground floor, the cur­tains were of ta­pes­try. All win­ter long, Cosette’s lit­tle house was heat­ed from top to bot­tom. Jean Val­jean in­hab­it­ed the sort of porter’s lodge which was sit­u­at­ed at the end of the back court­yard, with a mat­tress on a fold­ing-bed, a white wood ta­ble, two straw chairs, an earth­en­ware wa­ter-jug, a few old vol­umes on a shelf, his beloved valise in one cor­ner, and nev­er any fire. He dined with Cosette, and he had a loaf of black bread on the ta­ble for his own use.

			When Tou­s­saint came, he had said to her: “It is the young la­dy who is the mis­tress of this house.”—“And you, mon­sieur?” Tou­s­saint replied in amaze­ment.—“I am a much bet­ter thing than the mas­ter, I am the fa­ther.”

			Cosette had been taught house­keep­ing in the con­vent, and she reg­u­lat­ed their ex­pen­di­ture, which was very mod­est. Ev­ery day, Jean Val­jean put his arm through Cosette’s and took her for a walk. He led her to the Lux­em­bourg, to the least fre­quent­ed walk, and ev­ery Sun­day he took her to mass at Saint-Jacques-du-Haut-Pas, be­cause that was a long way off. As it was a very poor quar­ter, he be­stowed alms large­ly there, and the poor peo­ple sur­round­ed him in church, which had drawn down up­on him Thé­nardier’s epis­tle: “To the benev­o­lent gen­tle­man of the church of Saint-Jacques-du-Haut-Pas.” He was fond of tak­ing Cosette to vis­it the poor and the sick. No stranger ev­er en­tered the house in the Rue Plumet. Tou­s­saint brought their pro­vi­sions, and Jean Val­jean went him­self for wa­ter to a foun­tain near­by on the boule­vard. Their wood and wine were put in­to a half-sub­ter­ranean hol­low lined with rock-work which lay near the Rue de Baby­lone and which had for­mer­ly served the chief-jus­tice as a grot­to; for at the epoch of fol­lies and “Lit­tle Hous­es” no love was with­out a grot­to.

			In the door open­ing on the Rue de Baby­lone, there was a box des­tined for the re­cep­tion of let­ters and pa­pers; on­ly, as the three in­hab­i­tants of the pavil­ion in the Rue Plumet re­ceived nei­ther pa­pers nor let­ters, the en­tire use­ful­ness of that box, for­mer­ly the go-be­tween of a love af­fair, and the con­fi­dant of a lovelorn lawyer, was now lim­it­ed to the tax-col­lec­tor’s no­tices, and the sum­mons of the guard. For M. Fauchelevent, in­de­pen­dent gen­tle­man, be­longed to the na­tion­al guard; he had not been able to es­cape through the fine mesh­es of the cen­sus of 1831. The mu­nic­i­pal in­for­ma­tion col­lect­ed at that time had even reached the con­vent of the Pe­tit-Pic­pus, a sort of im­pen­e­tra­ble and holy cloud, whence Jean Val­jean had emerged in ven­er­a­ble guise, and, con­se­quent­ly, wor­thy of mount­ing guard in the eyes of the town-hall.

			Three or four times a year, Jean Val­jean donned his uni­form and mount­ed guard; he did this will­ing­ly, how­ev­er; it was a cor­rect dis­guise which mixed him with ev­ery­one, and yet left him soli­tary. Jean Val­jean had just at­tained his six­ti­eth birth­day, the age of le­gal ex­emp­tion; but he did not ap­pear to be over fifty; more­over, he had no de­sire to es­cape his sergeant-ma­jor nor to quib­ble with Comte de Lobau; he pos­sessed no civ­il sta­tus, he was con­ceal­ing his name, he was con­ceal­ing his iden­ti­ty, so he con­cealed his age, he con­cealed ev­ery­thing; and, as we have just said, he will­ing­ly did his du­ty as a na­tion­al guard; the sum of his am­bi­tion lay in re­sem­bling any oth­er man who paid his tax­es. This man had for his ide­al, with­in, the an­gel, with­out, the bour­geois.

			Let us note one de­tail, how­ev­er; when Jean Val­jean went out with Cosette, he dressed as the read­er has al­ready seen, and had the air of a re­tired of­fi­cer. When he went out alone, which was gen­er­al­ly at night, he was al­ways dressed in a work­ing­man’s trousers and blouse, and wore a cap which con­cealed his face. Was this pre­cau­tion or hu­mil­i­ty? Both. Cosette was ac­cus­tomed to the enig­mat­i­cal side of her des­tiny, and hard­ly no­ticed her fa­ther’s pe­cu­liar­i­ties. As for Tou­s­saint, she ven­er­at­ed Jean Val­jean, and thought ev­ery­thing he did right.

			One day, her butch­er, who had caught a glimpse of Jean Val­jean, said to her: “That’s a queer fish.” She replied: “He’s a saint.”

			Nei­ther Jean Val­jean nor Cosette nor Tou­s­saint ev­er en­tered or emerged ex­cept by the door on the Rue de Baby­lone. Un­less seen through the gar­den gate it would have been dif­fi­cult to guess that they lived in the Rue Plumet. That gate was al­ways closed. Jean Val­jean had left the gar­den un­cul­ti­vat­ed, in or­der not to at­tract at­ten­tion.

			In this, pos­si­bly, he made a mis­take.

		
	
		
			
				III

				Foli­is Ac Frondibus

			
			The gar­den thus left to it­self for more than half a cen­tu­ry had be­come ex­tra­or­di­nary and charm­ing. The passers­by of forty years ago halt­ed to gaze at it, with­out a sus­pi­cion of the se­crets which it hid in its fresh and ver­dant depths. More than one dream­er of that epoch of­ten al­lowed his thoughts and his eyes to pen­e­trate in­dis­creet­ly be­tween the bars of that an­cient, pad­locked gate, twist­ed, tot­ter­ing, fas­tened to two green and moss-cov­ered pil­lars, and odd­ly crowned with a ped­i­ment of un­de­ci­pher­able arabesque.

			There was a stone bench in one cor­ner, one or two mouldy stat­ues, sev­er­al lat­tices which had lost their nails with time, were rot­ting on the wall, and there were no walks nor turf; but there was enough grass ev­ery­where. Gar­den­ing had tak­en its de­par­ture, and na­ture had re­turned. Weeds abound­ed, which was a great piece of luck for a poor cor­ner of land. The fes­ti­val of gilliflow­ers was some­thing splen­did. Noth­ing in this gar­den ob­struct­ed the sa­cred ef­fort of things to­wards life; ven­er­a­ble growth reigned there among them. The trees had bent over to­wards the net­tles, the plant had sprung up­ward, the branch had in­clined, that which crawls on the earth had gone in search of that which ex­pands in the air, that which floats on the wind had bent over to­wards that which trails in the moss; trunks, boughs, leaves, fi­bres, clus­ters, ten­drils, shoots, spines, thorns, had min­gled, crossed, mar­ried, con­found­ed them­selves in each oth­er; veg­e­ta­tion in a deep and close em­brace, had cel­e­brat­ed and ac­com­plished there, un­der the well-pleased eye of the Cre­ator, in that en­clo­sure three hun­dred feet square, the holy mys­tery of fra­ter­ni­ty, sym­bol of the hu­man fra­ter­ni­ty. This gar­den was no longer a gar­den, it was a colos­sal thick­et, that is to say, some­thing as im­pen­e­tra­ble as a for­est, as peo­pled as a city, quiv­er­ing like a nest, som­bre like a cathe­dral, fra­grant like a bou­quet, soli­tary as a tomb, liv­ing as a throng.

			In Floréal52 this enor­mous thick­et, free be­hind its gate and with­in its four walls, en­tered up­on the se­cret la­bor of ger­mi­na­tion, quiv­ered in the ris­ing sun, al­most like an an­i­mal which drinks in the breaths of cos­mic love, and which feels the sap of April ris­ing and boil­ing in its veins, and shakes to the wind its enor­mous won­der­ful green locks, sprin­kled on the damp earth, on the de­faced stat­ues, on the crum­bling steps of the pavil­ion, and even on the pave­ment of the de­sert­ed street, flow­ers like stars, dew like pearls, fe­cun­di­ty, beau­ty, life, joy, per­fumes. At mid­day, a thou­sand white but­ter­flies took refuge there, and it was a di­vine spec­ta­cle to see that liv­ing sum­mer snow whirling about there in flakes amid the shade. There, in those gay shad­ows of ver­dure, a throng of in­no­cent voic­es spoke sweet­ly to the soul, and what the twit­ter­ing for­got to say the hum­ming com­plet­ed. In the evening, a dreamy va­por ex­haled from the gar­den and en­veloped it; a shroud of mist, a calm and ce­les­tial sad­ness cov­ered it; the in­tox­i­cat­ing per­fume of the hon­ey­suck­les and con­volvu­lus poured out from ev­ery part of it, like an ex­quis­ite and sub­tle poi­son; the last ap­peals of the wood­peck­ers and the wag­tails were au­di­ble as they dozed among the branch­es; one felt the sa­cred in­ti­ma­cy of the birds and the trees; by day the wings re­joice the leaves, by night the leaves pro­tect the wings.

			In win­ter the thick­et was black, drip­ping, bristling, shiv­er­ing, and al­lowed some glimpse of the house. In­stead of flow­ers on the branch­es and dew in the flow­ers, the long sil­very tracks of the snails were vis­i­ble on the cold, thick car­pet of yel­low leaves; but in any fash­ion, un­der any as­pect, at all sea­sons, spring, win­ter, sum­mer, au­tumn, this tiny en­clo­sure breathed forth melan­choly, con­tem­pla­tion, soli­tude, lib­er­ty, the ab­sence of man, the pres­ence of God; and the rusty old gate had the air of say­ing: “This gar­den be­longs to me.”

			It was of no avail that the pave­ments of Paris were there on ev­ery side, the clas­sic and splen­did ho­tels of the Rue de Varennes a cou­ple of paces away, the dome of the In­valides close at hand, the Cham­ber of Deputies not far off; the car­riages of the Rue de Bour­gogne and of the Rue Saint-Do­minique rum­bled lux­u­ri­ous­ly, in vain, in the vicin­i­ty, in vain did the yel­low, brown, white, and red om­nibus­es cross each oth­er’s course at the neigh­bor­ing cross­roads; the Rue Plumet was the desert; and the death of the for­mer pro­pri­etors, the rev­o­lu­tion which had passed over it, the crum­bling away of an­cient for­tunes, ab­sence, for­get­ful­ness, forty years of aban­don­ment and wid­ow­hood, had suf­ficed to re­store to this priv­i­leged spot ferns, mulleins, hem­lock, yarrow, tall weeds, great crimped plants, with large leaves of pale green cloth, lizards, bee­tles, un­easy and rapid in­sects; to cause to spring forth from the depths of the earth and to reap­pear be­tween those four walls a cer­tain in­de­scrib­able and sav­age grandeur; and for na­ture, which dis­con­certs the pet­ty ar­range­ments of man, and which sheds her­self al­ways thor­ough­ly where she dif­fus­es her­self at all, in the ant as well as in the ea­gle, to blos­som out in a pet­ty lit­tle Parisian gar­den with as much rude force and majesty as in a vir­gin for­est of the New World.

			Noth­ing is small, in fact; any­one who is sub­ject to the pro­found and pen­e­trat­ing in­flu­ence of na­ture knows this. Al­though no ab­so­lute sat­is­fac­tion is giv­en to phi­los­o­phy, ei­ther to cir­cum­scribe the cause or to lim­it the ef­fect, the con­tem­pla­tor falls in­to those un­fath­omable ec­stasies caused by these de­com­po­si­tions of force ter­mi­nat­ing in uni­ty. Ev­ery­thing toils at ev­ery­thing.

			Al­ge­bra is ap­plied to the clouds; the ra­di­a­tion of the star prof­its the rose; no thinker would ven­ture to af­firm that the per­fume of the hawthorn is use­less to the con­stel­la­tions. Who, then, can cal­cu­late the course of a mol­e­cule? How do we know that the cre­ation of worlds is not de­ter­mined by the fall of grains of sand? Who knows the re­cip­ro­cal ebb and flow of the in­fin­ite­ly great and the in­fin­ite­ly lit­tle, the re­ver­ber­a­tions of caus­es in the precipices of be­ing, and the avalanch­es of cre­ation? The tini­est worm is of im­por­tance; the great is lit­tle, the lit­tle is great; ev­ery­thing is bal­anced in ne­ces­si­ty; alarm­ing vi­sion for the mind. There are mar­vel­lous re­la­tions be­tween be­ings and things; in that in­ex­haustible whole, from the sun to the grub, noth­ing de­spis­es the oth­er; all have need of each oth­er. The light does not bear away ter­res­tri­al per­fumes in­to the azure depths, with­out know­ing what it is do­ing; the night dis­trib­utes stel­lar essences to the sleep­ing flow­ers. All birds that fly have round their leg the thread of the in­fi­nite. Ger­mi­na­tion is com­pli­cat­ed with the burst­ing forth of a me­te­or and with the peck of a swal­low crack­ing its egg, and it places on one lev­el the birth of an earth­worm and the ad­vent of Socrates. Where the tele­scope ends, the mi­cro­scope be­gins. Which of the two pos­sess­es the larg­er field of vi­sion? Choose. A bit of mould is a pleiad of flow­ers; a neb­u­la is an anthill of stars. The same promis­cu­ous­ness, and yet more un­prece­dent­ed, ex­ists be­tween the things of the in­tel­li­gence and the facts of sub­stance. El­e­ments and prin­ci­ples min­gle, com­bine, wed, mul­ti­ply with each oth­er, to such a point that the ma­te­ri­al and the moral world are brought even­tu­al­ly to the same clear­ness. The phe­nom­e­non is per­pet­u­al­ly re­turn­ing up­on it­self. In the vast cos­mic ex­changes the uni­ver­sal life goes and comes in un­known quan­ti­ties, rolling en­tire­ly in the in­vis­i­ble mys­tery of ef­flu­via, em­ploy­ing ev­ery­thing, not los­ing a sin­gle dream, not a sin­gle slum­ber, sow­ing an an­i­mal­cule here, crum­bling to bits a plan­et there, os­cil­lat­ing and wind­ing, mak­ing of light a force and of thought an el­e­ment, dis­sem­i­nat­ed and in­vis­i­ble, dis­solv­ing all, ex­cept that ge­o­met­ri­cal point, the “I;” bring­ing ev­ery­thing back to the soul-atom; ex­pand­ing ev­ery­thing in God, en­tan­gling all ac­tiv­i­ty, from sum­mit to base, in the ob­scu­ri­ty of a dizzy mech­a­nism, at­tach­ing the flight of an in­sect to the move­ment of the earth, sub­or­di­nat­ing, who knows? Were it on­ly by the iden­ti­ty of the law, the evo­lu­tion of the comet in the fir­ma­ment to the whirling of the in­fu­so­ria in the drop of wa­ter. A ma­chine made of mind. Enor­mous gear­ing, the prime mo­tor of which is the gnat, and whose fi­nal wheel is the zo­di­ac.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				Change of Gate

			
			It seemed that this gar­den, cre­at­ed in old­en days to con­ceal wan­ton mys­ter­ies, had been trans­formed and be­come fit­ted to shel­ter chaste mys­ter­ies. There were no longer ei­ther ar­bors, or bowl­ing greens, or tun­nels, or grot­tos; there was a mag­nif­i­cent, di­shev­elled ob­scu­ri­ty fall­ing like a veil over all. Pa­phos had been made over in­to Eden. It is im­pos­si­ble to say what el­e­ment of re­pen­tance had ren­dered this re­treat whole­some. This flow­er-girl now of­fered her blos­som to the soul. This co­quet­tish gar­den, for­mer­ly de­cid­ed­ly com­pro­mised, had re­turned to vir­gin­i­ty and mod­esty. A jus­tice as­sist­ed by a gar­den­er, a good­man who thought that he was a con­tin­u­a­tion of Lam­oignon, and an­oth­er good­man who thought that he was a con­tin­u­a­tion of Lenôtre, had turned it about, cut, ruf­fled, decked, mould­ed it to gal­lantry; na­ture had tak­en pos­ses­sion of it once more, had filled it with shade, and had ar­ranged it for love.

			There was, al­so, in this soli­tude, a heart which was quite ready. Love had on­ly to show him­self; he had here a tem­ple com­posed of ver­dure, grass, moss, the sight of birds, ten­der shad­ows, ag­i­tat­ed branch­es, and a soul made of sweet­ness, of faith, of can­dor, of hope, of as­pi­ra­tion, and of il­lu­sion.

			Cosette had left the con­vent when she was still al­most a child; she was a lit­tle more than four­teen, and she was at the “un­grate­ful age;” we have al­ready said, that with the ex­cep­tion of her eyes, she was home­ly rather than pret­ty; she had no un­grace­ful fea­ture, but she was awk­ward, thin, timid and bold at once, a grown-up lit­tle girl, in short.

			Her ed­u­ca­tion was fin­ished, that is to say, she has been taught re­li­gion, and even and above all, de­vo­tion; then “his­to­ry,” that is to say the thing that bears that name in con­vents, ge­og­ra­phy, gram­mar, the par­tici­ples, the kings of France, a lit­tle mu­sic, a lit­tle draw­ing, etc.; but in all oth­er re­spects she was ut­ter­ly ig­no­rant, which is a great charm and a great per­il. The soul of a young girl should not be left in the dark; lat­er on, mi­rages that are too abrupt and too live­ly are formed there, as in a dark cham­ber. She should be gen­tly and dis­creet­ly en­light­ened, rather with the re­flec­tion of re­al­i­ties than with their harsh and di­rect light. A use­ful and gra­cious­ly aus­tere half-light which dis­si­pates puerile fears and ob­vi­ates falls. There is noth­ing but the ma­ter­nal in­stinct, that ad­mirable in­tu­ition com­posed of the mem­o­ries of the vir­gin and the ex­pe­ri­ence of the wom­an, which knows how this half-light is to be cre­at­ed and of what it should con­sist.

			Noth­ing sup­plies the place of this in­stinct. All the nuns in the world are not worth as much as one moth­er in the for­ma­tion of a young girl’s soul.

			Cosette had had no moth­er. She had on­ly had many moth­ers, in the plu­ral.

			As for Jean Val­jean, he was, in­deed, all ten­der­ness, all so­lic­i­tude; but he was on­ly an old man and he knew noth­ing at all.

			Now, in this work of ed­u­ca­tion, in this grave mat­ter of pre­par­ing a wom­an for life, what sci­ence is re­quired to com­bat that vast ig­no­rance which is called in­no­cence!

			Noth­ing pre­pares a young girl for pas­sions like the con­vent. The con­vent turns the thoughts in the di­rec­tion of the un­known. The heart, thus thrown back up­on it­self, works down­ward with­in it­self, since it can­not over­flow, and grows deep, since it can­not ex­pand. Hence vi­sions, sup­po­si­tions, con­jec­tures, out­lines of ro­mances, a de­sire for ad­ven­tures, fan­tas­tic con­struc­tions, ed­i­fices built whol­ly in the in­ner ob­scu­ri­ty of the mind, som­bre and se­cret abodes where the pas­sions im­me­di­ate­ly find a lodge­ment as soon as the open gate per­mits them to en­ter. The con­vent is a com­pres­sion which, in or­der to tri­umph over the hu­man heart, should last dur­ing the whole life.

			On quit­ting the con­vent, Cosette could have found noth­ing more sweet and more dan­ger­ous than the house in the Rue Plumet. It was the con­tin­u­a­tion of soli­tude with the be­gin­ning of lib­er­ty; a gar­den that was closed, but a na­ture that was acrid, rich, volup­tuous, and fra­grant; the same dreams as in the con­vent, but with glimpses of young men; a grat­ing, but one that opened on the street.

			Still, when she ar­rived there, we re­peat, she was on­ly a child. Jean Val­jean gave this ne­glect­ed gar­den over to her. “Do what you like with it,” he said to her. This amused Cosette; she turned over all the clumps and all the stones, she hunt­ed for “beasts;” she played in it, while await­ing the time when she would dream in it; she loved this gar­den for the in­sects that she found be­neath her feet amid the grass, while await­ing the day when she would love it for the stars that she would see through the boughs above her head.

			And then, she loved her fa­ther, that is to say, Jean Val­jean, with all her soul, with an in­no­cent fil­ial pas­sion which made the good­man a beloved and charm­ing com­pan­ion to her. It will be re­mem­bered that M. Madeleine had been in the habit of read­ing a great deal. Jean Val­jean had con­tin­ued this prac­tice; he had come to con­verse well; he pos­sessed the se­cret rich­es and the elo­quence of a true and hum­ble mind which has spon­ta­neous­ly cul­ti­vat­ed it­self. He re­tained just enough sharp­ness to sea­son his kind­ness; his mind was rough and his heart was soft. Dur­ing their con­ver­sa­tions in the Lux­em­bourg, he gave her ex­pla­na­tions of ev­ery­thing, draw­ing on what he had read, and al­so on what he had suf­fered. As she lis­tened to him, Cosette’s eyes wan­dered vague­ly about.

			This sim­ple man suf­ficed for Cosette’s thought, the same as the wild gar­den suf­ficed for her eyes. When she had had a good chase af­ter the but­ter­flies, she came pant­ing up to him and said: “Ah! How I have run!” He kissed her brow.

			Cosette adored the good­man. She was al­ways at his heels. Where Jean Val­jean was, there hap­pi­ness was. Jean Val­jean lived nei­ther in the pavil­ion nor the gar­den; she took greater plea­sure in the paved back court­yard, than in the en­clo­sure filled with flow­ers, and in his lit­tle lodge fur­nished with straw-seat­ed chairs than in the great draw­ing-room hung with ta­pes­try, against which stood tuft­ed easy-chairs. Jean Val­jean some­times said to her, smil­ing at his hap­pi­ness in be­ing im­por­tuned: “Do go to your own quar­ters! Leave me alone a lit­tle!”

			She gave him those charm­ing and ten­der scold­ings which are so grace­ful when they come from a daugh­ter to her fa­ther.

			“Fa­ther, I am very cold in your rooms; why don’t you have a car­pet here and a stove?”

			“Dear child, there are so many peo­ple who are bet­ter than I and who have not even a roof over their heads.”

			“Then why is there a fire in my rooms, and ev­ery­thing that is need­ed?”

			“Be­cause you are a wom­an and a child.”

			“Bah! must men be cold and feel un­com­fort­able?”

			“Cer­tain men.”

			“That is good, I shall come here so of­ten that you will be obliged to have a fire.”

			And again she said to him:—

			“Fa­ther, why do you eat hor­ri­ble bread like that?”

			“Be­cause, my daugh­ter.”

			“Well, if you eat it, I will eat it too.”

			Then, in or­der to pre­vent Cosette eat­ing black bread, Jean Val­jean ate white bread.

			Cosette had but a con­fused rec­ol­lec­tion of her child­hood. She prayed morn­ing and evening for her moth­er whom she had nev­er known. The Thé­nardiers had re­mained with her as two hideous fig­ures in a dream. She re­mem­bered that she had gone “one day, at night,” to fetch wa­ter in a for­est. She thought that it had been very far from Paris. It seemed to her that she had be­gun to live in an abyss, and that it was Jean Val­jean who had res­cued her from it. Her child­hood pro­duced up­on her the ef­fect of a time when there had been noth­ing around her but mil­li­pedes, spi­ders, and ser­pents. When she med­i­tat­ed in the evening, be­fore fall­ing asleep, as she had not a very clear idea that she was Jean Val­jean’s daugh­ter, and that he was her fa­ther, she fan­cied that the soul of her moth­er had passed in­to that good man and had come to dwell near her.

			When he was seat­ed, she leaned her cheek against his white hair, and dropped a silent tear, say­ing to her­self: “Per­haps this man is my moth­er.”

			Cosette, al­though this is a strange state­ment to make, in the pro­found ig­no­rance of a girl brought up in a con­vent—ma­ter­ni­ty be­ing al­so ab­so­lute­ly un­in­tel­li­gi­ble to vir­gin­i­ty—had end­ed by fan­cy­ing that she had had as lit­tle moth­er as pos­si­ble. She did not even know her moth­er’s name. When­ev­er she asked Jean Val­jean, Jean Val­jean re­mained silent. If she re­peat­ed her ques­tion, he re­spond­ed with a smile. Once she in­sist­ed; the smile end­ed in a tear.

			This si­lence on the part of Jean Val­jean cov­ered Fan­tine with dark­ness.

			Was it pru­dence? Was it re­spect? Was it a fear that he should de­liv­er this name to the haz­ards of an­oth­er mem­o­ry than his own?

			So long as Cosette had been small, Jean Val­jean had been will­ing to talk to her of her moth­er; when she be­came a young girl, it was im­pos­si­ble for him to do so. It seemed to him that he no longer dared. Was it be­cause of Cosette? Was it be­cause of Fan­tine? He felt a cer­tain re­li­gious hor­ror at let­ting that shad­ow en­ter Cosette’s thought; and of plac­ing a third in their des­tiny. The more sa­cred this shade was to him, the more did it seem that it was to be feared. He thought of Fan­tine, and felt him­self over­whelmed with si­lence.

			Through the dark­ness, he vague­ly per­ceived some­thing which ap­peared to have its fin­ger on its lips. Had all the mod­esty which had been in Fan­tine, and which had vi­o­lent­ly quit­ted her dur­ing her life­time, re­turned to rest up­on her af­ter her death, to watch in in­dig­na­tion over the peace of that dead wom­an, and in its shy­ness, to keep her in her grave? Was Jean Val­jean un­con­scious­ly sub­mit­ting to the pres­sure? We who be­lieve in death, are not among the num­ber who will re­ject this mys­te­ri­ous ex­pla­na­tion.

			Hence the im­pos­si­bil­i­ty of ut­ter­ing, even for Cosette, that name of Fan­tine.

			One day Cosette said to him:—

			“Fa­ther, I saw my moth­er in a dream last night. She had two big wings. My moth­er must have been al­most a saint dur­ing her life.”

			“Through mar­tyr­dom,” replied Jean Val­jean.

			How­ev­er, Jean Val­jean was hap­py.

			When Cosette went out with him, she leaned on his arm, proud and hap­py, in the plen­i­tude of her heart. Jean Val­jean felt his heart melt with­in him with de­light, at all these sparks of a ten­der­ness so ex­clu­sive, so whol­ly sat­is­fied with him­self alone. The poor man trem­bled, in­un­dat­ed with an­gel­ic joy; he de­clared to him­self ec­stat­i­cal­ly that this would last all their lives; he told him­self that he re­al­ly had not suf­fered suf­fi­cient­ly to mer­it so ra­di­ant a bliss, and he thanked God, in the depths of his soul, for hav­ing per­mit­ted him to be loved thus, he, a wretch, by that in­no­cent be­ing.

		
	
		
			
				V

				The Rose Per­ceives That It Is an En­gine of War

			
			One day, Cosette chanced to look at her­self in her mir­ror, and she said to her­self: “Re­al­ly!” It seemed to her al­most that she was pret­ty. This threw her in a sin­gu­lar­ly trou­bled state of mind. Up to that mo­ment she had nev­er thought of her face. She saw her­self in her mir­ror, but she did not look at her­self. And then, she had so of­ten been told that she was home­ly; Jean Val­jean alone said gen­tly: “No in­deed! no in­deed!” At all events, Cosette had al­ways thought her­self home­ly, and had grown up in that be­lief with the easy res­ig­na­tion of child­hood. And here, all at once, was her mir­ror say­ing to her, as Jean Val­jean had said: “No in­deed!” That night, she did not sleep. “What if I were pret­ty!” she thought. “How odd it would be if I were pret­ty!” And she re­called those of her com­pan­ions whose beau­ty had pro­duced a sen­sa­tion in the con­vent, and she said to her­self: “What! Am I to be like Made­moi­selle So-and-So?”

			The next morn­ing she looked at her­self again, not by ac­ci­dent this time, and she was as­sailed with doubts: “Where did I get such an idea?” said she; “no, I am ug­ly.” She had not slept well, that was all, her eyes were sunken and she was pale. She had not felt very joy­ous on the pre­ced­ing evening in the be­lief that she was beau­ti­ful, but it made her very sad not to be able to be­lieve in it any longer. She did not look at her­self again, and for more than a fort­night she tried to dress her hair with her back turned to the mir­ror.

			In the evening, af­ter din­ner, she gen­er­al­ly em­broi­dered in wool or did some con­vent needle­work in the draw­ing-room, and Jean Val­jean read be­side her. Once she raised her eyes from her work, and was ren­dered quite un­easy by the man­ner in which her fa­ther was gaz­ing at her.

			On an­oth­er oc­ca­sion, she was pass­ing along the street, and it seemed to her that some­one be­hind her, whom she did not see, said: “A pret­ty wom­an! but bad­ly dressed.” “Bah!” she thought, “he does not mean me. I am well dressed and ug­ly.” She was then wear­ing a plush hat and her meri­no gown.

			At last, one day when she was in the gar­den, she heard poor old Tou­s­saint say­ing: “Do you no­tice how pret­ty Cosette is grow­ing, sir?” Cosette did not hear her fa­ther’s re­ply, but Tou­s­saint’s words caused a sort of com­mo­tion with­in her. She fled from the gar­den, ran up to her room, flew to the look­ing-glass—it was three months since she had looked at her­self—and gave vent to a cry. She had just daz­zled her­self.

			She was beau­ti­ful and love­ly; she could not help agree­ing with Tou­s­saint and her mir­ror. Her fig­ure was formed, her skin had grown white, her hair was lus­trous, an un­ac­cus­tomed splen­dor had been light­ed in her blue eyes. The con­scious­ness of her beau­ty burst up­on her in an in­stant, like the sud­den ad­vent of day­light; oth­er peo­ple no­ticed it al­so, Tou­s­saint had said so, it was ev­i­dent­ly she of whom the passer­by had spo­ken, there could no longer be any doubt of that; she de­scend­ed to the gar­den again, think­ing her­self a queen, imag­in­ing that she heard the birds singing, though it was win­ter, see­ing the sky gild­ed, the sun among the trees, flow­ers in the thick­ets, dis­tract­ed, wild, in in­ex­press­ible de­light.

			Jean Val­jean, on his side, ex­pe­ri­enced a deep and un­de­fin­able op­pres­sion at heart.

			In fact, he had, for some time past, been con­tem­plat­ing with ter­ror that beau­ty which seemed to grow more ra­di­ant ev­ery day on Cosette’s sweet face. The dawn that was smil­ing for all was gloomy for him.

			Cosette had been beau­ti­ful for a tol­er­a­bly long time be­fore she be­came aware of it her­self. But, from the very first day, that un­ex­pect­ed light which was ris­ing slow­ly and en­velop­ing the whole of the young girl’s per­son, wound­ed Jean Val­jean’s som­bre eye. He felt that it was a change in a hap­py life, a life so hap­py that he did not dare to move for fear of dis­ar­rang­ing some­thing. This man, who had passed through all man­ner of dis­tress­es, who was still all bleed­ing from the bruis­es of fate, who had been al­most wicked and who had be­come al­most a saint, who, af­ter hav­ing dragged the chain of the gal­leys, was now drag­ging the in­vis­i­ble but heavy chain of in­def­i­nite mis­ery, this man whom the law had not re­leased from its grasp and who could be seized at any mo­ment and brought back from the ob­scu­ri­ty of his virtue to the broad day­light of pub­lic op­pro­bri­um, this man ac­cept­ed all, ex­cused all, par­doned all, and mere­ly asked of Prov­i­dence, of man, of the law, of so­ci­ety, of na­ture, of the world, one thing, that Cosette might love him!

			That Cosette might con­tin­ue to love him! That God would not pre­vent the heart of the child from com­ing to him, and from re­main­ing with him! Beloved by Cosette, he felt that he was healed, rest­ed, ap­peased, load­ed with ben­e­fits, rec­om­pensed, crowned. Beloved by Cosette, it was well with him! He asked noth­ing more! Had any­one said to him: “Do you want any­thing bet­ter?” he would have an­swered: “No.” God might have said to him: “Do you de­sire heav­en?” and he would have replied: “I should lose by it.”

			Ev­ery­thing which could af­fect this sit­u­a­tion, if on­ly on the sur­face, made him shud­der like the be­gin­ning of some­thing new. He had nev­er known very dis­tinct­ly him­self what the beau­ty of a wom­an means; but he un­der­stood in­stinc­tive­ly, that it was some­thing ter­ri­ble.

			He gazed with ter­ror on this beau­ty, which was blos­som­ing out ev­er more tri­umphant and su­perb be­side him, be­neath his very eyes, on the in­no­cent and for­mi­da­ble brow of that child, from the depths of her home­li­ness, of his old age, of his mis­ery, of his repro­ba­tion.

			He said to him­self: “How beau­ti­ful she is! What is to be­come of me?”

			There, more­over, lay the dif­fer­ence be­tween his ten­der­ness and the ten­der­ness of a moth­er. What he be­held with an­guish, a moth­er would have gazed up­on with joy.

			The first symp­toms were not long in mak­ing their ap­pear­ance.

			On the very mor­row of the day on which she had said to her­self: “De­cid­ed­ly I am beau­ti­ful!” Cosette be­gan to pay at­ten­tion to her toi­let. She re­called the re­mark of that passer­by: “Pret­ty, but bad­ly dressed,” the breath of an or­a­cle which had passed be­side her and had van­ished, af­ter de­posit­ing in her heart one of the two germs which are des­tined, lat­er on, to fill the whole life of wom­an, co­quetry. Love is the oth­er.

			With faith in her beau­ty, the whole fem­i­nine soul ex­pand­ed with­in her. She con­ceived a hor­ror for her meri­nos, and shame for her plush hat. Her fa­ther had nev­er re­fused her any­thing. She at once ac­quired the whole sci­ence of the bon­net, the gown, the man­tle, the boot, the cuff, the stuff which is in fash­ion, the col­or which is be­com­ing, that sci­ence which makes of the Parisian wom­an some­thing so charm­ing, so deep, and so dan­ger­ous. The words “heady wom­an” were in­vent­ed for the Parisi­enne.

			In less than a month, lit­tle Cosette, in that The­baid of the Rue de Baby­lone, was not on­ly one of the pret­ti­est, but one of the “best dressed” wom­en in Paris, which means a great deal more.

			She would have liked to en­counter her “passer­by,” to see what he would say, and to “teach him a les­son!” The truth is, that she was rav­ish­ing in ev­ery re­spect, and that she dis­tin­guished the dif­fer­ence be­tween a bon­net from Gérard and one from Herbaut in the most mar­vel­lous way.

			Jean Val­jean watched these rav­ages with anx­i­ety. He who felt that he could nev­er do any­thing but crawl, walk at the most, be­held wings sprout­ing on Cosette.

			More­over, from the mere in­spec­tion of Cosette’s toi­let, a wom­an would have rec­og­nized the fact that she had no moth­er. Cer­tain lit­tle pro­pri­eties, cer­tain spe­cial con­ven­tion­al­i­ties, were not ob­served by Cosette. A moth­er, for in­stance, would have told her that a young girl does not dress in damask.

			The first day that Cosette went out in her black damask gown and man­tle, and her white crape bon­net, she took Jean Val­jean’s arm, gay, ra­di­ant, rosy, proud, daz­zling. “Fa­ther,” she said, “how do you like me in this guise?” Jean Val­jean replied in a voice which re­sem­bled the bit­ter voice of an en­vi­ous man: “Charm­ing!” He was the same as usu­al dur­ing their walk. On their re­turn home, he asked Cosette:—

			“Won’t you put on that oth­er gown and bon­net again—you know the ones I mean?”

			This took place in Cosette’s cham­ber. Cosette turned to­wards the wardrobe where her cast-off school­girl’s clothes were hang­ing.

			“That dis­guise!” said she. “Fa­ther, what do you want me to do with it? Oh no, the idea! I shall nev­er put on those hor­rors again. With that ma­chine on my head, I have the air of Madame Mad-dog.”

			Jean Val­jean heaved a deep sigh.

			From that mo­ment forth, he no­ticed that Cosette, who had al­ways hereto­fore asked to re­main at home, say­ing: “Fa­ther, I en­joy my­self more here with you,” now was al­ways ask­ing to go out. In fact, what is the use of hav­ing a hand­some face and a de­li­cious cos­tume if one does not dis­play them?

			He al­so no­ticed that Cosette had no longer the same taste for the back gar­den. Now she pre­ferred the gar­den, and did not dis­like to prom­e­nade back and forth in front of the railed fence. Jean Val­jean, who was shy, nev­er set foot in the gar­den. He kept to his back yard, like a dog.

			Cosette, in gain­ing the knowl­edge that she was beau­ti­ful, lost the grace of ig­nor­ing it. An ex­quis­ite grace, for beau­ty en­hanced by in­gen­u­ous­ness is in­ef­fa­ble, and noth­ing is so adorable as a daz­zling and in­no­cent crea­ture who walks along, hold­ing in her hand the key to par­adise with­out be­ing con­scious of it. But what she had lost in in­gen­u­ous grace, she gained in pen­sive and se­ri­ous charm. Her whole per­son, per­me­at­ed with the joy of youth, of in­no­cence, and of beau­ty, breathed forth a splen­did melan­choly.

			It was at this epoch that Mar­ius, af­ter the lapse of six months, saw her once more at the Lux­em­bourg.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				The Bat­tle Be­gun

			
			Cosette in her shad­ow, like Mar­ius in his, was all ready to take fire. Des­tiny, with its mys­te­ri­ous and fa­tal pa­tience, slow­ly drew to­geth­er these two be­ings, all charged and all lan­guish­ing with the stormy elec­tric­i­ty of pas­sion, these two souls which were laden with love as two clouds are laden with light­ning, and which were bound to over­flow and min­gle in a look like the clouds in a flash of fire.

			The glance has been so much abused in love ro­mances that it has fi­nal­ly fall­en in­to dis­re­pute. One hard­ly dares to say, nowa­days, that two be­ings fell in love be­cause they looked at each oth­er. That is the way peo­ple do fall in love, nev­er­the­less, and the on­ly way. The rest is noth­ing, but the rest comes af­ter­wards. Noth­ing is more re­al than these great shocks which two souls con­vey to each oth­er by the ex­change of that spark.

			At that par­tic­u­lar hour when Cosette un­con­scious­ly dart­ed that glance which trou­bled Mar­ius, Mar­ius had no sus­pi­cion that he had al­so launched a look which dis­turbed Cosette.

			He caused her the same good and the same evil.

			She had been in the habit of see­ing him for a long time, and she had scru­ti­nized him as girls scru­ti­nize and see, while look­ing else­where. Mar­ius still con­sid­ered Cosette ug­ly, when she had al­ready be­gun to think Mar­ius hand­some. But as he paid no at­ten­tion to her, the young man was noth­ing to her.

			Still, she could not re­frain from say­ing to her­self that he had beau­ti­ful hair, beau­ti­ful eyes, hand­some teeth, a charm­ing tone of voice when she heard him con­vers­ing with his com­rades, that he held him­self bad­ly when he walked, if you like, but with a grace that was all his own, that he did not ap­pear to be at all stupid, that his whole per­son was no­ble, gen­tle, sim­ple, proud, and that, in short, though he seemed to be poor, yet his air was fine.

			On the day when their eyes met at last, and said to each oth­er those first, ob­scure, and in­ef­fa­ble things which the glance lisps, Cosette did not im­me­di­ate­ly un­der­stand. She re­turned thought­ful­ly to the house in the Rue de l’Ouest, where Jean Val­jean, ac­cord­ing to his cus­tom, had come to spend six weeks. The next morn­ing, on wak­ing, she thought of that strange young man, so long in­dif­fer­ent and icy, who now seemed to pay at­ten­tion to her, and it did not ap­pear to her that this at­ten­tion was the least in the world agree­able to her. She was, on the con­trary, some­what in­censed at this hand­some and dis­dain­ful in­di­vid­u­al. A sub­stra­tum of war stirred with­in her. It struck her, and the idea caused her a whol­ly child­ish joy, that she was go­ing to take her re­venge at last.

			Know­ing that she was beau­ti­ful, she was thor­ough­ly con­scious, though in an in­dis­tinct fash­ion, that she pos­sessed a weapon. Wom­en play with their beau­ty as chil­dren do with a knife. They wound them­selves.

			The read­er will re­call Mar­ius’ hes­i­ta­tions, his pal­pi­ta­tions, his ter­rors. He re­mained on his bench and did not ap­proach. This vexed Cosette. One day, she said to Jean Val­jean: “Fa­ther, let us stroll about a lit­tle in that di­rec­tion.” See­ing that Mar­ius did not come to her, she went to him. In such cas­es, all wom­en re­sem­ble Muham­mad. And then, strange to say, the first symp­tom of true love in a young man is timid­i­ty; in a young girl it is bold­ness. This is sur­pris­ing, and yet noth­ing is more sim­ple. It is the two sex­es tend­ing to ap­proach each oth­er and as­sum­ing, each the oth­er’s qual­i­ties.

			That day, Cosette’s glance drove Mar­ius be­side him­self, and Mar­ius’ glance set Cosette to trem­bling. Mar­ius went away con­fi­dent, and Cosette un­easy. From that day forth, they adored each oth­er.

			The first thing that Cosette felt was a con­fused and pro­found melan­choly. It seemed to her that her soul had be­come black since the day be­fore. She no longer rec­og­nized it. The white­ness of soul in young girls, which is com­posed of cold­ness and gayety, re­sem­bles snow. It melts in love, which is its sun.

			Cosette did not know what love was. She had nev­er heard the word ut­tered in its ter­res­tri­al sense. On the books of pro­fane mu­sic which en­tered the con­vent, amour53 was re­placed by tam­bour54 or pan­dour. This cre­at­ed enig­mas which ex­er­cised the imag­i­na­tions of the “big girls,” such as: “Ah, how de­light­ful is the drum!” or, “Pity is not a pan­dour.” But Cosette had left the con­vent too ear­ly to have oc­cu­pied her­self much with the “drum.” There­fore, she did not know what name to give to what she now felt. Is any­one the less ill be­cause one does not know the name of one’s mal­a­dy?

			She loved with all the more pas­sion be­cause she loved ig­no­rant­ly. She did not know whether it was a good thing or a bad thing, use­ful or dan­ger­ous, eter­nal or tem­po­rary, al­low­able or pro­hib­it­ed; she loved. She would have been great­ly as­ton­ished, had any­one said to her: “You do not sleep? But that is for­bid­den! You do not eat? Why, that is very bad! You have op­pres­sions and pal­pi­ta­tions of the heart? That must not be! You blush and turn pale, when a cer­tain be­ing clad in black ap­pears at the end of a cer­tain green walk? But that is abom­inable!” She would not have un­der­stood, and she would have replied: “What fault is there of mine in a mat­ter in which I have no pow­er and of which I know noth­ing?”

			It turned out that the love which pre­sent­ed it­self was ex­act­ly suit­ed to the state of her soul. It was a sort of ad­mi­ra­tion at a dis­tance, a mute con­tem­pla­tion, the de­ifi­ca­tion of a stranger. It was the ap­pari­tion of youth to youth, the dream of nights be­come a re­al­i­ty yet re­main­ing a dream, the longed-for phan­tom re­al­ized and made flesh at last, but hav­ing as yet, nei­ther name, nor fault, nor spot, nor ex­i­gence, nor de­fect; in a word, the dis­tant lover who lin­gered in the ide­al, a chi­maera with a form. Any near­er and more pal­pa­ble meet­ing would have alarmed Cosette at this first stage, when she was still half im­mersed in the ex­ag­ger­at­ed mists of the clois­ter. She had all the fears of chil­dren and all the fears of nuns com­bined. The spir­it of the con­vent, with which she had been per­me­at­ed for the space of five years, was still in the process of slow evap­o­ra­tion from her per­son, and made ev­ery­thing trem­ble around her. In this sit­u­a­tion he was not a lover, he was not even an ad­mir­er, he was a vi­sion. She set her­self to ador­ing Mar­ius as some­thing charm­ing, lu­mi­nous, and im­pos­si­ble.

			As ex­treme in­no­cence bor­ders on ex­treme co­quetry, she smiled at him with all frank­ness.

			Ev­ery day, she looked for­ward to the hour for their walk with im­pa­tience, she found Mar­ius there, she felt her­self un­speak­ably hap­py, and thought in all sin­cer­i­ty that she was ex­press­ing her whole thought when she said to Jean Val­jean:—

			“What a de­li­cious gar­den that Lux­em­bourg is!”

			Mar­ius and Cosette were in the dark as to one an­oth­er. They did not ad­dress each oth­er, they did not salute each oth­er, they did not know each oth­er; they saw each oth­er; and like stars of heav­en which are sep­a­rat­ed by mil­lions of leagues, they lived by gaz­ing at each oth­er.

			It was thus that Cosette grad­u­al­ly be­came a wom­an and de­vel­oped, beau­ti­ful and lov­ing, with a con­scious­ness of her beau­ty, and in ig­no­rance of her love. She was a co­quette to boot through her ig­no­rance.

		
	
		
			
				VII

				To One Sad­ness Op­pose a Sad­ness and a Half

			
			All sit­u­a­tions have their in­stincts. Old and eter­nal Moth­er Na­ture warned Jean Val­jean in a dim way of the pres­ence of Mar­ius. Jean Val­jean shud­dered to the very bot­tom of his soul. Jean Val­jean saw noth­ing, knew noth­ing, and yet he scanned with ob­sti­nate at­ten­tion, the dark­ness in which he walked, as though he felt on one side of him some­thing in process of con­struc­tion, and on the oth­er, some­thing which was crum­bling away. Mar­ius, al­so warned, and, in ac­cor­dance with the deep law of God, by that same Moth­er Na­ture, did all he could to keep out of sight of “the fa­ther.” Nev­er­the­less, it came to pass that Jean Val­jean some­times es­pied him. Mar­ius’ man­ners were no longer in the least nat­u­ral. He ex­hib­it­ed am­bigu­ous pru­dence and awk­ward dar­ing. He no longer came quite close to them as for­mer­ly. He seat­ed him­self at a dis­tance and pre­tend­ed to be read­ing; why did he pre­tend that? For­mer­ly he had come in his old coat, now he wore his new one ev­ery day; Jean Val­jean was not sure that he did not have his hair curled, his eyes were very queer, he wore gloves; in short, Jean Val­jean cor­dial­ly de­test­ed this young man.

			Cosette al­lowed noth­ing to be di­vined. With­out know­ing just what was the mat­ter with her she was con­vinced that there was some­thing in it, and that it must be con­cealed.

			There was a co­in­ci­dence be­tween the taste for the toi­let which had re­cent­ly come to Cosette, and the habit of new clothes de­vel­oped by that stranger which was very re­pug­nant to Jean Val­jean. It might be ac­ci­den­tal, no doubt, cer­tain­ly, but it was a men­ac­ing ac­ci­dent.

			He nev­er opened his mouth to Cosette about this stranger. One day, how­ev­er, he could not re­frain from so do­ing, and, with that vague de­spair which sud­den­ly casts the lead in­to the depths of its de­spair, he said to her: “What a very pedan­tic air that young man has!”

			Cosette, but a year be­fore on­ly an in­dif­fer­ent lit­tle girl, would have replied: “Why, no, he is charm­ing.” Ten years lat­er, with the love of Mar­ius in her heart, she would have an­swered: “A pedant, and in­suf­fer­able to the sight! You are right!”—At the mo­ment in life and the heart which she had then at­tained, she con­tent­ed her­self with re­ply­ing, with supreme calm­ness: “That young man!”

			As though she now be­held him for the first time in her life.

			“How stupid I am!” thought Jean Val­jean. “She had not no­ticed him. It is I who have point­ed him out to her.”

			Oh, sim­plic­i­ty of the old! oh, the depth of chil­dren!

			It is one of the laws of those fresh years of suf­fer­ing and trou­ble, of those vi­va­cious con­flicts be­tween a first love and the first ob­sta­cles, that the young girl does not al­low her­self to be caught in any trap what­ev­er, and that the young man falls in­to ev­ery­one. Jean Val­jean had in­sti­tut­ed an un­de­clared war against Mar­ius, which Mar­ius, with the sub­lime stu­pid­i­ty of his pas­sion and his age, did not di­vine. Jean Val­jean laid a host of am­bush­es for him; he changed his hour, he changed his bench, he for­got his hand­ker­chief, he came alone to the Lux­em­bourg; Mar­ius dashed head­long in­to all these snares; and to all the in­ter­ro­ga­tion marks plant­ed by Jean Val­jean in his path­way, he in­gen­u­ous­ly an­swered “yes.” But Cosette re­mained im­mured in her ap­par­ent un­con­cern and in her im­per­turbable tran­quil­li­ty, so that Jean Val­jean ar­rived at the fol­low­ing con­clu­sion: “That nin­ny is mad­ly in love with Cosette, but Cosette does not even know that he ex­ists.”

			None­the­less did he bear in his heart a mourn­ful tremor. The minute when Cosette would love might strike at any mo­ment. Does not ev­ery­thing be­gin with in­dif­fer­ence?

			On­ly once did Cosette make a mis­take and alarm him. He rose from his seat to de­part, af­ter a stay of three hours, and she said: “What, al­ready?”

			Jean Val­jean had not dis­con­tin­ued his trips to the Lux­em­bourg, as he did not wish to do any­thing out of the way, and as, above all things, he feared to arouse Cosette; but dur­ing the hours which were so sweet to the lovers, while Cosette was send­ing her smile to the in­tox­i­cat­ed Mar­ius, who per­ceived noth­ing else now, and who now saw noth­ing in all the world but an adored and ra­di­ant face, Jean Val­jean was fix­ing on Mar­ius flash­ing and ter­ri­ble eyes. He, who had fi­nal­ly come to be­lieve him­self in­ca­pable of a malev­o­lent feel­ing, ex­pe­ri­enced mo­ments when Mar­ius was present, in which he thought he was be­com­ing sav­age and fe­ro­cious once more, and he felt the old depths of his soul, which had for­mer­ly con­tained so much wrath, open­ing once more and ris­ing up against that young man. It al­most seemed to him that un­known craters were form­ing in his bo­som.

			What! he was there, that crea­ture! What was he there for? He came creep­ing about, smelling out, ex­am­in­ing, try­ing! He came, say­ing: “Hey! Why not?” He came to prowl about his, Jean Val­jean’s, life! to prowl about his hap­pi­ness, with the pur­pose of seiz­ing it and bear­ing it away!

			Jean Val­jean added: “Yes, that’s it! What is he in search of? An ad­ven­ture! What does he want? A love af­fair! A love af­fair! And I? What! I have been first, the most wretch­ed of men, and then the most un­hap­py, and I have tra­versed six­ty years of life on my knees, I have suf­fered ev­ery­thing that man can suf­fer, I have grown old with­out hav­ing been young, I have lived with­out a fam­i­ly, with­out rel­a­tives, with­out friends, with­out life, with­out chil­dren, I have left my blood on ev­ery stone, on ev­ery bram­ble, on ev­ery mile­post, along ev­ery wall, I have been gen­tle, though oth­ers have been hard to me, and kind, al­though oth­ers have been ma­li­cious, I have be­come an hon­est man once more, in spite of ev­ery­thing, I have re­pent­ed of the evil that I have done and have for­giv­en the evil that has been done to me, and at the mo­ment when I re­ceive my rec­om­pense, at the mo­ment when it is all over, at the mo­ment when I am just touch­ing the goal, at the mo­ment when I have what I de­sire, it is well, it is good, I have paid, I have earned it, all this is to take flight, all this will van­ish, and I shall lose Cosette, and I shall lose my life, my joy, my soul, be­cause it has pleased a great boo­by to come and lounge at the Lux­em­bourg.”

			Then his eyes were filled with a sad and ex­tra­or­di­nary gleam.

			It was no longer a man gaz­ing at a man; it was no longer an en­e­my sur­vey­ing an en­e­my. It was a dog scan­ning a thief.

			The read­er knows the rest. Mar­ius pur­sued his sense­less course. One day he fol­lowed Cosette to the Rue de l’Ouest. An­oth­er day he spoke to the porter. The porter, on his side, spoke, and said to Jean Val­jean: “Mon­sieur, who is that cu­ri­ous young man who is ask­ing for you?” On the mor­row Jean Val­jean be­stowed on Mar­ius that glance which Mar­ius at last per­ceived. A week lat­er, Jean Val­jean had tak­en his de­par­ture. He swore to him­self that he would nev­er again set foot ei­ther in the Lux­em­bourg or in the Rue de l’Ouest. He re­turned to the Rue Plumet.

			Cosette did not com­plain, she said noth­ing, she asked no ques­tions, she did not seek to learn his rea­sons; she had al­ready reached the point where she was afraid of be­ing di­vined, and of be­tray­ing her­self. Jean Val­jean had no ex­pe­ri­ence of these mis­eries, the on­ly mis­eries which are charm­ing and the on­ly ones with which he was not ac­quaint­ed; the con­se­quence was that he did not un­der­stand the grave sig­nif­i­cance of Cosette’s si­lence.

			He mere­ly no­ticed that she had grown sad, and he grew gloomy. On his side and on hers, in­ex­pe­ri­ence had joined is­sue.

			Once he made a tri­al. He asked Cosette:—

			“Would you like to come to the Lux­em­bourg?”

			A ray il­lu­mi­nat­ed Cosette’s pale face.

			“Yes,” said she.

			They went thith­er. Three months had elapsed. Mar­ius no longer went there. Mar­ius was not there.

			On the fol­low­ing day, Jean Val­jean asked Cosette again:—

			“Would you like to come to the Lux­em­bourg?”

			She replied, sad­ly and gen­tly:—

			“No.”

			Jean Val­jean was hurt by this sad­ness, and heart­bro­ken at this gen­tle­ness.

			What was go­ing on in that mind which was so young and yet al­ready so im­pen­e­tra­ble? What was on its way there with­in? What was tak­ing place in Cosette’s soul? Some­times, in­stead of go­ing to bed, Jean Val­jean re­mained seat­ed on his pal­let, with his head in his hands, and he passed whole nights ask­ing him­self: “What has Cosette in her mind?” and in think­ing of the things that she might be think­ing about.

			Oh! at such mo­ments, what mourn­ful glances did he cast to­wards that clois­ter, that chaste peak, that abode of an­gels, that in­ac­ces­si­ble glacier of virtue! How he con­tem­plat­ed, with de­spair­ing ec­sta­sy, that con­vent gar­den, full of ig­nored flow­ers and clois­tered vir­gins, where all per­fumes and all souls mount straight to heav­en! How he adored that Eden for­ev­er closed against him, whence he had vol­un­tar­i­ly and mad­ly emerged! How he re­gret­ted his ab­ne­ga­tion and his fol­ly in hav­ing brought Cosette back in­to the world, poor hero of sac­ri­fice, seized and hurled to the earth by his very self-de­vo­tion! How he said to him­self, “What have I done?”

			How­ev­er, noth­ing of all this was per­cep­ti­ble to Cosette. No ill-tem­per, no harsh­ness. His face was al­ways serene and kind. Jean Val­jean’s man­ners were more ten­der and more pa­ter­nal than ev­er. If any­thing could have be­trayed his lack of joy, it was his in­creased suavi­ty.

			On her side, Cosette lan­guished. She suf­fered from the ab­sence of Mar­ius as she had re­joiced in his pres­ence, pe­cu­liar­ly, with­out ex­act­ly be­ing con­scious of it. When Jean Val­jean ceased to take her on their cus­tom­ary strolls, a fem­i­nine in­stinct mur­mured con­fus­ed­ly, at the bot­tom of her heart, that she must not seem to set store on the Lux­em­bourg gar­den, and that if this proved to be a mat­ter of in­dif­fer­ence to her, her fa­ther would take her thith­er once more. But days, weeks, months, elapsed. Jean Val­jean had tac­it­ly ac­cept­ed Cosette’s tac­it con­sent. She re­gret­ted it. It was too late. So Mar­ius had dis­ap­peared; all was over. The day on which she re­turned to the Lux­em­bourg, Mar­ius was no longer there. What was to be done? Should she ev­er find him again? She felt an an­guish at her heart, which noth­ing re­lieved, and which aug­ment­ed ev­ery day; she no longer knew whether it was win­ter or sum­mer, whether it was rain­ing or shin­ing, whether the birds were singing, whether it was the sea­son for dahlias or daisies, whether the Lux­em­bourg was more charm­ing than the Tu­i­leries, whether the linen which the laun­dress brought home was starched too much or not enough, whether Tou­s­saint had done “her mar­ket­ing” well or ill; and she re­mained de­ject­ed, ab­sorbed, at­ten­tive to but a sin­gle thought, her eyes vague and star­ing as when one gazes by night at a black and fath­om­less spot where an ap­pari­tion has van­ished.

			How­ev­er, she did not al­low Jean Val­jean to per­ceive any­thing of this, ex­cept her pal­lor.

			She still wore her sweet face for him.

			This pal­lor suf­ficed but too thor­ough­ly to trou­ble Jean Val­jean. Some­times he asked her:—

			“What is the mat­ter with you?”

			She replied: “There is noth­ing the mat­ter with me.”

			And af­ter a si­lence, when she di­vined that he was sad al­so, she would add:—

			“And you, fa­ther—is there any­thing wrong with you?”

			“With me? Noth­ing,” said he.

			These two be­ings who had loved each oth­er so ex­clu­sive­ly, and with so touch­ing an af­fec­tion, and who had lived so long for each oth­er now suf­fered side by side, each on the oth­er’s ac­count; with­out ac­knowl­edg­ing it to each oth­er, with­out anger to­wards each oth­er, and with a smile.

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				The Chain-Gang

			
			Jean Val­jean was the more un­hap­py of the two. Youth, even in its sor­rows, al­ways pos­sess­es its own pe­cu­liar ra­di­ance.

			At times, Jean Val­jean suf­fered so great­ly that he be­came puerile. It is the prop­er­ty of grief to cause the child­ish side of man to reap­pear. He had an un­con­quer­able con­vic­tion that Cosette was es­cap­ing from him. He would have liked to re­sist, to re­tain her, to arouse her en­thu­si­asm by some ex­ter­nal and bril­liant mat­ter. These ideas, puerile, as we have just said, and at the same time se­nile, con­veyed to him, by their very child­ish­ness, a tol­er­a­bly just no­tion of the in­flu­ence of gold lace on the imag­i­na­tions of young girls. He once chanced to see a gen­er­al on horse­back, in full uni­form, pass along the street, Comte Coutard, the com­man­dant of Paris. He en­vied that gild­ed man; what hap­pi­ness it would be, he said to him­self, if he could put on that suit which was an in­con­testable thing; and if Cosette could be­hold him thus, she would be daz­zled, and when he had Cosette on his arm and passed the gates of the Tu­i­leries, the guard would present arms to him, and that would suf­fice for Cosette, and would dis­pel her idea of look­ing at young men.

			An un­fore­seen shock was added to these sad re­flec­tions.

			In the iso­lat­ed life which they led, and since they had come to dwell in the Rue Plumet, they had con­tract­ed one habit. They some­times took a plea­sure trip to see the sun rise, a mild species of en­joy­ment which be­fits those who are en­ter­ing life and those who are quit­ting it.

			For those who love soli­tude, a walk in the ear­ly morn­ing is equiv­a­lent to a stroll by night, with the cheer­ful­ness of na­ture added. The streets are de­sert­ed and the birds are singing. Cosette, a bird her­self, liked to rise ear­ly. These matuti­nal ex­cur­sions were planned on the pre­ced­ing evening. He pro­posed, and she agreed. It was ar­ranged like a plot, they set out be­fore day­break, and these trips were so many small de­lights for Cosette. These in­no­cent ec­cen­tric­i­ties please young peo­ple.

			Jean Val­jean’s in­cli­na­tion led him, as we have seen, to the least fre­quent­ed spots, to soli­tary nooks, to for­got­ten places. There then ex­ist­ed, in the vicin­i­ty of the bar­ri­ers of Paris, a sort of poor mead­ows, which were al­most con­found­ed with the city, where grew in sum­mer sick­ly grain, and which, in au­tumn, af­ter the har­vest had been gath­ered, pre­sent­ed the ap­pear­ance, not of hav­ing been reaped, but peeled. Jean Val­jean loved to haunt these fields. Cosette was not bored there. It meant soli­tude to him and lib­er­ty to her. There, she be­came a lit­tle girl once more, she could run and al­most play; she took off her hat, laid it on Jean Val­jean’s knees, and gath­ered bunch­es of flow­ers. She gazed at the but­ter­flies on the flow­ers, but did not catch them; gen­tle­ness and ten­der­ness are born with love, and the young girl who cher­ish­es with­in her breast a trem­bling and frag­ile ide­al has mer­cy on the wing of a but­ter­fly. She wove gar­lands of pop­pies, which she placed on her head, and which, crossed and pen­e­trat­ed with sun­light, glow­ing un­til they flamed, formed for her rosy face a crown of burn­ing em­bers.

			Even af­ter their life had grown sad, they kept up their cus­tom of ear­ly strolls.

			One morn­ing in Oc­to­ber, there­fore, tempt­ed by the serene per­fec­tion of the au­tumn of 1831, they set out, and found them­selves at break of day near the Bar­rière du Maine. It was not dawn, it was day­break; a de­light­ful and stern mo­ment. A few con­stel­la­tions here and there in the deep, pale azure, the earth all black, the heav­ens all white, a quiver amid the blades of grass, ev­ery­where the mys­te­ri­ous chill of twi­light. A lark, which seemed min­gled with the stars, was car­olling at a prodi­gious height, and one would have de­clared that that hymn of pet­ti­ness calmed im­men­si­ty. In the East, the Val-de-Grâce pro­ject­ed its dark mass on the clear hori­zon with the sharp­ness of steel; Venus daz­zling­ly bril­liant was ris­ing be­hind that dome and had the air of a soul mak­ing its es­cape from a gloomy ed­i­fice.

			All was peace and si­lence; there was no one on the road; a few stray la­bor­ers, of whom they caught bare­ly a glimpse, were on their way to their work along the side-paths.

			Jean Val­jean was sit­ting in a cross­walk on some planks de­posit­ed at the gate of a tim­ber-yard. His face was turned to­wards the high­way, his back to­wards the light; he had for­got­ten the sun which was on the point of ris­ing; he had sunk in­to one of those pro­found ab­sorp­tions in which the mind be­comes con­cen­trat­ed, which im­prison even the eye, and which are equiv­a­lent to four walls. There are med­i­ta­tions which may be called ver­ti­cal; when one is at the bot­tom of them, time is re­quired to re­turn to earth. Jean Val­jean had plunged in­to one of these rever­ies. He was think­ing of Cosette, of the hap­pi­ness that was pos­si­ble if noth­ing came be­tween him and her, of the light with which she filled his life, a light which was but the em­a­na­tion of her soul. He was al­most hap­py in his rever­ie. Cosette, who was stand­ing be­side him, was gaz­ing at the clouds as they turned rosy.

			All at once Cosette ex­claimed: “Fa­ther, I should think some­one was com­ing yon­der.” Jean Val­jean raised his eyes.

			Cosette was right. The cause­way which leads to the an­cient Bar­rière du Maine is a pro­lon­ga­tion, as the read­er knows, of the Rue de Sèvres, and is cut at right an­gles by the in­ner boule­vard. At the el­bow of the cause­way and the boule­vard, at the spot where it branch­es, they heard a noise which it was dif­fi­cult to ac­count for at that hour, and a sort of con­fused pile made its ap­pear­ance. Some shape­less thing which was com­ing from the boule­vard was turn­ing in­to the road.

			It grew larg­er, it seemed to move in an or­der­ly man­ner, though it was bristling and quiv­er­ing; it seemed to be a ve­hi­cle, but its load could not be dis­tinct­ly made out. There were hors­es, wheels, shouts; whips were crack­ing. By de­grees the out­lines be­came fixed, al­though bathed in shad­ows. It was a ve­hi­cle, in fact, which had just turned from the boule­vard in­to the high­way, and which was di­rect­ing its course to­wards the bar­ri­er near which sat Jean Val­jean; a sec­ond, of the same as­pect, fol­lowed, then a third, then a fourth; sev­en char­i­ots made their ap­pear­ance in suc­ces­sion, the heads of the hors­es touch­ing the rear of the wag­on in front. Fig­ures were mov­ing on these ve­hi­cles, flash­es were vis­i­ble through the dusk as though there were naked swords there, a clank­ing be­came au­di­ble which re­sem­bled the rat­tling of chains, and as this some­thing ad­vanced, the sound of voic­es waxed loud­er, and it turned in­to a ter­ri­ble thing such as emerges from the cave of dreams.

			As it drew near­er, it as­sumed a form, and was out­lined be­hind the trees with the pal­lid hue of an ap­pari­tion; the mass grew white; the day, which was slow­ly dawn­ing, cast a wan light on this swarm­ing heap which was at once both sepul­chral and liv­ing, the heads of the fig­ures turned in­to the faces of corpses, and this is what it proved to be:—

			Sev­en wag­ons were driv­ing in a file along the road. The first six were sin­gu­lar­ly con­struct­ed. They re­sem­bled coop­ers’ drays; they con­sist­ed of long lad­ders placed on two wheels and form­ing bar­rows at their rear ex­trem­i­ties. Each dray, or rather let us say, each lad­der, was at­tached to four hors­es har­nessed tan­dem. On these lad­ders strange clus­ters of men were be­ing drawn. In the faint light, these men were to be di­vined rather than seen. Twen­ty-four on each ve­hi­cle, twelve on a side, back to back, fac­ing the passers­by, their legs dan­gling in the air—this was the man­ner in which these men were trav­el­ling, and be­hind their backs they had some­thing which clanked, and which was a chain, and on their necks some­thing which shone, and which was an iron col­lar. Each man had his col­lar, but the chain was for all; so that if these four and twen­ty men had oc­ca­sion to alight from the dray and walk, they were seized with a sort of in­ex­orable uni­ty, and were obliged to wind over the ground with the chain for a back­bone, some­what af­ter the fash­ion of mil­li­pedes. In the back and front of each ve­hi­cle, two men armed with mus­kets stood erect, each hold­ing one end of the chain un­der his foot. The iron neck­lets were square. The sev­enth ve­hi­cle, a huge rack-sid­ed bag­gage wag­on, with­out a hood, had four wheels and six hors­es, and car­ried a sonorous pile of iron boil­ers, cast-iron pots, bra­ziers, and chains, among which were min­gled sev­er­al men who were pin­ioned and stretched at full length, and who seemed to be ill. This wag­on, all lat­tice­work, was gar­nished with di­lap­i­dat­ed hur­dles which ap­peared to have served for for­mer pun­ish­ments. These ve­hi­cles kept to the mid­dle of the road. On each side marched a dou­ble hedge of guards of in­fa­mous as­pect, wear­ing three-cor­nered hats, like the sol­diers un­der the Di­rec­to­ry, shab­by, cov­ered with spots and holes, muf­fled in uni­forms of vet­er­ans and the trousers of un­der­tak­ers’ men, half gray, half blue, which were al­most hang­ing in rags, with red epaulets, yel­low shoul­der belts, short sabres, mus­kets, and cud­gels; they were a species of sol­dier-black­guards. These myr­mi­dons seemed com­posed of the ab­ject­ness of the beg­gar and the au­thor­i­ty of the ex­e­cu­tion­er. The one who ap­peared to be their chief held a pos­til­ion’s whip in his hand. All these de­tails, blurred by the dim­ness of dawn, be­came more and more clear­ly out­lined as the light in­creased. At the head and in the rear of the con­voy rode mount­ed gen­darmes, se­ri­ous and with sword in fist.

			This pro­ces­sion was so long that when the first ve­hi­cle reached the bar­ri­er, the last was bare­ly de­bauch­ing from the boule­vard. A throng, sprung, it is im­pos­si­ble to say whence, and formed in a twin­kling, as is fre­quent­ly the case in Paris, pressed for­ward from both sides of the road and looked on. In the neigh­bor­ing lanes the shouts of peo­ple call­ing to each oth­er and the wood­en shoes of mar­ket-gar­den­ers has­ten­ing up to gaze were au­di­ble.

			The men massed up­on the drays al­lowed them­selves to be jolt­ed along in si­lence. They were livid with the chill of morn­ing. They all wore linen trousers, and their bare feet were thrust in­to wood­en shoes. The rest of their cos­tume was a fan­ta­sy of wretched­ness. Their ac­cou­trements were hor­ri­bly in­con­gru­ous; noth­ing is more fu­ne­re­al than the har­le­quin in rags. Bat­tered felt hats, tar­pau­lin caps, hideous woollen night­caps, and, side by side with a short blouse, a black coat bro­ken at the el­bow; many wore wom­en’s head­gear, oth­ers had bas­kets on their heads; hairy breasts were vis­i­ble, and through the rent in their gar­ments tat­tooed de­signs could be de­scried; tem­ples of Love, flam­ing hearts, Cu­pids; erup­tions and un­healthy red blotch­es could al­so be seen. Two or three had a straw rope at­tached to the cross­bar of the dray, and sus­pend­ed un­der them like a stir­rup, which sup­port­ed their feet. One of them held in his hand and raised to his mouth some­thing which had the ap­pear­ance of a black stone and which he seemed to be gnaw­ing; it was bread which he was eat­ing. There were no eyes there which were not ei­ther dry, dulled, or flam­ing with an evil light. The es­cort troop cursed, the men in chains did not ut­ter a syl­la­ble; from time to time the sound of a blow be­came au­di­ble as the cud­gels de­scend­ed on shoul­der-blades or skulls; some of these men were yawn­ing; their rags were ter­ri­ble; their feet hung down, their shoul­ders os­cil­lat­ed, their heads clashed to­geth­er, their fet­ters clanked, their eyes glared fe­ro­cious­ly, their fists clenched or fell open inert­ly like the hands of corpses; in the rear of the con­voy ran a band of chil­dren scream­ing with laugh­ter.

			This file of ve­hi­cles, what­ev­er its na­ture was, was mourn­ful. It was ev­i­dent that to­mor­row, that an hour hence, a pour­ing rain might de­scend, that it might be fol­lowed by an­oth­er and an­oth­er, and that their di­lap­i­dat­ed gar­ments would be drenched, that once soaked, these men would not get dry again, that once chilled, they would not again get warm, that their linen trousers would be glued to their bones by the down­pour, that the wa­ter would fill their shoes, that no lash­es from the whips would be able to pre­vent their jaws from chat­ter­ing, that the chain would con­tin­ue to bind them by the neck, that their legs would con­tin­ue to dan­gle, and it was im­pos­si­ble not to shud­der at the sight of these hu­man be­ings thus bound and pas­sive be­neath the cold clouds of au­tumn, and de­liv­ered over to the rain, to the blast, to all the fu­ries of the air, like trees and stones.

			Blows from the cud­gel were not omit­ted even in the case of the sick men, who lay there knot­ted with ropes and mo­tion­less on the sev­enth wag­on, and who ap­peared to have been tossed there like sacks filled with mis­ery.

			Sud­den­ly, the sun made its ap­pear­ance; the im­mense light of the Ori­ent burst forth, and one would have said that it had set fire to all those fe­ro­cious heads. Their tongues were un­loosed; a con­fla­gra­tion of grins, oaths, and songs ex­plod­ed. The broad hor­i­zon­tal sheet of light sev­ered the file in two parts, il­lu­mi­nat­ing heads and bod­ies, leav­ing feet and wheels in the ob­scu­ri­ty. Thoughts made their ap­pear­ance on these faces; it was a ter­ri­ble mo­ment; vis­i­ble demons with their masks re­moved, fierce souls laid bare. Though light­ed up, this wild throng re­mained in gloom. Some, who were gay, had in their mouths quills through which they blew ver­min over the crowd, pick­ing out the wom­en; the dawn ac­cen­tu­at­ed these lam­en­ta­ble pro­files with the black­ness of its shad­ows; there was not one of these crea­tures who was not de­formed by rea­son of wretched­ness; and the whole was so mon­strous that one would have said that the sun’s bril­lian­cy had been changed in­to the glare of the light­ning. The wag­on-load which head­ed the line had struck up a song, and were shout­ing at the top of their voic­es with a hag­gard jovi­al­i­ty, a pot­pour­ri by Désaugiers, then fa­mous, called “The Vestal;” the trees shiv­ered mourn­ful­ly; in the cross-lanes, coun­te­nances of bour­geois lis­tened in an id­i­ot­ic de­light to these coarse strains droned by spec­tres.

			All sorts of dis­tress met in this pro­ces­sion as in chaos; here were to be found the fa­cial an­gles of ev­ery sort of beast, old men, youths, bald heads, gray beards, cyn­i­cal mon­strosi­ties, sour res­ig­na­tion, sav­age grins, sense­less at­ti­tudes, snouts sur­mount­ed by caps, heads like those of young girls with corkscrew curls on the tem­ples, in­fan­tile vis­ages, and by rea­son of that, hor­ri­ble thin skele­ton faces, to which death alone was lack­ing. On the first cart was a ne­gro, who had been a slave, in all prob­a­bil­i­ty, and who could make a com­par­i­son of his chains. The fright­ful lev­eller from be­low, shame, had passed over these brows; at that de­gree of abase­ment, the last trans­for­ma­tions were suf­fered by all in their ex­tremest depths, and ig­no­rance, con­vert­ed in­to dull­ness, was the equal of in­tel­li­gence con­vert­ed in­to de­spair. There was no choice pos­si­ble be­tween these men who ap­peared to the eye as the flow­er of the mud. It was ev­i­dent that the per­son who had had the or­der­ing of that un­clean pro­ces­sion had not clas­si­fied them. These be­ings had been fet­tered and cou­pled pell-mell, in al­pha­bet­i­cal dis­or­der, prob­a­bly, and load­ed hap­haz­ard on those carts. Nev­er­the­less, hor­rors, when grouped to­geth­er, al­ways end by evolv­ing a re­sult; all ad­di­tions of wretch­ed men give a sum to­tal, each chain ex­haled a com­mon soul, and each dray-load had its own phys­iog­no­my. By the side of the one where they were singing, there was one where they were howl­ing; a third where they were beg­ging; one could be seen in which they were gnash­ing their teeth; an­oth­er load men­aced the spec­ta­tors, an­oth­er blas­phemed God; the last was as silent as the tomb. Dante would have thought that he be­held his sev­en cir­cles of hell on the march. The march of the damned to their tor­tures, per­formed in sin­is­ter wise, not on the for­mi­da­ble and flam­ing char­i­ot of the Apoc­a­lypse, but, what was more mourn­ful than that, on the gib­bet cart.

			One of the guards, who had a hook on the end of his cud­gel, made a pre­tence from time to time, of stir­ring up this mass of hu­man filth. An old wom­an in the crowd point­ed them out to her lit­tle boy five years old, and said to him: “Ras­cal, let that be a warn­ing to you!”

			As the songs and blas­phemies in­creased, the man who ap­peared to be the cap­tain of the es­cort cracked his whip, and at that sig­nal a fear­ful dull and blind flog­ging, which pro­duced the sound of hail, fell up­on the sev­en dray-loads; many roared and foamed at the mouth; which re­dou­bled the de­light of the street urchins who had has­tened up, a swarm of flies on these wounds.

			Jean Val­jean’s eyes had as­sumed a fright­ful ex­pres­sion. They were no longer eyes; they were those deep and glassy ob­jects which re­place the glance in the case of cer­tain wretch­ed men, which seem un­con­scious of re­al­i­ty, and in which flames the re­flec­tion of ter­rors and of catas­tro­phes. He was not look­ing at a spec­ta­cle, he was see­ing a vi­sion. He tried to rise, to flee, to make his es­cape; he could not move his feet. Some­times, the things that you see seize up­on you and hold you fast. He re­mained nailed to the spot, pet­ri­fied, stupid, ask­ing him­self, athwart con­fused and in­ex­press­ible an­guish, what this sepul­chral per­se­cu­tion sig­ni­fied, and whence had come that pan­de­mo­ni­um which was pur­su­ing him. All at once, he raised his hand to his brow, a ges­ture ha­bit­u­al to those whose mem­o­ry sud­den­ly re­turns; he re­mem­bered that this was, in fact, the usu­al itin­er­ary, that it was cus­tom­ary to make this de­tour in or­der to avoid all pos­si­bil­i­ty of en­coun­ter­ing roy­al­ty on the road to Fontainebleau, and that, five and thir­ty years be­fore, he had him­self passed through that bar­ri­er.

			Cosette was no less ter­ri­fied, but in a dif­fer­ent way. She did not un­der­stand; what she be­held did not seem to her to be pos­si­ble; at length she cried:—

			“Fa­ther! What are those men in those carts?”

			Jean Val­jean replied: “Con­victs.”

			“Whith­er are they go­ing?”

			“To the gal­leys.”

			At that mo­ment, the cud­gelling, mul­ti­plied by a hun­dred hands, be­came zeal­ous, blows with the flat of the sword were min­gled with it, it was a per­fect storm of whips and clubs; the con­victs bent be­fore it, a hideous obe­di­ence was evoked by the tor­ture, and all held their peace, dart­ing glances like chained wolves.

			Cosette trem­bled in ev­ery limb; she re­sumed:—

			“Fa­ther, are they still men?”

			“Some­times,” an­swered the un­hap­py man.

			It was the chain-gang, in fact, which had set out be­fore day­break from Bicêtre, and had tak­en the road to Mans in or­der to avoid Fontainebleau, where the King then was. This caused the hor­ri­ble jour­ney to last three or four days longer; but tor­ture may sure­ly be pro­longed with the ob­ject of spar­ing the roy­al per­son­age a sight of it.

			Jean Val­jean re­turned home ut­ter­ly over­whelmed. Such en­coun­ters are shocks, and the mem­o­ry that they leave be­hind them re­sem­bles a thor­ough shak­ing up.

			Nev­er­the­less, Jean Val­jean did not ob­serve that, on his way back to the Rue de Baby­lone with Cosette, the lat­ter was ply­ing him with oth­er ques­tions on the sub­ject of what they had just seen; per­haps he was too much ab­sorbed in his own de­jec­tion to no­tice her words and re­ply to them. But when Cosette was leav­ing him in the evening, to be­take her­self to bed, he heard her say in a low voice, and as though talk­ing to her­self: “It seems to me, that if I were to find one of those men in my path­way, oh, my God, I should die mere­ly from the sight of him close at hand.”

			For­tu­nate­ly, chance or­dained that on the mor­row of that trag­ic day, there was some of­fi­cial solem­ni­ty apro­pos of I know not what—fêtes in Paris, a re­view in the Champ de Mars, jousts on the Seine, the­atri­cal per­for­mances in the Champs-Élysées, fire­works at the Arc de l’Étoile, il­lu­mi­na­tions ev­ery­where. Jean Val­jean did vi­o­lence to his habits, and took Cosette to see these re­joic­ings, for the pur­pose of di­vert­ing her from the mem­o­ry of the day be­fore, and of ef­fac­ing, be­neath the smil­ing tu­mult of all Paris, the abom­inable thing which had passed be­fore her. The re­view with which the fes­ti­val was spiced made the pres­ence of uni­forms per­fect­ly nat­u­ral; Jean Val­jean donned his uni­form of a na­tion­al guard with the vague in­ward feel­ing of a man who is be­tak­ing him­self to shel­ter. How­ev­er, this trip seemed to at­tain its ob­ject. Cosette, who made it her law to please her fa­ther, and to whom, more­over, all spec­ta­cles were a nov­el­ty, ac­cept­ed this di­ver­sion with the light and easy good grace of youth, and did not pout too dis­dain­ful­ly at that flut­ter of en­joy­ment called a pub­lic fête; so that Jean Val­jean was able to be­lieve that he had suc­ceed­ed, and that no trace of that hideous vi­sion re­mained.

			Some days lat­er, one morn­ing, when the sun was shin­ing bright­ly, and they were both on the steps lead­ing to the gar­den, an­oth­er in­frac­tion of the rules which Jean Val­jean seemed to have im­posed up­on him­self, and to the cus­tom of re­main­ing in her cham­ber which melan­choly had caused Cosette to adopt, Cosette, in a wrap­per, was stand­ing erect in that neg­li­gent at­tire of ear­ly morn­ing which en­velops young girls in an adorable way and which pro­duces the ef­fect of a cloud drawn over a star; and, with her head bathed in light, rosy af­ter a good sleep, sub­mit­ting to the gen­tle glances of the ten­der old man, she was pick­ing a daisy to pieces. Cosette did not know the de­light­ful leg­end, “I love a lit­tle, pas­sion­ate­ly, etc.”—who was there who could have taught her? She was han­dling the flow­er in­stinc­tive­ly, in­no­cent­ly, with­out a sus­pi­cion that to pluck a daisy apart is to do the same by a heart. If there were a fourth, and smil­ing Grace called Melan­choly, she would have worn the air of that Grace. Jean Val­jean was fas­ci­nat­ed by the con­tem­pla­tion of those tiny fin­gers on that flow­er, and for­get­ful of ev­ery­thing in the ra­di­ance emit­ted by that child. A red­breast was war­bling in the thick­et, on one side. White cloudlets float­ed across the sky, so gay­ly, that one would have said that they had just been set at lib­er­ty. Cosette went on at­ten­tive­ly tear­ing the leaves from her flow­er; she seemed to be think­ing about some­thing; but what­ev­er it was, it must be some­thing charm­ing; all at once she turned her head over her shoul­der with the del­i­cate lan­guor of a swan, and said to Jean Val­jean: “Fa­ther, what are the gal­leys like?”
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				A Wound With­out, Heal­ing With­in

			
			Thus their life cloud­ed over by de­grees.

			But one di­ver­sion, which had for­mer­ly been a hap­pi­ness, re­mained to them, which was to car­ry bread to those who were hun­gry, and cloth­ing to those who were cold. Cosette of­ten ac­com­pa­nied Jean Val­jean on these vis­its to the poor, on which they re­cov­ered some rem­nants of their for­mer free in­ter­course; and some­times, when the day had been a good one, and they had as­sist­ed many in dis­tress, and cheered and warmed many lit­tle chil­dren, Cosette was rather mer­ry in the evening. It was at this epoch that they paid their vis­it to the Jon­drette den.

			On the day fol­low­ing that vis­it, Jean Val­jean made his ap­pear­ance in the pavil­ion in the morn­ing, calm as was his wont, but with a large wound on his left arm which was much in­flamed, and very an­gry, which re­sem­bled a burn, and which he ex­plained in some way or oth­er. This wound re­sult­ed in his be­ing de­tained in the house for a month with fever. He would not call in a doc­tor. When Cosette urged him, “Call the dog-doc­tor,” said he.

			Cosette dressed the wound morn­ing and evening with so di­vine an air and such an­gel­ic hap­pi­ness at be­ing of use to him, that Jean Val­jean felt all his for­mer joy re­turn­ing, his fears and anx­i­eties dis­si­pat­ing, and he gazed at Cosette, say­ing: “Oh! what a kind­ly wound! Oh! what a good mis­for­tune!”

			Cosette on per­ceiv­ing that her fa­ther was ill, had de­sert­ed the pavil­ion and again tak­en a fan­cy to the lit­tle lodg­ing and the back court­yard. She passed near­ly all her days be­side Jean Val­jean and read to him the books which he de­sired. Gen­er­al­ly they were books of trav­el. Jean Val­jean was un­der­go­ing a new birth; his hap­pi­ness was re­viv­ing in these in­ef­fa­ble rays; the Lux­em­bourg, the prowl­ing young stranger, Cosette’s cold­ness—all these clouds up­on his soul were grow­ing dim. He had reached the point where he said to him­self: “I imag­ined all that. I am an old fool.”

			His hap­pi­ness was so great that the hor­ri­ble dis­cov­ery of the Thé­nardiers made in the Jon­drette hov­el, un­ex­pect­ed as it was, had, af­ter a fash­ion, glid­ed over him un­no­ticed. He had suc­ceed­ed in mak­ing his es­cape; all trace of him was lost—what more did he care for! he on­ly thought of those wretch­ed be­ings to pity them. “Here they are in prison, and hence­forth they will be in­ca­pac­i­tat­ed for do­ing any harm,” he thought, “but what a lam­en­ta­ble fam­i­ly in dis­tress!”

			As for the hideous vi­sion of the Bar­rière du Maine, Cosette had not re­ferred to it again.

			Sis­ter Sainte-Mechtilde had taught Cosette mu­sic in the con­vent; Cosette had the voice of a lin­net with a soul, and some­times, in the evening, in the wound­ed man’s hum­ble abode, she war­bled melan­choly songs which de­light­ed Jean Val­jean.

			Spring came; the gar­den was so de­light­ful at that sea­son of the year, that Jean Val­jean said to Cosette:—

			“You nev­er go there; I want you to stroll in it.”

			“As you like, fa­ther,” said Cosette.

			And for the sake of obey­ing her fa­ther, she re­sumed her walks in the gar­den, gen­er­al­ly alone, for, as we have men­tioned, Jean Val­jean, who was prob­a­bly afraid of be­ing seen through the fence, hard­ly ev­er went there.

			Jean Val­jean’s wound had cre­at­ed a di­ver­sion.

			When Cosette saw that her fa­ther was suf­fer­ing less, that he was con­va­lesc­ing, and that he ap­peared to be hap­py, she ex­pe­ri­enced a con­tent­ment which she did not even per­ceive, so gen­tly and nat­u­ral­ly had it come. Then, it was in the month of March, the days were grow­ing longer, the win­ter was de­part­ing, the win­ter al­ways bears away with it a por­tion of our sad­ness; then came April, that day­break of sum­mer, fresh as dawn al­ways is, gay like ev­ery child­hood; a lit­tle in­clined to weep at times like the new­born be­ing that it is. In that month, na­ture has charm­ing gleams which pass from the sky, from the trees, from the mead­ows and the flow­ers in­to the heart of man.

			Cosette was still too young to es­cape the pen­e­trat­ing in­flu­ence of that April joy which bore so strong a re­sem­blance to her­self. In­sen­si­bly, and with­out her sus­pect­ing the fact, the black­ness de­part­ed from her spir­it. In spring, sad souls grow light, as light falls in­to cel­lars at mid­day. Cosette was no longer sad. How­ev­er, though this was so, she did not ac­count for it to her­self. In the morn­ing, about ten o’clock, af­ter break­fast, when she had suc­ceed­ed in en­tic­ing her fa­ther in­to the gar­den for a quar­ter of an hour, and when she was pac­ing up and down in the sun­light in front of the steps, sup­port­ing his left arm for him, she did not per­ceive that she laughed ev­ery mo­ment and that she was hap­py.

			Jean Val­jean, in­tox­i­cat­ed, be­held her grow­ing fresh and rosy once more.

			“Oh! What a good wound!” he re­peat­ed in a whis­per.

			And he felt grate­ful to the Thé­nardiers.

			His wound once healed, he re­sumed his soli­tary twi­light strolls.

			It is a mis­take to sup­pose that a per­son can stroll alone in that fash­ion in the un­in­hab­it­ed re­gions of Paris with­out meet­ing with some ad­ven­ture.

		
	
		
			
				II

				Moth­er Plu­tar­que Finds No Dif­fi­cul­ty in Ex­plain­ing a Phe­nom­e­non

			
			One evening, lit­tle Gavroche had had noth­ing to eat; he re­mem­bered that he had not dined on the pre­ced­ing day ei­ther; this was be­com­ing tire­some. He re­solved to make an ef­fort to se­cure some sup­per. He strolled out be­yond the Salpêtrière in­to de­sert­ed re­gions; that is where wind­falls are to be found; where there is no one, one al­ways finds some­thing. He reached a set­tle­ment which ap­peared to him to be the vil­lage of Auster­litz.

			In one of his pre­ced­ing lounges he had no­ticed there an old gar­den haunt­ed by an old man and an old wom­an, and in that gar­den, a pass­able ap­ple-tree. Be­side the ap­ple-tree stood a sort of fruit-house, which was not se­cure­ly fas­tened, and where one might con­trive to get an ap­ple. One ap­ple is a sup­per; one ap­ple is life. That which was Adam’s ru­in might prove Gavroche’s sal­va­tion. The gar­den abut­ted on a soli­tary, un­paved lane, bor­dered with brush­wood while await­ing the ar­rival of hous­es; the gar­den was sep­a­rat­ed from it by a hedge.

			Gavroche di­rect­ed his steps to­wards this gar­den; he found the lane, he rec­og­nized the ap­ple-tree, he ver­i­fied the fruit-house, he ex­am­ined the hedge; a hedge means mere­ly one stride. The day was de­clin­ing, there was not even a cat in the lane, the hour was pro­pi­tious. Gavroche be­gan the op­er­a­tion of scal­ing the hedge, then sud­den­ly paused. Some­one was talk­ing in the gar­den. Gavroche peeped through one of the breaks in the hedge.

			A cou­ple of paces dis­tant, at the foot of the hedge on the oth­er side, ex­act­ly at the point where the gap which he was med­i­tat­ing would have been made, there was a sort of re­cum­bent stone which formed a bench, and on this bench was seat­ed the old man of the gar­den, while the old wom­an was stand­ing in front of him. The old wom­an was grum­bling. Gavroche, who was not very dis­creet, lis­tened.

			“Mon­sieur Mabeuf!” said the old wom­an.

			“Mabeuf!” thought Gavroche, “that name is a per­fect farce.”

			The old man who was thus ad­dressed, did not stir. The old wom­an re­peat­ed:—

			“Mon­sieur Mabeuf!”

			The old man, with­out rais­ing his eyes from the ground, made up his mind to an­swer:—

			“What is it, Moth­er Plu­tar­que?”

			“Moth­er Plu­tar­que!” thought Gavroche, “an­oth­er far­ci­cal name.”

			Moth­er Plu­tar­que be­gan again, and the old man was forced to ac­cept the con­ver­sa­tion:—

			“The land­lord is not pleased.”

			“Why?”

			“We owe three quar­ters rent.”

			“In three months, we shall owe him for four quar­ters.”

			“He says that he will turn you out to sleep.”

			“I will go.”

			“The green­gro­cer in­sists on be­ing paid. She will no longer leave her fagots. What will you warm your­self with this win­ter? We shall have no wood.”

			“There is the sun.”

			“The butch­er re­fus­es to give cred­it; he will not let us have any more meat.”

			“That is quite right. I do not di­gest meat well. It is too heavy.”

			“What shall we have for din­ner?”

			“Bread.”

			“The bak­er de­mands a set­tle­ment, and says, ‘no mon­ey, no bread.’ ”

			“That is well.”

			“What will you eat?”

			“We have ap­ples in the ap­ple-room.”

			“But, Mon­sieur, we can’t live like that with­out mon­ey.”

			“I have none.”

			The old wom­an went away, the old man re­mained alone. He fell in­to thought. Gavroche be­came thought­ful al­so. It was al­most dark.

			The first re­sult of Gavroche’s med­i­ta­tion was, that in­stead of scal­ing the hedge, he crouched down un­der it. The branch­es stood apart a lit­tle at the foot of the thick­et.

			“Come,” ex­claimed Gavroche men­tal­ly, “here’s a nook!” and he curled up in it. His back was al­most in con­tact with Fa­ther Mabeuf’s bench. He could hear the oc­to­ge­nar­i­an breathe.

			Then, by way of din­ner, he tried to sleep.

			It was a cat­nap, with one eye open. While he dozed, Gavroche kept on the watch.

			The twi­light pal­lor of the sky blanched the earth, and the lane formed a livid line be­tween two rows of dark bush­es.

			All at once, in this whitish band, two fig­ures made their ap­pear­ance. One was in front, the oth­er some dis­tance in the rear.

			“There come two crea­tures,” mut­tered Gavroche.

			The first form seemed to be some el­der­ly bour­geois, who was bent and thought­ful, dressed more than plain­ly, and who was walk­ing slow­ly be­cause of his age, and strolling about in the open evening air.

			The sec­ond was straight, firm, slen­der. It reg­u­lat­ed its pace by that of the first; but in the vol­un­tary slow­ness of its gait, sup­ple­ness and agili­ty were dis­cernible. This fig­ure had al­so some­thing fierce and dis­qui­et­ing about it, the whole shape was that of what was then called “an el­e­gant;” the hat was of good shape, the coat black, well cut, prob­a­bly of fine cloth, and well fit­ted in at the waist. The head was held erect with a sort of ro­bust grace, and be­neath the hat the pale pro­file of a young man could be made out in the dim light. The pro­file had a rose in its mouth. This sec­ond form was well known to Gavroche; it was Mont­par­nasse.

			He could have told noth­ing about the oth­er, ex­cept that he was a re­spectable old man.

			Gavroche im­me­di­ate­ly be­gan to take ob­ser­va­tions.

			One of these two pedes­tri­ans ev­i­dent­ly had a project con­nect­ed with the oth­er. Gavroche was well placed to watch the course of events. The bed­room had turned in­to a hid­ing-place at a very op­por­tune mo­ment.

			Mont­par­nasse on the hunt at such an hour, in such a place, be­to­kened some­thing threat­en­ing. Gavroche felt his gamin’s heart moved with com­pas­sion for the old man.

			What was he to do? In­ter­fere? One weak­ness com­ing to the aid of an­oth­er! It would be mere­ly a laugh­ing mat­ter for Mont­par­nasse. Gavroche did not shut his eyes to the fact that the old man, in the first place, and the child in the sec­ond, would make but two mouth­fuls for that re­doubtable ruf­fi­an eigh­teen years of age.

			While Gavroche was de­lib­er­at­ing, the at­tack took place, abrupt­ly and hideous­ly. The at­tack of the tiger on the wild ass, the at­tack of the spi­der on the fly. Mont­par­nasse sud­den­ly tossed away his rose, bound­ed up­on the old man, seized him by the col­lar, grasped and clung to him, and Gavroche with dif­fi­cul­ty re­strained a scream. A mo­ment lat­er one of these men was un­der­neath the oth­er, groan­ing, strug­gling, with a knee of mar­ble up­on his breast. On­ly, it was not just what Gavroche had ex­pect­ed. The one who lay on the earth was Mont­par­nasse; the one who was on top was the old man. All this took place a few paces dis­tant from Gavroche.

			The old man had re­ceived the shock, had re­turned it, and that in such a ter­ri­ble fash­ion, that in a twin­kling, the as­sailant and the as­sailed had ex­changed roles.

			“Here’s a hearty vet­er­an!” thought Gavroche.

			He could not re­frain from clap­ping his hands. But it was ap­plause wast­ed. It did not reach the com­bat­ants, ab­sorbed and deaf­ened as they were, each by the oth­er, as their breath min­gled in the strug­gle.

			Si­lence en­sued. Mont­par­nasse ceased his strug­gles. Gavroche in­dulged in this aside: “Can he be dead!”

			The good­man had not ut­tered a word, nor giv­en vent to a cry. He rose to his feet, and Gavroche heard him say to Mont­par­nasse:—

			“Get up.”

			Mont­par­nasse rose, but the good­man held him fast. Mont­par­nasse’s at­ti­tude was the hu­mil­i­at­ed and fu­ri­ous at­ti­tude of the wolf who has been caught by a sheep.

			Gavroche looked on and lis­tened, mak­ing an ef­fort to re­in­force his eyes with his ears. He was en­joy­ing him­self im­mense­ly.

			He was re­paid for his con­sci­en­tious anx­i­ety in the char­ac­ter of a spec­ta­tor. He was able to catch on the wing a di­a­logue which bor­rowed from the dark­ness an in­de­scrib­ably trag­ic ac­cent. The good­man ques­tioned, Mont­par­nasse replied.

			“How old are you?”

			“Nine­teen.”

			“You are strong and healthy. Why do you not work?”

			“It bores me.”

			“What is your trade?”

			“An idler.”

			“Speak se­ri­ous­ly. Can any­thing be done for you? What would you like to be?”

			“A thief.”

			A pause en­sued. The old man seemed ab­sorbed in pro­found thought. He stood mo­tion­less, and did not re­lax his hold on Mont­par­nasse.

			Ev­ery mo­ment the vig­or­ous and ag­ile young ruf­fi­an in­dulged in the twitch­ings of a wild beast caught in a snare. He gave a jerk, tried a crook of the knee, twist­ed his limbs des­per­ate­ly, and made ef­forts to es­cape.

			The old man did not ap­pear to no­tice it, and held both his arms with one hand, with the sov­er­eign in­dif­fer­ence of ab­so­lute force.

			The old man’s rever­ie last­ed for some time, then, look­ing steadi­ly at Mont­par­nasse, he ad­dressed to him in a gen­tle voice, in the midst of the dark­ness where they stood, a solemn ha­rangue, of which Gavroche did not lose a sin­gle syl­la­ble:—

			“My child, you are en­ter­ing, through in­do­lence, on one of the most la­bo­ri­ous of lives. Ah! You de­clare your­self to be an idler! pre­pare to toil. There is a cer­tain for­mi­da­ble ma­chine, have you seen it? It is the rolling-mill. You must be on your guard against it, it is crafty and fe­ro­cious; if it catch­es hold of the skirt of your coat, you will be drawn in bod­i­ly. That ma­chine is lazi­ness. Stop while there is yet time, and save your­self! Oth­er­wise, it is all over with you; in a short time you will be among the gear­ing. Once en­tan­gled, hope for noth­ing more. Toil, lazy­bones! there is no more re­pose for you! The iron hand of im­pla­ca­ble toil has seized you. You do not wish to earn your liv­ing, to have a task, to ful­fil a du­ty! It bores you to be like oth­er men? Well! You will be dif­fer­ent. La­bor is the law; he who re­jects it will find en­nui his tor­ment. You do not wish to be a work­ing­man, you will be a slave. Toil lets go of you on one side on­ly to grasp you again on the oth­er. You do not de­sire to be its friend, you shall be its ne­gro slave. Ah! You would have none of the hon­est weari­ness of men, you shall have the sweat of the damned. Where oth­ers sing, you will rat­tle in your throat. You will see afar off, from be­low, oth­er men at work; it will seem to you that they are rest­ing. The la­bor­er, the har­vester, the sailor, the black­smith, will ap­pear to you in glo­ry like the blessed spir­its in par­adise. What ra­di­ance sur­rounds the forge! To guide the plough, to bind the sheaves, is joy. The bark at lib­er­ty in the wind, what de­light! Do you, lazy idler, delve, drag on, roll, march! Drag your hal­ter. You are a beast of bur­den in the team of hell! Ah! To do noth­ing is your ob­ject. Well, not a week, not a day, not an hour shall you have free from op­pres­sion. You will be able to lift noth­ing with­out an­guish. Ev­ery minute that pass­es will make your mus­cles crack. What is a feath­er to oth­ers will be a rock to you. The sim­plest things will be­come steep ac­cliv­i­ties. Life will be­come mon­strous all about you. To go, to come, to breathe, will be just so many ter­ri­ble labors. Your lungs will pro­duce on you the ef­fect of weigh­ing a hun­dred pounds. Whether you shall walk here rather than there, will be­come a prob­lem that must be solved. Any­one who wants to go out sim­ply gives his door a push, and there he is in the open air. If you wish to go out, you will be obliged to pierce your wall. What does ev­ery­one who wants to step in­to the street do? He goes down­stairs; you will tear up your sheets, lit­tle by lit­tle you will make of them a rope, then you will climb out of your win­dow, and you will sus­pend your­self by that thread over an abyss, and it will be night, amid storm, rain, and the hur­ri­cane, and if the rope is too short, but one way of de­scend­ing will re­main to you, to fall. To drop hap­haz­ard in­to the gulf, from an un­known height, on what? On what is be­neath, on the un­known. Or you will crawl up a chim­ney-flue, at the risk of burn­ing; or you will creep through a sew­er-pipe, at the risk of drown­ing; I do not speak of the holes that you will be obliged to mask, of the stones which you will have to take up and re­place twen­ty times a day, of the plas­ter that you will have to hide in your straw pal­let. A lock presents it­self; the bour­geois has in his pock­et a key made by a lock­smith. If you wish to pass out, you will be con­demned to ex­e­cute a ter­ri­ble work of art; you will take a large sou, you will cut it in two plates; with what tools? You will have to in­vent them. That is your busi­ness. Then you will hol­low out the in­te­ri­or of these plates, tak­ing great care of the out­side, and you will make on the edges a thread, so that they can be ad­just­ed one up­on the oth­er like a box and its cov­er. The top and bot­tom thus screwed to­geth­er, noth­ing will be sus­pect­ed. To the over­seers it will be on­ly a sou; to you it will be a box. What will you put in this box? A small bit of steel. A watch-spring, in which you will have cut teeth, and which will form a saw. With this saw, as long as a pin, and con­cealed in a sou, you will cut the bolt of the lock, you will sev­er bolts, the pad­lock of your chain, and the bar at your win­dow, and the fet­ter on your leg. This mas­ter­piece fin­ished, this prodi­gy ac­com­plished, all these mir­a­cles of art, ad­dress, skill, and pa­tience ex­e­cut­ed, what will be your rec­om­pense if it be­comes known that you are the au­thor? The dun­geon. There is your fu­ture. What precipices are idle­ness and plea­sure! Do you know that to do noth­ing is a melan­choly res­o­lu­tion? To live in idle­ness on the prop­er­ty of so­ci­ety! to be use­less, that is to say, per­ni­cious! This leads straight to the depth of wretched­ness. Woe to the man who de­sires to be a par­a­site! He will be­come ver­min! Ah! So it does not please you to work? Ah! You have but one thought, to drink well, to eat well, to sleep well. You will drink wa­ter, you will eat black bread, you will sleep on a plank with a fet­ter whose cold touch you will feel on your flesh all night long, riv­et­ed to your limbs. You will break those fet­ters, you will flee. That is well. You will crawl on your bel­ly through the brush­wood, and you will eat grass like the beasts of the for­est. And you will be re­cap­tured. And then you will pass years in a dun­geon, riv­et­ed to a wall, grop­ing for your jug that you may drink, gnaw­ing at a hor­ri­ble loaf of dark­ness which dogs would not touch, eat­ing beans that the worms have eat­en be­fore you. You will be a wood­louse in a cel­lar. Ah! Have pity on your­self, you mis­er­able young child, who were suck­ing at nurse less than twen­ty years ago, and who have, no doubt, a moth­er still alive! I con­jure you, lis­ten to me, I en­treat you. You de­sire fine black cloth, var­nished shoes, to have your hair curled and sweet-smelling oils on your locks, to please low wom­en, to be hand­some. You will be shaven clean, and you will wear a red blouse and wood­en shoes. You want rings on your fin­gers, you will have an iron neck­let on your neck. If you glance at a wom­an, you will re­ceive a blow. And you will en­ter there at the age of twen­ty. And you will come out at fifty! You will en­ter young, rosy, fresh, with bril­liant eyes, and all your white teeth, and your hand­some, youth­ful hair; you will come out bro­ken, bent, wrin­kled, tooth­less, hor­ri­ble, with white locks! Ah! my poor child, you are on the wrong road; idle­ness is coun­selling you bad­ly; the hard­est of all work is thiev­ing. Be­lieve me, do not un­der­take that painful pro­fes­sion of an idle man. It is not com­fort­able to be­come a ras­cal. It is less dis­agree­able to be an hon­est man. Now go, and pon­der on what I have said to you. By the way, what did you want of me? My purse? Here it is.”

			And the old man, re­leas­ing Mont­par­nasse, put his purse in the lat­ter’s hand; Mont­par­nasse weighed it for a mo­ment, af­ter which he al­lowed it to slide gen­tly in­to the back pock­et of his coat, with the same me­chan­i­cal pre­cau­tion as though he had stolen it.

			All this hav­ing been said and done, the good­man turned his back and tran­quil­ly re­sumed his stroll.

			“The block­head!” mut­tered Mont­par­nasse.

			Who was this good­man? The read­er has, no doubt, al­ready di­vined.

			Mont­par­nasse watched him with amaze­ment, as he dis­ap­peared in the dusk. This con­tem­pla­tion was fa­tal to him.

			While the old man was walk­ing away, Gavroche drew near.

			Gavroche had as­sured him­self, with a side­long glance, that Fa­ther Mabeuf was still sit­ting on his bench, prob­a­bly sound asleep. Then the gamin emerged from his thick­et, and be­gan to crawl af­ter Mont­par­nasse in the dark, as the lat­ter stood there mo­tion­less. In this man­ner he came up to Mont­par­nasse with­out be­ing seen or heard, gen­tly in­sin­u­at­ed his hand in­to the back pock­et of that frock-coat of fine black cloth, seized the purse, with­drew his hand, and hav­ing re­course once more to his crawl­ing, he slipped away like an adder through the shad­ows. Mont­par­nasse, who had no rea­son to be on his guard, and who was en­gaged in thought for the first time in his life, per­ceived noth­ing. When Gavroche had once more at­tained the point where Fa­ther Mabeuf was, he flung the purse over the hedge, and fled as fast as his legs would car­ry him.

			The purse fell on Fa­ther Mabeuf’s foot. This com­mo­tion roused him.

			He bent over and picked up the purse.

			He did not un­der­stand in the least, and opened it.

			The purse had two com­part­ments; in one of them there was some small change; in the oth­er lay six napoleons.

			M. Mabeuf, in great alarm, re­ferred the mat­ter to his house­keep­er.

			“That has fall­en from heav­en,” said Moth­er Plu­tar­que.
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				I

				Soli­tude and the Bar­racks Com­bined

			
			Cosette’s grief, which had been so poignant and live­ly four or five months pre­vi­ous­ly, had, with­out her be­ing con­scious of the fact, en­tered up­on its con­va­les­cence. Na­ture, spring, youth, love for her fa­ther, the gayety of the birds and flow­ers, caused some­thing al­most re­sem­bling for­get­ful­ness to fil­ter grad­u­al­ly, drop by drop, in­to that soul, which was so vir­gin and so young. Was the fire whol­ly ex­tinct there? Or was it mere­ly that lay­ers of ash­es had formed? The truth is, that she hard­ly felt the painful and burn­ing spot any longer.

			One day she sud­den­ly thought of Mar­ius: “Why!” said she, “I no longer think of him.”

			That same week, she no­ticed a very hand­some of­fi­cer of lancers, with a wasp-like waist, a de­li­cious uni­form, the cheeks of a young girl, a sword un­der his arm, waxed mous­tach­es, and a glazed schap­ka, pass­ing the gate. More­over, he had light hair, prom­i­nent blue eyes, a round face, was vain, in­so­lent and good-look­ing; quite the re­verse of Mar­ius. He had a cigar in his mouth. Cosette thought that this of­fi­cer doubt­less be­longed to the reg­i­ment in bar­racks in the Rue de Baby­lone.

			On the fol­low­ing day, she saw him pass again. She took note of the hour.

			From that time forth, was it chance? she saw him pass near­ly ev­ery day.

			The of­fi­cer’s com­rades per­ceived that there was, in that “bad­ly kept” gar­den, be­hind that ma­li­cious ro­co­co fence, a very pret­ty crea­ture, who was al­most al­ways there when the hand­some lieu­tenant—who is not un­known to the read­er, and whose name was Théo­d­ule Gillenor­mand—passed by.

			“See here!” they said to him, “there’s a lit­tle crea­ture there who is mak­ing eyes at you, look.”

			“Have I the time,” replied the lancer, “to look at all the girls who look at me?”

			This was at the pre­cise mo­ment when Mar­ius was de­scend­ing heav­i­ly to­wards agony, and was say­ing: “If I could but see her be­fore I die!”—Had his wish been re­al­ized, had he be­held Cosette at that mo­ment gaz­ing at the lancer, he would not have been able to ut­ter a word, and he would have ex­pired with grief.

			Whose fault was it? No one’s.

			Mar­ius pos­sessed one of those tem­per­a­ments which bury them­selves in sor­row and there abide; Cosette was one of those per­sons who plunge in­to sor­row and emerge from it again.

			Cosette was, more­over, pass­ing through that dan­ger­ous pe­ri­od, the fa­tal phase of fem­i­nine rever­ie aban­doned to it­self, in which the iso­lat­ed heart of a young girl re­sem­bles the ten­drils of the vine which cling, as chance di­rects, to the cap­i­tal of a mar­ble col­umn or to the post of a wine-shop: A rapid and de­ci­sive mo­ment, crit­i­cal for ev­ery or­phan, be she rich or poor, for wealth does not pre­vent a bad choice; mis­al­liances are made in very high cir­cles, re­al mis­al­liance is that of souls; and as many an un­known young man, with­out name, with­out birth, with­out for­tune, is a mar­ble col­umn which bears up a tem­ple of grand sen­ti­ments and grand ideas, so such and such a man of the world sat­is­fied and op­u­lent, who has pol­ished boots and var­nished words, if looked at not out­side, but in­side, a thing which is re­served for his wife, is noth­ing more than a block ob­scure­ly haunt­ed by vi­o­lent, un­clean, and vi­nous pas­sions; the post of a drink­ing-shop.

			What did Cosette’s soul con­tain? Pas­sion calmed or lulled to sleep; some­thing limpid, bril­liant, trou­bled to a cer­tain depth, and gloomy low­er down. The im­age of the hand­some of­fi­cer was re­flect­ed in the sur­face. Did a sou­venir linger in the depths?—Quite at the bot­tom?—Pos­si­bly. Cosette did not know.

			A sin­gu­lar in­ci­dent su­per­vened.

		
	
		
			
				II

				Cosette’s Ap­pre­hen­sions

			
			Dur­ing the first fort­night in April, Jean Val­jean took a jour­ney. This, as the read­er knows, hap­pened from time to time, at very long in­ter­vals. He re­mained ab­sent a day or two days at the ut­most. Where did he go? No one knew, not even Cosette. Once on­ly, on the oc­ca­sion of one of these de­par­tures, she had ac­com­pa­nied him in a hack­ney-coach as far as a lit­tle blind-al­ley at the cor­ner of which she read: “Im­passe de la Planchette.” There he alight­ed, and the coach took Cosette back to the Rue de Baby­lone. It was usu­al­ly when mon­ey was lack­ing in the house that Jean Val­jean took these lit­tle trips.

			So Jean Val­jean was ab­sent. He had said: “I shall re­turn in three days.”

			That evening, Cosette was alone in the draw­ing-room. In or­der to get rid of her en­nui, she had opened her pi­ano-or­gan, and had be­gun to sing, ac­com­pa­ny­ing her­self the while, the cho­rus from Eu­ryan­the: “Hunters astray in the wood!” which is prob­a­bly the most beau­ti­ful thing in all the sphere of mu­sic. When she had fin­ished, she re­mained wrapped in thought.

			All at once, it seemed to her that she heard the sound of foot­steps in the gar­den.

			It could not be her fa­ther, he was ab­sent; it could not be Tou­s­saint, she was in bed, and it was ten o’clock at night.

			She stepped to the shut­ter of the draw­ing-room, which was closed, and laid her ear against it.

			It seemed to her that it was the tread of a man, and that he was walk­ing very soft­ly.

			She mount­ed rapid­ly to the first floor, to her own cham­ber, opened a small wick­et in her shut­ter, and peeped in­to the gar­den. The moon was at the full. Ev­ery­thing could be seen as plain­ly as by day.

			There was no one there.

			She opened the win­dow. The gar­den was ab­so­lute­ly calm, and all that was vis­i­ble was that the street was de­sert­ed as usu­al.

			Cosette thought that she had been mis­tak­en. She thought that she had heard a noise. It was a hal­lu­ci­na­tion pro­duced by the melan­choly and mag­nif­i­cent cho­rus of We­ber, which lays open be­fore the mind ter­ri­fied depths, which trem­bles be­fore the gaze like a dizzy for­est, and in which one hears the crack­ling of dead branch­es be­neath the un­easy tread of the hunts­men of whom one catch­es a glimpse through the twi­light.

			She thought no more about it.

			More­over, Cosette was not very timid by na­ture. There flowed in her veins some of the blood of the bo­hemi­an and the ad­ven­turess who runs bare­foot. It will be re­mem­bered that she was more of a lark than a dove. There was a foun­da­tion of wild­ness and brav­ery in her.

			On the fol­low­ing day, at an ear­li­er hour, to­wards night­fall, she was strolling in the gar­den. In the midst of the con­fused thoughts which oc­cu­pied her, she fan­cied that she caught for an in­stant a sound sim­i­lar to that of the pre­ced­ing evening, as though some­one were walk­ing be­neath the trees in the dusk, and not very far from her; but she told her­self that noth­ing so close­ly re­sem­bles a step on the grass as the fric­tion of two branch­es which have moved from side to side, and she paid no heed to it. Be­sides, she could see noth­ing.

			She emerged from “the thick­et;” she had still to cross a small lawn to re­gain the steps.

			The moon, which had just risen be­hind her, cast Cosette’s shad­ow in front of her up­on this lawn, as she came out from the shrub­bery.

			Cosette halt­ed in alarm.

			Be­side her shad­ow, the moon out­lined dis­tinct­ly up­on the turf an­oth­er shad­ow, which was par­tic­u­lar­ly star­tling and ter­ri­ble, a shad­ow which had a round hat.

			It was the shad­ow of a man, who must have been stand­ing on the bor­der of the clump of shrub­bery, a few paces in the rear of Cosette.

			She stood for a mo­ment with­out the pow­er to speak, or cry, or call, or stir, or turn her head.

			Then she sum­moned up all her courage, and turned round res­o­lute­ly.

			There was no one there.

			She glanced on the ground. The fig­ure had dis­ap­peared.

			She re-en­tered the thick­et, searched the cor­ners bold­ly, went as far as the gate, and found noth­ing.

			She felt her­self ab­so­lute­ly chilled with ter­ror. Was this an­oth­er hal­lu­ci­na­tion? What! Two days in suc­ces­sion! One hal­lu­ci­na­tion might pass, but two hal­lu­ci­na­tions? The dis­qui­et­ing point about it was, that the shad­ow had as­sured­ly not been a phan­tom. Phan­toms do not wear round hats.

			On the fol­low­ing day Jean Val­jean re­turned. Cosette told him what she thought she had heard and seen. She want­ed to be re­as­sured and to see her fa­ther shrug his shoul­ders and say to her: “You are a lit­tle goose.”

			Jean Val­jean grew anx­ious.

			“It can­not be any­thing,” said he.

			He left her un­der some pre­text, and went in­to the gar­den, and she saw him ex­am­in­ing the gate with great at­ten­tion.

			Dur­ing the night she woke up; this time she was sure, and she dis­tinct­ly heard some­one walk­ing close to the flight of steps be­neath her win­dow. She ran to her lit­tle wick­et and opened it. In point of fact, there was a man in the gar­den, with a large club in his hand. Just as she was about to scream, the moon light­ed up the man’s pro­file. It was her fa­ther. She re­turned to her bed, say­ing to her­self: “He is very un­easy!”

			Jean Val­jean passed that night and the two suc­ceed­ing nights in the gar­den. Cosette saw him through the hole in her shut­ter.

			On the third night, the moon was on the wane, and had be­gun to rise lat­er; at one o’clock in the morn­ing, pos­si­bly, she heard a loud burst of laugh­ter and her fa­ther’s voice call­ing her:—

			“Cosette!”

			She jumped out of bed, threw on her dress­ing-gown, and opened her win­dow.

			Her fa­ther was stand­ing on the grass-plot be­low.

			“I have waked you for the pur­pose of re­as­sur­ing you,” said he; “look, there is your shad­ow with the round hat.”

			And he point­ed out to her on the turf a shad­ow cast by the moon, and which did in­deed, bear con­sid­er­able re­sem­blance to the spec­tre of a man wear­ing a round hat. It was the shad­ow pro­duced by a chim­ney-pipe of sheet iron, with a hood, which rose above a neigh­bor­ing roof.

			Cosette joined in his laugh­ter, all her lugubri­ous sup­po­si­tions were al­layed, and the next morn­ing, as she was at break­fast with her fa­ther, she made mer­ry over the sin­is­ter gar­den haunt­ed by the shad­ows of iron chim­ney-pots.

			Jean Val­jean be­came quite tran­quil once more; as for Cosette, she did not pay much at­ten­tion to the ques­tion whether the chim­ney-pot was re­al­ly in the di­rec­tion of the shad­ow which she had seen, or thought she had seen, and whether the moon had been in the same spot in the sky.

			She did not ques­tion her­self as to the pe­cu­liar­i­ty of a chim­ney-pot which is afraid of be­ing caught in the act, and which re­tires when some­one looks at its shad­ow, for the shad­ow had tak­en the alarm when Cosette had turned round, and Cosette had thought her­self very sure of this. Cosette’s seren­i­ty was ful­ly re­stored. The proof ap­peared to her to be com­plete, and it quite van­ished from her mind, whether there could pos­si­bly be any­one walk­ing in the gar­den dur­ing the evening or at night.

			A few days lat­er, how­ev­er, a fresh in­ci­dent oc­curred.

		
	
		
			
				III

				En­riched with Com­men­taries by Tou­s­saint

			
			In the gar­den, near the rail­ing on the street, there was a stone bench, screened from the eyes of the cu­ri­ous by a plan­ta­tion of yoke-elms, but which could, in case of ne­ces­si­ty, be reached by an arm from the out­side, past the trees and the gate.

			One evening dur­ing that same month of April, Jean Val­jean had gone out; Cosette had seat­ed her­self on this bench af­ter sun­down. The breeze was blow­ing briskly in the trees, Cosette was med­i­tat­ing; an ob­ject­less sad­ness was tak­ing pos­ses­sion of her lit­tle by lit­tle, that in­vin­ci­ble sad­ness evoked by the evening, and which aris­es, per­haps, who knows, from the mys­tery of the tomb which is ajar at that hour.

			Per­haps Fan­tine was with­in that shad­ow.

			Cosette rose, slow­ly made the tour of the gar­den, walk­ing on the grass drenched in dew, and say­ing to her­self, through the species of melan­choly som­nam­bu­lism in which she was plunged: “Re­al­ly, one needs wood­en shoes for the gar­den at this hour. One takes cold.”

			She re­turned to the bench.

			As she was about to re­sume her seat there, she ob­served on the spot which she had quit­ted, a tol­er­a­bly large stone which had, ev­i­dent­ly, not been there a mo­ment be­fore.

			Cosette gazed at the stone, ask­ing her­self what it meant. All at once the idea oc­curred to her that the stone had not reached the bench all by it­self, that some­one had placed it there, that an arm had been thrust through the rail­ing, and this idea ap­peared to alarm her. This time, the fear was gen­uine; the stone was there. No doubt was pos­si­ble; she did not touch it, fled with­out glanc­ing be­hind her, took refuge in the house, and im­me­di­ate­ly closed with shut­ter, bolt, and bar the door-like win­dow open­ing on the flight of steps. She in­quired of Tou­s­saint:—

			“Has my fa­ther re­turned yet?”

			“Not yet, Made­moi­selle.”

			[We have al­ready not­ed once for all the fact that Tou­s­saint stut­tered. May we be per­mit­ted to dis­pense with it for the fu­ture. The mu­si­cal no­ta­tion of an in­fir­mi­ty is re­pug­nant to us.]

			Jean Val­jean, a thought­ful man, and giv­en to noc­tur­nal strolls, of­ten re­turned quite late at night.

			“Tou­s­saint,” went on Cosette, “are you care­ful to thor­ough­ly bar­ri­cade the shut­ters open­ing on the gar­den, at least with bars, in the evening, and to put the lit­tle iron things in the lit­tle rings that close them?”

			“Oh! be easy on that score, Miss.”

			Tou­s­saint did not fail in her du­ty, and Cosette was well aware of the fact, but she could not re­frain from adding:—

			“It is so soli­tary here.”

			“So far as that is con­cerned,” said Tou­s­saint, “it is true. We might be as­sas­si­nat­ed be­fore we had time to say ouf! And Mon­sieur does not sleep in the house, to boot. But fear noth­ing, Miss, I fas­ten the shut­ters up like pris­ons. Lone wom­en! That is enough to make one shud­der, I be­lieve you! Just imag­ine, what if you were to see men en­ter your cham­ber at night and say: ‘Hold your tongue!’ and be­gin to cut your throat. It’s not the dy­ing so much; you die, for one must die, and that’s all right; it’s the abom­i­na­tion of feel­ing those peo­ple touch you. And then, their knives; they can’t be able to cut well with them! Ah, good gra­cious!”

			“Be qui­et,” said Cosette. “Fas­ten ev­ery­thing thor­ough­ly.”

			Cosette, ter­ri­fied by the melo­dra­ma im­pro­vised by Tou­s­saint, and pos­si­bly, al­so, by the rec­ol­lec­tion of the ap­pari­tions of the past week, which re­curred to her mem­o­ry, dared not even say to her: “Go and look at the stone which has been placed on the bench!” for fear of open­ing the gar­den gate and al­low­ing “the men” to en­ter. She saw that all the doors and win­dows were care­ful­ly fas­tened, made Tou­s­saint go all over the house from gar­ret to cel­lar, locked her­self up in her own cham­ber, bolt­ed her door, looked un­der her couch, went to bed and slept bad­ly. All night long she saw that big stone, as large as a moun­tain and full of cav­erns.

			At sun­rise—the prop­er­ty of the ris­ing sun is to make us laugh at all our ter­rors of the past night, and our laugh­ter is in di­rect pro­por­tion to our ter­ror which they have caused—at sun­rise Cosette, when she woke, viewed her fright as a night­mare, and said to her­self: “What have I been think­ing of? It is like the foot­steps that I thought I heard a week or two ago in the gar­den at night! It is like the shad­ow of the chim­ney-pot! Am I be­com­ing a cow­ard?” The sun, which was glow­ing through the crevices in her shut­ters, and turn­ing the damask cur­tains crim­son, re­as­sured her to such an ex­tent that ev­ery­thing van­ished from her thoughts, even the stone.

			“There was no more a stone on the bench than there was a man in a round hat in the gar­den; I dreamed about the stone, as I did all the rest.”

			She dressed her­self, de­scend­ed to the gar­den, ran to the bench, and broke out in a cold per­spi­ra­tion. The stone was there.

			But this last­ed on­ly for a mo­ment. That which is ter­ror by night is cu­rios­i­ty by day.

			“Bah!” said she, “come, let us see what it is.”

			She lift­ed the stone, which was tol­er­a­bly large. Be­neath it was some­thing which re­sem­bled a let­ter. It was a white en­ve­lope. Cosette seized it. There was no ad­dress on one side, no seal on the oth­er. Yet the en­ve­lope, though un­sealed, was not emp­ty. Pa­pers could be seen in­side.

			Cosette ex­am­ined it. It was no longer alarm, it was no longer cu­rios­i­ty; it was a be­gin­ning of anx­i­ety.

			Cosette drew from the en­ve­lope its con­tents, a lit­tle note­book of pa­per, each page of which was num­bered and bore a few lines in a very fine and rather pret­ty hand­writ­ing, as Cosette thought.

			Cosette looked for a name; there was none. To whom was this ad­dressed? To her, prob­a­bly, since a hand had de­posit­ed the pack­et on her bench. From whom did it come? An ir­re­sistible fas­ci­na­tion took pos­ses­sion of her; she tried to turn away her eyes from the leaflets which were trem­bling in her hand, she gazed at the sky, the street, the aca­cias all bathed in light, the pi­geons flut­ter­ing over a neigh­bor­ing roof, and then her glance sud­den­ly fell up­on the man­u­script, and she said to her­self that she must know what it con­tained.

			This is what she read.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				A Heart Be­neath a Stone

			
			The re­duc­tion of the uni­verse to a sin­gle be­ing, the ex­pan­sion of a sin­gle be­ing even to God, that is love.

			Love is the salu­ta­tion of the an­gels to the stars.

			How sad is the soul, when it is sad through love!

			What a void in the ab­sence of the be­ing who, by her­self alone fills the world! Oh! how true it is that the beloved be­ing be­comes God. One could com­pre­hend that God might be jeal­ous of this had not God the Fa­ther of all ev­i­dent­ly made cre­ation for the soul, and the soul for love.

			The glimpse of a smile be­neath a white crape bon­net with a lilac cur­tain is suf­fi­cient to cause the soul to en­ter in­to the palace of dreams.

			God is be­hind ev­ery­thing, but ev­ery­thing hides God. Things are black, crea­tures are opaque. To love a be­ing is to ren­der that be­ing trans­par­ent.

			Cer­tain thoughts are prayers. There are mo­ments when, what­ev­er the at­ti­tude of the body may be, the soul is on its knees.

			Part­ed lovers be­guile ab­sence by a thou­sand chimeri­cal de­vices, which pos­sess, how­ev­er, a re­al­i­ty of their own. They are pre­vent­ed from see­ing each oth­er, they can­not write to each oth­er; they dis­cov­er a mul­ti­tude of mys­te­ri­ous means to cor­re­spond. They send each oth­er the song of the birds, the per­fume of the flow­ers, the smiles of chil­dren, the light of the sun, the sigh­ings of the breeze, the rays of stars, all cre­ation. And why not? All the works of God are made to serve love. Love is suf­fi­cient­ly po­tent to charge all na­ture with its mes­sages.

			Oh Spring! Thou art a let­ter that I write to her.

			The fu­ture be­longs to hearts even more than it does to minds. Love, that is the on­ly thing that can oc­cu­py and fill eter­ni­ty. In the in­fi­nite, the in­ex­haustible is req­ui­site.

			Love par­tic­i­pates of the soul it­self. It is of the same na­ture. Like it, it is the di­vine spark; like it, it is in­cor­rupt­ible, in­di­vis­i­ble, im­per­ish­able. It is a point of fire that ex­ists with­in us, which is im­mor­tal and in­fi­nite, which noth­ing can con­fine, and which noth­ing can ex­tin­guish. We feel it burn­ing even to the very mar­row of our bones, and we see it beam­ing in the very depths of heav­en.

			Oh Love! Ado­ra­tions! volup­tuous­ness of two minds which un­der­stand each oth­er, of two hearts which ex­change with each oth­er, of two glances which pen­e­trate each oth­er! You will come to me, will you not, bliss! strolls by twos in the soli­tudes! Blessed and ra­di­ant days! I have some­times dreamed that from time to time hours de­tached them­selves from the lives of the an­gels and came here be­low to tra­verse the des­tinies of men.

			God can add noth­ing to the hap­pi­ness of those who love, ex­cept to give them end­less du­ra­tion. Af­ter a life of love, an eter­ni­ty of love is, in fact, an aug­men­ta­tion; but to in­crease in in­ten­si­ty even the in­ef­fa­ble fe­lic­i­ty which love be­stows on the soul even in this world, is im­pos­si­ble, even to God. God is the plen­i­tude of heav­en; love is the plen­i­tude of man.

			You look at a star for two rea­sons, be­cause it is lu­mi­nous, and be­cause it is im­pen­e­tra­ble. You have be­side you a sweet­er ra­di­ance and a greater mys­tery, wom­an.

			All of us, who­ev­er we may be, have our res­pirable be­ings. We lack air and we sti­fle. Then we die. To die for lack of love is hor­ri­ble. Suf­fo­ca­tion of the soul.

			When love has fused and min­gled two be­ings in a sa­cred and an­gel­ic uni­ty, the se­cret of life has been dis­cov­ered so far as they are con­cerned; they are no longer any­thing more than the two bound­aries of the same des­tiny; they are no longer any­thing but the two wings of the same spir­it. Love, soar.

			On the day when a wom­an as she pass­es be­fore you emits light as she walks, you are lost, you love. But one thing re­mains for you to do: to think of her so in­tent­ly that she is con­strained to think of you.

			What love com­mences can be fin­ished by God alone.

			True love is in de­spair and is en­chant­ed over a glove lost or a hand­ker­chief found, and eter­ni­ty is re­quired for its de­vo­tion and its hopes. It is com­posed both of the in­fin­ite­ly great and the in­fin­ite­ly lit­tle.

			If you are a stone, be adamant; if you are a plant, be the sen­si­tive plant; if you are a man, be love.

			Noth­ing suf­fices for love. We have hap­pi­ness, we de­sire par­adise; we pos­sess par­adise, we de­sire heav­en.

			Oh ye who love each oth­er, all this is con­tained in love. Un­der­stand how to find it there. Love has con­tem­pla­tion as well as heav­en, and more than heav­en, it has volup­tuous­ness.

			“Does she still come to the Lux­em­bourg?” “No, sir.” “This is the church where she at­tends mass, is it not?” “She no longer comes here.” “Does she still live in this house?” “She has moved away.” “Where has she gone to dwell?”

			“She did not say.”

			What a melan­choly thing not to know the ad­dress of one’s soul!

			Love has its child­ish­ness, oth­er pas­sions have their pet­ti­ness­es. Shame on the pas­sions which be­lit­tle man! Hon­or to the one which makes a child of him!

			There is one strange thing, do you know it? I dwell in the night. There is a be­ing who car­ried off my sky when she went away.

			Oh! would that we were ly­ing side by side in the same grave, hand in hand, and from time to time, in the dark­ness, gen­tly ca­ress­ing a fin­ger—that would suf­fice for my eter­ni­ty!

			Ye who suf­fer be­cause ye love, love yet more. To die of love, is to live in it.

			Love. A som­bre and star­ry trans­fig­u­ra­tion is min­gled with this tor­ture. There is ec­sta­sy in agony.

			Oh joy of the birds! It is be­cause they have nests that they sing.

			Love is a ce­les­tial res­pi­ra­tion of the air of par­adise.

			Deep hearts, sage minds, take life as God has made it; it is a long tri­al, an in­com­pre­hen­si­ble prepa­ra­tion for an un­known des­tiny. This des­tiny, the true one, be­gins for a man with the first step in­side the tomb. Then some­thing ap­pears to him, and he be­gins to dis­tin­guish the de­fin­i­tive. The de­fin­i­tive, med­i­tate up­on that word. The liv­ing per­ceive the in­fi­nite; the de­fin­i­tive per­mits it­self to be seen on­ly by the dead. In the mean­while, love and suf­fer, hope and con­tem­plate. Woe, alas! to him who shall have loved on­ly bod­ies, forms, ap­pear­ances! Death will de­prive him of all. Try to love souls, you will find them again.

			I en­coun­tered in the street, a very poor young man who was in love. His hat was old, his coat was worn, his el­bows were in holes; wa­ter trick­led through his shoes, and the stars through his soul.

			What a grand thing it is to be loved! What a far grander thing it is to love! The heart be­comes hero­ic, by dint of pas­sion. It is no longer com­posed of any­thing but what is pure; it no longer rests on any­thing that is not el­e­vat­ed and great. An un­wor­thy thought can no more ger­mi­nate in it, than a net­tle on a glacier. The serene and lofty soul, in­ac­ces­si­ble to vul­gar pas­sions and emo­tions, dom­i­nat­ing the clouds and the shades of this world, its fol­lies, its lies, its ha­treds, its van­i­ties, its mis­eries, in­hab­its the blue of heav­en, and no longer feels any­thing but pro­found and sub­ter­ranean shocks of des­tiny, as the crests of moun­tains feel the shocks of earth­quake.

			If there did not ex­ist some­one who loved, the sun would be­come ex­tinct.

		
	
		
			
				V

				Cosette Af­ter the Let­ter

			
			As Cosette read, she grad­u­al­ly fell in­to thought. At the very mo­ment when she raised her eyes from the last line of the note­book, the hand­some of­fi­cer passed tri­umphant­ly in front of the gate—it was his hour; Cosette thought him hideous.

			She re­sumed her con­tem­pla­tion of the book. It was writ­ten in the most charm­ing of chi­rog­ra­phy, thought Cosette; in the same hand, but with divers inks, some­times very black, again whitish, as when ink has been added to the ink­stand, and con­se­quent­ly on dif­fer­ent days. It was, then, a mind which had un­fold­ed it­self there, sigh by sigh, ir­reg­u­lar­ly, with­out or­der, with­out choice, with­out ob­ject, hap­haz­ard. Cosette had nev­er read any­thing like it. This man­u­script, in which she al­ready per­ceived more light than ob­scu­ri­ty, pro­duced up­on her the ef­fect of a half-open sanc­tu­ary. Each one of these mys­te­ri­ous lines shone be­fore her eyes and in­un­dat­ed her heart with a strange ra­di­ance. The ed­u­ca­tion which she had re­ceived had al­ways talked to her of the soul, and nev­er of love, very much as one might talk of the fire­brand and not of the flame. This man­u­script of fif­teen pages sud­den­ly and sweet­ly re­vealed to her all of love, sor­row, des­tiny, life, eter­ni­ty, the be­gin­ning, the end. It was as if a hand had opened and sud­den­ly flung up­on her a hand­ful of rays of light. In these few lines she felt a pas­sion­ate, ar­dent, gen­er­ous, hon­est na­ture, a sa­cred will, an im­mense sor­row, and an im­mense de­spair, a suf­fer­ing heart, an ec­sta­sy ful­ly ex­pand­ed. What was this man­u­script? A let­ter. A let­ter with­out name, with­out ad­dress, with­out date, with­out sig­na­ture, press­ing and dis­in­ter­est­ed, an enig­ma com­posed of truths, a mes­sage of love made to be brought by an an­gel and read by a vir­gin, an ap­point­ment made be­yond the bounds of earth, the love-let­ter of a phan­tom to a shade. It was an ab­sent one, tran­quil and de­ject­ed, who seemed ready to take refuge in death and who sent to the ab­sent love, his la­dy, the se­cret of fate, the key of life, love. This had been writ­ten with one foot in the grave and one fin­ger in heav­en. These lines, which had fall­en one by one on the pa­per, were what might be called drops of soul.

			Now, from whom could these pages come? Who could have penned them?

			Cosette did not hes­i­tate a mo­ment. One man on­ly.

			He!

			Day had dawned once more in her spir­it; all had reap­peared. She felt an un­heard-of joy, and a pro­found an­guish. It was he! he who had writ­ten! he was there! it was he whose arm had been thrust through that rail­ing! While she was for­get­ful of him, he had found her again! But had she for­got­ten him? No, nev­er! She was fool­ish to have thought so for a sin­gle mo­ment. She had al­ways loved him, al­ways adored him. The fire had been smoth­ered, and had smoul­dered for a time, but she saw all plain­ly now; it had but made head­way, and now it had burst forth afresh, and had in­flamed her whole be­ing. This note­book was like a spark which had fall­en from that oth­er soul in­to hers. She felt the con­fla­gra­tion start­ing up once more.

			She im­bued her­self thor­ough­ly with ev­ery word of the man­u­script: “Oh yes!” said she, “how per­fect­ly I rec­og­nize all that! That is what I had al­ready read in his eyes.” As she was fin­ish­ing it for the third time, Lieu­tenant Théo­d­ule passed the gate once more, and rat­tled his spurs up­on the pave­ment. Cosette was forced to raise her eyes. She thought him in­sipid, sil­ly, stupid, use­less, fop­pish, dis­pleas­ing, im­per­ti­nent, and ex­treme­ly ug­ly. The of­fi­cer thought it his du­ty to smile at her.

			She turned away as in shame and in­dig­na­tion. She would glad­ly have thrown some­thing at his head.

			She fled, re-en­tered the house, and shut her­self up in her cham­ber to pe­ruse the man­u­script once more, to learn it by heart, and to dream. When she had thor­ough­ly mas­tered it she kissed it and put it in her bo­som.

			All was over, Cosette had fall­en back in­to deep, seraph­ic love. The abyss of Eden had yawned once more.

			All day long, Cosette re­mained in a sort of be­wil­der­ment. She scarce­ly thought, her ideas were in the state of a tan­gled skein in her brain, she could not man­age to con­jec­ture any­thing, she hoped through a tremor, what? vague things. She dared make her­self no prom­ises, and she did not wish to refuse her­self any­thing. Flash­es of pal­lor passed over her coun­te­nance, and shiv­ers ran through her frame. It seemed to her, at in­ter­vals, that she was en­ter­ing the land of chi­maeras; she said to her­self: “Is this re­al­i­ty?” Then she felt of the dear pa­per with­in her bo­som un­der her gown, she pressed it to her heart, she felt its an­gles against her flesh; and if Jean Val­jean had seen her at the mo­ment, he would have shud­dered in the pres­ence of that lu­mi­nous and un­known joy, which over­flowed from be­neath her eye­lids.—“Oh yes!” she thought, “it is cer­tain­ly he! This comes from him, and is for me!”

			And she told her­self that an in­ter­ven­tion of the an­gels, a ce­les­tial chance, had giv­en him back to her.

			Oh trans­fig­u­ra­tion of love! Oh dreams! That ce­les­tial chance, that in­ter­ven­tion of the an­gels, was a pel­let of bread tossed by one thief to an­oth­er thief, from the Charle­magne Court­yard to the Li­on’s Ditch, over the roofs of La Force.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				Old Peo­ple Are Made to Go Out Op­por­tune­ly

			
			When evening came, Jean Val­jean went out; Cosette dressed her­self. She ar­ranged her hair in the most be­com­ing man­ner, and she put on a dress whose bodice had re­ceived one snip of the scis­sors too much, and which, through this slope, per­mit­ted a view of the be­gin­ning of her throat, and was, as young girls say, “a tri­fle in­de­cent.” It was not in the least in­de­cent, but it was pret­ti­er than usu­al. She made her toi­let thus with­out know­ing why she did so.

			Did she mean to go out? No.

			Was she ex­pect­ing a vis­i­tor? No.

			At dusk, she went down to the gar­den. Tou­s­saint was busy in her kitchen, which opened on the back yard.

			She be­gan to stroll about un­der the trees, thrust­ing aside the branch­es from time to time with her hand, be­cause there were some which hung very low.

			In this man­ner she reached the bench.

			The stone was still there.

			She sat down, and gen­tly laid her white hand on this stone as though she wished to ca­ress and thank it.

			All at once, she ex­pe­ri­enced that in­de­fin­able im­pres­sion which one un­der­goes when there is some­one stand­ing be­hind one, even when she does not see the per­son.

			She turned her head and rose to her feet.

			It was he.

			His head was bare. He ap­peared to have grown thin and pale. His black clothes were hard­ly dis­cernible. The twi­light threw a wan light on his fine brow, and cov­ered his eyes in shad­ows. Be­neath a veil of in­com­pa­ra­ble sweet­ness, he had some­thing about him that sug­gest­ed death and night. His face was il­lu­mi­nat­ed by the light of the dy­ing day, and by the thought of a soul that is tak­ing flight.

			He seemed to be not yet a ghost, and he was no longer a man.

			He had flung away his hat in the thick­et, a few paces dis­tant.

			Cosette, though ready to swoon, ut­tered no cry. She re­treat­ed slow­ly, for she felt her­self at­tract­ed. He did not stir. By virtue of some­thing in­ef­fa­ble and melan­choly which en­veloped him, she felt the look in his eyes which she could not see.

			Cosette, in her re­treat, en­coun­tered a tree and leaned against it. Had it not been for this tree, she would have fall­en.

			Then she heard his voice, that voice which she had re­al­ly nev­er heard, bare­ly ris­ing above the rus­tle of the leaves, and mur­mur­ing:—

			“Par­don me, here I am. My heart is full. I could not live on as I was liv­ing, and I have come. Have you read what I placed there on the bench? Do you rec­og­nize me at all? Have no fear of me. It is a long time, you re­mem­ber the day, since you looked at me at the Lux­em­bourg, near the Glad­i­a­tor. And the day when you passed be­fore me? It was on the 16th of June and the 2nd of Ju­ly. It is near­ly a year ago. I have not seen you for a long time. I in­quired of the wom­an who let the chairs, and she told me that she no longer saw you. You lived in the Rue de l’Ouest, on the third floor, in the front apart­ments of a new house—you see that I know! I fol­lowed you. What else was there for me to do? And then you dis­ap­peared. I thought I saw you pass once, while I was read­ing the news­pa­pers un­der the ar­cade of the Odéon. I ran af­ter you. But no. It was a per­son who had a bon­net like yours. At night I came hith­er. Do not be afraid, no one sees me. I come to gaze up­on your win­dows near at hand. I walk very soft­ly, so that you may not hear, for you might be alarmed. The oth­er evening I was be­hind you, you turned round, I fled. Once, I heard you singing. I was hap­py. Did it af­fect you be­cause I heard you singing through the shut­ters? That could not hurt you. No, it is not so? You see, you are my an­gel! Let me come some­times; I think that I am go­ing to die. If you on­ly knew! I adore you. For­give me, I speak to you, but I do not know what I am say­ing; I may have dis­pleased you; have I dis­pleased you?”

			“Oh! my moth­er!” said she.

			And she sank down as though on the point of death.

			He grasped her, she fell, he took her in his arms, he pressed her close, with­out know­ing what he was do­ing. He sup­port­ed her, though he was tot­ter­ing him­self. It was as though his brain were full of smoke; light­nings dart­ed be­tween his lips; his ideas van­ished; it seemed to him that he was ac­com­plish­ing some re­li­gious act, and that he was com­mit­ting a pro­fa­na­tion. More­over, he had not the least pas­sion for this love­ly wom­an whose force he felt against his breast. He was be­side him­self with love.

			She took his hand and laid it on her heart. He felt the pa­per there, he stam­mered:—

			“You love me, then?”

			She replied in a voice so low that it was no longer any­thing more than a bare­ly au­di­ble breath:—

			“Hush! Thou know­est it!”

			And she hid her blush­ing face on the breast of the su­perb and in­tox­i­cat­ed young man.

			He fell up­on the bench, and she be­side him. They had no words more. The stars were be­gin­ning to gleam. How did it come to pass that their lips met? How comes it to pass that the birds sing, that snow melts, that the rose un­folds, that May ex­pands, that the dawn grows white be­hind the black trees on the shiv­er­ing crest of the hills?

			A kiss, and that was all.

			Both start­ed, and gazed in­to the dark­ness with sparkling eyes.

			They felt nei­ther the cool night, nor the cold stone, nor the damp earth, nor the wet grass; they looked at each oth­er, and their hearts were full of thoughts. They had clasped hands un­con­scious­ly.

			She did not ask him, she did not even won­der, how he had en­tered there, and how he had made his way in­to the gar­den. It seemed so sim­ple to her that he should be there!

			From time to time, Mar­ius’ knee touched Cosette’s knee, and both shiv­ered.

			At in­ter­vals, Cosette stam­mered a word. Her soul flut­tered on her lips like a drop of dew on a flow­er.

			Lit­tle by lit­tle they be­gan to talk to each oth­er. Ef­fu­sion fol­lowed si­lence, which is full­ness. The night was serene and splen­did over­head. These two be­ings, pure as spir­its, told each oth­er ev­ery­thing, their dreams, their in­tox­i­ca­tions, their ec­stasies, their chi­maeras, their weak­ness­es, how they had adored each oth­er from afar, how they had longed for each oth­er, their de­spair when they had ceased to see each oth­er. They con­fid­ed to each oth­er in an ide­al in­ti­ma­cy, which noth­ing could aug­ment, their most se­cret and most mys­te­ri­ous thoughts. They re­lat­ed to each oth­er, with can­did faith in their il­lu­sions, all that love, youth, and the re­mains of child­hood which still lin­gered about them, sug­gest­ed to their minds. Their two hearts poured them­selves out in­to each oth­er in such wise, that at the ex­pi­ra­tion of a quar­ter of an hour, it was the young man who had the young girl’s soul, and the young girl who had the young man’s soul. Each be­came per­me­at­ed with the oth­er, they were en­chant­ed with each oth­er, they daz­zled each oth­er.

			When they had fin­ished, when they had told each oth­er ev­ery­thing, she laid her head on his shoul­der and asked him:—

			“What is your name?”

			“My name is Mar­ius,” said he. “And yours?”

			“My name is Cosette.”
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				Lit­tle Gavroche

			
		
	
		
			
				I

				The Ma­li­cious Play­ful­ness of the Wind

			
			Since 1823, when the tav­ern of Mont­fer­meil was on the way to ship­wreck and was be­ing grad­u­al­ly en­gulfed, not in the abyss of a bank­rupt­cy, but in the cesspool of pet­ty debts, the Thé­nardier pair had had two oth­er chil­dren; both males. That made five; two girls and three boys.

			Madame Thé­nardier had got rid of the last two, while they were still young and very small, with re­mark­able luck.

			“Got rid of” is the word. There was but a mere frag­ment of na­ture in that wom­an. A phe­nom­e­non, by the way, of which there is more than one ex­am­ple ex­tant. Like the Maréchale de La Mothe-Houdan­court, the Thé­nardier was a moth­er to her daugh­ters on­ly. There her ma­ter­ni­ty end­ed. Her ha­tred of the hu­man race be­gan with her own sons. In the di­rec­tion of her sons her evil dis­po­si­tion was un­com­pro­mis­ing, and her heart had a lugubri­ous wall in that quar­ter. As the read­er has seen, she de­test­ed the el­dest; she cursed the oth­er two. Why? Be­cause. The most ter­ri­ble of mo­tives, the most unan­swer­able of re­torts—Be­cause. “I have no need of a lit­ter of squalling brats,” said this moth­er.

			Let us ex­plain how the Thé­nardiers had suc­ceed­ed in get­ting rid of their last two chil­dren; and even in draw­ing prof­it from the op­er­a­tion.

			The wom­an Magnon, who was men­tioned a few pages fur­ther back, was the same one who had suc­ceed­ed in mak­ing old Gillenor­mand sup­port the two chil­dren which she had had. She lived on the Quai des Célestins, at the cor­ner of this an­cient street of the Pe­tit-Musc which af­ford­ed her the op­por­tu­ni­ty of chang­ing her evil re­pute in­to good odor. The read­er will re­mem­ber the great epi­dem­ic of croup which rav­aged the riv­er dis­tricts of the Seine in Paris thir­ty-five years ago, and of which sci­ence took ad­van­tage to make ex­per­i­ments on a grand scale as to the ef­fi­ca­cy of in­hala­tions of alum, so ben­e­fi­cial­ly re­placed at the present day by the ex­ter­nal tinc­ture of io­dine. Dur­ing this epi­dem­ic, the Magnon lost both her boys, who were still very young, one in the morn­ing, the oth­er in the evening of the same day. This was a blow. These chil­dren were pre­cious to their moth­er; they rep­re­sent­ed eighty francs a month. These eighty francs were punc­tu­al­ly paid in the name of M. Gillenor­mand, by col­lec­tor of his rents, M. Barge, a re­tired tip­staff, in the Rue du Roi-de-Sicile. The chil­dren dead, the in­come was at an end. The Magnon sought an ex­pe­di­ent. In that dark freema­son­ry of evil of which she formed a part, ev­ery­thing is known, all se­crets are kept, and all lend mu­tu­al aid. Magnon need­ed two chil­dren; the Thé­nardiers had two. The same sex, the same age. A good ar­range­ment for the one, a good in­vest­ment for the oth­er. The lit­tle Thé­nardiers be­came lit­tle Magnons. Magnon quit­ted the Quai des Célestins and went to live in the Rue Clochep­erce. In Paris, the iden­ti­ty which binds an in­di­vid­u­al to him­self is bro­ken be­tween one street and an­oth­er.

			The reg­istry of­fice be­ing in no way warned, raised no ob­jec­tions, and the sub­sti­tu­tion was ef­fect­ed in the most sim­ple man­ner in the world. On­ly, the Thé­nardier ex­act­ed for this loan of her chil­dren, ten francs a month, which Magnon promised to pay, and which she ac­tu­al­ly did pay. It is un­nec­es­sary to add that M. Gillenor­mand con­tin­ued to per­form his com­pact. He came to see the chil­dren ev­ery six months. He did not per­ceive the change. “Mon­sieur,” Magnon said to him, “how much they re­sem­ble you!”

			Thé­nardier, to whom avatars were easy, seized this oc­ca­sion to be­come Jon­drette. His two daugh­ters and Gavroche had hard­ly had time to dis­cov­er that they had two lit­tle broth­ers. When a cer­tain de­gree of mis­ery is reached, one is over­pow­ered with a sort of spec­tral in­dif­fer­ence, and one re­gards hu­man be­ings as though they were spec­tres. Your near­est re­la­tions are of­ten no more for you than vague shad­owy forms, bare­ly out­lined against a neb­u­lous back­ground of life and eas­i­ly con­found­ed again with the in­vis­i­ble.

			On the evening of the day when she had hand­ed over her two lit­tle ones to Magnon, with ex­press in­ten­tion of re­nounc­ing them for­ev­er, the Thé­nardier had felt, or had ap­peared to feel, a scru­ple. She said to her hus­band: “But this is aban­don­ing our chil­dren!” Thé­nardier, mas­ter­ful and phleg­mat­ic, cau­ter­ized the scru­ple with this say­ing: “Jean Jacques Rousseau did even bet­ter!” From scru­ples, the moth­er pro­ceed­ed to un­easi­ness: “But what if the po­lice were to an­noy us? Tell me, Mon­sieur Thé­nardier, is what we have done per­mis­si­ble?” Thé­nardier replied: “Ev­ery­thing is per­mis­si­ble. No one will see any­thing but true blue in it. Be­sides, no one has any in­ter­est in look­ing close­ly af­ter chil­dren who have not a sou.”

			Magnon was a sort of fash­ion­able wom­an in the sphere of crime. She was care­ful about her toi­let. She shared her lodg­ings, which were fur­nished in an af­fect­ed and wretch­ed style, with a clever gal­li­cized Eng­lish thief. This Eng­lish wom­an, who had be­come a nat­u­ral­ized Parisi­enne, rec­om­mend­ed by very wealthy re­la­tions, in­ti­mate­ly con­nect­ed with the medals in the Li­brary and Made­moi­selle Mar’s di­a­monds, be­came cel­e­brat­ed lat­er on in ju­di­cial ac­counts. She was called “Mam­selle Miss.”

			The two lit­tle crea­tures who had fall­en to Magnon had no rea­son to com­plain of their lot. Rec­om­mend­ed by the eighty francs, they were well cared for, as is ev­ery­thing from which prof­it is de­rived; they were nei­ther bad­ly clothed, nor bad­ly fed; they were treat­ed al­most like “lit­tle gen­tle­men,”—bet­ter by their false moth­er than by their re­al one. Magnon played the la­dy, and talked no thieves’ slang in their pres­ence.

			Thus passed sev­er­al years. Thé­nardier au­gured well from the fact. One day, he chanced to say to Magnon as she hand­ed him his month­ly stipend of ten francs: “The fa­ther must give them some ed­u­ca­tion.”

			All at once, these two poor chil­dren, who had up to that time been pro­tect­ed tol­er­a­bly well, even by their evil fate, were abrupt­ly hurled in­to life and forced to be­gin it for them­selves.

			A whole­sale ar­rest of male­fac­tors, like that in the Jon­drette gar­ret, nec­es­sar­i­ly com­pli­cat­ed by in­ves­ti­ga­tions and sub­se­quent in­car­cer­a­tions, is a ver­i­ta­ble dis­as­ter for that hideous and oc­cult counter-so­ci­ety which pur­sues its ex­is­tence be­neath pub­lic so­ci­ety; an ad­ven­ture of this de­scrip­tion en­tails all sorts of catas­tro­phes in that som­bre world. The Thé­nardier catas­tro­phe in­volved the catas­tro­phe of Magnon.

			One day, a short time af­ter Magnon had hand­ed to Épo­nine the note re­lat­ing to the Rue Plumet, a sud­den raid was made by the po­lice in the Rue Clochep­erce; Magnon was seized, as was al­so Mam­selle Miss; and all the in­hab­i­tants of the house, which was of a sus­pi­cious char­ac­ter, were gath­ered in­to the net. While this was go­ing on, the two lit­tle boys were play­ing in the back yard, and saw noth­ing of the raid. When they tried to en­ter the house again, they found the door fas­tened and the house emp­ty. A cob­bler op­po­site called them to him, and de­liv­ered to them a pa­per which “their moth­er” had left for them. On this pa­per there was an ad­dress: “M. Barge, col­lec­tor of rents, Rue du Roi-de-Sicile, No. 8.” The pro­pri­etor of the stall said to them: “You can­not live here any longer. Go there. It is near­by. The first street on the left. Ask your way from this pa­per.”

			The chil­dren set out, the el­der lead­ing the younger, and hold­ing in his hand the pa­per which was to guide them. It was cold, and his be­numbed lit­tle fin­gers could not close very firm­ly, and they did not keep a very good hold on the pa­per. At the cor­ner of the Rue Clochep­erce, a gust of wind tore it from him, and as night was fall­ing, the child was not able to find it again.

			They be­gan to wan­der aim­less­ly through the streets.

		
	
		
			
				II

				In Which Lit­tle Gavroche Ex­tracts Prof­it from Napoleon the Great

			
			Spring in Paris is of­ten tra­versed by harsh and pierc­ing breezes which do not pre­cise­ly chill but freeze one; these north winds which sad­den the most beau­ti­ful days pro­duce ex­act­ly the ef­fect of those puffs of cold air which en­ter a warm room through the cracks of a bad­ly fit­ting door or win­dow. It seems as though the gloomy door of win­ter had re­mained ajar, and as though the wind were pour­ing through it. In the spring of 1832, the epoch when the first great epi­dem­ic of this cen­tu­ry broke out in Eu­rope, these north gales were more harsh and pierc­ing than ev­er. It was a door even more glacial than that of win­ter which was ajar. It was the door of the sepul­chre. In these winds one felt the breath of the cholera.

			From a me­te­o­ro­log­i­cal point of view, these cold winds pos­sessed this pe­cu­liar­i­ty, that they did not pre­clude a strong elec­tric ten­sion. Fre­quent storms, ac­com­pa­nied by thun­der and light­ning, burst forth at this epoch.

			One evening, when these gales were blow­ing rude­ly, to such a de­gree that Jan­u­ary seemed to have re­turned and that the bour­geois had re­sumed their cloaks, Lit­tle Gavroche, who was al­ways shiv­er­ing gay­ly un­der his rags, was stand­ing as though in ec­sta­sy be­fore a wig-mak­er’s shop in the vicin­i­ty of the Orme-Saint-Ger­vais. He was adorned with a wom­an’s woollen shawl, picked up no one knows where, and which he had con­vert­ed in­to a neck com­forter. Lit­tle Gavroche ap­peared to be en­gaged in in­tent ad­mi­ra­tion of a wax bride, in a low-necked dress, and crowned with or­ange-flow­ers, who was re­volv­ing in the win­dow, and dis­play­ing her smile to passers­by, be­tween two ar­gand lamps; but in re­al­i­ty, he was tak­ing an ob­ser­va­tion of the shop, in or­der to dis­cov­er whether he could not “prig” from the shopfront a cake of soap, which he would then pro­ceed to sell for a sou to a “hair­dress­er” in the sub­urbs. He had of­ten man­aged to break­fast off of such a roll. He called his species of work, for which he pos­sessed spe­cial ap­ti­tude, “shav­ing bar­bers.”

			While con­tem­plat­ing the bride, and eye­ing the cake of soap, he mut­tered be­tween his teeth: “Tues­day. It was not Tues­day. Was it Tues­day? Per­haps it was Tues­day. Yes, it was Tues­day.”

			No one has ev­er dis­cov­ered to what this mono­logue re­ferred.

			Yes, per­chance, this mono­logue had some con­nec­tion with the last oc­ca­sion on which he had dined, three days be­fore, for it was now Fri­day.

			The bar­ber in his shop, which was warmed by a good stove, was shav­ing a cus­tomer and cast­ing a glance from time to time at the en­e­my, that freez­ing and im­pu­dent street urchin both of whose hands were in his pock­ets, but whose mind was ev­i­dent­ly un­sheathed.

			While Gavroche was scru­ti­niz­ing the shop­win­dow and the cakes of wind­sor soap, two chil­dren of un­equal stature, very neat­ly dressed, and still small­er than him­self, one ap­par­ent­ly about sev­en years of age, the oth­er five, timid­ly turned the han­dle and en­tered the shop, with a re­quest for some­thing or oth­er, alms pos­si­bly, in a plain­tive mur­mur which re­sem­bled a groan rather than a prayer. They both spoke at once, and their words were un­in­tel­li­gi­ble be­cause sobs broke the voice of the younger, and the teeth of the el­der were chat­ter­ing with cold. The bar­ber wheeled round with a fu­ri­ous look, and with­out aban­don­ing his ra­zor, thrust back the el­der with his left hand and the younger with his knee, and slammed his door, say­ing: “The idea of com­ing in and freez­ing ev­ery­body for noth­ing!”

			The two chil­dren re­sumed their march in tears. In the mean­time, a cloud had risen; it had be­gun to rain.

			Lit­tle Gavroche ran af­ter them and ac­cost­ed them:—

			“What’s the mat­ter with you, brats?”

			“We don’t know where we are to sleep,” replied the el­der.

			“Is that all?” said Gavroche. “A great mat­ter, tru­ly. The idea of bawl­ing about that. They must be gree­nies!”

			And adopt­ing, in ad­di­tion to his su­pe­ri­or­i­ty, which was rather ban­ter­ing, an ac­cent of ten­der au­thor­i­ty and gen­tle pa­tron­age:—

			“Come along with me, young ’uns!”

			“Yes, sir,” said the el­der.

			And the two chil­dren fol­lowed him as they would have fol­lowed an arch­bish­op. They had stopped cry­ing.

			Gavroche led them up the Rue Saint-An­toine in the di­rec­tion of the Bastille.

			As Gavroche walked along, he cast an in­dig­nant back­ward glance at the bar­ber’s shop.

			“That fel­low has no heart, the whit­ing,”55 he mut­tered. “He’s an En­glish­man.”

			A wom­an who caught sight of these three march­ing in a file, with Gavroche at their head, burst in­to noisy laugh­ter. This laugh was want­ing in re­spect to­wards the group.

			“Good day, Mam­selle Om­nibus,” said Gavroche to her.

			An in­stant lat­er, the wig-mak­er oc­curred to his mind once more, and he added:—

			“I am mak­ing a mis­take in the beast; he’s not a whit­ing, he’s a ser­pent. Bar­ber, I’ll go and fetch a lock­smith, and I’ll have a bell hung to your tail.”

			This wig-mak­er had ren­dered him ag­gres­sive. As he strode over a gut­ter, he apos­tro­phized a beard­ed portress who was wor­thy to meet Faust on the Brock­en, and who had a broom in her hand.

			“Madam,” said he, “so you are go­ing out with your horse?”

			And there­upon, he spat­tered the pol­ished boots of a pedes­tri­an.

			“You scamp!” shout­ed the fu­ri­ous pedes­tri­an.

			Gavroche el­e­vat­ed his nose above his shawl.

			“Is Mon­sieur com­plain­ing?”

			“Of you!” ejac­u­lat­ed the man.

			“The of­fice is closed,” said Gavroche, “I do not re­ceive any more com­plaints.”

			In the mean­while, as he went on up the street, he per­ceived a beg­gar-girl, thir­teen or four­teen years old, and clad in so short a gown that her knees were vis­i­ble, ly­ing thor­ough­ly chilled un­der a porte-cochère. The lit­tle girl was get­ting to be too old for such a thing. Growth does play these tricks. The pet­ti­coat be­comes short at the mo­ment when nu­di­ty be­comes in­de­cent.

			“Poor girl!” said Gavroche. “She hasn’t even trousers. Hold on, take this.”

			And un­wind­ing all the com­fort­able woollen which he had around his neck, he flung it on the thin and pur­ple shoul­ders of the beg­gar-girl, where the scarf be­came a shawl once more.

			The child stared at him in as­ton­ish­ment, and re­ceived the shawl in si­lence. When a cer­tain stage of dis­tress has been reached in his mis­ery, the poor man no longer groans over evil, no longer re­turns thanks for good.

			That done: “Br­rr!” said Gavroche, who was shiv­er­ing more than Saint Mar­tin, for the lat­ter re­tained one-half of his cloak.

			At this brr! the down­pour of rain, re­dou­bled in its spite, be­came fu­ri­ous. The wicked skies pun­ish good deeds.

			“Ah, come now!” ex­claimed Gavroche, “what’s the mean­ing of this? It’s re-rain­ing! Good Heav­ens, if it goes on like this, I shall stop my sub­scrip­tion.”

			And he set out on the march once more.

			“It’s all right,” he re­sumed, cast­ing a glance at the beg­gar-girl, as she coiled up un­der the shawl, “she’s got a fa­mous peel.”

			And look­ing up at the clouds he ex­claimed:—

			“Caught!”

			The two chil­dren fol­lowed close on his heels.

			As they were pass­ing one of these heavy grat­ed lat­tices, which in­di­cate a bak­er’s shop, for bread is put be­hind bars like gold, Gavroche turned round:—

			“Ah, by the way, brats, have we dined?”

			“Mon­sieur,” replied the el­der, “we have had noth­ing to eat since this morn­ing.”

			“So you have nei­ther fa­ther nor moth­er?” re­sumed Gavroche ma­jes­ti­cal­ly.

			“Ex­cuse us, sir, we have a pa­pa and a mam­ma, but we don’t know where they are.”

			“Some­times that’s bet­ter than know­ing where they are,” said Gavroche, who was a thinker.

			“We have been wan­der­ing about these two hours,” con­tin­ued the el­der, “we have hunt­ed for things at the cor­ners of the streets, but we have found noth­ing.”

			“I know,” ejac­u­lat­ed Gavroche, “it’s the dogs who eat ev­ery­thing.”

			He went on, af­ter a pause:—

			“Ah! we have lost our au­thors. We don’t know what we have done with them. This should not be, gamins. It’s stupid to let old peo­ple stray off like that. Come now! we must have a snooze all the same.”

			How­ev­er, he asked them no ques­tions. What was more sim­ple than that they should have no dwelling place!

			The el­der of the two chil­dren, who had al­most en­tire­ly re­cov­ered the prompt heed­less­ness of child­hood, ut­tered this ex­cla­ma­tion:—

			“It’s queer, all the same. Mam­ma told us that she would take us to get a blessed spray on Palm Sun­day.”

			“Bosh,” said Gavroche.

			“Mam­ma,” re­sumed the el­der, “is a la­dy who lives with Mam­selle Miss.”

			“Tan­flûte!” re­tort­ed Gavroche.

			Mean­while he had halt­ed, and for the last two min­utes he had been feel­ing and fum­bling in all sorts of nooks which his rags con­tained.

			At last he tossed his head with an air in­tend­ed to be mere­ly sat­is­fied, but which was tri­umphant, in re­al­i­ty.

			“Let us be calm, young ’uns. Here’s sup­per for three.”

			And from one of his pock­ets he drew forth a sou.

			With­out al­low­ing the two urchins time for amaze­ment, he pushed both of them be­fore him in­to the bak­er’s shop, and flung his sou on the counter, cry­ing:—

			“Boy! five cen­times’ worth of bread.”

			The bak­er, who was the pro­pri­etor in per­son, took up a loaf and a knife.

			“In three pieces, my boy!” went on Gavroche.

			And he added with dig­ni­ty:—

			“There are three of us.”

			And see­ing that the bak­er, af­ter scru­ti­niz­ing the three cus­tomers, had tak­en down a black loaf, he thrust his fin­ger far up his nose with an in­hala­tion as im­pe­ri­ous as though he had had a pinch of the great Fred­er­ick’s snuff on the tip of his thumb, and hurled this in­dig­nant apos­tro­phe full in the bak­er’s face:—

			“Kek­sekça?”

			Those of our read­ers who might be tempt­ed to es­py in this in­ter­pel­la­tion of Gavroche’s to the bak­er a Rus­sian or a Pol­ish word, or one of those sav­age cries which the Yoways and the Botocu­d­os hurl at each oth­er from bank to bank of a riv­er, athwart the soli­tudes, are warned that it is a word which our read­ers ut­ter ev­ery day, and which takes the place of the phrase: “Qu’est-ce que c’est que cela?” The bak­er un­der­stood per­fect­ly, and replied:—

			“Well! It’s bread, and very good bread of the sec­ond qual­i­ty.”

			“You mean lar­ton bru­tal!”56 re­tort­ed Gavroche, calm­ly and cold­ly dis­dain­ful. “White bread, boy! white bread!57 I’m stand­ing treat.”

			The bak­er could not re­press a smile, and as he cut the white bread he sur­veyed them in a com­pas­sion­ate way which shocked Gavroche.

			“Come, now, bak­er’s boy!” said he, “what are you tak­ing our mea­sure like that for?”

			All three of them placed end to end would have hard­ly made a mea­sure.

			When the bread was cut, the bak­er threw the sou in­to his draw­er, and Gavroche said to the two chil­dren:—

			“Grub away.”

			The lit­tle boys stared at him in sur­prise.

			Gavroche be­gan to laugh.

			“Ah! hul­lo, that’s so! they don’t un­der­stand yet, they’re too small.”

			And he re­peat­ed:—

			“Eat away.”

			At the same time, he held out a piece of bread to each of them.

			And think­ing that the el­der, who seemed to him the more wor­thy of his con­ver­sa­tion, de­served some spe­cial en­cour­age­ment and ought to be re­lieved from all hes­i­ta­tion to sat­is­fy his ap­petite, he added, as he hand­ed him the largest share:—

			“Ram that in­to your muz­zle.”

			One piece was small­er than the oth­ers; he kept this for him­self.

			The poor chil­dren, in­clud­ing Gavroche, were fam­ished. As they tore their bread apart in big mouth­fuls, they blocked up the shop of the bak­er, who, now that they had paid their mon­ey, looked an­gri­ly at them.

			“Let’s go in­to the street again,” said Gavroche.

			They set off once more in the di­rec­tion of the Bastille.

			From time to time, as they passed the light­ed shop­win­dows, the small­est halt­ed to look at the time on a lead­en watch which was sus­pend­ed from his neck by a cord.

			“Well, he is a very green ’un,” said Gavroche.

			Then, be­com­ing thought­ful, he mut­tered be­tween his teeth:—

			“All the same, if I had charge of the babes I’d lock ’em up bet­ter than that.”

			Just as they were fin­ish­ing their morsel of bread, and had reached the an­gle of that gloomy Rue des Bal­lets, at the oth­er end of which the low and threat­en­ing wick­et of La Force was vis­i­ble:—

			“Hul­lo, is that you, Gavroche?” said some­one.

			“Hul­lo, is that you, Mont­par­nasse?” said Gavroche.

			A man had just ac­cost­ed the street urchin, and the man was no oth­er than Mont­par­nasse in dis­guise, with blue spec­ta­cles, but rec­og­niz­able to Gavroche.

			“The bow-wows!” went on Gavroche, “you’ve got a hide the col­or of a lin­seed plas­ter, and blue specs like a doc­tor. You’re putting on style, ’pon my word!”

			“Hush!” ejac­u­lat­ed Mont­par­nasse, “not so loud.”

			And he drew Gavroche hasti­ly out of range of the light­ed shops.

			The two lit­tle ones fol­lowed me­chan­i­cal­ly, hold­ing each oth­er by the hand.

			When they were en­sconced un­der the arch of a porte-cochère, shel­tered from the rain and from all eyes:—

			“Do you know where I’m go­ing?” de­mand­ed Mont­par­nasse.

			“To the Abbey of As­cend-with-Re­gret,”58 replied Gavroche.

			“Jok­er!”

			And Mont­par­nasse went on:—

			“I’m go­ing to find Ba­bet.”

			“Ah!” ex­claimed Gavroche, “so her name is Ba­bet.”

			Mont­par­nasse low­ered his voice:—

			“Not she, he.”

			“Ah! Ba­bet.”

			“Yes, Ba­bet.”

			“I thought he was buck­led.”

			“He has un­done the buck­le,” replied Mont­par­nasse.

			And he rapid­ly re­lat­ed to the gamin how, on the morn­ing of that very day, Ba­bet, hav­ing been trans­ferred to La Concierg­erie, had made his es­cape, by turn­ing to the left in­stead of to the right in “the po­lice of­fice.”

			Gavroche ex­pressed his ad­mi­ra­tion for this skill.

			“What a den­tist!” he cried.

			Mont­par­nasse added a few de­tails as to Ba­bet’s flight, and end­ed with:—

			“Oh! That’s not all.”

			Gavroche, as he lis­tened, had seized a cane that Mont­par­nasse held in his hand, and me­chan­i­cal­ly pulled at the up­per part, and the blade of a dag­ger made its ap­pear­ance.

			“Ah!” he ex­claimed, push­ing the dag­ger back in haste, “you have brought along your gen­darme dis­guised as a bour­geois.”

			Mont­par­nasse winked.

			“The deuce!” re­sumed Gavroche, “so you’re go­ing to have a bout with the bob­bies?”

			“You can’t tell,” replied Mont­par­nasse with an in­dif­fer­ent air. “It’s al­ways a good thing to have a pin about one.”

			Gavroche per­sist­ed:—

			“What are you up to tonight?”

			Again Mont­par­nasse took a grave tone, and said, mouthing ev­ery syl­la­ble: “Things.”

			And abrupt­ly chang­ing the con­ver­sa­tion:—

			“By the way!”

			“What?”

			“Some­thing hap­pened t’oth­er day. Fan­cy. I meet a bour­geois. He makes me a present of a ser­mon and his purse. I put it in my pock­et. A minute lat­er, I feel in my pock­et. There’s noth­ing there.”

			“Ex­cept the ser­mon,” said Gavroche.

			“But you,” went on Mont­par­nasse, “where are you bound for now?”

			Gavroche point­ed to his two pro­tégés, and said:—

			“I’m go­ing to put these in­fants to bed.”

			“Where­abouts is the bed?”

			“At my house.”

			“Where’s your house?”

			“At my house.”

			“So you have a lodg­ing?”

			“Yes, I have.”

			“And where is your lodg­ing?”

			“In the ele­phant,” said Gavroche.

			Mont­par­nasse, though not nat­u­ral­ly in­clined to as­ton­ish­ment, could not re­strain an ex­cla­ma­tion.

			“In the ele­phant!”

			“Well, yes, in the ele­phant!” re­tort­ed Gavroche. “Kekçaa?”

			This is an­oth­er word of the lan­guage which no one writes, and which ev­ery­one speaks.

			Kekçaa sig­ni­fies: Qu’est que c’est que cela a?59

			The urchin’s pro­found re­mark re­called Mont­par­nasse to calm­ness and good sense. He ap­peared to re­turn to bet­ter sen­ti­ments with re­gard to Gavroche’s lodg­ing.

			“Of course,” said he, “yes, the ele­phant. Is it com­fort­able there?”

			“Very,” said Gavroche. “It’s re­al­ly bul­ly there. There ain’t any draughts, as there are un­der the bridges.”

			“How do you get in?”

			“Oh, I get in.”

			“So there is a hole?” de­mand­ed Mont­par­nasse.

			“Par­bleu! I should say so. But you mustn’t tell. It’s be­tween the fore legs. The bob­bies haven’t seen it.”

			“And you climb up? Yes, I un­der­stand.”

			“A turn of the hand, cric, crac, and it’s all over, no one there.”

			Af­ter a pause, Gavroche added:—

			“I shall have a lad­der for these chil­dren.”

			Mont­par­nasse burst out laugh­ing:—

			“Where the dev­il did you pick up those young ’uns?”

			Gavroche replied with great sim­plic­i­ty:—

			“They are some brats that a wig-mak­er made me a present of.”

			Mean­while, Mont­par­nasse had fall­en to think­ing:—

			“You rec­og­nized me very read­i­ly,” he mut­tered.

			He took from his pock­et two small ob­jects which were noth­ing more than two quills wrapped in cot­ton, and thrust one up each of his nos­trils. This gave him a dif­fer­ent nose.

			“That changes you,” re­marked Gavroche, “you are less home­ly so, you ought to keep them on all the time.”

			Mont­par­nasse was a hand­some fel­low, but Gavroche was a tease.

			“Se­ri­ous­ly,” de­mand­ed Mont­par­nasse, “how do you like me so?”

			The sound of his voice was dif­fer­ent al­so. In a twin­kling, Mont­par­nasse had be­come un­rec­og­niz­able.

			“Oh! Do play Por­richinelle for us!” ex­claimed Gavroche.

			The two chil­dren, who had not been lis­ten­ing up to this point, be­ing oc­cu­pied them­selves in thrust­ing their fin­gers up their noses, drew near at this name, and stared at Mont­par­nasse with dawn­ing joy and ad­mi­ra­tion.

			Un­for­tu­nate­ly, Mont­par­nasse was trou­bled.

			He laid his hand on Gavroche’s shoul­der, and said to him, em­pha­siz­ing his words: “Lis­ten to what I tell you, boy! If I were on the square with my dog, my knife, and my wife, and if you were to squan­der ten sous on me, I wouldn’t refuse to work, but this isn’t Shrove Tues­day.”

			This odd phrase pro­duced a sin­gu­lar ef­fect on the gamin. He wheeled round hasti­ly, dart­ed his lit­tle sparkling eyes about him with pro­found at­ten­tion, and per­ceived a po­lice sergeant stand­ing with his back to them a few paces off. Gavroche al­lowed an: “Ah! good!” to es­cape him, but im­me­di­ate­ly sup­pressed it, and shak­ing Mont­par­nasse’s hand:—

			“Well, good evening,” said he, “I’m go­ing off to my ele­phant with my brats. Sup­pos­ing that you should need me some night, you can come and hunt me up there. I lodge on the en­tresol. There is no porter. You will in­quire for Mon­sieur Gavroche.”

			“Very good,” said Mont­par­nasse.

			And they part­ed, Mont­par­nasse be­tak­ing him­self in the di­rec­tion of the Grève, and Gavroche to­wards the Bastille. The lit­tle one of five, dragged along by his broth­er who was dragged by Gavroche, turned his head back sev­er­al times to watch “Por­richinelle” as he went.

			The am­bigu­ous phrase by means of which Mont­par­nasse had warned Gavroche of the pres­ence of the po­lice­man, con­tained no oth­er tal­is­man than the as­so­nance “dig” re­peat­ed five or six times in dif­fer­ent forms. This syl­la­ble, “dig,” ut­tered alone or ar­tis­ti­cal­ly min­gled with the words of a phrase, means: “Take care, we can no longer talk freely.” There was be­sides, in Mont­par­nasse’s sen­tence, a lit­er­ary beau­ty which was lost up­on Gavroche, that is mon dogue, ma dague et ma digue, a slang ex­pres­sion of the Tem­ple, which sig­ni­fies my dog, my knife, and my wife, great­ly in vogue among clowns and the red-tails in the great cen­tu­ry when Molière wrote and Cal­lot drew.

			Twen­ty years ago, there was still to be seen in the south­west cor­ner of the Place de la Bastille, near the basin of the canal, ex­ca­vat­ed in the an­cient ditch of the fortress-prison, a sin­gu­lar mon­u­ment, which has al­ready been ef­faced from the mem­o­ries of Parisians, and which de­served to leave some trace, for it was the idea of a “mem­ber of the In­sti­tute, the Gen­er­al-in-chief of the army of Egypt.”

			We say mon­u­ment, al­though it was on­ly a rough mod­el. But this mod­el it­self, a mar­vel­lous sketch, the grandiose skele­ton of an idea of Napoleon’s, which suc­ces­sive gusts of wind have car­ried away and thrown, on each oc­ca­sion, still fur­ther from us, had be­come his­tor­i­cal and had ac­quired a cer­tain def­i­nite­ness which con­trast­ed with its pro­vi­sion­al as­pect. It was an ele­phant forty feet high, con­struct­ed of tim­ber and ma­son­ry, bear­ing on its back a tow­er which re­sem­bled a house, for­mer­ly paint­ed green by some dauber, and now paint­ed black by heav­en, the wind, and time. In this de­sert­ed and un­pro­tect­ed cor­ner of the place, the broad brow of the colos­sus, his trunk, his tusks, his tow­er, his enor­mous crup­per, his four feet, like col­umns pro­duced, at night, un­der the star­ry heav­ens, a sur­pris­ing and ter­ri­ble form. It was a sort of sym­bol of pop­u­lar force. It was som­bre, mys­te­ri­ous, and im­mense. It was some mighty, vis­i­ble phan­tom, one knew not what, stand­ing erect be­side the in­vis­i­ble spec­tre of the Bastille.

			Few strangers vis­it­ed this ed­i­fice, no passer­by looked at it. It was fall­ing in­to ru­ins; ev­ery sea­son the plas­ter which de­tached it­self from its sides formed hideous wounds up­on it. “The aediles,” as the ex­pres­sion ran in el­e­gant di­alect, had for­got­ten it ev­er since 1814. There it stood in its cor­ner, melan­choly, sick, crum­bling, sur­round­ed by a rot­ten pal­isade, soiled con­tin­u­al­ly by drunk­en coach­men; cracks me­an­dered athwart its bel­ly, a lath pro­ject­ed from its tail, tall grass flour­ished be­tween its legs; and, as the lev­el of the place had been ris­ing all around it for a space of thir­ty years, by that slow and con­tin­u­ous move­ment which in­sen­si­bly el­e­vates the soil of large towns, it stood in a hol­low, and it looked as though the ground were giv­ing way be­neath it. It was un­clean, de­spised, re­pul­sive, and su­perb, ug­ly in the eyes of the bour­geois, melan­choly in the eyes of the thinker. There was some­thing about it of the dirt which is on the point of be­ing swept out, and some­thing of the majesty which is on the point of be­ing de­cap­i­tat­ed. As we have said, at night, its as­pect changed. Night is the re­al el­e­ment of ev­ery­thing that is dark. As soon as twi­light de­scend­ed, the old ele­phant be­came trans­fig­ured; he as­sumed a tran­quil and re­doubtable ap­pear­ance in the for­mi­da­ble seren­i­ty of the shad­ows. Be­ing of the past, he be­longed to night; and ob­scu­ri­ty was in keep­ing with his grandeur.

			This rough, squat, heavy, hard, aus­tere, al­most mis­shapen, but as­sured­ly ma­jes­tic mon­u­ment, stamped with a sort of mag­nif­i­cent and sav­age grav­i­ty, has dis­ap­peared, and left to reign in peace, a sort of gi­gan­tic stove, or­na­ment­ed with its pipe, which has re­placed the som­bre fortress with its nine tow­ers, very much as the bour­geoisie re­places the feu­dal class­es. It is quite nat­u­ral that a stove should be the sym­bol of an epoch in which a pot con­tains pow­er. This epoch will pass away, peo­ple have al­ready be­gun to un­der­stand that, if there can be force in a boil­er, there can be no force ex­cept in the brain; in oth­er words, that which leads and drags on the world, is not lo­co­mo­tives, but ideas. Har­ness lo­co­mo­tives to ideas—that is well done; but do not mis­take the horse for the rid­er.

			At all events, to re­turn to the Place de la Bastille, the ar­chi­tect of this ele­phant suc­ceed­ed in mak­ing a grand thing out of plas­ter; the ar­chi­tect of the stove has suc­ceed­ed in mak­ing a pret­ty thing out of bronze.

			This stovepipe, which has been bap­tized by a sonorous name, and called the col­umn of Ju­ly, this mon­u­ment of a rev­o­lu­tion that mis­car­ried, was still en­veloped in 1832, in an im­mense shirt of wood­work, which we re­gret, for our part, and by a vast plank en­clo­sure, which com­plet­ed the task of iso­lat­ing the ele­phant.

			It was to­wards this cor­ner of the place, dim­ly light­ed by the re­flec­tion of a dis­tant street lamp, that the gamin guid­ed his two “brats.”

			The read­er must per­mit us to in­ter­rupt our­selves here and to re­mind him that we are deal­ing with sim­ple re­al­i­ty, and that twen­ty years ago, the tri­bunals were called up­on to judge, un­der the charge of vagabondage, and mu­ti­la­tion of a pub­lic mon­u­ment, a child who had been caught asleep in this very ele­phant of the Bastille. This fact not­ed, we pro­ceed.

			On ar­riv­ing in the vicin­i­ty of the colos­sus, Gavroche com­pre­hend­ed the ef­fect which the in­fin­ite­ly great might pro­duce on the in­fin­ite­ly small, and said:—

			“Don’t be scared, in­fants.”

			Then he en­tered through a gap in the fence in­to the ele­phant’s en­clo­sure and helped the young ones to clam­ber through the breach. The two chil­dren, some­what fright­ened, fol­lowed Gavroche with­out ut­ter­ing a word, and con­fid­ed them­selves to this lit­tle Prov­i­dence in rags which had giv­en them bread and had promised them a shel­ter.

			There, ex­tend­ed along the fence, lay a lad­der which by day served the la­bor­ers in the neigh­bor­ing tim­ber-yard. Gavroche raised it with re­mark­able vig­or, and placed it against one of the ele­phant’s forelegs. Near the point where the lad­der end­ed, a sort of black hole in the bel­ly of the colos­sus could be dis­tin­guished.

			Gavroche point­ed out the lad­der and the hole to his guests, and said to them:—

			“Climb up and go in.”

			The two lit­tle boys ex­changed ter­ri­fied glances.

			“You’re afraid, brats!” ex­claimed Gavroche.

			And he added:—

			“You shall see!”

			He clasped the rough leg of the ele­phant, and in a twin­kling, with­out deign­ing to make use of the lad­der, he had reached the aper­ture. He en­tered it as an adder slips through a crevice, and dis­ap­peared with­in, and an in­stant lat­er, the two chil­dren saw his head, which looked pale, ap­pear vague­ly, on the edge of the shad­owy hole, like a wan and whitish spec­tre.

			“Well!” he ex­claimed, “climb up, young ’uns! You’ll see how snug it is here! Come up, you!” he said to the el­der, “I’ll lend you a hand.”

			The lit­tle fel­lows nudged each oth­er, the gamin fright­ened and in­spired them with con­fi­dence at one and the same time, and then, it was rain­ing very hard. The el­der one un­der­took the risk. The younger, on see­ing his broth­er climb­ing up, and him­self left alone be­tween the paws of this huge beast, felt great­ly in­clined to cry, but he did not dare.

			The el­der lad climbed, with un­cer­tain steps, up the rungs of the lad­der; Gavroche, in the mean­while, en­cour­ag­ing him with ex­cla­ma­tions like a fenc­ing-mas­ter to his pupils, or a mule­teer to his mules.

			“Don’t be afraid!—That’s it!—Come on!—Put your feet there!—Give us your hand here!—Bold­ly!”

			And when the child was with­in reach, he seized him sud­den­ly and vig­or­ous­ly by the arm, and pulled him to­wards him.

			“Nabbed!” said he.

			The brat had passed through the crack.

			“Now,” said Gavroche, “wait for me. Be so good as to take a seat, Mon­sieur.”

			And mak­ing his way out of the hole as he had en­tered it, he slipped down the ele­phant’s leg with the agili­ty of a mon­key, land­ed on his feet in the grass, grasped the child of five round the body, and plant­ed him fair­ly in the mid­dle of the lad­der, then he be­gan to climb up be­hind him, shout­ing to the el­der:—

			“I’m go­ing to boost him, do you tug.”

			And in an­oth­er in­stant, the small lad was pushed, dragged, pulled, thrust, stuffed in­to the hole, be­fore he had time to re­cov­er him­self, and Gavroche, en­ter­ing be­hind him, and re­puls­ing the lad­der with a kick which sent it flat on the grass, be­gan to clap his hands and to cry:—

			“Here we are! Long live Gen­er­al Lafayette!”

			This ex­plo­sion over, he added:—

			“Now, young ’uns, you are in my house.”

			Gavroche was at home, in fact.

			Oh, un­fore­seen util­i­ty of the use­less! Char­i­ty of great things! Good­ness of gi­ants! This huge mon­u­ment, which had em­bod­ied an idea of the Em­per­or’s, had be­come the box of a street urchin. The brat had been ac­cept­ed and shel­tered by the colos­sus. The bour­geois decked out in their Sun­day fin­ery who passed the ele­phant of the Bastille, were fond of say­ing as they scanned it dis­dain­ful­ly with their prom­i­nent eyes: “What’s the good of that?” It served to save from the cold, the frost, the hail, and rain, to shel­ter from the winds of win­ter, to pre­serve from slum­ber in the mud which pro­duces fever, and from slum­ber in the snow which pro­duces death, a lit­tle be­ing who had no fa­ther, no moth­er, no bread, no clothes, no refuge. It served to re­ceive the in­no­cent whom so­ci­ety re­pulsed. It served to di­min­ish pub­lic crime. It was a lair open to one against whom all doors were shut. It seemed as though the mis­er­able old mastodon, in­vad­ed by ver­min and obliv­ion, cov­ered with warts, with mould, and ul­cers, tot­ter­ing, worm-eat­en, aban­doned, con­demned, a sort of men­di­cant colos­sus, ask­ing alms in vain with a benev­o­lent look in the midst of the cross­roads, had tak­en pity on that oth­er men­di­cant, the poor pygmy, who roamed with­out shoes to his feet, with­out a roof over his head, blow­ing on his fin­gers, clad in rags, fed on re­ject­ed scraps. That was what the ele­phant of the Bastille was good for. This idea of Napoleon, dis­dained by men, had been tak­en back by God. That which had been mere­ly il­lus­tri­ous, had be­come au­gust. In or­der to re­al­ize his thought, the Em­per­or should have had por­phyry, brass, iron, gold, mar­ble; the old col­lec­tion of planks, beams and plas­ter suf­ficed for God. The Em­per­or had had the dream of a ge­nius; in that Ti­tan­ic ele­phant, armed, prodi­gious, with trunk up­lift­ed, bear­ing its tow­er and scat­ter­ing on all sides its mer­ry and viv­i­fy­ing wa­ters, he wished to in­car­nate the peo­ple. God had done a grander thing with it, he had lodged a child there.

			The hole through which Gavroche had en­tered was a breach which was hard­ly vis­i­ble from the out­side, be­ing con­cealed, as we have stat­ed, be­neath the ele­phant’s bel­ly, and so nar­row that it was on­ly cats and home­less chil­dren who could pass through it.

			“Let’s be­gin,” said Gavroche, “by telling the porter that we are not at home.”

			And plung­ing in­to the dark­ness with the as­sur­ance of a per­son who is well ac­quaint­ed with his apart­ments, he took a plank and stopped up the aper­ture.

			Again Gavroche plunged in­to the ob­scu­ri­ty. The chil­dren heard the crack­ling of the match thrust in­to the phos­phor­ic bot­tle. The chem­i­cal match was not yet in ex­is­tence; at that epoch the Fu­made steel rep­re­sent­ed progress.

			A sud­den light made them blink; Gavroche had just man­aged to ig­nite one of those bits of cord dipped in resin which are called “cel­lar rats.” The cel­lar rat, which emit­ted more smoke than light, ren­dered the in­te­ri­or of the ele­phant con­fus­ed­ly vis­i­ble.

			Gavroche’s two guests glanced about them, and the sen­sa­tion which they ex­pe­ri­enced was some­thing like that which one would feel if shut up in the great tun of Hei­del­berg, or, bet­ter still, like what Jon­ah must have felt in the bib­li­cal bel­ly of the whale. An en­tire and gi­gan­tic skele­ton ap­peared en­velop­ing them. Above, a long brown beam, whence start­ed at reg­u­lar dis­tances, mas­sive, arch­ing ribs, rep­re­sent­ed the ver­te­bral col­umn with its sides, sta­lac­tites of plas­ter de­pend­ed from them like en­trails, and vast spi­ders’ webs stretch­ing from side to side, formed dirty di­aphragms. Here and there, in the cor­ners, were vis­i­ble large black­ish spots which had the ap­pear­ance of be­ing alive, and which changed places rapid­ly with an abrupt and fright­ened move­ment.

			Frag­ments which had fall­en from the ele­phant’s back in­to his bel­ly had filled up the cav­i­ty, so that it was pos­si­ble to walk up­on it as on a floor.

			The small­er child nes­tled up against his broth­er, and whis­pered to him:—

			“It’s black.”

			This re­mark drew an ex­cla­ma­tion from Gavroche. The pet­ri­fied air of the two brats ren­dered some shock nec­es­sary.

			“What’s that you are gab­bling about there?” he ex­claimed. “Are you scoff­ing at me? Are you turn­ing up your noses? Do you want the Tu­i­leries? Are you brutes? Come, say! I warn you that I don’t be­long to the reg­i­ment of sim­ple­tons. Ah, come now, are you brats from the Pope’s es­tab­lish­ment?”

			A lit­tle rough­ness is good in cas­es of fear. It is re­as­sur­ing. The two chil­dren drew close to Gavroche.

			Gavroche, pa­ter­nal­ly touched by this con­fi­dence, passed from grave to gen­tle, and ad­dress­ing the small­er:—

			“Stupid,” said he, ac­cent­ing the in­sult­ing word, with a ca­ress­ing in­to­na­tion, “it’s out­side that it is black. Out­side it’s rain­ing, here it does not rain; out­side it’s cold, here there’s not an atom of wind; out­side there are heaps of peo­ple, here there’s no one; out­side there ain’t even the moon, here there’s my can­dle, con­found it!”

			The two chil­dren be­gan to look up­on the apart­ment with less ter­ror; but Gavroche al­lowed them no more time for con­tem­pla­tion.

			“Quick,” said he.

			And he pushed them to­wards what we are very glad to be able to call the end of the room.

			There stood his bed.

			Gavroche’s bed was com­plete; that is to say, it had a mat­tress, a blan­ket, and an al­cove with cur­tains.

			The mat­tress was a straw mat, the blan­ket a rather large strip of gray woollen stuff, very warm and al­most new. This is what the al­cove con­sist­ed of:—

			Three rather long poles, thrust in­to and con­sol­i­dat­ed, with the rub­bish which formed the floor, that is to say, the bel­ly of the ele­phant, two in front and one be­hind, and unit­ed by a rope at their sum­mits, so as to form a pyra­mi­dal bun­dle. This clus­ter sup­port­ed a trel­lis-work of brass wire which was sim­ply placed up­on it, but ar­tis­ti­cal­ly ap­plied, and held by fas­ten­ings of iron wire, so that it en­veloped all three holes. A row of very heavy stones kept this net­work down to the floor so that noth­ing could pass un­der it. This grat­ing was noth­ing else than a piece of the brass screens with which aviaries are cov­ered in menageries. Gavroche’s bed stood as in a cage, be­hind this net. The whole re­sem­bled an Es­ki­mo tent.

			This trel­lis-work took the place of cur­tains.

			Gavroche moved aside the stones which fas­tened the net down in front, and the two folds of the net which lapped over each oth­er fell apart.

			“Down on all fours, brats!” said Gavroche.

			He made his guests en­ter the cage with great pre­cau­tion, then he crawled in af­ter them, pulled the stones to­geth­er, and closed the open­ing her­met­i­cal­ly again.

			All three had stretched out on the mat. Gavroche still had the cel­lar rat in his hand.

			“Now,” said he, “go to sleep! I’m go­ing to sup­press the can­de­labra.”

			“Mon­sieur,” the el­der of the broth­ers asked Gavroche, point­ing to the net­ting, “what’s that for?”

			“That,” an­swered Gavroche grave­ly, “is for the rats. Go to sleep!”

			Nev­er­the­less, he felt obliged to add a few words of in­struc­tion for the ben­e­fit of these young crea­tures, and he con­tin­ued:—

			“It’s a thing from the Jardin des Plantes. It’s used for fierce an­i­mals. There’s a whole shop­ful of them there. All you’ve got to do is to climb over a wall, crawl through a win­dow, and pass through a door. You can get as much as you want.”

			As he spoke, he wrapped the younger one up bod­i­ly in a fold of the blan­ket, and the lit­tle one mur­mured:—

			“Oh! how good that is! It’s warm!”

			Gavroche cast a pleased eye on the blan­ket.

			“That’s from the Jardin des Plantes, too,” said he. “I took that from the mon­keys.”

			And, point­ing out to the el­dest the mat on which he was ly­ing, a very thick and ad­mirably made mat, he added:—

			“That be­longed to the gi­raffe.”

			Af­ter a pause he went on:—

			“The beasts had all these things. I took them away from them. It didn’t trou­ble them. I told them: ‘It’s for the ele­phant.’ ”

			He paused, and then re­sumed:—

			“You crawl over the walls and you don’t care a straw for the gov­ern­ment. So there now!”

			The two chil­dren gazed with timid and stu­pe­fied re­spect on this in­trepid and in­ge­nious be­ing, a vagabond like them­selves, iso­lat­ed like them­selves, frail like them­selves, who had some­thing ad­mirable and all-pow­er­ful about him, who seemed su­per­nat­u­ral to them, and whose phys­iog­no­my was com­posed of all the gri­maces of an old moun­te­bank, min­gled with the most in­gen­u­ous and charm­ing smiles.

			“Mon­sieur,” ven­tured the el­der timid­ly, “you are not afraid of the po­lice, then?”

			Gavroche con­tent­ed him­self with re­ply­ing:—

			“Brat! No­body says ‘po­lice,’ they say ‘bob­bies.’ ”

			The small­er had his eyes wide open, but he said noth­ing. As he was on the edge of the mat, the el­der be­ing in the mid­dle, Gavroche tucked the blan­ket round him as a moth­er might have done, and height­ened the mat un­der his head with old rags, in such a way as to form a pil­low for the child. Then he turned to the el­der:—

			“Hey! We’re jol­ly com­fort­able here, ain’t we?”

			“Ah, yes!” replied the el­der, gaz­ing at Gavroche with the ex­pres­sion of a saved an­gel.

			The two poor lit­tle chil­dren who had been soaked through, be­gan to grow warm once more.

			“Ah, by the way,” con­tin­ued Gavroche, “what were you bawl­ing about?”

			And point­ing out the lit­tle one to his broth­er:—

			“A mite like that, I’ve noth­ing to say about, but the idea of a big fel­low like you cry­ing! It’s id­i­ot­ic; you looked like a calf.”

			“Gra­cious,” replied the child, “we have no lodg­ing.”

			“Both­er!” re­tort­ed Gavroche, “you don’t say ‘lodg­ings,’ you say ‘crib.’ ”

			“And then, we were afraid of be­ing alone like that at night.”

			“You don’t say ‘night,’ you say ‘dark­mans.’ ”

			“Thank you, sir,” said the child.

			“Lis­ten,” went on Gavroche, “you must nev­er bawl again over any­thing. I’ll take care of you. You shall see what fun we’ll have. In sum­mer, we’ll go to the Glacière with Navet, one of my pals, we’ll bathe in the Gare, we’ll run stark naked in front of the rafts on the bridge at Auster­litz—that makes the laun­dress­es rag­ing. They scream, they get mad, and if you on­ly knew how ridicu­lous they are! We’ll go and see the man-skele­ton. And then I’ll take you to the play. I’ll take you to see Frédérick Lemaître. I have tick­ets, I know some of the ac­tors, I even played in a piece once. There were a lot of us fellers, and we ran un­der a cloth, and that made the sea. I’ll get you an en­gage­ment at my the­atre. We’ll go to see the sav­ages. They ain’t re­al, those sav­ages ain’t. They wear pink tights that go all in wrin­kles, and you can see where their el­bows have been darned with white. Then, we’ll go to the Opera. We’ll get in with the hired ap­plaud­ers. The Opera claque is well man­aged. I wouldn’t as­so­ciate with the claque on the boule­vard. At the Opera, just fan­cy! some of them pay twen­ty sous, but they’re nin­nies. They’re called dish­clouts. And then we’ll go to see the guil­lo­tine work. I’ll show you the ex­e­cu­tion­er. He lives in the Rue des Marais. Mon­sieur San­son. He has a let­ter-box at his door. Ah! we’ll have fa­mous fun!”

			At that mo­ment a drop of wax fell on Gavroche’s fin­ger, and re­called him to the re­al­i­ties of life.

			“The deuce!” said he, “there’s the wick giv­ing out. At­ten­tion! I can’t spend more than a sou a month on my light­ing. When a body goes to bed, he must sleep. We haven’t the time to read M. Paul de Kock’s ro­mances. And be­sides, the light might pass through the cracks of the porte-cochère, and all the bob­bies need to do is to see it.”

			“And then,” re­marked the el­der timid­ly—he alone dared talk to Gavroche, and re­ply to him, “a spark might fall in the straw, and we must look out and not burn the house down.”

			“Peo­ple don’t say ‘burn the house down,’ ” re­marked Gavroche, “they say ‘blaze the crib.’ ”

			The storm in­creased in vi­o­lence, and the heavy down­pour beat up­on the back of the colos­sus amid claps of thun­der. “You’re tak­en in, rain!” said Gavroche. “It amus­es me to hear the de­canter run down the legs of the house. Win­ter is a stupid; it wastes its mer­chan­dise, it los­es its la­bor, it can’t wet us, and that makes it kick up a row, old wa­ter-car­ri­er that it is.”

			This al­lu­sion to the thun­der, all the con­se­quences of which Gavroche, in his char­ac­ter of a philoso­pher of the nine­teenth cen­tu­ry, ac­cept­ed, was fol­lowed by a broad flash of light­ning, so daz­zling that a hint of it en­tered the bel­ly of the ele­phant through the crack. Al­most at the same in­stant, the thun­der rum­bled with great fury. The two lit­tle crea­tures ut­tered a shriek, and start­ed up so ea­ger­ly that the net­work came near be­ing dis­placed, but Gavroche turned his bold face to them, and took ad­van­tage of the clap of thun­der to burst in­to a laugh.

			“Calm down, chil­dren. Don’t top­ple over the ed­i­fice. That’s fine, first-class thun­der; all right. That’s no slouch of a streak of light­ning. Bra­vo for the good God! Deuce take it! It’s al­most as good as it is at the Am­bigu.”

			That said, he re­stored or­der in the net­ting, pushed the two chil­dren gen­tly down on the bed, pressed their knees, in or­der to stretch them out at full length, and ex­claimed:—

			“Since the good God is light­ing his can­dle, I can blow out mine. Now, babes, now, my young hu­mans, you must shut your peep­ers. It’s very bad not to sleep. It’ll make you swal­low the strain­er, or, as they say, in fash­ion­able so­ci­ety, stink in the gul­let. Wrap your­self up well in the hide! I’m go­ing to put out the light. Are you ready?”

			“Yes,” mur­mured the el­der, “I’m all right. I seem to have feath­ers un­der my head.”

			“Peo­ple don’t say ‘head,’ ” cried Gavroche, “they say ‘nut.’ ”

			The two chil­dren nes­tled close to each oth­er, Gavroche fin­ished ar­rang­ing them on the mat, drew the blan­ket up to their very ears, then re­peat­ed, for the third time, his in­junc­tion in the hi­er­at­i­cal tongue:—

			“Shut your peep­ers!”

			And he snuffed out his tiny light.

			Hard­ly had the light been ex­tin­guished, when a pe­cu­liar trem­bling be­gan to af­fect the net­ting un­der which the three chil­dren lay.

			It con­sist­ed of a mul­ti­tude of dull scratch­es which pro­duced a metal­lic sound, as if claws and teeth were gnaw­ing at the cop­per wire. This was ac­com­pa­nied by all sorts of lit­tle pierc­ing cries.

			The lit­tle five-year-old boy, on hear­ing this hub­bub over­head, and chilled with ter­ror, jogged his broth­er’s el­bow; but the el­der broth­er had al­ready shut his peep­ers, as Gavroche had or­dered. Then the lit­tle one, who could no longer con­trol his ter­ror, ques­tioned Gavroche, but in a very low tone, and with bat­ed breath:—

			“Sir?”

			“Hey?” said Gavroche, who had just closed his eyes.

			“What is that?”

			“It’s the rats,” replied Gavroche.

			And he laid his head down on the mat again.

			The rats, in fact, who swarmed by thou­sands in the car­cass of the ele­phant, and who were the liv­ing black spots which we have al­ready men­tioned, had been held in awe by the flame of the can­dle, so long as it had been light­ed; but as soon as the cav­ern, which was the same as their city, had re­turned to dark­ness, scent­ing what the good sto­ry­teller Per­rault calls “fresh meat,” they had hurled them­selves in throngs on Gavroche’s tent, had climbed to the top of it, and had be­gun to bite the mesh­es as though seek­ing to pierce this new­fan­gled trap.

			Still the lit­tle one could not sleep.

			“Sir?” he be­gan again.

			“Hey?” said Gavroche.

			“What are rats?”

			“They are mice.”

			This ex­pla­na­tion re­as­sured the child a lit­tle. He had seen white mice in the course of his life, and he was not afraid of them. Nev­er­the­less, he lift­ed up his voice once more.

			“Sir?”

			“Hey?” said Gavroche again.

			“Why don’t you have a cat?”

			“I did have one,” replied Gavroche, “I brought one here, but they ate her.”

			This sec­ond ex­pla­na­tion un­did the work of the first, and the lit­tle fel­low be­gan to trem­ble again.

			The di­a­logue be­tween him and Gavroche be­gan again for the fourth time:—

			“Mon­sieur?”

			“Hey?”

			“Who was it that was eat­en?”

			“The cat.”

			“And who ate the cat?”

			“The rats.”

			“The mice?”

			“Yes, the rats.”

			The child, in con­ster­na­tion, dis­mayed at the thought of mice which ate cats, pur­sued:—

			“Sir, would those mice eat us?”

			“Wouldn’t they just!” ejac­u­lat­ed Gavroche.

			The child’s ter­ror had reached its cli­max. But Gavroche added:—

			“Don’t be afraid. They can’t get in. And be­sides, I’m here! Here, catch hold of my hand. Hold your tongue and shut your peep­ers!”

			At the same time Gavroche grasped the lit­tle fel­low’s hand across his broth­er. The child pressed the hand close to him, and felt re­as­sured. Courage and strength have these mys­te­ri­ous ways of com­mu­ni­cat­ing them­selves. Si­lence reigned round them once more, the sound of their voic­es had fright­ened off the rats; at the ex­pi­ra­tion of a few min­utes, they came rag­ing back, but in vain, the three lit­tle fel­lows were fast asleep and heard noth­ing more.

			The hours of the night fled away. Dark­ness cov­ered the vast Place de la Bastille. A win­try gale, which min­gled with the rain, blew in gusts, the pa­trol searched all the door­ways, al­leys, en­clo­sures, and ob­scure nooks, and in their search for noc­tur­nal vagabonds they passed in si­lence be­fore the ele­phant; the mon­ster, erect, mo­tion­less, star­ing open-eyed in­to the shad­ows, had the ap­pear­ance of dream­ing hap­pi­ly over his good deed; and shel­tered from heav­en and from men the three poor sleep­ing chil­dren.

			In or­der to un­der­stand what is about to fol­low, the read­er must re­mem­ber, that, at that epoch, the Bastille guard­house was sit­u­at­ed at the oth­er end of the square, and that what took place in the vicin­i­ty of the ele­phant could nei­ther be seen nor heard by the sen­tinel.

			To­wards the end of that hour which im­me­di­ate­ly pre­cedes the dawn, a man turned from the Rue Saint-An­toine at a run, made the cir­cuit of the en­clo­sure of the col­umn of Ju­ly, and glid­ed be­tween the pal­ings un­til he was un­der­neath the bel­ly of the ele­phant. If any light had il­lu­mi­nat­ed that man, it might have been di­vined from the thor­ough man­ner in which he was soaked that he had passed the night in the rain. Ar­rived be­neath the ele­phant, he ut­tered a pe­cu­liar cry, which did not be­long to any hu­man tongue, and which a para­keet alone could have im­i­tat­ed. Twice he re­peat­ed this cry, of whose or­thog­ra­phy the fol­low­ing bare­ly con­veys an idea:—

			“Kirikikiou!”

			At the sec­ond cry, a clear, young, mer­ry voice re­spond­ed from the bel­ly of the ele­phant:—

			“Yes!”

			Al­most im­me­di­ate­ly, the plank which closed the hole was drawn aside, and gave pas­sage to a child who de­scend­ed the ele­phant’s leg, and fell briskly near the man. It was Gavroche. The man was Mont­par­nasse.

			As for his cry of “Kirikikiou”—that was, doubt­less, what the child had meant, when he said:—

			“You will ask for Mon­sieur Gavroche.”

			On hear­ing it, he had waked with a start, had crawled out of his “al­cove,” push­ing apart the net­ting a lit­tle, and care­ful­ly draw­ing it to­geth­er again, then he had opened the trap, and de­scend­ed.

			The man and the child rec­og­nized each oth­er silent­ly amid the gloom: Mont­par­nasse con­fined him­self to the re­mark:—

			“We need you. Come, lend us a hand.”

			The lad asked for no fur­ther en­light­en­ment.

			“I’m with you,” said he.

			And both took their way to­wards the Rue Saint-An­toine, whence Mont­par­nasse had emerged, wind­ing rapid­ly through the long file of mar­ket-gar­den­ers’ carts which de­scend to­wards the mar­kets at that hour.

			The mar­ket-gar­den­ers, crouch­ing, half-asleep, in their wag­ons, amid the sal­ads and veg­eta­bles, en­veloped to their very eyes in their muf­flers on ac­count of the beat­ing rain, did not even glance at these strange pedes­tri­ans.

		
	
		
			
				III

				The Vi­cis­si­tudes of Flight

			
			This is what had tak­en place that same night at the La Force:—

			An es­cape had been planned be­tween Ba­bet, Bru­jon, Guele­mer, and Thé­nardier, al­though Thé­nardier was in close con­fine­ment. Ba­bet had ar­ranged the mat­ter for his own ben­e­fit, on the same day, as the read­er has seen from Mont­par­nasse’s ac­count to Gavroche. Mont­par­nasse was to help them from out­side.

			Bru­jon, af­ter hav­ing passed a month in the pun­ish­ment cell, had had time, in the first place, to weave a rope, in the sec­ond, to ma­ture a plan. In for­mer times, those se­vere places where the dis­ci­pline of the prison de­liv­ers the con­vict in­to his own hands, were com­posed of four stone walls, a stone ceil­ing, a flagged pave­ment, a camp bed, a grat­ed win­dow, and a door lined with iron, and were called “dun­geons;” but the dun­geon was judged to be too ter­ri­ble; nowa­days they are com­posed of an iron door, a grat­ed win­dow, a camp bed, a flagged pave­ment, four stone walls, and a stone ceil­ing, and are called “cham­bers of pun­ish­ment.” A lit­tle light pen­e­trates to­wards mid­day. The in­con­ve­nient point about these cham­bers which, as the read­er sees, are not dun­geons, is that they al­low the per­sons who should be at work to think.

			So Bru­jon med­i­tat­ed, and he emerged from the cham­ber of pun­ish­ment with a rope. As he had the name of be­ing very dan­ger­ous in the Charle­magne court­yard, he was placed in the New Build­ing. The first thing he found in the New Build­ing was Guele­mer, the sec­ond was a nail; Guele­mer, that is to say, crime; a nail, that is to say, lib­er­ty. Bru­jon, of whom it is high time that the read­er should have a com­plete idea, was, with an ap­pear­ance of del­i­cate health and a pro­found­ly pre­med­i­tat­ed lan­guor, a pol­ished, in­tel­li­gent sprig, and a thief, who had a ca­ress­ing glance, and an atro­cious smile. His glance re­sult­ed from his will, and his smile from his na­ture. His first stud­ies in his art had been di­rect­ed to roofs. He had made great progress in the in­dus­try of the men who tear off lead, who plun­der the roofs and de­spoil the gut­ters by the process called “dou­ble pick­ings.”

			The cir­cum­stance which put the fin­ish­ing touch on the mo­ment pe­cu­liar­ly fa­vor­able for an at­tempt at es­cape, was that the roofers were re­lay­ing and re-joint­ing, at that very mo­ment, a por­tion of the slates on the prison. The Saint-Bernard court­yard was no longer ab­so­lute­ly iso­lat­ed from the Charle­magne and the Saint-Louis courts. Up above there were scaf­fold­ings and lad­ders; in oth­er words, bridges and stairs in the di­rec­tion of lib­er­ty.

			The New Build­ing, which was the most cracked and de­crepit thing to be seen any­where in the world, was the weak point in the prison. The walls were eat­en by salt­pe­tre to such an ex­tent that the au­thor­i­ties had been obliged to line the vaults of the dor­mi­to­ries with a sheath­ing of wood, be­cause stones were in the habit of be­com­ing de­tached and fall­ing on the pris­on­ers in their beds. In spite of this an­tiq­ui­ty, the au­thor­i­ties com­mit­ted the er­ror of con­fin­ing in the New Build­ing the most trou­ble­some pris­on­ers, of plac­ing there “the hard cas­es,” as they say in prison par­lance.

			The New Build­ing con­tained four dor­mi­to­ries, one above the oth­er, and a top sto­ry which was called the Bel-Air (Fine-Air). A large chim­ney-flue, prob­a­bly from some an­cient kitchen of the Dukes de la Force, start­ed from the ground floor, tra­versed all four sto­ries, cut the dor­mi­to­ries, where it fig­ured as a flat­tened pil­lar, in­to two por­tions, and fi­nal­ly pierced the roof.

			Guele­mer and Bru­jon were in the same dor­mi­to­ry. They had been placed, by way of pre­cau­tion, on the low­er sto­ry. Chance or­dained that the heads of their beds should rest against the chim­ney.

			Thé­nardier was di­rect­ly over their heads in the top sto­ry known as Fine-Air. The pedes­tri­an who halts on the Rue Cul­ture-Sainte-Cather­ine, af­ter pass­ing the bar­racks of the fire­men, in front of the porte-cochère of the bathing es­tab­lish­ment, be­holds a yard full of flow­ers and shrubs in wood­en box­es, at the ex­trem­i­ty of which spreads out a lit­tle white ro­tun­da with two wings, bright­ened up with green shut­ters, the bu­col­ic dream of Jean Jacques.

			Not more than ten years ago, there rose above that ro­tun­da an enor­mous black, hideous, bare wall by which it was backed up.

			This was the out­er wall of La Force.

			This wall, be­side that ro­tun­da, was Mil­ton viewed through Berquin.

			Lofty as it was, this wall was over­topped by a still black­er roof, which could be seen be­yond. This was the roof of the New Build­ing. There one could de­scry four dormer-win­dows, guard­ed with bars; they were the win­dows of the Fine-Air.

			A chim­ney pierced the roof; this was the chim­ney which tra­versed the dor­mi­to­ries.

			The Bel-Air, that top sto­ry of the New Build­ing, was a sort of large hall, with a Mansard roof, guard­ed with triple grat­ings and dou­ble doors of sheet iron, which were stud­ded with enor­mous bolts. When one en­tered from the north end, one had on one’s left the four dormer-win­dows, on one’s right, fac­ing the win­dows, at reg­u­lar in­ter­vals, four square, tol­er­a­bly vast cages, sep­a­rat­ed by nar­row pas­sages, built of ma­son­ry to about the height of the el­bow, and the rest, up to the roof, of iron bars.

			Thé­nardier had been in soli­tary con­fine­ment in one of these cages since the night of the 3rd of Feb­ru­ary. No one was ev­er able to dis­cov­er how, and by what con­nivance, he suc­ceed­ed in procur­ing, and se­cret­ing a bot­tle of wine, in­vent­ed, so it is said, by Desrues, with which a nar­cot­ic is mixed, and which the band of the En­dormeurs, or “Sleep-com­pellers,” ren­dered fa­mous.

			There are, in many pris­ons, treach­er­ous em­ploy­ees, half-jail­ers, half-thieves, who as­sist in es­capes, who sell to the po­lice an un­faith­ful ser­vice, and who turn a pen­ny when­ev­er they can.

			On that same night, then, when Lit­tle Gavroche picked up the two lost chil­dren, Bru­jon and Guele­mer, who knew that Ba­bet, who had es­caped that morn­ing, was wait­ing for them in the street as well as Mont­par­nasse, rose soft­ly, and with the nail which Bru­jon had found, be­gan to pierce the chim­ney against which their beds stood. The rub­bish fell on Bru­jon’s bed, so that they were not heard. Show­ers min­gled with thun­der shook the doors on their hinges, and cre­at­ed in the prison a ter­ri­ble and op­por­tune up­roar. Those of the pris­on­ers who woke, pre­tend­ed to fall asleep again, and left Guele­mer and Bru­jon to their own de­vices. Bru­jon was adroit; Guele­mer was vig­or­ous. Be­fore any sound had reached the watch­er, who was sleep­ing in the grat­ed cell which opened in­to the dor­mi­to­ry, the wall had been pierced, the chim­ney scaled, the iron grat­ing which barred the up­per ori­fice of the flue forced, and the two re­doubtable ruf­fi­ans were on the roof. The wind and rain re­dou­bled, the roof was slip­pery.

			“What a good night to leg it!” said Bru­jon.

			An abyss six feet broad and eighty feet deep sep­a­rat­ed them from the sur­round­ing wall. At the bot­tom of this abyss, they could see the mus­ket of a sen­tinel gleam­ing through the gloom. They fas­tened one end of the rope which Bru­jon had spun in his dun­geon to the stumps of the iron bars which they had just wrenched off, flung the oth­er over the out­er wall, crossed the abyss at one bound, clung to the cop­ing of the wall, got astride of it, let them­selves slip, one af­ter the oth­er, along the rope, up­on a lit­tle roof which touch­es the bath­house, pulled their rope af­ter them, jumped down in­to the court­yard of the bath­house, tra­versed it, pushed open the porter’s wick­et, be­side which hung his rope, pulled this, opened the porte-cochère, and found them­selves in the street.

			Three-quar­ters of an hour had not elapsed since they had risen in bed in the dark, nail in hand, and their project in their heads.

			A few mo­ments lat­er they had joined Ba­bet and Mont­par­nasse, who were prowl­ing about the neigh­bor­hood.

			They had bro­ken their rope in pulling it af­ter them, and a bit of it re­mained at­tached to the chim­ney on the roof. They had sus­tained no oth­er dam­age, how­ev­er, than that of scratch­ing near­ly all the skin off their hands.

			That night, Thé­nardier was warned, with­out any­one be­ing able to ex­plain how, and was not asleep.

			To­wards one o’clock in the morn­ing, the night be­ing very dark, he saw two shad­ows pass along the roof, in the rain and squalls, in front of the dormer-win­dow which was op­po­site his cage. One halt­ed at the win­dow, long enough to dart in a glance. This was Bru­jon.

			Thé­nardier rec­og­nized him, and un­der­stood. This was enough.

			Thé­nardier, rat­ed as a bur­glar, and de­tained as a mea­sure of pre­cau­tion un­der the charge of or­ga­niz­ing a noc­tur­nal am­bush, with armed force, was kept in sight. The sen­try, who was re­lieved ev­ery two hours, marched up and down in front of his cage with load­ed mus­ket. The Fine-Air was light­ed by a sky­light. The pris­on­er had on his feet fet­ters weigh­ing fifty pounds. Ev­ery day, at four o’clock in the af­ter­noon, a jail­er, es­cort­ed by two dogs—this was still in vogue at that time—en­tered his cage, de­posit­ed be­side his bed a loaf of black bread weigh­ing two pounds, a jug of wa­ter, a bowl filled with rather thin bouil­lon, in which swam a few Maya­gan beans, in­spect­ed his irons and tapped the bars. This man and his dogs made two vis­its dur­ing the night.

			Thé­nardier had ob­tained per­mis­sion to keep a sort of iron bolt which he used to spike his bread in­to a crack in the wall, “in or­der to pre­serve it from the rats,” as he said. As Thé­nardier was kept in sight, no ob­jec­tion had been made to this spike. Still, it was re­mem­bered af­ter­wards, that one of the jail­ers had said: “It would be bet­ter to let him have on­ly a wood­en spike.”

			At two o’clock in the morn­ing, the sen­tinel, who was an old sol­dier, was re­lieved, and re­placed by a con­script. A few mo­ments lat­er, the man with the dogs paid his vis­it, and went off with­out notic­ing any­thing, ex­cept, pos­si­bly, the ex­ces­sive youth and “the rus­tic air” of the “raw re­cruit.” Two hours af­ter­wards, at four o’clock, when they came to re­lieve the con­script, he was found asleep on the floor, ly­ing like a log near Thé­nardier’s cage. As for Thé­nardier, he was no longer there. There was a hole in the ceil­ing of his cage, and, above it, an­oth­er hole in the roof. One of the planks of his bed had been wrenched off, and prob­a­bly car­ried away with him, as it was not found. They al­so seized in his cell a half-emp­ty bot­tle which con­tained the re­mains of the stu­pe­fy­ing wine with which the sol­dier had been drugged. The sol­dier’s bay­o­net had dis­ap­peared.

			At the mo­ment when this dis­cov­ery was made, it was as­sumed that Thé­nardier was out of reach. The truth is, that he was no longer in the New Build­ing, but that he was still in great dan­ger.

			Thé­nardier, on reach­ing the roof of the New Build­ing, had found the re­mains of Bru­jon’s rope hang­ing to the bars of the up­per trap of the chim­ney, but, as this bro­ken frag­ment was much too short, he had not been able to es­cape by the out­er wall, as Bru­jon and Guele­mer had done.

			When one turns from the Rue des Bal­lets in­to the Rue du Roi-de-Sicile, one al­most im­me­di­ate­ly en­coun­ters a re­pul­sive ru­in. There stood on that spot, in the last cen­tu­ry, a house of which on­ly the back wall now re­mains, a reg­u­lar wall of ma­son­ry, which ris­es to the height of the third sto­ry be­tween the ad­join­ing build­ings. This ru­in can be rec­og­nized by two large square win­dows which are still to be seen there; the mid­dle one, that near­est the right gable, is barred with a worm-eat­en beam ad­just­ed like a prop. Through these win­dows there was for­mer­ly vis­i­ble a lofty and lugubri­ous wall, which was a frag­ment of the out­er wall of La Force.

			The emp­ty space on the street left by the de­mol­ished house is half-filled by a fence of rot­ten boards, shored up by five stone posts. In this re­cess lies con­cealed a lit­tle shan­ty which leans against the por­tion of the ru­in which has re­mained stand­ing. The fence has a gate, which, a few years ago, was fas­tened on­ly by a latch.

			It was the crest of this ru­in that Thé­nardier had suc­ceed­ed in reach­ing, a lit­tle af­ter one o’clock in the morn­ing.

			How had he got there? That is what no one has ev­er been able to ex­plain or un­der­stand. The light­ning must, at the same time, have hin­dered and helped him. Had he made use of the lad­ders and scaf­fold­ings of the slaters to get from roof to roof, from en­clo­sure to en­clo­sure, from com­part­ment to com­part­ment, to the build­ings of the Charle­magne court, then to the build­ings of the Saint-Louis court, to the out­er wall, and thence to the hut on the Rue du Roi-de-Sicile? But in that itin­er­ary there ex­ist­ed breaks which seemed to ren­der it an im­pos­si­bil­i­ty. Had he placed the plank from his bed like a bridge from the roof of the Fine-Air to the out­er wall, and crawled flat, on his bel­ly on the cop­ing of the out­er wall the whole dis­tance round the prison as far as the hut? But the out­er wall of La Force formed a crenel­lat­ed and un­equal line; it mount­ed and de­scend­ed, it dropped at the fire­men’s bar­racks, it rose to­wards the bath­house, it was cut in twain by build­ings, it was not even of the same height on the Ho­tel Lam­oignon as on the Rue Pavée; ev­ery­where oc­curred falls and right an­gles; and then, the sen­tinels must have es­pied the dark form of the fugi­tive; hence, the route tak­en by Thé­nardier still re­mains rather in­ex­pli­ca­ble. In two man­ners, flight was im­pos­si­ble. Had Thé­nardier, spurred on by that thirst for lib­er­ty which changes precipices in­to ditch­es, iron bars in­to wat­tles of osier, a leg­less man in­to an ath­lete, a gouty man in­to a bird, stu­pid­i­ty in­to in­stinct, in­stinct in­to in­tel­li­gence, and in­tel­li­gence in­to ge­nius, had Thé­nardier in­vent­ed a third mode? No one has ev­er found out.

			The mar­vels of es­cape can­not al­ways be ac­count­ed for. The man who makes his es­cape, we re­peat, is in­spired; there is some­thing of the star and of the light­ning in the mys­te­ri­ous gleam of flight; the ef­fort to­wards de­liv­er­ance is no less sur­pris­ing than the flight to­wards the sub­lime, and one says of the es­caped thief: “How did he con­trive to scale that wall?” in the same way that one says of Corneille: “Where did he find the means of dy­ing?”

			At all events, drip­ping with per­spi­ra­tion, drenched with rain, with his clothes hang­ing in rib­bons, his hands flayed, his el­bows bleed­ing, his knees torn, Thé­nardier had reached what chil­dren, in their fig­u­ra­tive lan­guage, call the edge of the wall of the ru­in, there he had stretched him­self out at full length, and there his strength had failed him. A steep es­carp­ment three sto­ries high sep­a­rat­ed him from the pave­ment of the street.

			The rope which he had was too short.

			There he wait­ed, pale, ex­haust­ed, des­per­ate with all the de­spair which he had un­der­gone, still hid­den by the night, but telling him­self that the day was on the point of dawn­ing, alarmed at the idea of hear­ing the neigh­bor­ing clock of Saint-Paul strike four with­in a few min­utes, an hour when the sen­tinel was re­lieved and when the lat­ter would be found asleep un­der the pierced roof, star­ing in hor­ror at a ter­ri­ble depth, at the light of the street lanterns, the wet, black pave­ment, that pave­ment longed for yet fright­ful, which meant death, and which meant lib­er­ty.

			He asked him­self whether his three ac­com­plices in flight had suc­ceed­ed, if they had heard him, and if they would come to his as­sis­tance. He lis­tened. With the ex­cep­tion of the pa­trol, no one had passed through the street since he had been there. Near­ly the whole of the de­scent of the mar­ket-gar­den­ers from Mon­treuil, from Charonne, from Vin­cennes, and from Bercy to the mar­kets was ac­com­plished through the Rue Saint-An­toine.

			Four o’clock struck. Thé­nardier shud­dered. A few mo­ments lat­er, that ter­ri­fied and con­fused up­roar which fol­lows the dis­cov­ery of an es­cape broke forth in the prison. The sound of doors open­ing and shut­ting, the creak­ing of grat­ings on their hinges, a tu­mult in the guard­house, the hoarse shouts of the turnkeys, the shock of mus­ket-butts on the pave­ment of the courts, reached his ears. Lights as­cend­ed and de­scend­ed past the grat­ed win­dows of the dor­mi­to­ries, a torch ran along the ridge­pole of the top sto­ry of the New Build­ing, the fire­men be­long­ing in the bar­racks on the right had been sum­moned. Their hel­mets, which the torch light­ed up in the rain, went and came along the roofs. At the same time, Thé­nardier per­ceived in the di­rec­tion of the Bastille a wan white­ness light­ing up the edge of the sky in dole­ful wise.

			He was on top of a wall ten inch­es wide, stretched out un­der the heavy rains, with two gulfs to right and left, un­able to stir, sub­ject to the gid­di­ness of a pos­si­ble fall, and to the hor­ror of a cer­tain ar­rest, and his thoughts, like the pen­du­lum of a clock, swung from one of these ideas to the oth­er: “Dead if I fall, caught if I stay.” In the midst of this an­guish, he sud­den­ly saw, the street be­ing still dark, a man who was glid­ing along the walls and com­ing from the Rue Pavée, halt in the re­cess above which Thé­nardier was, as it were, sus­pend­ed. Here this man was joined by a sec­ond, who walked with the same cau­tion, then by a third, then by a fourth. When these men were re­unit­ed, one of them lift­ed the latch of the gate in the fence, and all four en­tered the en­clo­sure in which the shan­ty stood. They halt­ed di­rect­ly un­der Thé­nardier. These men had ev­i­dent­ly cho­sen this va­cant space in or­der that they might con­sult with­out be­ing seen by the passers­by or by the sen­tinel who guards the wick­et of La Force a few paces dis­tant. It must be added, that the rain kept this sen­tinel blocked in his box. Thé­nardier, not be­ing able to dis­tin­guish their vis­ages, lent an ear to their words with the des­per­ate at­ten­tion of a wretch who feels him­self lost.

			Thé­nardier saw some­thing re­sem­bling a gleam of hope flash be­fore his eyes—these men con­versed in slang.

			The first said in a low but dis­tinct voice:—

			“Let’s cut. What are we up to here?”

			The sec­ond replied: “It’s rain­ing hard enough to put out the very dev­il’s fire. And the bob­bies will be along in­stan­ter. There’s a sol­dier on guard yon­der. We shall get nabbed here.”

			These two words, ici­go and ici­caille, both of which mean ici, and which be­long, the first to the slang of the bar­ri­ers, the sec­ond to the slang of the Tem­ple, were flash­es of light for Thé­nardier. By the ici­go he rec­og­nized Bru­jon, who was a prowler of the bar­ri­ers, by the ici­caille he knew Ba­bet, who, among his oth­er trades, had been an old-clothes bro­ker at the Tem­ple.

			The an­tique slang of the great cen­tu­ry is no longer spo­ken ex­cept in the Tem­ple, and Ba­bet was re­al­ly the on­ly per­son who spoke it in all its pu­ri­ty. Had it not been for the ici­caille, Thé­nardier would not have rec­og­nized him, for he had en­tire­ly changed his voice.

			In the mean­while, the third man had in­ter­vened.

			“There’s no hur­ry yet, let’s wait a bit. How do we know that he doesn’t stand in need of us?”

			By this, which was noth­ing but French, Thé­nardier rec­og­nized Mont­par­nasse, who made it a point in his el­e­gance to un­der­stand all slangs and to speak none of them.

			As for the fourth, he held his peace, but his huge shoul­ders be­trayed him. Thé­nardier did not hes­i­tate. It was Guele­mer.

			Bru­jon replied al­most im­petu­ous­ly but still in a low tone:—

			“What are you jab­ber­ing about? The tav­ern-keep­er hasn’t man­aged to cut his stick. He don’t tum­ble to the rack­et, that he don’t! You have to be a pret­ty know­ing cove to tear up your shirt, cut up your sheet to make a rope, punch holes in doors, get up false pa­pers, make false keys, file your irons, hang out your cord, hide your­self, and dis­guise your­self! The old fel­low hasn’t man­aged to play it, he doesn’t un­der­stand how to work the busi­ness.”

			Ba­bet added, still in that clas­si­cal slang which was spo­ken by Poulailler and Car­touche, and which is to the bold, new, high­ly col­ored and risky ar­got used by Bru­jon what the lan­guage of Racine is to the lan­guage of An­dré Chénier:—

			“Your tav­ern-keep­er must have been nabbed in the act. You have to be know­ing. He’s on­ly a green­horn. He must have let him­self be tak­en in by a bob­by, per­haps even by a sheep who played it on him as his pal. Lis­ten, Mont­par­nasse, do you hear those shouts in the prison? You have seen all those lights. He’s re­cap­tured, there! He’ll get off with twen­ty years. I ain’t afraid, I ain’t a cow­ard, but there ain’t any­thing more to do, or oth­er­wise they’d lead us a dance. Don’t get mad, come with us, let’s go drink a bot­tle of old wine to­geth­er.”

			“One doesn’t desert one’s friends in a scrape,” grum­bled Mont­par­nasse.

			“I tell you he’s nabbed!” re­tort­ed Bru­jon. “At the present mo­ment, the innkeep­er ain’t worth a ha’pen­ny. We can’t do noth­ing for him. Let’s be off. Ev­ery minute I think a bob­by has got me in his fist.”

			Mont­par­nasse no longer of­fered more than a fee­ble re­sis­tance; the fact is, that these four men, with the fi­deli­ty of ruf­fi­ans who nev­er aban­don each oth­er, had prowled all night long about La Force, great as was their per­il, in the hope of see­ing Thé­nardier make his ap­pear­ance on the top of some wall. But the night, which was re­al­ly grow­ing too fine—for the down­pour was such as to ren­der all the streets de­sert­ed—the cold which was over­pow­er­ing them, their soaked gar­ments, their hole-rid­den shoes, the alarm­ing noise which had just burst forth in the prison, the hours which had elapsed, the pa­trol which they had en­coun­tered, the hope which was van­ish­ing, all urged them to beat a re­treat. Mont­par­nasse him­self, who was, per­haps, al­most Thé­nardier’s son-in-law, yield­ed. A mo­ment more, and they would be gone. Thé­nardier was pant­ing on his wall like the ship­wrecked suf­fer­ers of the Mé­duse on their raft when they be­held the ves­sel which had ap­peared in sight van­ish on the hori­zon.

			He dared not call to them; a cry might be heard and ru­in ev­ery­thing. An idea oc­curred to him, a last idea, a flash of in­spi­ra­tion; he drew from his pock­et the end of Bru­jon’s rope, which he had de­tached from the chim­ney of the New Build­ing, and flung it in­to the space en­closed by the fence.

			This rope fell at their feet.

			“A wid­ow,”60 said Ba­bet.

			“My tor­touse!”61 said Bru­jon.

			“The tav­ern-keep­er is there,” said Mont­par­nasse.

			They raised their eyes. Thé­nardier thrust out his head a very lit­tle.

			“Quick!” said Mont­par­nasse, “have you the oth­er end of the rope, Bru­jon?”

			“Yes.”

			“Knot the two pieces to­geth­er, we’ll fling him the rope, he can fas­ten it to the wall, and he’ll have enough of it to get down with.”

			Thé­nardier ran the risk, and spoke:—

			“I am par­a­lyzed with cold.”

			“We’ll warm you up.”

			“I can’t budge.”

			“Let your­self slide, we’ll catch you.”

			“My hands are be­numbed.”

			“On­ly fas­ten the rope to the wall.”

			“I can’t.”

			“Then one of us must climb up,” said Mont­par­nasse.

			“Three sto­ries!” ejac­u­lat­ed Bru­jon.

			An an­cient plas­ter flue, which had served for a stove that had been used in the shan­ty in for­mer times, ran along the wall and mount­ed al­most to the very spot where they could see Thé­nardier. This flue, then much dam­aged and full of cracks, has since fall­en, but the marks of it are still vis­i­ble.

			It was very nar­row.

			“One might get up by the help of that,” said Mont­par­nasse.

			“By that flue?” ex­claimed Ba­bet, “a grown-up cove, nev­er! it would take a brat.”

			“A brat must be got,” re­sumed Bru­jon.

			“Where are we to find a young ’un?” said Guele­mer.

			“Wait,” said Mont­par­nasse. “I’ve got the very ar­ti­cle.”

			He opened the gate of the fence very soft­ly, made sure that no one was pass­ing along the street, stepped out cau­tious­ly, shut the gate be­hind him, and set off at a run in the di­rec­tion of the Bastille.

			Sev­en or eight min­utes elapsed, eight thou­sand cen­turies to Thé­nardier; Ba­bet, Bru­jon, and Guele­mer did not open their lips; at last the gate opened once more, and Mont­par­nasse ap­peared, breath­less, and fol­lowed by Gavroche. The rain still ren­dered the street com­plete­ly de­sert­ed.

			Lit­tle Gavroche en­tered the en­clo­sure and gazed at the forms of these ruf­fi­ans with a tran­quil air. The wa­ter was drip­ping from his hair. Guele­mer ad­dressed him:—

			“Are you a man, young ’un?”

			Gavroche shrugged his shoul­ders, and replied:—

			“A young ’un like me’s a man, and men like you are babes.”

			“The brat’s tongue’s well hung!” ex­claimed Ba­bet.

			“The Paris brat ain’t made of straw,” added Bru­jon.

			“What do you want?” asked Gavroche.

			Mont­par­nasse an­swered:—

			“Climb up that flue.”

			“With this rope,” said Ba­bet.

			“And fas­ten it,” con­tin­ued Bru­jon.

			“To the top of the wall,” went on Ba­bet.

			“To the cross­bar of the win­dow,” added Bru­jon.

			“And then?” said Gavroche.

			“There!” said Guele­mer.

			The gamin ex­am­ined the rope, the flue, the wall, the win­dows, and made that in­de­scrib­able and dis­dain­ful noise with his lips which sig­ni­fies:—

			“Is that all!”

			“There’s a man up there whom you are to save,” re­sumed Mont­par­nasse.

			“Will you?” be­gan Bru­jon again.

			“Green­horn!” replied the lad, as though the ques­tion ap­peared a most un­prece­dent­ed one to him.

			And he took off his shoes.

			Guele­mer seized Gavroche by one arm, set him on the roof of the shan­ty, whose worm-eat­en planks bent be­neath the urchin’s weight, and hand­ed him the rope which Bru­jon had knot­ted to­geth­er dur­ing Mont­par­nasse’s ab­sence. The gamin di­rect­ed his steps to­wards the flue, which it was easy to en­ter, thanks to a large crack which touched the roof. At the mo­ment when he was on the point of as­cend­ing, Thé­nardier, who saw life and safe­ty ap­proach­ing, bent over the edge of the wall; the first light of dawn struck white up­on his brow drip­ping with sweat, up­on his livid cheek­bones, his sharp and sav­age nose, his bristling gray beard, and Gavroche rec­og­nized him.

			“Hul­lo! it’s my fa­ther! Oh, that won’t hin­der.”

			And tak­ing the rope in his teeth, he res­o­lute­ly be­gan the as­cent.

			He reached the sum­mit of the hut, be­strode the old wall as though it had been a horse, and knot­ted the rope firm­ly to the up­per cross­bar of the win­dow.

			A mo­ment lat­er, Thé­nardier was in the street.

			As soon as he touched the pave­ment, as soon as he found him­self out of dan­ger, he was no longer ei­ther weary, or chilled or trem­bling; the ter­ri­ble things from which he had es­caped van­ished like smoke, all that strange and fe­ro­cious mind awoke once more, and stood erect and free, ready to march on­ward.

			These were this man’s first words:—

			“Now, whom are we to eat?”

			It is use­less to ex­plain the sense of this fright­ful­ly trans­par­ent re­mark, which sig­ni­fies both to kill, to as­sas­si­nate, and to plun­der. “To eat,” true sense: “to de­vour.”

			“Let’s get well in­to a cor­ner,” said Bru­jon. “Let’s set­tle it in three words, and part at once. There was an af­fair that promised well in the Rue Plumet, a de­sert­ed street, an iso­lat­ed house, an old rot­ten gate on a gar­den, and lone wom­en.”

			“Well! why not?” de­mand­ed Thé­nardier.

			“Your girl, Épo­nine, went to see about the mat­ter,” replied Ba­bet.

			“And she brought a bis­cuit to Magnon,” added Guele­mer. “Noth­ing to be made there.”

			“The girl’s no fool,” said Thé­nardier. “Still, it must be seen to.”

			“Yes, yes,” said Bru­jon, “it must be looked up.”

			In the mean­while, none of the men seemed to see Gavroche, who, dur­ing this col­lo­quy, had seat­ed him­self on one of the fence-posts; he wait­ed a few mo­ments, think­ing that per­haps his fa­ther would turn to­wards him, then he put on his shoes again, and said:—

			“Is that all? You don’t want any more, my men? Now you’re out of your scrape. I’m off. I must go and get my brats out of bed.”

			And off he went.

			The five men emerged, one af­ter an­oth­er, from the en­clo­sure.

			When Gavroche had dis­ap­peared at the cor­ner of the Rue des Bal­lets, Ba­bet took Thé­nardier aside.

			“Did you take a good look at that young ’un?” he asked.

			“What young ’un?”

			“The one who climbed the wall and car­ried you the rope.”

			“Not par­tic­u­lar­ly.”

			“Well, I don’t know, but it strikes me that it was your son.”

			“Bah!” said Thé­nardier, “do you think so?”
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				Ori­gin

			
			Pigri­tia is a ter­ri­ble word.

			It en­gen­ders a whole world, la pè­gre, for which read “theft,” and a hell, la pè­grenne, for which read “hunger.”

			Thus, idle­ness is the moth­er.

			She has a son, theft, and a daugh­ter, hunger.

			Where are we at this mo­ment? In the land of slang.

			What is slang? It is at one and the same time, a na­tion and a di­alect; it is theft in its two kinds; peo­ple and lan­guage.

			When, four and thir­ty years ago, the nar­ra­tor of this grave and som­bre his­to­ry in­tro­duced in­to a work writ­ten with the same aim as this62 a thief who talked ar­got, there arose amaze­ment and clam­or.—“What! How! Ar­got! Why, ar­got is hor­ri­ble! It is the lan­guage of pris­ons, gal­leys, con­victs, of ev­ery­thing that is most abom­inable in so­ci­ety!” etc., etc.

			We have nev­er un­der­stood this sort of ob­jec­tions.

			Since that time, two pow­er­ful ro­mancers, one of whom is a pro­found ob­serv­er of the hu­man heart, the oth­er an in­trepid friend of the peo­ple, Balzac and Eu­gène Sue, hav­ing rep­re­sent­ed their ruf­fi­ans as talk­ing their nat­u­ral lan­guage, as the au­thor of The Last Day of a Con­demned Man did in 1828, the same ob­jec­tions have been raised. Peo­ple re­peat­ed: “What do au­thors mean by that re­volt­ing di­alect? Slang is odi­ous! Slang makes one shud­der!”

			Who de­nies that? Of course it does.

			When it is a ques­tion of prob­ing a wound, a gulf, a so­ci­ety, since when has it been con­sid­ered wrong to go too far? to go to the bot­tom? We have al­ways thought that it was some­times a coura­geous act, and, at least, a sim­ple and use­ful deed, wor­thy of the sym­pa­thet­ic at­ten­tion which du­ty ac­cept­ed and ful­filled mer­its. Why should one not ex­plore ev­ery­thing, and study ev­ery­thing? Why should one halt on the way? The halt is a mat­ter de­pend­ing on the sound­ing-line, and not on the leads­man.

			Cer­tain­ly, too, it is nei­ther an at­trac­tive nor an easy task to un­der­take an in­ves­ti­ga­tion in­to the low­est depths of the so­cial or­der, where ter­ra fir­ma comes to an end and where mud be­gins, to rum­mage in those vague, murky waves, to fol­low up, to seize and to fling, still quiv­er­ing, up­on the pave­ment that ab­ject di­alect which is drip­ping with filth when thus brought to the light, that pus­tu­lous vo­cab­u­lary each word of which seems an un­clean ring from a mon­ster of the mire and the shad­ows. Noth­ing is more lugubri­ous than the con­tem­pla­tion thus in its nu­di­ty, in the broad light of thought, of the hor­ri­ble swarm­ing of slang. It seems, in fact, to be a sort of hor­ri­ble beast made for the night which has just been torn from its cesspool. One thinks one be­holds a fright­ful, liv­ing, and bristling thick­et which quiv­ers, rus­tles, wa­vers, re­turns to shad­ow, threat­ens and glares. One word re­sem­bles a claw, an­oth­er an ex­tin­guished and bleed­ing eye, such and such a phrase seems to move like the claw of a crab. All this is alive with the hideous vi­tal­i­ty of things which have been or­ga­nized out of dis­or­ga­ni­za­tion.

			Now, when has hor­ror ev­er ex­clud­ed study? Since when has mal­a­dy ban­ished medicine? Can one imag­ine a nat­u­ral­ist re­fus­ing to study the viper, the bat, the scor­pi­on, the cen­tipede, the taran­tu­la, and one who would cast them back in­to their dark­ness, say­ing: “Oh! how ug­ly that is!” The thinker who should turn aside from slang would re­sem­ble a sur­geon who should avert his face from an ul­cer or a wart. He would be like a philol­o­gist re­fus­ing to ex­am­ine a fact in lan­guage, a philoso­pher hes­i­tat­ing to scru­ti­nize a fact in hu­man­i­ty. For, it must be stat­ed to those who are ig­no­rant of the case, that ar­got is both a lit­er­ary phe­nom­e­non and a so­cial re­sult. What is slang, prop­er­ly speak­ing? It is the lan­guage of wretched­ness.

			We may be stopped; the fact may be put to us in gen­er­al terms, which is one way of at­ten­u­at­ing it; we may be told, that all trades, pro­fes­sions, it may be added, all the ac­ci­dents of the so­cial hi­er­ar­chy and all forms of in­tel­li­gence, have their own slang. The mer­chant who says: “Mont­pel­li­er not ac­tive, Mar­seilles fine qual­i­ty,” the bro­ker on ’change who says: “As­sets at end of cur­rent month,” the gam­bler who says: “Tiers et tout, re­fait de pique,” the sher­iff of the Nor­man Isles who says: “The hold­er in fee re­vert­ing to his land­ed es­tate can­not claim the fruits of that es­tate dur­ing the hered­i­tary seizure of the re­al es­tate by the mort­gagor,” the play­wright who says: “The piece was hissed,” the co­me­di­an who says: “I’ve made a hit,” the philoso­pher who says: “Phe­nom­e­nal trip­lic­i­ty,” the hunts­man who says: “Voile­ci al­lais, Voile­ci fuyant,” the phre­nol­o­gist who says: “Am­a­tive­ness, com­bat­ive­ness, se­cre­tive­ness,” the in­fantry sol­dier who says: “My shoot­ing-iron,” the cav­al­ry­man who says: “My tur­key-cock,” the fenc­ing-mas­ter who says: “Tierce, quarte, break,” the print­er who says: “My shoot­ing-stick and gal­ley,”—all, print­er, fenc­ing-mas­ter, cav­al­ry dra­goon, in­fantry­man, phre­nol­o­gist, hunts­man, philoso­pher, co­me­di­an, play­wright, sher­iff, gam­bler, stock­bro­ker, and mer­chant, speak slang. The painter who says: “My grinder,” the no­tary who says: “My Skip-the-Gut­ter,” the hair­dress­er who says: “My mealy­back,” the cob­bler who says: “My cub,” talks slang. Strict­ly speak­ing, if one ab­so­lute­ly in­sists on the point, all the dif­fer­ent fash­ions of say­ing the right and the left, the sailor’s “port” and “star­board,” the scene-shifter’s “court-side,” and “gar­den-side,” the bea­dle’s “Gospel-side” and “Epis­tle-side,” are slang. There is the slang of the af­fect­ed la­dy as well as of the pré­cieuses. The Ho­tel Ram­bouil­let near­ly ad­joins the Cour des Mir­a­cles. There is a slang of duchess­es, wit­ness this phrase con­tained in a love-let­ter from a very great la­dy and a very pret­ty wom­an of the Restora­tion: “You will find in this gos­sip a ful­ti­tude of rea­sons why I should lib­er­tize.”63 Diplo­mat­ic ci­phers are slang; the pon­tif­i­cal chan­cellery by us­ing 26 for Rome, grkzt­nt­gzyal for despatch, and abfxust­grnogrkzu tu XI for the Duc de Mod­e­na, speaks slang. The physi­cians of the Mid­dle Ages who, for car­rot, radish, and turnip, said “Opo­ponach, per­froschinum, rep­ti­tal­mus, dra­catholicum, an­gelo­rum, post­mego­rum,” talked slang. The sug­ar-man­u­fac­tur­er who says: “Loaf, clar­i­fied, lumps, bas­tard, com­mon, burnt,”—this hon­est man­u­fac­tur­er talks slang. A cer­tain school of crit­i­cism twen­ty years ago, which used to say: “Half of the works of Shake­speare con­sists of plays up­on words and puns,”—talked slang. The po­et, and the artist who, with pro­found un­der­stand­ing, would des­ig­nate M. de Mont­moren­cy as “a bour­geois,” if he were not a judge of vers­es and stat­ues, speak slang. The clas­sic Aca­demi­cian who calls flow­ers “Flo­ra,” fruits, “Pomona,” the sea, “Nep­tune,” love, “fires,” beau­ty, “charms,” a horse, “a cours­er,” the white or tri­col­ored cock­ade, “the rose of Bel­lona,” the three-cor­nered hat, “Mars’ tri­an­gle,”—that clas­si­cal Aca­demi­cian talks slang. Al­ge­bra, medicine, botany, have each their slang. The tongue which is em­ployed on board ship, that won­der­ful lan­guage of the sea, which is so com­plete and so pic­turesque, which was spo­ken by Jean Bart, Duquesne, Suf­fren, and Duper­ré, which min­gles with the whistling of the rig­ging, the sound of the speak­ing-trum­pets, the shock of the board­ing-irons, the roll of the sea, the wind, the gale, the can­non, is whol­ly a hero­ic and daz­zling slang, which is to the fierce slang of the thieves what the li­on is to the jack­al.

			No doubt. But say what we will, this man­ner of un­der­stand­ing the word “slang” is an ex­ten­sion which ev­ery­one will not ad­mit. For our part, we re­serve to the word its an­cient and pre­cise, cir­cum­scribed and de­ter­mined sig­nif­i­cance, and we re­strict slang to slang. The ver­i­ta­ble slang and the slang that is pre­em­i­nent­ly slang, if the two words can be cou­pled thus, the slang im­memo­ri­al which was a king­dom, is noth­ing else, we re­peat, than the home­ly, un­easy, crafty, treach­er­ous, ven­omous, cru­el, equiv­o­cal, vile, pro­found, fa­tal tongue of wretched­ness. There ex­ists, at the ex­trem­i­ty of all abase­ment and all mis­for­tunes, a last mis­ery which re­volts and makes up its mind to en­ter in­to con­flict with the whole mass of for­tu­nate facts and reign­ing rights; a fear­ful con­flict, where, now cun­ning, now vi­o­lent, un­healthy and fe­ro­cious at one and the same time, it at­tacks the so­cial or­der with pin­pricks through vice, and with club-blows through crime. To meet the needs of this con­flict, wretched­ness has in­vent­ed a lan­guage of com­bat, which is slang.

			To keep afloat and to res­cue from obliv­ion, to hold above the gulf, were it but a frag­ment of some lan­guage which man has spo­ken and which would, oth­er­wise, be lost, that is to say, one of the el­e­ments, good or bad, of which civ­i­liza­tion is com­posed, or by which it is com­pli­cat­ed, to ex­tend the records of so­cial ob­ser­va­tion; is to serve civ­i­liza­tion it­self. This ser­vice Plau­tus ren­dered, con­scious­ly or un­con­scious­ly, by mak­ing two Carthagini­an sol­diers talk Phoeni­cian; that ser­vice Molière ren­dered, by mak­ing so many of his char­ac­ters talk Lev­an­tine and all sorts of di­alects. Here ob­jec­tions spring up afresh. Phoeni­cian, very good! Lev­an­tine, quite right! Even di­alect, let that pass! They are tongues which have be­longed to na­tions or prov­inces; but slang! What is the use of pre­serv­ing slang? What is the good of as­sist­ing slang “to sur­vive”?

			To this we re­ply in one word, on­ly. As­sured­ly, if the tongue which a na­tion or a prov­ince has spo­ken is wor­thy of in­ter­est, the lan­guage which has been spo­ken by a mis­ery is still more wor­thy of at­ten­tion and study.

			It is the lan­guage which has been spo­ken, in France, for ex­am­ple, for more than four cen­turies, not on­ly by a mis­ery, but by ev­ery pos­si­ble hu­man mis­ery.

			And then, we in­sist up­on it, the study of so­cial de­for­mi­ties and in­fir­mi­ties, and the task of point­ing them out with a view to rem­e­dy, is not a busi­ness in which choice is per­mit­ted. The his­to­ri­an of man­ners and ideas has no less aus­tere a mis­sion than the his­to­ri­an of events. The lat­ter has the sur­face of civ­i­liza­tion, the con­flicts of crowns, the births of princes, the mar­riages of kings, bat­tles, as­sem­blages, great pub­lic men, rev­o­lu­tions in the day­light, ev­ery­thing on the ex­te­ri­or; the oth­er his­to­ri­an has the in­te­ri­or, the depths, the peo­ple who toil, suf­fer, wait, the op­pressed wom­an, the ag­o­niz­ing child, the se­cret war be­tween man and man, ob­scure fe­roc­i­ties, prej­u­dices, plot­ted in­iq­ui­ties, the sub­ter­ranean, the in­dis­tinct tremors of mul­ti­tudes, the die-of-hunger, the coun­terblows of the law, the se­cret evo­lu­tion of souls, the go-bare-foot, the bare-armed, the dis­in­her­it­ed, the or­phans, the un­hap­py, and the in­fa­mous, all the forms which roam through the dark­ness. He must de­scend with his heart full of char­i­ty, and sever­i­ty at the same time, as a broth­er and as a judge, to those im­pen­e­tra­ble case­mates where crawl, pell-mell, those who bleed and those who deal the blow, those who weep and those who curse, those who fast and those who de­vour, those who en­dure evil and those who in­flict it. Have these his­to­ri­ans of hearts and souls du­ties at all in­fe­ri­or to the his­to­ri­ans of ex­ter­nal facts? Does any­one think that Alighieri has any few­er things to say than Machi­avel­li? Is the un­der side of civ­i­liza­tion any less im­por­tant than the up­per side mere­ly be­cause it is deep­er and more som­bre? Do we re­al­ly know the moun­tain well when we are not ac­quaint­ed with the cav­ern?

			Let us say, more­over, par­en­thet­i­cal­ly, that from a few words of what pre­cedes a marked sep­a­ra­tion might be in­ferred be­tween the two class­es of his­to­ri­ans which does not ex­ist in our mind. No one is a good his­to­ri­an of the patent, vis­i­ble, strik­ing, and pub­lic life of peo­ples, if he is not, at the same time, in a cer­tain mea­sure, the his­to­ri­an of their deep and hid­den life; and no one is a good his­to­ri­an of the in­te­ri­or un­less he un­der­stands how, at need, to be the his­to­ri­an of the ex­te­ri­or al­so. The his­to­ry of man­ners and ideas per­me­ates the his­to­ry of events, and this is true re­cip­ro­cal­ly. They con­sti­tute two dif­fer­ent or­ders of facts which cor­re­spond to each oth­er, which are al­ways in­ter­laced, and which of­ten bring forth re­sults. All the lin­ea­ments which prov­i­dence traces on the sur­face of a na­tion have their par­al­lels, som­bre but dis­tinct, in their depths, and all con­vul­sions of the depths pro­duce ebul­li­tions on the sur­face. True his­to­ry be­ing a mix­ture of all things, the true his­to­ri­an min­gles in ev­ery­thing.

			Man is not a cir­cle with a sin­gle cen­tre; he is an el­lipse with a dou­ble fo­cus. Facts form one of these, and ideas the oth­er.

			Slang is noth­ing but a dress­ing-room where the tongue hav­ing some bad ac­tion to per­form, dis­guis­es it­self. There it clothes it­self in word-masks, in metaphor-rags. In this guise it be­comes hor­ri­ble.

			One finds it dif­fi­cult to rec­og­nize. Is it re­al­ly the French tongue, the great hu­man tongue? Be­hold it ready to step up­on the stage and to re­tort up­on crime, and pre­pared for all the em­ploy­ments of the reper­to­ry of evil. It no longer walks, it hob­bles; it limps on the crutch of the Court of Mir­a­cles, a crutch meta­mor­phos­able in­to a club; it is called va­grancy; ev­ery sort of spec­tre, its dressers, have paint­ed its face, it crawls and rears, the dou­ble gait of the rep­tile. Hence­forth, it is apt at all roles, it is made sus­pi­cious by the coun­ter­feit­er, cov­ered with verdi­gris by the forg­er, blacked by the soot of the in­cen­di­ary; and the mur­der­er ap­plies its rouge.

			When one lis­tens, by the side of hon­est men, at the por­tals of so­ci­ety, one over­hears the di­a­logues of those who are on the out­side. One dis­tin­guish­es ques­tions and replies. One per­ceives, with­out un­der­stand­ing it, a hideous mur­mur, sound­ing al­most like hu­man ac­cents, but more near­ly re­sem­bling a howl than an ar­tic­u­late word. It is slang. The words are mis­shapen and stamped with an in­de­scrib­able and fan­tas­tic bes­tial­i­ty. One thinks one hears hy­dras talk­ing.

			It is un­in­tel­li­gi­ble in the dark. It gnash­es and whis­pers, com­plet­ing the gloom with mys­tery. It is black in mis­for­tune, it is black­er still in crime; these two black­ness­es amal­ga­mat­ed, com­pose slang. Ob­scu­ri­ty in the at­mos­phere, ob­scu­ri­ty in acts, ob­scu­ri­ty in voic­es. Ter­ri­ble, toad-like tongue which goes and comes, leaps, crawls, slob­bers, and stirs about in mon­strous wise in that im­mense gray fog com­posed of rain and night, of hunger, of vice, of false­hood, of in­jus­tice, of nu­di­ty, of suf­fo­ca­tion, and of win­ter, the high noon­day of the mis­er­able.

			Let us have com­pas­sion on the chas­tised. Alas! Who are we our­selves? Who am I who now ad­dress you? Who are you who are lis­ten­ing to me? And are you very sure that we have done noth­ing be­fore we were born? The earth is not de­void of re­sem­blance to a jail. Who knows whether man is not a re­cap­tured of­fend­er against di­vine jus­tice? Look close­ly at life. It is so made, that ev­ery­where we feel the sense of pun­ish­ment.

			Are you what is called a hap­py man? Well! you are sad ev­ery day. Each day has its own great grief or its lit­tle care. Yes­ter­day you were trem­bling for a health that is dear to you, to­day you fear for your own; to­mor­row it will be anx­i­ety about mon­ey, the day af­ter to­mor­row the di­a­tribe of a slan­der­er, the day af­ter that, the mis­for­tune of some friend; then the pre­vail­ing weath­er, then some­thing that has been bro­ken or lost, then a plea­sure with which your con­science and your ver­te­bral col­umn re­proach you; again, the course of pub­lic af­fairs. This with­out reck­on­ing in the pains of the heart. And so it goes on. One cloud is dis­pelled, an­oth­er forms. There is hard­ly one day out of a hun­dred which is whol­ly joy­ous and sun­ny. And you be­long to that small class who are hap­py! As for the rest of mankind, stag­nat­ing night rests up­on them.

			Thought­ful minds make but lit­tle use of the phrase: the for­tu­nate and the un­for­tu­nate. In this world, ev­i­dent­ly the vestibule of an­oth­er, there are no for­tu­nate.

			The re­al hu­man di­vi­sion is this: the lu­mi­nous and the shady. To di­min­ish the num­ber of the shady, to aug­ment the num­ber of the lu­mi­nous—that is the ob­ject. That is why we cry: Ed­u­ca­tion! sci­ence! To teach read­ing, means to light the fire; ev­ery syl­la­ble spelled out sparkles.

			How­ev­er, he who says light does not, nec­es­sar­i­ly, say joy. Peo­ple suf­fer in the light; ex­cess burns. The flame is the en­e­my of the wing. To burn with­out ceas­ing to fly—there­in lies the mar­vel of ge­nius.

			When you shall have learned to know, and to love, you will still suf­fer. The day is born in tears. The lu­mi­nous weep, if on­ly over those in dark­ness.

		
	
		
			
				II

				Roots

			
			Slang is the tongue of those who sit in dark­ness.

			Thought is moved in its most som­bre depths, so­cial phi­los­o­phy is bid­den to its most poignant med­i­ta­tions, in the pres­ence of that enig­mat­ic di­alect at once so blight­ed and re­bel­lious. There­in lies chas­tise­ment made vis­i­ble. Ev­ery syl­la­ble has an air of be­ing marked. The words of the vul­gar tongue ap­pear there­in wrin­kled and shriv­elled, as it were, be­neath the hot iron of the ex­e­cu­tion­er. Some seem to be still smok­ing. Such and such a phrase pro­duces up­on you the ef­fect of the shoul­der of a thief brand­ed with the fleur-de-lys, which has sud­den­ly been laid bare. Ideas al­most refuse to be ex­pressed in these sub­stan­tives which are fugi­tives from jus­tice. Metaphor is some­times so shame­less, that one feels that it has worn the iron neck-fet­ter.

			More­over, in spite of all this, and be­cause of all this, this strange di­alect has by rights, its own com­part­ment in that great im­par­tial case of pi­geon­holes where there is room for the rusty far­thing as well as for the gold medal, and which is called lit­er­a­ture. Slang, whether the pub­lic ad­mit the fact or not has its syn­tax and its po­et­ry. It is a lan­guage. Yes, by the de­for­mi­ty of cer­tain terms, we rec­og­nize the fact that it was chewed by Man­drin, and by the splen­dor of cer­tain metonymies, we feel that Vil­lon spoke it.

			That ex­quis­ite and cel­e­brat­ed verse—

			
				
					Mais où sont les neiges d’an­tan?64
				

			

			is a verse of slang. An­tan—ante an­num—is a word of Thunes slang, which sig­ni­fied the past year, and by ex­ten­sion, for­mer­ly. Thir­ty-five years ago, at the epoch of the de­par­ture of the great chain-gang, there could be read in one of the cells at Bicêtre, this max­im en­graved with a nail on the wall by a king of Thunes con­demned to the gal­leys: Les dabs d’an­tan tri­maient siem­pre pour la pierre du Coësre. This means “Kings in days gone by al­ways went and had them­selves anoint­ed.” In the opin­ion of that king, anoint­ment meant the gal­leys.

			The word dé­ca­rade, which ex­press­es the de­par­ture of heavy ve­hi­cles at a gal­lop, is at­trib­uted to Vil­lon, and it is wor­thy of him. This word, which strikes fire with all four of its feet, sums up in a mas­ter­ly ono­matopoeia the whole of La Fontaine’s ad­mirable verse:—

			
				
					Six forts chevaux tiraient un coche.65
				

			

			From a pure­ly lit­er­ary point of view, few stud­ies would prove more cu­ri­ous and fruit­ful than the study of slang. It is a whole lan­guage with­in a lan­guage, a sort of sick­ly ex­cres­cence, an un­healthy graft which has pro­duced a veg­e­ta­tion, a par­a­site which has its roots in the old Gal­lic trunk, and whose sin­is­ter fo­liage crawls all over one side of the lan­guage. This is what may be called the first, the vul­gar as­pect of slang. But, for those who study the tongue as it should be stud­ied, that is to say, as ge­ol­o­gists study the earth, slang ap­pears like a ver­i­ta­ble al­lu­vial de­posit. Ac­cord­ing as one digs a longer or short­er dis­tance in­to it, one finds in slang, be­low the old pop­u­lar French, Provençal, Span­ish, Ital­ian, Lev­an­tine, that lan­guage of the Mediter­ranean ports, Eng­lish and Ger­man, the Ro­mance lan­guage in its three va­ri­eties, French, Ital­ian, and Ro­mance Ro­mance, Latin, and fi­nal­ly Basque and Celtic. A pro­found and unique for­ma­tion. A sub­ter­ranean ed­i­fice erect­ed in com­mon by all the mis­er­able. Each ac­cursed race has de­posit­ed its lay­er, each suf­fer­ing has dropped its stone there, each heart has con­trib­uted its peb­ble. A throng of evil, base, or ir­ri­tat­ed souls, who have tra­versed life and have van­ished in­to eter­ni­ty, linger there al­most en­tire­ly vis­i­ble still be­neath the form of some mon­strous word.

			Do you want Span­ish? The old Goth­ic slang abound­ed in it. Here is bof­fete, a box on the ear, which is de­rived from bofe­ton; van­tane, win­dow (lat­er on van­terne), which comes from van­tana; gat, cat, which comes from gato; acite, oil, which comes from aceyte. Do you want Ital­ian? Here is spade, sword, which comes from spa­da; carvel, boat, which comes from car­avel­la. Do you want Eng­lish? Here is bi­chot, which comes from bish­op; raille, spy, which comes from ras­cal, ras­calion; pilche, a case, which comes from pilch­er, a sheath. Do you want Ger­man? Here is the caleur, the wait­er, kell­ner; the hers, the mas­ter, her­zog (duke). Do you want Latin? Here is fran­gir, to break, fran­gere; af­fur­er, to steal, fur; ca­dene, chain, cate­na. There is one word which crops up in ev­ery lan­guage of the con­ti­nent, with a sort of mys­te­ri­ous pow­er and au­thor­i­ty. It is the word mag­nus; the Scotch­man makes of it his mac, which des­ig­nates the chief of the clan; Mac-Far­lane, Mac-Cal­lu­more, the great Far­lane, the great Cal­lu­more;66 slang turns it in­to meck and lat­er le meg, that is to say, God. Would you like Basque? Here is gahis­to, the dev­il, which comes from gaïz­toa, evil; sor­gabon, good night, which comes from gabon, good evening. Do you want Celtic? Here is blavin, a hand­ker­chief, which comes from blavet, gush­ing wa­ter; mé­nesse, a wom­an (in a bad sense), which comes from meinec, full of stones; barant, brook, from baran­ton, foun­tain; gof­feur, lock­smith, from goff, black­smith; gue­douze, death, which comes from guenn-du, black-white. Fi­nal­ly, would you like his­to­ry? Slang calls crowns les maltès­es, a sou­venir of the coin in cir­cu­la­tion on the gal­leys of Mal­ta.

			In ad­di­tion to the philo­log­i­cal ori­gins just in­di­cat­ed, slang pos­sess­es oth­er and still more nat­u­ral roots, which spring, so to speak, from the mind of man it­self.

			In the first place, the di­rect cre­ation of words. There­in lies the mys­tery of tongues. To paint with words, which con­tains fig­ures one knows not how or why, is the prim­i­tive foun­da­tion of all hu­man lan­guages, what may be called their gran­ite.

			Slang abounds in words of this de­scrip­tion, im­me­di­ate words, words cre­at­ed in­stan­ta­neous­ly no one knows ei­ther where or by whom, with­out et­y­mol­o­gy, with­out analo­gies, with­out de­riv­a­tives, soli­tary, bar­barous, some­times hideous words, which at times pos­sess a sin­gu­lar pow­er of ex­pres­sion and which live. The ex­e­cu­tion­er, le taule; the for­est, le sabri; fear, flight, taf; the lack­ey, le larbin; the min­er­al, the pre­fect, the min­is­ter, pharos; the dev­il, le rabouin. Noth­ing is stranger than these words which both mask and re­veal. Some, le rabouin, for ex­am­ple, are at the same time grotesque and ter­ri­ble, and pro­duce on you the ef­fect of a cy­clo­pean gri­mace.

			In the sec­ond place, metaphor. The pe­cu­liar­i­ty of a lan­guage which is de­sirous of say­ing all yet con­ceal­ing all is that it is rich in fig­ures. Metaphor is an enig­ma, where­in the thief who is plot­ting a stroke, the pris­on­er who is ar­rang­ing an es­cape, take refuge. No id­iom is more metaphor­i­cal than slang: déviss­er le co­co (to un­screw the nut), to twist the neck; tor­tiller (to wrig­gle), to eat; être ger­bé, to be tried; a rat, a bread thief; il lan­squine, it rains, a strik­ing, an­cient fig­ure which part­ly bears its date about it, which as­sim­i­lates long oblique lines of rain, with the dense and slant­ing pikes of the lancers, and which com­press­es in­to a sin­gle word the pop­u­lar ex­pres­sion: it rains hal­berds. Some­times, in pro­por­tion as slang pro­gress­es from the first epoch to the sec­ond, words pass from the prim­i­tive and sav­age sense to the metaphor­i­cal sense. The dev­il ceas­es to be le rabouin, and be­comes le boulanger (the bak­er), who puts the bread in­to the oven. This is more wit­ty, but less grand, some­thing like Racine af­ter Corneille, like Eu­ripi­des af­ter Aeschy­lus. Cer­tain slang phras­es which par­tic­i­pate in the two epochs and have at once the bar­bar­ic char­ac­ter and the metaphor­i­cal char­ac­ter re­sem­ble phan­tas­magories. Les sorgueuers vont sol­liciter des gails à la lune—the prowlers are go­ing to steal hors­es by night—this pass­es be­fore the mind like a group of spec­tres. One knows not what one sees.

			In the third place, the ex­pe­di­ent. Slang lives on the lan­guage. It us­es it in ac­cor­dance with its fan­cy, it dips in­to it hap­haz­ard, and it of­ten con­fines it­self, when oc­ca­sion aris­es, to al­ter it in a gross and sum­ma­ry fash­ion. Oc­ca­sion­al­ly, with the or­di­nary words thus de­formed and com­pli­cat­ed with words of pure slang, pic­turesque phras­es are formed, in which there can be felt the mix­ture of the two pre­ced­ing el­e­ments, the di­rect cre­ation and the metaphor: le cab jaspine, je mar­ronne que la roulotte de Pantin trime dans le sabri, the dog is bark­ing, I sus­pect that the dili­gence for Paris is pass­ing through the woods. Le dab est sinve, la dabuge est mer­lous­sière, la fée est ba­tive, the bour­geois is stupid, the bour­geoise is cun­ning, the daugh­ter is pret­ty. Gen­er­al­ly, to throw lis­ten­ers off the track, slang con­fines it­self to adding to all the words of the lan­guage with­out dis­tinc­tion, an ig­no­ble tail, a ter­mi­na­tion in aille, in orgue, in ier­gue, or in uche. Thus: Vousier­gue trou­vaille bonorgue ce gig­ot­muche? Do you think that leg of mut­ton good? A phrase ad­dressed by Car­touche to a turnkey in or­der to find out whether the sum of­fered for his es­cape suit­ed him.

			The ter­mi­na­tion in mar has been added re­cent­ly.

			Slang, be­ing the di­alect of cor­rup­tion, quick­ly be­comes cor­rupt­ed it­self. Be­sides this, as it is al­ways seek­ing con­ceal­ment, as soon as it feels that it is un­der­stood, it changes its form. Con­trary to what hap­pens with ev­ery oth­er veg­e­ta­tion, ev­ery ray of light which falls up­on it kills what­ev­er it touch­es. Thus slang is in con­stant process of de­com­po­si­tion and re­com­po­si­tion; an ob­scure and rapid work which nev­er paus­es. It pass­es over more ground in ten years than a lan­guage in ten cen­turies. Thus le lar­ton (bread) be­comes le lar­tif; le gail (horse) be­comes le gaye; la fer­tanche (straw) be­comes la fer­tille; le momignard (brat), le mo­macque; les fiques (duds), frusques; la chique (the church), l’égru­geoir; le co­labre (neck), le co­las. The dev­il is at first, gahis­to, then le rabouin, then the bak­er; the priest is a rati­chon, then the boar (le san­gli­er); the dag­ger is le vingt-deux (twen­ty-two), then le surin, then le lin­gre; the po­lice are railles, then roussins, then rouss­es, then marchands de lacets (deal­ers in stay-laces), then co­quers, then cognes; the ex­e­cu­tion­er is le taule, then Char­lot, l’atigeur, then le bec­quil­lard. In the sev­en­teenth cen­tu­ry, to fight was “to give each oth­er snuff;” in the nine­teenth it is “to chew each oth­er’s throats.” There have been twen­ty dif­fer­ent phras­es be­tween these two ex­tremes. Car­touche’s talk would have been He­brew to La­ce­naire. All the words of this lan­guage are per­pet­u­al­ly en­gaged in flight like the men who ut­ter them.

			Still, from time to time, and in con­se­quence of this very move­ment, the an­cient slang crops up again and be­comes new once more. It has its head­quar­ters where it main­tains its sway. The Tem­ple pre­served the slang of the sev­en­teenth cen­tu­ry; Bicêtre, when it was a prison, pre­served the slang of Thunes. There one could hear the ter­mi­na­tion in an­che of the old Thuneurs. Boy­anch­es-tu (bois-tu), do you drink? But per­pet­u­al move­ment re­mains its law, nev­er­the­less.

			If the philoso­pher suc­ceeds in fix­ing, for a mo­ment, for pur­pos­es of ob­ser­va­tion, this lan­guage which is in­ces­sant­ly evap­o­rat­ing, he falls in­to dole­ful and use­ful med­i­ta­tion. No study is more ef­fi­ca­cious and more fe­cund in in­struc­tion. There is not a metaphor, not an anal­o­gy, in slang, which does not con­tain a les­son. Among these men, to beat means to feign; one beats a mal­a­dy; ruse is their strength.

			For them, the idea of the man is not sep­a­rat­ed from the idea of dark­ness. The night is called la sorgue; man, l’orgue. Man is a de­riv­a­tive of the night.

			They have tak­en up the prac­tice of con­sid­er­ing so­ci­ety in the light of an at­mos­phere which kills them, of a fa­tal force, and they speak of their lib­er­ty as one would speak of his health. A man un­der ar­rest is a “sick man;” one who is con­demned is a “dead man.”

			The most ter­ri­ble thing for the pris­on­er with­in the four walls in which he is buried, is a sort of glacial chasti­ty, and he calls the dun­geon the cas­tus. In that fu­ne­re­al place, life out­side al­ways presents it­self un­der its most smil­ing as­pect. The pris­on­er has irons on his feet; you think, per­haps, that his thought is that it is with the feet that one walks? No; he is think­ing that it is with the feet that one dances; so, when he has suc­ceed­ed in sev­er­ing his fet­ters, his first idea is that now he can dance, and he calls the saw the bas­tringue (pub­lic-house ball).—A name is a cen­tre; pro­found as­sim­i­la­tion.—The ruf­fi­an has two heads, one of which rea­sons out his ac­tions and leads him all his life long, and the oth­er which he has up­on his shoul­ders on the day of his death; he calls the head which coun­sels him in crime la sor­bonne, and the head which ex­pi­ates it la tronche.—When a man has no longer any­thing but rags up­on his body and vices in his heart, when he has ar­rived at that dou­ble moral and ma­te­ri­al degra­da­tion which the word black­guard char­ac­ter­izes in its two ac­cep­ta­tions, he is ripe for crime; he is like a well-whet­ted knife; he has two cut­ting edges, his dis­tress and his mal­ice; so slang does not say a black­guard, it says un réguisé.—What are the gal­leys? A bra­zier of damna­tion, a hell. The con­vict calls him­self a fagot.—And fi­nal­ly, what name do male­fac­tors give to their prison? The col­lege. A whole pen­i­ten­tiary sys­tem can be evolved from that word.

			Does the read­er wish to know where the ma­jor­i­ty of the songs of the gal­leys, those re­frains called in the spe­cial vo­cab­u­lary lir­lon­fa, have had their birth?

			Let him lis­ten to what fol­lows:—

			There ex­ist­ed at the Châtelet in Paris a large and long cel­lar. This cel­lar was eight feet be­low the lev­el of the Seine. It had nei­ther win­dows nor air-holes, its on­ly aper­ture was the door; men could en­ter there, air could not. This vault had for ceil­ing a vault of stone, and for floor ten inch­es of mud. It was flagged; but the pave­ment had rot­ted and cracked un­der the ooz­ing of the wa­ter. Eight feet above the floor, a long and mas­sive beam tra­versed this sub­ter­ranean ex­ca­va­tion from side to side; from this beam hung, at short dis­tances apart, chains three feet long, and at the end of these chains there were rings for the neck. In this vault, men who had been con­demned to the gal­leys were in­car­cer­at­ed un­til the day of their de­par­ture for Toulon. They were thrust un­der this beam, where each one found his fet­ters swing­ing in the dark­ness and wait­ing for him.

			The chains, those pen­dant arms, and the neck­lets, those open hands, caught the un­hap­py wretch­es by the throat. They were riv­et­ted and left there. As the chain was too short, they could not lie down. They re­mained mo­tion­less in that cav­ern, in that night, be­neath that beam, al­most hang­ing, forced to un­heard-of ef­forts to reach their bread, jug, or their vault over­head, mud even to mid-leg, filth flow­ing to their very calves, bro­ken asun­der with fa­tigue, with thighs and knees giv­ing way, cling­ing fast to the chain with their hands in or­der to ob­tain some rest, un­able to sleep ex­cept when stand­ing erect, and awak­ened ev­ery mo­ment by the stran­gling of the col­lar; some woke no more. In or­der to eat, they pushed the bread, which was flung to them in the mud, along their leg with their heel un­til it reached their hand.

			How long did they re­main thus? One month, two months, six months some­times; one stayed a year. It was the an­techam­ber of the gal­leys. Men were put there for steal­ing a hare from the king. In this sepul­chre-hell, what did they do? What man can do in a sepul­chre, they went through the ag­o­nies of death, and what can man do in hell, they sang; for song lingers where there is no longer any hope. In the wa­ters of Mal­ta, when a gal­ley was ap­proach­ing, the song could be heard be­fore the sound of the oars. Poor Survin­cent, the poach­er, who had gone through the prison-cel­lar of the Châtelet, said: “It was the rhymes that kept me up.” Use­less­ness of po­et­ry. What is the good of rhyme?

			It is in this cel­lar that near­ly all the slang songs had their birth. It is from the dun­geon of the Grand-Châtelet of Paris that comes the melan­choly re­frain of the Mont­gomery gal­ley: “Timaloumi­saine, timaloumi­son.” The ma­jor­i­ty of these songs are melan­choly; some are gay; one is ten­der:—

			
				
					Ici­caille est la the­atre
					

					Du pe­tit dar­d­ant.67
				

			

			Do what you will, you can­not an­ni­hi­late that eter­nal rel­ic in the heart of man, love.

			In this world of dis­mal deeds, peo­ple keep their se­crets. The se­cret is the thing above all oth­ers. The se­cret, in the eyes of these wretch­es, is uni­ty which serves as a base of union. To be­tray a se­cret is to tear from each mem­ber of this fierce com­mu­ni­ty some­thing of his own per­son­al­i­ty. To in­form against, in the en­er­get­ic slang di­alect, is called: “to eat the bit.” As though the in­former drew to him­self a lit­tle of the sub­stance of all and nour­ished him­self on a bit of each one’s flesh.

			What does it sig­ni­fy to re­ceive a box on the ear? Com­mon­place metaphor replies: “It is to see thir­ty-six can­dles.” Here slang in­ter­venes and takes it up: Can­dle, cam­ou­fle. There­upon, the or­di­nary tongue gives cam­ou­flet68 as the syn­onym for souf­flet. Thus, by a sort of in­fil­tra­tion from be­low up­wards, with the aid of metaphor, that in­cal­cu­la­ble, tra­jec­to­ry slang mounts from the cav­ern to the Acad­e­my; and Poulailler say­ing: “I light my cam­ou­fle,” caus­es Voltaire to write: “Lan­gle­viel La Beaumelle de­serves a hun­dred cam­ou­flets.”

			Re­search­es in slang mean dis­cov­er­ies at ev­ery step. Study and in­ves­ti­ga­tion of this strange id­iom lead to the mys­te­ri­ous point of in­ter­sec­tion of reg­u­lar so­ci­ety with so­ci­ety which is ac­cursed.

			The thief al­so has his food for can­non, steal­able mat­ter, you, I, who­ev­er pass­es by; le pantre. (Pan, ev­ery­body.)

			Slang is lan­guage turned con­vict.

			That the think­ing prin­ci­ple of man be thrust down ev­er so low, that it can be dragged and pin­ioned there by ob­scure tyran­nies of fa­tal­i­ty, that it can be bound by no one knows what fet­ters in that abyss, is suf­fi­cient to cre­ate con­ster­na­tion.

			Oh, poor thought of mis­er­able wretch­es!

			Alas! will no one come to the suc­cor of the hu­man soul in that dark­ness? Is it her des­tiny there to await for­ev­er the mind, the lib­er­a­tor, the im­mense rid­er of Pe­gasi and hip­pogriffs, the com­bat­ant of he­roes of the dawn who shall de­scend from the azure be­tween two wings, the ra­di­ant knight of the fu­ture? Will she for­ev­er sum­mon in vain to her as­sis­tance the lance of light of the ide­al? Is she con­demned to hear the fear­ful ap­proach of Evil through the den­si­ty of the gulf, and to catch glimpses, near­er and near­er at hand, be­neath the hideous wa­ter of that drag­on’s head, that maw streaked with foam, and that writhing un­du­la­tion of claws, swellings, and rings? Must it re­main there, with­out a gleam of light, with­out hope, giv­en over to that ter­ri­ble ap­proach, vague­ly scent­ed out by the mon­ster, shud­der­ing, di­shev­elled, wring­ing its arms, for­ev­er chained to the rock of night, a som­bre An­drome­da white and naked amid the shad­ows!

		
	
		
			
				III

				Slang Which Weeps and Slang Which Laughs

			
			As the read­er per­ceives, slang in its en­tire­ty, slang of four hun­dred years ago, like the slang of to­day, is per­me­at­ed with that som­bre, sym­bol­i­cal spir­it which gives to all words a mien which is now mourn­ful, now men­ac­ing. One feels in it the wild and an­cient sad­ness of those va­grants of the Court of Mir­a­cles who played at cards with packs of their own, some of which have come down to us. The eight of clubs, for in­stance, rep­re­sent­ed a huge tree bear­ing eight enor­mous tre­foil leaves, a sort of fan­tas­tic per­son­i­fi­ca­tion of the for­est. At the foot of this tree a fire was burn­ing, over which three hares were roast­ing a hunts­man on a spit, and be­hind him, on an­oth­er fire, hung a steam­ing pot, whence emerged the head of a dog. Noth­ing can be more melan­choly than these reprisals in paint­ing, by a pack of cards, in the pres­ence of stakes for the roast­ing of smug­glers and of the caul­dron for the boil­ing of coun­ter­feit­ers. The di­verse forms as­sumed by thought in the realm of slang, even song, even raillery, even men­ace, all par­took of this pow­er­less and de­ject­ed char­ac­ter. All the songs, the melodies of some of which have been col­lect­ed, were hum­ble and lam­en­ta­ble to the point of evok­ing tears. The pè­gre is al­ways the poor pè­gre, and he is al­ways the hare in hid­ing, the fugi­tive mouse, the fly­ing bird. He hard­ly com­plains, he con­tents him­self with sigh­ing; one of his moans has come down to us: “I do not un­der­stand how God, the fa­ther of men, can tor­ture his chil­dren and his grand­chil­dren and hear them cry, with­out him­self suf­fer­ing tor­ture.”69 The wretch, when­ev­er he has time to think, makes him­self small be­fore the low, and frail in the pres­ence of so­ci­ety; he lies down flat on his face, he en­treats, he ap­peals to the side of com­pas­sion; we feel that he is con­scious of his guilt.

			To­wards the mid­dle of the last cen­tu­ry a change took place, prison songs and thieves’ ri­tour­nelles as­sumed, so to speak, an in­so­lent and jovial mien. The plain­tive maluré was re­placed by the lar­i­fla. We find in the eigh­teenth cen­tu­ry, in near­ly all the songs of the gal­leys and pris­ons, a di­a­bol­i­cal and enig­mat­i­cal gayety. We hear this stri­dent and lilt­ing re­frain which we should say had been light­ed up by a phos­pho­res­cent gleam, and which seems to have been flung in­to the for­est by a will-o’-the-wisp play­ing the fife:—

			
				
					Mi­ral­abi sus­lababo
					

					Mir­li­ton ri­bon­ri­bette
					

					Surlababi mir­lababo
					

					Mir­li­ton ri­bon­ri­bo.
				

			

			This was sung in a cel­lar or in a nook of the for­est while cut­ting a man’s throat.

			A se­ri­ous symp­tom. In the eigh­teenth cen­tu­ry, the an­cient melan­choly of the de­ject­ed class­es van­ish­es. They be­gan to laugh. They ral­ly the grand meg and the grand dab. Giv­en Louis XV they call the King of France “le Mar­quis de Pantin.” And be­hold, they are al­most gay. A sort of gleam pro­ceeds from these mis­er­able wretch­es, as though their con­sciences were not heavy with­in them any more. These lam­en­ta­ble tribes of dark­ness have no longer mere­ly the des­per­ate au­dac­i­ty of ac­tions, they pos­sess the heed­less au­dac­i­ty of mind. A sign that they are los­ing the sense of their crim­i­nal­i­ty, and that they feel, even among thinkers and dream­ers, some in­de­fin­able sup­port which the lat­ter them­selves know not of. A sign that theft and pil­lage are be­gin­ning to fil­ter in­to doc­trines and sophisms, in such a way as to lose some­what of their ug­li­ness, while com­mu­ni­cat­ing much of it to sophisms and doc­trines. A sign, in short, of some out­break which is prodi­gious and near un­less some di­ver­sion shall arise.

			Let us pause a mo­ment. Whom are we ac­cus­ing here? Is it the eigh­teenth cen­tu­ry? Is it phi­los­o­phy? Cer­tain­ly not. The work of the eigh­teenth cen­tu­ry is healthy and good and whole­some. The en­cy­clo­pe­dists, Diderot at their head; the phys­iocrates, Tur­got at their head; the philoso­phers, Voltaire at their head; the Utopi­ans, Rousseau at their head—these are four sa­cred le­gions. Hu­man­i­ty’s im­mense ad­vance to­wards the light is due to them. They are the four van­guards of the hu­man race, march­ing to­wards the four car­di­nal points of progress. Diderot to­wards the beau­ti­ful, Tur­got to­wards the use­ful, Voltaire to­wards the true, Rousseau to­wards the just. But by the side of and above the philoso­phers, there were the sophists, a ven­omous veg­e­ta­tion min­gled with a healthy growth, hem­lock in the vir­gin for­est. While the ex­e­cu­tion­er was burn­ing the great books of the lib­er­a­tors of the cen­tu­ry on the grand stair­case of the court­house, writ­ers now for­got­ten were pub­lish­ing, with the King’s sanc­tion, no one knows what strange­ly dis­or­ga­niz­ing writ­ings, which were ea­ger­ly read by the un­for­tu­nate. Some of these pub­li­ca­tions, odd to say, which were pa­tron­ized by a prince, are to be found in the Se­cret Li­brary. These facts, sig­nif­i­cant but un­known, were im­per­cep­ti­ble on the sur­face. Some­times, in the very ob­scu­ri­ty of a fact lurks its dan­ger. It is ob­scure be­cause it is un­der­hand. Of all these writ­ers, the one who prob­a­bly then ex­ca­vat­ed in the mass­es the most un­healthy gallery was Res­tif de La Bre­tonne.

			This work, pe­cu­liar to the whole of Eu­rope, ef­fect­ed more rav­ages in Ger­many than any­where else. In Ger­many, dur­ing a giv­en pe­ri­od, summed up by Schiller in his fa­mous dra­ma The Rob­bers, theft and pil­lage rose up in protest against prop­er­ty and la­bor, as­sim­i­lat­ed cer­tain spe­cious and false el­e­men­tary ideas, which, though just in ap­pear­ance, were ab­surd in re­al­i­ty, en­veloped them­selves in these ideas, dis­ap­peared with­in them, af­ter a fash­ion, as­sumed an ab­stract name, passed in­to the state of the­o­ry, and in that shape cir­cu­lat­ed among the la­bo­ri­ous, suf­fer­ing, and hon­est mass­es, un­known even to the im­pru­dent chemists who had pre­pared the mix­ture, un­known even to the mass­es who ac­cept­ed it. When­ev­er a fact of this sort presents it­self, the case is grave. Suf­fer­ing en­gen­ders wrath; and while the pros­per­ous class­es blind them­selves or fall asleep, which is the same thing as shut­ting one’s eyes, the ha­tred of the un­for­tu­nate class­es lights its torch at some ag­grieved or ill-made spir­it which dreams in a cor­ner, and sets it­self to the scru­ti­ny of so­ci­ety. The scru­ti­ny of ha­tred is a ter­ri­ble thing.

			Hence, if the ill-for­tune of the times so wills it, those fear­ful com­mo­tions which were for­mer­ly called jacqueries, be­side which pure­ly po­lit­i­cal ag­i­ta­tions are the mer­est child’s play, which are no longer the con­flict of the op­pressed and the op­pres­sor, but the re­volt of dis­com­fort against com­fort. Then ev­ery­thing crum­bles.

			Jacqueries are earth­quakes of the peo­ple.

			It is this per­il, pos­si­bly im­mi­nent to­wards the close of the eigh­teenth cen­tu­ry, which the French Rev­o­lu­tion, that im­mense act of pro­bity, cut short.

			The French Rev­o­lu­tion, which is noth­ing else than the idea armed with the sword, rose erect, and, with the same abrupt move­ment, closed the door of ill and opened the door of good.

			It put a stop to tor­ture, pro­mul­gat­ed the truth, ex­pelled mi­as­ma, ren­dered the cen­tu­ry healthy, crowned the pop­u­lace.

			It may be said of it that it cre­at­ed man a sec­ond time, by giv­ing him a sec­ond soul, the right.

			The nine­teenth cen­tu­ry has in­her­it­ed and prof­it­ed by its work, and to­day, the so­cial catas­tro­phe to which we late­ly al­lud­ed is sim­ply im­pos­si­ble. Blind is he who an­nounces it! Fool­ish is he who fears it! Rev­o­lu­tion is the vac­cine of Jacquerie.

			Thanks to the Rev­o­lu­tion, so­cial con­di­tions have changed. Feu­dal and monar­chi­cal mal­adies no longer run in our blood. There is no more of the Mid­dle Ages in our con­sti­tu­tion. We no longer live in the days when ter­ri­ble swarms with­in made ir­rup­tions, when one heard be­neath his feet the ob­scure course of a dull rum­ble, when in­de­scrib­able el­e­va­tions from mole-like tun­nels ap­peared on the sur­face of civ­i­liza­tion, where the soil cracked open, where the roofs of cav­erns yawned, and where one sud­den­ly be­held mon­strous heads emerg­ing from the earth.

			The rev­o­lu­tion­ary sense is a moral sense. The sen­ti­ment of right, once de­vel­oped, de­vel­ops the sen­ti­ment of du­ty. The law of all is lib­er­ty, which ends where the lib­er­ty of oth­ers be­gins, ac­cord­ing to Robe­spierre’s ad­mirable def­i­ni­tion. Since ’89, the whole peo­ple has been di­lat­ing in­to a sub­lime in­di­vid­u­al; there is not a poor man, who, pos­sess­ing his right, has not his ray of sun; the die-of-hunger feels with­in him the hon­esty of France; the dig­ni­ty of the cit­i­zen is an in­ter­nal ar­mor; he who is free is scrupu­lous; he who votes reigns. Hence in­cor­rupt­ibil­i­ty; hence the mis­car­riage of un­healthy lusts; hence eyes hero­ical­ly low­ered be­fore temp­ta­tions. The rev­o­lu­tion­ary whole­some­ness is such, that on a day of de­liv­er­ance, a 14th of Ju­ly, a 10th of Au­gust, there is no longer any pop­u­lace. The first cry of the en­light­ened and in­creas­ing throngs is: death to thieves! Progress is an hon­est man; the ide­al and the ab­so­lute do not filch pock­et-hand­ker­chiefs. By whom were the wag­ons con­tain­ing the wealth of the Tu­i­leries es­cort­ed in 1848? By the rag-pick­ers of the Faubourg Saint-An­toine. Rags mount­ed guard over the trea­sure. Virtue ren­dered these tat­ter­de­malions re­splen­dent. In those wag­ons in chests, hard­ly closed, and some, even, half-open, amid a hun­dred daz­zling cas­kets, was that an­cient crown of France, stud­ded with di­a­monds, sur­mount­ed by the car­bun­cle of roy­al­ty, by the Re­gent di­a­mond, which was worth thir­ty mil­lions. Bare­foot­ed, they guard­ed that crown.

			Hence, no more Jacquerie. I re­gret it for the sake of the skil­ful. The old fear has pro­duced its last ef­fects in that quar­ter; and hence­forth it can no longer be em­ployed in pol­i­tics. The prin­ci­pal spring of the red spec­tre is bro­ken. Ev­ery­one knows it now. The scare­crow scares no longer. The birds take lib­er­ties with the man­nikin, foul crea­tures alight up­on it, the bour­geois laugh at it.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				The Two Du­ties: To Watch and to Hope

			
			This be­ing the case, is all so­cial dan­ger dis­pelled? Cer­tain­ly not. There is no Jacquerie; so­ci­ety may rest as­sured on that point; blood will no longer rush to its head. But let so­ci­ety take heed to the man­ner in which it breathes. Apoplexy is no longer to be feared, but ph­thi­sis is there. So­cial ph­thi­sis is called mis­ery.

			One can per­ish from be­ing un­der­mined as well as from be­ing struck by light­ning.

			Let us not weary of re­peat­ing, and sym­pa­thet­ic souls must not for­get that this is the first of fra­ter­nal obli­ga­tions, and self­ish hearts must un­der­stand that the first of po­lit­i­cal ne­ces­si­ties con­sists in think­ing first of all of the dis­in­her­it­ed and sor­row­ing throngs, in so­lac­ing, air­ing, en­light­en­ing, lov­ing them, in en­larg­ing their hori­zon to a mag­nif­i­cent ex­tent, in lav­ish­ing up­on them ed­u­ca­tion in ev­ery form, in of­fer­ing them the ex­am­ple of la­bor, nev­er the ex­am­ple of idle­ness, in di­min­ish­ing the in­di­vid­u­al bur­den by en­larg­ing the no­tion of the uni­ver­sal aim, in set­ting a lim­it to pover­ty with­out set­ting a lim­it to wealth, in cre­at­ing vast fields of pub­lic and pop­u­lar ac­tiv­i­ty, in hav­ing, like Bri­areus, a hun­dred hands to ex­tend in all di­rec­tions to the op­pressed and the fee­ble, in em­ploy­ing the col­lec­tive pow­er for that grand du­ty of open­ing work­shops for all arms, schools for all ap­ti­tudes, and lab­o­ra­to­ries for all de­grees of in­tel­li­gence, in aug­ment­ing salaries, di­min­ish­ing trou­ble, bal­anc­ing what should be and what is, that is to say, in pro­por­tion­ing en­joy­ment to ef­fort and a glut to need; in a word, in evolv­ing from the so­cial ap­pa­ra­tus more light and more com­fort for the ben­e­fit of those who suf­fer and those who are ig­no­rant.

			And, let us say it, all this is but the be­gin­ning. The true ques­tion is this: la­bor can­not be a law with­out be­ing a right.

			We will not in­sist up­on this point; this is not the prop­er place for that.

			If na­ture calls it­self Prov­i­dence, so­ci­ety should call it­self fore­sight.

			In­tel­lec­tu­al and moral growth is no less in­dis­pens­able than ma­te­ri­al im­prove­ment. To know is a sacra­ment, to think is the prime ne­ces­si­ty, truth is nour­ish­ment as well as grain. A rea­son which fasts from sci­ence and wis­dom grows thin. Let us en­ter equal com­plaint against stom­achs and minds which do not eat. If there is any­thing more heart­break­ing than a body per­ish­ing for lack of bread, it is a soul which is dy­ing from hunger for the light.

			The whole of progress tends in the di­rec­tion of so­lu­tion. Some day we shall be amazed. As the hu­man race mounts up­ward, the deep lay­ers emerge nat­u­ral­ly from the zone of dis­tress. The oblit­er­a­tion of mis­ery will be ac­com­plished by a sim­ple el­e­va­tion of lev­el.

			We should do wrong were we to doubt this blessed con­sum­ma­tion.

			The past is very strong, it is true, at the present mo­ment. It cen­sures. This re­ju­ve­na­tion of a corpse is sur­pris­ing. Be­hold, it is walk­ing and ad­vanc­ing. It seems a vic­tor; this dead body is a con­queror. He ar­rives with his le­gions, su­per­sti­tions, with his sword, despo­tism, with his ban­ner, ig­no­rance; a while ago, he won ten bat­tles. He ad­vances, he threat­ens, he laughs, he is at our doors. Let us not de­spair, on our side. Let us sell the field on which Han­ni­bal is en­camped.

			What have we to fear, we who be­lieve?

			No such thing as a back­flow of ideas ex­ists any more than there ex­ists a re­turn of a riv­er on its course.

			But let those who do not de­sire a fu­ture re­flect on this mat­ter. When they say “no” to progress, it is not the fu­ture but them­selves that they are con­demn­ing. They are giv­ing them­selves a sad mal­a­dy; they are in­oc­u­lat­ing them­selves with the past. There is but one way of re­ject­ing To­mor­row, and that is to die.

			Now, no death, that of the body as late as pos­si­ble, that of the soul nev­er—this is what we de­sire.

			Yes, the enig­ma will ut­ter its word, the sphinx will speak, the prob­lem will be solved.

			Yes, the peo­ple, sketched out by the eigh­teenth cen­tu­ry, will be fin­ished by the nine­teenth. He who doubts this is an id­iot! The fu­ture blos­som­ing, the near blos­som­ing forth of uni­ver­sal well-be­ing, is a di­vine­ly fa­tal phe­nom­e­non.

			Im­mense com­bined propul­sions di­rect hu­man af­fairs and con­duct them with­in a giv­en time to a log­i­cal state, that is to say, to a state of equi­lib­ri­um; that is to say, to eq­ui­ty. A force com­posed of earth and heav­en re­sults from hu­man­i­ty and gov­erns it; this force is a work­er of mir­a­cles; mar­vel­lous is­sues are no more dif­fi­cult to it than ex­tra­or­di­nary vi­cis­si­tudes. Aid­ed by sci­ence, which comes from one man, and by the event, which comes from an­oth­er, it is not great­ly alarmed by these con­tra­dic­tions in the at­ti­tude of prob­lems, which seem im­pos­si­bil­i­ties to the vul­gar herd. It is no less skil­ful at caus­ing a so­lu­tion to spring forth from the rec­on­cil­i­a­tion of ideas, than a les­son from the rec­on­cil­i­a­tion of facts, and we may ex­pect any­thing from that mys­te­ri­ous pow­er of progress, which brought the Ori­ent and the Oc­ci­dent face to face one fine day, in the depths of a sepul­chre, and made the imams con­verse with Bona­parte in the in­te­ri­or of the Great Pyra­mid.

			In the mean­time, let there be no halt, no hes­i­ta­tion, no pause in the grandiose on­ward march of minds. So­cial phi­los­o­phy con­sists es­sen­tial­ly in sci­ence and peace. Its ob­ject is, and its re­sult must be, to dis­solve wrath by the study of an­tag­o­nisms. It ex­am­ines, it scru­ti­nizes, it an­a­lyzes; then it puts to­geth­er once more, it pro­ceeds by means of re­duc­tion, dis­card­ing all ha­tred.

			More than once, a so­ci­ety has been seen to give way be­fore the wind which is let loose up­on mankind; his­to­ry is full of the ship­wrecks of na­tions and em­pires; man­ners, cus­toms, laws, re­li­gions—and some fine day that un­known force, the hur­ri­cane, pass­es by and bears them all away. The civ­i­liza­tions of In­dia, of Chaldea, of Per­sia, of Syr­ia, of Egypt, have dis­ap­peared one af­ter the oth­er. Why? We know not. What are the caus­es of these dis­as­ters? We do not know. Could these so­ci­eties have been saved? Was it their fault? Did they per­sist in the fa­tal vice which de­stroyed them? What is the amount of sui­cide in these ter­ri­ble deaths of a na­tion and a race? Ques­tions to which there ex­ists no re­ply. Dark­ness en­wraps con­demned civ­i­liza­tions. They sprung a leak, then they sank. We have noth­ing more to say; and it is with a sort of ter­ror that we look on, at the bot­tom of that sea which is called the past, be­hind those colos­sal waves, at the ship­wreck of those im­mense ves­sels, Baby­lon, Nin­eveh, Tar­sus, Thebes, Rome, be­neath the fear­ful gusts which emerge from all the mouths of the shad­ows. But shad­ows are there, and light is here. We are not ac­quaint­ed with the mal­adies of these an­cient civ­i­liza­tions, we do not know the in­fir­mi­ties of our own. Ev­ery­where up­on it we have the right of light, we con­tem­plate its beau­ties, we lay bare its de­fects. Where it is ill, we probe; and the sick­ness once di­ag­nosed, the study of the cause leads to the dis­cov­ery of the rem­e­dy. Our civ­i­liza­tion, the work of twen­ty cen­turies, is its law and its prodi­gy; it is worth the trou­ble of sav­ing. It will be saved. It is al­ready much to have so­laced it; its en­light­en­ment is yet an­oth­er point. All the labors of mod­ern so­cial philoso­phies must con­verge to­wards this point. The thinker of to­day has a great du­ty—to aus­cul­tate civ­i­liza­tion.

			We re­peat, that this aus­cul­ta­tion brings en­cour­age­ment; it is by this per­sis­tence in en­cour­age­ment that we wish to con­clude these pages, an aus­tere in­ter­lude in a mourn­ful dra­ma. Be­neath the so­cial mor­tal­i­ty, we feel hu­man im­per­ish­able­ness. The globe does not per­ish, be­cause it has these wounds, craters, erup­tions, sul­phur pits, here and there, nor be­cause of a vol­cano which ejects its pus. The mal­adies of the peo­ple do not kill man.

			And yet, any­one who fol­lows the course of so­cial clin­ics shakes his head at times. The strong­est, the ten­der­est, the most log­i­cal have their hours of weak­ness.

			Will the fu­ture ar­rive? It seems as though we might al­most put this ques­tion, when we be­hold so much ter­ri­ble dark­ness. Melan­choly face-to-face en­counter of self­ish and wretch­ed. On the part of the self­ish, the prej­u­dices, shad­ows of cost­ly ed­u­ca­tion, ap­petite in­creas­ing through in­tox­i­ca­tion, a gid­di­ness of pros­per­i­ty which dulls, a fear of suf­fer­ing which, in some, goes as far as an aver­sion for the suf­fer­ing, an im­pla­ca­ble sat­is­fac­tion, the “I” so swollen that it bars the soul; on the side of the wretch­ed cov­etous­ness, en­vy, ha­tred of see­ing oth­ers en­joy, the pro­found im­puls­es of the hu­man beast to­wards as­suag­ing its de­sires, hearts full of mist, sad­ness, need, fa­tal­i­ty, im­pure and sim­ple ig­no­rance.

			Shall we con­tin­ue to raise our eyes to heav­en? is the lu­mi­nous point which we dis­tin­guish there one of those which van­ish? The ide­al is fright­ful to be­hold, thus lost in the depths, small, iso­lat­ed, im­per­cep­ti­ble, bril­liant, but sur­round­ed by those great, black men­aces, mon­strous­ly heaped around it; yet no more in dan­ger than a star in the maw of the clouds.
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				I

				Full Light

			
			The read­er has prob­a­bly un­der­stood that Épo­nine, hav­ing rec­og­nized through the gate, the in­hab­i­tant of that Rue Plumet whith­er Magnon had sent her, had be­gun by keep­ing the ruf­fi­ans away from the Rue Plumet, and had then con­duct­ed Mar­ius thith­er, and that, af­ter many days spent in ec­sta­sy be­fore that gate, Mar­ius, drawn on by that force which draws the iron to the mag­net and a lover to­wards the stones of which is built the house of her whom he loves, had fi­nal­ly en­tered Cosette’s gar­den as Romeo en­tered the gar­den of Juli­et. This had even proved eas­i­er for him than for Romeo; Romeo was obliged to scale a wall, Mar­ius had on­ly to use a lit­tle force on one of the bars of the de­crepit gate which vac­il­lat­ed in its rusty re­cess, af­ter the fash­ion of old peo­ple’s teeth. Mar­ius was slen­der and read­i­ly passed through.

			As there was nev­er any­one in the street, and as Mar­ius nev­er en­tered the gar­den ex­cept at night, he ran no risk of be­ing seen.

			Be­gin­ning with that blessed and holy hour when a kiss be­trothed these two souls, Mar­ius was there ev­ery evening. If, at that pe­ri­od of her ex­is­tence, Cosette had fall­en in love with a man in the least un­scrupu­lous or de­bauched, she would have been lost; for there are gen­er­ous na­tures which yield them­selves, and Cosette was one of them. One of wom­an’s mag­na­nim­i­ties is to yield. Love, at the height where it is ab­so­lute, is com­pli­cat­ed with some in­de­scrib­ably ce­les­tial blind­ness of mod­esty. But what dan­gers you run, O no­ble souls! Of­ten you give the heart, and we take the body. Your heart re­mains with you, you gaze up­on it in the gloom with a shud­der. Love has no mid­dle course; it ei­ther ru­ins or it saves. All hu­man des­tiny lies in this dilem­ma. This dilem­ma, ru­in, or safe­ty, is set forth no more in­ex­orably by any fa­tal­i­ty than by love. Love is life, if it is not death. Cra­dle; al­so cof­fin. The same sen­ti­ment says “yes” and “no” in the hu­man heart. Of all the things that God has made, the hu­man heart is the one which sheds the most light, alas! and the most dark­ness.

			God willed that Cosette’s love should en­counter one of the loves which save.

			Through­out the whole of the month of May of that year 1832, there were there, in ev­ery night, in that poor, ne­glect­ed gar­den, be­neath that thick­et which grew thick­er and more fra­grant day by day, two be­ings com­posed of all chasti­ty, all in­no­cence, over­flow­ing with all the fe­lic­i­ty of heav­en, near­er to the archangels than to mankind, pure, hon­est, in­tox­i­cat­ed, ra­di­ant, who shone for each oth­er amid the shad­ows. It seemed to Cosette that Mar­ius had a crown, and to Mar­ius that Cosette had a nim­bus. They touched each oth­er, they gazed at each oth­er, they clasped each oth­er’s hands, they pressed close to each oth­er; but there was a dis­tance which they did not pass. Not that they re­spect­ed it; they did not know of its ex­is­tence. Mar­ius was con­scious of a bar­ri­er, Cosette’s in­no­cence; and Cosette of a sup­port, Mar­ius’ loy­al­ty. The first kiss had al­so been the last. Mar­ius, since that time, had not gone fur­ther than to touch Cosette’s hand, or her ker­chief, or a lock of her hair, with his lips. For him, Cosette was a per­fume and not a wom­an. He in­haled her. She re­fused noth­ing, and he asked noth­ing. Cosette was hap­py, and Mar­ius was sat­is­fied. They lived in this ec­stat­ic state which can be de­scribed as the daz­zling of one soul by an­oth­er soul. It was the in­ef­fa­ble first em­brace of two maid­en souls in the ide­al. Two swans meet­ing on the Jungfrau.

			At that hour of love, an hour when volup­tuous­ness is ab­so­lute­ly mute, be­neath the om­nipo­tence of ec­sta­sy, Mar­ius, the pure and seraph­ic Mar­ius, would rather have gone to a wom­an of the town than have raised Cosette’s robe to the height of her an­kle. Once, in the moon­light, Cosette stooped to pick up some­thing on the ground, her bodice fell apart and per­mit­ted a glimpse of the be­gin­ning of her throat. Mar­ius turned away his eyes.

			What took place be­tween these two be­ings? Noth­ing. They adored each oth­er.

			At night, when they were there, that gar­den seemed a liv­ing and a sa­cred spot. All flow­ers un­fold­ed around them and sent them in­cense; and they opened their souls and scat­tered them over the flow­ers. The wan­ton and vig­or­ous veg­e­ta­tion quiv­ered, full of strength and in­tox­i­ca­tion, around these two in­no­cents, and they ut­tered words of love which set the trees to trem­bling.

			What words were these? Breaths. Noth­ing more. These breaths suf­ficed to trou­ble and to touch all na­ture round about. Mag­ic pow­er which we should find it dif­fi­cult to un­der­stand were we to read in a book these con­ver­sa­tions which are made to be borne away and dis­persed like smoke wreaths by the breeze be­neath the leaves. Take from those mur­murs of two lovers that melody which pro­ceeds from the soul and which ac­com­pa­nies them like a lyre, and what re­mains is noth­ing more than a shade; you say: “What! is that all!” eh! yes, child­ish prat­tle, rep­e­ti­tions, laugh­ter at noth­ing, non­sense, ev­ery­thing that is deep­est and most sub­lime in the world! The on­ly things which are worth the trou­ble of say­ing and hear­ing!

			The man who has nev­er heard, the man who has nev­er ut­tered these ab­sur­di­ties, these pal­try re­marks, is an im­be­cile and a ma­li­cious fel­low. Cosette said to Mar­ius:—

			“Dost thou know?—”

			[In all this and athwart this ce­les­tial maid­en­li­ness, and with­out ei­ther of them be­ing able to say how it had come about, they had be­gun to call each oth­er “thou.”]

			“Dost thou know? My name is Eu­phrasie.”

			“Eu­phrasie? Why, no, thy name is Cosette.”

			“Oh! Cosette is a very ug­ly name that was giv­en to me when I was a lit­tle thing. But my re­al name is Eu­phrasie. Dost thou like that name—Eu­phrasie?”

			“Yes. But Cosette is not ug­ly.”

			“Do you like it bet­ter than Eu­phrasie?”

			“Why, yes.”

			“Then I like it bet­ter too. Tru­ly, it is pret­ty, Cosette. Call me Cosette.”

			And the smile that she added made of this di­a­logue an idyl wor­thy of a grove sit­u­at­ed in heav­en. On an­oth­er oc­ca­sion she gazed in­tent­ly at him and ex­claimed:—

			“Mon­sieur, you are hand­some, you are good-look­ing, you are wit­ty, you are not at all stupid, you are much more learned than I am, but I bid you de­fi­ance with this word: I love you!”

			And Mar­ius, in the very heav­ens, thought he heard a strain sung by a star.

			Or she be­stowed on him a gen­tle tap be­cause he coughed, and she said to him:—

			“Don’t cough, sir; I will not have peo­ple cough on my do­main with­out my per­mis­sion. It’s very naughty to cough and to dis­turb me. I want you to be well, be­cause, in the first place, if you were not well, I should be very un­hap­py. What should I do then?”

			And this was sim­ply di­vine.

			Once Mar­ius said to Cosette:—

			“Just imag­ine, I thought at one time that your name was Ur­sule.”

			This made both of them laugh the whole evening.

			In the mid­dle of an­oth­er con­ver­sa­tion, he chanced to ex­claim:—

			“Oh! One day, at the Lux­em­bourg, I had a good mind to fin­ish break­ing up a vet­er­an!” But he stopped short, and went no fur­ther. He would have been obliged to speak to Cosette of her garter, and that was im­pos­si­ble. This bor­dered on a strange theme, the flesh, be­fore which that im­mense and in­no­cent love re­coiled with a sort of sa­cred fright.

			Mar­ius pic­tured life with Cosette to him­self like this, with­out any­thing else; to come ev­ery evening to the Rue Plumet, to dis­place the old and ac­com­mo­dat­ing bar of the chief-jus­tice’s gate, to sit el­bow to el­bow on that bench, to gaze through the trees at the scin­til­la­tion of the on­com­ing night, to fit a fold of the knee of his trousers in­to the am­ple fall of Cosette’s gown, to ca­ress her thumb­nail, to call her “thou,” to smell of the same flow­er, one af­ter the oth­er, for­ev­er, in­def­i­nite­ly. Dur­ing this time, clouds passed above their heads. Ev­ery time that the wind blows it bears with it more of the dreams of men than of the clouds of heav­en.

			This chaste, al­most shy love was not de­void of gal­lantry, by any means. To pay com­pli­ments to the wom­an whom a man loves is the first method of be­stow­ing ca­ress­es, and he is half au­da­cious who tries it. A com­pli­ment is some­thing like a kiss through a veil. Volup­tuous­ness min­gles there with its sweet tiny point, while it hides it­self. The heart draws back be­fore volup­tuous­ness on­ly to love the more. Mar­ius’ blan­dish­ments, all sat­u­rat­ed with fan­cy, were, so to speak, of azure hue. The birds when they fly up yon­der, in the di­rec­tion of the an­gels, must hear such words. There were min­gled with them, nev­er­the­less, life, hu­man­i­ty, all the pos­i­tive­ness of which Mar­ius was ca­pa­ble. It was what is said in the bow­er, a pre­lude to what will be said in the cham­ber; a lyri­cal ef­fu­sion, stro­phe and son­net in­ter­min­gled, pleas­ing hy­per­boles of coo­ing, all the re­fine­ments of ado­ra­tion ar­ranged in a bou­quet and ex­hal­ing a ce­les­tial per­fume, an in­ef­fa­ble twit­ter of heart to heart.

			“Oh!” mur­mured Mar­ius, “how beau­ti­ful you are! I dare not look at you. It is all over with me when I con­tem­plate you. You are a grace. I know not what is the mat­ter with me. The hem of your gown, when the tip of your shoe peeps from be­neath, up­sets me. And then, what an en­chant­ed gleam when you open your thought even but a lit­tle! You talk as­ton­ish­ing­ly good sense. It seems to me at times that you are a dream. Speak, I lis­ten, I ad­mire. Oh Cosette! how strange it is and how charm­ing! I am re­al­ly be­side my­self. You are adorable, Made­moi­selle. I study your feet with the mi­cro­scope and your soul with the tele­scope.”

			And Cosette an­swered:—

			“I have been lov­ing a lit­tle more all the time that has passed since this morn­ing.”

			Ques­tions and replies took care of them­selves in this di­a­logue, which al­ways turned with mu­tu­al con­sent up­on love, as the lit­tle pith fig­ures al­ways turn on their peg.

			Cosette’s whole per­son was in­gen­u­ous­ness, in­ge­nu­ity, trans­paren­cy, white­ness, can­dor, ra­di­ance. It might have been said of Cosette that she was clear. She pro­duced on those who saw her the sen­sa­tion of April and dawn. There was dew in her eyes. Cosette was a con­den­sa­tion of the au­ro­ral light in the form of a wom­an.

			It was quite sim­ple that Mar­ius should ad­mire her, since he adored her. But the truth is, that this lit­tle school­girl, fresh from the con­vent, talked with ex­quis­ite pen­e­tra­tion and ut­tered, at times, all sorts of true and del­i­cate say­ings. Her prat­tle was con­ver­sa­tion. She nev­er made a mis­take about any­thing, and she saw things just­ly. The wom­an feels and speaks with the ten­der in­stinct of the heart, which is in­fal­li­ble.

			No one un­der­stands so well as a wom­an, how to say things that are, at once, both sweet and deep. Sweet­ness and depth, they are the whole of wom­an; in them lies the whole of heav­en.

			In this full fe­lic­i­ty, tears welled up to their eyes ev­ery in­stant. A crushed la­dy­bug, a feath­er fall­en from a nest, a branch of hawthorn bro­ken, aroused their pity, and their ec­sta­sy, sweet­ly min­gled with melan­choly, seemed to ask noth­ing bet­ter than to weep. The most sov­er­eign symp­tom of love is a ten­der­ness that is, at times, al­most un­bear­able.

			And, in ad­di­tion to this—all these con­tra­dic­tions are the light­ning play of love—they were fond of laugh­ing, they laughed read­i­ly and with a de­li­cious free­dom, and so fa­mil­iar­ly that they some­times pre­sent­ed the air of two boys.

			Still, though un­known to hearts in­tox­i­cat­ed with pu­ri­ty, na­ture is al­ways present and will not be for­got­ten. She is there with her bru­tal and sub­lime ob­ject; and how­ev­er great may be the in­no­cence of souls, one feels in the most mod­est pri­vate in­ter­view, the adorable and mys­te­ri­ous shade which sep­a­rates a cou­ple of lovers from a pair of friends.

			They idol­ized each oth­er.

			The per­ma­nent and the im­mutable are per­sis­tent. Peo­ple live, they smile, they laugh, they make lit­tle gri­maces with the tips of their lips, they in­ter­lace their fin­gers, they call each oth­er “thou,” and that does not pre­vent eter­ni­ty.

			Two lovers hide them­selves in the evening, in the twi­light, in the in­vis­i­ble, with the birds, with the ros­es; they fas­ci­nate each oth­er in the dark­ness with their hearts which they throw in­to their eyes, they mur­mur, they whis­per, and in the mean­time, im­mense li­bra­tions of the plan­ets fill the in­fi­nite uni­verse.

		
	
		
			
				II

				The Be­wil­der­ment of Per­fect Hap­pi­ness

			
			They ex­ist­ed vague­ly, fright­ened at their hap­pi­ness. They did not no­tice the cholera which dec­i­mat­ed Paris pre­cise­ly dur­ing that very month. They had con­fid­ed in each oth­er as far as pos­si­ble, but this had not ex­tend­ed much fur­ther than their names. Mar­ius had told Cosette that he was an or­phan, that his name was Mar­ius Pont­mer­cy, that he was a lawyer, that he lived by writ­ing things for pub­lish­ers, that his fa­ther had been a colonel, that the lat­ter had been a hero, and that he, Mar­ius, was on bad terms with his grand­fa­ther who was rich. He had al­so hint­ed at be­ing a baron, but this had pro­duced no ef­fect on Cosette. She did not know the mean­ing of the word. Mar­ius was Mar­ius. On her side, she had con­fid­ed to him that she had been brought up at the Pe­tit-Pic­pus con­vent, that her moth­er, like his own, was dead, that her fa­ther’s name was M. Fauchelevent, that he was very good, that he gave a great deal to the poor, but that he was poor him­self, and that he de­nied him­self ev­ery­thing though he de­nied her noth­ing.

			Strange to say, in the sort of sym­pho­ny which Mar­ius had lived since he had been in the habit of see­ing Cosette, the past, even the most re­cent past, had be­come so con­fused and dis­tant to him, that what Cosette told him sat­is­fied him com­plete­ly. It did not even oc­cur to him to tell her about the noc­tur­nal ad­ven­ture in the hov­el, about Thé­nardier, about the burn, and about the strange at­ti­tude and sin­gu­lar flight of her fa­ther. Mar­ius had mo­men­tar­i­ly for­got­ten all this; in the evening he did not even know that there had been a morn­ing, what he had done, where he had break­fast­ed, nor who had spo­ken to him; he had songs in his ears which ren­dered him deaf to ev­ery oth­er thought; he on­ly ex­ist­ed at the hours when he saw Cosette. Then, as he was in heav­en, it was quite nat­u­ral that he should for­get earth. Both bore lan­guid­ly the in­de­fin­able bur­den of im­ma­te­ri­al plea­sures. Thus lived these som­nam­bu­lists who are called lovers.

			Alas! Who is there who has not felt all these things? Why does there come an hour when one emerges from this azure, and why does life go on af­ter­wards?

			Lov­ing al­most takes the place of think­ing. Love is an ar­dent for­get­ful­ness of all the rest. Then ask log­ic of pas­sion if you will. There is no more ab­so­lute log­i­cal se­quence in the hu­man heart than there is a per­fect ge­o­met­ri­cal fig­ure in the ce­les­tial mech­a­nism. For Cosette and Mar­ius noth­ing ex­ist­ed ex­cept Mar­ius and Cosette. The uni­verse around them had fall­en in­to a hole. They lived in a gold­en minute. There was noth­ing be­fore them, noth­ing be­hind. It hard­ly oc­curred to Mar­ius that Cosette had a fa­ther. His brain was daz­zled and oblit­er­at­ed. Of what did these lovers talk then? We have seen, of the flow­ers, and the swal­lows, the set­ting sun and the ris­ing moon, and all sorts of im­por­tant things. They had told each oth­er ev­ery­thing ex­cept ev­ery­thing. The ev­ery­thing of lovers is noth­ing. But the fa­ther, the re­al­i­ties, that lair, the ruf­fi­ans, that ad­ven­ture, to what pur­pose? And was he very sure that this night­mare had ac­tu­al­ly ex­ist­ed? They were two, and they adored each oth­er, and be­yond that there was noth­ing. Noth­ing else ex­ist­ed. It is prob­a­ble that this van­ish­ing of hell in our rear is in­her­ent to the ar­rival of par­adise. Have we be­held demons? Are there any? Have we trem­bled? Have we suf­fered? We no longer know. A rosy cloud hangs over it.

			So these two be­ings lived in this man­ner, high aloft, with all that im­prob­a­bil­i­ty which is in na­ture; nei­ther at the nadir nor at the zenith, be­tween man and seraphim, above the mire, be­low the ether, in the clouds; hard­ly flesh and blood, soul and ec­sta­sy from head to foot; al­ready too sub­lime to walk the earth, still too heav­i­ly charged with hu­man­i­ty to dis­ap­pear in the blue, sus­pend­ed like atoms which are wait­ing to be pre­cip­i­tat­ed; ap­par­ent­ly be­yond the bounds of des­tiny; ig­no­rant of that rut; yes­ter­day, to­day, to­mor­row; amazed, rap­tur­ous, float­ing, soar­ing; at times so light that they could take their flight out in­to the in­fi­nite; al­most pre­pared to soar away to all eter­ni­ty. They slept wide-awake, thus sweet­ly lulled. Oh! splen­did lethar­gy of the re­al over­whelmed by the ide­al.

			Some­times, beau­ti­ful as Cosette was, Mar­ius shut his eyes in her pres­ence. The best way to look at the soul is through closed eyes.

			Mar­ius and Cosette nev­er asked them­selves whith­er this was to lead them. They con­sid­ered that they had al­ready ar­rived. It is a strange claim on man’s part to wish that love should lead to some­thing.

		
	
		
			
				III

				The Be­gin­ning of Shad­ow

			
			Jean Val­jean sus­pect­ed noth­ing.

			Cosette, who was rather less dreamy than Mar­ius, was gay, and that suf­ficed for Jean Val­jean’s hap­pi­ness. The thoughts which Cosette cher­ished, her ten­der pre­oc­cu­pa­tions, Mar­ius’ im­age which filled her heart, took away noth­ing from the in­com­pa­ra­ble pu­ri­ty of her beau­ti­ful, chaste, and smil­ing brow. She was at the age when the vir­gin bears her love as the an­gel his lily. So Jean Val­jean was at ease. And then, when two lovers have come to an un­der­stand­ing, things al­ways go well; the third par­ty who might dis­turb their love is kept in a state of per­fect blind­ness by a re­strict­ed num­ber of pre­cau­tions which are al­ways the same in the case of all lovers. Thus, Cosette nev­er ob­ject­ed to any of Jean Val­jean’s pro­pos­als. Did she want to take a walk? “Yes, dear lit­tle fa­ther.” Did she want to stay at home? Very good. Did he wish to pass the evening with Cosette? She was de­light­ed. As he al­ways went to bed at ten o’clock, Mar­ius did not come to the gar­den on such oc­ca­sions un­til af­ter that hour, when, from the street, he heard Cosette open the long glass door on the ve­ran­da. Of course, no one ev­er met Mar­ius in the day­time. Jean Val­jean nev­er even dreamed any longer that Mar­ius was in ex­is­tence. On­ly once, one morn­ing, he chanced to say to Cosette: “Why, you have white­wash on your back!” On the pre­vi­ous evening, Mar­ius, in a trans­port, had pushed Cosette against the wall.

			Old Tou­s­saint, who re­tired ear­ly, thought of noth­ing but her sleep, and was as ig­no­rant of the whole mat­ter as Jean Val­jean.

			Mar­ius nev­er set foot in the house. When he was with Cosette, they hid them­selves in a re­cess near the steps, in or­der that they might nei­ther be seen nor heard from the street, and there they sat, fre­quent­ly con­tent­ing them­selves, by way of con­ver­sa­tion, with press­ing each oth­er’s hands twen­ty times a minute as they gazed at the branch­es of the trees. At such times, a thun­der­bolt might have fall­en thir­ty paces from them, and they would not have no­ticed it, so deeply was the rever­ie of the one ab­sorbed and sunk in the rever­ie of the oth­er.

			Limpid pu­ri­ty. Hours whol­ly white; al­most all alike. This sort of love is a rec­ol­lec­tion of lily petals and the plumage of the dove.

			The whole ex­tent of the gar­den lay be­tween them and the street. Ev­ery time that Mar­ius en­tered and left, he care­ful­ly ad­just­ed the bar of the gate in such a man­ner that no dis­place­ment was vis­i­ble.

			He usu­al­ly went away about mid­night, and re­turned to Cour­feyrac’s lodg­ings. Cour­feyrac said to Ba­horel:—

			“Would you be­lieve it? Mar­ius comes home nowa­days at one o’clock in the morn­ing.”

			Ba­horel replied:—

			“What do you ex­pect? There’s al­ways a petard in a sem­i­nary fel­low.”

			At times, Cour­feyrac fold­ed his arms, as­sumed a se­ri­ous air, and said to Mar­ius:—

			“You are get­ting ir­reg­u­lar in your habits, young man.”

			Cour­feyrac, be­ing a prac­ti­cal man, did not take in good part this re­flec­tion of an in­vis­i­ble par­adise up­on Mar­ius; he was not much in the habit of con­cealed pas­sions; it made him im­pa­tient, and now and then he called up­on Mar­ius to come back to re­al­i­ty.

			One morn­ing, he threw him this ad­mo­ni­tion:—

			“My dear fel­low, you pro­duce up­on me the ef­fect of be­ing lo­cat­ed in the moon, the realm of dreams, the prov­ince of il­lu­sions, cap­i­tal, soap-bub­ble. Come, be a good boy, what’s her name?”

			But noth­ing could in­duce Mar­ius “to talk.” They might have torn out his nails be­fore one of the two sa­cred syl­la­bles of which that in­ef­fa­ble name, Cosette, was com­posed. True love is as lu­mi­nous as the dawn and as silent as the tomb. On­ly, Cour­feyrac saw this change in Mar­ius, that his tac­i­tur­ni­ty was of the beam­ing or­der.

			Dur­ing this sweet month of May, Mar­ius and Cosette learned to know these im­mense de­lights. To dis­pute and to say “you” for “thou,” sim­ply that they might say “thou” the bet­ter af­ter­wards. To talk at great length with very minute de­tails, of per­sons in whom they took not the slight­est in­ter­est in the world; an­oth­er proof that in that rav­ish­ing opera called love, the li­bret­to counts for al­most noth­ing;

			For Mar­ius, to lis­ten to Cosette dis­cussing fin­ery;

			For Cosette, to lis­ten to Mar­ius talk in pol­i­tics;

			To lis­ten, knee pressed to knee, to the car­riages rolling along the Rue de Baby­lone;

			To gaze up­on the same plan­et in space, or at the same glow­worm gleam­ing in the grass;

			To hold their peace to­geth­er; a still greater de­light than con­ver­sa­tion;

			Etc., etc.

			In the mean­time, divers com­pli­ca­tions were ap­proach­ing.

			One evening, Mar­ius was on his way to the ren­dezvous, by way of the Boule­vard des In­valides. He ha­bit­u­al­ly walked with droop­ing head. As he was on the point of turn­ing the cor­ner of the Rue Plumet, he heard some­one quite close to him say:—

			“Good evening, Mon­sieur Mar­ius.”

			He raised his head and rec­og­nized Épo­nine.

			This pro­duced a sin­gu­lar ef­fect up­on him. He had not thought of that girl a sin­gle time since the day when she had con­duct­ed him to the Rue Plumet, he had not seen her again, and she had gone com­plete­ly out of his mind. He had no rea­sons for any­thing but grat­i­tude to­wards her, he owed her his hap­pi­ness, and yet, it was em­bar­rass­ing to him to meet her.

			It is an er­ror to think that pas­sion, when it is pure and hap­py, leads man to a state of per­fec­tion; it sim­ply leads him, as we have not­ed, to a state of obliv­ion. In this sit­u­a­tion, man for­gets to be bad, but he al­so for­gets to be good. Grat­i­tude, du­ty, mat­ters es­sen­tial and im­por­tant to be re­mem­bered, van­ish. At any oth­er time, Mar­ius would have be­haved quite dif­fer­ent­ly to Épo­nine. Ab­sorbed in Cosette, he had not even clear­ly put it to him­self that this Épo­nine was named Épo­nine Thé­nardier, and that she bore the name in­scribed in his fa­ther’s will, that name, for which, but a few months be­fore, he would have so ar­dent­ly sac­ri­ficed him­self. We show Mar­ius as he was. His fa­ther him­self was fad­ing out of his soul to some ex­tent, un­der the splen­dor of his love.

			He replied with some em­bar­rass­ment:—

			“Ah! so it’s you, Épo­nine?”

			“Why do you call me ‘you’? Have I done any­thing to you?”

			“No,” he an­swered.

			Cer­tain­ly, he had noth­ing against her. Far from it. On­ly, he felt that he could not do oth­er­wise, now that he used “thou” to Cosette, than say “you” to Épo­nine.

			As he re­mained silent, she ex­claimed:—

			“Say—”

			Then she paused. It seemed as though words failed that crea­ture for­mer­ly so heed­less and so bold. She tried to smile and could not. Then she re­sumed:—

			“Well?”

			Then she paused again, and re­mained with down­cast eyes.

			“Good evening, Mr. Mar­ius,” said she sud­den­ly and abrupt­ly; and away she went.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				A Cab Runs in Eng­lish and Barks in Slang

			
			The fol­low­ing day was the 3rd of June, 1832, a date which it is nec­es­sary to in­di­cate on ac­count of the grave events which at that epoch hung on the hori­zon of Paris in the state of light­ning-charged clouds. Mar­ius, at night­fall, was pur­su­ing the same road as on the pre­ced­ing evening, with the same thoughts of de­light in his heart, when he caught sight of Épo­nine ap­proach­ing, through the trees of the boule­vard. Two days in suc­ces­sion—this was too much. He turned hasti­ly aside, quit­ted the boule­vard, changed his course and went to the Rue Plumet through the Rue Mon­sieur.

			This caused Épo­nine to fol­low him to the Rue Plumet, a thing which she had not yet done. Up to that time, she had con­tent­ed her­self with watch­ing him on his pas­sage along the boule­vard with­out ev­er seek­ing to en­counter him. It was on­ly on the evening be­fore that she had at­tempt­ed to ad­dress him.

			So Épo­nine fol­lowed him, with­out his sus­pect­ing the fact. She saw him dis­place the bar and slip in­to the gar­den.

			She ap­proached the rail­ing, felt of the bars one af­ter the oth­er, and read­i­ly rec­og­nized the one which Mar­ius had moved.

			She mur­mured in a low voice and in gloomy ac­cents:—

			“None of that, Lisette!”

			She seat­ed her­self on the un­der­pin­ning of the rail­ing, close be­side the bar, as though she were guard­ing it. It was pre­cise­ly at the point where the rail­ing touched the neigh­bor­ing wall. There was a dim nook there, in which Épo­nine was en­tire­ly con­cealed.

			She re­mained thus for more than an hour, with­out stir­ring and with­out breath­ing, a prey to her thoughts.

			To­wards ten o’clock in the evening, one of the two or three per­sons who passed through the Rue Plumet, an old, be­lat­ed bour­geois who was mak­ing haste to es­cape from this de­sert­ed spot of evil re­pute, as he skirt­ed the gar­den rail­ings and reached the an­gle which it made with the wall, heard a dull and threat­en­ing voice say­ing:—

			“I’m no longer sur­prised that he comes here ev­ery evening.”

			The passer­by cast a glance around him, saw no one, dared not peer in­to the black niche, and was great­ly alarmed. He re­dou­bled his pace.

			This passer­by had rea­son to make haste, for a very few in­stants lat­er, six men, who were march­ing sep­a­rate­ly and at some dis­tance from each oth­er, along the wall, and who might have been tak­en for a gray pa­trol, en­tered the Rue Plumet.

			The first to ar­rive at the gar­den rail­ing halt­ed, and wait­ed for the oth­ers; a sec­ond lat­er, all six were re­unit­ed.

			These men be­gan to talk in a low voice.

			“This is the place,” said one of them.

			“Is there a cab70 in the gar­den?” asked an­oth­er.

			“I don’t know. In any case, I have fetched a ball that we’ll make him eat.”

			“Have you some put­ty to break the pane with?”

			“Yes.”

			“The rail­ing is old,” in­ter­po­lat­ed a fifth, who had the voice of a ven­tril­o­quist.

			“So much the bet­ter,” said the sec­ond who had spo­ken. “It won’t screech un­der the saw, and it won’t be hard to cut.”

			The sixth, who had not yet opened his lips, now be­gan to in­spect the gate, as Épo­nine had done an hour ear­li­er, grasp­ing each bar in suc­ces­sion, and shak­ing them cau­tious­ly.

			Thus he came to the bar which Mar­ius had loos­ened. As he was on the point of grasp­ing this bar, a hand emerged abrupt­ly from the dark­ness, fell up­on his arm; he felt him­self vig­or­ous­ly thrust aside by a push in the mid­dle of his breast, and a hoarse voice said to him, but not loud­ly:—

			“There’s a dog.”

			At the same mo­ment, he per­ceived a pale girl stand­ing be­fore him.

			The man un­der­went that shock which the un­ex­pect­ed al­ways brings. He bris­tled up in hideous wise; noth­ing is so for­mi­da­ble to be­hold as fe­ro­cious beasts who are un­easy; their ter­ri­fied air evokes ter­ror.

			He re­coiled and stam­mered:—

			“What jade is this?”

			“Your daugh­ter.”

			It was, in fact, Épo­nine, who had ad­dressed Thé­nardier.

			At the ap­pari­tion of Épo­nine, the oth­er five, that is to say, Claque­sous, Guele­mer, Ba­bet, Bru­jon, and Mont­par­nasse had noise­less­ly drawn near, with­out pre­cip­i­ta­tion, with­out ut­ter­ing a word, with the sin­is­ter slow­ness pe­cu­liar to these men of the night.

			Some in­de­scrib­able but hideous tools were vis­i­ble in their hands. Guele­mer held one of those pairs of curved pin­cers which prowlers call fan­chons.

			“Ah, see here, what are you about there? What do you want with us? Are you crazy?” ex­claimed Thé­nardier, as loud­ly as one can ex­claim and still speak low; “what have you come here to hin­der our work for?”

			Épo­nine burst out laugh­ing, and threw her­self on his neck.

			“I am here, lit­tle fa­ther, be­cause I am here. Isn’t a per­son al­lowed to sit on the stones nowa­days? It’s you who ought not to be here. What have you come here for, since it’s a bis­cuit? I told Magnon so. There’s noth­ing to be done here. But em­brace me, my good lit­tle fa­ther! It’s a long time since I’ve seen you! So you’re out?”

			Thé­nardier tried to dis­en­tan­gle him­self from Épo­nine’s arms, and grum­bled:—

			“That’s good. You’ve em­braced me. Yes, I’m out. I’m not in. Now, get away with you.”

			But Épo­nine did not re­lease her hold, and re­dou­bled her ca­ress­es.

			“But how did you man­age it, lit­tle pa? You must have been very clever to get out of that. Tell me about it! And my moth­er? Where is moth­er? Tell me about mam­ma.”

			Thé­nardier replied:—

			“She’s well. I don’t know, let me alone, and be off, I tell you.”

			“I won’t go, so there now,” pout­ed Épo­nine like a spoiled child; “you send me off, and it’s four months since I saw you, and I’ve hard­ly had time to kiss you.”

			And she caught her fa­ther round the neck again.

			“Come, now, this is stupid!” said Ba­bet.

			“Make haste!” said Guele­mer, “the cops may pass.”

			The ven­tril­o­quist’s voice re­peat­ed his dis­tich:—

			
				
					Nous n’ sommes pas le jour de l’an,
					

					A bé­cot­er pa­pa, ma­man.71
				

			

			Épo­nine turned to the five ruf­fi­ans.

			“Why, it’s Mon­sieur Bru­jon. Good day, Mon­sieur Ba­bet. Good day, Mon­sieur Claque­sous. Don’t you know me, Mon­sieur Guele­mer? How goes it, Mont­par­nasse?”

			“Yes, they know you!” ejac­u­lat­ed Thé­nardier. “But good day, good evening, sheer off! leave us alone!”

			“It’s the hour for fox­es, not for chick­ens,” said Mont­par­nasse.

			“You see the job we have on hand here,” added Ba­bet.

			Épo­nine caught Mont­par­nasse’s hand.

			“Take care,” said he, “you’ll cut your­self, I’ve a knife open.”

			“My lit­tle Mont­par­nasse,” re­spond­ed Épo­nine very gen­tly, “you must have con­fi­dence in peo­ple. I am the daugh­ter of my fa­ther, per­haps. Mon­sieur Ba­bet, Mon­sieur Guele­mer, I’m the per­son who was charged to in­ves­ti­gate this mat­ter.”

			It is re­mark­able that Épo­nine did not talk slang. That fright­ful tongue had be­come im­pos­si­ble to her since she had known Mar­ius.

			She pressed in her hand, small, bony, and fee­ble as that of a skele­ton, Guele­mer’s huge, coarse fin­gers, and con­tin­ued:—

			“You know well that I’m no fool. Or­di­nar­i­ly, I am be­lieved. I have ren­dered you ser­vice on var­i­ous oc­ca­sions. Well, I have made in­quiries; you will ex­pose your­selves to no pur­pose, you see. I swear to you that there is noth­ing in this house.”

			“There are lone wom­en,” said Guele­mer.

			“No, the per­sons have moved away.”

			“The can­dles haven’t, any­way!” ejac­u­lat­ed Ba­bet.

			And he point­ed out to Épo­nine, across the tops of the trees, a light which was wan­der­ing about in the mansard roof of the pavil­ion. It was Tou­s­saint, who had stayed up to spread out some linen to dry.

			Épo­nine made a fi­nal ef­fort.

			“Well,” said she, “they’re very poor folks, and it’s a hov­el where there isn’t a sou.”

			“Go to the dev­il!” cried Thé­nardier. “When we’ve turned the house up­side down and put the cel­lar at the top and the at­tic be­low, we’ll tell you what there is in­side, and whether it’s francs or sous or half-far­things.”

			And he pushed her aside with the in­ten­tion of en­ter­ing.

			“My good friend, Mr. Mont­par­nasse,” said Épo­nine, “I en­treat you, you are a good fel­low, don’t en­ter.”

			“Take care, you’ll cut your­self,” replied Mont­par­nasse.

			Thé­nardier re­sumed in his de­cid­ed tone:—

			“De­camp, my girl, and leave men to their own af­fairs!”

			Épo­nine re­leased Mont­par­nasse’s hand, which she had grasped again, and said:—

			“So you mean to en­ter this house?”

			“Rather!” grinned the ven­tril­o­quist.

			Then she set her back against the gate, faced the six ruf­fi­ans who were armed to the teeth, and to whom the night lent the vis­ages of demons, and said in a firm, low voice:—

			“Well, I don’t mean that you shall.”

			They halt­ed in amaze­ment. The ven­tril­o­quist, how­ev­er, fin­ished his grin. She went on:—

			“Friends! Lis­ten well. This is not what you want. Now I’m talk­ing. In the first place, if you en­ter this gar­den, if you lay a hand on this gate, I’ll scream, I’ll beat on the door, I’ll rouse ev­ery­body, I’ll have the whole six of you seized, I’ll call the po­lice.”

			“She’d do it, too,” said Thé­nardier in a low tone to Bru­jon and the ven­tril­o­quist.

			She shook her head and added:—

			“Be­gin­ning with my fa­ther!”

			Thé­nardier stepped near­er.

			“Not so close, my good man!” said she.

			He re­treat­ed, growl­ing be­tween his teeth:—

			“Why, what’s the mat­ter with her?”

			And he added:—

			“Bitch!”

			She be­gan to laugh in a ter­ri­ble way:—

			“As you like, but you shall not en­ter here. I’m not the daugh­ter of a dog, since I’m the daugh­ter of a wolf. There are six of you, what mat­ters that to me? You are men. Well, I’m a wom­an. You don’t fright­en me. I tell you that you shan’t en­ter this house, be­cause it doesn’t suit me. If you ap­proach, I’ll bark. I told you, I’m the dog, and I don’t care a straw for you. Go your way, you bore me! Go where you please, but don’t come here, I for­bid it! You can use your knives. I’ll use kicks; it’s all the same to me, come on!”

			She ad­vanced a pace near­er the ruf­fi­ans, she was ter­ri­ble, she burst out laugh­ing:—

			“Par­dine! I’m not afraid. I shall be hun­gry this sum­mer, and I shall be cold this win­ter. Aren’t they ridicu­lous, these nin­nies of men, to think they can scare a girl! What! Scare? Oh, yes, much! Be­cause you have fini­cal pop­pets of mis­tress­es who hide un­der the bed when you put on a big voice, for­sooth! I ain’t afraid of any­thing, that I ain’t!”

			She fas­tened her in­tent gaze up­on Thé­nardier and said:—

			“Not even of you, fa­ther!”

			Then she con­tin­ued, as she cast her blood­shot, spec­tre-like eyes up­on the ruf­fi­ans in turn:—

			“What do I care if I’m picked up to­mor­row morn­ing on the pave­ment of the Rue Plumet, killed by the blows of my fa­ther’s club, or whether I’m found a year from now in the nets at Saint-Cloud or the Isle of Swans in the midst of rot­ten old corks and drowned dogs?”

			She was forced to pause; she was seized by a dry cough, her breath came from her weak and nar­row chest like the death-rat­tle.

			She re­sumed:—

			“I have on­ly to cry out, and peo­ple will come, and then slap, bang! There are six of you; I rep­re­sent the whole world.”

			Thé­nardier made a move­ment to­wards her.

			“Don’t ap­proach!” she cried.

			He halt­ed, and said gen­tly:—

			“Well, no; I won’t ap­proach, but don’t speak so loud. So you in­tend to hin­der us in our work, my daugh­ter? But we must earn our liv­ing all the same. Have you no longer any kind feel­ing for your fa­ther?”

			“You both­er me,” said Épo­nine.

			“But we must live, we must eat—”

			“Burst!”

			So say­ing, she seat­ed her­self on the un­der­pin­ning of the fence and hummed:—

			
				
					Mon bras si do­du,
					

					Ma jambe bi­en faite
					

					Et le temps per­du.72
				

			

			She had set her el­bow on her knee and her chin in her hand, and she swung her foot with an air of in­dif­fer­ence. Her tat­tered gown per­mit­ted a view of her thin shoul­der-blades. The neigh­bor­ing street lantern il­lu­mi­nat­ed her pro­file and her at­ti­tude. Noth­ing more res­o­lute and more sur­pris­ing could be seen.

			The six ras­cals, speech­less and gloomy at be­ing held in check by a girl, re­treat­ed be­neath the shad­ow cast by the lantern, and held coun­sel with fu­ri­ous and hu­mil­i­at­ed shrugs.

			In the mean­time she stared at them with a stern but peace­ful air.

			“There’s some­thing the mat­ter with her,” said Ba­bet. “A rea­son. Is she in love with the dog? It’s a shame to miss this, any­way. Two wom­en, an old fel­low who lodges in the back­yard, and cur­tains that ain’t so bad at the win­dows. The old cove must be a Jew. I think the job’s a good one.”

			“Well, go in, then, the rest of you,” ex­claimed Mont­par­nasse. “Do the job. I’ll stay here with the girl, and if she fails us—”

			He flashed the knife, which he held open in his hand, in the light of the lantern.

			Thé­nardier said not a word, and seemed ready for what­ev­er the rest pleased.

			Bru­jon, who was some­what of an or­a­cle, and who had, as the read­er knows, “put up the job,” had not as yet spo­ken. He seemed thought­ful. He had the rep­u­ta­tion of not stick­ing at any­thing, and it was known that he had plun­dered a po­lice post sim­ply out of brava­do. Be­sides this he made vers­es and songs, which gave him great au­thor­i­ty.

			Ba­bet in­ter­ro­gat­ed him:—

			“You say noth­ing, Bru­jon?”

			Bru­jon re­mained silent an in­stant longer, then he shook his head in var­i­ous ways, and fi­nal­ly con­clud­ed to speak:—

			“See here; this morn­ing I came across two spar­rows fight­ing, this evening I jos­tled a wom­an who was quar­relling. All that’s bad. Let’s quit.”

			They went away.

			As they went, Mont­par­nasse mut­tered:—

			“Nev­er mind! if they had want­ed, I’d have cut her throat.”

			Ba­bet re­spond­ed:—

			“I wouldn’t. I don’t hit a la­dy.”

			At the cor­ner of the street they halt­ed and ex­changed the fol­low­ing enig­mat­i­cal di­a­logue in a low tone:—

			“Where shall we go to sleep tonight?”

			“Un­der Pantin.”73

			“Have you the key to the gate, Thé­nardier?”

			“Par­di.”

			Épo­nine, who nev­er took her eyes off of them, saw them re­treat by the road by which they had come. She rose and be­gan to creep af­ter them along the walls and the hous­es. She fol­lowed them thus as far as the boule­vard.

			There they part­ed, and she saw these six men plunge in­to the gloom, where they ap­peared to melt away.

		
	
		
			
				V

				Things of the Night

			
			Af­ter the de­par­ture of the ruf­fi­ans, the Rue Plumet re­sumed its tran­quil, noc­tur­nal as­pect. That which had just tak­en place in this street would not have as­ton­ished a for­est. The lofty trees, the copses, the heaths, the branch­es rude­ly in­ter­laced, the tall grass, ex­ist in a som­bre man­ner; the sav­age swarm­ing there catch­es glimpses of sud­den ap­pari­tions of the in­vis­i­ble; that which is be­low man dis­tin­guish­es, through the mists, that which is be­yond man; and the things of which we liv­ing be­ings are ig­no­rant there meet face to face in the night. Na­ture, bristling and wild, takes alarm at cer­tain ap­proach­es in which she fan­cies that she feels the su­per­nat­u­ral. The forces of the gloom know each oth­er, and are strange­ly bal­anced by each oth­er. Teeth and claws fear what they can­not grasp. Blood-drink­ing bes­tial­i­ty, vo­ra­cious ap­petites, hunger in search of prey, the armed in­stincts of nails and jaws which have for source and aim the bel­ly, glare and smell out un­easi­ly the im­pas­sive spec­tral forms stray­ing be­neath a shroud, erect in its vague and shud­der­ing robe, and which seem to them to live with a dead and ter­ri­ble life. These bru­tal­i­ties, which are on­ly mat­ter, en­ter­tain a con­fused fear of hav­ing to deal with the im­mense ob­scu­ri­ty con­densed in­to an un­known be­ing. A black fig­ure bar­ring the way stops the wild beast short. That which emerges from the ceme­tery in­tim­i­dates and dis­con­certs that which emerges from the cave; the fe­ro­cious fear the sin­is­ter; wolves re­coil when they en­counter a ghoul.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				Mar­ius Be­comes Prac­ti­cal Once More to the Ex­tent of Giv­ing Cosette His Ad­dress

			
			While this sort of a dog with a hu­man face was mount­ing guard over the gate, and while the six ruf­fi­ans were yield­ing to a girl, Mar­ius was by Cosette’s side.

			Nev­er had the sky been more stud­ded with stars and more charm­ing, the trees more trem­bling, the odor of the grass more pen­e­trat­ing; nev­er had the birds fall­en asleep among the leaves with a sweet­er noise; nev­er had all the har­monies of uni­ver­sal seren­i­ty re­spond­ed more thor­ough­ly to the in­ward mu­sic of love; nev­er had Mar­ius been more cap­ti­vat­ed, more hap­py, more ec­stat­ic.

			But he had found Cosette sad; Cosette had been weep­ing. Her eyes were red.

			This was the first cloud in that won­der­ful dream.

			Mar­ius’ first word had been: “What is the mat­ter?”

			And she had replied: “This.”

			Then she had seat­ed her­self on the bench near the steps, and while he trem­bling­ly took his place be­side her, she had con­tin­ued:—

			“My fa­ther told me this morn­ing to hold my­self in readi­ness, be­cause he has busi­ness, and we may go away from here.”

			Mar­ius shiv­ered from head to foot.

			When one is at the end of one’s life, to die means to go away; when one is at the be­gin­ning of it, to go away means to die.

			For the last six weeks, Mar­ius had lit­tle by lit­tle, slow­ly, by de­grees, tak­en pos­ses­sion of Cosette each day. As we have al­ready ex­plained, in the case of first love, the soul is tak­en long be­fore the body; lat­er on, one takes the body long be­fore the soul; some­times one does not take the soul at all; the Faublas and the Prud­hommes add: “Be­cause there is none;” but the sar­casm is, for­tu­nate­ly, a blas­phe­my. So Mar­ius pos­sessed Cosette, as spir­its pos­sess, but he en­veloped her with all his soul, and seized her jeal­ous­ly with in­cred­i­ble con­vic­tion. He pos­sessed her smile, her breath, her per­fume, the pro­found ra­di­ance of her blue eyes, the sweet­ness of her skin when he touched her hand, the charm­ing mark which she had on her neck, all her thoughts. There­fore, he pos­sessed all Cosette’s dreams.

			He in­ces­sant­ly gazed at, and he some­times touched light­ly with his breath, the short locks on the nape of her neck, and he de­clared to him­self that there was not one of those short hairs which did not be­long to him, Mar­ius. He gazed up­on and adored the things that she wore, her knot of rib­bon, her gloves, her sleeves, her shoes, her cuffs, as sa­cred ob­jects of which he was the mas­ter. He dreamed that he was the lord of those pret­ty shell combs which she wore in her hair, and he even said to him­self, in con­fused and sup­pressed stam­mer­ings of volup­tuous­ness which did not make their way to the light, that there was not a rib­bon of her gown, not a mesh in her stock­ings, not a fold in her bodice, which was not his. Be­side Cosette he felt him­self be­side his own prop­er­ty, his own thing, his own despot and his slave. It seemed as though they had so in­ter­min­gled their souls, that it would have been im­pos­si­ble to tell them apart had they wished to take them back again.—“This is mine.” “No, it is mine.” “I as­sure you that you are mis­tak­en. This is my prop­er­ty.” “What you are tak­ing as your own is my­self.”—Mar­ius was some­thing that made a part of Cosette, and Cosette was some­thing which made a part of Mar­ius. Mar­ius felt Cosette with­in him. To have Cosette, to pos­sess Cosette, this, to him, was not to be dis­tin­guished from breath­ing. It was in the midst of this faith, of this in­tox­i­ca­tion, of this vir­gin pos­ses­sion, un­prece­dent­ed and ab­so­lute, of this sovereign­ty, that these words: “We are go­ing away,” fell sud­den­ly, at a blow, and that the harsh voice of re­al­i­ty cried to him: “Cosette is not yours!”

			Mar­ius awoke. For six weeks Mar­ius had been liv­ing, as we have said, out­side of life; those words, “go­ing away!” caused him to re-en­ter it harsh­ly.

			He found not a word to say. Cosette mere­ly felt that his hand was very cold. She said to him in her turn: “What is the mat­ter?”

			He replied in so low a tone that Cosette hard­ly heard him:—

			“I did not un­der­stand what you said.”

			She be­gan again:—

			“This morn­ing my fa­ther told me to set­tle all my lit­tle af­fairs and to hold my­self in readi­ness, that he would give me his linen to put in a trunk, that he was obliged to go on a jour­ney, that we were to go away, that it is nec­es­sary to have a large trunk for me and a small one for him, and that all is to be ready in a week from now, and that we might go to Eng­land.”

			“But this is out­ra­geous!” ex­claimed Mar­ius.

			It is cer­tain, that, at that mo­ment, no abuse of pow­er, no vi­o­lence, not one of the abom­i­na­tions of the worst tyrants, no ac­tion of Busiris, of Tiberius, or of Hen­ry VI­II, could have equalled this in atroc­i­ty, in the opin­ion of Mar­ius; M. Fauchelevent tak­ing his daugh­ter off to Eng­land be­cause he had busi­ness there.

			He de­mand­ed in a weak voice:—

			“And when do you start?”

			“He did not say when.”

			“And when shall you re­turn?”

			“He did not say when.”

			Mar­ius rose and said cold­ly:—

			“Cosette, shall you go?”

			Cosette turned to­ward him her beau­ti­ful eyes, all filled with an­guish, and replied in a sort of be­wil­der­ment:—

			“Where?”

			“To Eng­land. Shall you go?”

			“Why do you say ‘you’ to me?”

			“I ask you whether you will go?”

			“What do you ex­pect me to do?” she said, clasp­ing her hands.

			“So, you will go?”

			“If my fa­ther goes.”

			“So, you will go?”

			Cosette took Mar­ius’ hand, and pressed it with­out re­ply­ing.

			“Very well,” said Mar­ius, “then I will go else­where.”

			Cosette felt rather than un­der­stood the mean­ing of these words. She turned so pale that her face shone white through the gloom. She stam­mered:—

			“What do you mean?”

			Mar­ius looked at her, then raised his eyes to heav­en, and an­swered: “Noth­ing.”

			When his eyes fell again, he saw Cosette smil­ing at him. The smile of a wom­an whom one loves pos­sess­es a vis­i­ble ra­di­ance, even at night.

			“How sil­ly we are! Mar­ius, I have an idea.”

			“What is it?”

			“If we go away, do you go too! I will tell you where! Come and join me wher­ev­er I am.”

			Mar­ius was now a thor­ough­ly roused man. He had fall­en back in­to re­al­i­ty. He cried to Cosette:—

			“Go away with you! Are you mad? Why, I should have to have mon­ey, and I have none! Go to Eng­land? But I am in debt now, I owe, I don’t know how much, more than ten louis to Cour­feyrac, one of my friends with whom you are not ac­quaint­ed! I have an old hat which is not worth three francs, I have a coat which lacks but­tons in front, my shirt is all ragged, my el­bows are torn, my boots let in the wa­ter; for the last six weeks I have not thought about it, and I have not told you about it. You on­ly see me at night, and you give me your love; if you were to see me in the day­time, you would give me a sou! Go to Eng­land! Eh! I haven’t enough to pay for a pass­port!”

			He threw him­self against a tree which was close at hand, erect, his brow pressed close to the bark, feel­ing nei­ther the wood which flayed his skin, nor the fever which was throb­bing in his tem­ples, and there he stood mo­tion­less, on the point of fall­ing, like the stat­ue of de­spair.

			He re­mained a long time thus. One could re­main for eter­ni­ty in such abysses. At last he turned round. He heard be­hind him a faint sti­fled noise, which was sweet yet sad.

			It was Cosette sob­bing.

			She had been weep­ing for more than two hours be­side Mar­ius as he med­i­tat­ed.

			He came to her, fell at her knees, and slow­ly pros­trat­ing him­self, he took the tip of her foot which peeped out from be­neath her robe, and kissed it.

			She let him have his way in si­lence. There are mo­ments when a wom­an ac­cepts, like a som­bre and re­signed god­dess, the re­li­gion of love.

			“Do not weep,” he said.

			She mur­mured:—

			“Not when I may be go­ing away, and you can­not come!”

			He went on:—

			“Do you love me?”

			She replied, sob­bing, by that word from par­adise which is nev­er more charm­ing than amid tears:—

			“I adore you!”

			He con­tin­ued in a tone which was an in­de­scrib­able ca­ress:—

			“Do not weep. Tell me, will you do this for me, and cease to weep?”

			“Do you love me?” said she.

			He took her hand.

			“Cosette, I have nev­er giv­en my word of hon­or to any­one, be­cause my word of hon­or ter­ri­fies me. I feel that my fa­ther is by my side. Well, I give you my most sa­cred word of hon­or, that if you go away I shall die.”

			In the tone with which he ut­tered these words there lay a melan­choly so solemn and so tran­quil, that Cosette trem­bled. She felt that chill which is pro­duced by a true and gloomy thing as it pass­es by. The shock made her cease weep­ing.

			“Now, lis­ten,” said he, “do not ex­pect me to­mor­row.”

			“Why?”

			“Do not ex­pect me un­til the day af­ter to­mor­row.”

			“Oh! Why?”

			“You will see.”

			“A day with­out see­ing you! But that is im­pos­si­ble!”

			“Let us sac­ri­fice one day in or­der to gain our whole lives, per­haps.”

			And Mar­ius added in a low tone and in an aside:—

			“He is a man who nev­er changes his habits, and he has nev­er re­ceived any­one ex­cept in the evening.”

			“Of what man are you speak­ing?” asked Cosette.

			“I? I said noth­ing.”

			“What do you hope, then?”

			“Wait un­til the day af­ter to­mor­row.”

			“You wish it?”

			“Yes, Cosette.”

			She took his head in both her hands, rais­ing her­self on tip­toe in or­der to be on a lev­el with him, and tried to read his hope in his eyes.

			Mar­ius re­sumed:—

			“Now that I think of it, you ought to know my ad­dress: some­thing might hap­pen, one nev­er knows; I live with that friend named Cour­feyrac, Rue de la Ver­rerie, No. 16.”

			He searched in his pock­et, pulled out his penknife, and with the blade he wrote on the plas­ter of the wall:—

			
				16 Rue de la Ver­rerie.

			

			In the mean­time, Cosette had be­gun to gaze in­to his eyes once more.

			“Tell me your thought, Mar­ius; you have some idea. Tell it to me. Oh! tell me, so that I may pass a pleas­ant night.”

			“This is my idea: that it is im­pos­si­ble that God should mean to part us. Wait; ex­pect me the day af­ter to­mor­row.”

			“What shall I do un­til then?” said Cosette. “You are out­side, you go, and come! How hap­py men are! I shall re­main en­tire­ly alone! Oh! How sad I shall be! What is it that you are go­ing to do to­mor­row evening? tell me.”

			“I am go­ing to try some­thing.”

			“Then I will pray to God and I will think of you here, so that you may be suc­cess­ful. I will ques­tion you no fur­ther, since you do not wish it. You are my mas­ter. I shall pass the evening to­mor­row in singing that mu­sic from Eu­ryan­the that you love, and that you came one evening to lis­ten to, out­side my shut­ters. But day af­ter to­mor­row you will come ear­ly. I shall ex­pect you at dusk, at nine o’clock pre­cise­ly, I warn you. Mon Dieu! how sad it is that the days are so long! On the stroke of nine, do you un­der­stand, I shall be in the gar­den.”

			“And I al­so.”

			And with­out hav­ing ut­tered it, moved by the same thought, im­pelled by those elec­tric cur­rents which place lovers in con­tin­u­al com­mu­ni­ca­tion, both be­ing in­tox­i­cat­ed with de­light even in their sor­row, they fell in­to each oth­er’s arms, with­out per­ceiv­ing that their lips met while their up­lift­ed eyes, over­flow­ing with rap­ture and full of tears, gazed up­on the stars.

			When Mar­ius went forth, the street was de­sert­ed. This was the mo­ment when Épo­nine was fol­low­ing the ruf­fi­ans to the boule­vard.

			While Mar­ius had been dream­ing with his head pressed to the tree, an idea had crossed his mind; an idea, alas! that he him­self judged to be sense­less and im­pos­si­ble. He had come to a des­per­ate de­ci­sion.

		
	
		
			
				VII

				The Old Heart and the Young Heart in the Pres­ence of Each Oth­er

			
			At that epoch, Fa­ther Gillenor­mand was well past his nine­ty-first birth­day. He still lived with Made­moi­selle Gillenor­mand in the Rue des Filles-du-Cal­vaire, No. 6, in the old house which he owned. He was, as the read­er will re­mem­ber, one of those an­tique old men who await death per­fect­ly erect, whom age bears down with­out bend­ing, and whom even sor­row can­not curve.

			Still, his daugh­ter had been say­ing for some time: “My fa­ther is sink­ing.” He no longer boxed the maids’ ears; he no longer thumped the land­ing-place so vig­or­ous­ly with his cane when Basque was slow in open­ing the door. The Rev­o­lu­tion of Ju­ly had ex­as­per­at­ed him for the space of bare­ly six months. He had viewed, al­most tran­quil­ly, that cou­pling of words, in the Moni­teur: M. Hum­blot-Con­té, peer of France. The fact is, that the old man was deeply de­ject­ed. He did not bend, he did not yield; this was no more a char­ac­ter­is­tic of his phys­i­cal than of his moral na­ture, but he felt him­self giv­ing way in­ter­nal­ly. For four years he had been wait­ing for Mar­ius, with his foot firm­ly plant­ed, that is the ex­act word, in the con­vic­tion that that good-for-noth­ing young scamp would ring at his door some day or oth­er; now he had reached the point, where, at cer­tain gloomy hours, he said to him­self, that if Mar­ius made him wait much longer—It was not death that was in­sup­port­able to him; it was the idea that per­haps he should nev­er see Mar­ius again. The idea of nev­er see­ing Mar­ius again had nev­er en­tered his brain un­til that day; now the thought be­gan to re­cur to him, and it chilled him. Ab­sence, as is al­ways the case in gen­uine and nat­u­ral sen­ti­ments, had on­ly served to aug­ment the grand­fa­ther’s love for the un­grate­ful child, who had gone off like a flash. It is dur­ing De­cem­ber nights, when the cold stands at ten de­grees, that one thinks of­ten­est of the son.

			M. Gillenor­mand was, or thought him­self, above all things, in­ca­pable of tak­ing a sin­gle step, he—the grand­fa­ther, to­wards his grand­son; “I would die rather,” he said to him­self. He did not con­sid­er him­self as the least to blame; but he thought of Mar­ius on­ly with pro­found ten­der­ness, and the mute de­spair of an el­der­ly, kind­ly old man who is about to van­ish in the dark.

			He be­gan to lose his teeth, which added to his sad­ness.

			M. Gillenor­mand, with­out how­ev­er ac­knowl­edg­ing it to him­self, for it would have ren­dered him fu­ri­ous and ashamed, had nev­er loved a mis­tress as he loved Mar­ius.

			He had had placed in his cham­ber, op­po­site the head of his bed, so that it should be the first thing on which his eyes fell on wak­ing, an old por­trait of his oth­er daugh­ter, who was dead, Madame Pont­mer­cy, a por­trait which had been tak­en when she was eigh­teen. He gazed in­ces­sant­ly at that por­trait. One day, he hap­pened to say, as he gazed up­on it:—

			“I think the like­ness is strong.”

			“To my sis­ter?” in­quired Made­moi­selle Gillenor­mand. “Yes, cer­tain­ly.”

			The old man added:—

			“And to him al­so.”

			Once as he sat with his knees pressed to­geth­er, and his eyes al­most closed, in a de­spon­dent at­ti­tude, his daugh­ter ven­tured to say to him:—

			“Fa­ther, are you as an­gry with him as ev­er?”

			She paused, not dar­ing to pro­ceed fur­ther.

			“With whom?” he de­mand­ed.

			“With that poor Mar­ius.”

			He raised his aged head, laid his with­ered and ema­ci­at­ed fist on the ta­ble, and ex­claimed in his most ir­ri­tat­ed and vi­brat­ing tone:—

			“Poor Mar­ius, do you say! That gen­tle­man is a knave, a wretch­ed scoundrel, a vain lit­tle in­grate, a heart­less, soul­less, haughty, and wicked man!”

			And he turned away so that his daugh­ter might not see the tear that stood in his eye.

			Three days lat­er he broke a si­lence which had last­ed four hours, to say to his daugh­ter point-blank:—

			“I had the hon­or to ask Made­moi­selle Gillenor­mand nev­er to men­tion him to me.”

			Aunt Gillenor­mand re­nounced ev­ery ef­fort, and pro­nounced this acute di­ag­no­sis: “My fa­ther nev­er cared very much for my sis­ter af­ter her fol­ly. It is clear that he de­tests Mar­ius.”

			“Af­ter her fol­ly” meant: “af­ter she had mar­ried the colonel.”

			How­ev­er, as the read­er has been able to con­jec­ture, Made­moi­selle Gillenor­mand had failed in her at­tempt to sub­sti­tute her fa­vorite, the of­fi­cer of lancers, for Mar­ius. The sub­sti­tute, Théo­d­ule, had not been a suc­cess. M. Gillenor­mand had not ac­cept­ed the quid pro quo. A va­can­cy in the heart does not ac­com­mo­date it­self to a stop­gap. Théo­d­ule, on his side, though he scent­ed the in­her­i­tance, was dis­gust­ed at the task of pleas­ing. The good­man bored the lancer; and the lancer shocked the good­man. Lieu­tenant Théo­d­ule was gay, no doubt, but a chat­ter­box, friv­o­lous, but vul­gar; a high liv­er, but a fre­quenter of bad com­pa­ny; he had mis­tress­es, it is true, and he had a great deal to say about them, it is true al­so; but he talked bad­ly. All his good qual­i­ties had a de­fect. M. Gillenor­mand was worn out with hear­ing him tell about the love af­fairs that he had in the vicin­i­ty of the bar­racks in the Rue de Baby­lone. And then, Lieu­tenant Gillenor­mand some­times came in his uni­form, with the tri­col­ored cock­ade. This ren­dered him down­right in­tol­er­a­ble. Fi­nal­ly, Fa­ther Gillenor­mand had said to his daugh­ter: “I’ve had enough of that Théo­d­ule. I haven’t much taste for war­riors in time of peace. Re­ceive him if you choose. I don’t know but I pre­fer slash­ers to fel­lows that drag their swords. The clash of blades in bat­tle is less dis­mal, af­ter all, than the clank of the scab­bard on the pave­ment. And then, throw­ing out your chest like a bul­ly and lac­ing your­self like a girl, with stays un­der your cuirass, is dou­bly ridicu­lous. When one is a ver­i­ta­ble man, one holds equal­ly aloof from swag­ger and from af­fect­ed airs. He is nei­ther a blus­ter­er nor a finnicky-heart­ed man. Keep your Théo­d­ule for your­self.”

			It was in vain that his daugh­ter said to him: “But he is your grand­nephew, nev­er­the­less,”—it turned out that M. Gillenor­mand, who was a grand­fa­ther to the very fin­ger­tips, was not in the least a grand­uncle.

			In fact, as he had good sense, and as he had com­pared the two, Théo­d­ule had on­ly served to make him re­gret Mar­ius all the more.

			One evening—it was the 24th of June, which did not pre­vent Fa­ther Gillenor­mand hav­ing a rous­ing fire on the hearth—he had dis­missed his daugh­ter, who was sewing in a neigh­bor­ing apart­ment. He was alone in his cham­ber, amid its pas­toral scenes, with his feet propped on the andirons, half en­veloped in his huge screen of coro­man­del lac­quer, with its nine leaves, with his el­bow rest­ing on a ta­ble where burned two can­dles un­der a green shade, en­gulfed in his ta­pes­try arm­chair, and in his hand a book which he was not read­ing. He was dressed, ac­cord­ing to his wont, like an in­croy­able, and re­sem­bled an an­tique por­trait by Garat. This would have made peo­ple run af­ter him in the street, had not his daugh­ter cov­ered him up, when­ev­er he went out, in a vast bish­op’s wadded cloak, which con­cealed his at­tire. At home, he nev­er wore a dress­ing gown, ex­cept when he rose and re­tired. “It gives one a look of age,” said he.

			Fa­ther Gillenor­mand was think­ing of Mar­ius lov­ing­ly and bit­ter­ly; and, as usu­al, bit­ter­ness pre­dom­i­nat­ed. His ten­der­ness once soured al­ways end­ed by boil­ing and turn­ing to in­dig­na­tion. He had reached the point where a man tries to make up his mind and to ac­cept that which rends his heart. He was ex­plain­ing to him­self that there was no longer any rea­son why Mar­ius should re­turn, that if he in­tend­ed to re­turn, he should have done it long ago, that he must re­nounce the idea. He was try­ing to ac­cus­tom him­self to the thought that all was over, and that he should die with­out hav­ing be­held “that gen­tle­man” again. But his whole na­ture re­volt­ed; his aged pa­ter­ni­ty would not con­sent to this. “Well!” said he—this was his dole­ful re­frain—“he will not re­turn!” His bald head had fall­en up­on his breast, and he fixed a melan­choly and ir­ri­tat­ed gaze up­on the ash­es on his hearth.

			In the very midst of his rever­ie, his old ser­vant Basque en­tered, and in­quired:—

			“Can Mon­sieur re­ceive M. Mar­ius?”

			The old man sat up erect, pal­lid, and like a corpse which ris­es un­der the in­flu­ence of a gal­van­ic shock. All his blood had re­treat­ed to his heart. He stam­mered:—

			“M. Mar­ius what?”

			“I don’t know,” replied Basque, in­tim­i­dat­ed and put out of coun­te­nance by his mas­ter’s air; “I have not seen him. Nico­lette came in and said to me: ‘There’s a young man here; say that it is M. Mar­ius.’ ”

			Fa­ther Gillenor­mand stam­mered in a low voice:—

			“Show him in.”

			And he re­mained in the same at­ti­tude, with shak­ing head, and his eyes fixed on the door. It opened once more. A young man en­tered. It was Mar­ius.

			Mar­ius halt­ed at the door, as though wait­ing to be bid­den to en­ter.

			His al­most squalid at­tire was not per­cep­ti­ble in the ob­scu­ri­ty caused by the shade. Noth­ing could be seen but his calm, grave, but strange­ly sad face.

			It was sev­er­al min­utes be­fore Fa­ther Gillenor­mand, dulled with amaze­ment and joy, could see any­thing ex­cept a bright­ness as when one is in the pres­ence of an ap­pari­tion. He was on the point of swoon­ing; he saw Mar­ius through a daz­zling light. It cer­tain­ly was he, it cer­tain­ly was Mar­ius.

			At last! Af­ter the lapse of four years! He grasped him en­tire, so to speak, in a sin­gle glance. He found him no­ble, hand­some, dis­tin­guished, well-grown, a com­plete man, with a suit­able mien and a charm­ing air. He felt a de­sire to open his arms, to call him, to fling him­self for­ward; his heart melt­ed with rap­ture, af­fec­tion­ate words swelled and over­flowed his breast; at length all his ten­der­ness came to the light and reached his lips, and, by a con­trast which con­sti­tut­ed the very foun­da­tion of his na­ture, what came forth was harsh­ness. He said abrupt­ly:—

			“What have you come here for?”

			Mar­ius replied with em­bar­rass­ment:—

			“Mon­sieur—”

			M. Gillenor­mand would have liked to have Mar­ius throw him­self in­to his arms. He was dis­pleased with Mar­ius and with him­self. He was con­scious that he was brusque, and that Mar­ius was cold. It caused the good­man un­en­durable and ir­ri­tat­ing anx­i­ety to feel so ten­der and for­lorn with­in, and on­ly to be able to be hard out­side. Bit­ter­ness re­turned. He in­ter­rupt­ed Mar­ius in a peev­ish tone:—

			“Then why did you come?”

			That “then” sig­ni­fied: “If you do not come to em­brace me.” Mar­ius looked at his grand­fa­ther, whose pal­lor gave him a face of mar­ble.

			“Mon­sieur—”

			“Have you come to beg my par­don? Do you ac­knowl­edge your faults?”

			He thought he was putting Mar­ius on the right road, and that “the child” would yield. Mar­ius shiv­ered; it was the de­nial of his fa­ther that was re­quired of him; he dropped his eyes and replied:—

			“No, sir.”

			“Then,” ex­claimed the old man im­petu­ous­ly, with a grief that was poignant and full of wrath, “what do you want of me?”

			Mar­ius clasped his hands, ad­vanced a step, and said in a fee­ble and trem­bling voice:—

			“Sir, have pity on me.”

			These words touched M. Gillenor­mand; ut­tered a lit­tle soon­er, they would have ren­dered him ten­der, but they came too late. The grand­fa­ther rose; he sup­port­ed him­self with both hands on his cane; his lips were white, his brow wa­vered, but his lofty form tow­ered above Mar­ius as he bowed.

			“Pity on you, sir! It is youth de­mand­ing pity of the old man of nine­ty-one! You are en­ter­ing in­to life, I am leav­ing it; you go to the play, to balls, to the café, to the bil­liard-hall; you have wit, you please the wom­en, you are a hand­some fel­low; as for me, I spit on my brands in the heart of sum­mer; you are rich with the on­ly rich­es that are re­al­ly such, I pos­sess all the pover­ty of age; in­fir­mi­ty, iso­la­tion! You have your thir­ty-two teeth, a good di­ges­tion, bright eyes, strength, ap­petite, health, gayety, a for­est of black hair; I have no longer even white hair, I have lost my teeth, I am los­ing my legs, I am los­ing my mem­o­ry; there are three names of streets that I con­found in­ces­sant­ly, the Rue Char­lot, the Rue du Chaume, and the Rue Saint-Claude, that is what I have come to; you have be­fore you the whole fu­ture, full of sun­shine, and I am be­gin­ning to lose my sight, so far am I ad­vanc­ing in­to the night; you are in love, that is a mat­ter of course, I am beloved by no one in all the world; and you ask pity of me! Par­bleu! Molière for­got that. If that is the way you jest at the court­house, Messieurs the lawyers, I sin­cere­ly com­pli­ment you. You are droll.”

			And the oc­to­ge­nar­i­an went on in a grave and an­gry voice:—

			“Come, now, what do you want of me?”

			“Sir,” said Mar­ius, “I know that my pres­ence is dis­pleas­ing to you, but I have come mere­ly to ask one thing of you, and then I shall go away im­me­di­ate­ly.”

			“You are a fool!” said the old man. “Who said that you were to go away?”

			This was the trans­la­tion of the ten­der words which lay at the bot­tom of his heart:—

			“Ask my par­don! Throw your­self on my neck!”

			M. Gillenor­mand felt that Mar­ius would leave him in a few mo­ments, that his harsh re­cep­tion had re­pelled the lad, that his hard­ness was driv­ing him away; he said all this to him­self, and it aug­ment­ed his grief; and as his grief was straight­way con­vert­ed in­to wrath, it in­creased his harsh­ness. He would have liked to have Mar­ius un­der­stand, and Mar­ius did not un­der­stand, which made the good­man fu­ri­ous.

			He be­gan again:—

			“What! you de­sert­ed me, your grand­fa­ther, you left my house to go no one knows whith­er, you drove your aunt to de­spair, you went off, it is eas­i­ly guessed, to lead a bach­e­lor life; it’s more con­ve­nient, to play the dandy, to come in at all hours, to amuse your­self; you have giv­en me no signs of life, you have con­tract­ed debts with­out even telling me to pay them, you have be­come a smash­er of win­dows and a blus­ter­er, and, at the end of four years, you come to me, and that is all you have to say to me!”

			This vi­o­lent fash­ion of driv­ing a grand­son to ten­der­ness was pro­duc­tive on­ly of si­lence on the part of Mar­ius. M. Gillenor­mand fold­ed his arms; a ges­ture which with him was pe­cu­liar­ly im­pe­ri­ous, and apos­tro­phized Mar­ius bit­ter­ly:—

			“Let us make an end of this. You have come to ask some­thing of me, you say? Well, what? What is it? Speak!”

			“Sir,” said Mar­ius, with the look of a man who feels that he is fall­ing over a precipice, “I have come to ask your per­mis­sion to mar­ry.”

			M. Gillenor­mand rang the bell. Basque opened the door half­way.

			“Call my daugh­ter.”

			A sec­ond lat­er, the door was opened once more, Made­moi­selle Gillenor­mand did not en­ter, but showed her­self; Mar­ius was stand­ing, mute, with pen­dant arms and the face of a crim­i­nal; M. Gillenor­mand was pac­ing back and forth in the room. He turned to his daugh­ter and said to her:—

			“Noth­ing. It is Mon­sieur Mar­ius. Say good day to him. Mon­sieur wish­es to mar­ry. That’s all. Go away.”

			The curt, hoarse sound of the old man’s voice an­nounced a strange de­gree of ex­cite­ment. The aunt gazed at Mar­ius with a fright­ened air, hard­ly ap­peared to rec­og­nize him, did not al­low a ges­ture or a syl­la­ble to es­cape her, and dis­ap­peared at her fa­ther’s breath more swift­ly than a straw be­fore the hur­ri­cane.

			In the mean­time, Fa­ther Gillenor­mand had re­turned and placed his back against the chim­ney­p­iece once more.

			“You mar­ry! At one and twen­ty! You have ar­ranged that! You have on­ly a per­mis­sion to ask! a for­mal­i­ty. Sit down, sir. Well, you have had a rev­o­lu­tion since I had the hon­or to see you last. The Ja­cobins got the up­per hand. You must have been de­light­ed. Are you not a Re­pub­li­can since you are a Baron? You can make that agree. The Re­pub­lic makes a good sauce for the barony. Are you one of those dec­o­rat­ed by Ju­ly? Have you tak­en the Lou­vre at all, sir? Quite near here, in the Rue Saint-An­toine, op­po­site the Rue des Non­amdières, there is a can­non­ball in­crust­ed in the wall of the third sto­ry of a house with this in­scrip­tion: Ju­ly 28th, 1830. Go take a look at that. It pro­duces a good ef­fect. Ah! those friends of yours do pret­ty things. By the way, aren’t they erect­ing a foun­tain in the place of the mon­u­ment of M. le Duc de Berry? So you want to mar­ry? Whom? Can one in­quire with­out in­dis­cre­tion?”

			He paused, and, be­fore Mar­ius had time to an­swer, he added vi­o­lent­ly:—

			“Come now, you have a pro­fes­sion? A for­tune made? How much do you earn at your trade of lawyer?”

			“Noth­ing,” said Mar­ius, with a sort of firm­ness and res­o­lu­tion that was al­most fierce.

			“Noth­ing? Then all that you have to live up­on is the twelve hun­dred livres that I al­low you?”

			Mar­ius did not re­ply. M. Gillenor­mand con­tin­ued:—

			“Then I un­der­stand the girl is rich?”

			“As rich as I am.”

			“What! No dowry?”

			“No.”

			“Ex­pec­ta­tions?”

			“I think not.”

			“Ut­ter­ly naked! What’s the fa­ther?”

			“I don’t know.”

			“And what’s her name?”

			“Made­moi­selle Fauchelevent.”

			“Fauche­what?”

			“Fauchelevent.”

			“Pttt!” ejac­u­lat­ed the old gen­tle­man.

			“Sir!” ex­claimed Mar­ius.

			M. Gillenor­mand in­ter­rupt­ed him with the tone of a man who is speak­ing to him­self:—

			“That’s right, one and twen­ty years of age, no pro­fes­sion, twelve hun­dred livres a year, Madame la Baronne de Pont­mer­cy will go and pur­chase a cou­ple of sous’ worth of pars­ley from the fruiter­er.”

			“Sir,” re­peat­ed Mar­ius, in the de­spair at the last hope, which was van­ish­ing, “I en­treat you! I con­jure you in the name of Heav­en, with clasped hands, sir, I throw my­self at your feet, per­mit me to mar­ry her!”

			The old man burst in­to a shout of stri­dent and mourn­ful laugh­ter, cough­ing and laugh­ing at the same time.

			“Ah! ah! ah! You said to your­self: ‘Par­dine! I’ll go hunt up that old block­head, that ab­surd num­skull! What a shame that I’m not twen­ty-five! How I’d treat him to a nice re­spect­ful sum­mons! How nice­ly I’d get along with­out him! It’s noth­ing to me, I’d say to him: “You’re on­ly too hap­py to see me, you old id­iot, I want to mar­ry, I de­sire to wed Mam­selle No-mat­ter-whom, daugh­ter of Mon­sieur No-mat­ter-what, I have no shoes, she has no chemise, that just suits; I want to throw my ca­reer, my fu­ture, my youth, my life to the dogs; I wish to take a plunge in­to wretched­ness with a wom­an around my neck, that’s an idea, and you must con­sent to it!” and the old fos­sil will con­sent.’ Go, my lad, do as you like, at­tach your paving-stone, mar­ry your Pous­se­levent, your Coupelevent—Nev­er, sir, nev­er!”

			“Fa­ther—”

			“Nev­er!”

			At the tone in which that “nev­er” was ut­tered, Mar­ius lost all hope. He tra­versed the cham­ber with slow steps, with bowed head, tot­ter­ing and more like a dy­ing man than like one mere­ly tak­ing his de­par­ture. M. Gillenor­mand fol­lowed him with his eyes, and at the mo­ment when the door opened, and Mar­ius was on the point of go­ing out, he ad­vanced four paces, with the se­nile vi­vac­i­ty of im­petu­ous and spoiled old gen­tle­men, seized Mar­ius by the col­lar, brought him back en­er­get­i­cal­ly in­to the room, flung him in­to an arm­chair and said to him:—

			“Tell me all about it!”

			It was that sin­gle word “fa­ther” which had ef­fect­ed this rev­o­lu­tion.

			Mar­ius stared at him in be­wil­der­ment. M. Gillenor­mand’s mo­bile face was no longer ex­pres­sive of any­thing but rough and in­ef­fa­ble good-na­ture. The grand­sire had giv­en way be­fore the grand­fa­ther.

			“Come, see here, speak, tell me about your love af­fairs, jab­ber, tell me ev­ery­thing! Sapristi! how stupid young folks are!”

			“Fa­ther—” re­peat­ed Mar­ius.

			The old man’s en­tire coun­te­nance light­ed up with in­de­scrib­able ra­di­ance.

			“Yes, that’s right, call me fa­ther, and you’ll see!”

			There was now some­thing so kind, so gen­tle, so open­heart­ed, and so pa­ter­nal in this brusque­ness, that Mar­ius, in the sud­den tran­si­tion from dis­cour­age­ment to hope, was stunned and in­tox­i­cat­ed by it, as it were. He was seat­ed near the ta­ble, the light from the can­dles brought out the di­lap­i­da­tion of his cos­tume, which Fa­ther Gillenor­mand re­gard­ed with amaze­ment.

			“Well, fa­ther—” said Mar­ius.

			“Ah, by the way,” in­ter­rupt­ed M. Gillenor­mand, “you re­al­ly have not a pen­ny then? You are dressed like a pick­pock­et.”

			He rum­maged in a draw­er, drew forth a purse, which he laid on the ta­ble: “Here are a hun­dred louis, buy your­self a hat.”

			“Fa­ther,” pur­sued Mar­ius, “my good fa­ther, if you on­ly knew! I love her. You can­not imag­ine it; the first time I saw her was at the Lux­em­bourg, she came there; in the be­gin­ning, I did not pay much heed to her, and then, I don’t know how it came about, I fell in love with her. Oh! how un­hap­py that made me! Now, at last, I see her ev­ery day, at her own home, her fa­ther does not know it, just fan­cy, they are go­ing away, it is in the gar­den that we meet, in the evening, her fa­ther means to take her to Eng­land, then I said to my­self: ‘I’ll go and see my grand­fa­ther and tell him all about the af­fair. I should go mad first, I should die, I should fall ill, I should throw my­self in­to the wa­ter. I ab­so­lute­ly must mar­ry her, since I should go mad oth­er­wise.’ This is the whole truth, and I do not think that I have omit­ted any­thing. She lives in a gar­den with an iron fence, in the Rue Plumet. It is in the neigh­bor­hood of the In­valides.”

			Fa­ther Gillenor­mand had seat­ed him­self, with a beam­ing coun­te­nance, be­side Mar­ius. As he lis­tened to him and drank in the sound of his voice, he en­joyed at the same time a pro­tract­ed pinch of snuff. At the words “Rue Plumet” he in­ter­rupt­ed his in­hala­tion and al­lowed the re­main­der of his snuff to fall up­on his knees.

			“The Rue Plumet, the Rue Plumet, did you say?—Let us see!—Are there not bar­racks in that vicin­i­ty?—Why, yes, that’s it. Your cousin Théo­d­ule has spo­ken to me about it. The lancer, the of­fi­cer. A gay girl, my good friend, a gay girl!—Par­dieu, yes, the Rue Plumet. It is what used to be called the Rue Blomet.—It all comes back to me now. I have heard of that lit­tle girl of the iron rail­ing in the Rue Plumet. In a gar­den, a Pamela. Your taste is not bad. She is said to be a very tidy crea­ture. Be­tween our­selves, I think that sim­ple­ton of a lancer has been court­ing her a bit. I don’t know where he did it. How­ev­er, that’s not to the pur­pose. Be­sides, he is not to be be­lieved. He brags, Mar­ius! I think it quite prop­er that a young man like you should be in love. It’s the right thing at your age. I like you bet­ter as a lover than as a Ja­cobin. I like you bet­ter in love with a pet­ti­coat, sapristi! with twen­ty pet­ti­coats, than with M. de Robe­spierre. For my part, I will do my­self the jus­tice to say, that in the line of sans-cu­lottes, I have nev­er loved any­one but wom­en. Pret­ty girls are pret­ty girls, the deuce! There’s no ob­jec­tion to that. As for the lit­tle one, she re­ceives you with­out her fa­ther’s knowl­edge. That’s in the es­tab­lished or­der of things. I have had ad­ven­tures of that same sort my­self. More than one. Do you know what is done then? One does not take the mat­ter fe­ro­cious­ly; one does not pre­cip­i­tate him­self in­to the trag­ic; one does not make one’s mind to mar­riage and M. le Maire with his scarf. One sim­ply be­haves like a fel­low of spir­it. One shows good sense. Slip along, mor­tals; don’t mar­ry. You come and look up your grand­fa­ther, who is a good-na­tured fel­low at bot­tom, and who al­ways has a few rolls of louis in an old draw­er; you say to him: ‘See here, grand­fa­ther.’ And the grand­fa­ther says: ‘That’s a sim­ple mat­ter. Youth must amuse it­self, and old age must wear out. I have been young, you will be old. Come, my boy, you shall pass it on to your grand­son. Here are two hun­dred pis­toles. Amuse your­self, deuce take it!’ Noth­ing bet­ter! That’s the way the af­fair should be treat­ed. You don’t mar­ry, but that does no harm. You un­der­stand me?”

			Mar­ius, pet­ri­fied and in­ca­pable of ut­ter­ing a syl­la­ble, made a sign with his head that he did not.

			The old man burst out laugh­ing, winked his aged eye, gave him a slap on the knee, stared him full in the face with a mys­te­ri­ous and beam­ing air, and said to him, with the ten­der­est of shrugs of the shoul­der:—

			“Boo­by! make her your mis­tress.”

			Mar­ius turned pale. He had un­der­stood noth­ing of what his grand­fa­ther had just said. This twad­dle about the Rue Blomet, Pamela, the bar­racks, the lancer, had passed be­fore Mar­ius like a dis­solv­ing view. Noth­ing of all that could bear any ref­er­ence to Cosette, who was a lily. The good man was wan­der­ing in his mind. But this wan­der­ing ter­mi­nat­ed in words which Mar­ius did un­der­stand, and which were a mor­tal in­sult to Cosette. Those words, “make her your mis­tress,” en­tered the heart of the strict young man like a sword.

			He rose, picked up his hat which lay on the floor, and walked to the door with a firm, as­sured step. There he turned round, bowed deeply to his grand­fa­ther, raised his head erect again, and said:—

			“Five years ago you in­sult­ed my fa­ther; to­day you have in­sult­ed my wife. I ask noth­ing more of you, sir. Farewell.”

			Fa­ther Gillenor­mand, ut­ter­ly con­found­ed, opened his mouth, ex­tend­ed his arms, tried to rise, and be­fore he could ut­ter a word, the door closed once more, and Mar­ius had dis­ap­peared.

			The old man re­mained for sev­er­al min­utes mo­tion­less and as though struck by light­ning, with­out the pow­er to speak or breathe, as though a clenched fist grasped his throat. At last he tore him­self from his arm­chair, ran, so far as a man can run at nine­ty-one, to the door, opened it, and cried:—

			“Help! Help!”

			His daugh­ter made her ap­pear­ance, then the do­mes­tics. He be­gan again, with a piti­ful rat­tle: “Run af­ter him! Bring him back! What have I done to him? He is mad! He is go­ing away! Ah! my God! Ah! my God! This time he will not come back!”

			He went to the win­dow which looked out on the street, threw it open with his aged and palsied hands, leaned out more than half­way, while Basque and Nico­lette held him be­hind, and shout­ed:—

			“Mar­ius! Mar­ius! Mar­ius! Mar­ius!”

			But Mar­ius could no longer hear him, for at that mo­ment he was turn­ing the cor­ner of the Rue Saint-Louis.

			The oc­to­ge­nar­i­an raised his hands to his tem­ples two or three times with an ex­pres­sion of an­guish, re­coiled tot­ter­ing, and fell back in­to an arm­chair, pulse­less, voice­less, tear­less, with quiv­er­ing head and lips which moved with a stupid air, with noth­ing in his eyes and noth­ing any longer in his heart ex­cept a gloomy and pro­found some­thing which re­sem­bled night.
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				Whith­er Are They Go­ing?

			
		
	
		
			
				I

				Jean Val­jean

			
			That same day, to­wards four o’clock in the af­ter­noon, Jean Val­jean was sit­ting alone on the back side of one of the most soli­tary slopes in the Champ-de-Mars. Ei­ther from pru­dence, or from a de­sire to med­i­tate, or sim­ply in con­se­quence of one of those in­sen­si­ble changes of habit which grad­u­al­ly in­tro­duce them­selves in­to the ex­is­tence of ev­ery­one, he now rarely went out with Cosette. He had on his work­man’s waist­coat, and trousers of gray linen; and his long-vi­sored cap con­cealed his coun­te­nance.

			He was calm and hap­py now be­side Cosette; that which had, for a time, alarmed and trou­bled him had been dis­si­pat­ed; but for the last week or two, anx­i­eties of an­oth­er na­ture had come up. One day, while walk­ing on the boule­vard, he had caught sight of Thé­nardier; thanks to his dis­guise, Thé­nardier had not rec­og­nized him; but since that day, Jean Val­jean had seen him re­peat­ed­ly, and he was now cer­tain that Thé­nardier was prowl­ing about in their neigh­bor­hood.

			This had been suf­fi­cient to make him come to a de­ci­sion.

			More­over, Paris was not tran­quil: po­lit­i­cal trou­bles pre­sent­ed this in­con­ve­nient fea­ture, for any­one who had any­thing to con­ceal in his life, that the po­lice had grown very un­easy and very sus­pi­cious, and that while seek­ing to fer­ret out a man like Pépin or Morey, they might very read­i­ly dis­cov­er a man like Jean Val­jean.

			Jean Val­jean had made up his mind to quit Paris, and even France, and go over to Eng­land.

			He had warned Cosette. He wished to set out be­fore the end of the week.

			He had seat­ed him­self on the slope in the Champ-de-Mars, turn­ing over all sorts of thoughts in his mind—Thé­nardier, the po­lice, the jour­ney, and the dif­fi­cul­ty of procur­ing a pass­port.

			He was trou­bled from all these points of view.

			Last of all, an in­ex­pli­ca­ble cir­cum­stance which had just at­tract­ed his at­ten­tion, and from which he had not yet re­cov­ered, had added to his state of alarm.

			On the morn­ing of that very day, when he alone of the house­hold was stir­ring, while strolling in the gar­den be­fore Cosette’s shut­ters were open, he had sud­den­ly per­ceived on the wall, the fol­low­ing line, en­graved, prob­a­bly with a nail:—

			
				16 Rue de la Ver­rerie

			

			This was per­fect­ly fresh, the grooves in the an­cient black mor­tar were white, a tuft of net­tles at the foot of the wall was pow­dered with the fine, fresh plas­ter.

			This had prob­a­bly been writ­ten on the pre­ced­ing night.

			What was this? A sig­nal for oth­ers? A warn­ing for him­self?

			In any case, it was ev­i­dent that the gar­den had been vi­o­lat­ed, and that strangers had made their way in­to it.

			He re­called the odd in­ci­dents which had al­ready alarmed the house­hold.

			His mind was now fill­ing in this can­vas.

			He took good care not to speak to Cosette of the line writ­ten on the wall, for fear of alarm­ing her.

			In the midst of his pre­oc­cu­pa­tions, he per­ceived, from a shad­ow cast by the sun, that some­one had halt­ed on the crest of the slope im­me­di­ate­ly be­hind him.

			He was on the point of turn­ing round, when a pa­per fold­ed in four fell up­on his knees as though a hand had dropped it over his head.

			He took the pa­per, un­fold­ed it, and read these words writ­ten in large char­ac­ters, with a pen­cil:—

			“Move away from your house.”

			Jean Val­jean sprang hasti­ly to his feet; there was no one on the slope; he gazed all around him and per­ceived a crea­ture larg­er than a child, not so large as a man, clad in a gray blouse and trousers of dust-col­ored cot­ton vel­vet, who was jump­ing over the para­pet and who slipped in­to the moat of the Champ-de-Mars.

			Jean Val­jean re­turned home at once, in a very thought­ful mood.

		
	
		
			
				II

				Mar­ius

			
			Mar­ius had left M. Gillenor­mand in de­spair. He had en­tered the house with very lit­tle hope, and quit­ted it with im­mense de­spair.

			How­ev­er, and those who have ob­served the depths of the hu­man heart will un­der­stand this, the of­fi­cer, the lancer, the nin­ny, Cousin Théo­d­ule, had left no trace in his mind. Not the slight­est. The dra­mat­ic po­et might, ap­par­ent­ly, ex­pect some com­pli­ca­tions from this rev­e­la­tion made point-blank by the grand­fa­ther to the grand­son. But what the dra­ma would gain there­by, truth would lose. Mar­ius was at an age when one be­lieves noth­ing in the line of evil; lat­er on comes the age when one be­lieves ev­ery­thing. Sus­pi­cions are noth­ing else than wrin­kles. Ear­ly youth has none of them. That which over­whelmed Oth­el­lo glides in­nocu­ous over Can­dide. Sus­pect Cosette! There are hosts of crimes which Mar­ius could soon­er have com­mit­ted.

			He be­gan to wan­der about the streets, the re­source of those who suf­fer. He thought of noth­ing, so far as he could af­ter­wards re­mem­ber. At two o’clock in the morn­ing he re­turned to Cour­feyrac’s quar­ters and flung him­self, with­out un­dress­ing, on his mat­tress. The sun was shin­ing bright­ly when he sank in­to that fright­ful lead­en slum­ber which per­mits ideas to go and come in the brain. When he awoke, he saw Cour­feyrac, En­jol­ras, Feuil­ly, and Combe­ferre stand­ing in the room with their hats on and all ready to go out.

			Cour­feyrac said to him:—

			“Are you com­ing to Gen­er­al Lamar­que’s fu­ner­al?”

			It seemed to him that Cour­feyrac was speak­ing Chi­nese.

			He went out some time af­ter them. He put in his pock­et the pis­tols which Javert had giv­en him at the time of the ad­ven­ture on the 3rd of Feb­ru­ary, and which had re­mained in his hands. These pis­tols were still load­ed. It would be dif­fi­cult to say what vague thought he had in his mind when he took them with him.

			All day long he prowled about, with­out know­ing where he was go­ing; it rained at times, he did not per­ceive it; for his din­ner, he pur­chased a pen­ny roll at a bak­er’s, put it in his pock­et and for­got it. It ap­pears that he took a bath in the Seine with­out be­ing aware of it. There are mo­ments when a man has a fur­nace with­in his skull. Mar­ius was pass­ing through one of those mo­ments. He no longer hoped for any­thing; this step he had tak­en since the pre­ced­ing evening. He wait­ed for night with fever­ish im­pa­tience, he had but one idea clear­ly be­fore his mind;—this was, that at nine o’clock he should see Cosette. This last hap­pi­ness now con­sti­tut­ed his whole fu­ture; af­ter that, gloom. At in­ter­vals, as he roamed through the most de­sert­ed boule­vards, it seemed to him that he heard strange nois­es in Paris. He thrust his head out of his rever­ie and said: “Is there fight­ing on hand?”

			At night­fall, at nine o’clock pre­cise­ly, as he had promised Cosette, he was in the Rue Plumet. When he ap­proached the grat­ing he for­got ev­ery­thing. It was forty-eight hours since he had seen Cosette; he was about to be­hold her once more; ev­ery oth­er thought was ef­faced, and he felt on­ly a pro­found and un­heard-of joy. Those min­utes in which one lives cen­turies al­ways have this sov­er­eign and won­der­ful prop­er­ty, that at the mo­ment when they are pass­ing they fill the heart com­plete­ly.

			Mar­ius dis­placed the bar, and rushed head­long in­to the gar­den. Cosette was not at the spot where she or­di­nar­i­ly wait­ed for him. He tra­versed the thick­et, and ap­proached the re­cess near the flight of steps: “She is wait­ing for me there,” said he. Cosette was not there. He raised his eyes, and saw that the shut­ters of the house were closed. He made the tour of the gar­den, the gar­den was de­sert­ed. Then he re­turned to the house, and, ren­dered sense­less by love, in­tox­i­cat­ed, ter­ri­fied, ex­as­per­at­ed with grief and un­easi­ness, like a mas­ter who re­turns home at an evil hour, he tapped on the shut­ters. He knocked and knocked again, at the risk of see­ing the win­dow open, and her fa­ther’s gloomy face make its ap­pear­ance, and de­mand: “What do you want?” This was noth­ing in com­par­i­son with what he dim­ly caught a glimpse of. When he had rapped, he lift­ed up his voice and called Cosette.—“Cosette!” he cried; “Cosette!” he re­peat­ed im­pe­ri­ous­ly. There was no re­ply. All was over. No one in the gar­den; no one in the house.

			Mar­ius fixed his de­spair­ing eyes on that dis­mal house, which was as black and as silent as a tomb and far more emp­ty. He gazed at the stone seat on which he had passed so many adorable hours with Cosette. Then he seat­ed him­self on the flight of steps, his heart filled with sweet­ness and res­o­lu­tion, he blessed his love in the depths of his thought, and he said to him­self that, since Cosette was gone, all that there was left for him was to die.

			All at once he heard a voice which seemed to pro­ceed from the street, and which was call­ing to him through the trees:—

			“Mr. Mar­ius!”

			He start­ed to his feet.

			“Hey?” said he.

			“Mr. Mar­ius, are you there?”

			“Yes.”

			“Mr. Mar­ius,” went on the voice, “your friends are wait­ing for you at the bar­ri­cade of the Rue de la Chan­vrerie.”

			This voice was not whol­ly un­fa­mil­iar to him. It re­sem­bled the hoarse, rough voice of Épo­nine. Mar­ius has­tened to the gate, thrust aside the mov­able bar, passed his head through the aper­ture, and saw some­one who ap­peared to him to be a young man, dis­ap­pear­ing at a run in­to the gloom.

		
	
		
			
				III

				M. Mabeuf

			
			Jean Val­jean’s purse was of no use to M. Mabeuf. M. Mabeuf, in his ven­er­a­ble, in­fan­tile aus­ter­i­ty, had not ac­cept­ed the gift of the stars; he had not ad­mit­ted that a star could coin it­self in­to louis d’or. He had not di­vined that what had fall­en from heav­en had come from Gavroche. He had tak­en the purse to the po­lice com­mis­sion­er of the quar­ter, as a lost ar­ti­cle placed by the find­er at the dis­pos­al of claimants. The purse was ac­tu­al­ly lost. It is un­nec­es­sary to say that no one claimed it, and that it did not suc­cor M. Mabeuf.

			More­over, M. Mabeuf had con­tin­ued his down­ward course.

			His ex­per­i­ments on in­di­go had been no more suc­cess­ful in the Jardin des Plantes than in his gar­den at Auster­litz. The year be­fore he had owed his house­keep­er’s wages; now, as we have seen, he owed three quar­ters of his rent. The pawn­shop had sold the plates of his Flo­ra af­ter the ex­pi­ra­tion of thir­teen months. Some cop­per­smith had made stew­pans of them. His cop­per plates gone, and be­ing un­able to com­plete even the in­com­plete copies of his Flo­ra which were in his pos­ses­sion, he had dis­posed of the text, at a mis­er­able price, as waste pa­per, to a sec­ond­hand book­sell­er. Noth­ing now re­mained to him of his life’s work. He set to work to eat up the mon­ey for these copies. When he saw that this wretch­ed re­source was be­com­ing ex­haust­ed, he gave up his gar­den and al­lowed it to run to waste. Be­fore this, a long time be­fore, he had giv­en up his two eggs and the morsel of beef which he ate from time to time. He dined on bread and pota­toes. He had sold the last of his fur­ni­ture, then all du­pli­cates of his bed­ding, his cloth­ing and his blan­kets, then his herbar­i­ums and prints; but he still re­tained his most pre­cious books, many of which were of the great­est rar­i­ty, among oth­ers, Les Quadrins His­toriques de la Bible, edi­tion of 1560; La Con­cor­dance des Bibles, by Pierre de Besse; Les Mar­guerites de la Mar­guerite, of Jean de La Haye, with a ded­i­ca­tion to the Queen of Navarre; the book Ee la Charge et Dig­nité de l’Am­bas­sadeur, by the Sieur de Vil­liers Hot­man; a Flo­ri­legium Rab­binicum of 1644; a Tibul­lus of 1567, with this mag­nif­i­cent in­scrip­tion: Veneti­is, in aed­ibus Manu­tia­n­is; and last­ly, a Dio­genes Laer­tius, print­ed at Lyons in 1644, which con­tained the fa­mous vari­ant of the man­u­script 411, thir­teenth cen­tu­ry, of the Vat­i­can, and those of the two manuscripts of Venice, 393 and 394, con­sult­ed with such fruit­ful re­sults by Hen­ri Esti­enne, and all the pas­sages in Doric di­alect which are on­ly found in the cel­e­brat­ed man­u­script of the twelfth cen­tu­ry be­long­ing to the Naples Li­brary. M. Mabeuf nev­er had any fire in his cham­ber, and went to bed at sun­down, in or­der not to con­sume any can­dles. It seemed as though he had no longer any neigh­bors: peo­ple avoid­ed him when he went out; he per­ceived the fact. The wretched­ness of a child in­ter­ests a moth­er, the wretched­ness of a young man in­ter­ests a young girl, the wretched­ness of an old man in­ter­ests no one. It is, of all dis­tress­es, the cold­est. Still, Fa­ther Mabeuf had not en­tire­ly lost his child­like seren­i­ty. His eyes ac­quired some vi­vac­i­ty when they rest­ed on his books, and he smiled when he gazed at the Dio­genes Laer­tius, which was a unique copy. His book­case with glass doors was the on­ly piece of fur­ni­ture which he had kept be­yond what was strict­ly in­dis­pens­able.

			One day, Moth­er Plu­tar­que said to him:—

			“I have no mon­ey to buy any din­ner.”

			What she called din­ner was a loaf of bread and four or five pota­toes.

			“On cred­it?” sug­gest­ed M. Mabeuf.

			“You know well that peo­ple refuse me.”

			M. Mabeuf opened his book­case, took a long look at all his books, one af­ter an­oth­er, as a fa­ther obliged to dec­i­mate his chil­dren would gaze up­on them be­fore mak­ing a choice, then seized one hasti­ly, put it in un­der his arm and went out. He re­turned two hours lat­er, with­out any­thing un­der his arm, laid thir­ty sous on the ta­ble, and said:—

			“You will get some­thing for din­ner.”

			From that mo­ment forth, Moth­er Plu­tar­que saw a som­bre veil, which was nev­er more lift­ed, de­scend over the old man’s can­did face.

			On the fol­low­ing day, on the day af­ter, and on the day af­ter that, it had to be done again.

			M. Mabeuf went out with a book and re­turned with a coin. As the sec­ond­hand deal­ers per­ceived that he was forced to sell, they pur­chased of him for twen­ty sous that for which he had paid twen­ty francs, some­times at those very shops. Vol­ume by vol­ume, the whole li­brary went the same road. He said at times: “But I am eighty;” as though he cher­ished some se­cret hope that he should ar­rive at the end of his days be­fore reach­ing the end of his books. His melan­choly in­creased. Once, how­ev­er, he had a plea­sure. He had gone out with a Robert Esti­enne, which he had sold for thir­ty-five sous un­der the Quai Malaquais, and he re­turned with an Al­dus which he had bought for forty sous in the Rue des Grès.—“I owe five sous,” he said, beam­ing on Moth­er Plu­tar­que. That day he had no din­ner.

			He be­longed to the Hor­ti­cul­tur­al So­ci­ety. His des­ti­tu­tion be­came known there. The pres­i­dent of the so­ci­ety came to see him, promised to speak to the Min­is­ter of Agri­cul­ture and Com­merce about him, and did so.—“Why, what!” ex­claimed the Min­is­ter, “I should think so! An old sa­vant! a botanist! an in­of­fen­sive man! Some­thing must be done for him!” On the fol­low­ing day, M. Mabeuf re­ceived an in­vi­ta­tion to dine with the Min­is­ter. Trem­bling with joy, he showed the let­ter to Moth­er Plu­tar­que. “We are saved!” said he. On the day ap­point­ed, he went to the Min­is­ter’s house. He per­ceived that his ragged cra­vat, his long, square coat, and his waxed shoes as­ton­ished the ush­ers. No one spoke to him, not even the Min­is­ter. About ten o’clock in the evening, while he was still wait­ing for a word, he heard the Min­is­ter’s wife, a beau­ti­ful wom­an in a low-necked gown whom he had not ven­tured to ap­proach, in­quire: “Who is that old gen­tle­man?” He re­turned home on foot at mid­night, in a driv­ing rain­storm. He had sold an Elze­vir to pay for a car­riage in which to go thith­er.

			He had ac­quired the habit of read­ing a few pages in his Dio­genes Laer­tius ev­ery night, be­fore he went to bed. He knew enough Greek to en­joy the pe­cu­liar­i­ties of the text which he owned. He had now no oth­er en­joy­ment. Sev­er­al weeks passed. All at once, Moth­er Plu­tar­que fell ill. There is one thing sad­der than hav­ing no mon­ey with which to buy bread at the bak­er’s and that is hav­ing no mon­ey to pur­chase drugs at the apothe­cary’s. One evening, the doc­tor had or­dered a very ex­pen­sive po­tion. And the mal­a­dy was grow­ing worse; a nurse was re­quired. M. Mabeuf opened his book­case; there was noth­ing there. The last vol­ume had tak­en its de­par­ture. All that was left to him was Dio­genes Laer­tius. He put this unique copy un­der his arm, and went out. It was the 4th of June, 1832; he went to the Porte Saint-Jacques, to Roy­al’s suc­ces­sor, and re­turned with one hun­dred francs. He laid the pile of five-franc pieces on the old serv­ing-wom­an’s night­stand, and re­turned to his cham­ber with­out say­ing a word.

			On the fol­low­ing morn­ing, at dawn, he seat­ed him­self on the over­turned post in his gar­den, and he could be seen over the top of the hedge, sit­ting the whole morn­ing mo­tion­less, with droop­ing head, his eyes vague­ly fixed on the with­ered flowerbeds. It rained at in­ter­vals; the old man did not seem to per­ceive the fact.

			In the af­ter­noon, ex­tra­or­di­nary nois­es broke out in Paris. They re­sem­bled shots and the clam­ors of a mul­ti­tude.

			Fa­ther Mabeuf raised his head. He saw a gar­den­er pass­ing, and in­quired:—

			“What is it?”

			The gar­den­er, spade on back, replied in the most un­con­cerned tone:—

			“It is the ri­ots.”

			“What ri­ots?”

			“Yes, they are fight­ing.”

			“Why are they fight­ing?”

			“Ah, good Heav­ens!” ejac­u­lat­ed the gar­den­er.

			“In what di­rec­tion?” went on M. Mabeuf.

			“In the neigh­bor­hood of the Ar­se­nal.”

			Fa­ther Mabeuf went to his room, took his hat, me­chan­i­cal­ly sought for a book to place un­der his arm, found none, said: “Ah! tru­ly!” and went off with a be­wil­dered air.

		
	
		
			
				
					Book
					X
				

				The 5th of June, 1832

			
		
	
		
			
				I

				The Sur­face of the Ques­tion

			
			Of what is re­volt com­posed? Of noth­ing and of ev­ery­thing. Of an elec­tric­i­ty dis­en­gaged, lit­tle by lit­tle, of a flame sud­den­ly dart­ing forth, of a wan­der­ing force, of a pass­ing breath. This breath en­coun­ters heads which speak, brains which dream, souls which suf­fer, pas­sions which burn, wretched­ness which howls, and bears them away.

			Whith­er?

			At ran­dom. Athwart the state, the laws, athwart pros­per­i­ty and the in­so­lence of oth­ers.

			Ir­ri­tat­ed con­vic­tions, em­bit­tered en­thu­si­asms, ag­i­tat­ed in­dig­na­tions, in­stincts of war which have been re­pressed, youth­ful courage which has been ex­alt­ed, gen­er­ous blind­ness; cu­rios­i­ty, the taste for change, the thirst for the un­ex­pect­ed, the sen­ti­ment which caus­es one to take plea­sure in read­ing the posters for the new play, and love, the prompter’s whis­tle, at the the­atre; the vague ha­treds, ran­cors, dis­ap­point­ments, ev­ery van­i­ty which thinks that des­tiny has bankrupt­ed it; dis­com­fort, emp­ty dreams, am­bi­tions that are hedged about, who­ev­er hopes for a down­fall, some out­come, in short, at the very bot­tom, the rab­ble, that mud which catch­es fire—such are the el­e­ments of re­volt. That which is grand­est and that which is basest; the be­ings who prowl out­side of all bounds, await­ing an oc­ca­sion, bo­hemi­ans, va­grants, vagabonds of the cross­roads, those who sleep at night in a desert of hous­es with no oth­er roof than the cold clouds of heav­en, those who, each day, de­mand their bread from chance and not from toil, the un­known of pover­ty and noth­ing­ness, the bare-armed, the bare­foot­ed, be­long to re­volt. Who­ev­er cher­ish­es in his soul a se­cret re­volt against any deed what­ev­er on the part of the state, of life or of fate, is ripe for ri­ot, and, as soon as it makes its ap­pear­ance, he be­gins to quiver, and to feel him­self borne away with the whirl­wind.

			Re­volt is a sort of wa­ter­spout in the so­cial at­mos­phere which forms sud­den­ly in cer­tain con­di­tions of tem­per­a­ture, and which, as it ed­dies about, mounts, de­scends, thun­ders, tears, razes, crush­es, de­mol­ish­es, up­roots, bear­ing with it great na­tures and small, the strong man and the fee­ble mind, the tree trunk and the stalk of straw. Woe to him whom it bears away as well as to him whom it strikes! It breaks the one against the oth­er.

			It com­mu­ni­cates to those whom it seizes an in­de­scrib­able and ex­tra­or­di­nary pow­er. It fills the first­com­er with the force of events; it con­verts ev­ery­thing in­to pro­jec­tiles. It makes a can­non­ball of a rough stone, and a gen­er­al of a porter.

			If we are to be­lieve cer­tain or­a­cles of crafty po­lit­i­cal views, a lit­tle re­volt is de­sir­able from the point of view of pow­er. Sys­tem: re­volt strength­ens those gov­ern­ments which it does not over­throw. It puts the army to the test; it con­se­crates the bour­geoisie, it draws out the mus­cles of the po­lice; it demon­strates the force of the so­cial frame­work. It is an ex­er­cise in gym­nas­tics; it is al­most hy­giene. Pow­er is in bet­ter health af­ter a re­volt, as a man is af­ter a good rub­bing down.

			Re­volt, thir­ty years ago, was re­gard­ed from still oth­er points of view.

			There is for ev­ery­thing a the­o­ry, which pro­claims it­self “good sense;” Philin­tus against Al­ces­tis; me­di­a­tion of­fered be­tween the false and the true; ex­pla­na­tion, ad­mo­ni­tion, rather haughty ex­ten­u­a­tion which, be­cause it is min­gled with blame and ex­cuse, thinks it­self wis­dom, and is of­ten on­ly pedantry. A whole po­lit­i­cal school called “the gold­en mean” has been the out­come of this. As be­tween cold wa­ter and hot wa­ter, it is the luke­warm wa­ter par­ty. This school with its false depth, all on the sur­face, which dis­sects ef­fects with­out go­ing back to first caus­es, chides from its height of a de­mi-sci­ence, the ag­i­ta­tion of the pub­lic square.

			If we lis­ten to this school, “The ri­ots which com­pli­cat­ed the af­fair of 1830 de­prived that great event of a por­tion of its pu­ri­ty. The Rev­o­lu­tion of Ju­ly had been a fine pop­u­lar gale, abrupt­ly fol­lowed by blue sky. They made the cloudy sky reap­pear. They caused that rev­o­lu­tion, at first so re­mark­able for its una­nim­i­ty, to de­gen­er­ate in­to a quar­rel. In the Rev­o­lu­tion of Ju­ly, as in all progress ac­com­plished by fits and starts, there had been se­cret frac­tures; these ri­ots ren­dered them per­cep­ti­ble. It might have been said: ‘Ah! this is bro­ken.’ Af­ter the Rev­o­lu­tion of Ju­ly, one was sen­si­ble on­ly of de­liv­er­ance; af­ter the ri­ots, one was con­scious of a catas­tro­phe.

			“All re­volt clos­es the shops, de­press­es the funds, throws the Ex­change in­to con­ster­na­tion, sus­pends com­merce, clogs busi­ness, pre­cip­i­tates fail­ures; no more mon­ey, pri­vate for­tunes ren­dered un­easy, pub­lic cred­it shak­en, in­dus­try dis­con­cert­ed, cap­i­tal with­draw­ing, work at a dis­count, fear ev­ery­where; counter-shocks in ev­ery town. Hence gulfs. It has been cal­cu­lat­ed that the first day of a ri­ot costs France twen­ty mil­lions, the sec­ond day forty, the third six­ty, a three days’ up­ris­ing costs one hun­dred and twen­ty mil­lions, that is to say, if on­ly the fi­nan­cial re­sult be tak­en in­to con­sid­er­a­tion, it is equiv­a­lent to a dis­as­ter, a ship­wreck or a lost bat­tle, which should an­ni­hi­late a fleet of six­ty ships of the line.

			“No doubt, his­tor­i­cal­ly, up­ris­ings have their beau­ty; the war of the pave­ments is no less grandiose, and no less pa­thet­ic, than the war of thick­ets: in the one there is the soul of forests, in the oth­er the heart of cities; the one has Jean Chouan, the oth­er has a Jeanne. Re­volts have il­lu­mi­nat­ed with a red glare all the most orig­i­nal points of the Parisian char­ac­ter, gen­eros­i­ty, de­vo­tion, stormy gayety, stu­dents prov­ing that brav­ery forms part of in­tel­li­gence, the Na­tion­al Guard in­vin­ci­ble, bivouacs of shop­keep­ers, fortress­es of street urchins, con­tempt of death on the part of passers­by. Schools and le­gions clashed to­geth­er. Af­ter all, be­tween the com­bat­ants, there was on­ly a dif­fer­ence of age; the race is the same; it is the same sto­ical men who died at the age of twen­ty for their ideas, at forty for their fam­i­lies. The army, al­ways a sad thing in civ­il wars, op­posed pru­dence to au­dac­i­ty. Up­ris­ings, while prov­ing pop­u­lar in­tre­pid­i­ty, al­so ed­u­cat­ed the courage of the bour­geois.

			“This is well. But is all this worth the blood­shed? And to the blood­shed add the fu­ture dark­ness, progress com­pro­mised, un­easi­ness among the best men, hon­est lib­er­als in de­spair, for­eign ab­so­lutism hap­py in these wounds dealt to rev­o­lu­tion by its own hand, the van­quished of 1830 tri­umph­ing and say­ing: ‘We told you so!’ Add Paris en­larged, pos­si­bly, but France most as­sured­ly di­min­ished. Add, for all must needs be told, the mas­sacres which have too of­ten dis­hon­ored the vic­to­ry of or­der grown fe­ro­cious over lib­er­ty gone mad. To sum up all, up­ris­ings have been dis­as­trous.”

			Thus speaks that ap­prox­i­ma­tion to wis­dom with which the bour­geoisie, that ap­prox­i­ma­tion to the peo­ple, so will­ing­ly con­tents it­self.

			For our parts, we re­ject this word “up­ris­ings” as too large, and con­se­quent­ly as too con­ve­nient. We make a dis­tinc­tion be­tween one pop­u­lar move­ment and an­oth­er pop­u­lar move­ment. We do not in­quire whether an up­ris­ing costs as much as a bat­tle. Why a bat­tle, in the first place? Here the ques­tion of war comes up. Is war less of a scourge than an up­ris­ing is of a calami­ty? And then, are all up­ris­ings calami­ties? And what if the re­volt of Ju­ly did cost a hun­dred and twen­ty mil­lions? The es­tab­lish­ment of Philip V in Spain cost France two mil­liards. Even at the same price, we should pre­fer the 14th of Ju­ly. How­ev­er, we re­ject these fig­ures, which ap­pear to be rea­sons and which are on­ly words. An up­ris­ing be­ing giv­en, we ex­am­ine it by it­self. In all that is said by the doc­tri­nar­i­an ob­jec­tion above pre­sent­ed, there is no ques­tion of any­thing but ef­fect, we seek the cause.

			We will be ex­plic­it.

		
	
		
			
				II

				The Root of the Mat­ter

			
			There is such a thing as an up­ris­ing, and there is such a thing as in­sur­rec­tion; these are two sep­a­rate phas­es of wrath; one is in the wrong, the oth­er is in the right. In demo­crat­ic states, the on­ly ones which are found­ed on jus­tice, it some­times hap­pens that the frac­tion usurps; then the whole ris­es and the nec­es­sary claim of its rights may pro­ceed as far as re­sort to arms. In all ques­tions which re­sult from col­lec­tive sovereign­ty, the war of the whole against the frac­tion is in­sur­rec­tion; the at­tack of the frac­tion against the whole is re­volt; ac­cord­ing as the Tu­i­leries con­tain a king or the Con­ven­tion, they are just­ly or un­just­ly at­tacked. The same can­non, point­ed against the pop­u­lace, is wrong on the 10th of Au­gust, and right on the 14th of Vendémi­aire. Alike in ap­pear­ance, fun­da­men­tal­ly dif­fer­ent in re­al­i­ty; the Swiss de­fend the false, Bona­parte de­fends the true. That which uni­ver­sal suf­frage has ef­fect­ed in its lib­er­ty and in its sovereign­ty can­not be un­done by the street. It is the same in things per­tain­ing pure­ly to civ­i­liza­tion; the in­stinct of the mass­es, clear-sight­ed to­day, may be trou­bled to­mor­row. The same fury le­git­i­mate when di­rect­ed against Ter­ray and ab­surd when di­rect­ed against Tur­got. The de­struc­tion of ma­chines, the pil­lage of ware­hous­es, the break­ing of rails, the de­mo­li­tion of docks, the false routes of mul­ti­tudes, the re­fusal by the peo­ple of jus­tice to progress, Ra­mus as­sas­si­nat­ed by stu­dents, Rousseau driv­en out of Switzer­land and stoned—that is re­volt. Is­rael against Moses, Athens against Pho­cian, Rome against Ci­cero—that is an up­ris­ing; Paris against the Bastille—that is in­sur­rec­tion. The sol­diers against Alexan­der, the sailors against Christo­pher Colum­bus—this is the same re­volt; im­pi­ous re­volt; why? Be­cause Alexan­der is do­ing for Asia with the sword that which Christo­pher Colum­bus is do­ing for Amer­i­ca with the com­pass; Alexan­der like Colum­bus, is find­ing a world. These gifts of a world to civ­i­liza­tion are such aug­men­ta­tions of light, that all re­sis­tance in that case is cul­pa­ble. Some­times the pop­u­lace coun­ter­feits fi­deli­ty to it­self. The mass­es are traitors to the peo­ple. Is there, for ex­am­ple, any­thing stranger than that long and bloody protest of deal­ers in con­tra­band salt, a le­git­i­mate chron­ic re­volt, which, at the de­ci­sive mo­ment, on the day of sal­va­tion, at the very hour of pop­u­lar vic­to­ry, es­pous­es the throne, turns in­to chouan­ner­ie, and, from hav­ing been an in­sur­rec­tion against, be­comes an up­ris­ing for, som­bre mas­ter­pieces of ig­no­rance! The con­tra­band salt deal­er es­capes the roy­al gib­bets, and with a rope’s end round his neck, mounts the white cock­ade. “Death to the salt du­ties,” brings forth, “Long live the King!” The as­sas­sins of Saint-Barthéle­my, the cut­throats of Sep­tem­ber, the manslaugh­ter­ers of Avi­gnon, the as­sas­sins of Col­igny, the as­sas­sins of Madam Lam­balle, the as­sas­sins of Brune, Miquelets, Verdets, Ca­denettes, the com­pan­ions of Jéhu, the cheva­liers of Bras­sard—be­hold an up­ris­ing. La Vendée is a grand, catholic up­ris­ing. The sound of right in move­ment is rec­og­niz­able, it does not al­ways pro­ceed from the trem­bling of ex­cit­ed mass­es; there are mad rages, there are cracked bells, all toc­sins do not give out the sound of bronze. The brawl of pas­sions and ig­no­rances is quite an­oth­er thing from the shock of progress. Show me in what di­rec­tion you are go­ing. Rise, if you will, but let it be that you may grow great. There is no in­sur­rec­tion ex­cept in a for­ward di­rec­tion. Any oth­er sort of ris­ing is bad; ev­ery vi­o­lent step to­wards the rear is a re­volt; to re­treat is to com­mit a deed of vi­o­lence against the hu­man race. In­sur­rec­tion is a fit of rage on the part of truth; the pave­ments which the up­ris­ing dis­turbs give forth the spark of right. These pave­ments be­queath to the up­ris­ing on­ly their mud. Dan­ton against Louis XIV is in­sur­rec­tion; Hébert against Dan­ton is re­volt.

			Hence it re­sults that if in­sur­rec­tion in giv­en cas­es may be, as Lafayette says, the most holy of du­ties, an up­ris­ing may be the most fa­tal of crimes.

			There is al­so a dif­fer­ence in the in­ten­si­ty of heat; in­sur­rec­tion is of­ten a vol­cano, re­volt is of­ten on­ly a fire of straw.

			Re­volt, as we have said, is some­times found among those in pow­er. Polignac is a ri­ot­er; Camille Desmoulins is one of the gov­ern­ing pow­ers.

			In­sur­rec­tion is some­times res­ur­rec­tion.

			The so­lu­tion of ev­ery­thing by uni­ver­sal suf­frage be­ing an ab­so­lute­ly mod­ern fact, and all his­to­ry an­te­ri­or to this fact be­ing, for the space of four thou­sand years, filled with vi­o­lat­ed right, and the suf­fer­ing of peo­ples, each epoch of his­to­ry brings with it that protest of which it is ca­pa­ble. Un­der the Cae­sars, there was no in­sur­rec­tion, but there was Ju­ve­nal.

			The fac­it in­dig­na­tio re­places the Grac­chi.

			Un­der the Cae­sars, there is the ex­ile to Syene; there is al­so the man of the An­nales. We do not speak of the im­mense ex­ile of Pat­mos who, on his part al­so, over­whelms the re­al world with a protest in the name of the ide­al world, who makes of his vi­sion an enor­mous satire and casts on Rome-Nin­eveh, on Rome-Baby­lon, on Rome-Sodom, the flam­ing re­flec­tion of the Apoc­a­lypse. John on his rock is the sphinx on its pedestal; we may un­der­stand him, he is a Jew, and it is He­brew; but the man who writes the An­nales is of the Latin race, let us rather say he is a Ro­man.

			As the Neros reign in a black way, they should be paint­ed to match. The work of the grav­ing-tool alone would be too pale; there must be poured in­to the chan­nel a con­cen­trat­ed prose which bites.

			Despots count for some­thing in the ques­tion of philoso­phers. A word that is chained is a ter­ri­ble word. The writ­er dou­bles and tre­bles his style when si­lence is im­posed on a na­tion by its mas­ter. From this si­lence there aris­es a cer­tain mys­te­ri­ous plen­i­tude which fil­ters in­to thought and there con­geals in­to bronze. The com­pres­sion of his­to­ry pro­duces con­cise­ness in the his­to­ri­an. The gran­ite so­lid­i­ty of such and such a cel­e­brat­ed prose is noth­ing but the ac­cu­mu­la­tion ef­fect­ed by the tyrant.

			Tyran­ny con­strains the writ­er to con­di­tions of di­am­e­ter which are aug­men­ta­tions of force. The Ci­cero­ni­an pe­ri­od, which hard­ly suf­ficed for Ver­res, would be blunt­ed on Caligu­la. The less spread of sail in the phrase, the more in­ten­si­ty in the blow. Tac­i­tus thinks with all his might.

			The hon­esty of a great heart, con­densed in jus­tice and truth, over­whelms as with light­ning.

			Be it re­marked, in pass­ing, that Tac­i­tus is not his­tor­i­cal­ly su­per­posed up­on Cae­sar. The Tiberii were re­served for him. Cae­sar and Tac­i­tus are two suc­ces­sive phe­nom­e­na, a meet­ing be­tween whom seems to be mys­te­ri­ous­ly avoid­ed, by the One who, when He sets the cen­turies on the stage, reg­u­lates the en­trances and the ex­its. Cae­sar is great, Tac­i­tus is great; God spares these two great­ness­es by not al­low­ing them to clash with one an­oth­er. The guardian of jus­tice, in strik­ing Cae­sar, might strike too hard and be un­just. God does not will it. The great wars of Africa and Spain, the pi­rates of Sici­ly de­stroyed, civ­i­liza­tion in­tro­duced in­to Gaul, in­to Bri­tan­ny, in­to Ger­many—all this glo­ry cov­ers the Ru­bi­con. There is here a sort of del­i­ca­cy of the di­vine jus­tice, hes­i­tat­ing to let loose up­on the il­lus­tri­ous usurp­er the for­mi­da­ble his­to­ri­an, spar­ing Cae­sar Tac­i­tus, and ac­cord­ing ex­ten­u­at­ing cir­cum­stances to ge­nius.

			Cer­tain­ly, despo­tism re­mains despo­tism, even un­der the despot of ge­nius. There is cor­rup­tion un­der all il­lus­tri­ous tyrants, but the moral pest is still more hideous un­der in­fa­mous tyrants. In such reigns, noth­ing veils the shame; and those who make ex­am­ples, Tac­i­tus as well as Ju­ve­nal, slap this ig­nominy which can­not re­ply, in the face, more use­ful­ly in the pres­ence of all hu­man­i­ty.

			Rome smells worse un­der Vitel­lius than un­der Syl­la. Un­der Claudius and un­der Domi­tian, there is a de­for­mi­ty of base­ness cor­re­spond­ing to the re­pul­sive­ness of the tyrant. The vil­lainy of slaves is a di­rect prod­uct of the despot; a mi­as­ma ex­hales from these cow­er­ing con­sciences where­in the mas­ter is re­flect­ed; pub­lic pow­ers are un­clean; hearts are small; con­sciences are dull, souls are like ver­min; thus it is un­der Cara­calla, thus it is un­der Com­modus, thus it is un­der He­li­o­ga­balus, while, from the Ro­man Sen­ate, un­der Cae­sar, there comes noth­ing but the odor of the dung which is pe­cu­liar to the eyries of the ea­gles.

			Hence the ad­vent, ap­par­ent­ly tardy, of the Tac­i­tus­es and the Ju­ve­nals; it is in the hour for ev­i­dence, that the demon­stra­tor makes his ap­pear­ance.

			But Ju­ve­nal and Tac­i­tus, like Isa­iah in Bib­li­cal times, like Dante in the Mid­dle Ages, is man; ri­ot and in­sur­rec­tion are the mul­ti­tude, which is some­times right and some­times wrong.

			In the ma­jor­i­ty of cas­es, ri­ot pro­ceeds from a ma­te­ri­al fact; in­sur­rec­tion is al­ways a moral phe­nom­e­non. Ri­ot is Masaniel­lo; in­sur­rec­tion, Spar­ta­cus. In­sur­rec­tion bor­ders on mind, ri­ot on the stom­ach; Gaster grows ir­ri­tat­ed; but Gaster, as­sured­ly, is not al­ways in the wrong. In ques­tions of famine, ri­ot, Buzançais, for ex­am­ple, holds a true, pa­thet­ic, and just point of de­par­ture. Nev­er­the­less, it re­mains a ri­ot. Why? It is be­cause, right at bot­tom, it was wrong in form. Shy al­though in the right, vi­o­lent al­though strong, it struck at ran­dom; it walked like a blind ele­phant; it left be­hind it the corpses of old men, of wom­en, and of chil­dren; it wished the blood of in­of­fen­sive and in­no­cent per­sons with­out know­ing why. The nour­ish­ment of the peo­ple is a good ob­ject; to mas­sacre them is a bad means.

			All armed protests, even the most le­git­i­mate, even that of the 10th of Au­gust, even that of Ju­ly 14th, be­gin with the same trou­bles. Be­fore the right gets set free, there is foam and tu­mult. In the be­gin­ning, the in­sur­rec­tion is a ri­ot, just as a riv­er is a tor­rent. Or­di­nar­i­ly it ends in that ocean: rev­o­lu­tion. Some­times, how­ev­er, com­ing from those lofty moun­tains which dom­i­nate the moral hori­zon, jus­tice, wis­dom, rea­son, right, formed of the pure snow of the ide­al, af­ter a long fall from rock to rock, af­ter hav­ing re­flect­ed the sky in its trans­paren­cy and in­creased by a hun­dred af­flu­ents in the ma­jes­tic mien of tri­umph, in­sur­rec­tion is sud­den­ly lost in some quag­mire, as the Rhine is in a swamp.

			All this is of the past, the fu­ture is an­oth­er thing. Uni­ver­sal suf­frage has this ad­mirable prop­er­ty, that it dis­solves ri­ot in its in­cep­tion, and, by giv­ing the vote to in­sur­rec­tion, it de­prives it of its arms. The dis­ap­pear­ance of wars, of street wars as well as of wars on the fron­tiers, such is the in­evitable pro­gres­sion. What­ev­er To­day may be, To­mor­row will be peace.

			How­ev­er, in­sur­rec­tion, ri­ot, and points of dif­fer­ence be­tween the for­mer and the lat­ter—the bour­geois, prop­er­ly speak­ing, knows noth­ing of such shades. In his mind, all is sedi­tion, re­bel­lion pure and sim­ple, the re­volt of the dog against his mas­ter, an at­tempt to bite whom must be pun­ished by the chain and the ken­nel, bark­ing, snap­ping, un­til such day as the head of the dog, sud­den­ly en­larged, is out­lined vague­ly in the gloom face to face with the li­on.

			Then the bour­geois shouts: “Long live the peo­ple!”

			This ex­pla­na­tion giv­en, what does the move­ment of June, 1832, sig­ni­fy, so far as his­to­ry is con­cerned? Is it a re­volt? Is it an in­sur­rec­tion?

			It may hap­pen to us, in plac­ing this for­mi­da­ble event on the stage, to say re­volt now and then, but mere­ly to dis­tin­guish su­per­fi­cial facts, and al­ways pre­serv­ing the dis­tinc­tion be­tween re­volt, the form, and in­sur­rec­tion, the foun­da­tion.

			This move­ment of 1832 had, in its rapid out­break and in its melan­choly ex­tinc­tion, so much grandeur, that even those who see in it on­ly an up­ris­ing, nev­er re­fer to it oth­er­wise than with re­spect. For them, it is like a rel­ic of 1830. Ex­cit­ed imag­i­na­tions, say they, are not to be calmed in a day. A rev­o­lu­tion can­not be cut off short. It must needs un­der­go some un­du­la­tions be­fore it re­turns to a state of rest, like a moun­tain sink­ing in­to the plain. There are no Alps with­out their Ju­ra, nor Pyre­nees with­out the As­turias.

			This pa­thet­ic cri­sis of con­tem­po­rary his­to­ry which the mem­o­ry of Parisians calls “the epoch of the ri­ots,” is cer­tain­ly a char­ac­ter­is­tic hour amid the stormy hours of this cen­tu­ry. A last word, be­fore we en­ter on the recital.

			The facts which we are about to re­late be­long to that dra­mat­ic and liv­ing re­al­i­ty, which the his­to­ri­an some­times ne­glects for lack of time and space. There, nev­er­the­less, we in­sist up­on it, is life, pal­pi­ta­tion, hu­man tremor. Pet­ty de­tails, as we think we have al­ready said, are, so to speak, the fo­liage of great events, and are lost in the dis­tance of his­to­ry. The epoch, sur­named “of the ri­ots,” abounds in de­tails of this na­ture. Ju­di­cial in­quiries have not re­vealed, and per­haps have not sound­ed the depths, for an­oth­er rea­son than his­to­ry. We shall there­fore bring to light, among the known and pub­lished pe­cu­liar­i­ties, things which have not hereto­fore been known, about facts over which have passed the for­get­ful­ness of some, and the death of oth­ers. The ma­jor­i­ty of the ac­tors in these gi­gan­tic scenes have dis­ap­peared; be­gin­ning with the very next day they held their peace; but of what we shall re­late, we shall be able to say: “We have seen this.” We al­ter a few names, for his­to­ry re­lates and does not in­form against, but the deed which we shall paint will be gen­uine. In ac­cor­dance with the con­di­tions of the book which we are now writ­ing, we shall show on­ly one side and one episode, and cer­tain­ly, the least known at that, of the two days, the 5th and the 6th of June, 1832, but we shall do it in such wise that the read­er may catch a glimpse, be­neath the gloomy veil which we are about to lift, of the re­al form of this fright­ful pub­lic ad­ven­ture.

		
	
		
			
				III

				A Buri­al; An Oc­ca­sion to Be Born Again

			
			In the spring of 1832, al­though the cholera had been chill­ing all minds for the last three months and had cast over their ag­i­ta­tion an in­de­scrib­able and gloomy paci­fi­ca­tion, Paris had al­ready long been ripe for com­mo­tion. As we have said, the great city re­sem­bles a piece of ar­tillery; when it is load­ed, it suf­fices for a spark to fall, and the shot is dis­charged. In June, 1832, the spark was the death of Gen­er­al Lamar­que.

			Lamar­que was a man of renown and of ac­tion. He had had in suc­ces­sion, un­der the Em­pire and un­der the Restora­tion, the sorts of brav­ery req­ui­site for the two epochs, the brav­ery of the bat­tle­field and the brav­ery of the tri­bune. He was as elo­quent as he had been valiant; a sword was dis­cernible in his speech. Like Foy, his pre­de­ces­sor, af­ter up­hold­ing the com­mand, he up­held lib­er­ty; he sat be­tween the left and the ex­treme left, beloved of the peo­ple be­cause he ac­cept­ed the chances of the fu­ture, beloved of the pop­u­lace be­cause he had served the Em­per­or well; he was, in com­pa­ny with Comtes Gérard and Drou­et, one of Napoleon’s mar­shals in pet­to. The treaties of 1815 re­moved him as a per­son­al of­fence. He hat­ed Welling­ton with a down­right ha­tred which pleased the mul­ti­tude; and, for sev­en­teen years, he ma­jes­ti­cal­ly pre­served the sad­ness of Wa­ter­loo, pay­ing hard­ly any at­ten­tion to in­ter­ven­ing events. In his death agony, at his last hour, he clasped to his breast a sword which had been pre­sent­ed to him by the of­fi­cers of the Hun­dred Days. Napoleon had died ut­ter­ing the word “army,” Lamar­que ut­ter­ing the word “coun­try.”

			His death, which was ex­pect­ed, was dread­ed by the peo­ple as a loss, and by the gov­ern­ment as an oc­ca­sion. This death was an af­flic­tion. Like ev­ery­thing that is bit­ter, af­flic­tion may turn to re­volt. This is what took place.

			On the pre­ced­ing evening, and on the morn­ing of the 5th of June, the day ap­point­ed for Lamar­que’s buri­al, the Faubourg Saint-An­toine, which the pro­ces­sion was to touch at, as­sumed a for­mi­da­ble as­pect. This tu­mul­tuous net­work of streets was filled with ru­mors. They armed them­selves as best they might. Join­ers car­ried off door-weights of their es­tab­lish­ment “to break down doors.” One of them had made him­self a dag­ger of a stock­ing-weaver’s hook by break­ing off the hook and sharp­en­ing the stump. An­oth­er, who was in a fever “to at­tack,” slept whol­ly dressed for three days. A car­pen­ter named Lom­bier met a com­rade, who asked him: “Whith­er are you go­ing?” “Eh! well, I have no weapons.” “What then?” “I’m go­ing to my tim­ber-yard to get my com­pass­es.” “What for?” “I don’t know,” said Lom­bier. A cer­tain Jacque­line, an ex­pe­di­tious man, ac­cost­ed some pass­ing ar­ti­sans: “Come here, you!” He treat­ed them to ten sous’ worth of wine and said: “Have you work?” “No.” “Go to Fil­spierre, be­tween the Bar­rière Charonne and the Bar­rière Mon­treuil, and you will find work.” At Fil­spierre’s they found car­tridges and arms. Cer­tain well-known lead­ers were go­ing the rounds, that is to say, run­ning from one house to an­oth­er, to col­lect their men. At Barthéle­my’s, near the Bar­rière du Trône, at Capel’s, near the Pe­tit-Cha­peau, the drinkers ac­cost­ed each oth­er with a grave air. They were heard to say: “Have you your pis­tol?” “Un­der my blouse.” “And you?” “Un­der my shirt.” In the Rue Traver­sière, in front of the Bland work­shop, and in the yard of the Mai­son-Brulée, in front of tool­mak­er Bernier’s, groups whis­pered to­geth­er. Among them was ob­served a cer­tain Mavot, who nev­er re­mained more than a week in one shop, as the mas­ters al­ways dis­charged him “be­cause they were obliged to dis­pute with him ev­ery day.” Mavot was killed on the fol­low­ing day at the bar­ri­cade of the Rue Ménil­montant. Pre­tot, who was des­tined to per­ish al­so in the strug­gle, sec­ond­ed Mavot, and to the ques­tion: “What is your ob­ject?” he replied: “In­sur­rec­tion.” Work­men as­sem­bled at the cor­ner of the Rue de Bercy, wait­ed for a cer­tain Lemarin, the rev­o­lu­tion­ary agent for the Faubourg Saint-Marceau. Watch­words were ex­changed al­most pub­licly.

			On the 5th of June, ac­cord­ing­ly, a day of min­gled rain and sun, Gen­er­al Lamar­que’s fu­ner­al pro­ces­sion tra­versed Paris with of­fi­cial mil­i­tary pomp, some­what aug­ment­ed through pre­cau­tion. Two bat­tal­ions, with draped drums and re­versed arms, ten thou­sand Na­tion­al Guards, with their swords at their sides, es­cort­ed the cof­fin. The hearse was drawn by young men. The of­fi­cers of the In­valides came im­me­di­ate­ly be­hind it, bear­ing lau­rel branch­es. Then came an in­nu­mer­able, strange, ag­i­tat­ed mul­ti­tude, the sec­tionar­ies of the Friends of the Peo­ple, the Law School, the Med­i­cal School, refugees of all na­tion­al­i­ties, and Span­ish, Ital­ian, Ger­man, and Pol­ish flags, tri­col­ored hor­i­zon­tal ban­ners, ev­ery pos­si­ble sort of ban­ner, chil­dren wav­ing green boughs, stone­cut­ters and car­pen­ters who were on strike at the mo­ment, print­ers who were rec­og­niz­able by their pa­per caps, march­ing two by two, three by three, ut­ter­ing cries, near­ly all of them bran­dish­ing sticks, some bran­dish­ing sabres, with­out or­der and yet with a sin­gle soul, now a tu­mul­tuous rout, again a col­umn. Squads chose them­selves lead­ers; a man armed with a pair of pis­tols in full view, seemed to pass the host in re­view, and the files sep­a­rat­ed be­fore him. On the side al­leys of the boule­vards, in the branch­es of the trees, on bal­conies, in win­dows, on the roofs, swarmed the heads of men, wom­en, and chil­dren; all eyes were filled with anx­i­ety. An armed throng was pass­ing, and a ter­ri­fied throng looked on.

			The Gov­ern­ment, on its side, was tak­ing ob­ser­va­tions. It ob­served with its hand on its sword. Four squadrons of cara­bi­neers could be seen in the Place Louis XV in their sad­dles, with their trum­pets at their head, car­tridge-box­es filled and mus­kets load­ed, all in readi­ness to march; in the Latin coun­try and at the Jardin des Plantes, the Mu­nic­i­pal Guard ech­e­lonned from street to street; at the Halle-aux-Vins, a squadron of dra­goons; at the Grève half of the 12th Light In­fantry, the oth­er half be­ing at the Bastille; the 6th Dra­goons at the Célestins; and the court­yard of the Lou­vre full of ar­tillery. The re­main­der of the troops were con­fined to their bar­racks, with­out reck­on­ing the reg­i­ments of the en­vi­rons of Paris. Pow­er be­ing un­easy, held sus­pend­ed over the men­ac­ing mul­ti­tude twen­ty-four thou­sand sol­diers in the city and thir­ty thou­sand in the ban­lieue.

			Divers re­ports were in cir­cu­la­tion in the cortège. Le­git­imist tricks were hint­ed at; they spoke of the Duc de Re­ich­stadt, whom God had marked out for death at that very mo­ment when the pop­u­lace were des­ig­nat­ing him for the Em­pire. One per­son­age, whose name has re­mained un­known, an­nounced that at a giv­en hour two over­seers who had been won over, would throw open the doors of a fac­to­ry of arms to the peo­ple. That which pre­dom­i­nat­ed on the un­cov­ered brows of the ma­jor­i­ty of those present was en­thu­si­asm min­gled with de­jec­tion. Here and there, al­so, in that mul­ti­tude giv­en over to such vi­o­lent but no­ble emo­tions, there were vis­i­ble gen­uine vis­ages of crim­i­nals and ig­no­ble mouths which said: “Let us plun­der!” There are cer­tain ag­i­ta­tions which stir up the bot­toms of marsh­es and make clouds of mud rise through the wa­ter. A phe­nom­e­non to which “well drilled” po­lice­men are no strangers.

			The pro­ces­sion pro­ceed­ed, with fever­ish slow­ness, from the house of the de­ceased, by way of the boule­vards as far as the Bastille. It rained from time to time; the rain mat­tered noth­ing to that throng. Many in­ci­dents, the cof­fin borne round the Ven­dome col­umn, stones thrown at the Duc de Fitz-James, who was seen on a bal­cony with his hat on his head, the Gal­lic cock torn from a pop­u­lar flag and dragged in the mire, a po­lice­man wound­ed with a blow from a sword at the Porte Saint-Mar­tin, an of­fi­cer of the 12th Light In­fantry say­ing aloud: “I am a Re­pub­li­can,” the Poly­tech­nic School com­ing up un­ex­pect­ed­ly against or­ders to re­main at home, the shouts of: “Long live the Poly­tech­nique! Long live the Re­pub­lic!” marked the pas­sage of the fu­ner­al train. At the Bastille, long files of cu­ri­ous and for­mi­da­ble peo­ple who de­scend­ed from the Faubourg Saint-An­toine, ef­fect­ed a junc­tion with the pro­ces­sion, and a cer­tain ter­ri­ble seething be­gan to ag­i­tate the throng.

			One man was heard to say to an­oth­er: “Do you see that fel­low with a red beard, he’s the one who will give the word when we are to fire.” It ap­pears that this red beard was present, at an­oth­er ri­ot, the Quénis­set af­fair, en­trust­ed with this same func­tion.

			The hearse passed the Bastille, tra­versed the small bridge, and reached the es­planade of the bridge of Auster­litz. There it halt­ed. The crowd, sur­veyed at that mo­ment with a bird’s-eye view, would have pre­sent­ed the as­pect of a comet whose head was on the es­planade and whose tail spread out over the Quai Bour­don, cov­ered the Bastille, and was pro­longed on the boule­vard as far as the Porte Saint-Mar­tin. A cir­cle was traced around the hearse. The vast rout held their peace. Lafayette spoke and bade Lamar­que farewell. This was a touch­ing and au­gust in­stant, all heads un­cov­ered, all hearts beat high.

			All at once, a man on horse­back, clad in black, made his ap­pear­ance in the mid­dle of the group with a red flag, oth­ers say, with a pike sur­mount­ed with a red lib­er­ty-cap. Lafayette turned aside his head. Ex­el­mans quit­ted the pro­ces­sion.

			This red flag raised a storm, and dis­ap­peared in the midst of it. From the Boule­vard Bour­don to the bridge of Auster­litz one of those clam­ors which re­sem­ble bil­lows stirred the mul­ti­tude. Two prodi­gious shouts went up: “Lamar­que to the Pan­theon!—Lafayette to the Town-hall!” Some young men, amid the decla­ma­tions of the throng, har­nessed them­selves and be­gan to drag Lamar­que in the hearse across the bridge of Auster­litz and Lafayette in a hack­ney-coach along the Quai Mor­land.

			In the crowd which sur­round­ed and cheered Lafayette, it was no­ticed that a Ger­man showed him­self named Lud­wig Sny­der, who died a cen­te­nar­i­an af­ter­wards, who had al­so been in the war of 1776, and who had fought at Tren­ton un­der Wash­ing­ton, and at Brandy­wine un­der Lafayette.

			In the mean­time, the mu­nic­i­pal cav­al­ry on the left bank had been set in mo­tion, and came to bar the bridge, on the right bank the dra­goons emerged from the Célestins and de­ployed along the Quai Mor­land. The men who were drag­ging Lafayette sud­den­ly caught sight of them at the cor­ner of the quay and shout­ed: “The dra­goons!” The dra­goons ad­vanced at a walk, in si­lence, with their pis­tols in their hol­sters, their swords in their scab­bards, their guns slung in their leather sock­ets, with an air of gloomy ex­pec­ta­tion.

			They halt­ed two hun­dred paces from the lit­tle bridge. The car­riage in which sat Lafayette ad­vanced to them, their ranks opened and al­lowed it to pass, and then closed be­hind it. At that mo­ment the dra­goons and the crowd touched. The wom­en fled in ter­ror. What took place dur­ing that fa­tal minute? No one can say. It is the dark mo­ment when two clouds come to­geth­er. Some de­clare that a blast of trum­pets sound­ing the charge was heard in the di­rec­tion of the Ar­se­nal, oth­ers that a blow from a dag­ger was giv­en by a child to a dra­goon. The fact is, that three shots were sud­den­ly dis­charged: the first killed Cho­let, chief of the squadron, the sec­ond killed an old deaf wom­an who was in the act of clos­ing her win­dow, the third singed the shoul­der of an of­fi­cer; a wom­an screamed: “They are be­gin­ning too soon!” and all at once, a squadron of dra­goons which had re­mained in the bar­racks up to this time, was seen to de­bouch at a gal­lop with bared swords, through the Rue Bas­som­pierre and the Boule­vard Bour­don, sweep­ing all be­fore them.

			Then all is said, the tem­pest is loosed, stones rain down, a fusil­lade breaks forth, many pre­cip­i­tate them­selves to the bot­tom of the bank, and pass the small arm of the Seine, now filled in, the tim­ber-yards of the Isle Lou­viers, that vast citadel ready to hand, bris­tle with com­bat­ants, stakes are torn up, pis­tol-shots fired, a bar­ri­cade be­gun, the young men who are thrust back pass the Auster­litz bridge with the hearse at a run, and the mu­nic­i­pal guard, the cara­bi­neers rush up, the dra­goons ply their swords, the crowd dis­pers­es in all di­rec­tions, a ru­mor of war flies to all four quar­ters of Paris, men shout: “To arms!” they run, tum­ble down, flee, re­sist. Wrath spreads abroad the ri­ot as wind spreads a fire.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				The Ebul­li­tions of For­mer Days

			
			Noth­ing is more ex­tra­or­di­nary than the first break­ing out of a ri­ot. Ev­ery­thing bursts forth ev­ery­where at once. Was it fore­seen? Yes. Was it pre­pared? No. Whence comes it? From the pave­ments. Whence falls it? From the clouds. Here in­sur­rec­tion as­sumes the char­ac­ter of a plot; there of an im­pro­vi­sa­tion. The first com­er seizes a cur­rent of the throng and leads it whith­er he wills. A be­gin­ning full of ter­ror, in which is min­gled a sort of for­mi­da­ble gayety. First come clam­ors, the shops are closed, the dis­plays of the mer­chants dis­ap­pear; then come iso­lat­ed shots; peo­ple flee; blows from gun­stocks beat against portes-cochères, ser­vants can be heard laugh­ing in the court­yards of hous­es and say­ing: “There’s go­ing to be a row!”

			A quar­ter of an hour had not elapsed when this is what was tak­ing place at twen­ty dif­fer­ent spots in Paris at once.

			In the Rue Sainte-Croix-de-la-Bre­ton­ner­ie, twen­ty young men, beard­ed and with long hair, en­tered a dram-shop and emerged a mo­ment lat­er, car­ry­ing a hor­i­zon­tal tri­col­ored flag cov­ered with crape, and hav­ing at their head three men armed, one with a sword, one with a gun, and the third with a pike.

			In the Rue des Non­aindières, a very well-dressed bour­geois, who had a prom­i­nent bel­ly, a sonorous voice, a bald head, a lofty brow, a black beard, and one of these stiff mous­tach­es which will not lie flat, of­fered car­tridges pub­licly to passers­by.

			In the Rue Saint-Pierre-Mont­martre, men with bare arms car­ried about a black flag, on which could be read in white let­ters this in­scrip­tion: Re­pub­lic or Death! In the Rue des Jeûneurs, Rue du Cad­ran, Rue Mon­torgueil, Rue Man­dar, groups ap­peared wav­ing flags on which could be dis­tin­guished in gold let­ters, the word “sec­tion” with a num­ber. One of these flags was red and blue with an al­most im­per­cep­ti­ble stripe of white be­tween.

			They pil­laged a fac­to­ry of small-arms on the Boule­vard Saint-Mar­tin, and three ar­mor­ers’ shops, the first in the Rue Beaubourg, the sec­ond in the Rue Michel-le-Comte, the oth­er in the Rue du Tem­ple. In a few min­utes, the thou­sand hands of the crowd had seized and car­ried off two hun­dred and thir­ty guns, near­ly all dou­ble-bar­relled, six­ty-four swords, and eighty-three pis­tols. In or­der to pro­vide more arms, one man took the gun, the oth­er the bay­o­net.

			Op­po­site the Quai de la Grève, young men armed with mus­kets in­stalled them­selves in the hous­es of some wom­en for the pur­pose of fir­ing. One of them had a flint­lock. They rang, en­tered, and set about mak­ing car­tridges. One of these wom­en re­lates: “I did not know what car­tridges were; it was my hus­band who told me.”

			One clus­ter broke in­to a cu­rios­i­ty shop in the Rue des Vieilles-Hau­dri­ettes, and seized yataghans and Turk­ish arms.

			The body of a ma­son who had been killed by a gun­shot lay in the Rue de la Per­le.

			And then on the right bank, the left bank, on the quays, on the boule­vards, in the Latin coun­try, in the quar­ter of the Halles, pant­ing men, ar­ti­sans, stu­dents, mem­bers of sec­tions read procla­ma­tions and shout­ed: “To arms!” broke street lanterns, un­har­nessed car­riages, un­paved the streets, broke in the doors of hous­es, up­root­ed trees, rum­maged cel­lars, rolled out hogsheads, heaped up paving-stones, rough slabs, fur­ni­ture and planks, and made bar­ri­cades.

			They forced the bour­geois to as­sist them in this. They en­tered the dwellings of wom­en, they forced them to hand over the swords and guns of their ab­sent hus­bands, and they wrote on the door, with whit­ing: “The arms have been de­liv­ered;” some signed “their names” to re­ceipts for the guns and swords and said: “Send for them to­mor­row at the May­or’s of­fice.” They dis­armed iso­lat­ed sen­tinels and Na­tion­al Guards­men in the streets on their way to the Town­hall. They tore the epaulets from of­fi­cers. In the Rue du Cim­i­tière-Saint-Nicholas, an of­fi­cer of the Na­tion­al Guard, on be­ing pur­sued by a crowd armed with clubs and foils, took refuge with dif­fi­cul­ty in a house, whence he was on­ly able to emerge at night­fall and in dis­guise.

			In the Quarti­er Saint-Jacques, the stu­dents swarmed out of their ho­tels and as­cend­ed the Rue Saint-Hy­acinthe to the Café du Pro­grèss, or de­scend­ed to the Café des Sept-Bil­lards, in the Rue des Math­urins. There, in front of the door, young men mount­ed on the stone cor­ner-posts, dis­trib­uted arms. They plun­dered the tim­ber-yard in the Rue Transnon­ain in or­der to ob­tain ma­te­ri­al for bar­ri­cades. On a sin­gle point the in­hab­i­tants re­sist­ed, at the cor­ner of the Rue Sainte-Avoye and the Rue Si­mon-Le-Franc, where they de­stroyed the bar­ri­cade with their own hands. At a sin­gle point the in­sur­gents yield­ed; they aban­doned a bar­ri­cade be­gun in the Rue de Tem­ple af­ter hav­ing fired on a de­tach­ment of the Na­tion­al Guard, and fled through the Rue de la Corderie. The de­tach­ment picked up in the bar­ri­cade a red flag, a pack­age of car­tridges, and three hun­dred pis­tol-balls. The Na­tion­al Guards­men tore up the flag, and car­ried off its tat­tered re­mains on the points of their bay­o­nets.

			All that we are here re­lat­ing slow­ly and suc­ces­sive­ly took place si­mul­ta­ne­ous­ly at all points of the city in the midst of a vast tu­mult, like a mass of tongues of light­ning in one clap of thun­der. In less than an hour, twen­ty-sev­en bar­ri­cades sprang out of the earth in the quar­ter of the Halles alone. In the cen­tre was that fa­mous house No. 50, which was the fortress of Jeanne and her six hun­dred com­pan­ions, and which, flanked on the one hand by a bar­ri­cade at Saint-Mer­ry, and on the oth­er by a bar­ri­cade of the Rue Maubuée, com­mand­ed three streets, the Rue des Ar­cis, the Rue Saint-Mar­tin, and the Rue Aubry-le-Bouch­er, which it faced. The bar­ri­cades at right an­gles fell back, the one of the Rue Mon­torgueil on the Grande-Truan­derie, the oth­er of the Rue Ge­of­froy-Langevin on the Rue Sainte-Avoye. With­out reck­on­ing in­nu­mer­able bar­ri­cades in twen­ty oth­er quar­ters of Paris, in the Marais, at Mont-Sainte-Geneviève; one in the Rue Ménil­montant, where was vis­i­ble a porte-cochère torn from its hinges; an­oth­er near the lit­tle bridge of the Ho­tel-Dieu made with an “écos­sais,” which had been un­har­nessed and over­thrown, three hun­dred paces from the Pre­fec­ture of Po­lice.

			At the bar­ri­cade of the Rue des Ménétri­ers, a well-dressed man dis­trib­uted mon­ey to the work­men. At the bar­ri­cade of the Rue Grené­tat, a horse­man made his ap­pear­ance and hand­ed to the one who seemed to be the com­man­der of the bar­ri­cade what had the ap­pear­ance of a roll of sil­ver. “Here,” said he, “this is to pay ex­pens­es, wine, et cetera.” A light-haired young man, with­out a cra­vat, went from bar­ri­cade to bar­ri­cade, car­ry­ing pass­words. An­oth­er, with a naked sword, a blue po­lice cap on his head, placed sen­tinels. In the in­te­ri­or, be­yond the bar­ri­cades, the wine-shops and porters’ lodges were con­vert­ed in­to guard­hous­es. Oth­er­wise the ri­ot was con­duct­ed af­ter the most sci­en­tif­ic mil­i­tary tac­tics. The nar­row, un­even, sin­u­ous streets, full of an­gles and turns, were ad­mirably cho­sen; the neigh­bor­hood of the Halles, in par­tic­u­lar, a net­work of streets more in­tri­cate than a for­est. The So­ci­ety of the Friends of the Peo­ple had, it was said, un­der­tak­en to di­rect the in­sur­rec­tion in the Quarti­er Sainte-Avoye. A man killed in the Rue du Pon­ceau who was searched had on his per­son a plan of Paris.

			That which had re­al­ly un­der­tak­en the di­rec­tion of the up­ris­ing was a sort of strange im­petu­os­i­ty which was in the air. The in­sur­rec­tion had abrupt­ly built bar­ri­cades with one hand, and with the oth­er seized near­ly all the posts of the gar­ri­son. In less than three hours, like a train of pow­der catch­ing fire, the in­sur­gents had in­vad­ed and oc­cu­pied, on the right bank, the Ar­se­nal, the May­oral­ty of the Place Royale, the whole of the Marais, the Popin­court arms man­u­fac­to­ry, la Galiote, the Château-d’Eau, and all the streets near the Halles; on the left bank, the bar­racks of the Vet­er­ans, Sainte-Pélagie, the Place Maubert, the pow­der mag­a­zine of the Deux-Moulins, and all the bar­ri­ers. At five o’clock in the evening, they were mas­ters of the Bastille, of the Lin­gerie, of the Blancs-Man­teaux; their scouts had reached the Place des Vic­toires, and men­aced the Bank, the Pe­tits-Pères bar­racks, and the Post-Of­fice. A third of Paris was in the hands of the ri­ot­ers.

			The con­flict had been be­gun on a gi­gan­tic scale at all points; and, as a re­sult of the dis­arm­ing domi­cil­iary vis­its, and ar­mor­ers’ shops hasti­ly in­vad­ed, was, that the com­bat which had be­gun with the throw­ing of stones was con­tin­ued with gun­shots.

			About six o’clock in the evening, the Pas­sage du Saumon be­came the field of bat­tle. The up­ris­ing was at one end, the troops were at the oth­er. They fired from one gate to the oth­er. An ob­serv­er, a dream­er, the au­thor of this book, who had gone to get a near view of this vol­cano, found him­self in the pas­sage be­tween the two fires. All that he had to pro­tect him from the bul­lets was the swell of the two half-col­umns which sep­a­rate the shops; he re­mained in this del­i­cate sit­u­a­tion for near­ly half an hour.

			Mean­while the call to arms was beat­en, the Na­tion­al Guard armed in haste, the le­gions emerged from the May­oral­i­ties, the reg­i­ments from their bar­racks. Op­po­site the pas­sage de l’An­cre a drum­mer re­ceived a blow from a dag­ger. An­oth­er, in the Rue du Cygne, was as­sailed by thir­ty young men who broke his in­stru­ment, and took away his sword. An­oth­er was killed in the Rue Gre­nier-Saint-Lazare. In the Rue Michel-le-Comte, three of­fi­cers fell dead one af­ter the oth­er. Many of the Mu­nic­i­pal Guards, on be­ing wound­ed, in the Rue des Lom­bards, re­treat­ed.

			In front of the Cour-Batave, a de­tach­ment of Na­tion­al Guards found a red flag bear­ing the fol­low­ing in­scrip­tion: Re­pub­li­can rev­o­lu­tion, No. 127. Was this a rev­o­lu­tion, in fact?

			The in­sur­rec­tion had made of the cen­tre of Paris a sort of in­ex­tri­ca­ble, tor­tu­ous, colos­sal citadel.

			There was the hearth; there, ev­i­dent­ly, was the ques­tion. All the rest was noth­ing but skir­mish­es. The proof that all would be de­cid­ed there lay in the fact that there was no fight­ing go­ing on there as yet.

			In some reg­i­ments, the sol­diers were un­cer­tain, which added to the fear­ful un­cer­tain­ty of the cri­sis. They re­called the pop­u­lar ova­tion which had greet­ed the neu­tral­i­ty of the 53rd of the Line in Ju­ly, 1830. Two in­trepid men, tried in great wars, the Mar­shal Lobau and Gen­er­al Bugeaud, were in com­mand, Bugeaud un­der Lobau. Enor­mous pa­trols, com­posed of bat­tal­ions of the Line, en­closed in en­tire com­pa­nies of the Na­tion­al Guard, and pre­ced­ed by a com­mis­sary of po­lice wear­ing his scarf of of­fice, went to re­con­noitre the streets in re­bel­lion. The in­sur­gents, on their side, placed videttes at the cor­ners of all open spa­ces, and au­da­cious­ly sent their pa­trols out­side the bar­ri­cades. Each side was watch­ing the oth­er. The Gov­ern­ment, with an army in its hand, hes­i­tat­ed; the night was al­most up­on them, and the Saint-Mer­ry toc­sin be­gan to make it­self heard. The Min­is­ter of War at that time, Mar­shal Soult, who had seen Auster­litz, re­gard­ed this with a gloomy air.

			These old sailors, ac­cus­tomed to cor­rect ma­noeu­vres and hav­ing as re­source and guide on­ly tac­tics, that com­pass of bat­tles, are ut­ter­ly dis­con­cert­ed in the pres­ence of that im­mense foam which is called pub­lic wrath.

			The Na­tion­al Guards of the sub­urbs rushed up in haste and dis­or­der. A bat­tal­ion of the 12th Light came at a run from Saint-De­nis, the 14th of the Line ar­rived from Courbevoie, the bat­ter­ies of the Mil­i­tary School had tak­en up their po­si­tion on the Car­rousel; can­nons were de­scend­ing from Vin­cennes.

			Soli­tude was formed around the Tu­i­leries. Louis Philippe was per­fect­ly serene.

		
	
		
			
				V

				Orig­i­nal­i­ty of Paris

			
			Dur­ing the last two years, as we have said, Paris had wit­nessed more than one in­sur­rec­tion. Noth­ing is, gen­er­al­ly, more sin­gu­lar­ly calm than the phys­iog­no­my of Paris dur­ing an up­ris­ing be­yond the bounds of the re­bel­lious quar­ters. Paris very speed­i­ly ac­cus­toms her­self to any­thing—it is on­ly a ri­ot—and Paris has so many af­fairs on hand, that she does not put her­self out for so small a mat­ter. These colos­sal cities alone can of­fer such spec­ta­cles. These im­mense en­clo­sures alone can con­tain at the same time civ­il war and an odd and in­de­scrib­able tran­quil­li­ty. Or­di­nar­i­ly, when an in­sur­rec­tion com­mences, when the shop­keep­er hears the drum, the call to arms, the gen­er­al alarm, he con­tents him­self with the re­mark:—

			“There ap­pears to be a squab­ble in the Rue Saint-Mar­tin.”

			Or:—

			“In the Faubourg Saint-An­toine.”

			Of­ten he adds care­less­ly:—

			“Or some­where in that di­rec­tion.”

			Lat­er on, when the heartrend­ing and mourn­ful hub­bub of mus­ketry and fir­ing by pla­toons be­comes au­di­ble, the shop­keep­er says:—

			“It’s get­ting hot! Hul­lo, it’s get­ting hot!”

			A mo­ment lat­er, the ri­ot ap­proach­es and gains in force, he shuts up his shop pre­cip­i­tate­ly, hasti­ly dons his uni­form, that is to say, he places his mer­chan­dise in safe­ty and risks his own per­son.

			Men fire in a square, in a pas­sage, in a blind al­ley; they take and re­take the bar­ri­cade; blood flows, the grapeshot rid­dles the fronts of the hous­es, the balls kill peo­ple in their beds, corpses en­cum­ber the streets. A few streets away, the shock of bil­liard-balls can be heard in the cafés.

			The the­atres open their doors and present vaudevilles; the cu­ri­ous laugh and chat a cou­ple of paces dis­tant from these streets filled with war. Hack­ney-car­riages go their way; passers­by are go­ing to a din­ner some­where in town. Some­times in the very quar­ter where the fight­ing is go­ing on.

			In 1831, a fusil­lade was stopped to al­low a wed­ding par­ty to pass.

			At the time of the in­sur­rec­tion of 1839, in the Rue Saint-Mar­tin a lit­tle, in­firm old man, push­ing a hand­cart sur­mount­ed by a tri­col­ored rag, in which he had carafes filled with some sort of liq­uid, went and came from bar­ri­cade to troops and from troops to the bar­ri­cade, of­fer­ing his glass­es of co­coa im­par­tial­ly—now to the Gov­ern­ment, now to an­ar­chy.

			Noth­ing can be stranger; and this is the pe­cu­liar char­ac­ter of up­ris­ings in Paris, which can­not be found in any oth­er cap­i­tal. To this end, two things are req­ui­site, the size of Paris and its gayety. The city of Voltaire and Napoleon is nec­es­sary.

			On this oc­ca­sion, how­ev­er, in the re­sort to arms of June 25th, 1832, the great city felt some­thing which was, per­haps, stronger than it­self. It was afraid.

			Closed doors, win­dows, and shut­ters were to be seen ev­ery­where, in the most dis­tant and most “dis­in­ter­est­ed” quar­ters. The coura­geous took to arms, the poltroons hid. The busy and heed­less passer­by dis­ap­peared. Many streets were emp­ty at four o’clock in the morn­ing.

			Alarm­ing de­tails were hawked about, fa­tal news was dis­sem­i­nat­ed—that they were mas­ters of the Bank;—that there were six hun­dred of them in the Clois­ter of Saint-Mer­ry alone, en­trenched and em­bat­tled in the church; that the line was not to be de­pend­ed on; that Ar­mand Car­rel had been to see Mar­shal Clausel and that the Mar­shal had said: “Get a reg­i­ment first;” that Lafayette was ill, but that he had said to them, nev­er­the­less: “I am with you. I will fol­low you wher­ev­er there is room for a chair;” that one must be on one’s guard; that at night there would be peo­ple pil­lag­ing iso­lat­ed dwellings in the de­sert­ed cor­ners of Paris (there the imag­i­na­tion of the po­lice, that Anne Rad­cliffe mixed up with the Gov­ern­ment was rec­og­niz­able); that a bat­tery had been es­tab­lished in the Rue Aubry le Bouch­er; that Lobau and Bugeaud were putting their heads to­geth­er, and that, at mid­night, or at day­break at lat­est, four col­umns would march si­mul­ta­ne­ous­ly on the cen­tre of the up­ris­ing, the first com­ing from the Bastille, the sec­ond from the Porte Saint-Mar­tin, the third from the Grève, the fourth from the Halles; that per­haps, al­so, the troops would evac­u­ate Paris and with­draw to the Champ-de-Mars; that no one knew what would hap­pen, but that this time, it cer­tain­ly was se­ri­ous.

			Peo­ple bus­ied them­selves over Mar­shal Soult’s hes­i­ta­tions. Why did not he at­tack at once? It is cer­tain that he was pro­found­ly ab­sorbed. The old li­on seemed to scent an un­known mon­ster in that gloom.

			Evening came, the the­atres did not open; the pa­trols cir­cu­lat­ed with an air of ir­ri­ta­tion; passers­by were searched; sus­pi­cious per­sons were ar­rest­ed. By nine o’clock, more than eight hun­dred per­sons had been ar­rest­ed, the Pre­fec­ture of Po­lice was en­cum­bered with them, so was the Concierg­erie, so was La Force.

			At the Concierg­erie in par­tic­u­lar, the long vault which is called the Rue de Paris was lit­tered with truss­es of straw up­on which lay a heap of pris­on­ers, whom the man of Lyons, La­grange, ha­rangued valiant­ly. All that straw rus­tled by all these men, pro­duced the sound of a heavy show­er. Else­where pris­on­ers slept in the open air in the mead­ows, piled on top of each oth­er.

			Anx­i­ety reigned ev­ery­where, and a cer­tain tremor which was not ha­bit­u­al with Paris.

			Peo­ple bar­ri­cad­ed them­selves in their hous­es; wives and moth­ers were un­easy; noth­ing was to be heard but this: “Ah! my God! He has not come home!” There was hard­ly even the dis­tant rum­ble of a ve­hi­cle to be heard.

			Peo­ple lis­tened on their thresh­olds, to the ru­mors, the shouts, the tu­mult, the dull and in­dis­tinct sounds, to the things that were said: “It is cav­al­ry,” or: “Those are the cais­sons gal­lop­ing,” to the trum­pets, the drums, the fir­ing, and, above all, to that lam­en­ta­ble alarm peal from Saint-Mer­ry.

			They wait­ed for the first can­non-shot. Men sprang up at the cor­ners of the streets and dis­ap­peared, shout­ing: “Go home!” And peo­ple made haste to bolt their doors. They said: “How will all this end?” From mo­ment to mo­ment, in pro­por­tion as the dark­ness de­scend­ed, Paris seemed to take on a more mourn­ful hue from the for­mi­da­ble flam­ing of the re­volt.

		
	
		
			
				
					Book
					XI
				

				The Atom Frat­er­nizes with the Hur­ri­cane

			
		
	
		
			
				I

				Some Ex­pla­na­tions with Re­gard to the Ori­gin of Gavroche’s Po­et­ry

			
			At the in­stant when the in­sur­rec­tion, aris­ing from the shock of the pop­u­lace and the mil­i­tary in front of the Ar­se­nal, start­ed a move­ment in ad­vance and to­wards the rear in the mul­ti­tude which was fol­low­ing the hearse and which, through the whole length of the boule­vards, weighed, so to speak, on the head of the pro­ces­sion, there arose a fright­ful ebb. The rout was shak­en, their ranks were bro­ken, all ran, fled, made their es­cape, some with shouts of at­tack, oth­ers with the pal­lor of flight. The great riv­er which cov­ered the boule­vards di­vid­ed in a twin­kling, over­flowed to right and left, and spread in tor­rents over two hun­dred streets at once with the roar of a sew­er that has bro­ken loose.

			At that mo­ment, a ragged child who was com­ing down through the Rue Ménil­montant, hold­ing in his hand a branch of blos­som­ing labur­num which he had just plucked on the heights of Belleville, caught sight of an old hol­ster-pis­tol in the show-win­dow of a bric-a-brac mer­chant’s shop.

			“Moth­er What’s-your-name, I’m go­ing to bor­row your ma­chine.”

			And off he ran with the pis­tol.

			Two min­utes lat­er, a flood of fright­ened bour­geois who were flee­ing through the Rue Amelot and the Rue Basse, en­coun­tered the lad bran­dish­ing his pis­tol and singing:—

			
				
					La nu­it on ne voit rien,
					

					Le jour on voit très bi­en,
					

					D’un écrit apoc­ryphe
					

					Le bour­geois s’ébou­riffe,
					

					Pra­tiquez la ver­tu,
					

					Tu­tu, cha­peau pointu!74
				

			

			It was lit­tle Gavroche on his way to the wars.

			On the boule­vard he no­ticed that the pis­tol had no trig­ger.

			Who was the au­thor of that cou­plet which served to punc­tu­ate his march, and of all the oth­er songs which he was fond of singing on oc­ca­sion? We know not. Who does know? Him­self, per­haps. How­ev­er, Gavroche was well up in all the pop­u­lar tunes in cir­cu­la­tion, and he min­gled with them his own chirp­ings. An ob­serv­ing urchin and a rogue, he made a pot­pour­ri of the voic­es of na­ture and the voic­es of Paris. He com­bined the reper­to­ry of the birds with the reper­to­ry of the work­shops. He was ac­quaint­ed with thieves, a tribe con­tigu­ous to his own. He had, it ap­pears, been for three months ap­pren­ticed to a print­er. He had one day ex­e­cut­ed a com­mis­sion for M. Baour-Lormi­an, one of the Forty. Gavroche was a gamin of let­ters.

			More­over, Gavroche had no sus­pi­cion of the fact that when he had of­fered the hos­pi­tal­i­ty of his ele­phant to two brats on that vil­lain­ous­ly rainy night, it was to his own broth­ers that he had played the part of Prov­i­dence. His broth­ers in the evening, his fa­ther in the morn­ing; that is what his night had been like. On quit­ting the Rue des Bal­lets at day­break, he had re­turned in haste to the ele­phant, had ar­tis­ti­cal­ly ex­tract­ed from it the two brats, had shared with them some sort of break­fast which he had in­vent­ed, and had then gone away, con­fid­ing them to that good moth­er, the street, who had brought him up, al­most en­tire­ly. On leav­ing them, he had ap­point­ed to meet them at the same spot in the evening, and had left them this dis­course by way of a farewell: “I break a cane, oth­er­wise ex­pressed, I cut my stick, or, as they say at the court, I file off. If you don’t find pa­pa and mam­ma, young ’uns, come back here this evening. I’ll scram­ble you up some sup­per, and I’ll give you a shake­down.” The two chil­dren, picked up by some po­lice­man and placed in the refuge, or stolen by some moun­te­bank, or hav­ing sim­ply strayed off in that im­mense Chi­nese puz­zle of a Paris, did not re­turn. The low­est depths of the ac­tu­al so­cial world are full of these lost traces. Gavroche did not see them again. Ten or twelve weeks had elapsed since that night. More than once he had scratched the back of his head and said: “Where the dev­il are my two chil­dren?”

			In the mean­time, he had ar­rived, pis­tol in hand, in the Rue du Pont-aux-Choux. He no­ticed that there was but one shop open in that street, and, a mat­ter wor­thy of re­flec­tion, that was a pas­try-cook’s shop. This pre­sent­ed a prov­i­den­tial oc­ca­sion to eat an­oth­er ap­ple-turnover be­fore en­ter­ing the un­known. Gavroche halt­ed, fum­bled in his fob, turned his pock­et in­side out, found noth­ing, not even a sou, and be­gan to shout: “Help!”

			It is hard to miss the last cake.

			Nev­er­the­less, Gavroche pur­sued his way.

			Two min­utes lat­er he was in the Rue Saint-Louis. While travers­ing the Rue du Parc-Roy­al, he felt called up­on to make good the loss of the ap­ple-turnover which had been im­pos­si­ble, and he in­dulged him­self in the im­mense de­light of tear­ing down the the­atre posters in broad day­light.

			A lit­tle fur­ther on, on catch­ing sight of a group of com­fort­able-look­ing per­sons, who seemed to be land­ed pro­pri­etors, he shrugged his shoul­ders and spit out at ran­dom be­fore him this mouth­ful of philo­soph­i­cal bile as they passed:

			“How fat those mon­eyed men are! They’re drunk! They just wal­low in good din­ners. Ask ’em what they do with their mon­ey. They don’t know. They eat it, that’s what they do! As much as their bel­lies will hold.”

		
	
		
			
				II

				Gavroche on the March

			
			The bran­dish­ing of a trig­ger­less pis­tol, grasped in one’s hand in the open street, is so much of a pub­lic func­tion that Gavroche felt his fer­vor in­creas­ing with ev­ery mo­ment. Amid the scraps of the Mar­seil­laise which he was singing, he shout­ed:—

			“All goes well. I suf­fer a great deal in my left paw, I’m all bro­ken up with rheuma­tism, but I’m sat­is­fied, cit­i­zens. All that the bour­geois have to do is to bear them­selves well, I’ll sneeze them out sub­ver­sive cou­plets. What are the po­lice spies? Dogs. And I’d just like to have one of them at the end of my pis­tol. I’m just from the boule­vard, my friends. It’s get­ting hot there, it’s get­ting in­to a lit­tle boil, it’s sim­mer­ing. It’s time to skim the pot. For­ward march, men! Let an im­pure blood in­un­date the fur­rows! I give my days to my coun­try, I shall nev­er see my con­cu­bine more, Ni­ni, fin­ished, yes, Ni­ni? But nev­er mind! Long live joy! Let’s fight, cre­bleu! I’ve had enough of despo­tism.”

			At that mo­ment, the horse of a lancer of the Na­tion­al Guard hav­ing fall­en, Gavroche laid his pis­tol on the pave­ment, and picked up the man, then he as­sist­ed in rais­ing the horse. Af­ter which he picked up his pis­tol and re­sumed his way. In the Rue de Thorigny, all was peace and si­lence. This ap­a­thy, pe­cu­liar to the Marais, pre­sent­ed a con­trast with the vast sur­round­ing up­roar. Four gos­sips were chat­ting in a door­way.

			Scot­land has trios of witch­es, Paris has quar­tettes of old gos­sip­ing hags; and the “Thou shalt be King” could be quite as mourn­ful­ly hurled at Bona­parte in the Car­refour Bau­doy­er as at Mac­beth on the heath of Ar­muyr. The croak would be al­most iden­ti­cal.

			The gos­sips of the Rue de Thorigny bus­ied them­selves on­ly with their own con­cerns. Three of them were portress­es, and the fourth was a rag­pick­er with her bas­ket on her back.

			All four of them seemed to be stand­ing at the four cor­ners of old age, which are de­crepi­tude, de­cay, ru­in, and sad­ness.

			The rag­pick­er was hum­ble. In this open-air so­ci­ety, it is the rag­pick­er who salutes and the portress who pa­tron­izes. This is caused by the cor­ner for refuse, which is fat or lean, ac­cord­ing to the will of the portress­es, and af­ter the fan­cy of the one who makes the heap. There may be kind­ness in the broom.

			This rag­pick­er was a grate­ful crea­ture, and she smiled, with what a smile! on the three portress­es. Things of this na­ture were said:—

			“Ah, by the way, is your cat still cross?”

			“Good gra­cious, cats are nat­u­ral­ly the en­e­mies of dogs, you know. It’s the dogs who com­plain.”

			“And peo­ple al­so.”

			“But the fleas from a cat don’t go af­ter peo­ple.”

			“That’s not the trou­ble, dogs are dan­ger­ous. I re­mem­ber one year when there were so many dogs that it was nec­es­sary to put it in the news­pa­pers. That was at the time when there were at the Tu­i­leries great sheep that drew the lit­tle car­riage of the King of Rome. Do you re­mem­ber the King of Rome?”

			“I liked the Duc de Bor­deau bet­ter.”

			“I knew Louis XVI­II. I pre­fer Louis XVI­II.”

			“Meat is aw­ful­ly dear, isn’t it, Moth­er Patagon?”

			“Ah! don’t men­tion it, the butch­er’s shop is a hor­ror. A hor­ri­ble hor­ror—one can’t af­ford any­thing but the poor cuts nowa­days.”

			Here the rag­pick­er in­ter­posed:—

			“Ladies, busi­ness is dull. The refuse heaps are mis­er­able. No one throws any­thing away any more. They eat ev­ery­thing.”

			“There are poor­er peo­ple than you, la Var­goulême.”

			“Ah, that’s true,” replied the rag­pick­er, with def­er­ence, “I have a pro­fes­sion.”

			A pause suc­ceed­ed, and the rag­pick­er, yield­ing to that ne­ces­si­ty for boast­ing which lies at the bot­tom of man, added:—

			“In the morn­ing, on my re­turn home, I pick over my bas­ket, I sort my things. This makes heaps in my room. I put the rags in a bas­ket, the cores and stalks in a buck­et, the linen in my cup­board, the woollen stuff in my com­mode, the old pa­pers in the cor­ner of the win­dow, the things that are good to eat in my bowl, the bits of glass in my fire­place, the old shoes be­hind my door, and the bones un­der my bed.”

			Gavroche had stopped be­hind her and was lis­ten­ing.

			“Old ladies,” said he, “what do you mean by talk­ing pol­i­tics?”

			He was as­sailed by a broad­side, com­posed of a quadru­ple howl.

			“Here’s an­oth­er ras­cal.”

			“What’s that he’s got in his pad­dle? A pis­tol?”

			“Well, I’d like to know what sort of a beg­gar’s brat this is?”

			“That sort of an­i­mal is nev­er easy un­less he’s over­turn­ing the au­thor­i­ties.”

			Gavroche dis­dain­ful­ly con­tent­ed him­self, by way of reprisal, with el­e­vat­ing the tip of his nose with his thumb and open­ing his hand wide.

			The rag­pick­er cried:—

			“You ma­li­cious, bare-pawed lit­tle wretch!”

			The one who an­swered to the name of Patagon clapped her hands to­geth­er in hor­ror.

			“There’s go­ing to be evil do­ings, that’s cer­tain. The er­rand-boy next door has a lit­tle point­ed beard, I have seen him pass ev­ery day with a young per­son in a pink bon­net on his arm; to­day I saw him pass, and he had a gun on his arm. Mame Bacheux says, that last week there was a rev­o­lu­tion at—at—at—where’s the calf!—at Pon­toise. And then, there you see him, that hor­rid scamp, with his pis­tol! It seems that the Célestins are full of pis­tols. What do you sup­pose the Gov­ern­ment can do with good-for-noth­ings who don’t know how to do any­thing but con­trive ways of up­set­ting the world, when we had just be­gun to get a lit­tle qui­et af­ter all the mis­for­tunes that have hap­pened, good Lord! to that poor queen whom I saw pass in the tum­bril! And all this is go­ing to make to­bac­co dear­er. It’s in­fa­mous! And I shall cer­tain­ly go to see him be­head­ed on the guil­lo­tine, the wretch!”

			“You’ve got the snif­fles, old la­dy,” said Gavroche. “Blow your promon­to­ry.”

			And he passed on. When he was in the Rue Pavée, the rag­pick­er oc­curred to his mind, and he in­dulged in this so­lil­o­quy:—

			“You’re in the wrong to in­sult the rev­o­lu­tion­ists, Moth­er Dust-Heap-Cor­ner. This pis­tol is in your in­ter­ests. It’s so that you may have more good things to eat in your bas­ket.”

			All at once, he heard a shout be­hind him; it was the portress Patagon who had fol­lowed him, and who was shak­ing her fist at him in the dis­tance and cry­ing:—

			“You’re noth­ing but a bas­tard.”

			“Oh! Come now,” said Gavroche, “I don’t care a brass far­thing for that!”

			Short­ly af­ter­wards, he passed the Ho­tel Lam­oignon. There he ut­tered this ap­peal:—

			“For­ward march to the bat­tle!”

			And he was seized with a fit of melan­choly. He gazed at his pis­tol with an air of re­proach which seemed an at­tempt to ap­pease it:—

			“I’m go­ing off,” said he, “but you won’t go off!”

			One dog may dis­tract the at­ten­tion from an­oth­er dog.75 A very gaunt poo­dle came along at the mo­ment. Gavroche felt com­pas­sion for him.

			“My poor dog­gy,” said he, “you must have gone and swal­lowed a cask, for all the hoops are vis­i­ble.”

			Then he di­rect­ed his course to­wards l’Orme-Saint-Ger­vais.

		
	
		
			
				III

				Just In­dig­na­tion of a Hair­dress­er

			
			The wor­thy hair­dress­er who had chased from his shop the two lit­tle fel­lows to whom Gavroche had opened the pa­ter­nal in­te­ri­or of the ele­phant was at that mo­ment in his shop en­gaged in shav­ing an old sol­dier of the le­gion who had served un­der the Em­pire. They were talk­ing. The hair­dress­er had, nat­u­ral­ly, spo­ken to the vet­er­an of the ri­ot, then of Gen­er­al Lamar­que, and from Lamar­que they had passed to the Em­per­or. Thence sprang up a con­ver­sa­tion be­tween bar­ber and sol­dier which Prud­homme, had he been present, would have en­riched with arabesques, and which he would have en­ti­tled: “Di­a­logue be­tween the ra­zor and the sword.”

			“How did the Em­per­or ride, sir?” said the bar­ber.

			“Bad­ly. He did not know how to fall—so he nev­er fell.”

			“Did he have fine hors­es? He must have had fine hors­es!”

			“On the day when he gave me my cross, I no­ticed his beast. It was a rac­ing mare, per­fect­ly white. Her ears were very wide apart, her sad­dle deep, a fine head marked with a black star, a very long neck, strong­ly ar­tic­u­lat­ed knees, prom­i­nent ribs, oblique shoul­ders and a pow­er­ful crup­per. A lit­tle more than fif­teen hands in height.”

			“A pret­ty horse,” re­marked the hair­dress­er.

			“It was His Majesty’s beast.”

			The hair­dress­er felt, that af­ter this ob­ser­va­tion, a short si­lence would be fit­ting, so he con­formed him­self to it, and then went on:—

			“The Em­per­or was nev­er wound­ed but once, was he, sir?”

			The old sol­dier replied with the calm and sov­er­eign tone of a man who had been there:—

			“In the heel. At Ratis­bon. I nev­er saw him so well dressed as on that day. He was as neat as a new sou.”

			“And you, Mr. Vet­er­an, you must have been of­ten wound­ed?”

			“I?” said the sol­dier, “ah! not to amount to any­thing. At Maren­go, I re­ceived two sabre-blows on the back of my neck, a bul­let in the right arm at Auster­litz, an­oth­er in the left hip at Jé­na. At Fried­land, a thrust from a bay­o­net, there—at the Moskowa sev­en or eight lance-thrusts, no mat­ter where, at Lutzen a splin­ter of a shell crushed one of my fin­gers. Ah! and then at Wa­ter­loo, a ball from a bis­caïen in the thigh, that’s all.”

			“How fine that is!” ex­claimed the hair­dress­er, in Pin­dar­ic ac­cents, “to die on the field of bat­tle! On my word of hon­or, rather than die in bed, of an ill­ness, slow­ly, a bit by bit each day, with drugs, cat­a­plasms, sy­ringes, medicines, I should pre­fer to re­ceive a can­non­ball in my bel­ly!”

			“You’re not over fas­tid­i­ous,” said the sol­dier.

			He had hard­ly spo­ken when a fear­ful crash shook the shop. The show-win­dow had sud­den­ly been frac­tured.

			The wig-mak­er turned pale.

			“Ah, good God!” he ex­claimed, “it’s one of them!”

			“What?”

			“A can­non­ball.”

			“Here it is,” said the sol­dier.

			And he picked up some­thing that was rolling about the floor. It was a peb­ble.

			The hair­dress­er ran to the bro­ken win­dow and be­held Gavroche flee­ing at the full speed, to­wards the Marché Saint-Jean. As he passed the hair­dress­er’s shop Gavroche, who had the two brats still in his mind, had not been able to re­sist the im­pulse to say good day to him, and had flung a stone through his panes.

			“You see!” shrieked the hair­dress­er, who from white had turned blue, “that fel­low re­turns and does mis­chief for the pure plea­sure of it. What has any­one done to that gamin?”

		
	
		
			
				IV

				The Child Is Amazed at the Old Man

			
			In the mean­time, in the Marché Saint-Jean, where the post had al­ready been dis­armed, Gavroche had just “ef­fect­ed a junc­tion” with a band led by En­jol­ras, Cour­feyrac, Combe­ferre, and Feuil­ly. They were armed af­ter a fash­ion. Ba­horel and Jean Prou­vaire had found them and swelled the group. En­jol­ras had a dou­ble-bar­relled hunt­ing-gun, Combe­ferre the gun of a Na­tion­al Guard bear­ing the num­ber of his le­gion, and in his belt, two pis­tols which his un­but­toned coat al­lowed to be seen, Jean Prou­vaire an old cav­al­ry mus­ket, Ba­horel a ri­fle; Cour­feyrac was bran­dish­ing an un­sheathed sword-cane. Feuil­ly, with a naked sword in his hand, marched at their head shout­ing: “Long live Poland!”

			They reached the Quai Mor­land. Cra­vat­less, hat­less, breath­less, soaked by the rain, with light­ning in their eyes. Gavroche ac­cost­ed them calm­ly:—

			“Where are we go­ing?”

			“Come along,” said Cour­feyrac.

			Be­hind Feuil­ly marched, or rather bound­ed, Ba­horel, who was like a fish in wa­ter in a ri­ot. He wore a scar­let waist­coat, and in­dulged in the sort of words which break ev­ery­thing. His waist­coat as­tound­ed a passer­by, who cried in be­wil­der­ment:—

			“Here are the reds!”

			“The reds, the reds!” re­tort­ed Ba­horel. “A queer kind of fear, bour­geois. For my part I don’t trem­ble be­fore a pop­py, the lit­tle red hat in­spires me with no alarm. Take my ad­vice, bour­geois, let’s leave fear of the red to horned cat­tle.”

			He caught sight of a cor­ner of the wall on which was plac­ard­ed the most peace­able sheet of pa­per in the world, a per­mis­sion to eat eggs, a Lenten ad­mo­ni­tion ad­dressed by the Arch­bish­op of Paris to his “flock.”

			Ba­horel ex­claimed:—

			“ ‘Flock’; a po­lite way of say­ing geese.”

			And he tore the charge from the nail. This con­quered Gavroche. From that in­stant Gavroche set him­self to study Ba­horel.

			“Ba­horel,” ob­served En­jol­ras, “you are wrong. You should have let that charge alone, he is not the per­son with whom we have to deal, you are wast­ing your wrath to no pur­pose. Take care of your sup­ply. One does not fire out of the ranks with the soul any more than with a gun.”

			“Each one in his own fash­ion, En­jol­ras,” re­tort­ed Ba­horel. “This bish­op’s prose shocks me; I want to eat eggs with­out be­ing per­mit­ted. Your style is the hot and cold; I am amus­ing my­self. Be­sides, I’m not wast­ing my­self, I’m get­ting a start; and if I tore down that charge, Her­cle! ’twas on­ly to whet my ap­petite.”

			This word, Her­cle, struck Gavroche. He sought all oc­ca­sions for learn­ing, and that tear­er-down of posters pos­sessed his es­teem. He in­quired of him:—

			“What does Her­cle mean?”

			Ba­horel an­swered:—

			“It means cursed name of a dog, in Latin.”

			Here Ba­horel rec­og­nized at a win­dow a pale young man with a black beard who was watch­ing them as they passed, prob­a­bly a Friend of the A.B.C. He shout­ed to him:—

			“Quick, car­tridges, para bel­lum.”

			“A fine man! that’s true,” said Gavroche, who now un­der­stood Latin.

			A tu­mul­tuous ret­inue ac­com­pa­nied them—stu­dents, artists, young men af­fil­i­at­ed to the Cougourde of Aix, ar­ti­sans, long­shore­men, armed with clubs and bay­o­nets; some, like Combe­ferre, with pis­tols thrust in­to their trousers.

			An old man, who ap­peared to be ex­treme­ly aged, was walk­ing in the band.

			He had no arms, and he made great haste, so that he might not be left be­hind, al­though he had a thought­ful air.

			Gavroche caught sight of him:—

			“Kek­sekça?” said he to Cour­feyrac.

			“He’s an old duf­fer.”

			It was M. Mabeuf.

		
	
		
			
				V

				The Old Man

			
			Let us re­count what had tak­en place.

			En­jol­ras and his friends had been on the Boule­vard Bour­don, near the pub­lic store­hous­es, at the mo­ment when the dra­goons had made their charge. En­jol­ras, Cour­feyrac, and Combe­ferre were among those who had tak­en to the Rue Bas­som­pierre, shout­ing: “To the bar­ri­cades!” In the Rue Les­digu­ières they had met an old man walk­ing along. What had at­tract­ed their at­ten­tion was that the good­man was walk­ing in a zigzag, as though he were in­tox­i­cat­ed. More­over, he had his hat in his hand, al­though it had been rain­ing all the morn­ing, and was rain­ing pret­ty briskly at the very time. Cour­feyrac had rec­og­nized Fa­ther Mabeuf. He knew him through hav­ing many times ac­com­pa­nied Mar­ius as far as his door. As he was ac­quaint­ed with the peace­ful and more than timid habits of the old bea­dle-book-col­lec­tor, and was amazed at the sight of him in the midst of that up­roar, a cou­ple of paces from the cav­al­ry charges, al­most in the midst of a fusil­lade, hat­less in the rain, and strolling about among the bul­lets, he had ac­cost­ed him, and the fol­low­ing di­a­logue had been ex­changed be­tween the ri­ot­er of fire and the oc­to­ge­nar­i­an:—

			“M. Mabeuf, go to your home.”

			“Why?”

			“There’s go­ing to be a row.”

			“That’s well.”

			“Thrusts with the sword and fir­ing, M. Mabeuf.”

			“That is well.”

			“Fir­ing from can­non.”

			“That is good. Where are the rest of you go­ing?”

			“We are go­ing to fling the gov­ern­ment to the earth.”

			“That is good.”

			And he had set out to fol­low them. From that mo­ment forth he had not ut­tered a word. His step had sud­den­ly be­come firm; ar­ti­sans had of­fered him their arms; he had re­fused with a sign of the head. He ad­vanced near­ly to the front rank of the col­umn, with the move­ment of a man who is march­ing and the coun­te­nance of a man who is sleep­ing.

			“What a fierce old fel­low!” mut­tered the stu­dents. The ru­mor spread through the troop that he was a for­mer mem­ber of the Con­ven­tion—an old regi­cide. The mob had turned in through the Rue de la Ver­rerie.

			Lit­tle Gavroche marched in front with that deaf­en­ing song which made of him a sort of trum­pet.

			He sang:

			
				
					Voici la lune qui paraît,
					

					Quand irons-nous dans la forêt?
					

					De­mandait Char­lot à Char­lotte.
				

				
					Tou tou tou
					

					Pour Cha­tou.
					

					Je n’ai qu’un Dieu, qu’un roi, qu’un liard, et qu’une botte.
				

				
					Pour avoir bu de grand matin
					

					La rosée à même le thym,
					

					Deux moineaux étaient en ri­botte.
				

				
					Zi zi zi
					

					Pour Passy.
					

					Je n’ai qu’un Dieu, qu’un roi, qu’un liard, et qu’une botte.
				

				
					Et ces deux pau­vres pe­tits loups,
					

					Comme deux grives étaient soûls;
					

					Un ti­gre en ri­ait dans sa grotte.
				

				
					Don don don
					

					Pour Meudon.
					

					Je n’ai qu’un Dieu, qu’un roi, qu’un liard, et qu’une botte.
				

				
					L’un ju­rait et l’autre sacrait.
					

					Quand irons nous dans la forêt?
					

					De­mandait Char­lot à Char­lotte.
				

				
					Tin tin tin
					

					Pour Pantin.
					

					Je n’ai qu’un Dieu, qu’un roi, qu’un liard, et qu’une botte.76
				

			

			They di­rect­ed their course to­wards Saint-Mer­ry.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				Re­cruits

			
			The band aug­ment­ed ev­ery mo­ment. Near the Rue des Bil­lettes, a man of lofty stature, whose hair was turn­ing gray, and whose bold and dar­ing mien was re­marked by Cour­feyrac, En­jol­ras, and Combe­ferre, but whom none of them knew, joined them. Gavroche, who was oc­cu­pied in singing, whistling, hum­ming, run­ning on ahead and pound­ing on the shut­ters of the shops with the butt of his trig­ger­less pis­tol; paid no at­ten­tion to this man.

			It chanced that in the Rue de la Ver­rerie, they passed in front of Cour­feyrac’s door.

			“This hap­pens just right,” said Cour­feyrac, “I have for­got­ten my purse, and I have lost my hat.”

			He quit­ted the mob and ran up to his quar­ters at full speed. He seized an old hat and his purse.

			He al­so seized a large square cof­fer, of the di­men­sions of a large valise, which was con­cealed un­der his soiled linen.

			As he de­scend­ed again at a run, the portress hailed him:—

			“Mon­sieur de Cour­feyrac!”

			“What’s your name, portress?”

			The portress stood be­wil­dered.

			“Why, you know per­fect­ly well, I’m the concierge; my name is Moth­er Veu­vain.”

			“Well, if you call me Mon­sieur de Cour­feyrac again, I shall call you Moth­er de Veu­vain. Now speak, what’s the mat­ter? What do you want?”

			“There is some­one who wants to speak with you.”

			“Who is it?”

			“I don’t know.”

			“Where is he?”

			“In my lodge.”

			“The dev­il!” ejac­u­lat­ed Cour­feyrac.

			“But the per­son has been wait­ing your re­turn for over an hour,” said the portress.

			At the same time, a sort of pale, thin, small, freck­led, and youth­ful ar­ti­san, clad in a tat­tered blouse and patched trousers of ribbed vel­vet, and who had rather the air of a girl ac­cou­tred as a man than of a man, emerged from the lodge and said to Cour­feyrac in a voice which was not the least in the world like a wom­an’s voice:—

			“Mon­sieur Mar­ius, if you please.”

			“He is not here.”

			“Will he re­turn this evening?”

			“I know noth­ing about it.”

			And Cour­feyrac added:—

			“For my part, I shall not re­turn.”

			The young man gazed steadi­ly at him and said:—

			“Why not?”

			“Be­cause.”

			“Where are you go­ing, then?”

			“What busi­ness is that of yours?”

			“Would you like to have me car­ry your cof­fer for you?”

			“I am go­ing to the bar­ri­cades.”

			“Would you like to have me go with you?”

			“If you like!” replied Cour­feyrac. “The street is free, the pave­ments be­long to ev­ery­one.”

			And he made his es­cape at a run to join his friends. When he had re­joined them, he gave the cof­fer to one of them to car­ry. It was on­ly a quar­ter of an hour af­ter this that he saw the young man, who had ac­tu­al­ly fol­lowed them.

			A mob does not go pre­cise­ly where it in­tends. We have ex­plained that a gust of wind car­ries it away. They over­shot Saint-Mer­ry and found them­selves, with­out pre­cise­ly know­ing how, in the Rue Saint-De­nis.
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				Corinthe

			
		
	
		
			
				I

				His­to­ry of Corinthe from Its Foun­da­tion

			
			The Parisians who nowa­days on en­ter­ing on the Rue Ram­buteau at the end near the Halles, no­tice on their right, op­po­site the Rue Mondé­tour, a bas­ket-mak­er’s shop hav­ing for its sign a bas­ket in the form of Napoleon the Great with this in­scrip­tion:—

			
				Napoleon Is Made

				Whol­ly Of Wil­low,

			

			have no sus­pi­cion of the ter­ri­ble scenes which this very spot wit­nessed hard­ly thir­ty years ago.

			It was there that lay the Rue de la Chan­vrerie, which an­cient deeds spell Chan­ver­rerie, and the cel­e­brat­ed pub­lic-house called Corinthe.

			The read­er will re­mem­ber all that has been said about the bar­ri­cade ef­fect­ed at this point, and eclipsed, by the way, by the bar­ri­cade Saint-Mer­ry. It was on this fa­mous bar­ri­cade of the Rue de la Chan­vrerie, now fall­en in­to pro­found ob­scu­ri­ty, that we are about to shed a lit­tle light.

			May we be per­mit­ted to re­cur, for the sake of clear­ness in the recital, to the sim­ple means which we have al­ready em­ployed in the case of Wa­ter­loo. Per­sons who wish to pic­ture to them­selves in a tol­er­a­bly ex­act man­ner the con­sti­tu­tion of the hous­es which stood at that epoch near the Pointe Saint-Eu­stache, at the north­east an­gle of the Halles of Paris, where to­day lies the em­bouchure of the Rue Ram­buteau, have on­ly to imag­ine an N touch­ing the Rue Saint-De­nis with its sum­mit and the Halles with its base, and whose two ver­ti­cal bars should form the Rue de la Grande-Truan­derie, and the Rue de la Chan­vrerie, and whose trans­verse bar should be formed by the Rue de la Pe­tite-Truan­derie. The old Rue Mondé­tour cut the three strokes of the N at the most crooked an­gles. So that the labyrinthine con­fu­sion of these four streets suf­ficed to form, on a space three fath­oms square, be­tween the Halles and the Rue Saint-De­nis on the one hand, and be­tween the Rue du Cygne and the Rue des Prêcheurs on the oth­er, sev­en is­lands of hous­es, odd­ly cut up, of vary­ing sizes, placed cross­wise and hap­haz­ard, and bare­ly sep­a­rat­ed, like the blocks of stone in a dock, by nar­row cran­nies.

			We say nar­row cran­nies, and we can give no more just idea of those dark, con­tract­ed, many-an­gled al­leys, lined with eight-sto­ry build­ings. These build­ings were so de­crepit that, in the Rue de la Chan­vrerie and the Rue de la Pe­tite-Truan­derie, the fronts were shored up with beams run­ning from one house to an­oth­er. The street was nar­row and the gut­ter broad, the pedes­tri­an there walked on a pave­ment that was al­ways wet, skirt­ing lit­tle stalls re­sem­bling cel­lars, big posts en­cir­cled with iron hoops, ex­ces­sive heaps of refuse, and gates armed with enor­mous, cen­tu­ry-old grat­ings. The Rue Ram­buteau has dev­as­tat­ed all that.

			The name of Mondé­tour paints mar­vel­lous­ly well the sin­u­osi­ties of that whole set of streets. A lit­tle fur­ther on, they are found still bet­ter ex­pressed by the Rue Pirou­ette, which ran in­to the Rue Mondé­tour.

			The passer­by who got en­tan­gled from the Rue Saint-De­nis in the Rue de la Chan­vrerie be­held it grad­u­al­ly close in be­fore him as though he had en­tered an elon­gat­ed fun­nel. At the end of this street, which was very short, he found fur­ther pas­sage barred in the di­rec­tion of the Halles by a tall row of hous­es, and he would have thought him­self in a blind al­ley, had he not per­ceived on the right and left two dark cuts through which he could make his es­cape. This was the Rue Mondé­tour, which on one side ran in­to the Rue de Prêcheurs, and on the oth­er in­to the Rue du Cygne and the Pe­tite-Truan­derie. At the bot­tom of this sort of cul-de-sac, at the an­gle of the cut­ting on the right, there was to be seen a house which was not so tall as the rest, and which formed a sort of cape in the street. It is in this house, of two sto­ries on­ly, that an il­lus­tri­ous wine-shop had been mer­ri­ly in­stalled three hun­dred years be­fore. This tav­ern cre­at­ed a joy­ous noise in the very spot which old Theophilus de­scribed in the fol­low­ing cou­plet:—

			
				
					Là bran­le le squelette hor­ri­ble
					

					D’un pau­vre amant qui se pen­dit.77
				

			

			The sit­u­a­tion was good, and tav­ern-keep­ers suc­ceed­ed each oth­er there, from fa­ther to son.

			In the time of Math­urin Rég­nier, this cabaret was called the Pot-aux-Ros­es, and as the re­bus was then in fash­ion, it had for its sign­board, a post (poteau) paint­ed rose-col­or. In the last cen­tu­ry, the wor­thy Na­toire, one of the fan­tas­tic mas­ters nowa­days de­spised by the stiff school, hav­ing got drunk many times in this wine-shop at the very ta­ble where Rég­nier had drunk his fill, had paint­ed, by way of grat­i­tude, a bunch of Corinth grapes on the pink post. The keep­er of the cabaret, in his joy, had changed his de­vice and had caused to be placed in gilt let­ters be­neath the bunch these words: “Au Raisin de Corinthe.”78 Hence the name of Corinthe. Noth­ing is more nat­u­ral to drunk­en men than el­lipses. The el­lip­sis is the zigzag of the phrase. Corinthe grad­u­al­ly de­throned the Pot-aux-Ros­es. The last pro­pri­etor of the dy­nasty, Fa­ther Huch­e­loup, no longer ac­quaint­ed even with the tra­di­tion, had the post paint­ed blue.

			A room on the ground floor, where the bar was sit­u­at­ed, one on the first floor con­tain­ing a bil­liard-ta­ble, a wood­en spi­ral stair­case pierc­ing the ceil­ing, wine on the ta­bles, smoke on the walls, can­dles in broad day­light—this was the style of this cabaret. A stair­case with a trap-door in the low­er room led to the cel­lar. On the sec­ond floor were the lodg­ings of the Huch­e­loup fam­i­ly. They were reached by a stair­case which was a lad­der rather than a stair­case, and had for their en­trance on­ly a pri­vate door in the large room on the first floor. Un­der the roof, in two mansard at­tics, were the nests for the ser­vants. The kitchen shared the ground floor with the tap­room.

			Fa­ther Huch­e­loup had, pos­si­bly, been born a chemist, but the fact is that he was a cook; peo­ple did not con­fine them­selves to drink­ing alone in his wine-shop, they al­so ate there. Huch­e­loup had in­vent­ed a cap­i­tal thing which could be eat­en nowhere but in his house, stuffed carps, which he called carpes au gras. These were eat­en by the light of a tal­low can­dle or of a lamp of the time of Louis XVI, on ta­bles to which were nailed waxed cloths in lieu of table­cloths. Peo­ple came thith­er from a dis­tance. Huch­e­loup, one fine morn­ing, had seen fit to no­ti­fy passers­by of this “spe­cial­ty;” he had dipped a brush in a pot of black paint, and as he was an or­thog­ra­pher on his own ac­count, as well as a cook af­ter his own fash­ion, he had im­pro­vised on his wall this re­mark­able in­scrip­tion:—

			
				Carpes ho gras

			

			One win­ter, the rain­storms and the show­ers had tak­en a fan­cy to oblit­er­ate the S which ter­mi­nat­ed the first word, and the G which be­gan the third; this is what re­mained:—

			
				Carpe ho ras

			

			Time and rain as­sist­ing, a hum­ble gas­tro­nom­i­cal an­nounce­ment had be­come a pro­found piece of ad­vice.

			In this way it came about, that though he knew no French, Fa­ther Huch­e­loup un­der­stood Latin, that he had evoked phi­los­o­phy from his kitchen, and that, de­sirous sim­ply of ef­fac­ing Lent, he had equalled Ho­race. And the strik­ing thing about it was, that that al­so meant: “En­ter my wine-shop.”

			Noth­ing of all this is in ex­is­tence now. The Mondé­tour labyrinth was dis­em­bow­elled and wide­ly opened in 1847, and prob­a­bly no longer ex­ists at the present mo­ment. The Rue de la Chan­vrerie and Corinthe have dis­ap­peared be­neath the pave­ment of the Rue Ram­buteau.

			As we have al­ready said, Corinthe was the meet­ing-place if not the ral­ly­ing-point, of Cour­feyrac and his friends. It was Grantaire who had dis­cov­ered Corinthe. He had en­tered it on ac­count of the Carpe ho­ras, and had re­turned thith­er on ac­count of the Carpes au gras. There they drank, there they ate, there they shout­ed; they did not pay much, they paid bad­ly, they did not pay at all, but they were al­ways wel­come. Fa­ther Huch­e­loup was a jovial host.

			Huch­e­loup, that ami­able man, as was just said, was a wine-shop-keep­er with a mous­tache; an amus­ing va­ri­ety. He al­ways had an ill-tem­pered air, seemed to wish to in­tim­i­date his cus­tomers, grum­bled at the peo­ple who en­tered his es­tab­lish­ment, and had rather the mien of seek­ing a quar­rel with them than of serv­ing them with soup. And yet, we in­sist up­on the word, peo­ple were al­ways wel­come there. This odd­i­ty had at­tract­ed cus­tomers to his shop, and brought him young men, who said to each oth­er: “Come hear Fa­ther Huch­e­loup growl.” He had been a fenc­ing-mas­ter. All of a sud­den, he would burst out laugh­ing. A big voice, a good fel­low. He had a com­ic foun­da­tion un­der a trag­ic ex­te­ri­or, he asked noth­ing bet­ter than to fright­en you, very much like those snuff­box­es which are in the shape of a pis­tol. The det­o­na­tion makes one sneeze.

			Moth­er Huch­e­loup, his wife, was a beard­ed and a very home­ly crea­ture.

			About 1830, Fa­ther Huch­e­loup died. With him dis­ap­peared the se­cret of stuffed carps. His in­con­solable wid­ow con­tin­ued to keep the wine-shop. But the cook­ing de­te­ri­o­rat­ed, and be­came ex­e­crable; the wine, which had al­ways been bad, be­came fear­ful­ly bad. Nev­er­the­less, Cour­feyrac and his friends con­tin­ued to go to Corinthe—out of pity, as Bossuet said.

			The Wid­ow Huch­e­loup was breath­less and mis­shapen and giv­en to rus­tic rec­ol­lec­tions. She de­prived them of their flat­ness by her pro­nun­ci­a­tion. She had a way of her own of say­ing things, which spiced her rem­i­nis­cences of the vil­lage and of her spring­time. It had for­mer­ly been her de­light, so she af­firmed, to hear the loups-de-gorge (rouges-gorges) chanter dans les ogre­pines (aubépines)—to hear the red­breasts sing in the hawthorn-trees.

			The hall on the first floor, where “the restau­rant” was sit­u­at­ed, was a large and long apart­ment en­cum­bered with stools, chairs, bench­es, and ta­bles, and with a crip­pled, lame, old bil­liard-ta­ble. It was reached by a spi­ral stair­case which ter­mi­nat­ed in the cor­ner of the room at a square hole like the hatch­way of a ship.

			This room, light­ed by a sin­gle nar­row win­dow, and by a lamp that was al­ways burn­ing, had the air of a gar­ret. All the four-foot­ed fur­ni­ture com­port­ed it­self as though it had but three legs—the white­washed walls had for their on­ly or­na­ment the fol­low­ing qua­train in hon­or of Mame Huch­e­loup:—

			
				
					Elle étonne à dix pas, elle épou­vente à deux,
					

					Une ver­rue habite en son nez hasardeux;
					

					On trem­ble à chaque in­stant qu’elle ne vous la mouche
					

					Et qu’un beau jour son nez ne tombe dans sa bouche.79
				

			

			This was scrawled in char­coal on the wall.

			Mame Huch­e­loup, a good like­ness, went and came from morn­ing till night be­fore this qua­train with the most per­fect tran­quil­li­ty. Two serv­ing-maids, named Matelote and Gibelotte,80 and who had nev­er been known by any oth­er names, helped Mame Huch­e­loup to set on the ta­bles the jugs of poor wine, and the var­i­ous broths which were served to the hun­gry pa­trons in earth­en­ware bowls. Matelote, large, plump, red­haired, and noisy, the fa­vorite ex-sul­tana of the de­funct Huch­e­loup, was home­li­er than any mytho­log­i­cal mon­ster, be it what it may; still, as it be­comes the ser­vant to al­ways keep in the rear of the mis­tress, she was less home­ly than Mame Huch­e­loup. Gibelotte, tall, del­i­cate, white with a lym­phat­ic pal­lor, with cir­cles round her eyes, and droop­ing lids, al­ways lan­guid and weary, af­flict­ed with what may be called chron­ic las­si­tude, the first up in the house and the last in bed, wait­ed on ev­ery­one, even the oth­er maid, silent­ly and gen­tly, smil­ing through her fa­tigue with a vague and sleepy smile.

			Be­fore en­ter­ing the restau­rant room, the vis­i­tor read on the door the fol­low­ing line writ­ten there in chalk by Cour­feyrac:—

			
				
					Ré­gale si tu peux et mange si tu l’os­es.81
				

			

		
	
		
			
				II

				Pre­lim­i­nary Gayeties

			
			Laigle de Meaux, as the read­er knows, lived more with Joly than else­where. He had a lodg­ing, as a bird has one on a branch. The two friends lived to­geth­er, ate to­geth­er, slept to­geth­er. They had ev­ery­thing in com­mon, even Mu­sichet­ta, to some ex­tent. They were, what the sub­or­di­nate monks who ac­com­pa­ny monks are called, bi­ni. On the morn­ing of the 5th of June, they went to Corinthe to break­fast. Joly, who was all stuffed up, had a catarrh which Laigle was be­gin­ning to share. Laigle’s coat was thread­bare, but Joly was well dressed.

			It was about nine o’clock in the morn­ing, when they opened the door of Corinthe.

			They as­cend­ed to the first floor.

			Matelote and Gibelotte re­ceived them.

			“Oys­ters, cheese, and ham,” said Laigle.

			And they seat­ed them­selves at a ta­ble.

			The wine-shop was emp­ty; there was no one there but them­selves.

			Gibelotte, know­ing Joly and Laigle, set a bot­tle of wine on the ta­ble.

			While they were busy with their first oys­ters, a head ap­peared at the hatch­way of the stair­case, and a voice said:—

			“I am pass­ing by. I smell from the street a de­li­cious odor of Brie cheese. I en­ter.” It was Grantaire.

			Grantaire took a stool and drew up to the ta­ble.

			At the sight of Grantaire, Gibelotte placed two bot­tles of wine on the ta­ble.

			That made three.

			“Are you go­ing to drink those two bot­tles?” Laigle in­quired of Grantaire.

			Grantaire replied:—

			“All are in­ge­nious, thou alone art in­gen­u­ous. Two bot­tles nev­er yet as­ton­ished a man.”

			The oth­ers had be­gun by eat­ing, Grantaire be­gan by drink­ing. Half a bot­tle was rapid­ly gulped down.

			“So you have a hole in your stom­ach?” be­gan Laigle again.

			“You have one in your el­bow,” said Grantaire.

			And af­ter hav­ing emp­tied his glass, he added:—

			“Ah, by the way, Laigle of the fu­ner­al ora­tion, your coat is old.”

			“I should hope so,” re­tort­ed Laigle. “That’s why we get on well to­geth­er, my coat and I. It has ac­quired all my folds, it does not bind me any­where, it is mould­ed on my de­for­mi­ties, it falls in with all my move­ments, I am on­ly con­scious of it be­cause it keeps me warm. Old coats are just like old friends.”

			“That’s true,” ejac­u­lat­ed Joly, strik­ing in­to the di­a­logue, “an old goat is an old abi.”82

			“Es­pe­cial­ly in the mouth of a man whose head is stuffed up,” said Grantaire.

			“Grantaire,” de­mand­ed Laigle, “have you just come from the boule­vard?”

			“No.”

			“We have just seen the head of the pro­ces­sion pass, Joly and I.”

			“It’s a mar­vel­lous sight,” said Joly.

			“How qui­et this street is!” ex­claimed Laigle. “Who would sus­pect that Paris was turned up­side down? How plain­ly it is to be seen that in for­mer days there were noth­ing but con­vents here! In this neigh­bor­hood! Du Breul and Sauval give a list of them, and so does the Ab­bé Lebeuf. They were all round here, they fair­ly swarmed, boot­ed and bare­foot­ed, shaven, beard­ed, gray, black, white, Fran­cis­cans, Min­ims, Ca­puchins, Carmelites, Lit­tle Au­gustines, Great Au­gustines, old Au­gustines—there was no end of them.”

			“Don’t let’s talk of monks,” in­ter­rupt­ed Grantaire, “it makes one want to scratch one’s self.”

			Then he ex­claimed:—

			“Bouh! I’ve just swal­lowed a bad oys­ter. Now hypochon­dria is tak­ing pos­ses­sion of me again. The oys­ters are spoiled, the ser­vants are ug­ly. I hate the hu­man race. I just passed through the Rue Riche­lieu, in front of the big pub­lic li­brary. That pile of oys­ter-shells which is called a li­brary is dis­gust­ing even to think of. What pa­per! What ink! What scrawl­ing! And all that has been writ­ten! What ras­cal was it who said that man was a feath­er­less biped?83 And then, I met a pret­ty girl of my ac­quain­tance, who is as beau­ti­ful as the spring, wor­thy to be called Floréal, and who is de­light­ed, en­rap­tured, as hap­py as the an­gels, be­cause a wretch yes­ter­day, a fright­ful banker all spot­ted with small­pox, deigned to take a fan­cy to her! Alas! wom­an keeps on the watch for a pro­tec­tor as much as for a lover; cats chase mice as well as birds. Two months ago that young wom­an was vir­tu­ous in an at­tic, she ad­just­ed lit­tle brass rings in the eye­let-holes of corsets, what do you call it? She sewed, she had a camp bed, she dwelt be­side a pot of flow­ers, she was con­tent­ed. Now here she is a banker­ess. This trans­for­ma­tion took place last night. I met the vic­tim this morn­ing in high spir­its. The hideous point about it is, that the jade is as pret­ty to­day as she was yes­ter­day. Her fi­nancier did not show in her face. Ros­es have this ad­van­tage or dis­ad­van­tage over wom­en, that the traces left up­on them by cater­pil­lars are vis­i­ble. Ah! there is no moral­i­ty on earth. I call to wit­ness the myr­tle, the sym­bol of love, the lau­rel, the sym­bol of air, the olive, that nin­ny, the sym­bol of peace, the ap­ple-tree which came near­est ran­gling Adam with its pips, and the fig-tree, the grand­fa­ther of pet­ti­coats. As for right, do you know what right is? The Gauls cov­et Clu­si­um, Rome pro­tects Clu­si­um, and de­mands what wrong Clu­si­um has done to them. Bren­nus an­swers: ‘The wrong that Al­ba did to you, the wrong that Fi­de­nae did to you, the wrong that the Eques, the Volsci, and the Sabines have done to you. They were your neigh­bors. The Clu­sians are ours. We un­der­stand neigh­bor­li­ness just as you do. You have stolen Al­ba, we shall take Clu­si­um.’ Rome said: ‘You shall not take Clu­si­um.’ Bren­nus took Rome. Then he cried: ‘Vae vic­tis!’ That is what right is. Ah! what beasts of prey there are in this world! What ea­gles! It makes my flesh creep.”

			He held out his glass to Joly, who filled it, then he drank and went on, hav­ing hard­ly been in­ter­rupt­ed by this glass of wine, of which no one, not even him­self, had tak­en any no­tice:—

			“Bren­nus, who takes Rome, is an ea­gle; the banker who takes the grisette is an ea­gle. There is no more mod­esty in the one case than in the oth­er. So we be­lieve in noth­ing. There is but one re­al­i­ty: drink. What­ev­er your opin­ion may be in fa­vor of the lean cock, like the Can­ton of Uri, or in fa­vor of the fat cock, like the Can­ton of Glaris, it mat­ters lit­tle, drink. You talk to me of the boule­vard, of that pro­ces­sion, et cetera, et cetera. Come now, is there go­ing to be an­oth­er rev­o­lu­tion? This pover­ty of means on the part of the good God as­tounds me. He has to keep greas­ing the groove of events ev­ery mo­ment. There is a hitch, it won’t work. Quick, a rev­o­lu­tion! The good God has his hands per­pet­u­al­ly black with that cart-grease. If I were in his place, I’d be per­fect­ly sim­ple about it, I would not wind up my mech­a­nism ev­ery minute, I’d lead the hu­man race in a straight­for­ward way, I’d weave mat­ters mesh by mesh, with­out break­ing the thread, I would have no pro­vi­sion­al ar­range­ments, I would have no ex­tra­or­di­nary reper­to­ry. What the rest of you call progress ad­vances by means of two mo­tors, men and events. But, sad to say, from time to time, the ex­cep­tion­al be­comes nec­es­sary. The or­di­nary troupe suf­fices nei­ther for event nor for men: among men ge­nius­es are re­quired, among events rev­o­lu­tions. Great ac­ci­dents are the law; the or­der of things can­not do with­out them; and, judg­ing from the ap­pari­tion of comets, one would be tempt­ed to think that Heav­en it­self finds ac­tors need­ed for its per­for­mance. At the mo­ment when one ex­pects it the least, God plac­ards a me­te­or on the wall of the fir­ma­ment. Some queer star turns up, un­der­lined by an enor­mous tail. And that caus­es the death of Cae­sar. Bru­tus deals him a blow with a knife, and God a blow with a comet. Crac, and be­hold an au­ro­ra bo­re­alis, be­hold a rev­o­lu­tion, be­hold a great man; ’93 in big let­ters, Napoleon on guard, the comet of 1811 at the head of the poster. Ah! what a beau­ti­ful blue the­atre all stud­ded with un­ex­pect­ed flash­es! Boum! Boum! ex­tra­or­di­nary show! Raise your eyes, boo­bies. Ev­ery­thing is in dis­or­der, the star as well as the dra­ma. Good God, it is too much and not enough. These re­sources, gath­ered from ex­cep­tion, seem mag­nif­i­cence and pover­ty. My friends, Prov­i­dence has come down to ex­pe­di­ents. What does a rev­o­lu­tion prove? That God is in a quandry. He ef­fects a coup d’etat be­cause he, God, has not been able to make both ends meet. In fact, this con­firms me in my con­jec­tures as to Je­ho­vah’s for­tune; and when I see so much dis­tress in heav­en and on earth, from the bird who has not a grain of mil­let to my­self with­out a hun­dred thou­sand livres of in­come, when I see hu­man des­tiny, which is very bad­ly worn, and even roy­al des­tiny, which is thread­bare, wit­ness the Prince de Condé hung, when I see win­ter, which is noth­ing but a rent in the zenith through which the wind blows, when I see so many rags even in the per­fect­ly new pur­ple of the morn­ing on the crests of hills, when I see the drops of dew, those mock pearls, when I see the frost, that paste, when I see hu­man­i­ty ripped apart and events patched up, and so many spots on the sun and so many holes in the moon, when I see so much mis­ery ev­ery­where, I sus­pect that God is not rich. The ap­pear­ance ex­ists, it is true, but I feel that he is hard up. He gives a rev­o­lu­tion as a trades­man whose mon­ey-box is emp­ty gives a ball. God must not be judged from ap­pear­ances. Be­neath the gild­ing of heav­en I per­ceive a pover­ty-strick­en uni­verse. Cre­ation is bank­rupt. That is why I am dis­con­tent­ed. Here it is the 4th of June, it is al­most night; ev­er since this morn­ing I have been wait­ing for day­light to come; it has not come, and I bet that it won’t come all day. This is the in­ex­act­ness of an ill-paid clerk. Yes, ev­ery­thing is bad­ly ar­ranged, noth­ing fits any­thing else, this old world is all warped, I take my stand on the op­po­si­tion, ev­ery­thing goes awry; the uni­verse is a tease. It’s like chil­dren, those who want them have none, and those who don’t want them have them. To­tal: I’m vexed. Be­sides, Laigle de Meaux, that bald­head, of­fends my sight. It hu­mil­i­ates me to think that I am of the same age as that baldy. How­ev­er, I crit­i­cise, but I do not in­sult. The uni­verse is what it is. I speak here with­out evil in­tent and to ease my con­science. Re­ceive, Eter­nal Fa­ther, the as­sur­ance of my dis­tin­guished con­sid­er­a­tion. Ah! by all the saints of Olym­pus and by all the gods of par­adise, I was not in­tend­ed to be a Parisian, that is to say, to re­bound for­ev­er, like a shut­tle­cock be­tween two bat­tle­dores, from the group of the loungers to the group of the roys­ter­ers. I was made to be a Turk, watch­ing ori­en­tal houris all day long, ex­e­cut­ing those ex­quis­ite Egyp­tian dances, as sen­su­ous as the dream of a chaste man, or a Beauceron peas­ant, or a Vene­tian gen­tle­man sur­round­ed by gen­tle­wom­an, or a pet­ty Ger­man prince, fur­nish­ing the half of a foot-sol­dier to the Ger­man­ic con­fed­er­a­tion, and oc­cu­py­ing his leisure with dry­ing his breech­es on his hedge, that is to say, his fron­tier. Those are the po­si­tions for which I was born! Yes, I have said a Turk, and I will not re­tract. I do not un­der­stand how peo­ple can ha­bit­u­al­ly take Turks in bad part; Mo­hammed had his good points; re­spect for the in­ven­tor of seraglios with houris and par­adis­es with odal­isques! Let us not in­sult Mo­hammedanism, the on­ly re­li­gion which is or­na­ment­ed with a hen-roost! Now, I in­sist on a drink. The earth is a great piece of stu­pid­i­ty. And it ap­pears that they are go­ing to fight, all those im­be­ciles, and to break each oth­er’s pro­files and to mas­sacre each oth­er in the heart of sum­mer, in the month of June, when they might go off with a crea­ture on their arm, to breathe the im­mense heaps of new-mown hay in the mead­ows! Re­al­ly, peo­ple do com­mit al­to­geth­er too many fol­lies. An old bro­ken lantern which I have just seen at a bric-a-brac mer­chant’s sug­gests a re­flec­tion to my mind; it is time to en­light­en the hu­man race. Yes, be­hold me sad again. That’s what comes of swal­low­ing an oys­ter and a rev­o­lu­tion the wrong way! I am grow­ing melan­choly once more. Oh! fright­ful old world. Peo­ple strive, turn each oth­er out, pros­ti­tute them­selves, kill each oth­er, and get used to it!”

			And Grantaire, af­ter this fit of elo­quence, had a fit of cough­ing, which was well earned.

			“Apro­pos of rev­o­lu­tion,” said Joly, “it is de­cid­ed­ly ab­ber­ent that Bar­ius is in love.”

			“Does any­one know with whom?” de­mand­ed Laigle.

			“Do.”

			“No?”

			“Do! I tell you.”

			“Mar­ius’ love af­fairs!” ex­claimed Grantaire. “I can imag­ine it. Mar­ius is a fog, and he must have found a va­por. Mar­ius is of the race of po­ets. He who says po­et, says fool, mad­man, Tym­braeus Apol­lo. Mar­ius and his Marie, or his Mar­i­on, or his Maria, or his Ma­ri­ette. They must make a queer pair of lovers. I know just what it is like. Ec­stasies in which they for­get to kiss. Pure on earth, but joined in heav­en. They are souls pos­sessed of sens­es. They lie among the stars.”

			Grantaire was at­tack­ing his sec­ond bot­tle and, pos­si­bly, his sec­ond ha­rangue, when a new per­son­age emerged from the square aper­ture of the stairs. It was a boy less than ten years of age, ragged, very small, yel­low, with an odd phiz, a vi­va­cious eye, an enor­mous amount of hair drenched with rain, and wear­ing a con­tent­ed air.

			The child un­hesi­tat­ing­ly mak­ing his choice among the three, ad­dressed him­self to Laigle de Meaux.

			“Are you Mon­sieur Bossuet?”

			“That is my nick­name,” replied Laigle. “What do you want with me?”

			“This. A tall blonde fel­low on the boule­vard said to me: ‘Do you know Moth­er Huch­e­loup?’ I said: ‘Yes, Rue Chan­vrerie, the old man’s wid­ow;’ he said to me: ‘Go there. There you will find M. Bossuet. Tell him from me: “A.B.C.” ’ It’s a joke that they’re play­ing on you, isn’t it. He gave me ten sous.”

			“Joly, lend me ten sous,” said Laigle; and, turn­ing to Grantaire: “Grantaire, lend me ten sous.”

			This made twen­ty sous, which Laigle hand­ed to the lad.

			“Thank you, sir,” said the urchin.

			“What is your name?” in­quired Laigle.

			“Navet, Gavroche’s friend.”

			“Stay with us,” said Laigle.

			“Break­fast with us,” said Grantaire.

			The child replied:—

			“I can’t, I be­long in the pro­ces­sion, I’m the one to shout ‘Down with Polignac!’ ”

			And ex­e­cut­ing a pro­longed scrape of his foot be­hind him, which is the most re­spect­ful of all pos­si­ble salutes, he took his de­par­ture.

			The child gone, Grantaire took the word:—

			“That is the pure­bred gamin. There are a great many va­ri­eties of the gamin species. The no­tary’s gamin is called Skip-the-Gut­ter, the cook’s gamin is called a scul­lion, the bak­er’s gamin is called a mitron, the lack­ey’s gamin is called a groom, the ma­rine gamin is called the cab­in-boy, the sol­dier’s gamin is called the drum­mer-boy, the painter’s gamin is called paint-grinder, the trades­man’s gamin is called an er­rand-boy, the cour­te­san gamin is called the min­ion, the king­ly gamin is called the dauphin, the god gamin is called the bam­bi­no.”

			In the mean­time, Laigle was en­gaged in re­flec­tion; he said half aloud:—

			“A.B.C., that is to say: the buri­al of Lamar­que.”

			“The tall blonde,” re­marked Grantaire, “is En­jol­ras, who is send­ing you a warn­ing.”

			“Shall we go?” ejac­u­lat­ed Bossuet.

			“It’s raid­ing,” said Joly. “I have sworn to go through fire, but not through wa­ter. I don’t wand to ged a gold.”

			“I shall stay here,” said Grantaire. “I pre­fer a break­fast to a hearse.”

			“Con­clu­sion: we re­main,” said Laigle. “Well, then, let us drink. Be­sides, we might miss the fu­ner­al with­out miss­ing the ri­ot.”

			“Ah! the ri­ot, I am with you!” cried Joly.

			Laigle rubbed his hands.

			“Now we’re go­ing to touch up the rev­o­lu­tion of 1830. As a mat­ter of fact, it does hurt the peo­ple along the seams.”

			“I don’t think much of your rev­o­lu­tion,” said Grantaire. “I don’t ex­e­crate this Gov­ern­ment. It is the crown tem­pered by the cot­ton night­cap. It is a scep­tre end­ing in an um­brel­la. In fact, I think that to­day, with the present weath­er, Louis Philippe might uti­lize his roy­al­ty in two di­rec­tions, he might ex­tend the tip of the scep­tre end against the peo­ple, and open the um­brel­la end against heav­en.”

			The room was dark, large clouds had just fin­ished the ex­tinc­tion of day­light. There was no one in the wine-shop, or in the street, ev­ery­one hav­ing gone off “to watch events.”

			“Is it mid­day or mid­night?” cried Bossuet. “You can’t see your hand be­fore your face. Gibelotte, fetch a light.”

			Grantaire was drink­ing in a melan­choly way.

			“En­jol­ras dis­dains me,” he mut­tered. “En­jol­ras said: ‘Joly is ill, Grantaire is drunk.’ It was to Bossuet that he sent Navet. If he had come for me, I would have fol­lowed him. So much the worse for En­jol­ras! I won’t go to his fu­ner­al.”

			This res­o­lu­tion once ar­rived at, Bossuet, Joly, and Grantaire did not stir from the wine-shop. By two o’clock in the af­ter­noon, the ta­ble at which they sat was cov­ered with emp­ty bot­tles. Two can­dles were burn­ing on it, one in a flat cop­per can­dle­stick which was per­fect­ly green, the oth­er in the neck of a cracked carafe. Grantaire had se­duced Joly and Bossuet to wine; Bossuet and Joly had con­duct­ed Grantaire back to­wards cheer­ful­ness.

			As for Grantaire, he had got be­yond wine, that mere­ly mod­er­ate in­spir­er of dreams, ev­er since mid­day. Wine en­joys on­ly a con­ven­tion­al pop­u­lar­i­ty with se­ri­ous drinkers. There is, in fact, in the mat­ter of ine­bri­ety, white mag­ic and black mag­ic; wine is on­ly white mag­ic. Grantaire was a dar­ing drinker of dreams. The black­ness of a ter­ri­ble fit of drunk­en­ness yawn­ing be­fore him, far from ar­rest­ing him, at­tract­ed him. He had aban­doned the bot­tle and tak­en to the beer­glass. The beer-glass is the abyss. Hav­ing nei­ther opi­um nor hashish on hand, and be­ing de­sirous of fill­ing his brain with twi­light, he had had re­course to that fear­ful mix­ture of brandy, stout, ab­sinthe, which pro­duces the most ter­ri­ble of lethar­gies. It is of these three va­pors, beer, brandy, and ab­sinthe, that the lead of the soul is com­posed. They are three grooms; the ce­les­tial but­ter­fly is drowned in them; and there are formed there in a mem­bra­nous smoke, vague­ly con­densed in­to the wing of the bat, three mute fu­ries, Night­mare, Night, and Death, which hov­er about the slum­ber­ing Psy­che.

			Grantaire had not yet reached that lam­en­ta­ble phase; far from it. He was tremen­dous­ly gay, and Bossuet and Joly re­tort­ed. They clinked glass­es. Grantaire added to the ec­cen­tric ac­cen­tu­a­tion of words and ideas, a pe­cu­liar­i­ty of ges­ture; he rest­ed his left fist on his knee with dig­ni­ty, his arm form­ing a right an­gle, and, with cra­vat un­tied, seat­ed astride a stool, his full glass in his right hand, he hurled solemn words at the big maid­ser­vant Matelote:—

			“Let the doors of the palace be thrown open! Let ev­ery­one be a mem­ber of the French Acad­e­my and have the right to em­brace Madame Huch­e­loup. Let us drink.”

			And turn­ing to Madame Huch­e­loup, he added:—

			“Wom­an an­cient and con­se­crat­ed by use, draw near that I may con­tem­plate thee!”

			And Joly ex­claimed:—

			“Matelote and Gibelotte, dod’t gib Grantaire any­thing more to drink. He has al­ready de­voured, since this bor­d­ing, in wild prodi­gal­i­ty, two francs and nine­ty-five cen­tibes.”

			And Grantaire be­gan again:—

			“Who has been un­hook­ing the stars with­out my per­mis­sion, and putting them on the ta­ble in the guise of can­dles?”

			Bossuet, though very drunk, pre­served his equa­nim­i­ty.

			He was seat­ed on the sill of the open win­dow, wet­ting his back in the fall­ing rain, and gaz­ing at his two friends.

			All at once, he heard a tu­mult be­hind him, hur­ried foot­steps, cries of “To arms!” He turned round and saw in the Rue Saint-De­nis, at the end of the Rue de la Chan­vrerie, En­jol­ras pass­ing, gun in hand, and Gavroche with his pis­tol, Feuil­ly with his sword, Cour­feyrac with his sword, and Jean Prou­vaire with his blun­der­buss, Combe­ferre with his gun, Ba­horel with his gun, and the whole armed and stormy rab­ble which was fol­low­ing them.

			The Rue de la Chan­vrerie was not more than a gun­shot long. Bossuet im­pro­vised a speak­ing-trum­pet from his two hands placed around his mouth, and shout­ed:—

			“Cour­feyrac! Cour­feyrac! Ho­hée!”

			Cour­feyrac heard the shout, caught sight of Bossuet, and ad­vanced a few paces in­to the Rue de la Chan­vrerie, shout­ing: “What do you want?” which crossed a “Where are you go­ing?”

			“To make a bar­ri­cade,” replied Cour­feyrac.

			“Well, here! This is a good place! Make it here!”

			“That’s true, Aigle,” said Cour­feyrac.

			And at a sig­nal from Cour­feyrac, the mob flung them­selves in­to the Rue de la Chan­vrerie.

		
	
		
			
				III

				Night Be­gins to De­scend Up­on Grantaire

			
			The spot was, in fact, ad­mirably adapt­ed, the en­trance to the street widened out, the oth­er ex­trem­i­ty nar­rowed to­geth­er in­to a pock­et with­out ex­it. Corinthe cre­at­ed an ob­sta­cle, the Rue Mondé­tour was eas­i­ly bar­ri­cad­ed on the right and the left, no at­tack was pos­si­ble ex­cept from the Rue Saint-De­nis, that is to say, in front, and in full sight. Bossuet had the com­pre­hen­sive glance of a fast­ing Han­ni­bal.

			Ter­ror had seized on the whole street at the ir­rup­tion of the mob. There was not a passer­by who did not get out of sight. In the space of a flash of light­ning, in the rear, to right and left, shops, sta­bles, area-doors, win­dows, blinds, at­tic sky­lights, shut­ters of ev­ery de­scrip­tion were closed, from the ground floor to the roof. A ter­ri­fied old wom­an fixed a mat­tress in front of her win­dow on two clothes-poles for dry­ing linen, in or­der to dead­en the ef­fect of mus­ketry. The wine-shop alone re­mained open; and that for a very good rea­son, that the mob had rushed in­to it.—“Ah my God! Ah my God!” sighed Mame Huch­e­loup.

			Bossuet had gone down to meet Cour­feyrac.

			Joly, who had placed him­self at the win­dow, ex­claimed:—

			“Cour­feyrac, you ought to have brought an um­brel­la. You will gatch gold.”

			In the mean­time, in the space of a few min­utes, twen­ty iron bars had been wrenched from the grat­ed front of the wine-shop, ten fath­oms of street had been un­paved; Gavroche and Ba­horel had seized in its pas­sage, and over­turned, the dray of a lime-deal­er named An­ceau; this dray con­tained three bar­rels of lime, which they placed be­neath the piles of paving-stones: En­jol­ras raised the cel­lar trap, and all the wid­ow Huch­e­loup’s emp­ty casks were used to flank the bar­rels of lime; Feuil­ly, with his fin­gers skilled in paint­ing the del­i­cate sticks of fans, had backed up the bar­rels and the dray with two mas­sive heaps of blocks of rough stone. Blocks which were im­pro­vised like the rest and pro­cured no one knows where. The beams which served as props were torn from the neigh­bor­ing house-fronts and laid on the casks. When Bossuet and Cour­feyrac turned round, half the street was al­ready barred with a ram­part high­er than a man. There is noth­ing like the hand of the pop­u­lace for build­ing ev­ery­thing that is built by de­mol­ish­ing.

			Matelote and Gibelotte had min­gled with the work­ers. Gibelotte went and came load­ed with rub­bish. Her las­si­tude helped on the bar­ri­cade. She served the bar­ri­cade as she would have served wine, with a sleepy air.

			An om­nibus with two white hors­es passed the end of the street.

			Bossuet strode over the paving-stones, ran to it, stopped the driv­er, made the pas­sen­gers alight, of­fered his hand to “the ladies,” dis­missed the con­duc­tor, and re­turned, lead­ing the ve­hi­cle and the hors­es by the bri­dle.

			“Om­nibus­es,” said he, “do not pass the Corinthe. Non licet om­nibus adire Corinthum.”

			An in­stant lat­er, the hors­es were un­har­nessed and went off at their will, through the Rue Mondé­tour, and the om­nibus ly­ing on its side com­plet­ed the bar across the street.

			Mame Huch­e­loup, quite up­set, had tak­en refuge in the first sto­ry.

			Her eyes were vague, and stared with­out see­ing any­thing, and she cried in a low tone. Her ter­ri­fied shrieks did not dare to emerge from her throat.

			“The end of the world has come,” she mut­tered.

			Joly de­posit­ed a kiss on Mame Huch­e­loup’s fat, red, wrin­kled neck, and said to Grantaire: “My dear fel­low, I have al­ways re­gard­ed a wom­an’s neck as an in­fin­ite­ly del­i­cate thing.”

			But Grantaire at­tained to the high­est re­gions of dithryamb. Matelote had mount­ed to the first floor once more, Grantaire seized her round her waist, and gave vent to long bursts of laugh­ter at the win­dow.

			“Matelote is home­ly!” he cried: “Matelote is of a dream of ug­li­ness! Matelote is a chi­maera. This is the se­cret of her birth: a Goth­ic Pyg­malion, who was mak­ing gar­goyles for cathe­drals, fell in love with one of them, the most hor­ri­ble, one fine morn­ing. He be­sought Love to give it life, and this pro­duced Matelote. Look at her, cit­i­zens! She has chro­mate-of-lead-col­ored hair, like Titian’s mis­tress, and she is a good girl. I guar­an­tee that she will fight well. Ev­ery good girl con­tains a hero. As for Moth­er Huch­e­loup, she’s an old war­rior. Look at her mous­tach­es! She in­her­it­ed them from her hus­band. A hus­sar in­deed! She will fight too. These two alone will strike ter­ror to the heart of the ban­lieue. Com­rades, we shall over­throw the gov­ern­ment as true as there are fif­teen in­ter­me­di­ary acids be­tween mar­gar­ic acid and formic acid; how­ev­er, that is a mat­ter of per­fect in­dif­fer­ence to me. Gen­tle­men, my fa­ther al­ways de­test­ed me be­cause I could not un­der­stand math­e­mat­ics. I un­der­stand on­ly love and lib­er­ty. I am Grantaire, the good fel­low. Hav­ing nev­er had any mon­ey, I nev­er ac­quired the habit of it, and the re­sult is that I have nev­er lacked it; but, if I had been rich, there would have been no more poor peo­ple! You would have seen! Oh, if the kind hearts on­ly had fat purs­es, how much bet­ter things would go! I pic­ture my­self Je­sus Christ with Roth­schild’s for­tune! How much good he would do! Matelote, em­brace me! You are volup­tuous and timid! You have cheeks which in­vite the kiss of a sis­ter, and lips which claim the kiss of a lover.”

			“Hold your tongue, you cask!” said Cour­feyrac.

			Grantaire re­tort­ed:—

			“I am the capi­toul84 and the mas­ter of the flo­ral games!”

			En­jol­ras, who was stand­ing on the crest of the bar­ri­cade, gun in hand, raised his beau­ti­ful, aus­tere face. En­jol­ras, as the read­er knows, had some­thing of the Spar­tan and of the Pu­ri­tan in his com­po­si­tion. He would have per­ished at Ther­mopy­lae with Leonidas, and burned at Droghe­da with Cromwell.

			“Grantaire,” he shout­ed, “go get rid of the fumes of your wine some­where else than here. This is the place for en­thu­si­asm, not for drunk­en­ness. Don’t dis­grace the bar­ri­cade!”

			This an­gry speech pro­duced a sin­gu­lar ef­fect on Grantaire. One would have said that he had had a glass of cold wa­ter flung in his face. He seemed to be ren­dered sud­den­ly sober.

			He sat down, put his el­bows on a ta­ble near the win­dow, looked at En­jol­ras with in­de­scrib­able gen­tle­ness, and said to him:—

			“Let me sleep here.”

			“Go and sleep some­where else,” cried En­jol­ras.

			But Grantaire, still keep­ing his ten­der and trou­bled eyes fixed on him, replied:—

			“Let me sleep here—un­til I die.”

			En­jol­ras re­gard­ed him with dis­dain­ful eyes:—

			“Grantaire, you are in­ca­pable of be­liev­ing, of think­ing, of will­ing, of liv­ing, and of dy­ing.”

			Grantaire replied in a grave tone:—

			“You will see.”

			He stam­mered a few more un­in­tel­li­gi­ble words, then his head fell heav­i­ly on the ta­ble, and, as is the usu­al ef­fect of the sec­ond pe­ri­od of ine­bri­ety, in­to which En­jol­ras had rough­ly and abrupt­ly thrust him, an in­stant lat­er he had fall­en asleep.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				An At­tempt to Con­sole the Wid­ow Huch­e­loup

			
			Ba­horel, in ec­stasies over the bar­ri­cade, shout­ed:—

			“Here’s the street in its low-necked dress! How well it looks!”

			Cour­feyrac, as he de­mol­ished the wine-shop to some ex­tent, sought to con­sole the wid­owed pro­pri­etress.

			“Moth­er Huch­e­loup, weren’t you com­plain­ing the oth­er day be­cause you had had a no­tice served on you for in­fring­ing the law, be­cause Gibelotte shook a coun­ter­pane out of your win­dow?”

			“Yes, my good Mon­sieur Cour­feyrac. Ah! good Heav­ens, are you go­ing to put that ta­ble of mine in your hor­ror, too? And it was for the coun­ter­pane, and al­so for a pot of flow­ers which fell from the at­tic win­dow in­to the street, that the gov­ern­ment col­lect­ed a fine of a hun­dred francs. If that isn’t an abom­i­na­tion, what is!”

			“Well, Moth­er Huch­e­loup, we are aveng­ing you.”

			Moth­er Huch­e­loup did not ap­pear to un­der­stand very clear­ly the ben­e­fit which she was to de­rive from these reprisals made on her ac­count. She was sat­is­fied af­ter the man­ner of that Arab wom­an, who, hav­ing re­ceived a box on the ear from her hus­band, went to com­plain to her fa­ther, and cried for vengeance, say­ing: “Fa­ther, you owe my hus­band af­front for af­front.” The fa­ther asked: “On which cheek did you re­ceive the blow?” “On the left cheek.” The fa­ther slapped her right cheek and said: “Now you are sat­is­fied. Go tell your hus­band that he boxed my daugh­ter’s ears, and that I have ac­cord­ing­ly boxed his wife’s.”

			The rain had ceased. Re­cruits had ar­rived. Work­men had brought un­der their blous­es a bar­rel of pow­der, a bas­ket con­tain­ing bot­tles of vit­ri­ol, two or three car­ni­val torch­es, and a bas­ket filled with fire-pots, “left over from the King’s fes­ti­val.” This fes­ti­val was very re­cent, hav­ing tak­en place on the 1st of May. It was said that these mu­ni­tions came from a gro­cer in the Faubourg Saint-An­toine named Pépin. They smashed the on­ly street lantern in the Rue de la Chan­vrerie, the lantern cor­re­spond­ing to one in the Rue Saint-De­nis, and all the lanterns in the sur­round­ing streets, de Mondé­tour, du Cygne, des Prêcheurs, and de la Grande and de la Pe­tite-Truan­derie.

			En­jol­ras, Combe­ferre, and Cour­feyrac di­rect­ed ev­ery­thing. Two bar­ri­cades were now in process of con­struc­tion at once, both of them rest­ing on the Corinthe house and form­ing a right an­gle; the larg­er shut off the Rue de la Chan­vrerie, the oth­er closed the Rue Mondé­tour, on the side of the Rue de Cygne. This last bar­ri­cade, which was very nar­row, was con­struct­ed on­ly of casks and paving-stones. There were about fifty work­ers on it; thir­ty were armed with guns; for, on their way, they had ef­fect­ed a whole­sale loan from an ar­mor­er’s shop.

			Noth­ing could be more bizarre and at the same time more mot­ley than this troop. One had a round-jack­et, a cav­al­ry sabre, and two hol­ster-pis­tols, an­oth­er was in his shirt­sleeves, with a round hat, and a pow­der-horn slung at his side, a third wore a plas­tron of nine sheets of gray pa­per and was armed with a sad­dler’s awl. There was one who was shout­ing: “Let us ex­ter­mi­nate them to the last man and die at the point of our bay­o­net.” This man had no bay­o­net. An­oth­er spread out over his coat the cross-belt and car­tridge-box of a Na­tion­al Guards­man, the cov­er of the car­tridge-box be­ing or­na­ment­ed with this in­scrip­tion in red worsted: Pub­lic Or­der. There were a great many guns bear­ing the num­bers of the le­gions, few hats, no cra­vats, many bare arms, some pikes. Add to this, all ages, all sorts of faces, small, pale young men, and bronzed long­shore­men. All were in haste; and as they helped each oth­er, they dis­cussed the pos­si­ble chances. That they would re­ceive suc­cor about three o’clock in the morn­ing—that they were sure of one reg­i­ment, that Paris would rise. Ter­ri­ble say­ings with which was min­gled a sort of cor­dial jovi­al­i­ty. One would have pro­nounced them broth­ers, but they did not know each oth­er’s names. Great per­ils have this fine char­ac­ter­is­tic, that they bring to light the fra­ter­ni­ty of strangers. A fire had been light­ed in the kitchen, and there they were en­gaged in mould­ing in­to bul­lets, pewter mugs, spoons, forks, and all the brass table­ware of the es­tab­lish­ment. In the midst of it all, they drank. Caps and buck­shot were mixed pell-mell on the ta­bles with glass­es of wine. In the bil­liard-hall, Mame Huch­e­loup, Matelote, and Gibelotte, var­i­ous­ly mod­i­fied by ter­ror, which had stu­pe­fied one, ren­dered an­oth­er breath­less, and roused the third, were tear­ing up old dish­cloths and mak­ing lint; three in­sur­gents were as­sist­ing them, three bushy-haired, jol­ly blades with beards and mous­tach­es, who plucked away at the linen with the fin­gers of seam­stress­es and who made them trem­ble.

			The man of lofty stature whom Cour­feyrac, Combe­ferre, and En­jol­ras had ob­served at the mo­ment when he joined the mob at the cor­ner of the Rue des Bil­lettes, was at work on the small­er bar­ri­cade and was mak­ing him­self use­ful there. Gavroche was work­ing on the larg­er one. As for the young man who had been wait­ing for Cour­feyrac at his lodg­ings, and who had in­quired for M. Mar­ius, he had dis­ap­peared at about the time when the om­nibus had been over­turned.

			Gavroche, com­plete­ly car­ried away and ra­di­ant, had un­der­tak­en to get ev­ery­thing in readi­ness. He went, came, mount­ed, de­scend­ed, re­mount­ed, whis­tled, and sparkled. He seemed to be there for the en­cour­age­ment of all. Had he any in­cen­tive? Yes, cer­tain­ly, his pover­ty; had he wings? yes, cer­tain­ly, his joy. Gavroche was a whirl­wind. He was con­stant­ly vis­i­ble, he was in­ces­sant­ly au­di­ble. He filled the air, as he was ev­ery­where at once. He was a sort of al­most ir­ri­tat­ing ubiq­ui­ty; no halt was pos­si­ble with him. The enor­mous bar­ri­cade felt him on its haunch­es. He trou­bled the loungers, he ex­cit­ed the idle, he re­an­i­mat­ed the weary, he grew im­pa­tient over the thought­ful, he in­spired gayety in some, and breath in oth­ers, wrath in oth­ers, move­ment in all, now prick­ing a stu­dent, now bit­ing an ar­ti­san; he alight­ed, paused, flew off again, hov­ered over the tu­mult, and the ef­fort, sprang from one par­ty to an­oth­er, mur­mur­ing and hum­ming, and ha­rassed the whole com­pa­ny; a fly on the im­mense rev­o­lu­tion­ary coach.

			Per­pet­u­al mo­tion was in his lit­tle arms and per­pet­u­al clam­or in his lit­tle lungs.

			“Courage! more paving-stones! more casks! more ma­chines! Where are you now? A hod of plas­ter for me to stop this hole with! Your bar­ri­cade is very small. It must be car­ried up. Put ev­ery­thing on it, fling ev­ery­thing there, stick it all in. Break down the house. A bar­ri­cade is Moth­er Gi­bou’s tea. Hul­lo, here’s a glass door.”

			This elicit­ed an ex­cla­ma­tion from the work­ers.

			“A glass door? what do you ex­pect us to do with a glass door, tu­ber­cle?”

			“Her­cules your­selves!” re­tort­ed Gavroche. “A glass door is an ex­cel­lent thing in a bar­ri­cade. It does not pre­vent an at­tack, but it pre­vents the en­e­my tak­ing it. So you’ve nev­er prigged ap­ples over a wall where there were bro­ken bot­tles? A glass door cuts the corns of the Na­tion­al Guard when they try to mount on the bar­ri­cade. Par­di! glass is a treach­er­ous thing. Well, you haven’t a very wild­ly live­ly imag­i­na­tion, com­rades.”

			How­ev­er, he was fu­ri­ous over his trig­ger­less pis­tol. He went from one to an­oth­er, de­mand­ing: “A gun, I want a gun! Why don’t you give me a gun?”

			“Give you a gun!” said Combe­ferre.

			“Come now!” said Gavroche, “why not? I had one in 1830 when we had a dis­pute with Charles X.”

			En­jol­ras shrugged his shoul­ders.

			“When there are enough for the men, we will give some to the chil­dren.”

			Gavroche wheeled round haugh­ti­ly, and an­swered:—

			“If you are killed be­fore me, I shall take yours.”

			“Gamin!” said En­jol­ras.

			“Green­horn!” said Gavroche.

			A dandy who had lost his way and who lounged past the end of the street cre­at­ed a di­ver­sion! Gavroche shout­ed to him:—

			“Come with us, young fel­low! well now, don’t we do any­thing for this old coun­try of ours?”

			The dandy fled.

		
	
		
			
				V

				Prepa­ra­tions

			
			The jour­nals of the day which said that that “near­ly im­preg­nable struc­ture,” of the bar­ri­cade of the Rue de la Chan­vrerie, as they call it, reached to the lev­el of the first floor, were mis­tak­en. The fact is, that it did not ex­ceed an av­er­age height of six or sev­en feet. It was built in such a man­ner that the com­bat­ants could, at their will, ei­ther dis­ap­pear be­hind it or dom­i­nate the bar­ri­er and even scale its crest by means of a quadru­ple row of paving-stones placed on top of each oth­er and ar­ranged as steps in the in­te­ri­or. On the out­side, the front of the bar­ri­cade, com­posed of piles of paving-stones and casks bound to­geth­er by beams and planks, which were en­tan­gled in the wheels of An­ceau’s dray and of the over­turned om­nibus, had a bristling and in­ex­tri­ca­ble as­pect.

			An aper­ture large enough to al­low a man to pass through had been made be­tween the wall of the hous­es and the ex­trem­i­ty of the bar­ri­cade which was fur­thest from the wine-shop, so that an ex­it was pos­si­ble at this point. The pole of the om­nibus was placed up­right and held up with ropes, and a red flag, fas­tened to this pole, float­ed over the bar­ri­cade.

			The lit­tle Mondé­tour bar­ri­cade, hid­den be­hind the wine-shop build­ing, was not vis­i­ble. The two bar­ri­cades unit­ed formed a ver­i­ta­ble re­doubt. En­jol­ras and Cour­feyrac had not thought fit to bar­ri­cade the oth­er frag­ment of the Rue Mondé­tour which opens through the Rue des Prêcheurs an is­sue in­to the Halles, wish­ing, no doubt, to pre­serve a pos­si­ble com­mu­ni­ca­tion with the out­side, and not en­ter­tain­ing much fear of an at­tack through the dan­ger­ous and dif­fi­cult street of the Rue des Prêcheurs.

			With the ex­cep­tion of this is­sue which was left free, and which con­sti­tut­ed what Fo­lard in his strate­gi­cal style would have termed a branch and tak­ing in­to ac­count, al­so, the nar­row cut­ting ar­ranged on the Rue de la Chan­vrerie, the in­te­ri­or of the bar­ri­cade, where the wine-shop formed a salient an­gle, pre­sent­ed an ir­reg­u­lar square, closed on all sides. There ex­ist­ed an in­ter­val of twen­ty paces be­tween the grand bar­ri­er and the lofty hous­es which formed the back­ground of the street, so that one might say that the bar­ri­cade rest­ed on these hous­es, all in­hab­it­ed, but closed from top to bot­tom.

			All this work was per­formed with­out any hin­drance, in less than an hour, and with­out this hand­ful of bold men see­ing a sin­gle bearskin cap or a sin­gle bay­o­net make their ap­pear­ance. The very bour­geois who still ven­tured at this hour of ri­ot to en­ter the Rue Saint-De­nis cast a glance at the Rue de la Chan­vrerie, caught sight of the bar­ri­cade, and re­dou­bled their pace.

			The two bar­ri­cades be­ing fin­ished, and the flag run up, a ta­ble was dragged out of the wine-shop; and Cour­feyrac mount­ed on the ta­ble. En­jol­ras brought the square cof­fer, and Cour­feyrac opened it. This cof­fer was filled with car­tridges. When the mob saw the car­tridges, a tremor ran through the bravest, and a mo­men­tary si­lence en­sued.

			Cour­feyrac dis­trib­uted them with a smile.

			Each one re­ceived thir­ty car­tridges. Many had pow­der, and set about mak­ing oth­ers with the bul­lets which they had run. As for the bar­rel of pow­der, it stood on a ta­ble on one side, near the door, and was held in re­serve.

			The alarm beat which ran through all Paris, did not cease, but it had fi­nal­ly come to be noth­ing more than a mo­not­o­nous noise to which they no longer paid any at­ten­tion. This noise re­treat­ed at times, and again drew near, with melan­choly un­du­la­tions.

			They load­ed the guns and car­bines, all to­geth­er, with­out haste, with solemn grav­i­ty. En­jol­ras went and sta­tioned three sen­tinels out­side the bar­ri­cades, one in the Rue de la Chan­vrerie, the sec­ond in the Rue des Prêcheurs, the third at the cor­ner of the Rue de la Pe­tite Truan­derie.

			Then, the bar­ri­cades hav­ing been built, the posts as­signed, the guns load­ed, the sen­tinels sta­tioned, they wait­ed, alone in those re­doubtable streets through which no one passed any longer, sur­round­ed by those dumb hous­es which seemed dead and in which no hu­man move­ment pal­pi­tat­ed, en­veloped in the deep­en­ing shades of twi­light which was draw­ing on, in the midst of that si­lence through which some­thing could be felt ad­vanc­ing, and which had about it some­thing trag­ic and ter­ri­fy­ing, iso­lat­ed, armed, de­ter­mined, and tran­quil.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				Wait­ing

			
			Dur­ing those hours of wait­ing, what did they do?

			We must needs tell, since this is a mat­ter of his­to­ry.

			While the men made bul­lets and the wom­en lint, while a large saucepan of melt­ed brass and lead, des­tined to the bul­let-mould smoked over a glow­ing bra­zier, while the sen­tinels watched, weapon in hand, on the bar­ri­cade, while En­jol­ras, whom it was im­pos­si­ble to di­vert, kept an eye on the sen­tinels, Combe­ferre, Cour­feyrac, Jean Prou­vaire, Feuil­ly, Bossuet, Joly, Ba­horel, and some oth­ers, sought each oth­er out and unit­ed as in the most peace­ful days of their con­ver­sa­tions in their stu­dent life, and, in one cor­ner of this wine-shop which had been con­vert­ed in­to a case­ment, a cou­ple of paces dis­tant from the re­doubt which they had built, with their car­bines load­ed and primed rest­ing against the backs of their chairs, these fine young fel­lows, so close to a supreme hour, be­gan to re­cite love vers­es.

			What vers­es? These:—

			
				
					Vous rap­pelez-vous notre douce vie,
					

					Lorsque nous étions si je­unes tous deux,
					

					Et que nous n’avions au coeur d’autre en­vie
					

					Que d’être bi­en mis et d’être amoureux,
				

				
					Lorsqu’en ajoutant votre âge à mon âge,
					

					Nous ne comp­tions pas à deux quar­ante ans,
					

					Et que, dans notre hum­ble et pe­tit mé­nage,
					

					Tout, même l’hiv­er, nous était print­emps?
				

				
					Beaux jours! Manuel était fi­er et sage,
					

					Paris s’as­seyait à de saints ban­quets,
					

					Foy lançait la foudre, et votre cor­sage
					

					Avait une épin­gle où je me pi­quais.
				

				
					Tout vous con­tem­plait. Av­o­cat sans caus­es,
					

					Quand je vous menais au Pra­do dîn­er,
					

					Vous étiez jolie au point que les ros­es
					

					Me fai­saient l’ef­fet de se re­tourn­er.
				

				
					Je les en­tendais dire: Est elle belle!
					

					Comme elle sent bon! Quels cheveux à flots!
					

					Sous son man­telet elle cache une aile,
					

					Son bon­net char­mant est à peine éc­los.
				

				
					J’er­rais avec toi, pres­sant ton bras sou­ple.
					

					Les pas­sants croy­aient que l’amour char­mé
					

					Avait mar­ié, dans notre heureux cou­ple,
					

					Le doux mois d’avril au beau mois de mai.
				

				
					Nous viv­ions cachés, con­tents, porte close,
					

					Dévo­rant l’amour, bon fruit défendu,
					

					Ma bouche n’avait pas dit une chose
					

					Que déjà ton coeur avait répon­du.
				

				
					La Sor­bonne était l’en­droit bu­col­ique
					

					Où je t’ado­rais du soir au matin.
					

					C’est ain­si qu’une âme amoureuse ap­plique
					

					La carte du Ten­dre au pays Latin.
				

				
					O place Maubert! O place Dauphine!
					

					Quand, dans le taud­is frais et print­anier,
					

					Tu tirais ton bas sur ta jambe fine,
					

					Je voy­ais un as­tre au fond du gre­nier.
				

				
					J’ai fort lu Pla­ton, mais rien ne m’en reste;
					

					Mieux que Male­branche et que Lamen­nais,
					

					Tu me dé­mon­trais la bon­té céleste
					

					Avec une fleur que tu me don­nais.
				

				
					Je t’obéis­sais, tu m’étais soumise;
					

					O gre­nier doré! te lac­er! te voir
					

					Aller et venir dès l’aube en chemise,
					

					Mi­rant ton je­une front à ton vieux miroir.
				

				
					Et qui donc pour­rait per­dre la mé­moire
					

					De ces temps d’au­rore et de fir­ma­ment,
					

					De rubans, de fleurs, de gaze et de moire,
					

					Où l’amour bé­gaye un ar­got char­mant?
				

				
					Nos jardins étaient un pot de tulipe;
					

					Tu masquais la vit­re avec un jupon;
					

					Je pre­nais le bol de terre de pipe,
					

					Et je te don­nais le tasse en japon.
				

				
					Et ces grands mal­heurs qui nous fai­saient rire!
					

					Ton man­chon brûlé, ton boa per­du!
					

					Et ce cher por­trait du di­vin Shake­speare
					

					Qu’un soir pour souper nons avons ven­du!
				

				
					J’étais men­di­ant et toi char­i­ta­ble.
					

					Je bai­sais au vol tes bras frais et ronds.
					

					Dante in fo­lio nous ser­vait de ta­ble
					

					Pour manger gaî­ment un cent de mar­rons.
				

				
					La pre­mière fois qu’en mon joyeux bouge
					

					Je pris un bais­er à ta lèvre en feu,
					

					Quand tu t’en al­lais dé­coif­fée et rouge,
					

					Je restai tout pâle et je crus en Dieu!
				

				
					Te rap­pelles-tu nos bon­heurs sans nom­bre,
					

					Et tous ces fichus changés en chif­fons?
					

					Oh que de soupirs, de nos coeurs pleins d’om­bre,
					

					Se sont en­volés dans les cieux pro­fonds!85
				

			

			The hour, the spot, these sou­venirs of youth re­called, a few stars which be­gan to twin­kle in the sky, the fu­ner­al re­pose of those de­sert­ed streets, the im­mi­nence of the in­ex­orable ad­ven­ture, which was in prepa­ra­tion, gave a pa­thet­ic charm to these vers­es mur­mured in a low tone in the dusk by Jean Prou­vaire, who, as we have said, was a gen­tle po­et.

			In the mean­time, a lamp had been light­ed in the small bar­ri­cade, and in the large one, one of those wax torch­es such as are to be met with on Shrove-Tues­day in front of ve­hi­cles load­ed with masks, on their way to la Cour­tille. These torch­es, as the read­er has seen, came from the Faubourg Saint-An­toine.

			The torch had been placed in a sort of cage of paving-stones closed on three sides to shel­ter it from the wind, and dis­posed in such a fash­ion that all the light fell on the flag. The street and the bar­ri­cade re­mained sunk in gloom, and noth­ing was to be seen ex­cept the red flag for­mi­da­bly il­lu­mi­nat­ed as by an enor­mous dark-lantern.

			This light en­hanced the scar­let of the flag, with an in­de­scrib­able and ter­ri­ble pur­ple.

		
	
		
			
				VII

				The Man Re­cruit­ed in the Rue des Bil­lettes

			
			Night was ful­ly come, noth­ing made its ap­pear­ance. All that they heard was con­fused nois­es, and at in­ter­vals, fusil­lades; but these were rare, bad­ly sus­tained and dis­tant. This respite, which was thus pro­longed, was a sign that the Gov­ern­ment was tak­ing its time, and col­lect­ing its forces. These fifty men were wait­ing for six­ty thou­sand.

			En­jol­ras felt at­tacked by that im­pa­tience which seizes on strong souls on the thresh­old of re­doubtable events. He went in search of Gavroche, who had set to mak­ing car­tridges in the tap­room, by the du­bi­ous light of two can­dles placed on the counter by way of pre­cau­tion, on ac­count of the pow­der which was scat­tered on the ta­bles. These two can­dles cast no gleam out­side. The in­sur­gents had, more­over, tak­en pains not to have any light in the up­per sto­ries.

			Gavroche was deeply pre­oc­cu­pied at that mo­ment, but not pre­cise­ly with his car­tridges. The man of the Rue des Bil­lettes had just en­tered the tap­room and had seat­ed him­self at the ta­ble which was the least light­ed. A mus­ket of large mod­el had fall­en to his share, and he held it be­tween his legs. Gavroche, who had been, up to that mo­ment, dis­tract­ed by a hun­dred “amus­ing” things, had not even seen this man.

			When he en­tered, Gavroche fol­lowed him me­chan­i­cal­ly with his eyes, ad­mir­ing his gun; then, all at once, when the man was seat­ed, the street urchin sprang to his feet. Any­one who had spied up­on that man up to that mo­ment, would have seen that he was ob­serv­ing ev­ery­thing in the bar­ri­cade and in the band of in­sur­gents, with sin­gu­lar at­ten­tion; but, from the mo­ment when he had en­tered this room, he had fall­en in­to a sort of brown study, and no longer seemed to see any­thing that was go­ing on. The gamin ap­proached this pen­sive per­son­age, and be­gan to step around him on tip­toe, as one walks in the vicin­i­ty of a per­son whom one is afraid of wak­ing. At the same time, over his child­ish coun­te­nance which was, at once so im­pu­dent and so se­ri­ous, so gid­dy and so pro­found, so gay and so heart­break­ing, passed all those gri­maces of an old man which sig­ni­fy: Ah bah! im­pos­si­ble! My sight is bad! I am dream­ing! can this be? no, it is not! but yes! why, no! etc. Gavroche bal­anced on his heels, clenched both fists in his pock­ets, moved his neck around like a bird, ex­pend­ed in a gi­gan­tic pout all the sagac­i­ty of his low­er lip. He was as­tound­ed, un­cer­tain, in­cred­u­lous, con­vinced, daz­zled. He had the mien of the chief of the eu­nuchs in the slave mart, dis­cov­er­ing a Venus among the blowsy fe­males, and the air of an am­a­teur rec­og­niz­ing a Raphael in a heap of daubs. His whole be­ing was at work, the in­stinct which scents out, and the in­tel­li­gence which com­bines. It was ev­i­dent that a great event had hap­pened in Gavroche’s life.

			It was at the most in­tense point of this pre­oc­cu­pa­tion that En­jol­ras ac­cost­ed him.

			“You are small,” said En­jol­ras, “you will not be seen. Go out of the bar­ri­cade, slip along close to the hous­es, skir­mish about a bit in the streets, and come back and tell me what is go­ing on.”

			Gavroche raised him­self on his haunch­es.

			“So the lit­tle chaps are good for some­thing! that’s very lucky! I’ll go! In the mean­while, trust to the lit­tle fel­lows, and dis­trust the big ones.” And Gavroche, rais­ing his head and low­er­ing his voice, added, as he in­di­cat­ed the man of the Rue des Bil­lettes: “Do you see that big fel­low there?”

			“Well?”

			“He’s a po­lice spy.”

			“Are you sure of it?”

			“It isn’t two weeks since he pulled me off the cor­nice of the Port Roy­al, where I was tak­ing the air, by my ear.”

			En­jol­ras hasti­ly quit­ted the urchin and mur­mured a few words in a very low tone to a long­shore­man from the wine­docks who chanced to be at hand. The man left the room, and re­turned al­most im­me­di­ate­ly, ac­com­pa­nied by three oth­ers. The four men, four porters with broad shoul­ders, went and placed them­selves with­out do­ing any­thing to at­tract his at­ten­tion, be­hind the ta­ble on which the man of the Rue des Bil­lettes was lean­ing with his el­bows. They were ev­i­dent­ly ready to hurl them­selves up­on him.

			Then En­jol­ras ap­proached the man and de­mand­ed of him:—

			“Who are you?”

			At this abrupt query, the man start­ed. He plunged his gaze deep in­to En­jol­ras’ clear eyes and ap­peared to grasp the lat­ter’s mean­ing. He smiled with a smile than which noth­ing more dis­dain­ful, more en­er­get­ic, and more res­o­lute could be seen in the world, and replied with haughty grav­i­ty:—

			“I see what it is. Well, yes!”

			“You are a po­lice spy?”

			“I am an agent of the au­thor­i­ties.”

			“And your name?”

			“Javert.”

			En­jol­ras made a sign to the four men. In the twin­kling of an eye, be­fore Javert had time to turn round, he was col­lared, thrown down, pin­ioned and searched.

			They found on him a lit­tle round card past­ed be­tween two pieces of glass, and bear­ing on one side the arms of France, en­graved, and with this mot­to: “Su­per­vi­sion and vig­i­lance,” and on the oth­er this note: “Javert, in­spec­tor of po­lice, aged fifty-two,” and the sig­na­ture of the Pre­fect of Po­lice of that day, M. Gis­quet.

			Be­sides this, he had his watch and his purse, which con­tained sev­er­al gold pieces. They left him his purse and his watch. Un­der the watch, at the bot­tom of his fob, they felt and seized a pa­per in an en­ve­lope, which En­jol­ras un­fold­ed, and on which he read these five lines, writ­ten in the very hand of the Pre­fect of Po­lice:—

			
				As soon as his po­lit­i­cal mis­sion is ac­com­plished, In­spec­tor Javert will make sure, by spe­cial su­per­vi­sion, whether it is true that the male­fac­tors have in­sti­tut­ed in­trigues on the right bank of the Seine, near the Jé­na bridge.

			

			The search end­ed, they lift­ed Javert to his feet, bound his arms be­hind his back, and fas­tened him to that cel­e­brat­ed post in the mid­dle of the room which had for­mer­ly giv­en the wine-shop its name.

			Gavroche, who had looked on at the whole of this scene and had ap­proved of ev­ery­thing with a silent toss of his head, stepped up to Javert and said to him:—

			“It’s the mouse who has caught the cat.”

			All this was so rapid­ly ex­e­cut­ed, that it was all over when those about the wine-shop no­ticed it.

			Javert had not ut­tered a sin­gle cry.

			At the sight of Javert bound to the post, Cour­feyrac, Bossuet, Joly, Combe­ferre, and the men scat­tered over the two bar­ri­cades came run­ning up.

			Javert, with his back to the post, and so sur­round­ed with ropes that he could not make a move­ment, raised his head with the in­trepid seren­i­ty of the man who has nev­er lied.

			“He is a po­lice spy,” said En­jol­ras.

			And turn­ing to Javert: “You will be shot ten min­utes be­fore the bar­ri­cade is tak­en.”

			Javert replied in his most im­pe­ri­ous tone:—

			“Why not at once?”

			“We are sav­ing our pow­der.”

			“Then fin­ish the busi­ness with a blow from a knife.”

			“Spy,” said the hand­some En­jol­ras, “we are judges and not as­sas­sins.”

			Then he called Gavroche:—

			“Here you! go about your busi­ness! Do what I told you!”

			“I’m go­ing!” cried Gavroche.

			And halt­ing as he was on the point of set­ting out:—

			“By the way, you will give me his gun!” and he added: “I leave you the mu­si­cian, but I want the clar­inet.”

			The gamin made the mil­i­tary salute and passed gay­ly through the open­ing in the large bar­ri­cade.

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				Many In­ter­ro­ga­tion Points with Re­gard to a Cer­tain le Cabuc

			
			The trag­ic pic­ture which we have un­der­tak­en would not be com­plete, the read­er would not see those grand mo­ments of so­cial birth-pangs in a rev­o­lu­tion­ary birth, which con­tain con­vul­sion min­gled with ef­fort, in their ex­act and re­al re­lief, were we to omit, in the sketch here out­lined, an in­ci­dent full of epic and sav­age hor­ror which oc­curred al­most im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter Gavroche’s de­par­ture.

			Mobs, as the read­er knows, are like a snow­ball, and col­lect as they roll along, a throng of tu­mul­tuous men. These men do not ask each oth­er whence they come. Among the passers­by who had joined the rab­ble led by En­jol­ras, Combe­ferre, and Cour­feyrac, there had been a per­son wear­ing the jack­et of a street porter, which was very thread­bare on the shoul­ders, who ges­tic­u­lat­ed and vo­cif­er­at­ed, and who had the look of a drunk­en sav­age. This man, whose name or nick­name was Le Cabuc, and who was, more­over, an ut­ter stranger to those who pre­tend­ed to know him, was very drunk, or as­sumed the ap­pear­ance of be­ing so, and had seat­ed him­self with sev­er­al oth­ers at a ta­ble which they had dragged out­side of the wine-shop. This Cabuc, while mak­ing those who vied with him drunk seemed to be ex­am­in­ing with a thought­ful air the large house at the ex­trem­i­ty of the bar­ri­cade, whose five sto­ries com­mand­ed the whole street and faced the Rue Saint-De­nis. All at once he ex­claimed:—

			“Do you know, com­rades, it is from that house yon­der that we must fire. When we are at the win­dows, the deuce is in it if any­one can ad­vance in­to the street!”

			“Yes, but the house is closed,” said one of the drinkers.

			“Let us knock!”

			“They will not open.”

			“Let us break in the door!”

			Le Cabuc runs to the door, which had a very mas­sive knock­er, and knocks. The door opens not. He strikes a sec­ond blow. No one an­swers. A third stroke. The same si­lence.

			“Is there any­one here?” shouts Cabuc.

			Noth­ing stirs.

			Then he seizes a gun and be­gins to bat­ter the door with the butt end.

			It was an an­cient al­ley door, low, vault­ed, nar­row, sol­id, en­tire­ly of oak, lined on the in­side with a sheet of iron and iron stays, a gen­uine prison postern. The blows from the butt end of the gun made the house trem­ble, but did not shake the door.

			Nev­er­the­less, it is prob­a­ble that the in­hab­i­tants were dis­turbed, for a tiny, square win­dow was fi­nal­ly seen to open on the third sto­ry, and at this aper­ture ap­peared the rev­erend and ter­ri­fied face of a gray-haired old man, who was the porter, and who held a can­dle.

			The man who was knock­ing paused.

			“Gen­tle­men,” said the porter, “what do you want?”

			“Open!” said Cabuc.

			“That can­not be, gen­tle­men.”

			“Open, nev­er­the­less.”

			“Im­pos­si­ble, gen­tle­men.”

			Le Cabuc took his gun and aimed at the porter; but as he was be­low, and as it was very dark, the porter did not see him.

			“Will you open, yes or no?”

			“No, gen­tle­men.”

			“Do you say no?”

			“I say no, my goo—”

			The porter did not fin­ish. The shot was fired; the ball en­tered un­der his chin and came out at the nape of his neck, af­ter travers­ing the jugu­lar vein.

			The old man fell back with­out a sigh. The can­dle fell and was ex­tin­guished, and noth­ing more was to be seen ex­cept a mo­tion­less head ly­ing on the sill of the small win­dow, and a lit­tle whitish smoke which float­ed off to­wards the roof.

			“There!” said Le Cabuc, drop­ping the butt end of his gun to the pave­ment.

			He had hard­ly ut­tered this word, when he felt a hand laid on his shoul­der with the weight of an ea­gle’s talon, and he heard a voice say­ing to him:—

			“On your knees.”

			The mur­der­er turned round and saw be­fore him En­jol­ras’ cold, white face.

			En­jol­ras held a pis­tol in his hand.

			He had has­tened up at the sound of the dis­charge.

			He had seized Cabuc’s col­lar, blouse, shirt, and sus­pender with his left hand.

			“On your knees!” he re­peat­ed.

			And, with an im­pe­ri­ous mo­tion, the frail young man of twen­ty years bent the thick­set and stur­dy porter like a reed, and brought him to his knees in the mire.

			Le Cabuc at­tempt­ed to re­sist, but he seemed to have been seized by a su­per­hu­man hand.

			En­jol­ras, pale, with bare neck and di­shev­elled hair, and his wom­an’s face, had about him at that mo­ment some­thing of the an­tique Themis. His di­lat­ed nos­trils, his down­cast eyes, gave to his im­pla­ca­ble Greek pro­file that ex­pres­sion of wrath and that ex­pres­sion of Chasti­ty which, as the an­cient world viewed the mat­ter, be­fit Jus­tice.

			The whole bar­ri­cade has­tened up, then all ranged them­selves in a cir­cle at a dis­tance, feel­ing that it was im­pos­si­ble to ut­ter a word in the pres­ence of the thing which they were about to be­hold.

			Le Cabuc, van­quished, no longer tried to strug­gle, and trem­bled in ev­ery limb.

			En­jol­ras re­leased him and drew out his watch.

			“Col­lect your­self,” said he. “Think or pray. You have one minute.”

			“Mer­cy!” mur­mured the mur­der­er; then he dropped his head and stam­mered a few inar­tic­u­late oaths.

			En­jol­ras nev­er took his eyes off of him: he al­lowed a minute to pass, then he re­placed his watch in his fob. That done, he grasped Le Cabuc by the hair, as the lat­ter coiled him­self in­to a ball at his knees and shrieked, and placed the muz­zle of the pis­tol to his ear. Many of those in­trepid men, who had so tran­quil­ly en­tered up­on the most ter­ri­ble of ad­ven­tures, turned aside their heads.

			An ex­plo­sion was heard, the as­sas­sin fell to the pave­ment face down­wards.

			En­jol­ras straight­ened him­self up, and cast a con­vinced and se­vere glance around him. Then he spurned the corpse with his foot and said:—

			“Throw that out­side.”

			Three men raised the body of the un­hap­py wretch, which was still ag­i­tat­ed by the last me­chan­i­cal con­vul­sions of the life that had fled, and flung it over the lit­tle bar­ri­cade in­to the Rue Mondé­tour.

			En­jol­ras was thought­ful. It is im­pos­si­ble to say what grandiose shad­ows slow­ly spread over his re­doubtable seren­i­ty. All at once he raised his voice.

			A si­lence fell up­on them.

			“Cit­i­zens,” said En­jol­ras, “what that man did is fright­ful, what I have done is hor­ri­ble. He killed, there­fore I killed him. I had to do it, be­cause in­sur­rec­tion must have its dis­ci­pline. As­sas­si­na­tion is even more of a crime here than else­where; we are un­der the eyes of the Rev­o­lu­tion, we are the priests of the Re­pub­lic, we are the vic­tims of du­ty, and must not be pos­si­ble to slan­der our com­bat. I have, there­fore, tried that man, and con­demned him to death. As for my­self, con­strained as I am to do what I have done, and yet ab­hor­ring it, I have judged my­self al­so, and you shall soon see to what I have con­demned my­self.”

			Those who lis­tened to him shud­dered.

			“We will share thy fate,” cried Combe­ferre.

			“So be it,” replied En­jol­ras. “One word more. In ex­e­cut­ing this man, I have obeyed ne­ces­si­ty; but ne­ces­si­ty is a mon­ster of the old world, ne­ces­si­ty’s name is Fa­tal­i­ty. Now, the law of progress is, that mon­sters shall dis­ap­pear be­fore the an­gels, and that Fa­tal­i­ty shall van­ish be­fore Fra­ter­ni­ty. It is a bad mo­ment to pro­nounce the word love. No mat­ter, I do pro­nounce it. And I glo­ri­fy it. Love, the fu­ture is thine. Death, I make use of thee, but I hate thee. Cit­i­zens, in the fu­ture there will be nei­ther dark­ness nor thun­der­bolts; nei­ther fe­ro­cious ig­no­rance, nor bloody re­tal­i­a­tion. As there will be no more Sa­tan, there will be no more Michael. In the fu­ture no one will kill any­one else, the earth will beam with ra­di­ance, the hu­man race will love. The day will come, cit­i­zens, when all will be con­cord, har­mo­ny, light, joy and life; it will come, and it is in or­der that it may come that we are about to die.”

			En­jol­ras ceased. His vir­gin lips closed; and he re­mained for some time stand­ing on the spot where he had shed blood, in mar­ble im­mo­bil­i­ty. His star­ing eye caused those about him to speak in low tones.

			Jean Prou­vaire and Combe­ferre pressed each oth­er’s hands silent­ly, and, lean­ing against each oth­er in an an­gle of the bar­ri­cade, they watched with an ad­mi­ra­tion in which there was some com­pas­sion, that grave young man, ex­e­cu­tion­er and priest, com­posed of light, like crys­tal, and al­so of rock.

			Let us say at once that lat­er on, af­ter the ac­tion, when the bod­ies were tak­en to the morgue and searched, a po­lice agent’s card was found on Le Cabuc. The au­thor of this book had in his hands, in 1848, the spe­cial re­port on this sub­ject made to the Pre­fect of Po­lice in 1832.

			We will add, that if we are to be­lieve a tra­di­tion of the po­lice, which is strange but prob­a­bly well found­ed, Le Cabuc was Claque­sous. The fact is, that dat­ing from the death of Le Cabuc, there was no longer any ques­tion of Claque­sous. Claque­sous had nowhere left any trace of his dis­ap­pear­ance; he would seem to have amal­ga­mat­ed him­self with the in­vis­i­ble. His life had been all shad­ows, his end was night.

			The whole in­sur­gent group was still un­der the in­flu­ence of the emo­tion of that trag­ic case which had been so quick­ly tried and so quick­ly ter­mi­nat­ed, when Cour­feyrac again be­held on the bar­ri­cade, the small young man who had in­quired of him that morn­ing for Mar­ius.

			This lad, who had a bold and reck­less air, had come by night to join the in­sur­gents.
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				Mar­ius En­ters the Shad­ow

			
		
	
		
			
				I

				From the Rue Plumet to the Quarti­er Saint-De­nis

			
			The voice which had sum­moned Mar­ius through the twi­light to the bar­ri­cade of the Rue de la Chan­vrerie, had pro­duced on him the ef­fect of the voice of des­tiny. He wished to die; the op­por­tu­ni­ty pre­sent­ed it­self; he knocked at the door of the tomb, a hand in the dark­ness of­fered him the key. These melan­choly open­ings which take place in the gloom be­fore de­spair, are tempt­ing. Mar­ius thrust aside the bar which had so of­ten al­lowed him to pass, emerged from the gar­den, and said: “I will go.”

			Mad with grief, no longer con­scious of any­thing fixed or sol­id in his brain, in­ca­pable of ac­cept­ing any­thing thence­forth of fate af­ter those two months passed in the in­tox­i­ca­tion of youth and love, over­whelmed at once by all the rever­ies of de­spair, he had but one de­sire re­main­ing, to make a speedy end of all.

			He set out at rapid pace. He found him­self most op­por­tune­ly armed, as he had Javert’s pis­tols with him.

			The young man of whom he thought that he had caught a glimpse, had van­ished from his sight in the street.

			Mar­ius, who had emerged from the Rue Plumet by the boule­vard, tra­versed the Es­planade and the bridge of the In­valides, the Champs-Élysées, the Place Louis XV, and reached the Rue de Rivoli. The shops were open there, the gas was burn­ing un­der the ar­cades, wom­en were mak­ing their pur­chas­es in the stalls, peo­ple were eat­ing ices in the Café Laiter, and nib­bling small cakes at the Eng­lish pas­try-cook’s shop. On­ly a few post­ing-chais­es were set­ting out at a gal­lop from the Ho­tel des Princes and the Ho­tel Meurice.

			Mar­ius en­tered the Rue Saint-Hon­oré through the Pas­sage De­lorme. There the shops were closed, the mer­chants were chat­ting in front of their half-open doors, peo­ple were walk­ing about, the street lanterns were light­ed, be­gin­ning with the first floor, all the win­dows were light­ed as usu­al. There was cav­al­ry on the Place du Palais-Roy­al.

			Mar­ius fol­lowed the Rue Saint-Hon­oré. In pro­por­tion as he left the Palais-Roy­al be­hind him, there were few­er light­ed win­dows, the shops were fast shut, no one was chat­ting on the thresh­olds, the street grew som­bre, and, at the same time, the crowd in­creased in den­si­ty. For the passers­by now amount­ed to a crowd. No one could be seen to speak in this throng, and yet there arose from it a dull, deep mur­mur.

			Near the foun­tain of the Ar­bre-Sec, there were “as­sem­blages,” mo­tion­less and gloomy groups which were to those who went and came as stones in the midst of run­ning wa­ter.

			At the en­trance to the Rue des Prou­vaires, the crowd no longer walked. It formed a re­sist­ing, mas­sive, sol­id, com­pact, al­most im­pen­e­tra­ble block of peo­ple who were hud­dled to­geth­er, and con­vers­ing in low tones. There were hard­ly any black coats or round hats now, but smock frocks, blous­es, caps, and bristling and ca­dav­er­ous heads. This mul­ti­tude un­du­lat­ed con­fus­ed­ly in the noc­tur­nal gloom. Its whis­per­ings had the hoarse ac­cent of a vi­bra­tion. Al­though not one of them was walk­ing, a dull tram­pling was au­di­ble in the mire. Be­yond this dense por­tion of the throng, in the Rue du Roule, in the Rue des Prou­vaires, and in the ex­ten­sion of the Rue Saint-Hon­oré, there was no longer a sin­gle win­dow in which a can­dle was burn­ing. On­ly the soli­tary and di­min­ish­ing rows of lanterns could be seen van­ish­ing in­to the street in the dis­tance. The lanterns of that date re­sem­bled large red stars, hang­ing to ropes, and shed up­on the pave­ment a shad­ow which had the form of a huge spi­der. These streets were not de­sert­ed. There could be de­scried piles of guns, mov­ing bay­o­nets, and troops bivouack­ing. No cu­ri­ous ob­serv­er passed that lim­it. There cir­cu­la­tion ceased. There the rab­ble end­ed and the army be­gan.

			Mar­ius willed with the will of a man who hopes no more. He had been sum­moned, he must go. He found a means to tra­verse the throng and to pass the bivouac of the troops, he shunned the pa­trols, he avoid­ed the sen­tinels. He made a cir­cuit, reached the Rue de Béthisy, and di­rect­ed his course to­wards the Halles. At the cor­ner of the Rue des Bour­don­nais, there were no longer any lanterns.

			Af­ter hav­ing passed the zone of the crowd, he had passed the lim­its of the troops; he found him­self in some­thing star­tling. There was no longer a passer­by, no longer a sol­dier, no longer a light, there was no one; soli­tude, si­lence, night, I know not what chill which seized hold up­on one. En­ter­ing a street was like en­ter­ing a cel­lar.

			He con­tin­ued to ad­vance.

			He took a few steps. Some­one passed close to him at a run. Was it a man? Or a wom­an? Were there many of them? he could not have told. It had passed and van­ished.

			Pro­ceed­ing from cir­cuit to cir­cuit, he reached a lane which he judged to be the Rue de la Po­terie; near the mid­dle of this street, he came in con­tact with an ob­sta­cle. He ex­tend­ed his hands. It was an over­turned wag­on; his foot rec­og­nized pools of wa­ter, gul­lies, and paving-stones scat­tered and piled up. A bar­ri­cade had been be­gun there and aban­doned. He climbed over the stones and found him­self on the oth­er side of the bar­ri­er. He walked very near the street-posts, and guid­ed him­self along the walls of the hous­es. A lit­tle be­yond the bar­ri­cade, it seemed to him that he could make out some­thing white in front of him. He ap­proached, it took on a form. It was two white hors­es; the hors­es of the om­nibus har­nessed by Bossuet in the morn­ing, who had been stray­ing at ran­dom all day from street to street, and had fi­nal­ly halt­ed there, with the weary pa­tience of brutes who no more un­der­stand the ac­tions of men, than man un­der­stands the ac­tions of Prov­i­dence.

			Mar­ius left the hors­es be­hind him. As he was ap­proach­ing a street which seemed to him to be the Rue du Con­trat-So­cial, a shot com­ing no one knows whence, and travers­ing the dark­ness at ran­dom, whis­tled close by him, and the bul­let pierced a brass shav­ing-dish sus­pend­ed above his head over a hair­dress­er’s shop. This pierced shav­ing-dish was still to be seen in 1848, in the Rue du Con­trat-So­cial, at the cor­ner of the pil­lars of the mar­ket.

			This shot still be­to­kened life. From that in­stant forth he en­coun­tered noth­ing more.

			The whole of this itin­er­ary re­sem­bled a de­scent of black steps.

			Nev­er­the­less, Mar­ius pressed for­ward.

		
	
		
			
				II

				An Owl’s View of Paris

			
			A be­ing who could have hov­ered over Paris that night with the wing of the bat or the owl would have had be­neath his eyes a gloomy spec­ta­cle.

			All that old quar­ter of the Halles, which is like a city with­in a city, through which run the Rues Saint-De­nis and Saint-Mar­tin, where a thou­sand lanes cross, and of which the in­sur­gents had made their re­doubt and their strong­hold, would have ap­peared to him like a dark and enor­mous cav­i­ty hol­lowed out in the cen­tre of Paris. There the glance fell in­to an abyss. Thanks to the bro­ken lanterns, thanks to the closed win­dows, there all ra­di­ance, all life, all sound, all move­ment ceased. The in­vis­i­ble po­lice of the in­sur­rec­tion were on the watch ev­ery­where, and main­tained or­der, that is to say, night. The nec­es­sary tac­tics of in­sur­rec­tion are to drown small num­bers in a vast ob­scu­ri­ty, to mul­ti­ply ev­ery com­bat­ant by the pos­si­bil­i­ties which that ob­scu­ri­ty con­tains. At dusk, ev­ery win­dow where a can­dle was burn­ing re­ceived a shot. The light was ex­tin­guished, some­times the in­hab­i­tant was killed. Hence noth­ing was stir­ring. There was noth­ing but fright, mourn­ing, stu­por in the hous­es; and in the streets, a sort of sa­cred hor­ror. Not even the long rows of win­dows and stores, the in­den­ta­tions of the chim­neys, and the roofs, and the vague re­flec­tions which are cast back by the wet and mud­dy pave­ments, were vis­i­ble. An eye cast up­ward at that mass of shad­ows might, per­haps, have caught a glimpse here and there, at in­ter­vals, of in­dis­tinct gleams which brought out bro­ken and ec­cen­tric lines, and pro­files of sin­gu­lar build­ings, some­thing like the lights which go and come in ru­ins; it was at such points that the bar­ri­cades were sit­u­at­ed. The rest was a lake of ob­scu­ri­ty, fog­gy, heavy, and fu­ne­re­al, above which, in mo­tion­less and melan­choly out­lines, rose the tow­er of Saint-Jacques, the church of Saint-Mer­ry, and two or three more of those grand ed­i­fices of which man makes gi­ants and the night makes phan­toms.

			All around this de­sert­ed and dis­qui­et­ing labyrinth, in the quar­ters where the Parisian cir­cu­la­tion had not been an­ni­hi­lat­ed, and where a few street lanterns still burned, the aeri­al ob­serv­er might have dis­tin­guished the metal­lic gleam of swords and bay­o­nets, the dull rum­ble of ar­tillery, and the swarm­ing of silent bat­tal­ions whose ranks were swelling from minute to minute; a for­mi­da­ble gir­dle which was slow­ly draw­ing in and around the in­sur­rec­tion.

			The in­vest­ed quar­ter was no longer any­thing more than a mon­strous cav­ern; ev­ery­thing there ap­peared to be asleep or mo­tion­less, and, as we have just seen, any street which one might come to of­fered noth­ing but dark­ness.

			A wild dark­ness, full of traps, full of un­seen and for­mi­da­ble shocks, in­to which it was alarm­ing to pen­e­trate, and in which it was ter­ri­ble to re­main, where those who en­tered shiv­ered be­fore those whom they await­ed, where those who wait­ed shud­dered be­fore those who were com­ing. In­vis­i­ble com­bat­ants were en­trenched at ev­ery cor­ner of the street; snares of the sepul­chre con­cealed in the den­si­ty of night. All was over. No more light was to be hoped for, hence­forth, ex­cept the light­ning of guns, no fur­ther en­counter ex­cept the abrupt and rapid ap­pari­tion of death. Where? How? When? No one knew, but it was cer­tain and in­evitable. In this place which had been marked out for the strug­gle, the Gov­ern­ment and the in­sur­rec­tion, the Na­tion­al Guard, and pop­u­lar so­ci­eties, the bour­geois and the up­ris­ing, grop­ing their way, were about to come in­to con­tact. The ne­ces­si­ty was the same for both. The on­ly pos­si­ble is­sue thence­forth was to emerge thence killed or con­querors. A sit­u­a­tion so ex­treme, an ob­scu­ri­ty so pow­er­ful, that the most timid felt them­selves seized with res­o­lu­tion, and the most dar­ing with ter­ror.

			More­over, on both sides, the fury, the rage, and the de­ter­mi­na­tion were equal. For the one par­ty, to ad­vance meant death, and no one dreamed of re­treat­ing; for the oth­er, to re­main meant death, and no one dreamed of flight.

			It was in­dis­pens­able that all should be end­ed on the fol­low­ing day, that tri­umph should rest ei­ther here or there, that the in­sur­rec­tion should prove it­self a rev­o­lu­tion or a skir­mish. The Gov­ern­ment un­der­stood this as well as the par­ties; the most in­signif­i­cant bour­geois felt it. Hence a thought of an­guish which min­gled with the im­pen­e­tra­ble gloom of this quar­ter where all was at the point of be­ing de­cid­ed; hence a re­dou­bled anx­i­ety around that si­lence whence a catas­tro­phe was on the point of emerg­ing. Here on­ly one sound was au­di­ble, a sound as heartrend­ing as the death rat­tle, as men­ac­ing as a male­dic­tion, the toc­sin of Saint-Mer­ry. Noth­ing could be more blood­cur­dling than the clam­or of that wild and des­per­ate bell, wail­ing amid the shad­ows.

			As it of­ten hap­pens, na­ture seemed to have fall­en in­to ac­cord with what men were about to do. Noth­ing dis­turbed the har­mo­ny of the whole ef­fect. The stars had dis­ap­peared, heavy clouds filled the hori­zon with their melan­choly folds. A black sky rest­ed on these dead streets, as though an im­mense wind­ing-sheet were be­ing out­spread over this im­mense tomb.

			While a bat­tle that was still whol­ly po­lit­i­cal was in prepa­ra­tion in the same lo­cal­i­ty which had al­ready wit­nessed so many rev­o­lu­tion­ary events, while youth, the se­cret as­so­ci­a­tions, the schools, in the name of prin­ci­ples, and the mid­dle class­es, in the name of in­ter­ests, were ap­proach­ing prepara­to­ry to dash­ing them­selves to­geth­er, clasp­ing and throw­ing each oth­er, while each one has­tened and in­vit­ed the last and de­ci­sive hour of the cri­sis, far away and quite out­side of this fa­tal quar­ter, in the most pro­found depths of the un­fath­omable cav­i­ties of that wretch­ed old Paris which dis­ap­pears un­der the splen­dor of hap­py and op­u­lent Paris, the som­bre voice of the peo­ple could be heard giv­ing ut­ter­ance to a dull roar.

			A fear­ful and sa­cred voice which is com­posed of the roar of the brute and of the word of God, which ter­ri­fies the weak and which warns the wise, which comes both from be­low like the voice of the li­on, and from on high like the voice of the thun­der.

		
	
		
			
				III

				The Ex­treme Edge

			
			Mar­ius had reached the Halles.

			There ev­ery­thing was still calmer, more ob­scure and more mo­tion­less than in the neigh­bor­ing streets. One would have said that the glacial peace of the sepul­chre had sprung forth from the earth and had spread over the heav­ens.

			Nev­er­the­less, a red glow brought out against this black back­ground the lofty roofs of the hous­es which barred the Rue de la Chan­vrerie on the Saint-Eu­stache side. It was the re­flec­tion of the torch which was burn­ing in the Corinthe bar­ri­cade. Mar­ius di­rect­ed his steps to­wards that red light. It had drawn him to the Marché-aux-Poirées, and he caught a glimpse of the dark mouth of the Rue des Prêcheurs. He en­tered it. The in­sur­gents’ sen­tinel, who was guard­ing the oth­er end, did not see him. He felt that he was very close to that which he had come in search of, and he walked on tip­toe. In this man­ner he reached the el­bow of that short sec­tion of the Rue Mondé­tour which was, as the read­er will re­mem­ber, the on­ly com­mu­ni­ca­tion which En­jol­ras had pre­served with the out­side world. At the cor­ner of the last house, on his left, he thrust his head for­ward, and looked in­to the frag­ment of the Rue Mondé­tour.

			A lit­tle be­yond the an­gle of the lane and the Rue de la Chan­vrerie which cast a broad cur­tain of shad­ow, in which he was him­self en­gulfed, he per­ceived some light on the pave­ment, a bit of the wine-shop, and be­yond, a flick­er­ing lamp with­in a sort of shape­less wall, and men crouch­ing down with guns on their knees. All this was ten fath­oms dis­tant from him. It was the in­te­ri­or of the bar­ri­cade.

			The hous­es which bor­dered the lane on the right con­cealed the rest of the wine-shop, the large bar­ri­cade, and the flag from him.

			Mar­ius had but a step more to take.

			Then the un­hap­py young man seat­ed him­self on a post, fold­ed his arms, and fell to think­ing about his fa­ther.

			He thought of that hero­ic Colonel Pont­mer­cy, who had been so proud a sol­dier, who had guard­ed the fron­tier of France un­der the Re­pub­lic, and had touched the fron­tier of Asia un­der Napoleon, who had be­held Genoa, Alexan­dria, Mi­lan, Turin, Madrid, Vi­en­na, Dres­den, Berlin, Mos­cow, who had left on all the vic­to­ri­ous bat­tle­fields of Eu­rope drops of that same blood, which he, Mar­ius, had in his veins, who had grown gray be­fore his time in dis­ci­pline and com­mand, who had lived with his sword-belt buck­led, his epaulets fall­ing on his breast, his cock­ade black­ened with pow­der, his brow fur­rowed with his hel­met, in bar­racks, in camp, in the bivouac, in am­bu­lances, and who, at the ex­pi­ra­tion of twen­ty years, had re­turned from the great wars with a scarred cheek, a smil­ing coun­te­nance, tran­quil, ad­mirable, pure as a child, hav­ing done ev­ery­thing for France and noth­ing against her.

			He said to him­self that his day had al­so come now, that his hour had struck, that fol­low­ing his fa­ther, he too was about to show him­self brave, in­trepid, bold, to run to meet the bul­lets, to of­fer his breast to bay­o­nets, to shed his blood, to seek the en­e­my, to seek death, that he was about to wage war in his turn and de­scend to the field of bat­tle, and that the field of bat­tle up­on which he was to de­scend was the street, and that the war in which he was about to en­gage was civ­il war!

			He be­held civ­il war laid open like a gulf be­fore him, and in­to this he was about to fall. Then he shud­dered.

			He thought of his fa­ther’s sword, which his grand­fa­ther had sold to a sec­ond­hand deal­er, and which he had so mourn­ful­ly re­gret­ted. He said to him­self that that chaste and valiant sword had done well to es­cape from him, and to de­part in wrath in­to the gloom; that if it had thus fled, it was be­cause it was in­tel­li­gent and be­cause it had fore­seen the fu­ture; that it had had a pre­sen­ti­ment of this re­bel­lion, the war of the gut­ters, the war of the pave­ments, fusil­lades through cel­lar-win­dows, blows giv­en and re­ceived in the rear; it was be­cause, com­ing from Maren­go and Fried­land, it did not wish to go to the Rue de la Chan­vrerie; it was be­cause, af­ter what it had done with the fa­ther, it did not wish to do this for the son! He told him­self that if that sword were there, if af­ter tak­ing pos­ses­sion of it at his fa­ther’s pil­low, he had dared to take it and car­ry it off for this com­bat of dark­ness be­tween French­men in the streets, it would as­sured­ly have scorched his hands and burst out aflame be­fore his eyes, like the sword of the an­gel! He told him­self that it was for­tu­nate that it was not there and that it had dis­ap­peared, that that was well, that that was just, that his grand­fa­ther had been the true guardian of his fa­ther’s glo­ry, and that it was far bet­ter that the colonel’s sword should be sold at auc­tion, sold to the old-clothes man, thrown among the old junk, than that it should, to­day, wound the side of his coun­try.

			And then he fell to weep­ing bit­ter­ly.

			This was hor­ri­ble. But what was he to do? Live with­out Cosette he could not. Since she was gone, he must needs die. Had he not giv­en her his word of hon­or that he would die? She had gone know­ing that; this meant that it pleased her that Mar­ius should die. And then, it was clear that she no longer loved him, since she had de­part­ed thus with­out warn­ing, with­out a word, with­out a let­ter, al­though she knew his ad­dress! What was the good of liv­ing, and why should he live now? And then, what! should he re­treat af­ter go­ing so far? should he flee from dan­ger af­ter hav­ing ap­proached it? should he slip away af­ter hav­ing come and peeped in­to the bar­ri­cade? slip away, all in a trem­ble, say­ing: “Af­ter all, I have had enough of it as it is. I have seen it, that suf­fices, this is civ­il war, and I shall take my leave!” Should he aban­don his friends who were ex­pect­ing him? Who were in need of him pos­si­bly! who were a mere hand­ful against an army! Should he be un­true at once to his love, to coun­try, to his word? Should he give to his cow­ardice the pre­text of pa­tri­o­tism? But this was im­pos­si­ble, and if the phan­tom of his fa­ther was there in the gloom, and be­held him re­treat­ing, he would beat him on the loins with the flat of his sword, and shout to him: “March on, you poltroon!”

			Thus a prey to the con­flict­ing move­ments of his thoughts, he dropped his head.

			All at once he raised it. A sort of splen­did rec­ti­fi­ca­tion had just been ef­fect­ed in his mind. There is a widen­ing of the sphere of thought which is pe­cu­liar to the vicin­i­ty of the grave; it makes one see clear­ly to be near death. The vi­sion of the ac­tion in­to which he felt that he was, per­haps, on the point of en­ter­ing, ap­peared to him no more as lam­en­ta­ble, but as su­perb. The war of the street was sud­den­ly trans­fig­ured by some un­fath­omable in­ward work­ing of his soul, be­fore the eye of his thought. All the tu­mul­tuous in­ter­ro­ga­tion points of rever­ie re­curred to him in throngs, but with­out trou­bling him. He left none of them unan­swered.

			Let us see, why should his fa­ther be in­dig­nant? Are there not cas­es where in­sur­rec­tion ris­es to the dig­ni­ty of du­ty? What was there that was de­grad­ing for the son of Colonel Pont­mer­cy in the com­bat which was about to be­gin? It is no longer Mont­mi­rail nor Cham­paubert; it is some­thing quite dif­fer­ent. The ques­tion is no longer one of sa­cred ter­ri­to­ry—but of a holy idea. The coun­try wails, that may be, but hu­man­i­ty ap­plauds. But is it true that the coun­try does wail? France bleeds, but lib­er­ty smiles; and in the pres­ence of lib­er­ty’s smile, France for­gets her wound. And then if we look at things from a still more lofty point of view, why do we speak of civ­il war?

			Civ­il war—what does that mean? Is there a for­eign war? Is not all war be­tween men, war be­tween broth­ers? War is qual­i­fied on­ly by its ob­ject. There is no such thing as for­eign or civ­il war; there is on­ly just and un­just war. Un­til that day when the grand hu­man agree­ment is con­clud­ed, war, that at least which is the ef­fort of the fu­ture, which is has­ten­ing on against the past, which is lag­ging in the rear, may be nec­es­sary. What have we to re­proach that war with? War does not be­come a dis­grace, the sword does not be­come a dis­grace, ex­cept when it is used for as­sas­si­nat­ing the right, progress, rea­son, civ­i­liza­tion, truth. Then war, whether for­eign or civ­il, is in­iq­ui­tous; it is called crime. Out­side the pale of that holy thing, jus­tice, by what right does one form of man de­spise an­oth­er? By what right should the sword of Wash­ing­ton dis­own the pike of Camille Desmoulins? Leonidas against the stranger, Tim­o­leon against the tyrant, which is the greater? the one is the de­fend­er, the oth­er the lib­er­a­tor. Shall we brand ev­ery ap­peal to arms with­in a city’s lim­its with­out tak­ing the ob­ject in­to a con­sid­er­a­tion? Then note the in­famy of Bru­tus, Mar­cel, Arnould von Blanken­heim, Col­igny, Hedgerow war? War of the streets? Why not? That was the war of Am­bior­ix, of Artevelde, of Marnix, of Pelag­ius. But Am­bior­ix fought against Rome, Artevelde against France, Marnix against Spain, Pelag­ius against the Moors; all against the for­eign­er. Well, the monar­chy is a for­eign­er; op­pres­sion is a stranger; the right di­vine is a stranger. Despo­tism vi­o­lates the moral fron­tier, an in­va­sion vi­o­lates the ge­o­graph­i­cal fron­tier. Driv­ing out the tyrant or driv­ing out the Eng­lish, in both cas­es, re­gain­ing pos­ses­sion of one’s own ter­ri­to­ry. There comes an hour when protes­ta­tion no longer suf­fices; af­ter phi­los­o­phy, ac­tion is re­quired; live force fin­ish­es what the idea has sketched out; Prometheus chained be­gins, Aros­to­geiton ends; the en­cy­clo­pe­dia en­light­ens souls, the 10th of Au­gust elec­tri­fies them. Af­ter Aeschy­lus, Thrasy­bu­lus; af­ter Diderot, Dan­ton. Mul­ti­tudes have a ten­den­cy to ac­cept the mas­ter. Their mass bears wit­ness to ap­a­thy. A crowd is eas­i­ly led as a whole to obe­di­ence. Men must be stirred up, pushed on, treat­ed rough­ly by the very ben­e­fit of their de­liv­er­ance, their eyes must be wound­ed by the true, light must be hurled at them in ter­ri­ble hand­fuls. They must be a lit­tle thun­der­struck them­selves at their own well-be­ing; this daz­zling awak­ens them. Hence the ne­ces­si­ty of toc­sins and wars. Great com­bat­ants must rise, must en­light­en na­tions with au­dac­i­ty, and shake up that sad hu­man­i­ty which is cov­ered with gloom by the right di­vine, Cae­sar­i­an glo­ry, force, fa­nati­cism, ir­re­spon­si­ble pow­er, and ab­so­lute majesty; a rab­ble stupid­ly oc­cu­pied in the con­tem­pla­tion, in their twi­light splen­dor, of these som­bre tri­umphs of the night. Down with the tyrant! Of whom are you speak­ing? Do you call Louis Philippe the tyrant? No; no more than Louis XVI. Both of them are what his­to­ry is in the habit of call­ing good kings; but prin­ci­ples are not to be par­celled out, the log­ic of the true is rec­ti­lin­ear, the pe­cu­liar­i­ty of truth is that it lacks com­plai­sance; no con­ces­sions, then; all en­croach­ments on man should be re­pressed. There is a di­vine right in Louis XVI, there is be­cause a Bour­bon in Louis Philippe; both rep­re­sent in a cer­tain mea­sure the con­fis­ca­tion of right, and, in or­der to clear away uni­ver­sal in­sur­rec­tion, they must be com­bat­ed; it must be done, France be­ing al­ways the one to be­gin. When the mas­ter falls in France, he falls ev­ery­where. In short, what cause is more just, and con­se­quent­ly, what war is greater, than that which reestab­lish­es so­cial truth, re­stores her throne to lib­er­ty, re­stores the peo­ple to the peo­ple, re­stores sovereign­ty to man, re­places the pur­ple on the head of France, re­stores eq­ui­ty and rea­son in their plen­i­tude, sup­press­es ev­ery germ of an­tag­o­nism by restor­ing each one to him­self, an­ni­hi­lates the ob­sta­cle which roy­al­ty presents to the whole im­mense uni­ver­sal con­cord, and places the hu­man race once more on a lev­el with the right? These wars build up peace. An enor­mous fortress of prej­u­dices, priv­i­leges, su­per­sti­tions, lies, ex­ac­tions, abus­es, vi­o­lences, in­iq­ui­ties, and dark­ness still stands erect in this world, with its tow­ers of ha­tred. It must be cast down. This mon­strous mass must be made to crum­ble. To con­quer at Auster­litz is grand; to take the Bastille is im­mense.

			There is no one who has not no­ticed it in his own case—the soul—and there­in lies the mar­vel of its uni­ty com­pli­cat­ed with ubiq­ui­ty, has a strange ap­ti­tude for rea­son­ing al­most cold­ly in the most vi­o­lent ex­trem­i­ties, and it of­ten hap­pens that heart­bro­ken pas­sion and pro­found de­spair in the very agony of their black­est mono­logues, treat sub­jects and dis­cuss the­ses. Log­ic is min­gled with con­vul­sion, and the thread of the syl­lo­gism floats, with­out break­ing, in the mourn­ful storm of thought. This was the sit­u­a­tion of Mar­ius’ mind.

			As he med­i­tat­ed thus, de­ject­ed but res­o­lute, hes­i­tat­ing in ev­ery di­rec­tion, and, in short, shud­der­ing at what he was about to do, his glance strayed to the in­te­ri­or of the bar­ri­cade. The in­sur­gents were here con­vers­ing in a low voice, with­out mov­ing, and there was per­cep­ti­ble that quasi-si­lence which marks the last stage of ex­pec­ta­tion. Over­head, at the small win­dow in the third sto­ry Mar­ius de­scried a sort of spec­ta­tor who ap­peared to him to be sin­gu­lar­ly at­ten­tive. This was the porter who had been killed by Le Cabuc. Be­low, by the lights of the torch, which was thrust be­tween the paving-stones, this head could be vague­ly dis­tin­guished. Noth­ing could be stranger, in that som­bre and un­cer­tain gleam, than that livid, mo­tion­less, as­ton­ished face, with its bristling hair, its eyes fixed and star­ing, and its yawn­ing mouth, bent over the street in an at­ti­tude of cu­rios­i­ty. One would have said that the man who was dead was sur­vey­ing those who were about to die. A long trail of blood which had flowed from that head, de­scend­ed in red­dish threads from the win­dow to the height of the first floor, where it stopped.
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				The Grandeurs of De­spair

			
		
	
		
			
				I

				The Flag: Act First

			
			As yet, noth­ing had come. Ten o’clock had sound­ed from Saint-Mer­ry. En­jol­ras and Combe­ferre had gone and seat­ed them­selves, car­bines in hand, near the out­let of the grand bar­ri­cade. They no longer ad­dressed each oth­er, they lis­tened, seek­ing to catch even the faintest and most dis­tant sound of march­ing.

			Sud­den­ly, in the midst of the dis­mal calm, a clear, gay, young voice, which seemed to come from the Rue Saint-De­nis, rose and be­gan to sing dis­tinct­ly, to the old pop­u­lar air of “By the Light of the Moon,” this bit of po­et­ry, ter­mi­nat­ed by a cry like the crow of a cock:—

			
				
					Mon nez est en larmes,
					

					Mon ami Bugeaud,
					

					Prête moi tes gen­darmes
					

					Pour leur dire un mot.
					

					En capote bleue,
					

					La poule au shako,
					

					Voici la ban­lieue!
					

					Co-co­cori­co!86
				

			

			They pressed each oth­er’s hands.

			“That is Gavroche,” said En­jol­ras.

			“He is warn­ing us,” said Combe­ferre.

			A hasty rush trou­bled the de­sert­ed street; they be­held a be­ing more ag­ile than a clown climb over the om­nibus, and Gavroche bound­ed in­to the bar­ri­cade, all breath­less, say­ing:—

			“My gun! Here they are!”

			An elec­tric quiver shot through the whole bar­ri­cade, and the sound of hands seek­ing their guns be­came au­di­ble.

			“Would you like my car­bine?” said En­jol­ras to the lad.

			“I want a big gun,” replied Gavroche.

			And he seized Javert’s gun.

			Two sen­tinels had fall­en back, and had come in al­most at the same mo­ment as Gavroche. They were the sen­tinels from the end of the street, and the vidette of the Rue de la Pe­tite-Truan­derie. The vidette of the Lane des Prêcheurs had re­mained at his post, which in­di­cat­ed that noth­ing was ap­proach­ing from the di­rec­tion of the bridges and Halles.

			The Rue de la Chan­vrerie, of which a few paving-stones alone were dim­ly vis­i­ble in the re­flec­tion of the light pro­ject­ed on the flag, of­fered to the in­sur­gents the as­pect of a vast black door vague­ly opened in­to a smoke.

			Each man had tak­en up his po­si­tion for the con­flict.

			Forty-three in­sur­gents, among whom were En­jol­ras, Combe­ferre, Cour­feyrac, Bossuet, Joly, Ba­horel, and Gavroche, were kneel­ing in­side the large bar­ri­cade, with their heads on a lev­el with the crest of the bar­ri­er, the bar­rels of their guns and car­bines aimed on the stones as though at loop­holes, at­ten­tive, mute, ready to fire. Six, com­mand­ed by Feuil­ly, had in­stalled them­selves, with their guns lev­elled at their shoul­ders, at the win­dows of the two sto­ries of Corinthe.

			Sev­er­al min­utes passed thus, then a sound of foot­steps, mea­sured, heavy, and nu­mer­ous, be­came dis­tinct­ly au­di­ble in the di­rec­tion of Saint-Leu. This sound, faint at first, then pre­cise, then heavy and sonorous, ap­proached slow­ly, with­out halt, with­out in­ter­mis­sion, with a tran­quil and ter­ri­ble con­ti­nu­ity. Noth­ing was to be heard but this. It was that com­bined si­lence and sound, of the stat­ue of the com­man­der, but this stony step had some­thing in­de­scrib­ably enor­mous and mul­ti­ple about it which awak­ened the idea of a throng, and, at the same time, the idea of a spec­tre. One thought one heard the ter­ri­ble stat­ue Le­gion march­ing on­ward. This tread drew near; it drew still near­er, and stopped. It seemed as though the breath­ing of many men could be heard at the end of the street. Noth­ing was to be seen, how­ev­er, but at the bot­tom of that dense ob­scu­ri­ty there could be dis­tin­guished a mul­ti­tude of metal­lic threads, as fine as nee­dles and al­most im­per­cep­ti­ble, which moved about like those in­de­scrib­able phos­phor­ic net­works which one sees be­neath one’s closed eye­lids, in the first mists of slum­ber at the mo­ment when one is drop­ping off to sleep. These were bay­o­nets and gun-bar­rels con­fus­ed­ly il­lu­mi­nat­ed by the dis­tant re­flec­tion of the torch.

			A pause en­sued, as though both sides were wait­ing. All at once, from the depths of this dark­ness, a voice, which was all the more sin­is­ter, since no one was vis­i­ble, and which ap­peared to be the gloom it­self speak­ing, shout­ed:—

			“Who goes there?”

			At the same time, the click of guns, as they were low­ered in­to po­si­tion, was heard.

			En­jol­ras replied in a haughty and vi­brat­ing tone:—

			“The French Rev­o­lu­tion!”

			“Fire!” shout­ed the voice.

			A flash em­pur­pled all the façades in the street as though the door of a fur­nace had been flung open, and hasti­ly closed again.

			A fear­ful det­o­na­tion burst forth on the bar­ri­cade. The red flag fell. The dis­charge had been so vi­o­lent and so dense that it had cut the staff, that is to say, the very tip of the om­nibus pole.

			Bul­lets which had re­bound­ed from the cor­nices of the hous­es pen­e­trat­ed the bar­ri­cade and wound­ed sev­er­al men.

			The im­pres­sion pro­duced by this first dis­charge was freez­ing. The at­tack had been rough, and of a na­ture to in­spire re­flec­tion in the bold­est. It was ev­i­dent that they had to deal with an en­tire reg­i­ment at the very least.

			“Com­rades!” shout­ed Cour­feyrac, “let us not waste our pow­der. Let us wait un­til they are in the street be­fore re­ply­ing.”

			“And, above all,” said En­jol­ras, “let us raise the flag again.”

			He picked up the flag, which had fall­en pre­cise­ly at his feet.

			Out­side, the clat­ter of the ram­rods in the guns could be heard; the troops were reload­ing their arms.

			En­jol­ras went on:—

			“Who is there here with a bold heart? Who will plant the flag on the bar­ri­cade again?”

			Not a man re­spond­ed. To mount on the bar­ri­cade at the very mo­ment when, with­out any doubt, it was again the ob­ject of their aim, was sim­ply death. The bravest hes­i­tat­ed to pro­nounce his own con­dem­na­tion. En­jol­ras him­self felt a thrill. He re­peat­ed:—

			“Does no one vol­un­teer?”

		
	
		
			
				II

				The Flag: Act Sec­ond

			
			Since they had ar­rived at Corinthe, and had be­gun the con­struc­tion of the bar­ri­cade, no at­ten­tion had been paid to Fa­ther Mabeuf. M. Mabeuf had not quit­ted the mob, how­ev­er; he had en­tered the ground floor of the wine-shop and had seat­ed him­self be­hind the counter. There he had, so to speak, re­treat­ed in­to him­self. He no longer seemed to look or to think. Cour­feyrac and oth­ers had ac­cost­ed him two or three times, warn­ing him of his per­il, be­seech­ing him to with­draw, but he did not hear them. When they were not speak­ing to him, his mouth moved as though he were re­ply­ing to some­one, and as soon as he was ad­dressed, his lips be­came mo­tion­less and his eyes no longer had the ap­pear­ance of be­ing alive.

			Sev­er­al hours be­fore the bar­ri­cade was at­tacked, he had as­sumed an at­ti­tude which he did not af­ter­wards aban­don, with both fists plant­ed on his knees and his head thrust for­ward as though he were gaz­ing over a precipice. Noth­ing had been able to move him from this at­ti­tude; it did not seem as though his mind were in the bar­ri­cade. When each had gone to take up his po­si­tion for the com­bat, there re­mained in the tap­room where Javert was bound to the post, on­ly a sin­gle in­sur­gent with a naked sword, watch­ing over Javert, and him­self, Mabeuf. At the mo­ment of the at­tack, at the det­o­na­tion, the phys­i­cal shock had reached him and had, as it were, awak­ened him; he start­ed up abrupt­ly, crossed the room, and at the in­stant when En­jol­ras re­peat­ed his ap­peal: “Does no one vol­un­teer?” the old man was seen to make his ap­pear­ance on the thresh­old of the wine-shop. His pres­ence pro­duced a sort of com­mo­tion in the dif­fer­ent groups. A shout went up:—

			“It is the vot­er! It is the mem­ber of the Con­ven­tion! It is the rep­re­sen­ta­tive of the peo­ple!”

			It is prob­a­ble that he did not hear them.

			He strode straight up to En­jol­ras, the in­sur­gents with­draw­ing be­fore him with a re­li­gious fear; he tore the flag from En­jol­ras, who re­coiled in amaze­ment and then, since no one dared to stop or to as­sist him, this old man of eighty, with shak­ing head but firm foot, be­gan slow­ly to as­cend the stair­case of paving-stones ar­ranged in the bar­ri­cade. This was so melan­choly and so grand that all around him cried: “Off with your hats!” At ev­ery step that he mount­ed, it was a fright­ful spec­ta­cle; his white locks, his de­crepit face, his lofty, bald, and wrin­kled brow, his amazed and open mouth, his aged arm up­hold­ing the red ban­ner, rose through the gloom and were en­larged in the bloody light of the torch, and the by­standers thought that they be­held the spec­tre of ’93 emerg­ing from the earth, with the flag of ter­ror in his hand.

			When he had reached the last step, when this trem­bling and ter­ri­ble phan­tom, erect on that pile of rub­bish in the pres­ence of twelve hun­dred in­vis­i­ble guns, drew him­self up in the face of death and as though he were more pow­er­ful than it, the whole bar­ri­cade as­sumed amid the dark­ness, a su­per­nat­u­ral and colos­sal form.

			There en­sued one of those si­lences which oc­cur on­ly in the pres­ence of prodi­gies. In the midst of this si­lence, the old man waved the red flag and shout­ed:—

			“Long live the Rev­o­lu­tion! Long live the Re­pub­lic! Fra­ter­ni­ty! Equal­i­ty! and Death!”

			Those in the bar­ri­cade heard a low and rapid whis­per, like the mur­mur of a priest who is despatch­ing a prayer in haste. It was prob­a­bly the com­mis­sary of po­lice who was mak­ing the le­gal sum­mons at the oth­er end of the street.

			Then the same pierc­ing voice which had shout­ed: “Who goes there?” shout­ed:—

			“Re­tire!”

			M. Mabeuf, pale, hag­gard, his eyes light­ed up with the mourn­ful flame of aber­ra­tion, raised the flag above his head and re­peat­ed:—

			“Long live the Re­pub­lic!”

			“Fire!” said the voice.

			A sec­ond dis­charge, sim­i­lar to the first, rained down up­on the bar­ri­cade.

			The old man fell on his knees, then rose again, dropped the flag and fell back­wards on the pave­ment, like a log, at full length, with out­stretched arms.

			Rivulets of blood flowed be­neath him. His aged head, pale and sad, seemed to be gaz­ing at the sky.

			One of those emo­tions which are su­pe­ri­or to man, which make him for­get even to de­fend him­self, seized up­on the in­sur­gents, and they ap­proached the body with re­spect­ful awe.

			“What men these regi­cides were!” said En­jol­ras.

			Cour­feyrac bent down to En­jol­ras’ ear:—

			“This is for your­self alone, I do not wish to damp­en the en­thu­si­asm. But this man was any­thing rather than a regi­cide. I knew him. His name was Fa­ther Mabeuf. I do not know what was the mat­ter with him to­day. But he was a brave block­head. Just look at his head.”

			“The head of a block­head and the heart of a Bru­tus,” replied En­jol­ras.

			Then he raised his voice:—

			“Cit­i­zens! This is the ex­am­ple which the old give to the young. We hes­i­tat­ed, he came! We were draw­ing back, he ad­vanced! This is what those who are trem­bling with age teach to those who trem­ble with fear! This aged man is au­gust in the eyes of his coun­try. He has had a long life and a mag­nif­i­cent death! Now, let us place the body un­der cov­er, that each one of us may de­fend this old man dead as he would his fa­ther liv­ing, and may his pres­ence in our midst ren­der the bar­ri­cade im­preg­nable!”

			A mur­mur of gloomy and en­er­get­ic as­sent fol­lowed these words.

			En­jol­ras bent down, raised the old man’s head, and fierce as he was, he kissed him on the brow, then, throw­ing wide his arms, and han­dling this dead man with ten­der pre­cau­tion, as though he feared to hurt it, he re­moved his coat, showed the bloody holes in it to all, and said:—

			“This is our flag now.”

		
	
		
			
				III

				Gavroche Would Have Done Bet­ter to Ac­cept En­jol­ras’ Car­bine

			
			They threw a long black shawl of Wid­ow Huch­e­loup’s over Fa­ther Mabeuf. Six men made a lit­ter of their guns; on this they laid the body, and bore it, with bared heads, with solemn slow­ness, to the large ta­ble in the tap­room.

			These men, whol­ly ab­sorbed in the grave and sa­cred task in which they were en­gaged, thought no more of the per­ilous sit­u­a­tion in which they stood.

			When the corpse passed near Javert, who was still im­pas­sive, En­jol­ras said to the spy:—

			“It will be your turn present­ly!”

			Dur­ing all this time, Lit­tle Gavroche, who alone had not quit­ted his post, but had re­mained on guard, thought he es­pied some men stealth­ily ap­proach­ing the bar­ri­cade. All at once he shout­ed:—

			“Look out!”

			Cour­feyrac, En­jol­ras, Jean Prou­vaire, Combe­ferre, Joly, Ba­horel, Bossuet, and all the rest ran tu­mul­tuous­ly from the wine-shop. It was al­most too late. They saw a glis­ten­ing den­si­ty of bay­o­nets un­du­lat­ing above the bar­ri­cade. Mu­nic­i­pal guards of lofty stature were mak­ing their way in, some strid­ing over the om­nibus, oth­ers through the cut, thrust­ing be­fore them the urchin, who re­treat­ed, but did not flee.

			The mo­ment was crit­i­cal. It was that first, re­doubtable mo­ment of in­un­da­tion, when the stream ris­es to the lev­el of the lev­ee and when the wa­ter be­gins to fil­ter through the fis­sures of dike. A sec­ond more and the bar­ri­cade would have been tak­en.

			Ba­horel dashed up­on the first mu­nic­i­pal guard who was en­ter­ing, and killed him on the spot with a blow from his gun; the sec­ond killed Ba­horel with a blow from his bay­o­net. An­oth­er had al­ready over­thrown Cour­feyrac, who was shout­ing: “Fol­low me!” The largest of all, a sort of colos­sus, marched on Gavroche with his bay­o­net fixed. The urchin took in his arms Javert’s im­mense gun, lev­elled it res­o­lute­ly at the gi­ant, and fired. No dis­charge fol­lowed. Javert’s gun was not load­ed. The mu­nic­i­pal guard burst in­to a laugh and raised his bay­o­net at the child.

			Be­fore the bay­o­net had touched Gavroche, the gun slipped from the sol­dier’s grasp, a bul­let had struck the mu­nic­i­pal guards­man in the cen­tre of the fore­head, and he fell over on his back. A sec­ond bul­let struck the oth­er guard, who had as­sault­ed Cour­feyrac in the breast, and laid him low on the pave­ment.

			This was the work of Mar­ius, who had just en­tered the bar­ri­cade.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				The Bar­rel of Pow­der

			
			Mar­ius, still con­cealed in the turn of the Rue Mondé­tour, had wit­nessed, shud­der­ing and ir­res­o­lute, the first phase of the com­bat. But he had not long been able to re­sist that mys­te­ri­ous and sov­er­eign ver­ti­go which may be des­ig­nat­ed as the call of the abyss. In the pres­ence of the im­mi­nence of the per­il, in the pres­ence of the death of M. Mabeuf, that melan­choly enig­ma, in the pres­ence of Ba­horel killed, and Cour­feyrac shout­ing: “Fol­low me!” of that child threat­ened, of his friends to suc­cor or to avenge, all hes­i­ta­tion had van­ished, and he had flung him­self in­to the con­flict, his two pis­tols in hand. With his first shot he had saved Gavroche, and with the sec­ond de­liv­ered Cour­feyrac.

			Amid the sound of the shots, amid the cries of the as­sault­ed guards, the as­sailants had climbed the en­trench­ment, on whose sum­mit Mu­nic­i­pal Guards, sol­diers of the line and Na­tion­al Guards from the sub­urbs could now be seen, gun in hand, rear­ing them­selves to more than half the height of their bod­ies.

			They al­ready cov­ered more than two-thirds of the bar­ri­er, but they did not leap in­to the en­clo­sure, as though wa­ver­ing in the fear of some trap. They gazed in­to the dark bar­ri­cade as one would gaze in­to a li­on’s den. The light of the torch il­lu­mi­nat­ed on­ly their bay­o­nets, their bearskin caps, and the up­per part of their un­easy and an­gry faces.

			Mar­ius had no longer any weapons; he had flung away his dis­charged pis­tols af­ter fir­ing them; but he had caught sight of the bar­rel of pow­der in the tap­room, near the door.

			As he turned half round, gaz­ing in that di­rec­tion, a sol­dier took aim at him. At the mo­ment when the sol­dier was sight­ing Mar­ius, a hand was laid on the muz­zle of the gun and ob­struct­ed it. This was done by some­one who had dart­ed for­ward—the young work­man in vel­vet trousers. The shot sped, tra­versed the hand and pos­si­bly, al­so, the work­man, since he fell, but the ball did not strike Mar­ius. All this, which was rather to be ap­pre­hend­ed than seen through the smoke, Mar­ius, who was en­ter­ing the tap­room, hard­ly no­ticed. Still, he had, in a con­fused way, per­ceived that gun-bar­rel aimed at him, and the hand which had blocked it, and he had heard the dis­charge. But in mo­ments like this, the things which one sees vac­il­late and are pre­cip­i­tat­ed, and one paus­es for noth­ing. One feels ob­scure­ly im­pelled to­wards more dark­ness still, and all is cloud.

			The in­sur­gents, sur­prised but not ter­ri­fied, had ral­lied. En­jol­ras had shout­ed: “Wait! Don’t fire at ran­dom!” In the first con­fu­sion, they might, in fact, wound each oth­er. The ma­jor­i­ty of them had as­cend­ed to the win­dow on the first sto­ry and to the at­tic win­dows, whence they com­mand­ed the as­sailants.

			The most de­ter­mined, with En­jol­ras, Cour­feyrac, Jean Prou­vaire, and Combe­ferre, had proud­ly placed them­selves with their backs against the hous­es at the rear, un­shel­tered and fac­ing the ranks of sol­diers and guards who crowned the bar­ri­cade.

			All this was ac­com­plished with­out haste, with that strange and threat­en­ing grav­i­ty which pre­cedes en­gage­ments. They took aim, point blank, on both sides: they were so close that they could talk to­geth­er with­out rais­ing their voic­es.

			When they had reached this point where the spark is on the brink of dart­ing forth, an of­fi­cer in a gor­get ex­tend­ed his sword and said:—

			“Lay down your arms!”

			“Fire!” replied En­jol­ras.

			The two dis­charges took place at the same mo­ment, and all dis­ap­peared in smoke.

			An acrid and sti­fling smoke in which dy­ing and wound­ed lay with weak, dull groans. When the smoke cleared away, the com­bat­ants on both sides could be seen to be thinned out, but still in the same po­si­tions, reload­ing in si­lence. All at once, a thun­der­ing voice was heard, shout­ing:—

			“Be off with you, or I’ll blow up the bar­ri­cade!”

			All turned in the di­rec­tion whence the voice pro­ceed­ed.

			Mar­ius had en­tered the tap­room, and had seized the bar­rel of pow­der, then he had tak­en ad­van­tage of the smoke, and the sort of ob­scure mist which filled the en­trenched en­clo­sure, to glide along the bar­ri­cade as far as that cage of paving-stones where the torch was fixed. To tear it from the torch, to re­place it by the bar­rel of pow­der, to thrust the pile of stones un­der the bar­rel, which was in­stant­ly staved in, with a sort of hor­ri­ble obe­di­ence—all this had cost Mar­ius but the time nec­es­sary to stoop and rise again; and now all, Na­tion­al Guards, Mu­nic­i­pal Guards, of­fi­cers, sol­diers, hud­dled at the oth­er ex­trem­i­ty of the bar­ri­cade, gazed stupid­ly at him, as he stood with his foot on the stones, his torch in his hand, his haughty face il­lu­mi­nat­ed by a fa­tal res­o­lu­tion, droop­ing the flame of the torch to­wards that re­doubtable pile where they could make out the bro­ken bar­rel of pow­der, and giv­ing vent to that star­tling cry:—

			“Be off with you, or I’ll blow up the bar­ri­cade!”

			Mar­ius on that bar­ri­cade af­ter the oc­to­ge­nar­i­an was the vi­sion of the young rev­o­lu­tion af­ter the ap­pari­tion of the old.

			“Blow up the bar­ri­cade!” said a sergeant, “and your­self with it!”

			Mar­ius re­tort­ed: “And my­self al­so.”

			And he dropped the torch to­wards the bar­rel of pow­der.

			But there was no longer any­one on the bar­ri­er. The as­sailants, aban­don­ing their dead and wound­ed, flowed back pell-mell and in dis­or­der to­wards the ex­trem­i­ty of the street, and there were again lost in the night. It was a head­long flight.

			The bar­ri­cade was free.

		
	
		
			
				V

				End of the Vers­es of Jean Prou­vaire

			
			All flocked around Mar­ius. Cour­feyrac flung him­self on his neck.

			“Here you are!”

			“What luck!” said Combe­ferre.

			“You came in op­por­tune­ly!” ejac­u­lat­ed Bossuet.

			“If it had not been for you, I should have been dead!” be­gan Cour­feyrac again.

			“If it had not been for you, I should have been gob­bled up!” added Gavroche.

			Mar­ius asked:—

			“Where is the chief?”

			“You are he!” said En­jol­ras.

			Mar­ius had had a fur­nace in his brain all day long; now it was a whirl­wind. This whirl­wind which was with­in him, pro­duced on him the ef­fect of be­ing out­side of him and of bear­ing him away. It seemed to him that he was al­ready at an im­mense dis­tance from life. His two lu­mi­nous months of joy and love, end­ing abrupt­ly at that fright­ful precipice, Cosette lost to him, that bar­ri­cade, M. Mabeuf get­ting him­self killed for the Re­pub­lic, him­self the lead­er of the in­sur­gents—all these things ap­peared to him like a tremen­dous night­mare. He was obliged to make a men­tal ef­fort to re­call the fact that all that sur­round­ed him was re­al. Mar­ius had al­ready seen too much of life not to know that noth­ing is more im­mi­nent than the im­pos­si­ble, and that what it is al­ways nec­es­sary to fore­see is the un­fore­seen. He had looked on at his own dra­ma as a piece which one does not un­der­stand.

			In the mists which en­veloped his thoughts, he did not rec­og­nize Javert, who, bound to his post, had not so much as moved his head dur­ing the whole of the at­tack on the bar­ri­cade, and who had gazed on the re­volt seething around him with the res­ig­na­tion of a mar­tyr and the majesty of a judge. Mar­ius had not even seen him.

			In the mean­while, the as­sailants did not stir, they could be heard march­ing and swarm­ing through at the end of the street but they did not ven­ture in­to it, ei­ther be­cause they were await­ing or­ders or be­cause they were await­ing re­in­force­ments be­fore hurl­ing them­selves afresh on this im­preg­nable re­doubt. The in­sur­gents had post­ed sen­tinels, and some of them, who were med­i­cal stu­dents, set about car­ing for the wound­ed.

			They had thrown the ta­bles out of the wine-shop, with the ex­cep­tion of the two ta­bles re­served for lint and car­tridges, and of the one on which lay Fa­ther Mabeuf; they had added them to the bar­ri­cade, and had re­placed them in the tap­room with mat­tress­es from the bed of the wid­ow Huch­e­loup and her ser­vants. On these mat­tress­es they had laid the wound­ed. As for the three poor crea­tures who in­hab­it­ed Corinthe, no one knew what had be­come of them. They were fi­nal­ly found, how­ev­er, hid­den in the cel­lar.

			A poignant emo­tion cloud­ed the joy of the dis­en­cum­bered bar­ri­cade.

			The roll was called. One of the in­sur­gents was miss­ing. And who was it? One of the dear­est. One of the most valiant. Jean Prou­vaire. He was sought among the wound­ed, he was not there. He was sought among the dead, he was not there. He was ev­i­dent­ly a pris­on­er. Combe­ferre said to En­jol­ras:—

			“They have our friend; we have their agent. Are you set on the death of that spy?”

			“Yes,” replied En­jol­ras; “but less so than on the life of Jean Prou­vaire.”

			This took place in the tap­room near Javert’s post.

			“Well,” re­sumed Combe­ferre, “I am go­ing to fas­ten my hand­ker­chief to my cane, and go as a flag of truce, to of­fer to ex­change our man for theirs.”

			“Lis­ten,” said En­jol­ras, lay­ing his hand on Combe­ferre’s arm.

			At the end of the street there was a sig­nif­i­cant clash of arms.

			They heard a man­ly voice shout:—

			“Vive la France! Long live France! Long live the fu­ture!”

			They rec­og­nized the voice of Prou­vaire.

			A flash passed, a re­port rang out.

			Si­lence fell again.

			“They have killed him,” ex­claimed Combe­ferre.

			En­jol­ras glanced at Javert, and said to him:—

			“Your friends have just shot you.”

		
	
		
			
				VI

				The Agony of Death Af­ter the Agony of Life

			
			A pe­cu­liar­i­ty of this species of war is, that the at­tack of the bar­ri­cades is al­most al­ways made from the front, and that the as­sailants gen­er­al­ly ab­stain from turn­ing the po­si­tion, ei­ther be­cause they fear am­bush­es, or be­cause they are afraid of get­ting en­tan­gled in the tor­tu­ous streets. The in­sur­gents’ whole at­ten­tion had been di­rect­ed, there­fore, to the grand bar­ri­cade, which was, ev­i­dent­ly, the spot al­ways men­aced, and there the strug­gle would in­fal­li­bly recom­mence. But Mar­ius thought of the lit­tle bar­ri­cade, and went thith­er. It was de­sert­ed and guard­ed on­ly by the fire-pot which trem­bled be­tween the paving-stones. More­over, the Mondé­tour al­ley, and the branch­es of the Rue de la Pe­tite Truan­derie and the Rue du Cygne were pro­found­ly calm.

			As Mar­ius was with­draw­ing, af­ter con­clud­ing his in­spec­tion, he heard his name pro­nounced fee­bly in the dark­ness.

			“Mon­sieur Mar­ius!”

			He start­ed, for he rec­og­nized the voice which had called to him two hours be­fore through the gate in the Rue Plumet.

			On­ly, the voice now seemed to be noth­ing more than a breath.

			He looked about him, but saw no one.

			Mar­ius thought he had been mis­tak­en, that it was an il­lu­sion added by his mind to the ex­tra­or­di­nary re­al­i­ties which were clash­ing around him. He ad­vanced a step, in or­der to quit the dis­tant re­cess where the bar­ri­cade lay.

			“Mon­sieur Mar­ius!” re­peat­ed the voice.

			This time he could not doubt that he had heard it dis­tinct­ly; he looked and saw noth­ing.

			“At your feet,” said the voice.

			He bent down, and saw in the dark­ness a form which was drag­ging it­self to­wards him.

			It was crawl­ing along the pave­ment. It was this that had spo­ken to him.

			The fire-pot al­lowed him to dis­tin­guish a blouse, torn trousers of coarse vel­vet, bare feet, and some­thing which re­sem­bled a pool of blood. Mar­ius in­dis­tinct­ly made out a pale head which was lift­ed to­wards him and which was say­ing to him:—

			“You do not rec­og­nize me?”

			“No.”

			“Épo­nine.”

			Mar­ius bent hasti­ly down. It was, in fact, that un­hap­py child. She was dressed in men’s clothes.

			“How come you here? What are you do­ing here?”

			“I am dy­ing,” said she.

			There are words and in­ci­dents which arouse de­ject­ed be­ings. Mar­ius cried out with a start:—

			“You are wound­ed! Wait, I will car­ry you in­to the room! They will at­tend to you there. Is it se­ri­ous? How must I take hold of you in or­der not to hurt you? Where do you suf­fer? Help! My God! But why did you come hith­er?”

			And he tried to pass his arm un­der her, in or­der to raise her.

			She ut­tered a fee­ble cry.

			“Have I hurt you?” asked Mar­ius.

			“A lit­tle.”

			“But I on­ly touched your hand.”

			She raised her hand to Mar­ius, and in the mid­dle of that hand Mar­ius saw a black hole.

			“What is the mat­ter with your hand?” said he.

			“It is pierced.”

			“Pierced?”

			“Yes.”

			“What with?”

			“A bul­let.”

			“How?”

			“Did you see a gun aimed at you?”

			“Yes, and a hand stop­ping it.”

			“It was mine.”

			Mar­ius was seized with a shud­der.

			“What mad­ness! Poor child! But so much the bet­ter, if that is all, it is noth­ing, let me car­ry you to a bed. They will dress your wound; one does not die of a pierced hand.”

			She mur­mured:—

			“The bul­let tra­versed my hand, but it came out through my back. It is use­less to re­move me from this spot. I will tell you how you can care for me bet­ter than any sur­geon. Sit down near me on this stone.”

			He obeyed; she laid her head on Mar­ius’ knees, and, with­out look­ing at him, she said:—

			“Oh! How good this is! How com­fort­able this is! There; I no longer suf­fer.”

			She re­mained silent for a mo­ment, then she turned her face with an ef­fort, and looked at Mar­ius.

			“Do you know what, Mon­sieur Mar­ius? It puz­zled me be­cause you en­tered that gar­den; it was stupid, be­cause it was I who showed you that house; and then, I ought to have said to my­self that a young man like you—”

			She paused, and over­step­ping the som­bre tran­si­tions that un­doubt­ed­ly ex­ist­ed in her mind, she re­sumed with a heartrend­ing smile:—

			“You thought me ug­ly, didn’t you?”

			She con­tin­ued:—

			“You see, you are lost! Now, no one can get out of the bar­ri­cade. It was I who led you here, by the way! You are go­ing to die, I count up­on that. And yet, when I saw them tak­ing aim at you, I put my hand on the muz­zle of the gun. How queer it is! But it was be­cause I want­ed to die be­fore you. When I re­ceived that bul­let, I dragged my­self here, no one saw me, no one picked me up, I was wait­ing for you, I said: ‘So he is not com­ing!’ Oh, if you on­ly knew. I bit my blouse, I suf­fered so! Now I am well. Do you re­mem­ber the day I en­tered your cham­ber and when I looked at my­self in your mir­ror, and the day when I came to you on the boule­vard near the wash­er­wom­en? How the birds sang! That was a long time ago. You gave me a hun­dred sous, and I said to you: ‘I don’t want your mon­ey.’ I hope you picked up your coin? You are not rich. I did not think to tell you to pick it up. The sun was shin­ing bright, and it was not cold. Do you re­mem­ber, Mon­sieur Mar­ius? Oh! How hap­py I am! Ev­ery­one is go­ing to die.”

			She had a mad, grave, and heart­break­ing air. Her torn blouse dis­closed her bare throat.

			As she talked, she pressed her pierced hand to her breast, where there was an­oth­er hole, and whence there spurt­ed from mo­ment to mo­ment a stream of blood, like a jet of wine from an open bung­hole.

			Mar­ius gazed at this un­for­tu­nate crea­ture with pro­found com­pas­sion.

			“Oh!” she re­sumed, “it is com­ing again, I am sti­fling!”

			She caught up her blouse and bit it, and her limbs stiff­ened on the pave­ment.

			At that mo­ment the young cock’s crow ex­e­cut­ed by lit­tle Gavroche re­sound­ed through the bar­ri­cade.

			The child had mount­ed a ta­ble to load his gun, and was singing gay­ly the song then so pop­u­lar:—

			
				
					En voy­ant Lafayette,
					

					Le gen­darme répète:—
					

					Sauvons nous! sauvons nous!
					

					sauvons nous!87
				

			

			Épo­nine raised her­self and lis­tened; then she mur­mured:—

			“It is he.”

			And turn­ing to Mar­ius:—

			“My broth­er is here. He must not see me. He would scold me.”

			“Your broth­er?” in­quired Mar­ius, who was med­i­tat­ing in the most bit­ter and sor­row­ful depths of his heart on the du­ties to the Thé­nardiers which his fa­ther had be­queathed to him; “who is your broth­er?”

			“That lit­tle fel­low.”

			“The one who is singing?”

			“Yes.”

			Mar­ius made a move­ment.

			“Oh! don’t go away,” said she, “it will not be long now.”

			She was sit­ting al­most up­right, but her voice was very low and bro­ken by hic­cups.

			At in­ter­vals, the death rat­tle in­ter­rupt­ed her. She put her face as near that of Mar­ius as pos­si­ble. She added with a strange ex­pres­sion:—

			“Lis­ten, I do not wish to play you a trick. I have a let­ter in my pock­et for you. I was told to put it in the post. I kept it. I did not want to have it reach you. But per­haps you will be an­gry with me for it when we meet again present­ly? Take your let­ter.”

			She grasped Mar­ius’ hand con­vul­sive­ly with her pierced hand, but she no longer seemed to feel her suf­fer­ings. She put Mar­ius’ hand in the pock­et of her blouse. There, in fact, Mar­ius felt a pa­per.

			“Take it,” said she.

			Mar­ius took the let­ter.

			She made a sign of sat­is­fac­tion and con­tent­ment.

			“Now, for my trou­ble, prom­ise me—”

			And she stopped.

			“What?” asked Mar­ius.

			“Prom­ise me!”

			“I prom­ise.”

			“Prom­ise to give me a kiss on my brow when I am dead.—I shall feel it.”

			She dropped her head again on Mar­ius’ knees, and her eye­lids closed. He thought the poor soul had de­part­ed. Épo­nine re­mained mo­tion­less. All at once, at the very mo­ment when Mar­ius fan­cied her asleep for­ev­er, she slow­ly opened her eyes in which ap­peared the som­bre pro­fun­di­ty of death, and said to him in a tone whose sweet­ness seemed al­ready to pro­ceed from an­oth­er world:—

			“And by the way, Mon­sieur Mar­ius, I be­lieve that I was a lit­tle bit in love with you.”

			She tried to smile once more and ex­pired.

		
	
		
			
				VII

				Gavroche as a Pro­found Cal­cu­la­tor of Dis­tances

			
			Mar­ius kept his prom­ise. He dropped a kiss on that livid brow, where the icy per­spi­ra­tion stood in beads.

			This was no in­fi­deli­ty to Cosette; it was a gen­tle and pen­sive farewell to an un­hap­py soul.

			It was not with­out a tremor that he had tak­en the let­ter which Épo­nine had giv­en him. He had im­me­di­ate­ly felt that it was an event of weight. He was im­pa­tient to read it. The heart of man is so con­sti­tut­ed that the un­hap­py child had hard­ly closed her eyes when Mar­ius be­gan to think of un­fold­ing this pa­per.

			He laid her gen­tly on the ground, and went away. Some­thing told him that he could not pe­ruse that let­ter in the pres­ence of that body.

			He drew near to a can­dle in the tap­room. It was a small note, fold­ed and sealed with a wom­an’s el­e­gant care. The ad­dress was in a wom­an’s hand and ran:—

			
				To Mon­sieur, Mon­sieur Mar­ius Pont­mer­cy,

				at M. Cour­feyrac’s, Rue de la Ver­rerie, No. 16.”

			

			He broke the seal and read:—

			
				My dear­est, alas! my fa­ther in­sists on our set­ting out im­me­di­ate­ly. We shall be this evening in the Rue de l’Homme Ar­mé, No. 7. In a week we shall be in Eng­land.

				
					Cosette

					June 4th

				
			

			Such was the in­no­cence of their love that Mar­ius was not even ac­quaint­ed with Cosette’s hand­writ­ing.

			What had tak­en place may be re­lat­ed in a few words. Épo­nine had been the cause of ev­ery­thing. Af­ter the evening of the 3rd of June she had cher­ished a dou­ble idea, to de­feat the projects of her fa­ther and the ruf­fi­ans on the house of the Rue Plumet, and to sep­a­rate Mar­ius and Cosette. She had ex­changed rags with the first young scamp she came across who had thought it amus­ing to dress like a wom­an, while Épo­nine dis­guised her­self like a man. It was she who had con­veyed to Jean Val­jean in the Champ de Mars the ex­pres­sive warn­ing: “Leave your house.” Jean Val­jean had, in fact, re­turned home, and had said to Cosette: “We set out this evening and we go to the Rue de l’Homme Ar­mé with Tou­s­saint. Next week, we shall be in Lon­don.” Cosette, ut­ter­ly over­whelmed by this un­ex­pect­ed blow, had hasti­ly penned a cou­ple of lines to Mar­ius. But how was she to get the let­ter to the post? She nev­er went out alone, and Tou­s­saint, sur­prised at such a com­mis­sion, would cer­tain­ly show the let­ter to M. Fauchelevent. In this dilem­ma, Cosette had caught sight through the fence of Épo­nine in man’s clothes, who now prowled in­ces­sant­ly around the gar­den. Cosette had called to “this young work­man” and had hand­ed him five francs and the let­ter, say­ing: “Car­ry this let­ter im­me­di­ate­ly to its ad­dress.” Épo­nine had put the let­ter in her pock­et. The next day, on the 5th of June, she went to Cour­feyrac’s quar­ters to in­quire for Mar­ius, not for the pur­pose of de­liv­er­ing the let­ter, but—a thing which ev­ery jeal­ous and lov­ing soul will com­pre­hend—“to see.” There she had wait­ed for Mar­ius, or at least for Cour­feyrac, still for the pur­pose of “see­ing.” When Cour­feyrac had told her: “We are go­ing to the bar­ri­cades,” an idea flashed through her mind, to fling her­self in­to that death, as she would have done in­to any oth­er, and to thrust Mar­ius in­to it al­so. She had fol­lowed Cour­feyrac, had made sure of the lo­cal­i­ty where the bar­ri­cade was in process of con­struc­tion; and, quite cer­tain, since Mar­ius had re­ceived no warn­ing, and since she had in­ter­cept­ed the let­ter, that he would go at dusk to his tryst­ing place for ev­ery evening, she had be­tak­en her­self to the Rue Plumet, had there await­ed Mar­ius, and had sent him, in the name of his friends, the ap­peal which would, she thought, lead him to the bar­ri­cade. She reck­oned on Mar­ius’ de­spair when he should fail to find Cosette; she was not mis­tak­en. She had re­turned to the Rue de la Chan­vrerie her­self. What she did there the read­er has just seen. She died with the trag­ic joy of jeal­ous hearts who drag the beloved be­ing in­to their own death, and who say: “No one shall have him!”

			Mar­ius cov­ered Cosette’s let­ter with kiss­es. So she loved him! For one mo­ment the idea oc­curred to him that he ought not to die now. Then he said to him­self: “She is go­ing away. Her fa­ther is tak­ing her to Eng­land, and my grand­fa­ther re­fus­es his con­sent to the mar­riage. Noth­ing is changed in our fates.” Dream­ers like Mar­ius are sub­ject to supreme at­tacks of de­jec­tion, and des­per­ate re­solves are the re­sult. The fa­tigue of liv­ing is in­sup­port­able; death is soon­er over with. Then he re­flect­ed that he had still two du­ties to ful­fil: to in­form Cosette of his death and send her a fi­nal farewell, and to save from the im­pend­ing catas­tro­phe which was in prepa­ra­tion, that poor child, Épo­nine’s broth­er and Thé­nardier’s son.

			He had a pock­et­book about him; the same one which had con­tained the note­book in which he had in­scribed so many thoughts of love for Cosette. He tore out a leaf and wrote on it a few lines in pen­cil:—

			
				Our mar­riage was im­pos­si­ble. I asked my grand­fa­ther, he re­fused; I have no for­tune, nei­ther hast thou. I has­tened to thee, thou wert no longer there. Thou know­est the prom­ise that I gave thee, I shall keep it. I die. I love thee. When thou read­est this, my soul will be near thee, and thou wilt smile.

			

			Hav­ing noth­ing where­with to seal this let­ter, he con­tent­ed him­self with fold­ing the pa­per in four, and added the ad­dress:—

			
				To Made­moi­selle Cosette Fauchelevent,

				at M. Fauchelevent’s, Rue de l’Homme Ar­mé, No. 7.

			

			Hav­ing fold­ed the let­ter, he stood in thought for a mo­ment, drew out his pock­et­book again, opened it, and wrote, with the same pen­cil, these four lines on the first page:—

			
				My name is Mar­ius Pont­mer­cy. Car­ry my body to my grand­fa­ther, M. Gillenor­mand, Rue des Filles-du-Cal­vaire, No. 6, in the Marais.

			

			He put his pock­et­book back in his pock­et, then he called Gavroche.

			The gamin, at the sound of Mar­ius’ voice, ran up to him with his mer­ry and de­vot­ed air.

			“Will you do some­thing for me?”

			“Any­thing,” said Gavroche. “Good God! if it had not been for you, I should have been done for.”

			“Do you see this let­ter?”

			“Yes.”

			“Take it. Leave the bar­ri­cade in­stant­ly” (Gavroche be­gan to scratch his ear un­easi­ly) “and to­mor­row morn­ing, you will de­liv­er it at its ad­dress to Made­moi­selle Cosette, at M. Fauchelevent’s, Rue de l’Homme Ar­mé, No. 7.”

			The hero­ic child replied:—

			“Well, but! in the mean­while the bar­ri­cade will be tak­en, and I shall not be there.”

			“The bar­ri­cade will not be at­tacked un­til day­break, ac­cord­ing to all ap­pear­ances, and will not be tak­en be­fore to­mor­row noon.”

			The fresh respite which the as­sailants were grant­ing to the bar­ri­cade had, in fact, been pro­longed. It was one of those in­ter­mis­sions which fre­quent­ly oc­cur in noc­tur­nal com­bats, which are al­ways fol­lowed by an in­crease of rage.

			“Well,” said Gavroche, “what if I were to go and car­ry your let­ter to­mor­row?”

			“It will be too late. The bar­ri­cade will prob­a­bly be block­ad­ed, all the streets will be guard­ed, and you will not be able to get out. Go at once.”

			Gavroche could think of no re­ply to this, and stood there in in­de­ci­sion, scratch­ing his ear sad­ly.

			All at once, he took the let­ter with one of those bird­like move­ments which were com­mon with him.

			“All right,” said he.

			And he start­ed off at a run through Mondé­tour lane.

			An idea had oc­curred to Gavroche which had brought him to a de­ci­sion, but he had not men­tioned it for fear that Mar­ius might of­fer some ob­jec­tion to it.

			This was the idea:—

			“It is bare­ly mid­night, the Rue de l’Homme Ar­mé is not far off; I will go and de­liv­er the let­ter at once, and I shall get back in time.”
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				The Rue de l’Homme Ar­mé

			
		
	
		
			
				I

				A Drinker Is a Bab­bler

			
			What are the con­vul­sions of a city in com­par­i­son with the in­sur­rec­tions of the soul? Man is a depth still greater than the peo­ple. Jean Val­jean at that very mo­ment was the prey of a ter­ri­ble up­heaval. Ev­ery sort of gulf had opened again with­in him. He al­so was trem­bling, like Paris, on the brink of an ob­scure and for­mi­da­ble rev­o­lu­tion. A few hours had suf­ficed to bring this about. His des­tiny and his con­science had sud­den­ly been cov­ered with gloom. Of him al­so, as well as of Paris, it might have been said: “Two prin­ci­ples are face to face. The white an­gel and the black an­gel are about to seize each oth­er on the bridge of the abyss. Which of the two will hurl the oth­er over? Who will car­ry the day?”

			On the evening pre­ced­ing this same 5th of June, Jean Val­jean, ac­com­pa­nied by Cosette and Tou­s­saint had in­stalled him­self in the Rue de l’Homme Ar­mé. A change await­ed him there.

			Cosette had not quit­ted the Rue Plumet with­out mak­ing an ef­fort at re­sis­tance. For the first time since they had lived side by side, Cosette’s will and the will of Jean Val­jean had proved to be dis­tinct, and had been in op­po­si­tion, at least, if they had not clashed. There had been ob­jec­tions on one side and in­flex­i­bil­i­ty on the oth­er. The abrupt ad­vice: “Leave your house,” hurled at Jean Val­jean by a stranger, had alarmed him to the ex­tent of ren­der­ing him peremp­to­ry. He thought that he had been traced and fol­lowed. Cosette had been obliged to give way.

			Both had ar­rived in the Rue de l’Homme Ar­mé with­out open­ing their lips, and with­out ut­ter­ing a word, each be­ing ab­sorbed in his own per­son­al pre­oc­cu­pa­tion; Jean Val­jean so un­easy that he did not no­tice Cosette’s sad­ness, Cosette so sad that she did not no­tice Jean Val­jean’s un­easi­ness.

			Jean Val­jean had tak­en Tou­s­saint with him, a thing which he had nev­er done in his pre­vi­ous ab­sences. He per­ceived the pos­si­bil­i­ty of not re­turn­ing to the Rue Plumet, and he could nei­ther leave Tou­s­saint be­hind nor con­fide his se­cret to her. Be­sides, he felt that she was de­vot­ed and trust­wor­thy. Treach­ery be­tween mas­ter and ser­vant be­gins in cu­rios­i­ty. Now Tou­s­saint, as though she had been des­tined to be Jean Val­jean’s ser­vant, was not cu­ri­ous. She stam­mered in her peas­ant di­alect of Barneville: “I am made so; I do my work; the rest is no af­fair of mine.”

			In this de­par­ture from the Rue Plumet, which had been al­most a flight, Jean Val­jean had car­ried away noth­ing but the lit­tle em­balmed valise, bap­tized by Cosette “the in­sep­a­ra­ble.” Full trunks would have re­quired porters, and porters are wit­ness­es. A fi­acre had been sum­moned to the door on the Rue de Baby­lone, and they had tak­en their de­par­ture.

			It was with dif­fi­cul­ty that Tou­s­saint had ob­tained per­mis­sion to pack up a lit­tle linen and clothes and a few toi­let ar­ti­cles. Cosette had tak­en on­ly her port­fo­lio and her blot­ting-book.

			Jean Val­jean, with a view to aug­ment­ing the soli­tude and the mys­tery of this de­par­ture, had ar­ranged to quit the pavil­ion of the Rue Plumet on­ly at dusk, which had al­lowed Cosette time to write her note to Mar­ius. They had ar­rived in the Rue de l’Homme Ar­mé af­ter night had ful­ly fall­en.

			They had gone to bed in si­lence.

			The lodg­ings in the Rue de l’Homme Ar­mé were sit­u­at­ed on a back court, on the sec­ond floor, and were com­posed of two sleep­ing-rooms, a din­ing-room and a kitchen ad­join­ing the din­ing-room, with a gar­ret where there was a fold­ing-bed, and which fell to Tou­s­saint’s share. The din­ing-room was an an­techam­ber as well, and sep­a­rat­ed the two bed­rooms. The apart­ment was pro­vid­ed with all nec­es­sary uten­sils.

			Peo­ple re-ac­quire con­fi­dence as fool­ish­ly as they lose it; hu­man na­ture is so con­sti­tut­ed. Hard­ly had Jean Val­jean reached the Rue de l’Homme Ar­mé when his anx­i­ety was light­ened and by de­grees dis­si­pat­ed. There are sooth­ing spots which act in some sort me­chan­i­cal­ly on the mind. An ob­scure street, peace­able in­hab­i­tants. Jean Val­jean ex­pe­ri­enced an in­de­scrib­able con­ta­gion of tran­quil­li­ty in that al­ley of an­cient Paris, which is so nar­row that it is barred against car­riages by a trans­verse beam placed on two posts, which is deaf and dumb in the midst of the clam­orous city, dim­ly light­ed at mid­day, and is, so to speak, in­ca­pable of emo­tions be­tween two rows of lofty hous­es cen­turies old, which hold their peace like an­cients as they are. There was a touch of stag­nant obliv­ion in that street. Jean Val­jean drew his breath once more there. How could he be found there?

			His first care was to place “the in­sep­a­ra­ble” be­side him.

			He slept well. Night brings wis­dom; we may add, night soothes. On the fol­low­ing morn­ing he awoke in a mood that was al­most gay. He thought the din­ing-room charm­ing, though it was hideous, fur­nished with an old round ta­ble, a long side­board sur­mount­ed by a slant­ing mir­ror, a di­lap­i­dat­ed arm­chair, and sev­er­al plain chairs which were en­cum­bered with Tou­s­saint’s pack­ages. In one of these pack­ages Jean Val­jean’s uni­form of a Na­tion­al Guard was vis­i­ble through a rent.

			As for Cosette, she had had Tou­s­saint take some broth to her room, and did not make her ap­pear­ance un­til evening.

			About five o’clock, Tou­s­saint, who was go­ing and com­ing and busy­ing her­self with the tiny es­tab­lish­ment, set on the ta­ble a cold chick­en, which Cosette, out of def­er­ence to her fa­ther, con­sent­ed to glance at.

			That done, Cosette, un­der the pre­text of an ob­sti­nate sick headache, had bade Jean Val­jean good night and had shut her­self up in her cham­ber. Jean Val­jean had eat­en a wing of the chick­en with a good ap­petite, and with his el­bows on the ta­ble, hav­ing grad­u­al­ly re­cov­ered his seren­i­ty, had re­gained pos­ses­sion of his sense of se­cu­ri­ty.

			While he was dis­cussing this mod­est din­ner, he had, twice or thrice, no­ticed in a con­fused way, Tou­s­saint’s stam­mer­ing words as she said to him: “Mon­sieur, there is some­thing go­ing on, they are fight­ing in Paris.” But ab­sorbed in a throng of in­ward cal­cu­la­tions, he had paid no heed to it. To tell the truth, he had not heard her. He rose and be­gan to pace from the door to the win­dow and from the win­dow to the door, grow­ing ev­er more serene.

			With this calm, Cosette, his sole anx­i­ety, re­curred to his thoughts. Not that he was trou­bled by this headache, a lit­tle ner­vous cri­sis, a young girl’s fit of sulks, the cloud of a mo­ment, there would be noth­ing left of it in a day or two; but he med­i­tat­ed on the fu­ture, and, as was his habit, he thought of it with plea­sure. Af­ter all, he saw no ob­sta­cle to their hap­py life re­sum­ing its course. At cer­tain hours, ev­ery­thing seems im­pos­si­ble, at oth­ers ev­ery­thing ap­pears easy; Jean Val­jean was in the midst of one of these good hours. They gen­er­al­ly suc­ceed the bad ones, as day fol­lows night, by virtue of that law of suc­ces­sion and of con­trast which lies at the very foun­da­tion of na­ture, and which su­per­fi­cial minds call an­tithe­sis. In this peace­ful street where he had tak­en refuge, Jean Val­jean got rid of all that had been trou­bling him for some time past. This very fact, that he had seen many shad­ows, made him be­gin to per­ceive a lit­tle azure. To have quit­ted the Rue Plumet with­out com­pli­ca­tions or in­ci­dents was one good step al­ready ac­com­plished. Per­haps it would be wise to go abroad, if on­ly for a few months, and to set out for Lon­don. Well, they would go. What dif­fer­ence did it make to him whether he was in France or in Eng­land, pro­vid­ed he had Cosette be­side him? Cosette was his na­tion. Cosette suf­ficed for his hap­pi­ness; the idea that he, per­haps, did not suf­fice for Cosette’s hap­pi­ness, that idea which had for­mer­ly been the cause of his fever and sleep­less­ness, did not even present it­self to his mind. He was in a state of col­lapse from all his past suf­fer­ings, and he was ful­ly en­tered on op­ti­mism. Cosette was by his side, she seemed to be his; an op­ti­cal il­lu­sion which ev­ery­one has ex­pe­ri­enced. He ar­ranged in his own mind, with all sorts of fe­lic­i­tous de­vices, his de­par­ture for Eng­land with Cosette, and he be­held his fe­lic­i­ty re­con­sti­tut­ed wher­ev­er he pleased, in the per­spec­tive of his rever­ie.

			As he paced to and fro with long strides, his glance sud­den­ly en­coun­tered some­thing strange.

			In the in­clined mir­ror fac­ing him which sur­mount­ed the side­board, he saw the four lines which fol­low:—

			
				“My dear­est, alas! my fa­ther in­sists on our set­ting out im­me­di­ate­ly. We shall be this evening in the Rue de l’Homme Ar­mé, No. 7. In a week we shall be in Eng­land. Cosette. June 4th.”

			

			Jean Val­jean halt­ed, per­fect­ly hag­gard.

			Cosette on her ar­rival had placed her blot­ting-book on the side­board in front of the mir­ror, and, ut­ter­ly ab­sorbed in her agony of grief, had for­got­ten it and left it there, with­out even ob­serv­ing that she had left it wide open, and open at pre­cise­ly the page on which she had laid to dry the four lines which she had penned, and which she had giv­en in charge of the young work­man in the Rue Plumet. The writ­ing had been print­ed off on the blot­ter.

			The mir­ror re­flect­ed the writ­ing.

			The re­sult was, what is called in ge­om­e­try, “the sym­met­ri­cal im­age;” so that the writ­ing, re­versed on the blot­ter, was right­ed in the mir­ror and pre­sent­ed its nat­u­ral ap­pear­ance; and Jean Val­jean had be­neath his eyes the let­ter writ­ten by Cosette to Mar­ius on the pre­ced­ing evening.

			It was sim­ple and with­er­ing.

			Jean Val­jean stepped up to the mir­ror. He read the four lines again, but he did not be­lieve them. They pro­duced on him the ef­fect of ap­pear­ing in a flash of light­ning. It was a hal­lu­ci­na­tion, it was im­pos­si­ble. It was not so.

			Lit­tle by lit­tle, his per­cep­tions be­came more pre­cise; he looked at Cosette’s blot­ting-book, and the con­scious­ness of the re­al­i­ty re­turned to him. He caught up the blot­ter and said: “It comes from there.” He fever­ish­ly ex­am­ined the four lines im­print­ed on the blot­ter, the re­ver­sal of the let­ters con­vert­ed in­to an odd scrawl, and he saw no sense in it. Then he said to him­self: “But this sig­ni­fies noth­ing; there is noth­ing writ­ten here.” And he drew a long breath with in­ex­press­ible re­lief. Who has not ex­pe­ri­enced those fool­ish joys in hor­ri­ble in­stants? The soul does not sur­ren­der to de­spair un­til it has ex­haust­ed all il­lu­sions.

			He held the blot­ter in his hand and con­tem­plat­ed it in stupid de­light, al­most ready to laugh at the hal­lu­ci­na­tion of which he had been the dupe. All at once his eyes fell up­on the mir­ror again, and again he be­held the vi­sion. There were the four lines out­lined with in­ex­orable clear­ness. This time it was no mi­rage. The re­cur­rence of a vi­sion is a re­al­i­ty; it was pal­pa­ble, it was the writ­ing re­stored in the mir­ror. He un­der­stood.

			Jean Val­jean tot­tered, dropped the blot­ter, and fell in­to the old arm­chair be­side the buf­fet, with droop­ing head, and glassy eyes, in ut­ter be­wil­der­ment. He told him­self that it was plain, that the light of the world had been eclipsed for­ev­er, and that Cosette had writ­ten that to some­one. Then he heard his soul, which had be­come ter­ri­ble once more, give vent to a dull roar in the gloom. Try then the ef­fect of tak­ing from the li­on the dog which he has in his cage!

			Strange and sad to say, at that very mo­ment, Mar­ius had not yet re­ceived Cosette’s let­ter; chance had treach­er­ous­ly car­ried it to Jean Val­jean be­fore de­liv­er­ing it to Mar­ius. Up to that day, Jean Val­jean had not been van­quished by tri­al. He had been sub­ject­ed to fear­ful proofs; no vi­o­lence of bad for­tune had been spared him; the fe­roc­i­ty of fate, armed with all vin­dic­tive­ness and all so­cial scorn, had tak­en him for her prey and had raged against him. He had ac­cept­ed ev­ery ex­trem­i­ty when it had been nec­es­sary; he had sac­ri­ficed his in­vi­o­la­bil­i­ty as a re­formed man, had yield­ed up his lib­er­ty, risked his head, lost ev­ery­thing, suf­fered ev­ery­thing, and he had re­mained dis­in­ter­est­ed and sto­ical to such a point that he might have been thought to be ab­sent from him­self like a mar­tyr. His con­science in­ured to ev­ery as­sault of des­tiny, might have ap­peared to be for­ev­er im­preg­nable. Well, any­one who had be­held his spir­i­tu­al self would have been obliged to con­cede that it weak­ened at that mo­ment. It was be­cause, of all the tor­tures which he had un­der­gone in the course of this long in­qui­si­tion to which des­tiny had doomed him, this was the most ter­ri­ble. Nev­er had such pin­cers seized him hith­er­to. He felt the mys­te­ri­ous stir­ring of all his la­tent sen­si­bil­i­ties. He felt the pluck­ing at the strange chord. Alas! the supreme tri­al, let us say rather, the on­ly tri­al, is the loss of the beloved be­ing.

			Poor old Jean Val­jean cer­tain­ly did not love Cosette oth­er­wise than as a fa­ther; but we have al­ready re­marked, above, that in­to this pa­ter­ni­ty the wid­ow­hood of his life had in­tro­duced all the shades of love; he loved Cosette as his daugh­ter, and he loved her as his moth­er, and he loved her as his sis­ter; and, as he had nev­er had ei­ther a wom­an to love or a wife, as na­ture is a cred­i­tor who ac­cepts no protest, that sen­ti­ment al­so, the most im­pos­si­ble to lose, was min­gled with the rest, vague, ig­no­rant, pure with the pu­ri­ty of blind­ness, un­con­scious, ce­les­tial, an­gel­ic, di­vine; less like a sen­ti­ment than like an in­stinct, less like an in­stinct than like an im­per­cep­ti­ble and in­vis­i­ble but re­al at­trac­tion; and love, prop­er­ly speak­ing, was, in his im­mense ten­der­ness for Cosette, like the thread of gold in the moun­tain, con­cealed and vir­gin.

			Let the read­er re­call the sit­u­a­tion of heart which we have al­ready in­di­cat­ed. No mar­riage was pos­si­ble be­tween them; not even that of souls; and yet, it is cer­tain that their des­tinies were wed­ded. With the ex­cep­tion of Cosette, that is to say, with the ex­cep­tion of a child­hood, Jean Val­jean had nev­er, in the whole of his long life, known any­thing of that which may be loved. The pas­sions and loves which suc­ceed each oth­er had not pro­duced in him those suc­ces­sive green growths, ten­der green or dark green, which can be seen in fo­liage which pass­es through the win­ter and in men who pass fifty. In short, and we have in­sist­ed on it more than once, all this in­te­ri­or fu­sion, all this whole, of which the sum to­tal was a lofty virtue, end­ed in ren­der­ing Jean Val­jean a fa­ther to Cosette. A strange fa­ther, forged from the grand­fa­ther, the son, the broth­er, and the hus­band, that ex­ist­ed in Jean Val­jean; a fa­ther in whom there was in­clud­ed even a moth­er; a fa­ther who loved Cosette and adored her, and who held that child as his light, his home, his fam­i­ly, his coun­try, his par­adise.

			Thus when he saw that the end had ab­so­lute­ly come, that she was es­cap­ing from him, that she was slip­ping from his hands, that she was glid­ing from him, like a cloud, like wa­ter, when he had be­fore his eyes this crush­ing proof: “an­oth­er is the goal of her heart, an­oth­er is the wish of her life; there is a dear­est one, I am no longer any­thing but her fa­ther, I no longer ex­ist;” when he could no longer doubt, when he said to him­self: “She is go­ing away from me!” the grief which he felt sur­passed the bounds of pos­si­bil­i­ty. To have done all that he had done for the pur­pose of end­ing like this! And the very idea of be­ing noth­ing! Then, as we have just said, a quiver of re­volt ran through him from head to foot. He felt, even in the very roots of his hair, the im­mense reawak­en­ing of ego­tism, and the “I” in this man’s abyss howled.

			There is such a thing as the sud­den giv­ing way of the in­ward sub­soil. A de­spair­ing cer­tain­ty does not make its way in­to a man with­out thrust­ing aside and break­ing cer­tain pro­found el­e­ments which, in some cas­es, are the very man him­self. Grief, when it at­tains this shape, is a head­long flight of all the forces of the con­science. These are fa­tal crises. Few among us emerge from them still like our­selves and firm in du­ty. When the lim­it of en­durance is over­stepped, the most im­per­turbable virtue is dis­con­cert­ed. Jean Val­jean took the blot­ter again, and con­vinced him­self afresh; he re­mained bowed and as though pet­ri­fied and with star­ing eyes, over those four un­ob­jec­tion­able lines; and there arose with­in him such a cloud that one might have thought that ev­ery­thing in this soul was crum­bling away.

			He ex­am­ined this rev­e­la­tion, athwart the ex­ag­ger­a­tions of rever­ie, with an ap­par­ent and ter­ri­fy­ing calm­ness, for it is a fear­ful thing when a man’s calm­ness reach­es the cold­ness of the stat­ue.

			He mea­sured the ter­ri­ble step which his des­tiny had tak­en with­out his hav­ing a sus­pi­cion of the fact; he re­called his fears of the pre­ced­ing sum­mer, so fool­ish­ly dis­si­pat­ed; he rec­og­nized the precipice, it was still the same; on­ly, Jean Val­jean was no longer on the brink, he was at the bot­tom of it.

			The un­prece­dent­ed and heartrend­ing thing about it was that he had fall­en with­out per­ceiv­ing it. All the light of his life had de­part­ed, while he still fan­cied that he be­held the sun.

			His in­stinct did not hes­i­tate. He put to­geth­er cer­tain cir­cum­stances, cer­tain dates, cer­tain blush­es and cer­tain pal­lors on Cosette’s part, and he said to him­self: “It is he.”

			The div­ina­tion of de­spair is a sort of mys­te­ri­ous bow which nev­er miss­es its aim. He struck Mar­ius with his first con­jec­ture. He did not know the name, but he found the man in­stant­ly. He dis­tinct­ly per­ceived, in the back­ground of the im­pla­ca­ble con­ju­ra­tion of his mem­o­ries, the un­known prowler of the Lux­em­bourg, that wretch­ed seek­er of love ad­ven­tures, that idler of ro­mance, that id­iot, that cow­ard, for it is cow­ard­ly to come and make eyes at young girls who have be­side them a fa­ther who loves them.

			Af­ter he had thor­ough­ly ver­i­fied the fact that this young man was at the bot­tom of this sit­u­a­tion, and that ev­ery­thing pro­ceed­ed from that quar­ter, he, Jean Val­jean, the re­gen­er­at­ed man, the man who had so la­bored over his soul, the man who had made so many ef­forts to re­solve all life, all mis­ery, and all un­hap­pi­ness in­to love, looked in­to his own breast and there be­held a spec­tre, Hate.

			Great griefs con­tain some­thing of de­jec­tion. They dis­cour­age one with ex­is­tence. The man in­to whom they en­ter feels some­thing with­in him with­draw from him. In his youth, their vis­its are lugubri­ous; lat­er on they are sin­is­ter. Alas, if de­spair is a fear­ful thing when the blood is hot, when the hair is black, when the head is erect on the body like the flame on the torch, when the roll of des­tiny still re­tains its full thick­ness, when the heart, full of de­sir­able love, still pos­sess­es beats which can be re­turned to it, when one has time for re­dress, when all wom­en and all smiles and all the fu­ture and all the hori­zon are be­fore one, when the force of life is com­plete, what is it in old age, when the years has­ten on, grow­ing ev­er paler, to that twi­light hour when one be­gins to be­hold the stars of the tomb?

			While he was med­i­tat­ing, Tou­s­saint en­tered. Jean Val­jean rose and asked her:—

			“In what quar­ter is it? Do you know?”

			Tou­s­saint was struck dumb, and could on­ly an­swer him:—

			“What is it, sir?”

			Jean Val­jean be­gan again: “Did you not tell me that just now that there is fight­ing go­ing on?”

			“Ah! yes, sir,” replied Tou­s­saint. “It is in the di­rec­tion of Saint-Mer­ry.”

			There is a me­chan­i­cal move­ment which comes to us, un­con­scious­ly, from the most pro­found depths of our thought. It was, no doubt, un­der the im­pulse of a move­ment of this sort, and of which he was hard­ly con­scious, that Jean Val­jean, five min­utes lat­er, found him­self in the street.

			Bare­head­ed, he sat up­on the stone post at the door of his house. He seemed to be lis­ten­ing.

			Night had come.

		
	
		
			
				II

				The Street Urchin an En­e­my of Light

			
			How long did he re­main thus? What was the ebb and flow of this trag­ic med­i­ta­tion? Did he straight­en up? Did he re­main bowed? Had he been bent to break­ing? Could he still rise and re­gain his foot­ing in his con­science up­on some­thing sol­id? He prob­a­bly would not have been able to tell him­self.

			The street was de­sert­ed. A few un­easy bour­geois, who were rapid­ly re­turn­ing home, hard­ly saw him. Each one for him­self in times of per­il. The lamp­lighter came as usu­al to light the lantern which was sit­u­at­ed pre­cise­ly op­po­site the door of No. 7, and then went away. Jean Val­jean would not have ap­peared like a liv­ing man to any­one who had ex­am­ined him in that shad­ow. He sat there on the post of his door, mo­tion­less as a form of ice. There is con­geal­ment in de­spair. The alarm bells and a vague and stormy up­roar were au­di­ble. In the midst of all these con­vul­sions of the bell min­gled with the re­volt, the clock of Saint-Paul struck eleven, grave­ly and with­out haste; for the toc­sin is man; the hour is God. The pas­sage of the hour pro­duced no ef­fect on Jean Val­jean; Jean Val­jean did not stir. Still, at about that mo­ment, a brusque re­port burst forth in the di­rec­tion of the Halles, a sec­ond yet more vi­o­lent fol­lowed; it was prob­a­bly that at­tack on the bar­ri­cade in the Rue de la Chan­vrerie which we have just seen re­pulsed by Mar­ius. At this dou­ble dis­charge, whose fury seemed aug­ment­ed by the stu­por of the night, Jean Val­jean start­ed; he rose, turn­ing to­wards the quar­ter whence the noise pro­ceed­ed; then he fell back up­on the post again, fold­ed his arms, and his head slow­ly sank on his bo­som again.

			He re­sumed his gloomy di­a­logue with him­self.

			All at once, he raised his eyes; some­one was walk­ing in the street, he heard steps near him. He looked, and by the light of the lanterns, in the di­rec­tion of the street which ran in­to the Rue-aux-Ar­chives, he per­ceived a young, livid, and beam­ing face.

			Gavroche had just ar­rived in the Rue de l’Homme Ar­mé.

			Gavroche was star­ing in­to the air, ap­par­ent­ly in search of some­thing. He saw Jean Val­jean per­fect­ly well but he took no no­tice of him.

			Gavroche af­ter star­ing in­to the air, stared be­low; he raised him­self on tip­toe, and felt of the doors and win­dows of the ground floor; they were all shut, bolt­ed, and pad­locked. Af­ter hav­ing au­then­ti­cat­ed the fronts of five or six bar­ri­cad­ed hous­es in this man­ner, the urchin shrugged his shoul­ders, and took him­self to task in these terms:—

			“Par­di!”

			Then he be­gan to stare in­to the air again.

			Jean Val­jean, who, an in­stant pre­vi­ous­ly, in his then state of mind, would not have spo­ken to or even an­swered any­one, felt ir­re­sistibly im­pelled to ac­cost that child.

			“What is the mat­ter with you, my lit­tle fel­low?” he said.

			“The mat­ter with me is that I am hun­gry,” replied Gavroche frankly. And he added: “Lit­tle fel­low your­self.”

			Jean Val­jean fum­bled in his fob and pulled out a five-franc piece.

			But Gavroche, who was of the wag­tail species, and who skipped vi­va­cious­ly from one ges­ture to an­oth­er, had just picked up a stone. He had caught sight of the lantern.

			“See here,” said he, “you still have your lanterns here. You are dis­obey­ing the reg­u­la­tions, my friend. This is dis­or­der­ly. Smash that for me.”

			And he flung the stone at the lantern, whose bro­ken glass fell with such a clat­ter that the bour­geois in hid­ing be­hind their cur­tains in the op­po­site house cried: “There is ‘Nine­ty-three’ come again.”

			The lantern os­cil­lat­ed vi­o­lent­ly, and went out. The street had sud­den­ly be­come black.

			“That’s right, old street,” ejac­u­lat­ed Gavroche, “put on your night­cap.”

			And turn­ing to Jean Val­jean:—

			“What do you call that gi­gan­tic mon­u­ment that you have there at the end of the street? It’s the Ar­chives, isn’t it? I must crum­ble up those big stupids of pil­lars a bit and make a nice bar­ri­cade out of them.”

			Jean Val­jean stepped up to Gavroche.

			“Poor crea­ture,” he said in a low tone, and speak­ing to him­self, “he is hun­gry.”

			And he laid the hun­dred-sou piece in his hand.

			Gavroche raised his face, as­ton­ished at the size of this sou; he stared at it in the dark­ness, and the white­ness of the big sou daz­zled him. He knew five-franc pieces by hearsay; their rep­u­ta­tion was agree­able to him; he was de­light­ed to see one close to. He said:—

			“Let us con­tem­plate the tiger.”

			He gazed at it for sev­er­al min­utes in ec­sta­sy; then, turn­ing to Jean Val­jean, he held out the coin to him, and said ma­jes­ti­cal­ly to him:—

			“Bour­geois, I pre­fer to smash lanterns. Take back your fe­ro­cious beast. You can’t bribe me. That has got five claws; but it doesn’t scratch me.”

			“Have you a moth­er?” asked Jean Val­jean.

			Gavroche replied:—

			“More than you have, per­haps.”

			“Well,” re­turned Jean Val­jean, “keep the mon­ey for your moth­er!”

			Gavroche was touched. More­over, he had just no­ticed that the man who was ad­dress­ing him had no hat, and this in­spired him with con­fi­dence.

			“Tru­ly,” said he, “so it wasn’t to keep me from break­ing the lanterns?”

			“Break what­ev­er you please.”

			“You’re a fine man,” said Gavroche.

			And he put the five-franc piece in­to one of his pock­ets.

			His con­fi­dence hav­ing in­creased, he added:—

			“Do you be­long in this street?”

			“Yes, why?”

			“Can you tell me where No. 7 is?”

			“What do you want with No. 7?”

			Here the child paused, he feared that he had said too much; he thrust his nails en­er­get­i­cal­ly in­to his hair and con­tent­ed him­self with re­ply­ing:—

			“Ah! Here it is.”

			An idea flashed through Jean Val­jean’s mind. An­guish does have these gleams. He said to the lad:—

			“Are you the per­son who is bring­ing a let­ter that I am ex­pect­ing?”

			“You?” said Gavroche. “You are not a wom­an.”

			“The let­ter is for Made­moi­selle Cosette, is it not?”

			“Cosette,” mut­tered Gavroche. “Yes, I be­lieve that is the queer name.”

			“Well,” re­sumed Jean Val­jean, “I am the per­son to whom you are to de­liv­er the let­ter. Give it here.”

			“In that case, you must know that I was sent from the bar­ri­cade.”

			“Of course,” said Jean Val­jean.

			Gavroche en­gulfed his hand in an­oth­er of his pock­ets and drew out a pa­per fold­ed in four.

			Then he made the mil­i­tary salute.

			“Re­spect for despatch­es,” said he. “It comes from the Pro­vi­sion­al Gov­ern­ment.”

			“Give it to me,” said Jean Val­jean.

			Gavroche held the pa­per el­e­vat­ed above his head.

			“Don’t go and fan­cy it’s a love let­ter. It is for a wom­an, but it’s for the peo­ple. We men fight and we re­spect the fair sex. We are not as they are in fine so­ci­ety, where there are li­ons who send chick­ens88 to camels.”

			“Give it to me.”

			“Af­ter all,” con­tin­ued Gavroche, “you have the air of an hon­est man.”

			“Give it to me quick.”

			“Catch hold of it.”

			And he hand­ed the pa­per to Jean Val­jean.

			“And make haste, Mon­sieur What’s-your-name, for Mam­selle Cosette is wait­ing.”

			Gavroche was sat­is­fied with him­self for hav­ing pro­duced this re­mark.

			Jean Val­jean be­gan again:—

			“Is it to Saint-Mer­ry that the an­swer is to be sent?”

			“There you are mak­ing some of those bits of pas­try vul­gar­ly called brioches.89 This let­ter comes from the bar­ri­cade of the Rue de la Chan­vrerie, and I’m go­ing back there. Good evening, cit­i­zen.”

			That said, Gavroche took him­self off, or, to de­scribe it more ex­act­ly, flut­tered away in the di­rec­tion whence he had come with a flight like that of an es­caped bird. He plunged back in­to the gloom as though he made a hole in it, with the rigid ra­pid­i­ty of a pro­jec­tile; the al­ley of l’Homme Ar­mé be­came silent and soli­tary once more; in a twin­kling, that strange child, who had about him some­thing of the shad­ow and of the dream, had buried him­self in the mists of the rows of black hous­es, and was lost there, like smoke in the dark; and one might have thought that he had dis­si­pat­ed and van­ished, had there not tak­en place, a few min­utes af­ter his dis­ap­pear­ance, a star­tling shiv­er of glass, and had not the mag­nif­i­cent crash of a lantern rat­tling down on the pave­ment once more abrupt­ly awak­ened the in­dig­nant bour­geois. It was Gavroche up­on his way through the Rue du Chaume.

		
	
		
			
				III

				While Cosette and Tou­s­saint Are Asleep

			
			Jean Val­jean went in­to the house with Mar­ius’ let­ter.

			He groped his way up the stairs, as pleased with the dark­ness as an owl who grips his prey, opened and shut his door soft­ly, lis­tened to see whether he could hear any noise—made sure that, to all ap­pear­ances, Cosette and Tou­s­saint were asleep, and plunged three or four match­es in­to the bot­tle of the Fu­made lighter be­fore he could evoke a spark, so great­ly did his hand trem­ble. What he had just done smacked of theft. At last the can­dle was light­ed; he leaned his el­bows on the ta­ble, un­fold­ed the pa­per, and read.

			In vi­o­lent emo­tions, one does not read, one flings to the earth, so to speak, the pa­per which one holds, one clutch­es it like a vic­tim, one crush­es it, one digs in­to it the nails of one’s wrath, or of one’s joy; one has­tens to the end, one leaps to the be­gin­ning; at­ten­tion is at fever heat; it takes up in the gross, as it were, the es­sen­tial points; it seizes on one point, and the rest dis­ap­pears. In Mar­ius’ note to Cosette, Jean Val­jean saw on­ly these words:—

			“I die. When thou read­est this, my soul will be near thee.”

			In the pres­ence of these two lines, he was hor­ri­bly daz­zled; he re­mained for a mo­ment, crushed, as it were, by the change of emo­tion which was tak­ing place with­in him, he stared at Mar­ius’ note with a sort of in­tox­i­cat­ed amaze­ment, he had be­fore his eyes that splen­dor, the death of a hat­ed in­di­vid­u­al.

			He ut­tered a fright­ful cry of in­ward joy. So it was all over. The catas­tro­phe had ar­rived soon­er than he had dared to hope. The be­ing who ob­struct­ed his des­tiny was dis­ap­pear­ing. That man had tak­en him­self off of his own ac­cord, freely, will­ing­ly. This man was go­ing to his death, and he, Jean Val­jean, had had no hand in the mat­ter, and it was through no fault of his. Per­haps, even, he is al­ready dead. Here his fever en­tered in­to cal­cu­la­tions. No, he is not dead yet. The let­ter had ev­i­dent­ly been in­tend­ed for Cosette to read on the fol­low­ing morn­ing; af­ter the two dis­charges that were heard be­tween eleven o’clock and mid­night, noth­ing more has tak­en place; the bar­ri­cade will not be at­tacked se­ri­ous­ly un­til day­break; but that makes no dif­fer­ence, from the mo­ment when “that man” is con­cerned in this war, he is lost; he is caught in the gear­ing. Jean Val­jean felt him­self de­liv­ered. So he was about to find him­self alone with Cosette once more. The ri­val­ry would cease; the fu­ture was be­gin­ning again. He had but to keep this note in his pock­et. Cosette would nev­er know what had be­come of that man. All that there re­quires to be done is to let things take their own course. This man can­not es­cape. If he is not al­ready dead, it is cer­tain that he is about to die. What good for­tune!

			Hav­ing said all this to him­self, he be­came gloomy.

			Then he went down­stairs and woke up the porter.

			About an hour lat­er, Jean Val­jean went out in the com­plete cos­tume of a Na­tion­al Guard, and with his arms. The porter had eas­i­ly found in the neigh­bor­hood the where­with­al to com­plete his equip­ment. He had a load­ed gun and a car­tridge-box filled with car­tridges.

			He strode off in the di­rec­tion of the mar­kets.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				Gavroche’s Ex­cess of Zeal

			
			In the mean­time, Gavroche had had an ad­ven­ture.

			Gavroche, af­ter hav­ing con­sci­en­tious­ly stoned the lantern in the Rue du Chaume, en­tered the Rue des Vieilles-Hau­dri­ettes, and not see­ing “even a cat” there, he thought the op­por­tu­ni­ty a good one to strike up all the song of which he was ca­pa­ble. His march, far from be­ing re­tard­ed by his singing, was ac­cel­er­at­ed by it. He be­gan to sow along the sleep­ing or ter­ri­fied hous­es these in­cen­di­ary cou­plets:—

			
				
					L’oiseau médit dans les charmilles,
					

					Et pré­tend qu’hi­er Ata­la
					

					Avec un Russe s’en al­la.
					

					Où vont les belles filles,
					

					Lon la.
				

				
					Mon ami Pier­rot, tu ba­billes,
					

					Parce que l’autre jour Mi­la
					

					Cogna sa vit­re et m’ap­pela,
					

					Où vont les belles filles,
					

					Lon la.
				

				
					Les drô­less­es sont fort gen­tilles,
					

					Leur poi­son qui m’en­sor­cela
					

					Gris­erait Mon­sieur Or­fi­la.
					

					Où vont les belles filles,
					

					Lon la.
				

				
					J’aime l’amour et les bis­billes,
					

					J’aime Ag­nès, j’aime Paméla,
					

					Lise en m’al­lumant se brûla.
					

					Où vont les belles filles,
					

					Lon la.
				

				
					Jadis, quand je vis les man­tilles
					

					De Suzette et de Zéi­la,
					

					Mon âme à leurs plis se mêla,
					

					Où vont les belles filles,
					

					Lon la.
				

				
					Amour, quand dans l’om­bre où tu brilles,
					

					Tu coiffes de ros­es Lo­la,
					

					Je me damn­erais pour cela.
					

					Où vont les belles filles,
					

					Lon la.
				

				
					Jeanne à ton miroir tu t’ha­billes!
					

					Mon cœur un beau jour s’en­vola.
					

					Je crois que c’est Jeanne qui l’a.
					

					Où vont les belles filles,
					

					Lon la.
				

				
					Le soir, en sor­tant des quadrilles,
					

					Je mon­tre aux étoiles Stel­la,
					

					Et je leur dis: ‘Re­gardez-la.’
					

					Où vont les belles filles,
					

					Lon la.90
				

			

			Gavroche, as he sang, was lav­ish of his pan­tomime. Ges­ture is the strong point of the re­frain. His face, an in­ex­haustible reper­to­ry of masks, pro­duced gri­maces more con­vuls­ing and more fan­tas­tic than the rents of a cloth torn in a high gale. Un­for­tu­nate­ly, as he was alone, and as it was night, this was nei­ther seen nor even vis­i­ble. Such wastes of rich­es do oc­cur.

			All at once, he stopped short.

			“Let us in­ter­rupt the ro­mance,” said he.

			His fe­line eye had just de­scried, in the re­cess of a car­riage door, what is called in paint­ing, an en­sem­ble, that is to say, a per­son and a thing; the thing was a hand­cart, the per­son was a man from Au­ver­gene who was sleep­ing there­in.

			The shafts of the cart rest­ed on the pave­ment, and the Au­vergnat’s head was sup­port­ed against the front of the cart. His body was coiled up on this in­clined plane and his feet touched the ground.

			Gavroche, with his ex­pe­ri­ence of the things of this world, rec­og­nized a drunk­en man. He was some cor­ner er­rand-man who had drunk too much and was sleep­ing too much.

			“There now,” thought Gavroche, “that’s what the sum­mer nights are good for. We’ll take the cart for the Re­pub­lic, and leave the Au­vergnat for the Monar­chy.”

			His mind had just been il­lu­mi­nat­ed by this flash of light:—

			“How bul­ly that cart would look on our bar­ri­cade!”

			The Au­vergnat was snor­ing.

			Gavroche gen­tly tugged at the cart from be­hind, and at the Au­vergnat from the front, that is to say, by the feet, and at the ex­pi­ra­tion of an­oth­er minute the im­per­turbable Au­vergnat was repos­ing flat on the pave­ment.

			The cart was free.

			Gavroche, ha­bit­u­at­ed to fac­ing the un­ex­pect­ed in all quar­ters, had ev­ery­thing about him. He fum­bled in one of his pock­ets, and pulled from it a scrap of pa­per and a bit of red pen­cil filched from some car­pen­ter.

			He wrote:—

			
				
					French Re­pub­lic.

				
				Re­ceived thy cart

				
					Gavroche.

				
			

			That done, he put the pa­per in the pock­et of the still snor­ing Au­vergnat’s vel­vet vest, seized the cart shafts in both hands, and set off in the di­rec­tion of the Halles, push­ing the cart be­fore him at a hard gal­lop with a glo­ri­ous and tri­umphant up­roar.

			This was per­ilous. There was a post at the Roy­al Print­ing Es­tab­lish­ment. Gavroche did not think of this. This post was oc­cu­pied by the Na­tion­al Guards of the sub­urbs. The squad be­gan to wake up, and heads were raised from camp beds. Two street lanterns bro­ken in suc­ces­sion, that dit­ty sung at the top of the lungs. This was a great deal for those cow­ard­ly streets, which de­sire to go to sleep at sun­set, and which put the ex­tin­guish­er on their can­dles at such an ear­ly hour. For the last hour, that boy had been cre­at­ing an up­roar in that peace­able ar­rondisse­ment, the up­roar of a fly in a bot­tle. The sergeant of the ban­lieue lent an ear. He wait­ed. He was a pru­dent man.

			The mad rat­tle of the cart, filled to over­flow­ing the pos­si­ble mea­sure of wait­ing, and de­cid­ed the sergeant to make a re­con­nai­sance.

			“There’s a whole band of them there!” said he, “let us pro­ceed gen­tly.”

			It was clear that the hy­dra of an­ar­chy had emerged from its box and that it was stalk­ing abroad through the quar­ter.

			And the sergeant ven­tured out of the post with cau­tious tread.

			All at once, Gavroche, push­ing his cart in front of him, and at the very mo­ment when he was about to turn in­to the Rue des Vieilles-Hau­dri­ettes, found him­self face to face with a uni­form, a shako, a plume, and a gun.

			For the sec­ond time, he stopped short.

			“Hul­lo,” said he, “it’s him. Good day, pub­lic or­der.”

			Gavroche’s amaze­ment was al­ways brief and speed­i­ly thawed.

			“Where are you go­ing, you ras­cal?” shout­ed the sergeant.

			“Cit­i­zen,” re­tort­ed Gavroche, “I haven’t called you ‘bour­geois’ yet. Why do you in­sult me?”

			“Where are you go­ing, you rogue?”

			“Mon­sieur,” re­tort­ed Gavroche, “per­haps you were a man of wit yes­ter­day, but you have de­gen­er­at­ed this morn­ing.”

			“I ask you where are you go­ing, you vil­lain?”

			Gavroche replied:—

			“You speak pret­ti­ly. Re­al­ly, no one would sup­pose you as old as you are. You ought to sell all your hair at a hun­dred francs apiece. That would yield you five hun­dred francs.”

			“Where are you go­ing? Where are you go­ing? Where are you go­ing, ban­dit?”

			Gavroche re­tort­ed again:—

			“What vil­lain­ous words! You must wipe your mouth bet­ter the first time that they give you suck.”

			The sergeant low­ered his bay­o­net.

			“Will you tell me where you are go­ing, you wretch?”

			“Gen­er­al,” said Gavroche, “I’m on my way to look for a doc­tor for my wife who is in la­bor.”

			“To arms!” shout­ed the sergeant.

			The mas­ter­stroke of strong men con­sists in sav­ing them­selves by the very means that have ru­ined them; Gavroche took in the whole sit­u­a­tion at a glance. It was the cart which had told against him, it was the cart’s place to pro­tect him.

			At the mo­ment when the sergeant was on the point of mak­ing his de­scent on Gavroche, the cart, con­vert­ed in­to a pro­jec­tile and launched with all the lat­ter’s might, rolled down up­on him fu­ri­ous­ly, and the sergeant, struck full in the stom­ach, tum­bled over back­wards in­to the gut­ter while his gun went off in the air.

			The men of the post had rushed out pell-mell at the sergeant’s shout; the shot brought on a gen­er­al ran­dom dis­charge, af­ter which they reload­ed their weapons and be­gan again.

			This blind-man’s-buff mus­ketry last­ed for a quar­ter of an hour and killed sev­er­al panes of glass.

			In the mean­while, Gavroche, who had re­traced his steps at full speed, halt­ed five or six streets dis­tant and seat­ed him­self, pant­ing, on the stone post which forms the cor­ner of the En­fants-Rouges.

			He lis­tened.

			Af­ter pant­ing for a few min­utes, he turned in the di­rec­tion where the fusil­lade was rag­ing, lift­ed his left hand to a lev­el with his nose and thrust it for­ward three times, as he slapped the back of his head with his right hand; an im­pe­ri­ous ges­ture in which Parisian street-urchin­dom has con­densed French irony, and which is ev­i­dent­ly ef­fi­ca­cious, since it has al­ready last­ed half a cen­tu­ry.

			This gayety was trou­bled by one bit­ter re­flec­tion.

			“Yes,” said he, “I’m split­ting with laugh­ter, I’m twist­ing with de­light, I abound in joy, but I’m los­ing my way, I shall have to take a round­about way. If I on­ly reach the bar­ri­cade in sea­son!”

			There­upon he set out again on a run.

			And as he ran:—

			“Ah, by the way, where was I?” said he.

			And he re­sumed his dit­ty, as he plunged rapid­ly through the streets, and this is what died away in the gloom:—

			
				
					Mais il reste en­core des bastilles,
					

					Et je vais met­tre le holà
					

					Dans l’or­dre pub­lic que voilà.
					

					Où vont les belles filles,
					

					Lon la.
				

				
					Quelqu’un veut-il jouer aux quilles?
					

					Tout l’an­cien monde s’écroula
					

					Quand la grosse boule roula.
					

					Où vont les belles filles,
					

					Lon la.
				

				
					Vieux bon pe­u­ple, à coups de béquilles,
					

					Cas­sons ce Lou­vre où s’éta­la
					

					La monar­chie en fal­bala.
					

					Où vont les belles filles,
					

					Lon la.
				

				
					Nous en avons for­cé les grilles,
					

					Le roi Charles-Dix ce jour-là,
					

					Tenait mal et se dé­col­la.
					

					Où vont les belles filles,
					

					Lon la.91
				

			

			The post’s re­course to arms was not with­out re­sult. The cart was con­quered, the drunk­en man was tak­en pris­on­er. The first was put in the pound, the sec­ond was lat­er on some­what ha­rassed be­fore the coun­cils of war as an ac­com­plice. The pub­lic min­istry of the day proved its in­de­fati­ga­ble zeal in the de­fence of so­ci­ety, in this in­stance.

			Gavroche’s ad­ven­ture, which has lin­gered as a tra­di­tion in the quar­ters of the Tem­ple, is one of the most ter­ri­ble sou­venirs of the el­der­ly bour­geois of the Marais, and is en­ti­tled in their mem­o­ries: “The noc­tur­nal at­tack by the post of the Roy­al Print­ing Es­tab­lish­ment.”
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				The Charyb­dis of the Faubourg Saint An­toine and the Scyl­la

			
			The two most mem­o­rable bar­ri­cades which the ob­serv­er of so­cial mal­adies can name do not be­long to the pe­ri­od in which the ac­tion of this work is laid. These two bar­ri­cades, both of them sym­bols, un­der two dif­fer­ent as­pects, of a re­doubtable sit­u­a­tion, sprang from the earth at the time of the fa­tal in­sur­rec­tion of June, 1848, the great­est war of the streets that his­to­ry has ev­er be­held.

			It some­times hap­pens that, even con­trary to prin­ci­ples, even con­trary to lib­er­ty, equal­i­ty, and fra­ter­ni­ty, even con­trary to the uni­ver­sal vote, even con­trary to the gov­ern­ment, by all for all, from the depths of its an­guish, of its dis­cour­age­ments and its des­ti­tu­tions, of its fevers, of its dis­tress­es, of its mi­as­mas, of its ig­no­rances, of its dark­ness, that great and de­spair­ing body, the rab­ble, protests against, and that the pop­u­lace wages bat­tle against, the peo­ple.

			Beg­gars at­tack the com­mon right; the ochloc­ra­cy ris­es against demos.

			These are melan­choly days; for there is al­ways a cer­tain amount of night even in this mad­ness, there is sui­cide in this du­el, and those words which are in­tend­ed to be in­sults—beg­gars, canaille, ochloc­ra­cy, pop­u­lace—ex­hib­it, alas! rather the fault of those who reign than the fault of those who suf­fer; rather the fault of the priv­i­leged than the fault of the dis­in­her­it­ed.

			For our own part, we nev­er pro­nounce those words with­out pain and with­out re­spect, for when phi­los­o­phy fath­oms the facts to which they cor­re­spond, it of­ten finds many a grandeur be­side these mis­eries. Athens was an ochloc­ra­cy; the beg­gars were the mak­ing of Hol­land; the pop­u­lace saved Rome more than once; and the rab­ble fol­lowed Je­sus Christ.

			There is no thinker who has not at times con­tem­plat­ed the mag­nif­i­cences of the low­er class­es.

			It was of this rab­ble that Saint Jerome was think­ing, no doubt, and of all these poor peo­ple and all these vagabonds and all these mis­er­able peo­ple whence sprang the apos­tles and the mar­tyrs, when he ut­tered this mys­te­ri­ous say­ing: “Fex ur­bis, lex or­bis,”—the dregs of the city, the law of the earth.

			The ex­as­per­a­tions of this crowd which suf­fers and bleeds, its vi­o­lences con­trary to all sense, di­rect­ed against the prin­ci­ples which are its life, its mas­ter­ful deeds against the right, are its pop­u­lar coups d’etat and should be re­pressed. The man of pro­bity sac­ri­fices him­self, and out of his very love for this crowd, he com­bats it. But how ex­cus­able he feels it even while hold­ing out against it! How he ven­er­ates it even while re­sist­ing it! This is one of those rare mo­ments when, while do­ing that which it is one’s du­ty to do, one feels some­thing which dis­con­certs one, and which would dis­suade one from pro­ceed­ing fur­ther; one per­sists, it is nec­es­sary, but con­science, though sat­is­fied, is sad, and the ac­com­plish­ment of du­ty is com­pli­cat­ed with a pain at the heart.

			June, 1848, let us has­ten to say, was an ex­cep­tion­al fact, and al­most im­pos­si­ble of clas­si­fi­ca­tion, in the phi­los­o­phy of his­to­ry. All the words which we have just ut­tered, must be dis­card­ed, when it be­comes a ques­tion of this ex­tra­or­di­nary re­volt, in which one feels the holy anx­i­ety of toil claim­ing its rights. It was nec­es­sary to com­bat it, and this was a du­ty, for it at­tacked the re­pub­lic. But what was June, 1848, at bot­tom? A re­volt of the peo­ple against it­self.

			Where the sub­ject is not lost sight of, there is no di­gres­sion; may we, then, be per­mit­ted to ar­rest the read­er’s at­ten­tion for a mo­ment on the two ab­so­lute­ly unique bar­ri­cades of which we have just spo­ken and which char­ac­ter­ized this in­sur­rec­tion.

			One blocked the en­trance to the Faubourg Saint An­toine; the oth­er de­fend­ed the ap­proach to the Faubourg du Tem­ple; those be­fore whom these two fear­ful mas­ter­pieces of civ­il war reared them­selves be­neath the bril­liant blue sky of June, will nev­er for­get them.

			The Saint-An­toine bar­ri­cade was tremen­dous; it was three sto­ries high, and sev­en hun­dred feet wide. It barred the vast open­ing of the faubourg, that is to say, three streets, from an­gle to an­gle; ravined, jagged, cut up, di­vid­ed, crenelat­ed, with an im­mense rent, but­tressed with piles that were bas­tions in them­selves throw­ing out capes here and there, pow­er­ful­ly backed up by two great promon­to­ries of hous­es of the faubourg, it reared it­self like a cy­clo­pean dike at the end of the for­mi­da­ble place which had seen the 14th of Ju­ly. Nine­teen bar­ri­cades were ranged, one be­hind the oth­er, in the depths of the streets be­hind this prin­ci­pal bar­ri­cade. At the very sight of it, one felt the ag­o­niz­ing suf­fer­ing in the im­mense faubourg, which had reached that point of ex­trem­i­ty when a dis­tress may be­come a catas­tro­phe. Of what was that bar­ri­cade made? Of the ru­ins of three six-sto­ry hous­es de­mol­ished ex­press­ly, said some. Of the prodi­gy of all wraths, said oth­ers. It wore the lam­en­ta­ble as­pect of all con­struc­tions of ha­tred, ru­in. It might be asked: Who built this? It might al­so be said: Who de­stroyed this? It was the im­pro­vi­sa­tion of the ebul­li­tion. Hold! take this door! this grat­ing! this pent­house! this chim­ney­p­iece! this bro­ken bra­zier! this cracked pot! Give all! cast away all! Push this roll, dig, dis­man­tle, over­turn, ru­in ev­ery­thing! It was the col­lab­o­ra­tion of the pave­ment, the block of stone, the beam, the bar of iron, the rag, the scrap, the bro­ken pane, the un­seat­ed chair, the cab­bage-stalk, the tat­ter, the rag, and the male­dic­tion. It was grand and it was pet­ty. It was the abyss par­o­died on the pub­lic place by hub­bub. The mass be­side the atom; the strip of ru­ined wall and the bro­ken bowl—threat­en­ing frat­er­niza­tion of ev­ery sort of rub­bish. Sisy­phus had thrown his rock there and Job his pot­sherd. Ter­ri­ble, in short. It was the acrop­o­lis of the bare­foot­ed. Over­turned carts broke the uni­for­mi­ty of the slope; an im­mense dray was spread out there cross­ways, its axle point­ing heav­en­ward, and seemed a scar on that tu­mul­tuous façade; an om­nibus hoist­ed gay­ly, by main force, to the very sum­mit of the heap, as though the ar­chi­tects of this bit of sav­agery had wished to add a touch of the street urchin hu­mor to their ter­ror, pre­sent­ed its horse­less, un­har­nessed pole to no one knows what hors­es of the air. This gi­gan­tic heap, the al­lu­vi­um of the re­volt, fig­ured to the mind an Os­sa on Pe­lion of all rev­o­lu­tions; ’93 on ’89, the 9th of Ther­mi­dor on the 10th of Au­gust, the 18th of Bru­maire on the 11th of Jan­u­ary, Vendémi­aire on Prairi­al, 1848 on 1830. The sit­u­a­tion de­served the trou­ble and this bar­ri­cade was wor­thy to fig­ure on the very spot whence the Bastille had dis­ap­peared. If the ocean made dikes, it is thus that it would build. The fury of the flood was stamped up­on this shape­less mass. What flood? The crowd. One thought one be­held hub­bub pet­ri­fied. One thought one heard hum­ming above this bar­ri­cade as though there had been over their hive, enor­mous, dark bees of vi­o­lent progress. Was it a thick­et? Was it a bac­cha­na­lia? Was it a fortress? Ver­ti­go seemed to have con­struct­ed it with blows of its wings. There was some­thing of the cesspool in that re­doubt and some­thing Olympian in that con­fu­sion. One there be­held in a pell-mell full of de­spair, the rafters of roofs, bits of gar­ret win­dows with their fig­ured pa­per, win­dow sash­es with their glass plant­ed there in the ru­ins await­ing the can­non, wrecks of chim­neys, cup­boards, ta­bles, bench­es, howl­ing top­sy­tur­vey­dom, and those thou­sand pover­ty-strick­en things, the very refuse of the men­di­cant, which con­tain at the same time fury and noth­ing­ness. One would have said that it was the tat­ters of a peo­ple, rags of wood, of iron, of bronze, of stone, and that the Faubourg Saint An­toine had thrust it there at its door, with a colos­sal flour­ish of the broom mak­ing of its mis­ery its bar­ri­cade. Blocks re­sem­bling heads­man’s blocks, dis­lo­cat­ed chains, pieces of wood­work with brack­ets hav­ing the form of gib­bets, hor­i­zon­tal wheels pro­ject­ing from the rub­bish, amal­ga­mat­ed with this ed­i­fice of an­ar­chy the som­bre fig­ure of the old tor­tures en­dured by the peo­ple. The bar­ri­cade Saint An­toine con­vert­ed ev­ery­thing in­to a weapon; ev­ery­thing that civ­il war could throw at the head of so­ci­ety pro­ceed­ed thence; it was not com­bat, it was a parox­ysm; the car­bines which de­fend­ed this re­doubt, among which there were some blun­der­busses, sent bits of earth­en­ware bones, coat-but­tons, even the cast­ers from night-stands, dan­ger­ous pro­jec­tiles on ac­count of the brass. This bar­ri­cade was fu­ri­ous; it hurled to the clouds an in­ex­press­ible clam­or; at cer­tain mo­ments, when pro­vok­ing the army, it was cov­ered with throngs and tem­pest; a tu­mul­tuous crowd of flam­ing heads crowned it; a swarm filled it; it had a thorny crest of guns, of sabres, of cud­gels, of ax­es, of pikes and of bay­o­nets; a vast red flag flapped in the wind; shouts of com­mand, songs of at­tack, the roll of drums, the sobs of wom­en and bursts of gloomy laugh­ter from the starv­ing were to be heard there. It was huge and liv­ing, and, like the back of an elec­tric beast, there pro­ceed­ed from it lit­tle flash­es of light­ning. The spir­it of rev­o­lu­tion cov­ered with its cloud this sum­mit where rum­bled that voice of the peo­ple which re­sem­bles the voice of God; a strange majesty was emit­ted by this ti­tan­ic bas­ket of rub­bish. It was a heap of filth and it was Sinai.

			As we have said pre­vi­ous­ly, it at­tacked in the name of the rev­o­lu­tion—what? The rev­o­lu­tion. It—that bar­ri­cade, chance, haz­ard, dis­or­der, ter­ror, mis­un­der­stand­ing, the un­known—had fac­ing it the Con­stituent As­sem­bly, the sovereign­ty of the peo­ple, uni­ver­sal suf­frage, the na­tion, the re­pub­lic; and it was the Car­mag­nole bid­ding de­fi­ance to the Mar­seil­laise.

			Im­mense but hero­ic de­fi­ance, for the old faubourg is a hero.

			The faubourg and its re­doubt lent each oth­er as­sis­tance. The faubourg shoul­dered the re­doubt, the re­doubt took its stand un­der cov­er of the faubourg. The vast bar­ri­cade spread out like a cliff against which the strat­e­gy of the African gen­er­als dashed it­self. Its cav­erns, its ex­cres­cences, its warts, its gib­bosi­ties, gri­maced, so to speak, and grinned be­neath the smoke. The mi­traille van­ished in shape­less­ness; the bombs plunged in­to it; bul­lets on­ly suc­ceed­ed in mak­ing holes in it; what was the use of can­nonad­ing chaos? and the reg­i­ments, ac­cus­tomed to the fiercest vi­sions of war, gazed with un­easy eyes on that species of re­doubt, a wild beast in its boar-like bristling and a moun­tain by its enor­mous size.

			A quar­ter of a league away, from the cor­ner of the Rue du Tem­ple which de­bouch­es on the boule­vard near the Château-d’Eau, if one thrust one’s head bod­i­ly be­yond the point formed by the front of the Dalle­magne shop, one per­ceived in the dis­tance, be­yond the canal, in the street which mounts the slopes of Belleville at the cul­mi­nat­ing point of the rise, a strange wall reach­ing to the sec­ond sto­ry of the house fronts, a sort of hy­phen be­tween the hous­es on the right and the hous­es on the left, as though the street had fold­ed back on it­self its lofti­est wall in or­der to close it­self abrupt­ly. This wall was built of paving-stones. It was straight, cor­rect, cold, per­pen­dic­u­lar, lev­elled with the square, laid out by rule and line. Ce­ment was lack­ing, of course, but, as in the case of cer­tain Ro­man walls, with­out in­ter­fer­ing with its rigid ar­chi­tec­ture. The entab­la­ture was math­e­mat­i­cal­ly par­al­lel with the base. From dis­tance to dis­tance, one could dis­tin­guish on the gray sur­face, al­most in­vis­i­ble loop­holes which re­sem­bled black threads. These loop­holes were sep­a­rat­ed from each oth­er by equal spa­ces. The street was de­sert­ed as far as the eye could reach. All win­dows and doors were closed. In the back­ground rose this bar­ri­er, which made a blind thor­ough­fare of the street, a mo­tion­less and tran­quil wall; no one was vis­i­ble, noth­ing was au­di­ble; not a cry, not a sound, not a breath. A sepul­chre.

			The daz­zling sun of June in­un­dat­ed this ter­ri­ble thing with light.

			It was the bar­ri­cade of the Faubourg of the Tem­ple.

			As soon as one ar­rived on the spot, and caught sight of it, it was im­pos­si­ble, even for the bold­est, not to be­come thought­ful be­fore this mys­te­ri­ous ap­pari­tion. It was ad­just­ed, joint­ed, im­bri­cat­ed, rec­ti­lin­ear, sym­met­ri­cal and fu­ne­re­al. Sci­ence and gloom met there. One felt that the chief of this bar­ri­cade was a ge­o­me­tri­cian or a spec­tre. One looked at it and spoke low.

			From time to time, if some sol­dier, an of­fi­cer or rep­re­sen­ta­tive of the peo­ple, chanced to tra­verse the de­sert­ed high­way, a faint, sharp whis­tle was heard, and the passer­by fell dead or wound­ed, or, if he es­caped the bul­let, some­times a bis­caïen was seen to en­sconce it­self in some closed shut­ter, in the in­ter­stice be­tween two blocks of stone, or in the plas­ter of a wall. For the men in the bar­ri­cade had made them­selves two small can­nons out of two cast-iron lengths of gas-pipe, plugged up at one end with tow and fire-clay. There was no waste of use­less pow­der. Near­ly ev­ery shot told. There were corpses here and there, and pools of blood on the pave­ment. I re­mem­ber a white but­ter­fly which went and came in the street. Sum­mer does not ab­di­cate.

			In the neigh­bor­hood, the spa­ces be­neath the portes-cochères were en­cum­bered with wound­ed.

			One felt one­self aimed at by some per­son whom one did not see, and one un­der­stood that guns were lev­elled at the whole length of the street.

			Massed be­hind the sort of slop­ing ridge which the vault­ed canal forms at the en­trance to the Faubourg du Tem­ple, the sol­diers of the at­tack­ing col­umn, grave­ly and thought­ful­ly, watched this dis­mal re­doubt, this im­mo­bil­i­ty, this pas­siv­i­ty, whence sprang death. Some crawled flat on their faces as far as the crest of the curve of the bridge, tak­ing care that their shakos did not project be­yond it.

			The valiant Colonel Montey­nard ad­mired this bar­ri­cade with a shud­der.—“How that is built!” he said to a Rep­re­sen­ta­tive. “Not one paving-stone projects be­yond its neigh­bor. It is made of porce­lain.”—At that mo­ment, a bul­let broke the cross on his breast, and he fell.

			“The cow­ards!” peo­ple said. “Let them show them­selves. Let us see them! They dare not! They are hid­ing!”

			The bar­ri­cade of the Faubourg du Tem­ple, de­fend­ed by eighty men, at­tacked by ten thou­sand, held out for three days. On the fourth, they did as at Za­atcha, as at Con­stan­tine, they pierced the hous­es, they came over the roofs, the bar­ri­cade was tak­en. Not one of the eighty cow­ards thought of flight, all were killed there with the ex­cep­tion of the lead­er, Barthéle­my, of whom we shall speak present­ly.

			The Saint-An­toine bar­ri­cade was the tu­mult of thun­ders; the bar­ri­cade of the Tem­ple was si­lence. The dif­fer­ence be­tween these two re­doubts was the dif­fer­ence be­tween the for­mi­da­ble and the sin­is­ter. One seemed a maw; the oth­er a mask.

			Ad­mit­ting that the gi­gan­tic and gloomy in­sur­rec­tion of June was com­posed of a wrath and of an enig­ma, one di­vined in the first bar­ri­cade the drag­on, and be­hind the sec­ond the sphinx.

			These two fortress­es had been erect­ed by two men named, the one, Cour­net, the oth­er, Barthéle­my. Cour­net made the Saint-An­toine bar­ri­cade; Barthéle­my the bar­ri­cade of the Tem­ple. Each was the im­age of the man who had built it.

			Cour­net was a man of lofty stature; he had broad shoul­ders, a red face, a crush­ing fist, a bold heart, a loy­al soul, a sin­cere and ter­ri­ble eye. In­trepid, en­er­get­ic, iras­ci­ble, stormy; the most cor­dial of men, the most for­mi­da­ble of com­bat­ants. War, strife, con­flict, were the very air he breathed and put him in a good hu­mor. He had been an of­fi­cer in the navy, and, from his ges­tures and his voice, one di­vined that he sprang from the ocean, and that he came from the tem­pest; he car­ried the hur­ri­cane on in­to bat­tle. With the ex­cep­tion of the ge­nius, there was in Cour­net some­thing of Dan­ton, as, with the ex­cep­tion of the di­vin­i­ty, there was in Dan­ton some­thing of Her­cules.

			Barthéle­my, thin, fee­ble, pale, tac­i­turn, was a sort of trag­ic street urchin, who, hav­ing had his ears boxed by a po­lice­man, lay in wait for him, and killed him, and at sev­en­teen was sent to the gal­leys. He came out and made this bar­ri­cade.

			Lat­er on, fa­tal cir­cum­stance, in Lon­don, pro­scribed by all, Barthéle­my slew Cour­net. It was a fu­ne­re­al du­el. Some time af­ter­wards, caught in the gear­ing of one of those mys­te­ri­ous ad­ven­tures in which pas­sion plays a part, a catas­tro­phe in which French jus­tice sees ex­ten­u­at­ing cir­cum­stances, and in which Eng­lish jus­tice sees on­ly death, Barthéle­my was hanged. The som­bre so­cial con­struc­tion is so made that, thanks to ma­te­ri­al des­ti­tu­tion, thanks to moral ob­scu­ri­ty, that un­hap­py be­ing who pos­sessed an in­tel­li­gence, cer­tain­ly firm, pos­si­bly great, be­gan in France with the gal­leys, and end­ed in Eng­land with the gal­lows. Barthéle­my, on oc­ca­sion, flew but one flag, the black flag.

		
	
		
			
				II

				What Is to Be Done in the Abyss if One Does Not Con­verse

			
			Six­teen years count in the sub­ter­ranean ed­u­ca­tion of in­sur­rec­tion, and June, 1848, knew a great deal more about it than June, 1832. So the bar­ri­cade of the Rue de la Chan­vrerie was on­ly an out­line, and an em­bryo com­pared to the two colos­sal bar­ri­cades which we have just sketched; but it was for­mi­da­ble for that epoch.

			The in­sur­gents un­der the eye of En­jol­ras, for Mar­ius no longer looked af­ter any­thing, had made good use of the night. The bar­ri­cade had been not on­ly re­paired, but aug­ment­ed. They had raised it two feet. Bars of iron plant­ed in the pave­ment re­sem­bled lances in rest. All sorts of rub­bish brought and added from all di­rec­tions com­pli­cat­ed the ex­ter­nal con­fu­sion. The re­doubt had been clev­er­ly made over, in­to a wall on the in­side and a thick­et on the out­side.

			The stair­case of paving-stones which per­mit­ted one to mount it like the wall of a citadel had been re­con­struct­ed.

			The bar­ri­cade had been put in or­der, the tap­room dis­en­cum­bered, the kitchen ap­pro­pri­at­ed for the am­bu­lance, the dress­ing of the wound­ed com­plet­ed, the pow­der scat­tered on the ground and on the ta­bles had been gath­ered up, bul­lets run, car­tridges man­u­fac­tured, lint scraped, the fall­en weapons re­dis­tribut­ed, the in­te­ri­or of the re­doubt cleaned, the rub­bish swept up, corpses re­moved.

			They laid the dead in a heap in the Mondé­tour lane, of which they were still the mas­ters. The pave­ment was red for a long time at that spot. Among the dead there were four Na­tion­al Guards­men of the sub­urbs. En­jol­ras had their uni­forms laid aside.

			En­jol­ras had ad­vised two hours of sleep. Ad­vice from En­jol­ras was a com­mand. Still, on­ly three or four took ad­van­tage of it.

			Feuil­ly em­ployed these two hours in en­grav­ing this in­scrip­tion on the wall which faced the tav­ern:—

			
				Long live the peo­ples!

			

			These four words, hol­lowed out in the rough stone with a nail, could be still read on the wall in 1848.

			The three wom­en had prof­it­ed by the respite of the night to van­ish def­i­nite­ly; which al­lowed the in­sur­gents to breathe more freely.

			They had found means of tak­ing refuge in some neigh­bor­ing house.

			The greater part of the wound­ed were able, and wished, to fight still. On a lit­ter of mat­tress­es and truss­es of straw in the kitchen, which had been con­vert­ed in­to an am­bu­lance, there were five men grave­ly wound­ed, two of whom were mu­nic­i­pal guards­men. The mu­nic­i­pal guards­men were at­tend­ed to first.

			In the tap­room there re­mained on­ly Mabeuf un­der his black cloth and Javert bound to his post.

			“This is the hall of the dead,” said En­jol­ras.

			In the in­te­ri­or of this hall, bare­ly light­ed by a can­dle at one end, the mor­tu­ary ta­ble be­ing be­hind the post like a hor­i­zon­tal bar, a sort of vast, vague cross re­sult­ed from Javert erect and Mabeuf ly­ing prone.

			The pole of the om­nibus, al­though snapped off by the fusil­lade, was still suf­fi­cient­ly up­right to ad­mit of their fas­ten­ing the flag to it.

			En­jol­ras, who pos­sessed that qual­i­ty of a lead­er, of al­ways do­ing what he said, at­tached to this staff the bul­let-rid­den and bloody coat of the old man’s.

			No repast had been pos­si­ble. There was nei­ther bread nor meat. The fifty men in the bar­ri­cade had speed­i­ly ex­haust­ed the scanty pro­vi­sions of the wine-shop dur­ing the six­teen hours which they had passed there. At a giv­en mo­ment, ev­ery bar­ri­cade in­evitably be­comes the raft of La Mé­duse. They were obliged to re­sign them­selves to hunger. They had then reached the first hours of that Spar­tan day of the 6th of June when, in the bar­ri­cade Saint-Mer­ry, Jeanne, sur­round­ed by the in­sur­gents who de­mand­ed bread, replied to all com­bat­ants cry­ing: “Some­thing to eat!” with: “Why? It is three o’clock; at four we shall be dead.”

			As they could no longer eat, En­jol­ras for­bade them to drink. He in­ter­dict­ed wine, and por­tioned out the brandy.

			They had found in the cel­lar fif­teen full bot­tles her­met­i­cal­ly sealed. En­jol­ras and Combe­ferre ex­am­ined them. Combe­ferre when he came up again said:—“It’s the old stock of Fa­ther Huch­e­loup, who be­gan busi­ness as a gro­cer.”—“It must be re­al wine,” ob­served Bossuet. “It’s lucky that Grantaire is asleep. If he were on foot, there would be a good deal of dif­fi­cul­ty in sav­ing those bot­tles.”—En­jol­ras, in spite of all mur­murs, placed his ve­to on the fif­teen bot­tles, and, in or­der that no one might touch them, he had them placed un­der the ta­ble on which Fa­ther Mabeuf was ly­ing.

			About two o’clock in the morn­ing, they reck­oned up their strength. There were still thir­ty-sev­en of them.

			The day be­gan to dawn. The torch, which had been re­placed in its cav­i­ty in the pave­ment, had just been ex­tin­guished. The in­te­ri­or of the bar­ri­cade, that species of tiny court­yard ap­pro­pri­at­ed from the street, was bathed in shad­ows, and re­sem­bled, athwart the vague, twi­light hor­ror, the deck of a dis­abled ship. The com­bat­ants, as they went and came, moved about there like black forms. Above that ter­ri­ble nest­ing-place of gloom the sto­ries of the mute hous­es were livid­ly out­lined; at the very top, the chim­neys stood pale­ly out. The sky was of that charm­ing, un­de­cid­ed hue, which may be white and may be blue. Birds flew about in it with cries of joy. The lofty house which formed the back of the bar­ri­cade, be­ing turned to the East, had up­on its roof a rosy re­flec­tion. The morn­ing breeze ruf­fled the gray hair on the head of the dead man at the third-sto­ry win­dow.

			“I am de­light­ed that the torch has been ex­tin­guished,” said Cour­feyrac to Feuil­ly. “That torch flick­er­ing in the wind an­noyed me. It had the ap­pear­ance of be­ing afraid. The light of torch­es re­sem­bles the wis­dom of cow­ards; it gives a bad light be­cause it trem­bles.”

			Dawn awak­ens minds as it does the birds; all be­gan to talk.

			Joly, per­ceiv­ing a cat prowl­ing on a gut­ter, ex­tract­ed phi­los­o­phy from it.

			“What is the cat?” he ex­claimed. “It is a cor­rec­tive. The good God, hav­ing made the mouse, said: ‘Hul­lo! I have com­mit­ted a blun­der.’ And so he made the cat. The cat is the er­ra­tum of the mouse. The mouse, plus the cat, is the proof of cre­ation re­vised and cor­rect­ed.”

			Combe­ferre, sur­round­ed by stu­dents and ar­ti­sans, was speak­ing of the dead, of Jean Prou­vaire, of Ba­horel, of Mabeuf, and even of Cabuc, and of En­jol­ras’ sad sever­i­ty. He said:—

			“Har­mod­ius and Aris­togi­ton, Bru­tus, Chere­as, Stephanus, Cromwell, Char­lotte Cor­day, Sand, have all had their mo­ment of agony when it was too late. Our hearts quiver so, and hu­man life is such a mys­tery that, even in the case of a civic mur­der, even in a mur­der for lib­er­a­tion, if there be such a thing, the re­morse for hav­ing struck a man sur­pass­es the joy of hav­ing served the hu­man race.”

			And, such are the wind­ings of the ex­change of speech, that, a mo­ment lat­er, by a tran­si­tion brought about through Jean Prou­vaire’s vers­es, Combe­ferre was com­par­ing the trans­la­tors of the Geor­gics, Raux with Cour­nand, Cour­nand with Delille, point­ing out the pas­sages trans­lat­ed by Mal­filâtre, par­tic­u­lar­ly the prodi­gies of Cae­sar’s death; and at that word, Cae­sar, the con­ver­sa­tion re­vert­ed to Bru­tus.

			“Cae­sar,” said Combe­ferre, “fell just­ly. Ci­cero was se­vere to­wards Cae­sar, and he was right. That sever­i­ty is not di­a­tribe. When Zoïlus in­sults Homer, when Mae­vius in­sults Vir­gil, when Visé in­sults Molière, when Pope in­sults Shake­speare, when Fred­er­ic in­sults Voltaire, it is an old law of en­vy and ha­tred which is be­ing car­ried out; ge­nius at­tracts in­sult, great men are al­ways more or less barked at. But Zoïlus and Ci­cero are two dif­fer­ent per­sons. Ci­cero is an ar­biter in thought, just as Bru­tus is an ar­biter by the sword. For my own part, I blame that last jus­tice, the blade; but, an­tiq­ui­ty ad­mit­ted it. Cae­sar, the vi­o­la­tor of the Ru­bi­con, con­fer­ring, as though they came from him, the dig­ni­ties which em­anat­ed from the peo­ple, not ris­ing at the en­trance of the sen­ate, com­mit­ted the acts of a king and al­most of a tyrant, re­gia ac pene tyran­ni­ca. He was a great man; so much the worse, or so much the bet­ter; the les­son is but the more ex­alt­ed. His twen­ty-three wounds touch me less than the spit­ting in the face of Je­sus Christ. Cae­sar is stabbed by the sen­a­tors; Christ is cuffed by lack­eys. One feels the God through the greater out­rage.”

			Bossuet, who tow­ered above the in­ter­locu­tors from the sum­mit of a heap of paving-stones, ex­claimed, ri­fle in hand:—

			“Oh Cy­da­thenaeum, Oh Myrrhi­nus, Oh Probalinthus, Oh graces of the Aean­tides! Oh! Who will grant me to pro­nounce the vers­es of Homer like a Greek of Lau­ri­um or of Edapteon?”

		
	
		
			
				III

				Light and Shad­ow

			
			En­jol­ras had been to make a re­con­nais­sance. He had made his way out through Mondé­tour lane, glid­ing along close to the hous­es.

			The in­sur­gents, we will re­mark, were full of hope. The man­ner in which they had re­pulsed the at­tack of the pre­ced­ing night had caused them to al­most dis­dain in ad­vance the at­tack at dawn. They wait­ed for it with a smile. They had no more doubt as to their suc­cess than as to their cause. More­over, suc­cor was, ev­i­dent­ly, on the way to them. They reck­oned on it. With that fa­cil­i­ty of tri­umphant prophe­cy which is one of the sources of strength in the French com­bat­ant, they di­vid­ed the day which was at hand in­to three dis­tinct phas­es. At six o’clock in the morn­ing a reg­i­ment “which had been la­bored with,” would turn; at noon, the in­sur­rec­tion of all Paris; at sun­set, rev­o­lu­tion.

			They heard the alarm bell of Saint-Mer­ry, which had not been silent for an in­stant since the night be­fore; a proof that the oth­er bar­ri­cade, the great one, Jeanne’s, still held out.

			All these hopes were ex­changed be­tween the dif­fer­ent groups in a sort of gay and for­mi­da­ble whis­per which re­sem­bled the war­like hum of a hive of bees.

			En­jol­ras reap­peared. He re­turned from his som­bre ea­gle flight in­to out­er dark­ness. He lis­tened for a mo­ment to all this joy with fold­ed arms, and one hand on his mouth. Then, fresh and rosy in the grow­ing white­ness of the dawn, he said:

			“The whole army of Paris is to strike. A third of the army is bear­ing down up­on the bar­ri­cades in which you now are. There is the Na­tion­al Guard in ad­di­tion. I have picked out the shakos of the fifth of the line, and the stan­dard-bear­ers of the sixth le­gion. In one hour you will be at­tacked. As for the pop­u­lace, it was seething yes­ter­day, to­day it is not stir­ring. There is noth­ing to ex­pect; noth­ing to hope for. Nei­ther from a faubourg nor from a reg­i­ment. You are aban­doned.”

			These words fell up­on the buzzing of the groups, and pro­duced on them the ef­fect caused on a swarm of bees by the first drops of a storm. A mo­ment of in­de­scrib­able si­lence en­sued, in which death might have been heard flit­ting by.

			This mo­ment was brief.

			A voice from the ob­scurest depths of the groups shout­ed to En­jol­ras:

			“So be it. Let us raise the bar­ri­cade to a height of twen­ty feet, and let us all re­main in it. Cit­i­zens, let us of­fer the protests of corpses. Let us show that, if the peo­ple aban­don the re­pub­li­cans, the re­pub­li­cans do not aban­don the peo­ple.”

			These words freed the thought of all from the painful cloud of in­di­vid­u­al anx­i­eties. It was hailed with an en­thu­si­as­tic ac­cla­ma­tion.

			No one ev­er has known the name of the man who spoke thus; he was some un­known blouse-wear­er, a stranger, a man for­got­ten, a pass­ing hero, that great anony­mous, al­ways min­gled in hu­man crises and in so­cial gene­ses who, at a giv­en mo­ment, ut­ters in a supreme fash­ion the de­ci­sive word, and who van­ish­es in­to the shad­ows af­ter hav­ing rep­re­sent­ed for a minute, in a light­ning flash, the peo­ple and God.

			This in­ex­orable res­o­lu­tion so thor­ough­ly im­preg­nat­ed the air of the 6th of June, 1832, that, al­most at the very same hour, on the bar­ri­cade Saint-Mer­ry, the in­sur­gents were rais­ing that clam­or which has be­come a mat­ter of his­to­ry and which has been con­signed to the doc­u­ments in the case:—“What mat­ters it whether they come to our as­sis­tance or not? Let us get our­selves killed here, to the very last man.”

			As the read­er sees, the two bar­ri­cades, though ma­te­ri­al­ly iso­lat­ed, were in com­mu­ni­ca­tion with each oth­er.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				Mi­nus Five, Plus One

			
			Af­ter the man who de­creed the “protest of corpses” had spo­ken, and had giv­en this for­mu­la of their com­mon soul, there is­sued from all mouths a strange­ly sat­is­fied and ter­ri­ble cry, fu­ne­re­al in sense and tri­umphant in tone:

			“Long live death! Let us all re­main here!”

			“Why all?” said En­jol­ras.

			“All! All!”

			En­jol­ras re­sumed:

			“The po­si­tion is good; the bar­ri­cade is fine. Thir­ty men are enough. Why sac­ri­fice forty?”

			They replied:

			“Be­cause not one will go away.”

			“Cit­i­zens,” cried En­jol­ras, and there was an al­most ir­ri­tat­ed vi­bra­tion in his voice, “this re­pub­lic is not rich enough in men to in­dulge in use­less ex­pen­di­ture of them. Vain glo­ry is waste. If the du­ty of some is to de­part, that du­ty should be ful­filled like any oth­er.”

			En­jol­ras, the man-prin­ci­ple, had over his co­re­li­gion­ists that sort of om­nipo­tent pow­er which em­anates from the ab­so­lute. Still, great as was this om­nipo­tence, a mur­mur arose. A lead­er to the very fin­ger­tips, En­jol­ras, see­ing that they mur­mured, in­sist­ed. He re­sumed haugh­ti­ly:

			“Let those who are afraid of not num­ber­ing more than thir­ty say so.”

			The mur­murs re­dou­bled.

			“Be­sides,” ob­served a voice in one group, “it is easy enough to talk about leav­ing. The bar­ri­cade is hemmed in.”

			“Not on the side of the Halles,” said En­jol­ras. “The Rue Mondé­tour is free, and through the Rue des Prêcheurs one can reach the Marché des In­no­cents.”

			“And there,” went on an­oth­er voice, “you would be cap­tured. You would fall in with some grand guard of the line or the sub­urbs; they will spy a man pass­ing in blouse and cap. ‘Whence come you?’ ‘Don’t you be­long to the bar­ri­cade?’ And they will look at your hands. You smell of pow­der. Shot.”

			En­jol­ras, with­out mak­ing any re­ply, touched Combe­ferre’s shoul­der, and the two en­tered the tap­room.

			They emerged thence a mo­ment lat­er. En­jol­ras held in his out­stretched hands the four uni­forms which he had laid aside. Combe­ferre fol­lowed, car­ry­ing the shoul­der-belts and the shakos.

			“With this uni­form,” said En­jol­ras, “you can min­gle with the ranks and es­cape; here is enough for four.” And he flung on the ground, de­prived of its pave­ment, the four uni­forms.

			No wa­ver­ing took place in his sto­ical au­di­ence. Combe­ferre took the word.

			“Come,” said he, “you must have a lit­tle pity. Do you know what the ques­tion is here? It is a ques­tion of wom­en. See here. Are there wom­en or are there not? Are there chil­dren or are there not? Are there moth­ers, yes or no, who rock cra­dles with their foot and who have a lot of lit­tle ones around them? Let that man of you who has nev­er be­held a nurse’s breast raise his hand. Ah! you want to get your­selves killed, so do I—I, who am speak­ing to you; but I do not want to feel the phan­toms of wom­en wreath­ing their arms around me. Die, if you will, but don’t make oth­ers die. Sui­cides like that which is on the brink of ac­com­plish­ment here are sub­lime; but sui­cide is nar­row, and does not ad­mit of ex­ten­sion; and as soon as it touch­es your neigh­bors, sui­cide is mur­der. Think of the lit­tle blond heads; think of the white locks. Lis­ten, En­jol­ras has just told me that he saw at the cor­ner of the Rue du Cygne a light­ed case­ment, a can­dle in a poor win­dow, on the fifth floor, and on the pane the quiv­er­ing shad­ow of the head of an old wom­an, who had the air of hav­ing spent the night in watch­ing. Per­haps she is the moth­er of some one of you. Well, let that man go, and make haste, to say to his moth­er: ‘Here I am, moth­er!’ Let him feel at ease, the task here will be per­formed all the same. When one sup­ports one’s rel­a­tives by one’s toil, one has not the right to sac­ri­fice one’s self. That is de­sert­ing one’s fam­i­ly. And those who have daugh­ters! what are you think­ing of? You get your­selves killed, you are dead, that is well. And to­mor­row? Young girls with­out bread—that is a ter­ri­ble thing. Man begs, wom­an sells. Ah! those charm­ing and gra­cious be­ings, so gra­cious and so sweet, who have bon­nets of flow­ers, who fill the house with pu­ri­ty, who sing and prat­tle, who are like a liv­ing per­fume, who prove the ex­is­tence of an­gels in heav­en by the pu­ri­ty of vir­gins on earth, that Jeanne, that Lise, that Mi­mi, those adorable and hon­est crea­tures who are your bless­ings and your pride, ah! good God, they will suf­fer hunger! What do you want me to say to you? There is a mar­ket for hu­man flesh; and it is not with your shad­owy hands, shud­der­ing around them, that you will pre­vent them from en­ter­ing it! Think of the street, think of the pave­ment cov­ered with passers­by, think of the shops past which wom­en go and come with necks all bare, and through the mire. These wom­en, too, were pure once. Think of your sis­ters, those of you who have them. Mis­ery, pros­ti­tu­tion, the po­lice, Saint-Lazare—that is what those beau­ti­ful, del­i­cate girls, those frag­ile mar­vels of mod­esty, gen­tle­ness and love­li­ness, fresh­er than lilacs in the month of May, will come to. Ah! you have got your­selves killed! You are no longer on hand! That is well; you have wished to re­lease the peo­ple from Roy­al­ty, and you de­liv­er over your daugh­ters to the po­lice. Friends, have a care, have mer­cy. Wom­en, un­hap­py wom­en, we are not in the habit of be­stow­ing much thought on them. We trust to the wom­en not hav­ing re­ceived a man’s ed­u­ca­tion, we pre­vent their read­ing, we pre­vent their think­ing, we pre­vent their oc­cu­py­ing them­selves with pol­i­tics; will you pre­vent them from go­ing to the dead-house this evening, and rec­og­niz­ing your bod­ies? Let us see, those who have fam­i­lies must be tractable, and shake hands with us and take them­selves off, and leave us here alone to at­tend to this af­fair. I know well that courage is re­quired to leave, that it is hard; but the hard­er it is, the more mer­i­to­ri­ous. You say: ‘I have a gun, I am at the bar­ri­cade; so much the worse, I shall re­main there.’ So much the worse is eas­i­ly said. My friends, there is a mor­row; you will not be here to­mor­row, but your fam­i­lies will; and what suf­fer­ings! See, here is a pret­ty, healthy child, with cheeks like an ap­ple, who bab­bles, prat­tles, chat­ters, who laughs, who smells sweet be­neath your kiss—and do you know what be­comes of him when he is aban­doned? I have seen one, a very small crea­ture, no taller than that. His fa­ther was dead. Poor peo­ple had tak­en him in out of char­i­ty, but they had bread on­ly for them­selves. The child was al­ways hun­gry. It was win­ter. He did not cry. You could see him ap­proach the stove, in which there was nev­er any fire, and whose pipe, you know, was of mas­tic and yel­low clay. His breath­ing was hoarse, his face livid, his limbs flac­cid, his bel­ly prom­i­nent. He said noth­ing. If you spoke to him, he did not an­swer. He is dead. He was tak­en to the Neck­er Hos­pi­tal, where I saw him. I was house-sur­geon in that hos­pi­tal. Now, if there are any fa­thers among you, fa­thers whose hap­pi­ness it is to stroll on Sun­days hold­ing their child’s tiny hand in their ro­bust hand, let each one of those fa­thers imag­ine that this child is his own. That poor brat, I re­mem­ber, and I seem to see him now, when he lay nude on the dis­sect­ing ta­ble, how his ribs stood out on his skin like the graves be­neath the grass in a ceme­tery. A sort of mud was found in his stom­ach. There were ash­es in his teeth. Come, let us ex­am­ine our­selves con­sci­en­tious­ly and take coun­sel with our heart. Sta­tis­tics show that the mor­tal­i­ty among aban­doned chil­dren is fifty-five per­cent. I re­peat, it is a ques­tion of wom­en, it con­cerns moth­ers, it con­cerns young girls, it con­cerns lit­tle chil­dren. Who is talk­ing to you of your­selves? We know well what you are; we know well that you are all brave, par­bleu! we know well that you all have in your souls the joy and the glo­ry of giv­ing your life for the great cause; we know well that you feel your­selves elect­ed to die use­ful­ly and mag­nif­i­cent­ly, and that each one of you clings to his share in the tri­umph. Very well. But you are not alone in this world. There are oth­er be­ings of whom you must think. You must not be ego­ists.”

			All dropped their heads with a gloomy air.

			Strange con­tra­dic­tions of the hu­man heart at its most sub­lime mo­ments. Combe­ferre, who spoke thus, was not an or­phan. He re­called the moth­ers of oth­er men, and for­got his own. He was about to get him­self killed. He was “an ego­ist.”

			Mar­ius, fast­ing, fevered, hav­ing emerged in suc­ces­sion from all hope, and hav­ing been strand­ed in grief, the most som­bre of ship­wrecks, and sat­u­rat­ed with vi­o­lent emo­tions and con­scious that the end was near, had plunged deep­er and deep­er in­to that vi­sion­ary stu­por which al­ways pre­cedes the fa­tal hour vol­un­tar­i­ly ac­cept­ed.

			A phys­i­ol­o­gist might have stud­ied in him the grow­ing symp­toms of that febrile ab­sorp­tion known to, and clas­si­fied by, sci­ence, and which is to suf­fer­ing what volup­tuous­ness is to plea­sure. De­spair, al­so, has its ec­sta­sy. Mar­ius had reached this point. He looked on at ev­ery­thing as from with­out; as we have said, things which passed be­fore him seemed far away; he made out the whole, but did not per­ceive the de­tails. He be­held men go­ing and com­ing as through a flame. He heard voic­es speak­ing as at the bot­tom of an abyss.

			But this moved him. There was in this scene a point which pierced and roused even him. He had but one idea now, to die; and he did not wish to be turned aside from it, but he re­flect­ed, in his gloomy som­nam­bu­lism, that while de­stroy­ing him­self, he was not pro­hib­it­ed from sav­ing some­one else.

			He raised his voice.

			“En­jol­ras and Combe­ferre are right,” said he; “no un­nec­es­sary sac­ri­fice. I join them, and you must make haste. Combe­ferre has said con­vinc­ing things to you. There are some among you who have fam­i­lies, moth­ers, sis­ters, wives, chil­dren. Let such leave the ranks.”

			No one stirred.

			“Mar­ried men and the sup­port­ers of fam­i­lies, step out of the ranks!” re­peat­ed Mar­ius.

			His au­thor­i­ty was great. En­jol­ras was cer­tain­ly the head of the bar­ri­cade, but Mar­ius was its sav­ior.

			“I or­der it,” cried En­jol­ras.

			“I en­treat you,” said Mar­ius.

			Then, touched by Combe­ferre’s words, shak­en by En­jol­ras’ or­der, touched by Mar­ius’ en­treaty, these hero­ic men be­gan to de­nounce each oth­er.—“It is true,” said one young man to a full grown man, “you are the fa­ther of a fam­i­ly. Go.”—“It is your du­ty rather,” re­tort­ed the man, “you have two sis­ters whom you main­tain.”—And an un­prece­dent­ed con­tro­ver­sy broke forth. Each strug­gled to de­ter­mine which should not al­low him­self to be placed at the door of the tomb.

			“Make haste,” said Cour­feyrac, “in an­oth­er quar­ter of an hour it will be too late.”

			“Cit­i­zens,” pur­sued En­jol­ras, “this is the Re­pub­lic, and uni­ver­sal suf­frage reigns. Do you your­selves des­ig­nate those who are to go.”

			They obeyed. Af­ter the ex­pi­ra­tion of a few min­utes, five were unan­i­mous­ly se­lect­ed and stepped out of the ranks.

			“There are five of them!” ex­claimed Mar­ius.

			There were on­ly four uni­forms.

			“Well,” be­gan the five, “one must stay be­hind.”

			And then a strug­gle arose as to who should re­main, and who should find rea­sons for the oth­ers not re­main­ing. The gen­er­ous quar­rel be­gan afresh.

			“You have a wife who loves you.”—“You have your aged moth­er.”—“You have nei­ther fa­ther nor moth­er, and what is to be­come of your three lit­tle broth­ers?”—“You are the fa­ther of five chil­dren.”—“You have a right to live, you are on­ly sev­en­teen, it is too ear­ly for you to die.”

			These great rev­o­lu­tion­ary bar­ri­cades were as­sem­bling points for hero­ism. The im­prob­a­ble was sim­ple there. These men did not as­ton­ish each oth­er.

			“Be quick,” re­peat­ed Cour­feyrac.

			Men shout­ed to Mar­ius from the groups:

			“Do you des­ig­nate who is to re­main.”

			“Yes,” said the five, “choose. We will obey you.”

			Mar­ius did not be­lieve that he was ca­pa­ble of an­oth­er emo­tion. Still, at this idea, that of choos­ing a man for death, his blood rushed back to his heart. He would have turned pale, had it been pos­si­ble for him to be­come any paler.

			He ad­vanced to­wards the five, who smiled up­on him, and each, with his eyes full of that grand flame which one be­holds in the depths of his­to­ry hov­er­ing over Ther­mopy­lae, cried to him:

			“Me! me! me!”

			And Mar­ius stupid­ly count­ed them; there were still five of them! Then his glance dropped to the four uni­forms.

			At that mo­ment, a fifth uni­form fell, as if from heav­en, up­on the oth­er four.

			The fifth man was saved.

			Mar­ius raised his eyes and rec­og­nized M. Fauchelevent.

			Jean Val­jean had just en­tered the bar­ri­cade.

			He had ar­rived by way of Mondé­tour lane, whith­er by dint of in­quiries made, or by in­stinct, or chance. Thanks to his dress of a Na­tion­al Guards­man, he had made his way with­out dif­fi­cul­ty.

			The sen­tinel sta­tioned by the in­sur­gents in the Rue Mondé­tour had no oc­ca­sion to give the alarm for a sin­gle Na­tion­al Guards­man, and he had al­lowed the lat­ter to en­tan­gle him­self in the street, say­ing to him­self: “Prob­a­bly it is a re­in­force­ment, in any case it is a pris­on­er.” The mo­ment was too grave to ad­mit of the sen­tinel aban­don­ing his du­ty and his post of ob­ser­va­tion.

			At the mo­ment when Jean Val­jean en­tered the re­doubt, no one had no­ticed him, all eyes be­ing fixed on the five cho­sen men and the four uni­forms. Jean Val­jean al­so had seen and heard, and he had silent­ly re­moved his coat and flung it on the pile with the rest.

			The emo­tion aroused was in­de­scrib­able.

			“Who is this man?” de­mand­ed Bossuet.

			“He is a man who saves oth­ers,” replied Combe­ferre.

			Mar­ius added in a grave voice:

			“I know him.”

			This guar­an­tee sat­is­fied ev­ery­one.

			En­jol­ras turned to Jean Val­jean.

			“Wel­come, cit­i­zen.”

			And he added:

			“You know that we are about to die.”

			Jean Val­jean, with­out re­ply­ing, helped the in­sur­gent whom he was sav­ing to don his uni­form.

		
	
		
			
				V

				The Hori­zon Which One Be­holds from the Sum­mit of a Bar­ri­cade

			
			The sit­u­a­tion of all in that fa­tal hour and that piti­less place, had as re­sult and cul­mi­nat­ing point En­jol­ras’ supreme melan­choly.

			En­jol­ras bore with­in him the plen­i­tude of the rev­o­lu­tion; he was in­com­plete, how­ev­er, so far as the ab­so­lute can be so; he had too much of Saint-Just about him, and not enough of Anachar­sis Cloots; still, his mind, in the so­ci­ety of the Friends of the A.B.C., had end­ed by un­der­go­ing a cer­tain po­lar­iza­tion from Combe­ferre’s ideas; for some time past, he had been grad­u­al­ly emerg­ing from the nar­row form of dog­ma, and had al­lowed him­self to in­cline to the broad­en­ing in­flu­ence of progress, and he had come to ac­cept, as a de­fin­i­tive and mag­nif­i­cent evo­lu­tion, the trans­for­ma­tion of the great French Re­pub­lic, in­to the im­mense hu­man re­pub­lic. As far as the im­me­di­ate means were con­cerned, a vi­o­lent sit­u­a­tion be­ing giv­en, he wished to be vi­o­lent; on that point, he nev­er var­ied; and he re­mained of that epic and re­doubtable school which is summed up in the words: “Eighty-three.” En­jol­ras was stand­ing erect on the stair­case of paving-stones, one el­bow rest­ing on the stock of his gun. He was en­gaged in thought; he quiv­ered, as at the pas­sage of prophet­ic breaths; places where death is have these ef­fects of tripods. A sort of sti­fled fire dart­ed from his eyes, which were filled with an in­ward look. All at once he threw back his head, his blond locks fell back like those of an an­gel on the som­bre quadri­ga made of stars, they were like the mane of a star­tled li­on in the flam­ing of an ha­lo, and En­jol­ras cried:

			“Cit­i­zens, do you pic­ture the fu­ture to your­selves? The streets of cities in­un­dat­ed with light, green branch­es on the thresh­olds, na­tions sis­ters, men just, old men bless­ing chil­dren, the past lov­ing the present, thinkers en­tire­ly at lib­er­ty, be­liev­ers on terms of full equal­i­ty, for re­li­gion heav­en, God the di­rect priest, hu­man con­science be­come an al­tar, no more ha­treds, the fra­ter­ni­ty of the work­shop and the school, for sole penal­ty and rec­om­pense fame, work for all, right for all, peace over all, no more blood­shed, no more wars, hap­py moth­ers! To con­quer mat­ter is the first step; to re­al­ize the ide­al is the sec­ond. Re­flect on what progress has al­ready ac­com­plished. For­mer­ly, the first hu­man races be­held with ter­ror the hy­dra pass be­fore their eyes, breath­ing on the wa­ters, the drag­on which vom­it­ed flame, the grif­fin who was the mon­ster of the air, and who flew with the wings of an ea­gle and the talons of a tiger; fear­ful beasts which were above man. Man, nev­er­the­less, spread his snares, con­se­crat­ed by in­tel­li­gence, and fi­nal­ly con­quered these mon­sters. We have van­quished the hy­dra, and it is called the lo­co­mo­tive; we are on the point of van­quish­ing the grif­fin, we al­ready grasp it, and it is called the bal­loon. On the day when this Promethean task shall be ac­com­plished, and when man shall have def­i­nite­ly har­nessed to his will the triple Chi­maera of an­tiq­ui­ty, the hy­dra, the drag­on and the grif­fin, he will be the mas­ter of wa­ter, fire, and of air, and he will be for the rest of an­i­mat­ed cre­ation that which the an­cient gods for­mer­ly were to him. Courage, and on­ward! Cit­i­zens, whith­er are we go­ing? To sci­ence made gov­ern­ment, to the force of things be­come the sole pub­lic force, to the nat­u­ral law, hav­ing in it­self its sanc­tion and its penal­ty and pro­mul­gat­ing it­self by ev­i­dence, to a dawn of truth cor­re­spond­ing to a dawn of day. We are ad­vanc­ing to the union of peo­ples; we are ad­vanc­ing to the uni­ty of man. No more fic­tions; no more par­a­sites. The re­al gov­erned by the true, that is the goal. Civ­i­liza­tion will hold its as­sizes at the sum­mit of Eu­rope, and, lat­er on, at the cen­tre of con­ti­nents, in a grand par­lia­ment of the in­tel­li­gence. Some­thing sim­i­lar has al­ready been seen. The am­ph­ic­tyons had two sit­tings a year, one at Delphos the seat of the gods, the oth­er at Ther­mopy­lae, the place of he­roes. Eu­rope will have her am­ph­ic­tyons; the globe will have its am­ph­ic­tyons. France bears this sub­lime fu­ture in her breast. This is the ges­ta­tion of the nine­teenth cen­tu­ry. That which Greece sketched out is wor­thy of be­ing fin­ished by France. Lis­ten to me, you, Feuil­ly, valiant ar­ti­san, man of the peo­ple. I re­vere you. Yes, you clear­ly be­hold the fu­ture, yes, you are right. You had nei­ther fa­ther nor moth­er, Feuil­ly; you adopt­ed hu­man­i­ty for your moth­er and right for your fa­ther. You are about to die, that is to say to tri­umph, here. Cit­i­zens, what­ev­er hap­pens to­day, through our de­feat as well as through our vic­to­ry, it is a rev­o­lu­tion that we are about to cre­ate. As con­fla­gra­tions light up a whole city, so rev­o­lu­tions il­lu­mi­nate the whole hu­man race. And what is the rev­o­lu­tion that we shall cause? I have just told you, the Rev­o­lu­tion of the True. From a po­lit­i­cal point of view, there is but a sin­gle prin­ci­ple; the sovereign­ty of man over him­self. This sovereign­ty of my­self over my­self is called Lib­er­ty. Where two or three of these sovereign­ties are com­bined, the state be­gins. But in that as­so­ci­a­tion there is no ab­di­ca­tion. Each sovereign­ty con­cedes a cer­tain quan­ti­ty of it­self, for the pur­pose of form­ing the com­mon right. This quan­ti­ty is the same for all of us. This iden­ti­ty of con­ces­sion which each makes to all, is called Equal­i­ty. Com­mon right is noth­ing else than the pro­tec­tion of all beam­ing on the right of each. This pro­tec­tion of all over each is called Fra­ter­ni­ty. The point of in­ter­sec­tion of all these as­sem­bled sovereign­ties is called so­ci­ety. This in­ter­sec­tion be­ing a junc­tion, this point is a knot. Hence what is called the so­cial bond. Some say so­cial con­tract; which is the same thing, the word con­tract be­ing et­y­mo­log­i­cal­ly formed with the idea of a bond. Let us come to an un­der­stand­ing about equal­i­ty; for, if lib­er­ty is the sum­mit, equal­i­ty is the base. Equal­i­ty, cit­i­zens, is not whol­ly a sur­face veg­e­ta­tion, a so­ci­ety of great blades of grass and tiny oaks; a prox­im­i­ty of jeal­ousies which ren­der each oth­er null and void; legal­ly speak­ing, it is all ap­ti­tudes pos­sessed of the same op­por­tu­ni­ty; po­lit­i­cal­ly, it is all votes pos­sessed of the same weight; re­li­gious­ly, it is all con­sciences pos­sessed of the same right. Equal­i­ty has an or­gan: gra­tu­itous and oblig­a­tory in­struc­tion. The right to the al­pha­bet, that is where the be­gin­ning must be made. The pri­ma­ry school im­posed on all, the sec­ondary school of­fered to all, that is the law. From an iden­ti­cal school, an iden­ti­cal so­ci­ety will spring. Yes, in­struc­tion! light! light! ev­ery­thing comes from light, and to it ev­ery­thing re­turns. Cit­i­zens, the nine­teenth cen­tu­ry is great, but the twen­ti­eth cen­tu­ry will be hap­py. Then, there will be noth­ing more like the his­to­ry of old, we shall no longer, as to­day, have to fear a con­quest, an in­va­sion, a usurpa­tion, a ri­val­ry of na­tions, arms in hand, an in­ter­rup­tion of civ­i­liza­tion de­pend­ing on a mar­riage of kings, on a birth in hered­i­tary tyran­nies, a par­ti­tion of peo­ples by a con­gress, a dis­mem­ber­ment be­cause of the fail­ure of a dy­nasty, a com­bat of two re­li­gions meet­ing face to face, like two bucks in the dark, on the bridge of the in­fi­nite; we shall no longer have to fear famine, farm­ing out, pros­ti­tu­tion aris­ing from dis­tress, mis­ery from the fail­ure of work and the scaf­fold and the sword, and bat­tles and the ruf­fi­an­ism of chance in the for­est of events. One might al­most say: There will be no more events. We shall be hap­py. The hu­man race will ac­com­plish its law, as the ter­res­tri­al globe ac­com­plish­es its law; har­mo­ny will be reestab­lished be­tween the soul and the star; the soul will grav­i­tate around the truth, as the plan­et around the light. Friends, the present hour in which I am ad­dress­ing you, is a gloomy hour; but these are ter­ri­ble pur­chas­es of the fu­ture. A rev­o­lu­tion is a toll. Oh! the hu­man race will be de­liv­ered, raised up, con­soled! We af­firm it on this bar­ri­er. Whence should pro­ceed that cry of love, if not from the heights of sac­ri­fice? Oh my broth­ers, this is the point of junc­tion, of those who think and of those who suf­fer; this bar­ri­cade is not made of paving-stones, nor of joists, nor of bits of iron; it is made of two heaps, a heap of ideas, and a heap of woes. Here mis­ery meets the ide­al. The day em­braces the night, and says to it: ‘I am about to die, and thou shalt be born again with me.’ From the em­brace of all des­o­la­tions faith leaps forth. Suf­fer­ings bring hith­er their agony and ideas their im­mor­tal­i­ty. This agony and this im­mor­tal­i­ty are about to join and con­sti­tute our death. Broth­ers, he who dies here dies in the ra­di­ance of the fu­ture, and we are en­ter­ing a tomb all flood­ed with the dawn.”

			En­jol­ras paused rather than be­came silent; his lips con­tin­ued to move silent­ly, as though he were talk­ing to him­self, which caused them all to gaze at­ten­tive­ly at him, in the en­deav­or to hear more. There was no ap­plause; but they whis­pered to­geth­er for a long time. Speech be­ing a breath, the rustling of in­tel­li­gences re­sem­bles the rustling of leaves.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				Mar­ius Hag­gard, Javert La­con­ic

			
			Let us nar­rate what was pass­ing in Mar­ius’ thoughts.

			Let the read­er re­call the state of his soul. We have just re­called it, ev­ery­thing was a vi­sion to him now. His judg­ment was dis­turbed. Mar­ius, let us in­sist on this point, was un­der the shad­ow of the great, dark wings which are spread over those in the death agony. He felt that he had en­tered the tomb, it seemed to him that he was al­ready on the oth­er side of the wall, and he no longer be­held the faces of the liv­ing ex­cept with the eyes of one dead.

			How did M. Fauchelevent come there? Why was he there? What had he come there to do? Mar­ius did not ad­dress all these ques­tions to him­self. Be­sides, since our de­spair has this pe­cu­liar­i­ty, that it en­velops oth­ers as well as our­selves, it seemed log­i­cal to him that all the world should come thith­er to die.

			On­ly, he thought of Cosette with a pang at his heart.

			How­ev­er, M. Fauchelevent did not speak to him, did not look at him, and had not even the air of hear­ing him, when Mar­ius raised his voice to say: “I know him.”

			As far as Mar­ius was con­cerned, this at­ti­tude of M. Fauchelevent was com­fort­ing, and, if such a word can be used for such im­pres­sions, we should say that it pleased him. He had al­ways felt the ab­so­lute im­pos­si­bil­i­ty of ad­dress­ing that enig­mat­i­cal man, who was, in his eyes, both equiv­o­cal and im­pos­ing. More­over, it had been a long time since he had seen him; and this still fur­ther aug­ment­ed the im­pos­si­bil­i­ty for Mar­ius’ timid and re­served na­ture.

			The five cho­sen men left the bar­ri­cade by way of Mondé­tour lane; they bore a per­fect re­sem­blance to mem­bers of the Na­tion­al Guard. One of them wept as he took his leave. Be­fore set­ting out, they em­braced those who re­mained.

			When the five men sent back to life had tak­en their de­par­ture, En­jol­ras thought of the man who had been con­demned to death.

			He en­tered the tap­room. Javert, still bound to the post, was en­gaged in med­i­ta­tion.

			“Do you want any­thing?” En­jol­ras asked him.

			Javert replied: “When are you go­ing to kill me?”

			“Wait. We need all our car­tridges just at present.”

			“Then give me a drink,” said Javert.

			En­jol­ras him­self of­fered him a glass of wa­ter, and, as Javert was pin­ioned, he helped him to drink.

			“Is that all?” in­quired En­jol­ras.

			“I am un­com­fort­able against this post,” replied Javert. “You are not ten­der to have left me to pass the night here. Bind me as you please, but you sure­ly might lay me out on a ta­ble like that oth­er man.”

			And with a mo­tion of the head, he in­di­cat­ed the body of M. Mabeuf.

			There was, as the read­er will re­mem­ber, a long, broad ta­ble at the end of the room, on which they had been run­ning bul­lets and mak­ing car­tridges. All the car­tridges hav­ing been made, and all the pow­der used, this ta­ble was free.

			At En­jol­ras’ com­mand, four in­sur­gents un­bound Javert from the post. While they were loos­ing him, a fifth held a bay­o­net against his breast.

			Leav­ing his arms tied be­hind his back, they placed about his feet a slen­der but stout whip­cord, as is done to men on the point of mount­ing the scaf­fold, which al­lowed him to take steps about fif­teen inch­es in length, and made him walk to the ta­ble at the end of the room, where they laid him down, close­ly bound about the mid­dle of the body.

			By way of fur­ther se­cu­ri­ty, and by means of a rope fas­tened to his neck, they added to the sys­tem of lig­a­tures which ren­dered ev­ery at­tempt at es­cape im­pos­si­ble, that sort of bond which is called in pris­ons a mar­tin­gale, which, start­ing at the neck, forks on the stom­ach, and meets the hands, af­ter pass­ing be­tween the legs.

			While they were bind­ing Javert, a man stand­ing on the thresh­old was sur­vey­ing him with sin­gu­lar at­ten­tion. The shad­ow cast by this man made Javert turn his head. He raised his eyes, and rec­og­nized Jean Val­jean. He did not even start, but dropped his lids proud­ly and con­fined him­self to the re­mark: “It is per­fect­ly sim­ple.”

		
	
		
			
				VII

				The Sit­u­a­tion Be­comes Ag­gra­vat­ed

			
			The day­light was in­creas­ing rapid­ly. Not a win­dow was opened, not a door stood ajar; it was the dawn but not the awak­ing. The end of the Rue de la Chan­vrerie, op­po­site the bar­ri­cade, had been evac­u­at­ed by the troops, as we have stat­ed, it seemed to be free, and pre­sent­ed it­self to passers­by with a sin­is­ter tran­quil­li­ty. The Rue Saint-De­nis was as dumb as the av­enue of Sphinx­es at Thebes. Not a liv­ing be­ing in the cross­roads, which gleamed white in the light of the sun. Noth­ing is so mourn­ful as this light in de­sert­ed streets. Noth­ing was to be seen, but there was some­thing to be heard. A mys­te­ri­ous move­ment was go­ing on at a cer­tain dis­tance. It was ev­i­dent that the crit­i­cal mo­ment was ap­proach­ing. As on the pre­vi­ous evening, the sen­tinels had come in; but this time all had come.

			The bar­ri­cade was stronger than on the oc­ca­sion of the first at­tack. Since the de­par­ture of the five, they had in­creased its height still fur­ther.

			On the ad­vice of the sen­tinel who had ex­am­ined the re­gion of the Halles, En­jol­ras, for fear of a sur­prise in the rear, came to a se­ri­ous de­ci­sion. He had the small gut of the Mondé­tour lane, which had been left open up to that time, bar­ri­cad­ed. For this pur­pose, they tore up the pave­ment for the length of sev­er­al hous­es more. In this man­ner, the bar­ri­cade, walled on three streets, in front on the Rue de la Chan­vrerie, to the left on the Rues du Cygne and de la Pe­tite Truan­derie, to the right on the Rue Mondé­tour, was re­al­ly al­most im­preg­nable; it is true that they were fa­tal­ly hemmed in there. It had three fronts, but no ex­it.—“A fortress but a rat hole too,” said Cour­feyrac with a laugh.

			En­jol­ras had about thir­ty paving-stones “torn up in ex­cess,” said Bossuet, piled up near the door of the wine-shop.

			The si­lence was now so pro­found in the quar­ter whence the at­tack must needs come, that En­jol­ras had each man re­sume his post of bat­tle.

			An al­lowance of brandy was doled out to each.

			Noth­ing is more cu­ri­ous than a bar­ri­cade pre­par­ing for an as­sault. Each man se­lects his place as though at the the­atre. They jos­tle, and el­bow and crowd each oth­er. There are some who make stalls of paving-stones. Here is a cor­ner of the wall which is in the way, it is re­moved; here is a redan which may af­ford pro­tec­tion, they take shel­ter be­hind it. Left-hand­ed men are pre­cious; they take the places that are in­con­ve­nient to the rest. Many ar­range to fight in a sit­ting pos­ture. They wish to be at ease to kill, and to die com­fort­ably. In the sad war of June, 1848, an in­sur­gent who was a for­mi­da­ble marks­man, and who was fir­ing from the top of a ter­race up­on a roof, had a re­clin­ing-chair brought there for his use; a charge of grapeshot found him out there.

			As soon as the lead­er has giv­en the or­der to clear the decks for ac­tion, all dis­or­der­ly move­ments cease; there is no more pulling from one an­oth­er; there are no more co­ter­ies; no more asides, there is no more hold­ing aloof; ev­ery­thing in their spir­its con­verges in, and changes in­to, a wait­ing for the as­sailants. A bar­ri­cade be­fore the ar­rival of dan­ger is chaos; in dan­ger, it is dis­ci­pline it­self. Per­il pro­duces or­der.

			As soon as En­jol­ras had seized his dou­ble-bar­relled ri­fle, and had placed him­self in a sort of em­bra­sure which he had re­served for him­self, all the rest held their peace. A se­ries of faint, sharp nois­es re­sound­ed con­fus­ed­ly along the wall of paving-stones. It was the men cock­ing their guns.

			More­over, their at­ti­tudes were proud­er, more con­fi­dent than ev­er; the ex­cess of sac­ri­fice strength­ens; they no longer cher­ished any hope, but they had de­spair, de­spair—the last weapon, which some­times gives vic­to­ry; Vir­gil has said so. Supreme re­sources spring from ex­treme res­o­lu­tions. To em­bark in death is some­times the means of es­cap­ing a ship­wreck; and the lid of the cof­fin be­comes a plank of safe­ty.

			As on the pre­ced­ing evening, the at­ten­tion of all was di­rect­ed, we might al­most say leaned up­on, the end of the street, now light­ed up and vis­i­ble.

			They had not long to wait. A stir be­gan dis­tinct­ly in the Saint-Leu quar­ter, but it did not re­sem­ble the move­ment of the first at­tack. A clash­ing of chains, the un­easy jolt­ing of a mass, the click of brass skip­ping along the pave­ment, a sort of solemn up­roar, an­nounced that some sin­is­ter con­struc­tion of iron was ap­proach­ing. There arose a tremor in the bo­soms of these peace­ful old streets, pierced and built for the fer­tile cir­cu­la­tion of in­ter­ests and ideas, and which are not made for the hor­ri­ble rum­ble of the wheels of war.

			The fix­i­ty of eye in all the com­bat­ants up­on the ex­trem­i­ty of the street be­came fe­ro­cious.

			A can­non made its ap­pear­ance.

			Ar­tillery­men were push­ing the piece; it was in fir­ing trim; the fore-car­riage had been de­tached; two up­held the gun-car­riage, four were at the wheels; oth­ers fol­lowed with the cais­son. They could see the smoke of the burn­ing lint-stock.

			“Fire!” shout­ed En­jol­ras.

			The whole bar­ri­cade fired, the re­port was ter­ri­ble; an avalanche of smoke cov­ered and ef­faced both can­non and men; af­ter a few sec­onds, the cloud dis­persed, and the can­non and men reap­peared; the gun-crew had just fin­ished rolling it slow­ly, cor­rect­ly, with­out haste, in­to po­si­tion fac­ing the bar­ri­cade. Not one of them had been struck. Then the cap­tain of the piece, bear­ing down up­on the breech in or­der to raise the muz­zle, be­gan to point the can­non with the grav­i­ty of an as­tronomer lev­el­ling a tele­scope.

			“Bra­vo for the can­noneers!” cried Bossuet.

			And the whole bar­ri­cade clapped their hands.

			A mo­ment lat­er, square­ly plant­ed in the very mid­dle of the street, astride of the gut­ter, the piece was ready for ac­tion. A for­mi­da­ble pair of jaws yawned on the bar­ri­cade.

			“Come, mer­ri­ly now!” ejac­u­lat­ed Cour­feyrac. “That’s the bru­tal part of it. Af­ter the fil­lip on the nose, the blow from the fist. The army is reach­ing out its big paw to us. The bar­ri­cade is go­ing to be se­vere­ly shak­en up. The fusil­lade tries, the can­non takes.”

			“It is a piece of eight, new mod­el, brass,” added Combe­ferre. “Those pieces are li­able to burst as soon as the pro­por­tion of ten parts of tin to one hun­dred of brass is ex­ceed­ed. The ex­cess of tin ren­ders them too ten­der. Then it comes to pass that they have caves and cham­bers when looked at from the vent hole. In or­der to ob­vi­ate this dan­ger, and to ren­der it pos­si­ble to force the charge, it may be­come nec­es­sary to re­turn to the process of the four­teenth cen­tu­ry, hoop­ing, and to en­cir­cle the piece on the out­side with a se­ries of un­weld­ed steel bands, from the breech to the trun­nions. In the mean­time, they rem­e­dy this de­fect as best they may; they man­age to dis­cov­er where the holes are lo­cat­ed in the vent of a can­non, by means of a searcher. But there is a bet­ter method, with Gribeau­val’s mov­able star.”

			“In the six­teenth cen­tu­ry,” re­marked Bossuet, “they used to ri­fle can­non.”

			“Yes,” replied Combe­ferre, “that aug­ments the pro­jec­tile force, but di­min­ish­es the ac­cu­ra­cy of the fir­ing. In fir­ing at short range, the tra­jec­to­ry is not as rigid as could be de­sired, the par­a­bola is ex­ag­ger­at­ed, the line of the pro­jec­tile is no longer suf­fi­cient­ly rec­ti­lin­ear to al­low of its strik­ing in­ter­ven­ing ob­jects, which is, nev­er­the­less, a ne­ces­si­ty of bat­tle, the im­por­tance of which in­creas­es with the prox­im­i­ty of the en­e­my and the pre­cip­i­ta­tion of the dis­charge. This de­fect of the ten­sion of the curve of the pro­jec­tile in the ri­fled can­non of the six­teenth cen­tu­ry arose from the small­ness of the charge; small charges for that sort of en­gine are im­posed by the bal­lis­tic ne­ces­si­ties, such, for in­stance, as the preser­va­tion of the gun-car­riage. In short, that despot, the can­non, can­not do all that it de­sires; force is a great weak­ness. A can­non­ball on­ly trav­els six hun­dred leagues an hour; light trav­els sev­en­ty thou­sand leagues a sec­ond. Such is the su­pe­ri­or­i­ty of Je­sus Christ over Napoleon.”

			“Reload your guns,” said En­jol­ras.

			How was the cas­ing of the bar­ri­cade go­ing to be­have un­der the can­non­balls? Would they ef­fect a breach? That was the ques­tion. While the in­sur­gents were reload­ing their guns, the ar­tillery­men were load­ing the can­non.

			The anx­i­ety in the re­doubt was pro­found.

			The shot sped the re­port burst forth.

			“Present!” shout­ed a joy­ous voice.

			And Gavroche flung him­self in­to the bar­ri­cade just as the ball dashed against it.

			He came from the di­rec­tion of the Rue du Cygne, and he had nim­bly climbed over the aux­il­iary bar­ri­cade which front­ed on the labyrinth of the Rue de la Pe­tite Truan­derie.

			Gavroche pro­duced a greater sen­sa­tion in the bar­ri­cade than the can­non­ball.

			The ball buried it­self in the mass of rub­bish. At the most there was an om­nibus wheel bro­ken, and the old An­ceau cart was de­mol­ished. On see­ing this, the bar­ri­cade burst in­to a laugh.

			“Go on!” shout­ed Bossuet to the ar­tillerists.

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				The Ar­tillery­men Com­pel Peo­ple to Take Them Se­ri­ous­ly

			
			They flocked round Gavroche. But he had no time to tell any­thing. Mar­ius drew him aside with a shud­der.

			“What are you do­ing here?”

			“Hul­lo!” said the child, “what are you do­ing here your­self?”

			And he stared at Mar­ius in­tent­ly with his epic ef­fron­tery. His eyes grew larg­er with the proud light with­in them.

			It was with an ac­cent of sever­i­ty that Mar­ius con­tin­ued:

			“Who told you to come back? Did you de­liv­er my let­ter at the ad­dress?”

			Gavroche was not with­out some com­punc­tions in the mat­ter of that let­ter. In his haste to re­turn to the bar­ri­cade, he had got rid of it rather than de­liv­ered it. He was forced to ac­knowl­edge to him­self that he had con­fid­ed it rather light­ly to that stranger whose face he had not been able to make out. It is true that the man was bare­head­ed, but that was not suf­fi­cient. In short, he had been ad­min­is­ter­ing to him­self lit­tle in­ward re­mon­strances and he feared Mar­ius’ re­proach­es. In or­der to ex­tri­cate him­self from the predica­ment, he took the sim­plest course; he lied abom­inably.

			“Cit­i­zen, I de­liv­ered the let­ter to the porter. The la­dy was asleep. She will have the let­ter when she wakes up.”

			Mar­ius had had two ob­jects in send­ing that let­ter: to bid farewell to Cosette and to save Gavroche. He was obliged to con­tent him­self with the half of his de­sire.

			The despatch of his let­ter and the pres­ence of M. Fauchelevent in the bar­ri­cade, was a co­in­ci­dence which oc­curred to him. He point­ed out M. Fauchelevent to Gavroche.

			“Do you know that man?”

			“No,” said Gavroche.

			Gavroche had, in fact, as we have just men­tioned, seen Jean Val­jean on­ly at night.

			The trou­bled and un­healthy con­jec­tures which had out­lined them­selves in Mar­ius’ mind were dis­si­pat­ed. Did he know M. Fauchelevent’s opin­ions? Per­haps M. Fauchelevent was a re­pub­li­can. Hence his very nat­u­ral pres­ence in this com­bat.

			In the mean­while, Gavroche was shout­ing, at the oth­er end of the bar­ri­cade: “My gun!”

			Cour­feyrac had it re­turned to him.

			Gavroche warned “his com­rades” as he called them, that the bar­ri­cade was blocked. He had had great dif­fi­cul­ty in reach­ing it. A bat­tal­ion of the line whose arms were piled in the Rue de la Pe­tite Truan­derie was on the watch on the side of the Rue du Cygne; on the op­po­site side, the mu­nic­i­pal guard oc­cu­pied the Rue des Prêcheurs. The bulk of the army was fac­ing them in front.

			This in­for­ma­tion giv­en, Gavroche added:

			“I au­tho­rize you to hit ’em a tremen­dous whack.”

			Mean­while, En­jol­ras was strain­ing his ears and watch­ing at his em­bra­sure.

			The as­sailants, dis­sat­is­fied, no doubt, with their shot, had not re­peat­ed it.

			A com­pa­ny of in­fantry of the line had come up and oc­cu­pied the end of the street be­hind the piece of ord­nance. The sol­diers were tear­ing up the pave­ment and con­struct­ing with the stones a small, low wall, a sort of side-work not more than eigh­teen inch­es high, and fac­ing the bar­ri­cade. In the an­gle at the left of this epaule­ment, there was vis­i­ble the head of the col­umn of a bat­tal­ion from the sub­urbs massed in the Rue Saint-De­nis.

			En­jol­ras, on the watch, thought he dis­tin­guished the pe­cu­liar sound which is pro­duced when the shells of grapeshot are drawn from the cais­sons, and he saw the com­man­der of the piece change the el­e­va­tion and in­cline the mouth of the can­non slight­ly to the left. Then the can­noneers be­gan to load the piece. The chief seized the lint-stock him­self and low­ered it to the vent.

			“Down with your heads, hug the wall!” shout­ed En­jol­ras, “and all on your knees along the bar­ri­cade!”

			The in­sur­gents who were strag­gling in front of the wine-shop, and who had quit­ted their posts of com­bat on Gavroche’s ar­rival, rushed pell-mell to­wards the bar­ri­cade; but be­fore En­jol­ras’ or­der could be ex­e­cut­ed, the dis­charge took place with the ter­ri­fy­ing rat­tle of a round of grapeshot. This is what it was, in fact.

			The charge had been aimed at the cut in the re­doubt, and had there re­bound­ed from the wall; and this ter­ri­ble re­bound had pro­duced two dead and three wound­ed.

			If this were con­tin­ued, the bar­ri­cade was no longer ten­able. The grapeshot made its way in.

			A mur­mur of con­ster­na­tion arose.

			“Let us pre­vent the sec­ond dis­charge,” said En­jol­ras.

			And, low­er­ing his ri­fle, he took aim at the cap­tain of the gun, who, at that mo­ment, was bear­ing down on the breach of his gun and rec­ti­fy­ing and def­i­nite­ly fix­ing its point­ing.

			The cap­tain of the piece was a hand­some sergeant of ar­tillery, very young, blond, with a very gen­tle face, and the in­tel­li­gent air pe­cu­liar to that pre­des­tined and re­doubtable weapon which, by dint of per­fect­ing it­self in hor­ror, must end in killing war.

			Combe­ferre, who was stand­ing be­side En­jol­ras, scru­ti­nized this young man.

			“What a pity!” said Combe­ferre. “What hideous things these butcheries are! Come, when there are no more kings, there will be no more war. En­jol­ras, you are tak­ing aim at that sergeant, you are not look­ing at him. Fan­cy, he is a charm­ing young man; he is in­trepid; it is ev­i­dent that he is thought­ful; those young ar­tillery­men are very well ed­u­cat­ed; he has a fa­ther, a moth­er, a fam­i­ly; he is prob­a­bly in love; he is not more than five and twen­ty at the most; he might be your broth­er.”

			“He is,” said En­jol­ras.

			“Yes,” replied Combe­ferre, “he is mine too. Well, let us not kill him.”

			“Let me alone. It must be done.”

			And a tear trick­led slow­ly down En­jol­ras’ mar­ble cheek.

			At the same mo­ment, he pressed the trig­ger of his ri­fle. The flame leaped forth. The ar­tillery­man turned round twice, his arms ex­tend­ed in front of him, his head up­lift­ed, as though for breath, then he fell with his side on the gun, and lay there mo­tion­less. They could see his back, from the cen­tre of which there flowed di­rect­ly a stream of blood. The ball had tra­versed his breast from side to side. He was dead.

			He had to be car­ried away and re­placed by an­oth­er. Sev­er­al min­utes were thus gained, in fact.

		
	
		
			
				IX

				Em­ploy­ment of the Old Tal­ents of a Poach­er and That In­fal­li­ble Marks­man­ship Which In­flu­enced the Con­dem­na­tion of 1796

			
			Opin­ions were ex­changed in the bar­ri­cade. The fir­ing from the gun was about to be­gin again. Against that grapeshot, they could not hold out a quar­ter of an hour longer. It was ab­so­lute­ly nec­es­sary to dead­en the blows.

			En­jol­ras is­sued this com­mand:

			“We must place a mat­tress there.”

			“We have none,” said Combe­ferre, “the wound­ed are ly­ing on them.”

			Jean Val­jean, who was seat­ed apart on a stone post, at the cor­ner of the tav­ern, with his gun be­tween his knees, had, up to that mo­ment, tak­en no part in any­thing that was go­ing on. He did not ap­pear to hear the com­bat­ants say­ing around him: “Here is a gun that is do­ing noth­ing.”

			At the or­der is­sued by En­jol­ras, he rose.

			It will be re­mem­bered that, on the ar­rival of the rab­ble in the Rue de la Chan­vrerie, an old wom­an, fore­see­ing the bul­lets, had placed her mat­tress in front of her win­dow. This win­dow, an at­tic win­dow, was on the roof of a six-sto­ry house sit­u­at­ed a lit­tle be­yond the bar­ri­cade. The mat­tress, placed cross­wise, sup­port­ed at the bot­tom on two poles for dry­ing linen, was up­held at the top by two ropes, which, at that dis­tance, looked like two threads, and which were at­tached to two nails plant­ed in the win­dow frames. These ropes were dis­tinct­ly vis­i­ble, like hairs, against the sky.

			“Can some­one lend me a dou­ble-bar­relled ri­fle?” said Jean Val­jean.

			En­jol­ras, who had just reload­ed his, hand­ed it to him.

			Jean Val­jean took aim at the at­tic win­dow and fired.

			One of the mat­tress ropes was cut.

			The mat­tress now hung by one thread on­ly.

			Jean Val­jean fired the sec­ond charge. The sec­ond rope lashed the panes of the at­tic win­dow. The mat­tress slipped be­tween the two poles and fell in­to the street.

			The bar­ri­cade ap­plaud­ed.

			All voic­es cried:

			“Here is a mat­tress!”

			“Yes,” said Combe­ferre, “but who will go and fetch it?”

			The mat­tress had, in fact, fall­en out­side the bar­ri­cade, be­tween be­siegers and be­sieged. Now, the death of the sergeant of ar­tillery hav­ing ex­as­per­at­ed the troop, the sol­diers had, for sev­er­al min­utes, been ly­ing flat on their stom­achs be­hind the line of paving-stones which they had erect­ed, and, in or­der to sup­ply the forced si­lence of the piece, which was qui­et while its ser­vice was in course of re­or­ga­ni­za­tion, they had opened fire on the bar­ri­cade. The in­sur­gents did not re­ply to this mus­ketry, in or­der to spare their am­mu­ni­tion. The fusil­lade broke against the bar­ri­cade; but the street, which it filled, was ter­ri­ble.

			Jean Val­jean stepped out of the cut, en­tered the street, tra­versed the storm of bul­lets, walked up to the mat­tress, hoist­ed it up­on his back, and re­turned to the bar­ri­cade.

			He placed the mat­tress in the cut with his own hands. He fixed it there against the wall in such a man­ner that the ar­tillery­men should not see it.

			That done, they await­ed the next dis­charge of grapeshot.

			It was not long in com­ing.

			The can­non vom­it­ed forth its pack­age of buck­shot with a roar. But there was no re­bound. The ef­fect which they had fore­seen had been at­tained. The bar­ri­cade was saved.

			“Cit­i­zen,” said En­jol­ras to Jean Val­jean, “the Re­pub­lic thanks you.”

			Bossuet ad­mired and laughed. He ex­claimed:

			“It is im­moral that a mat­tress should have so much pow­er. Tri­umph of that which yields over that which strikes with light­ning. But nev­er mind, glo­ry to the mat­tress which an­nuls a can­non!”

		
	
		
			
				X

				Dawn

			
			At that mo­ment, Cosette awoke.

			Her cham­ber was nar­row, neat, un­ob­tru­sive, with a long sash-win­dow, fac­ing the East on the back court­yard of the house.

			Cosette knew noth­ing of what was go­ing on in Paris. She had not been there on the pre­ced­ing evening, and she had al­ready re­tired to her cham­ber when Tou­s­saint had said:

			“It ap­pears that there is a row.”

			Cosette had slept on­ly a few hours, but sound­ly. She had had sweet dreams, which pos­si­bly arose from the fact that her lit­tle bed was very white. Some­one, who was Mar­ius, had ap­peared to her in the light. She awoke with the sun in her eyes, which, at first, pro­duced on her the ef­fect of be­ing a con­tin­u­a­tion of her dream. Her first thought on emerg­ing from this dream was a smil­ing one. Cosette felt her­self thor­ough­ly re­as­sured. Like Jean Val­jean, she had, a few hours pre­vi­ous­ly, passed through that re­ac­tion of the soul which ab­so­lute­ly will not hear of un­hap­pi­ness. She be­gan to cher­ish hope, with all her might, with­out know­ing why. Then she felt a pang at her heart. It was three days since she had seen Mar­ius. But she said to her­self that he must have re­ceived her let­ter, that he knew where she was, and that he was so clever that he would find means of reach­ing her.—And that cer­tain­ly to­day, and per­haps that very morn­ing.—It was broad day­light, but the rays of light were very hor­i­zon­tal; she thought that it was very ear­ly, but that she must rise, nev­er­the­less, in or­der to re­ceive Mar­ius.

			She felt that she could not live with­out Mar­ius, and that, con­se­quent­ly, that was suf­fi­cient and that Mar­ius would come. No ob­jec­tion was valid. All this was cer­tain. It was mon­strous enough al­ready to have suf­fered for three days. Mar­ius ab­sent three days, this was hor­ri­ble on the part of the good God. Now, this cru­el teas­ing from on high had been gone through with. Mar­ius was about to ar­rive, and he would bring good news. Youth is made thus; it quick­ly dries its eyes; it finds sor­row use­less and does not ac­cept it. Youth is the smile of the fu­ture in the pres­ence of an un­known quan­ti­ty, which is it­self. It is nat­u­ral to it to be hap­py. It seems as though its res­pi­ra­tion were made of hope.

			More­over, Cosette could not re­mem­ber what Mar­ius had said to her on the sub­ject of this ab­sence which was to last on­ly one day, and what ex­pla­na­tion of it he had giv­en her. Ev­ery­one has no­ticed with what nim­ble­ness a coin which one has dropped on the ground rolls away and hides, and with what art it ren­ders it­self undis­cov­er­able. There are thoughts which play us the same trick; they nes­tle away in a cor­ner of our brain; that is the end of them; they are lost; it is im­pos­si­ble to lay the mem­o­ry on them. Cosette was some­what vexed at the use­less lit­tle ef­fort made by her mem­o­ry. She told her­self, that it was very naughty and very wicked of her, to have for­got­ten the words ut­tered by Mar­ius.

			She sprang out of bed and ac­com­plished the two ablu­tions of soul and body, her prayers and her toi­let.

			One may, in a case of ex­i­gen­cy, in­tro­duce the read­er in­to a nup­tial cham­ber, not in­to a vir­ginal cham­ber. Verse would hard­ly ven­ture it, prose must not.

			It is the in­te­ri­or of a flow­er that is not yet un­fold­ed, it is white­ness in the dark, it is the pri­vate cell of a closed lily, which must not be gazed up­on by man so long as the sun has not gazed up­on it. Wom­an in the bud is sa­cred. That in­no­cent bud which opens, that adorable half-nu­di­ty which is afraid of it­self, that white foot which takes refuge in a slip­per, that throat which veils it­self be­fore a mir­ror as though a mir­ror were an eye, that chemise which makes haste to rise up and con­ceal the shoul­der for a creak­ing bit of fur­ni­ture or a pass­ing ve­hi­cle, those cords tied, those clasps fas­tened, those laces drawn, those tremors, those shiv­ers of cold and mod­esty, that ex­quis­ite af­fright in ev­ery move­ment, that al­most winged un­easi­ness where there is no cause for alarm, the suc­ces­sive phas­es of dress­ing, as charm­ing as the clouds of dawn—it is not fit­ting that all this should be nar­rat­ed, and it is too much to have even called at­ten­tion to it.

			The eye of man must be more re­li­gious in the pres­ence of the ris­ing of a young girl than in the pres­ence of the ris­ing of a star. The pos­si­bil­i­ty of hurt­ing should in­spire an aug­men­ta­tion of re­spect. The down on the peach, the bloom on the plum, the ra­di­at­ed crys­tal of the snow, the wing of the but­ter­fly pow­dered with feath­ers, are coarse com­pared to that chasti­ty which does not even know that it is chaste. The young girl is on­ly the flash of a dream, and is not yet a stat­ue. Her bed­cham­ber is hid­den in the som­bre part of the ide­al. The in­dis­creet touch of a glance bru­tal­izes this vague penum­bra. Here, con­tem­pla­tion is pro­fa­na­tion.

			We shall, there­fore, show noth­ing of that sweet lit­tle flut­ter of Cosette’s ris­ing.

			An ori­en­tal tale re­lates how the rose was made white by God, but that Adam looked up­on her when she was un­fold­ing, and she was ashamed and turned crim­son. We are of the num­ber who fall speech­less in the pres­ence of young girls and flow­ers, since we think them wor­thy of ven­er­a­tion.

			Cosette dressed her­self very hasti­ly, combed and dressed her hair, which was a very sim­ple mat­ter in those days, when wom­en did not swell out their curls and bands with cush­ions and puffs, and did not put crino­line in their locks. Then she opened the win­dow and cast her eyes around her in ev­ery di­rec­tion, hop­ing to de­scry some bit of the street, an an­gle of the house, an edge of pave­ment, so that she might be able to watch for Mar­ius there. But no view of the out­side was to be had. The back court was sur­round­ed by tol­er­a­bly high walls, and the out­look was on­ly on sev­er­al gar­dens. Cosette pro­nounced these gar­dens hideous: for the first time in her life, she found flow­ers ug­ly. The small­est scrap of the gut­ter of the street would have met her wish­es bet­ter. She de­cid­ed to gaze at the sky, as though she thought that Mar­ius might come from that quar­ter.

			All at once, she burst in­to tears. Not that this was fick­le­ness of soul; but hopes cut in twain by de­jec­tion—that was her case. She had a con­fused con­scious­ness of some­thing hor­ri­ble. Thoughts were rife in the air, in fact. She told her­self that she was not sure of any­thing, that to with­draw her­self from sight was to be lost; and the idea that Mar­ius could re­turn to her from heav­en ap­peared to her no longer charm­ing but mourn­ful.

			Then, as is the na­ture of these clouds, calm re­turned to her, and hope and a sort of un­con­scious smile, which yet in­di­cat­ed trust in God.

			Ev­ery­one in the house was still asleep. A coun­try-like si­lence reigned. Not a shut­ter had been opened. The porter’s lodge was closed. Tou­s­saint had not risen, and Cosette, nat­u­ral­ly, thought that her fa­ther was asleep. She must have suf­fered much, and she must have still been suf­fer­ing great­ly, for she said to her­self, that her fa­ther had been un­kind; but she count­ed on Mar­ius. The eclipse of such a light was de­cid­ed­ly im­pos­si­ble. Now and then, she heard sharp shocks in the dis­tance, and she said: “It is odd that peo­ple should be open­ing and shut­ting their car­riage gates so ear­ly.” They were the re­ports of the can­non bat­ter­ing the bar­ri­cade.

			A few feet be­low Cosette’s win­dow, in the an­cient and per­fect­ly black cor­nice of the wall, there was a mar­tin’s nest; the curve of this nest formed a lit­tle pro­jec­tion be­yond the cor­nice, so that from above it was pos­si­ble to look in­to this lit­tle par­adise. The moth­er was there, spread­ing her wings like a fan over her brood; the fa­ther flut­tered about, flew away, then came back, bear­ing in his beak food and kiss­es. The dawn­ing day gild­ed this hap­py thing, the great law, “Mul­ti­ply,” lay there smil­ing and au­gust, and that sweet mys­tery un­fold­ed in the glo­ry of the morn­ing. Cosette, with her hair in the sun­light, her soul ab­sorbed in chi­maeras, il­lu­mi­nat­ed by love with­in and by the dawn with­out, bent over me­chan­i­cal­ly, and al­most with­out dar­ing to avow to her­self that she was think­ing at the same time of Mar­ius, be­gan to gaze at these birds, at this fam­i­ly, at that male and fe­male, that moth­er and her lit­tle ones, with the pro­found trou­ble which a nest pro­duces on a vir­gin.

		
	
		
			
				XI

				The Shot Which Miss­es Noth­ing and Kills No One

			
			The as­sailants’ fire con­tin­ued. Mus­ketry and grapeshot al­ter­nat­ed, but with­out com­mit­ting great rav­ages, to tell the truth. The top alone of the Corinthe façade suf­fered; the win­dow on the first floor, and the at­tic win­dow in the roof, rid­dled with buck­shot and bis­caïens, were slow­ly los­ing their shape. The com­bat­ants who had been post­ed there had been obliged to with­draw. How­ev­er, this is ac­cord­ing to the tac­tics of bar­ri­cades; to fire for a long while, in or­der to ex­haust the in­sur­gents’ am­mu­ni­tion, if they com­mit the mis­take of re­ply­ing. When it is per­ceived, from the slack­en­ing of their fire, that they have no more pow­der and ball, the as­sault is made. En­jol­ras had not fall­en in­to this trap; the bar­ri­cade did not re­ply.

			At ev­ery dis­charge by pla­toons, Gavroche puffed out his cheek with his tongue, a sign of supreme dis­dain.

			“Good for you,” said he, “rip up the cloth. We want some lint.”

			Cour­feyrac called the grapeshot to or­der for the lit­tle ef­fect which it pro­duced, and said to the can­non:

			“You are grow­ing dif­fuse, my good fel­low.”

			One gets puz­zled in bat­tle, as at a ball. It is prob­a­ble that this si­lence on the part of the re­doubt be­gan to ren­der the be­siegers un­easy, and to make them fear some un­ex­pect­ed in­ci­dent, and that they felt the ne­ces­si­ty of get­ting a clear view be­hind that heap of paving-stones, and of know­ing what was go­ing on be­hind that im­pass­able wall which re­ceived blows with­out re­tort­ing. The in­sur­gents sud­den­ly per­ceived a hel­met glit­ter­ing in the sun on a neigh­bor­ing roof. A fire­man had placed his back against a tall chim­ney, and seemed to be act­ing as sen­tinel. His glance fell di­rect­ly down in­to the bar­ri­cade.

			“There’s an em­bar­rass­ing watch­er,” said En­jol­ras.

			Jean Val­jean had re­turned En­jol­ras’ ri­fle, but he had his own gun.

			With­out say­ing a word, he took aim at the fire­man, and, a sec­ond lat­er, the hel­met, smashed by a bul­let, rat­tled nois­i­ly in­to the street. The ter­ri­fied sol­dier made haste to dis­ap­pear. A sec­ond ob­serv­er took his place. This one was an of­fi­cer. Jean Val­jean, who had reload­ed his gun, took aim at the new­com­er and sent the of­fi­cer’s casque to join the sol­dier’s. The of­fi­cer did not per­sist, and re­tired speed­i­ly. This time the warn­ing was un­der­stood. No one made his ap­pear­ance there­after on that roof; and the idea of spy­ing on the bar­ri­cade was aban­doned.

			“Why did you not kill the man?” Bossuet asked Jean Val­jean.

			Jean Val­jean made no re­ply.

		
	
		
			
				XII

				Dis­or­der a Par­ti­san of Or­der

			
			Bossuet mut­tered in Combe­ferre’s ear:

			“He did not an­swer my ques­tion.”

			“He is a man who does good by gun­shots,” said Combe­ferre.

			Those who have pre­served some mem­o­ry of this al­ready dis­tant epoch know that the Na­tion­al Guard from the sub­urbs was valiant against in­sur­rec­tions. It was par­tic­u­lar­ly zeal­ous and in­trepid in the days of June, 1832. A cer­tain good dram-shop keep­er of Pantin des Ver­tus or la Cunette, whose “es­tab­lish­ment” had been closed by the ri­ots, be­came leo­nine at the sight of his de­sert­ed dance-hall, and got him­self killed to pre­serve the or­der rep­re­sent­ed by a tea-gar­den. In that bour­geois and hero­ic time, in the pres­ence of ideas which had their knights, in­ter­ests had their pal­adins. The prosi­ness of the orig­i­na­tors de­tract­ed noth­ing from the brav­ery of the move­ment. The diminu­tion of a pile of crowns made bankers sing the Mar­seil­laise. They shed their blood lyri­cal­ly for the count­ing­house; and they de­fend­ed the shop, that im­mense diminu­tive of the fa­ther­land, with Lacedae­mo­ni­an en­thu­si­asm.

			At bot­tom, we will ob­serve, there was noth­ing in all this that was not ex­treme­ly se­ri­ous. It was so­cial el­e­ments en­ter­ing in­to strife, while await­ing the day when they should en­ter in­to equi­lib­ri­um.

			An­oth­er sign of the times was the an­ar­chy min­gled with gov­ern­men­tal­ism (the bar­barous name of the cor­rect par­ty). Peo­ple were for or­der in com­bi­na­tion with lack of dis­ci­pline.

			The drum sud­den­ly beat capri­cious calls, at the com­mand of such or such a Colonel of the Na­tion­al Guard; such and such a cap­tain went in­to ac­tion through in­spi­ra­tion; such and such Na­tion­al Guards­men fought, “for an idea,” and on their own ac­count. At crit­i­cal mo­ments, on “days” they took coun­sel less of their lead­ers than of their in­stincts. There ex­ist­ed in the army of or­der, ver­i­ta­ble guerilleros, some of the sword, like Fan­ni­cot, oth­ers of the pen, like Hen­ri Fon­frède.

			Civ­i­liza­tion, un­for­tu­nate­ly, rep­re­sent­ed at this epoch rather by an ag­gre­ga­tion of in­ter­ests than by a group of prin­ci­ples, was or thought it­self, in per­il; it set up the cry of alarm; each, con­sti­tut­ing him­self a cen­tre, de­fend­ed it, suc­cored it, and pro­tect­ed it with his own head; and the first com­er took it up­on him­self to save so­ci­ety.

			Zeal some­times pro­ceed­ed to ex­ter­mi­na­tion. A pla­toon of the Na­tion­al Guard would con­sti­tute it­self on its own au­thor­i­ty a pri­vate coun­cil of war, and judge and ex­e­cute a cap­tured in­sur­gent in five min­utes. It was an im­pro­vi­sa­tion of this sort that had slain Jean Prou­vaire. Fierce Lynch law, with which no one par­ty had any right to re­proach the rest, for it has been ap­plied by the Re­pub­lic in Amer­i­ca, as well as by the monar­chy in Eu­rope. This Lynch law was com­pli­cat­ed with mis­takes. On one day of ri­ot­ing, a young po­et, named Paul Aimé Gar­nier, was pur­sued in the Place Royale, with a bay­o­net at his loins, and on­ly es­caped by tak­ing refuge un­der the porte-cochère of No. 6. They shout­ed:—“There’s an­oth­er of those Saint-Si­mo­ni­ans!” and they want­ed to kill him. Now, he had un­der his arm a vol­ume of the mem­oirs of the Duc de Saint-Si­mon. A Na­tion­al Guard had read the words “Saint-Si­mon” on the book, and had shout­ed: “Death!”

			On the 6th of June, 1832, a com­pa­ny of the Na­tion­al Guards from the sub­urbs, com­mand­ed by the Cap­tain Fan­ni­cot, above men­tioned, had it­self dec­i­mat­ed in the Rue de la Chan­vrerie out of caprice and its own good plea­sure. This fact, sin­gu­lar though it may seem, was proved at the ju­di­cial in­ves­ti­ga­tion opened in con­se­quence of the in­sur­rec­tion of 1832. Cap­tain Fan­ni­cot, a bold and im­pa­tient bour­geois, a sort of con­dot­tiere of the or­der of those whom we have just char­ac­ter­ized, a fa­nat­i­cal and in­tractable gov­ern­men­tal­ist, could not re­sist the temp­ta­tion to fire pre­ma­ture­ly, and the am­bi­tion of cap­tur­ing the bar­ri­cade alone and un­aid­ed, that is to say, with his com­pa­ny. Ex­as­per­at­ed by the suc­ces­sive ap­pari­tion of the red flag and the old coat which he took for the black flag, he loud­ly blamed the gen­er­als and chiefs of the corps, who were hold­ing coun­cil and did not think that the mo­ment for the de­ci­sive as­sault had ar­rived, and who were al­low­ing “the in­sur­rec­tion to fry in its own fat,” to use the cel­e­brat­ed ex­pres­sion of one of them. For his part, he thought the bar­ri­cade ripe, and as that which is ripe ought to fall, he made the at­tempt.

			He com­mand­ed men as res­o­lute as him­self, “rag­ing fel­lows,” as a wit­ness said. His com­pa­ny, the same which had shot Jean Prou­vaire the po­et, was the first of the bat­tal­ion post­ed at the an­gle of the street. At the mo­ment when they were least ex­pect­ing it, the cap­tain launched his men against the bar­ri­cade. This move­ment, ex­e­cut­ed with more good will than strat­e­gy, cost the Fan­ni­cot com­pa­ny dear. Be­fore it had tra­versed two thirds of the street it was re­ceived by a gen­er­al dis­charge from the bar­ri­cade. Four, the most au­da­cious, who were run­ning on in front, were mown down point-blank at the very foot of the re­doubt, and this coura­geous throng of Na­tion­al Guards, very brave men but lack­ing in mil­i­tary tenac­i­ty, were forced to fall back, af­ter some hes­i­ta­tion, leav­ing fif­teen corpses on the pave­ment. This mo­men­tary hes­i­ta­tion gave the in­sur­gents time to reload their weapons, and a sec­ond and very de­struc­tive dis­charge struck the com­pa­ny be­fore it could re­gain the cor­ner of the street, its shel­ter. A mo­ment more, and it was caught be­tween two fires, and it re­ceived the vol­ley from the bat­tery piece which, not hav­ing re­ceived the or­der, had not dis­con­tin­ued its fir­ing.

			The in­trepid and im­pru­dent Fan­ni­cot was one of the dead from this grapeshot. He was killed by the can­non, that is to say, by or­der.

			This at­tack, which was more fu­ri­ous than se­ri­ous, ir­ri­tat­ed En­jol­ras.—“The fools!” said he. “They are get­ting their own men killed and they are us­ing up our am­mu­ni­tion for noth­ing.”

			En­jol­ras spoke like the re­al gen­er­al of in­sur­rec­tion which he was. In­sur­rec­tion and re­pres­sion do not fight with equal weapons. In­sur­rec­tion, which is speed­i­ly ex­haust­ed, has on­ly a cer­tain num­ber of shots to fire and a cer­tain num­ber of com­bat­ants to ex­pend. An emp­ty car­tridge-box, a man killed, can­not be re­placed. As re­pres­sion has the army, it does not count its men, and, as it has Vin­cennes, it does not count its shots. Re­pres­sion has as many reg­i­ments as the bar­ri­cade has men, and as many ar­se­nals as the bar­ri­cade has car­tridge-box­es. Thus they are strug­gles of one against a hun­dred, which al­ways end in crush­ing the bar­ri­cade; un­less the rev­o­lu­tion, up­ris­ing sud­den­ly, flings in­to the bal­ance its flam­ing archangel’s sword. This does hap­pen some­times. Then ev­ery­thing ris­es, the pave­ments be­gin to seethe, pop­u­lar re­doubts abound. Paris quiv­ers supreme­ly, the quid di­v­inum is giv­en forth, a 10th of Au­gust is in the air, a 29th of Ju­ly is in the air, a won­der­ful light ap­pears, the yawn­ing maw of force draws back, and the army, that li­on, sees be­fore it, erect and tran­quil, that prophet, France.

		
	
		
			
				XIII

				Pass­ing Gleams

			
			In the chaos of sen­ti­ments and pas­sions which de­fend a bar­ri­cade, there is a lit­tle of ev­ery­thing; there is brav­ery, there is youth, hon­or, en­thu­si­asm, the ide­al, con­vic­tion, the rage of the gam­bler, and, above all, in­ter­mit­tences of hope.

			One of these in­ter­mit­tences, one of these vague quiv­ers of hope sud­den­ly tra­versed the bar­ri­cade of the Rue de la Chan­vrerie at the mo­ment when it was least ex­pect­ed.

			“Lis­ten,” sud­den­ly cried En­jol­ras, who was still on the watch, “it seems to me that Paris is wak­ing up.”

			It is cer­tain that, on the morn­ing of the 6th of June, the in­sur­rec­tion broke out afresh for an hour or two, to a cer­tain ex­tent. The ob­sti­na­cy of the alarm peal of Saint-Mer­ry re­an­i­mat­ed some fan­cies. Bar­ri­cades were be­gun in the Rue du Poiri­er and the Rue des Grav­il­liers. In front of the Porte Saint-Mar­tin, a young man, armed with a ri­fle, at­tacked alone a squadron of cav­al­ry. In plain sight, on the open boule­vard, he placed one knee on the ground, shoul­dered his weapon, fired, killed the com­man­der of the squadron, and turned away, say­ing: “There’s an­oth­er who will do us no more harm.”

			He was put to the sword. In the Rue Saint-De­nis, a wom­an fired on the Na­tion­al Guard from be­hind a low­ered blind. The slats of the blind could be seen to trem­ble at ev­ery shot. A child four­teen years of age was ar­rest­ed in the Rue de la Cos­soner­ie, with his pock­ets full of car­tridges. Many posts were at­tacked. At the en­trance to the Rue Bertin-Poirée, a very live­ly and ut­ter­ly un­ex­pect­ed fusil­lade wel­comed a reg­i­ment of cuir­rassiers, at whose head marched Mar­shal Gen­er­al Cavaignac de Barague. In the Rue Planche-Mi­bray, they threw old pieces of pot­tery and house­hold uten­sils down on the sol­diers from the roofs; a bad sign; and when this mat­ter was re­port­ed to Mar­shal Soult, Napoleon’s old lieu­tenant grew thought­ful, as he re­called Suchet’s say­ing at Saragos­sa: “We are lost when the old wom­en emp­ty their pots de cham­bre on our heads.”

			These gen­er­al symp­toms which pre­sent­ed them­selves at the mo­ment when it was thought that the up­ris­ing had been ren­dered lo­cal, this fever of wrath, these sparks which flew hith­er and thith­er above those deep mass­es of com­bustibles which are called the faubourgs of Paris—all this, tak­en to­geth­er, dis­turbed the mil­i­tary chiefs. They made haste to stamp out these be­gin­nings of con­fla­gra­tion.

			They de­layed the at­tack on the bar­ri­cades Maubuée, de la Chan­vrerie and Saint-Mer­ry un­til these sparks had been ex­tin­guished, in or­der that they might have to deal with the bar­ri­cades on­ly and be able to fin­ish them at one blow. Col­umns were thrown in­to the streets where there was fer­men­ta­tion, sweep­ing the large, sound­ing the small, right and left, now slow­ly and cau­tious­ly, now at full charge. The troops broke in the doors of hous­es whence shots had been fired; at the same time, ma­noeu­vres by the cav­al­ry dis­persed the groups on the boule­vards. This re­pres­sion was not ef­fect­ed with­out some com­mo­tion, and with­out that tu­mul­tuous up­roar pe­cu­liar to col­li­sions be­tween the army and the peo­ple. This was what En­jol­ras had caught in the in­ter­vals of the can­non­ade and the mus­ketry. More­over, he had seen wound­ed men pass­ing the end of the street in lit­ters, and he said to Cour­feyrac:—“Those wound­ed do not come from us.”

			Their hope did not last long; the gleam was quick­ly eclipsed. In less than half an hour, what was in the air van­ished, it was a flash of light­ning un­ac­com­pa­nied by thun­der, and the in­sur­gents felt that sort of lead­en cope, which the in­dif­fer­ence of the peo­ple casts over ob­sti­nate and de­sert­ed men, fall over them once more.

			The gen­er­al move­ment, which seemed to have as­sumed a vague out­line, had mis­car­ried; and the at­ten­tion of the min­is­ter of war and the strat­e­gy of the gen­er­als could now be con­cen­trat­ed on the three or four bar­ri­cades which still re­mained stand­ing.

			The sun was mount­ing above the hori­zon.

			An in­sur­gent hailed En­jol­ras.

			“We are hun­gry here. Are we re­al­ly go­ing to die like this, with­out any­thing to eat?”

			En­jol­ras, who was still lean­ing on his el­bows at his em­bra­sure, made an af­fir­ma­tive sign with his head, but with­out tak­ing his eyes from the end of the street.

		
	
		
			
				XIV

				Where­in Will Ap­pear the Name of En­jol­ras’ Mis­tress

			
			Cour­feyrac, seat­ed on a paving-stone be­side En­jol­ras, con­tin­ued to in­sult the can­non, and each time that that gloomy cloud of pro­jec­tiles which is called grapeshot passed over­head with its ter­ri­ble sound he as­sailed it with a burst of irony.

			“You are wear­ing out your lungs, poor, bru­tal, old fel­low, you pain me, you are wast­ing your row. That’s not thun­der, it’s a cough.”

			And the by­standers laughed.

			Cour­feyrac and Bossuet, whose brave good hu­mor in­creased with the per­il, like Madame Scar­ron, re­placed nour­ish­ment with pleas­antry, and, as wine was lack­ing, they poured out gayety to all.

			“I ad­mire En­jol­ras,” said Bossuet. “His im­pas­sive temer­i­ty as­tounds me. He lives alone, which ren­ders him a lit­tle sad, per­haps; En­jol­ras com­plains of his great­ness, which binds him to wid­ow­hood. The rest of us have mis­tress­es, more or less, who make us crazy, that is to say, brave. When a man is as much in love as a tiger, the least that he can do is to fight like a li­on. That is one way of tak­ing our re­venge for the ca­pers that mes­dames our grisettes play on us. Roland gets him­self killed for Angélique; all our hero­ism comes from our wom­en. A man with­out a wom­an is a pis­tol with­out a trig­ger; it is the wom­an that sets the man off. Well, En­jol­ras has no wom­an. He is not in love, and yet he man­ages to be in­trepid. It is a thing un­heard of that a man should be as cold as ice and as bold as fire.”

			En­jol­ras did not ap­pear to be lis­ten­ing, but had any­one been near him, that per­son would have heard him mut­ter in a low voice: “Pa­tria.”

			Bossuet was still laugh­ing when Cour­feyrac ex­claimed:

			“News!”

			And as­sum­ing the tone of an ush­er mak­ing an an­nounce­ment, he added:

			“My name is Eight-Pounder.”

			In fact, a new per­son­age had en­tered on the scene. This was a sec­ond piece of ord­nance.

			The ar­tillery­men rapid­ly per­formed their ma­noeu­vres in force and placed this sec­ond piece in line with the first.

			This out­lined the catas­tro­phe.

			A few min­utes lat­er, the two pieces, rapid­ly served, were fir­ing point-blank at the re­doubt; the pla­toon fir­ing of the line and of the sol­diers from the sub­urbs sus­tained the ar­tillery.

			An­oth­er can­non­ade was au­di­ble at some dis­tance. At the same time that the two guns were fu­ri­ous­ly at­tack­ing the re­doubt from the Rue de la Chan­vrerie, two oth­er can­nons, trained one from the Rue Saint-De­nis, the oth­er from the Rue Aubry-le-Bouch­er, were rid­dling the Saint-Mer­ry bar­ri­cade. The four can­nons echoed each oth­er mourn­ful­ly.

			The bark­ing of these som­bre dogs of war replied to each oth­er.

			One of the two pieces which was now bat­ter­ing the bar­ri­cade on the Rue de la Chan­vrerie was fir­ing grapeshot, the oth­er balls.

			The piece which was fir­ing balls was point­ed a lit­tle high, and the aim was cal­cu­lat­ed so that the ball struck the ex­treme edge of the up­per crest of the bar­ri­cade, and crum­bled the stone down up­on the in­sur­gents, min­gled with bursts of grapeshot.

			The ob­ject of this mode of fir­ing was to drive the in­sur­gents from the sum­mit of the re­doubt, and to com­pel them to gath­er close in the in­te­ri­or, that is to say, this an­nounced the as­sault.

			The com­bat­ants once driv­en from the crest of the bar­ri­cade by balls, and from the win­dows of the cabaret by grapeshot, the at­tack­ing col­umns could ven­ture in­to the street with­out be­ing picked off, per­haps, even, with­out be­ing seen, could briskly and sud­den­ly scale the re­doubt, as on the pre­ced­ing evening, and, who knows? take it by sur­prise.

			“It is ab­so­lute­ly nec­es­sary that the in­con­ve­nience of those guns should be di­min­ished,” said En­jol­ras, and he shout­ed: “Fire on the ar­tillery­men!”

			All were ready. The bar­ri­cade, which had long been silent, poured forth a des­per­ate fire; sev­en or eight dis­charges fol­lowed, with a sort of rage and joy; the street was filled with blind­ing smoke, and, at the end of a few min­utes, athwart this mist all streaked with flame, two thirds of the gun­ners could be dis­tin­guished ly­ing be­neath the wheels of the can­nons. Those who were left stand­ing con­tin­ued to serve the pieces with se­vere tran­quil­li­ty, but the fire had slack­ened.

			“Things are go­ing well now,” said Bossuet to En­jol­ras. “Suc­cess.”

			En­jol­ras shook his head and replied:

			“An­oth­er quar­ter of an hour of this suc­cess, and there will not be any car­tridges left in the bar­ri­cade.”

			It ap­pears that Gavroche over­heard this re­mark.

		
	
		
			
				XV

				Gavroche Out­side

			
			Cour­feyrac sud­den­ly caught sight of some­one at the base of the bar­ri­cade, out­side in the street, amid the bul­lets.

			Gavroche had tak­en a bot­tle bas­ket from the wine-shop, had made his way out through the cut, and was qui­et­ly en­gaged in emp­ty­ing the full car­tridge-box­es of the Na­tion­al Guards­men who had been killed on the slope of the re­doubt, in­to his bas­ket.

			“What are you do­ing there?” asked Cour­feyrac.

			Gavroche raised his face:—

			“I’m fill­ing my bas­ket, cit­i­zen.”

			“Don’t you see the grapeshot?”

			Gavroche replied:

			“Well, it is rain­ing. What then?”

			Cour­feyrac shout­ed:—“Come in!”

			“In­stan­ter,” said Gavroche.

			And with a sin­gle bound he plunged in­to the street.

			It will be re­mem­bered that Fan­ni­cot’s com­pa­ny had left be­hind it a trail of bod­ies. Twen­ty corpses lay scat­tered here and there on the pave­ment, through the whole length of the street. Twen­ty car­touch­es for Gavroche meant a pro­vi­sion of car­tridges for the bar­ri­cade.

			The smoke in the street was like a fog. Who­ev­er has be­held a cloud which has fall­en in­to a moun­tain gorge be­tween two peaked es­carp­ments can imag­ine this smoke ren­dered denser and thick­er by two gloomy rows of lofty hous­es. It rose grad­u­al­ly and was in­ces­sant­ly re­newed; hence a twi­light which made even the broad day­light turn pale. The com­bat­ants could hard­ly see each oth­er from one end of the street to the oth­er, short as it was.

			This ob­scu­ri­ty, which had prob­a­bly been de­sired and cal­cu­lat­ed on by the com­man­ders who were to di­rect the as­sault on the bar­ri­cade, was use­ful to Gavroche.

			Be­neath the folds of this veil of smoke, and thanks to his small size, he could ad­vance tol­er­a­bly far in­to the street with­out be­ing seen. He ri­fled the first sev­en or eight car­tridge-box­es with­out much dan­ger.

			He crawled flat on his bel­ly, gal­loped on all fours, took his bas­ket in his teeth, twist­ed, glid­ed, un­du­lat­ed, wound from one dead body to an­oth­er, and emp­tied the car­tridge-box or car­touche as a mon­key opens a nut.

			They did not dare to shout to him to re­turn from the bar­ri­cade, which was quite near, for fear of at­tract­ing at­ten­tion to him.

			On one body, that of a cor­po­ral, he found a pow­der-flask.

			“For thirst,” said he, putting it in his pock­et.

			By dint of ad­vanc­ing, he reached a point where the fog of the fusil­lade be­came trans­par­ent. So that the sharp­shoot­ers of the line ranged on the out­look be­hind their paving-stone dike and the sharp­shoot­ers of the ban­lieue massed at the cor­ner of the street sud­den­ly point­ed out to each oth­er some­thing mov­ing through the smoke.

			At the mo­ment when Gavroche was re­liev­ing a sergeant, who was ly­ing near a stone door­post, of his car­tridges, a bul­let struck the body.

			“Fichtre!” ejac­u­lat­ed Gavroche. “They are killing my dead men for me.”

			A sec­ond bul­let struck a spark from the pave­ment be­side him.—A third over­turned his bas­ket.

			Gavroche looked and saw that this came from the men of the ban­lieue.

			He sprang to his feet, stood erect, with his hair fly­ing in the wind, his hands on his hips, his eyes fixed on the Na­tion­al Guards­men who were fir­ing, and sang:

			
				
					On est laid à Nan­terre,
					

					C’est la faute à Voltaire;
					

					Et bête à Palaiseau,
					

					C’est la faute à Rousseau.92
				

			

			Then he picked up his bas­ket, re­placed the car­tridges which had fall­en from it, with­out miss­ing a sin­gle one, and, ad­vanc­ing to­wards the fusil­lade, set about plun­der­ing an­oth­er car­tridge-box. There a fourth bul­let missed him, again. Gavroche sang:

			
				
					Je ne su­is pas no­taire,
					

					C’est la faute à Voltaire;
					

					Je su­is un pe­tit oiseau,
					

					C’est la faute à Rousseau.93
				

			

			A fifth bul­let on­ly suc­ceed­ed in draw­ing from him a third cou­plet.

			
				
					Joie est mon car­ac­tère,
					

					C’est la faute à Voltaire;
					

					Mis­ère est mon trousseau,
					

					C’est la faute à Rousseau.94
				

			

			Thus it went on for some time.

			It was a charm­ing and ter­ri­ble sight. Gavroche, though shot at, was teas­ing the fusil­lade. He had the air of be­ing great­ly di­vert­ed. It was the spar­row peck­ing at the sports­men. To each dis­charge he re­tort­ed with a cou­plet. They aimed at him con­stant­ly, and al­ways missed him. The Na­tion­al Guards­men and the sol­diers laughed as they took aim at him. He lay down, sprang to his feet, hid in the cor­ner of a door­way, then made a bound, dis­ap­peared, reap­peared, scam­pered away, re­turned, replied to the grapeshot with his thumb at his nose, and, all the while, went on pil­lag­ing the car­touch­es, emp­ty­ing the car­tridge-box­es, and fill­ing his bas­ket. The in­sur­gents, pant­ing with anx­i­ety, fol­lowed him with their eyes. The bar­ri­cade trem­bled; he sang. He was not a child, he was not a man; he was a strange gamin-fairy. He might have been called the in­vul­ner­a­ble dwarf of the fray. The bul­lets flew af­ter him, he was more nim­ble than they. He played a fear­ful game of hide and seek with death; ev­ery time that the flat-nosed face of the spec­tre ap­proached, the urchin ad­min­is­tered to it a fil­lip.

			One bul­let, how­ev­er, bet­ter aimed or more treach­er­ous than the rest, fi­nal­ly struck the will-o’-the-wisp of a child. Gavroche was seen to stag­ger, then he sank to the earth. The whole bar­ri­cade gave vent to a cry; but there was some­thing of An­taeus in that pygmy; for the gamin to touch the pave­ment is the same as for the gi­ant to touch the earth; Gavroche had fall­en on­ly to rise again; he re­mained in a sit­ting pos­ture, a long thread of blood streaked his face, he raised both arms in the air, glanced in the di­rec­tion whence the shot had come, and be­gan to sing:

			
				
					Je su­is tombé par terre,
					

					C’est la faute à Voltaire;
					

					Le nez dans le ruis­seau,
					

					C’est la faute à …95
				

			

			He did not fin­ish. A sec­ond bul­let from the same marks­man stopped him short. This time he fell face down­ward on the pave­ment, and moved no more. This grand lit­tle soul had tak­en its flight.

		
	
		
			
				XVI

				How from a Broth­er One Be­comes a Fa­ther

			
			At that same mo­ment, in the gar­den of the Lux­em­bourg—for the gaze of the dra­ma must be ev­ery­where present—two chil­dren were hold­ing each oth­er by the hand. One might have been sev­en years old, the oth­er five. The rain hav­ing soaked them, they were walk­ing along the paths on the sun­ny side; the el­der was lead­ing the younger; they were pale and ragged; they had the air of wild birds. The small­er of them said: “I am very hun­gry.”

			The el­der, who was al­ready some­what of a pro­tec­tor, was lead­ing his broth­er with his left hand and in his right he car­ried a small stick.

			They were alone in the gar­den. The gar­den was de­sert­ed, the gates had been closed by or­der of the po­lice, on ac­count of the in­sur­rec­tion. The troops who had been bivouack­ing there had de­part­ed for the ex­i­gen­cies of com­bat.

			How did those chil­dren come there? Per­haps they had es­caped from some guard­house which stood ajar; per­haps there was in the vicin­i­ty, at the Bar­rière d’En­fer; or on the Es­planade de l’Ob­ser­va­toire, or in the neigh­bor­ing car­refour, dom­i­nat­ed by the ped­i­ment on which could be read: In­venerunt parvu­lum pan­nis in­vo­lu­tum, some moun­te­bank’s booth from which they had fled; per­haps they had, on the pre­ced­ing evening, es­caped the eye of the in­spec­tors of the gar­den at the hour of clos­ing, and had passed the night in some one of those sen­try-box­es where peo­ple read the pa­pers? The fact is, they were stray lambs and they seemed free. To be astray and to seem free is to be lost. These poor lit­tle crea­tures were, in fact, lost.

			These two chil­dren were the same over whom Gavroche had been put to some trou­ble, as the read­er will rec­ol­lect. Chil­dren of the Thé­nardiers, leased out to Magnon, at­trib­uted to M. Gillenor­mand, and now leaves fall­en from all these root­less branch­es, and swept over the ground by the wind. Their cloth­ing, which had been clean in Magnon’s day, and which had served her as a prospec­tus with M. Gillenor­mand, had been con­vert­ed in­to rags.

			Hence­forth these be­ings be­longed to the sta­tis­tics as “Aban­doned chil­dren,” whom the po­lice take note of, col­lect, mis­lay and find again on the pave­ments of Paris.

			It re­quired the dis­tur­bance of a day like that to ac­count for these mis­er­able lit­tle crea­tures be­ing in that gar­den. If the su­per­in­ten­dents had caught sight of them, they would have driv­en such rags forth. Poor lit­tle things do not en­ter pub­lic gar­dens; still, peo­ple should re­flect that, as chil­dren, they have a right to flow­ers.

			These chil­dren were there, thanks to the locked gates. They were there con­trary to the reg­u­la­tions. They had slipped in­to the gar­den and there they re­mained. Closed gates do not dis­miss the in­spec­tors, over­sight is sup­posed to con­tin­ue, but it grows slack and re­pos­es; and the in­spec­tors, moved by the pub­lic anx­i­ety and more oc­cu­pied with the out­side than the in­side, no longer glanced in­to the gar­den, and had not seen the two delin­quents.

			It had rained the night be­fore, and even a lit­tle in the morn­ing. But in June, show­ers do not count for much. An hour af­ter a storm, it can hard­ly be seen that the beau­ti­ful blonde day has wept. The earth, in sum­mer, is as quick­ly dried as the cheek of a child. At that pe­ri­od of the sol­stice, the light of full noon­day is, so to speak, poignant. It takes ev­ery­thing. It ap­plies it­self to the earth, and su­per­pos­es it­self with a sort of suc­tion. One would say that the sun was thirsty. A show­er is but a glass of wa­ter; a rain­storm is in­stant­ly drunk up. In the morn­ing ev­ery­thing was drip­ping, in the af­ter­noon ev­ery­thing is pow­dered over.

			Noth­ing is so wor­thy of ad­mi­ra­tion as fo­liage washed by the rain and wiped by the rays of sun­light; it is warm fresh­ness. The gar­dens and mead­ows, hav­ing wa­ter at their roots, and sun in their flow­ers, be­come per­fum­ing-pans of in­cense, and smoke with all their odors at once. Ev­ery­thing smiles, sings and of­fers it­self. One feels gen­tly in­tox­i­cat­ed. The spring­time is a pro­vi­sion­al par­adise, the sun helps man to have pa­tience.

			There are be­ings who de­mand noth­ing fur­ther; mor­tals, who, hav­ing the azure of heav­en, say: “It is enough!” dream­ers ab­sorbed in the won­der­ful, dip­ping in­to the idol­a­try of na­ture, in­dif­fer­ent to good and evil, con­tem­pla­tors of cos­mos and ra­di­ant­ly for­get­ful of man, who do not un­der­stand how peo­ple can oc­cu­py them­selves with the hunger of these, and the thirst of those, with the nu­di­ty of the poor in win­ter, with the lym­phat­ic cur­va­ture of the lit­tle spinal col­umn, with the pal­let, the at­tic, the dun­geon, and the rags of shiv­er­ing young girls, when they can dream be­neath the trees; peace­ful and ter­ri­ble spir­its they, and piti­less­ly sat­is­fied. Strange to say, the in­fi­nite suf­fices them. That great need of man, the fi­nite, which ad­mits of em­brace, they ig­nore. The fi­nite which ad­mits of progress and sub­lime toil, they do not think about. The in­def­i­nite, which is born from the hu­man and di­vine com­bi­na­tion of the in­fi­nite and the fi­nite, es­capes them. Pro­vid­ed that they are face to face with im­men­si­ty, they smile. Joy nev­er, ec­sta­sy for­ev­er. Their life lies in sur­ren­der­ing their per­son­al­i­ty in con­tem­pla­tion. The his­to­ry of hu­man­i­ty is for them on­ly a de­tailed plan. All is not there; the true All re­mains with­out; what is the use of busy­ing one­self over that de­tail, man? Man suf­fers, that is quite pos­si­ble; but look at Alde­baran ris­ing! The moth­er has no more milk, the new­born babe is dy­ing. I know noth­ing about that, but just look at this won­der­ful rosette which a slice of wood-cells of the pine presents un­der the mi­cro­scope! Com­pare the most beau­ti­ful Mech­lin lace to that if you can! These thinkers for­get to love. The zo­di­ac thrives with them to such a point that it pre­vents their see­ing the weep­ing child. God eclipses their souls. This is a fam­i­ly of minds which are, at once, great and pet­ty. Ho­race was one of them; so was Goethe. La Fontaine per­haps; mag­nif­i­cent ego­ists of the in­fi­nite, tran­quil spec­ta­tors of sor­row, who do not be­hold Nero if the weath­er be fair, for whom the sun con­ceals the fu­ner­al pile, who would look on at an ex­e­cu­tion by the guil­lo­tine in the search for an ef­fect of light, who hear nei­ther the cry nor the sob, nor the death rat­tle, nor the alarm peal, for whom ev­ery­thing is well, since there is a month of May, who, so long as there are clouds of pur­ple and gold above their heads, de­clare them­selves con­tent, and who are de­ter­mined to be hap­py un­til the ra­di­ance of the stars and the songs of the birds are ex­haust­ed.

			These are dark ra­di­ances. They have no sus­pi­cion that they are to be pitied. Cer­tain­ly they are so. He who does not weep does not see. They are to be ad­mired and pitied, as one would both pity and ad­mire a be­ing at once night and day, with­out eyes be­neath his lash­es but with a star on his brow.

			The in­dif­fer­ence of these thinkers, is, ac­cord­ing to some, a su­pe­ri­or phi­los­o­phy. That may be; but in this su­pe­ri­or­i­ty there is some in­fir­mi­ty. One may be im­mor­tal and yet limp: wit­ness Vul­can. One may be more than man and less than man. There is in­com­plete im­men­si­ty in na­ture. Who knows whether the sun is not a blind man?

			But then, what? In whom can we trust? Solem quis dicere fal­sum au­deat? Who shall dare to say that the sun is false? Thus cer­tain ge­nius­es, them­selves, cer­tain Very-Lofty mor­tals, man-stars, may be mis­tak­en? That which is on high at the sum­mit, at the crest, at the zenith, that which sends down so much light on the earth, sees but lit­tle, sees bad­ly, sees not at all? Is not this a des­per­ate state of things? No. But what is there, then, above the sun? The god.

			On the 6th of June, 1832, about eleven o’clock in the morn­ing, the Lux­em­bourg, soli­tary and de­pop­u­lat­ed, was charm­ing. The quin­cunx­es and flowerbeds shed forth balm and daz­zling beau­ty in­to the sun­light. The branch­es, wild with the bril­liant glow of mid­day, seemed en­deav­or­ing to em­brace. In the sycamores there was an up­roar of lin­nets, spar­rows tri­umphed, wood­peck­ers climbed along the chest­nut trees, ad­min­is­ter­ing lit­tle pecks on the bark. The flowerbeds ac­cept­ed the le­git­i­mate roy­al­ty of the lilies; the most au­gust of per­fumes is that which em­anates from white­ness. The pep­pery odor of the car­na­tions was per­cep­ti­ble. The old crows of Marie de Medi­ci were amorous in the tall trees. The sun gild­ed, em­pur­pled, set fire to and light­ed up the tulips, which are noth­ing but all the va­ri­eties of flame made in­to flow­ers. All around the banks of tulips the bees, the sparks of these flame-flow­ers, hummed. All was grace and gayety, even the im­pend­ing rain; this re­lapse, by which the lilies of the val­ley and the hon­ey­suck­les were des­tined to prof­it, had noth­ing dis­turb­ing about it; the swal­lows in­dulged in the charm­ing threat of fly­ing low. He who was there as­pired to hap­pi­ness; life smelled good; all na­ture ex­haled can­dor, help, as­sis­tance, pa­ter­ni­ty, ca­ress, dawn. The thoughts which fell from heav­en were as sweet as the tiny hand of a ba­by when one kiss­es it.

			The stat­ues un­der the trees, white and nude, had robes of shad­ow pierced with light; these god­dess­es were all tat­tered with sun­light; rays hung from them on all sides. Around the great foun­tain, the earth was al­ready dried up to the point of be­ing burnt. There was suf­fi­cient breeze to raise lit­tle in­sur­rec­tions of dust here and there. A few yel­low leaves, left over from the au­tumn, chased each oth­er mer­ri­ly, and seemed to be play­ing tricks on each oth­er.

			This abun­dance of light had some­thing in­de­scrib­ably re­as­sur­ing about it. Life, sap, heat, odors over­flowed; one was con­scious, be­neath cre­ation, of the enor­mous size of the source; in all these breaths per­me­at­ed with love, in this in­ter­change of re­ver­ber­a­tions and re­flec­tions, in this mar­vel­lous ex­pen­di­ture of rays, in this in­fi­nite out­pour­ing of liq­uid gold, one felt the prodi­gal­i­ty of the in­ex­haustible; and, be­hind this splen­dor as be­hind a cur­tain of flame, one caught a glimpse of God, that mil­lion­aire of stars.

			Thanks to the sand, there was not a speck of mud; thanks to the rain, there was not a grain of ash­es. The clumps of blos­soms had just been bathed; ev­ery sort of vel­vet, satin, gold and var­nish, which springs from the earth in the form of flow­ers, was ir­re­proach­able. This mag­nif­i­cence was clean­ly. The grand si­lence of hap­py na­ture filled the gar­den. A ce­les­tial si­lence that is com­pat­i­ble with a thou­sand sorts of mu­sic, the coo­ing of nests, the buzzing of swarms, the flut­ter­ings of the breeze. All the har­mo­ny of the sea­son was com­plete in one gra­cious whole; the en­trances and ex­its of spring took place in prop­er or­der; the lilacs end­ed; the jas­mines be­gan; some flow­ers were tardy, some in­sects in ad­vance of their time; the van­guard of the red June but­ter­flies frat­er­nized with the rear­guard of the white but­ter­flies of May. The plan­tain trees were get­ting their new skins. The breeze hol­lowed out un­du­la­tions in the mag­nif­i­cent enor­mi­ty of the chest­nut-trees. It was splen­did. A vet­er­an from the neigh­bor­ing bar­racks, who was gaz­ing through the fence, said: “Here is the Spring pre­sent­ing arms and in full uni­form.”

			All na­ture was break­fast­ing; cre­ation was at ta­ble; this was its hour; the great blue cloth was spread in the sky, and the great green cloth on earth; the sun light­ed it all up bril­liant­ly. God was serv­ing the uni­ver­sal repast. Each crea­ture had his pas­ture or his mess. The ring­dove found his hemp-seed, the chaffinch found his mil­let, the goldfinch found chick­weed, the red­breast found worms, the green finch found flies, the fly found in­fu­so­ri­ae, the bee found flow­ers. They ate each oth­er some­what, it is true, which is the mis­ery of evil mixed with good; but not a beast of them all had an emp­ty stom­ach.

			The two lit­tle aban­doned crea­tures had ar­rived in the vicin­i­ty of the grand foun­tain, and, rather be­wil­dered by all this light, they tried to hide them­selves, the in­stinct of the poor and the weak in the pres­ence of even im­per­son­al mag­nif­i­cence; and they kept be­hind the swans’ hutch.

			Here and there, at in­ter­vals, when the wind blew, shouts, clam­or, a sort of tu­mul­tuous death rat­tle, which was the fir­ing, and dull blows, which were dis­charges of can­non, struck the ear con­fus­ed­ly. Smoke hung over the roofs in the di­rec­tion of the Halles. A bell, which had the air of an ap­peal, was ring­ing in the dis­tance.

			These chil­dren did not ap­pear to no­tice these nois­es. The lit­tle one re­peat­ed from time to time: “I am hun­gry.”

			Al­most at the same in­stant with the chil­dren, an­oth­er cou­ple ap­proached the great basin. They con­sist­ed of a good­man, about fifty years of age, who was lead­ing by the hand a lit­tle fel­low of six. No doubt, a fa­ther and his son. The lit­tle man of six had a big brioche.

			At that epoch, cer­tain hous­es abut­ting on the riv­er, in the Rues Madame and d’En­fer, had keys to the Lux­em­bourg gar­den, of which the lodgers en­joyed the use when the gates were shut, a priv­i­lege which was sup­pressed lat­er on. This fa­ther and son came from one of these hous­es, no doubt.

			The two poor lit­tle crea­tures watched “that gen­tle­man” ap­proach­ing, and hid them­selves a lit­tle more thor­ough­ly.

			He was a bour­geois. The same per­son, per­haps, whom Mar­ius had one day heard, through his love fever, near the same grand basin, coun­selling his son “to avoid ex­cess­es.” He had an af­fa­ble and haughty air, and a mouth which was al­ways smil­ing, since it did not shut. This me­chan­i­cal smile, pro­duced by too much jaw and too lit­tle skin, shows the teeth rather than the soul. The child, with his brioche, which he had bit­ten in­to but had not fin­ished eat­ing, seemed sa­ti­at­ed. The child was dressed as a Na­tion­al Guards­man, ow­ing to the in­sur­rec­tion, and the fa­ther had re­mained clad as a bour­geois out of pru­dence.

			Fa­ther and son halt­ed near the foun­tain where two swans were sport­ing. This bour­geois ap­peared to cher­ish a spe­cial ad­mi­ra­tion for the swans. He re­sem­bled them in this sense, that he walked like them.

			For the mo­ment, the swans were swim­ming, which is their prin­ci­pal tal­ent, and they were su­perb.

			If the two poor lit­tle be­ings had lis­tened and if they had been of an age to un­der­stand, they might have gath­ered the words of this grave man. The fa­ther was say­ing to his son:

			“The sage lives con­tent with lit­tle. Look at me, my son. I do not love pomp. I am nev­er seen in clothes decked with gold lace and stones; I leave that false splen­dor to bad­ly or­ga­nized souls.”

			Here the deep shouts which pro­ceed­ed from the di­rec­tion of the Halles burst out with fresh force of bell and up­roar.

			“What is that?” in­quired the child.

			The fa­ther replied:

			“It is the Sat­ur­na­lia.”

			All at once, he caught sight of the two lit­tle ragged boys be­hind the green swan-hutch.

			“There is the be­gin­ning,” said he.

			And, af­ter a pause, he added:

			“An­ar­chy is en­ter­ing this gar­den.”

			In the mean­while, his son took a bite of his brioche, spit it out, and, sud­den­ly burst out cry­ing.

			“What are you cry­ing about?” de­mand­ed his fa­ther.

			“I am not hun­gry any more,” said the child.

			The fa­ther’s smile be­came more ac­cen­tu­at­ed.

			“One does not need to be hun­gry in or­der to eat a cake.”

			“My cake tires me. It is stale.”

			“Don’t you want any more of it?”

			“No.”

			The fa­ther point­ed to the swans.

			“Throw it to those palmipeds.”

			The child hes­i­tat­ed. A per­son may not want any more of his cake; but that is no rea­son for giv­ing it away.

			The fa­ther went on:

			“Be hu­mane. You must have com­pas­sion on an­i­mals.”

			And, tak­ing the cake from his son, he flung it in­to the basin.

			The cake fell very near the edge.

			The swans were far away, in the cen­tre of the basin, and busy with some prey. They had seen nei­ther the bour­geois nor the brioche.

			The bour­geois, feel­ing that the cake was in dan­ger of be­ing wast­ed, and moved by this use­less ship­wreck, en­tered up­on a tele­graph­ic ag­i­ta­tion, which fi­nal­ly at­tract­ed the at­ten­tion of the swans.

			They per­ceived some­thing float­ing, steered for the edge like ships, as they are, and slow­ly di­rect­ed their course to­ward the brioche, with the stupid majesty which be­fits white crea­tures.

			“The swans96 un­der­stand signs,”97 said the bour­geois, de­light­ed to make a jest.

			At that mo­ment, the dis­tant tu­mult of the city un­der­went an­oth­er sud­den in­crease. This time it was sin­is­ter. There are some gusts of wind which speak more dis­tinct­ly than oth­ers. The one which was blow­ing at that mo­ment brought clear­ly de­fined drum­beats, clam­ors, pla­toon fir­ing, and the dis­mal replies of the toc­sin and the can­non. This co­in­cid­ed with a black cloud which sud­den­ly veiled the sun.

			The swans had not yet reached the brioche.

			“Let us re­turn home,” said the fa­ther, “they are at­tack­ing the Tu­i­leries.”

			He grasped his son’s hand again. Then he con­tin­ued:

			“From the Tu­i­leries to the Lux­em­bourg, there is but the dis­tance which sep­a­rates Roy­al­ty from the peer­age; that is not far. Shots will soon rain down.”

			He glanced at the cloud.

			“Per­haps it is rain it­self that is about to show­er down; the sky is join­ing in; the younger branch is con­demned. Let us re­turn home quick­ly.”

			“I should like to see the swans eat the brioche,” said the child.

			The fa­ther replied:

			“That would be im­pru­dent.”

			And he led his lit­tle bour­geois away.

			The son, re­gret­ting the swans, turned his head back to­ward the basin un­til a cor­ner of the quin­cunx­es con­cealed it from him.

			In the mean­while, the two lit­tle waifs had ap­proached the brioche at the same time as the swans. It was float­ing on the wa­ter. The small­er of them stared at the cake, the el­der gazed af­ter the re­treat­ing bour­geois.

			Fa­ther and son en­tered the labyrinth of walks which leads to the grand flight of steps near the clump of trees on the side of the Rue Madame.

			As soon as they had dis­ap­peared from view, the el­der child hasti­ly flung him­self flat on his stom­ach on the round­ing curb of the basin, and cling­ing to it with his left hand, and lean­ing over the wa­ter, on the verge of fall­ing in, he stretched out his right hand with his stick to­wards the cake. The swans, per­ceiv­ing the en­e­my, made haste, and in so do­ing, they pro­duced an ef­fect of their breasts which was of ser­vice to the lit­tle fish­er; the wa­ter flowed back be­fore the swans, and one of these gen­tle con­cen­tric un­du­la­tions soft­ly float­ed the brioche to­wards the child’s wand. Just as the swans came up, the stick touched the cake. The child gave it a brisk rap, drew in the brioche, fright­ened away the swans, seized the cake, and sprang to his feet. The cake was wet; but they were hun­gry and thirsty. The el­der broke the cake in­to two por­tions, a large one and a small one, took the small one for him­self, gave the large one to his broth­er, and said to him:

			“Ram that in­to your muz­zle.”

		
	
		
			
				XVII

				Mor­tu­us Pa­ter Fil­i­um Morit­u­rum Ex­pec­tat

			
			Mar­ius dashed out of the bar­ri­cade, Combe­ferre fol­lowed him. But he was too late. Gavroche was dead. Combe­ferre brought back the bas­ket of car­tridges; Mar­ius bore the child.

			“Alas!” he thought, “that which the fa­ther had done for his fa­ther, he was re­quit­ing to the son; on­ly, Thé­nardier had brought back his fa­ther alive; he was bring­ing back the child dead.”

			When Mar­ius re-en­tered the re­doubt with Gavroche in his arms, his face, like the child, was in­un­dat­ed with blood.

			At the mo­ment when he had stooped to lift Gavroche, a bul­let had grazed his head; he had not no­ticed it.

			Cour­feyrac un­tied his cra­vat and with it ban­daged Mar­ius’ brow.

			They laid Gavroche on the same ta­ble with Mabeuf, and spread over the two corpses the black shawl. There was enough of it for both the old man and the child.

			Combe­ferre dis­trib­uted the car­tridges from the bas­ket which he had brought in.

			This gave each man fif­teen rounds to fire.

			Jean Val­jean was still in the same place, mo­tion­less on his stone post. When Combe­ferre of­fered him his fif­teen car­tridges, he shook his head.

			“Here’s a rare ec­cen­tric,” said Combe­ferre in a low voice to En­jol­ras. “He finds a way of not fight­ing in this bar­ri­cade.”

			“Which does not pre­vent him from de­fend­ing it,” re­spond­ed En­jol­ras.

			“Hero­ism has its orig­i­nals,” re­sumed Combe­ferre.

			And Cour­feyrac, who had over­heard, added:

			“He is an­oth­er sort from Fa­ther Mabeuf.”

			One thing which must be not­ed is, that the fire which was bat­ter­ing the bar­ri­cade hard­ly dis­turbed the in­te­ri­or. Those who have nev­er tra­versed the whirl­wind of this sort of war can form no idea of the sin­gu­lar mo­ments of tran­quil­li­ty min­gled with these con­vul­sions. Men go and come, they talk, they jest, they lounge. Some­one whom we know heard a com­bat­ant say to him in the midst of the grapeshot: “We are here as at a bach­e­lor break­fast.” The re­doubt of the Rue de la Chan­vrerie, we re­peat, seemed very calm with­in. All mu­ta­tions and all phas­es had been, or were about to be, ex­haust­ed. The po­si­tion, from crit­i­cal, had be­come men­ac­ing, and, from men­ac­ing, was prob­a­bly about to be­come des­per­ate. In pro­por­tion as the sit­u­a­tion grew gloomy, the glow of hero­ism em­pur­pled the bar­ri­cade more and more. En­jol­ras, who was grave, dom­i­nat­ed it, in the at­ti­tude of a young Spar­tan sac­ri­fic­ing his naked sword to the som­bre ge­nius, Epi­do­tas.

			Combe­ferre, wear­ing an apron, was dress­ing the wounds: Bossuet and Feuil­ly were mak­ing car­tridges with the pow­der-flask picked up by Gavroche on the dead cor­po­ral, and Bossuet said to Feuil­ly: “We are soon to take the dili­gence for an­oth­er plan­et;” Cour­feyrac was dis­pos­ing and ar­rang­ing on some paving-stones which he had re­served for him­self near En­jol­ras, a com­plete ar­se­nal, his sword-cane, his gun, two hol­ster pis­tols, and a cud­gel, with the care of a young girl set­ting a small dunkerque in or­der. Jean Val­jean stared silent­ly at the wall op­po­site him. An ar­ti­san was fas­ten­ing Moth­er Huch­e­loup’s big straw hat on his head with a string, “for fear of sun­stroke,” as he said. The young men from the Cougourde d’Aix were chat­ting mer­ri­ly among them­selves, as though ea­ger to speak pa­tois for the last time. Joly, who had tak­en Wid­ow Huch­e­loup’s mir­ror from the wall, was ex­am­in­ing his tongue in it. Some com­bat­ants, hav­ing dis­cov­ered a few crusts of rather mouldy bread, in a draw­er, were ea­ger­ly de­vour­ing them. Mar­ius was dis­turbed with re­gard to what his fa­ther was about to say to him.

		
	
		
			
				XVIII

				The Vul­ture Be­come Prey

			
			We must in­sist up­on one psy­cho­log­i­cal fact pe­cu­liar to bar­ri­cades. Noth­ing which is char­ac­ter­is­tic of that sur­pris­ing war of the streets should be omit­ted.

			What­ev­er may have been the sin­gu­lar in­ward tran­quil­li­ty which we have just men­tioned, the bar­ri­cade, for those who are in­side it, re­mains, none­the­less, a vi­sion.

			There is some­thing of the apoc­a­lypse in civ­il war, all the mists of the un­known are com­min­gled with fierce flash­es, rev­o­lu­tions are sphinx­es, and any­one who has passed through a bar­ri­cade thinks he has tra­versed a dream.

			The feel­ings to which one is sub­ject in these places we have point­ed out in the case of Mar­ius, and we shall see the con­se­quences; they are both more and less than life. On emerg­ing from a bar­ri­cade, one no longer knows what one has seen there. One has been ter­ri­ble, but one knows it not. One has been sur­round­ed with con­flict­ing ideas which had hu­man faces; one’s head has been in the light of the fu­ture. There were corpses ly­ing prone there, and phan­toms stand­ing erect. The hours were colos­sal and seemed hours of eter­ni­ty. One has lived in death. Shad­ows have passed by. What were they?

			One has be­held hands on which there was blood; there was a deaf­en­ing hor­ror; there was al­so a fright­ful si­lence; there were open mouths which shout­ed, and oth­er open mouths which held their peace; one was in the midst of smoke, of night, per­haps. One fan­cied that one had touched the sin­is­ter ooze of un­known depths; one stares at some­thing red on one’s fin­ger nails. One no longer re­mem­bers any­thing.

			Let us re­turn to the Rue de la Chan­vrerie.

			All at once, be­tween two dis­charges, the dis­tant sound of a clock strik­ing the hour be­came au­di­ble.

			“It is mid­day,” said Combe­ferre.

			The twelve strokes had not fin­ished strik­ing when En­jol­ras sprang to his feet, and from the sum­mit of the bar­ri­cade hurled this thun­der­ing shout:

			“Car­ry stones up in­to the hous­es; line the win­dowsills and the roofs with them. Half the men to their guns, the oth­er half to the paving-stones. There is not a minute to be lost.”

			A squad of sap­pers and min­ers, axe on shoul­der, had just made their ap­pear­ance in bat­tle ar­ray at the end of the street.

			This could on­ly be the head of a col­umn; and of what col­umn? The at­tack­ing col­umn, ev­i­dent­ly; the sap­pers charged with the de­mo­li­tion of the bar­ri­cade must al­ways pre­cede the sol­diers who are to scale it.

			They were, ev­i­dent­ly, on the brink of that mo­ment which M. Cler­mont-Ton­nerre, in 1822, called “the tug of war.”

			En­jol­ras’ or­der was ex­e­cut­ed with the cor­rect haste which is pe­cu­liar to ships and bar­ri­cades, the on­ly two scenes of com­bat where es­cape is im­pos­si­ble. In less than a minute, two thirds of the stones which En­jol­ras had had piled up at the door of Corinthe had been car­ried up to the first floor and the at­tic, and be­fore a sec­ond minute had elapsed, these stones, ar­tis­ti­cal­ly set one up­on the oth­er, walled up the sash-win­dow on the first floor and the win­dows in the roof to half their height. A few loop­holes care­ful­ly planned by Feuil­ly, the prin­ci­pal ar­chi­tect, al­lowed of the pas­sage of the gun-bar­rels. This ar­ma­ment of the win­dows could be ef­fect­ed all the more eas­i­ly since the fir­ing of grapeshot had ceased. The two can­nons were now dis­charg­ing ball against the cen­tre of the bar­ri­er in or­der to make a hole there, and, if pos­si­ble, a breach for the as­sault.

			When the stones des­tined to the fi­nal de­fence were in place, En­jol­ras had the bot­tles which he had set un­der the ta­ble where Mabeuf lay, car­ried to the first floor.

			“Who is to drink that?” Bossuet asked him.

			“They,” replied En­jol­ras.

			Then they bar­ri­cad­ed the win­dow be­low, and held in readi­ness the iron cross­bars which served to se­cure the door of the wine-shop at night.

			The fortress was com­plete. The bar­ri­cade was the ram­part, the wine-shop was the dun­geon. With the stones which re­mained they stopped up the out­let.

			As the de­fend­ers of a bar­ri­cade are al­ways obliged to be spar­ing of their am­mu­ni­tion, and as the as­sailants know this, the as­sailants com­bine their ar­range­ments with a sort of ir­ri­tat­ing leisure, ex­pose them­selves to fire pre­ma­ture­ly, though in ap­pear­ance more than in re­al­i­ty, and take their ease. The prepa­ra­tions for at­tack are al­ways made with a cer­tain me­thod­i­cal de­lib­er­a­tion; af­ter which, the light­ning strikes.

			This de­lib­er­a­tion per­mit­ted En­jol­ras to take a re­view of ev­ery­thing and to per­fect ev­ery­thing. He felt that, since such men were to die, their death ought to be a mas­ter­piece.

			He said to Mar­ius: “We are the two lead­ers. I will give the last or­ders in­side. Do you re­main out­side and ob­serve.”

			Mar­ius post­ed him­self on the look­out up­on the crest of the bar­ri­cade.

			En­jol­ras had the door of the kitchen, which was the am­bu­lance, as the read­er will re­mem­ber, nailed up.

			“No splash­ing of the wound­ed,” he said.

			He is­sued his fi­nal or­ders in the tap­room in a curt, but pro­found­ly tran­quil tone; Feuil­ly lis­tened and replied in the name of all.

			“On the first floor, hold your ax­es in readi­ness to cut the stair­case. Have you them?”

			“Yes,” said Feuil­ly.

			“How many?”

			“Two ax­es and a poleaxe.”

			“That is good. There are now twen­ty-six com­bat­ants of us on foot. How many guns are there?”

			“Thir­ty-four.”

			“Eight too many. Keep those eight guns load­ed like the rest and at hand. Swords and pis­tols in your belts. Twen­ty men to the bar­ri­cade. Six am­bushed in the at­tic win­dows, and at the win­dow on the first floor to fire on the as­sailants through the loop­holes in the stones. Let not a sin­gle work­er re­main in­ac­tive here. Present­ly, when the drum beats the as­sault, let the twen­ty be­low stairs rush to the bar­ri­cade. The first to ar­rive will have the best places.”

			These ar­range­ments made, he turned to Javert and said:

			“I am not for­get­ting you.”

			And, lay­ing a pis­tol on the ta­ble, he added:

			“The last man to leave this room will smash the skull of this spy.”

			“Here?” in­quired a voice.

			“No, let us not mix their corpses with our own. The lit­tle bar­ri­cade of the Mondé­tour lane can be scaled. It is on­ly four feet high. The man is well pin­ioned. He shall be tak­en thith­er and put to death.”

			There was some­one who was more im­pas­sive at that mo­ment than En­jol­ras, it was Javert. Here Jean Val­jean made his ap­pear­ance.

			He had been lost among the group of in­sur­gents. He stepped forth and said to En­jol­ras:

			“You are the com­man­der?”

			“Yes.”

			“You thanked me a while ago.”

			“In the name of the Re­pub­lic. The bar­ri­cade has two sav­iors, Mar­ius Pont­mer­cy and your­self.”

			“Do you think that I de­serve a rec­om­pense?”

			“Cer­tain­ly.”

			“Well, I re­quest one.”

			“What is it?”

			“That I may blow that man’s brains out.”

			Javert raised his head, saw Jean Val­jean, made an al­most im­per­cep­ti­ble move­ment, and said:

			“That is just.”

			As for En­jol­ras, he had be­gun to reload his ri­fle; he cut his eyes about him:

			“No ob­jec­tions.”

			And he turned to Jean Val­jean:

			“Take the spy.”

			Jean Val­jean did, in fact, take pos­ses­sion of Javert, by seat­ing him­self on the end of the ta­ble. He seized the pis­tol, and a faint click an­nounced that he had cocked it.

			Al­most at the same mo­ment, a blast of trum­pets be­came au­di­ble.

			“Take care!” shout­ed Mar­ius from the top of the bar­ri­cade.

			Javert be­gan to laugh with that noise­less laugh which was pe­cu­liar to him, and gaz­ing in­tent­ly at the in­sur­gents, he said to them:

			“You are in no bet­ter case than I am.”

			“All out!” shout­ed En­jol­ras.

			The in­sur­gents poured out tu­mul­tuous­ly, and, as they went, re­ceived in the back—may we be per­mit­ted the ex­pres­sion—this sal­ly of Javert’s:

			“We shall meet again short­ly!”

		
	
		
			
				XIX

				Jean Val­jean Takes His Re­venge

			
			When Jean Val­jean was left alone with Javert, he un­tied the rope which fas­tened the pris­on­er across the mid­dle of the body, and the knot of which was un­der the ta­ble. Af­ter this he made him a sign to rise.

			Javert obeyed with that in­de­fin­able smile in which the suprema­cy of en­chained au­thor­i­ty is con­densed.

			Jean Val­jean took Javert by the mar­tin­gale, as one would take a beast of bur­den by the breast-band, and, drag­ging the lat­ter af­ter him, emerged from the wine-shop slow­ly, be­cause Javert, with his im­ped­ed limbs, could take on­ly very short steps.

			Jean Val­jean had the pis­tol in his hand.

			In this man­ner they crossed the in­ner trapez­i­um of the bar­ri­cade. The in­sur­gents, all in­tent on the at­tack, which was im­mi­nent, had their backs turned to these two.

			Mar­ius alone, sta­tioned on one side, at the ex­treme left of the bar­ri­cade, saw them pass. This group of vic­tim and ex­e­cu­tion­er was il­lu­mi­nat­ed by the sepul­chral light which he bore in his own soul.

			Jean Val­jean with some dif­fi­cul­ty, but with­out re­lax­ing his hold for a sin­gle in­stant, made Javert, pin­ioned as he was, scale the lit­tle en­trench­ment in the Mondé­tour lane.

			When they had crossed this bar­ri­er, they found them­selves alone in the lane. No one saw them. Among the heap they could dis­tin­guish a livid face, stream­ing hair, a pierced hand and the half nude breast of a wom­an. It was Épo­nine. The cor­ner of the hous­es hid them from the in­sur­gents. The corpses car­ried away from the bar­ri­cade formed a ter­ri­ble pile a few paces dis­tant.

			Javert gazed askance at this body, and, pro­found­ly calm, said in a low tone:

			“It strikes me that I know that girl.”

			Then he turned to Jean Val­jean.

			Jean Val­jean thrust the pis­tol un­der his arm and fixed on Javert a look which it re­quired no words to in­ter­pret: “Javert, it is I.”

			Javert replied:

			“Take your re­venge.”

			Jean Val­jean drew from his pock­et a knife, and opened it.

			“A clasp-knife!” ex­claimed Javert, “you are right. That suits you bet­ter.”

			Jean Val­jean cut the mar­tin­gale which Javert had about his neck, then he cut the cords on his wrists, then, stoop­ing down, he cut the cord on his feet; and, straight­en­ing him­self up, he said to him:

			“You are free.”

			Javert was not eas­i­ly as­ton­ished. Still, mas­ter of him­self though he was, he could not re­press a start. He re­mained open-mouthed and mo­tion­less.

			Jean Val­jean con­tin­ued:

			“I do not think that I shall es­cape from this place. But if, by chance, I do, I live, un­der the name of Fauchelevent, in the Rue de l’Homme Ar­mé, No. 7.”

			Javert snarled like a tiger, which made him half open one cor­ner of his mouth, and he mut­tered be­tween his teeth:

			“Have a care.”

			“Go,” said Jean Val­jean.

			Javert be­gan again:

			“Thou saidst Fauchelevent, Rue de l’Homme Ar­mé?”

			“Num­ber 7.”

			Javert re­peat­ed in a low voice:—“Num­ber 7.”

			He but­toned up his coat once more, re­sumed the mil­i­tary stiff­ness be­tween his shoul­ders, made a half turn, fold­ed his arms and, sup­port­ing his chin on one of his hands, he set out in the di­rec­tion of the Halles. Jean Val­jean fol­lowed him with his eyes:

			A few min­utes lat­er, Javert turned round and shout­ed to Jean Val­jean:

			“You an­noy me. Kill me, rather.”

			Javert him­self did not no­tice that he no longer ad­dressed Jean Val­jean as “thou.”

			“Be off with you,” said Jean Val­jean.

			Javert re­treat­ed slow­ly. A mo­ment lat­er he turned the cor­ner of the Rue des Prêcheurs.

			When Javert had dis­ap­peared, Jean Val­jean fired his pis­tol in the air.

			Then he re­turned to the bar­ri­cade and said:

			“It is done.”

			In the mean­while, this is what had tak­en place.

			Mar­ius, more in­tent on the out­side than on the in­te­ri­or, had not, up to that time, tak­en a good look at the pin­ioned spy in the dark back­ground of the tap­room.

			When he be­held him in broad day­light, strid­ing over the bar­ri­cade in or­der to pro­ceed to his death, he rec­og­nized him. Some­thing sud­den­ly re­curred to his mind. He re­called the in­spec­tor of the Rue de Pon­toise, and the two pis­tols which the lat­ter had hand­ed to him and which he, Mar­ius, had used in this very bar­ri­cade, and not on­ly did he re­call his face, but his name as well.

			This rec­ol­lec­tion was misty and trou­bled, how­ev­er, like all his ideas.

			It was not an af­fir­ma­tion that he made, but a ques­tion which he put to him­self:

			“Is not that the in­spec­tor of po­lice who told me that his name was Javert?”

			Per­haps there was still time to in­ter­vene in be­half of that man. But, in the first place, he must know whether this was Javert.

			Mar­ius called to En­jol­ras, who had just sta­tioned him­self at the oth­er ex­trem­i­ty of the bar­ri­cade:

			“En­jol­ras!”

			“What?”

			“What is the name of yon­der man?”

			“What man?”

			“The po­lice agent. Do you know his name?”

			“Of course. He told us.”

			“What is it?”

			“Javert.”

			Mar­ius sprang to his feet.

			At that mo­ment, they heard the re­port of the pis­tol.

			Jean Val­jean reap­peared and cried: “It is done.”

			A gloomy chill tra­versed Mar­ius’ heart.

		
	
		
			
				XX

				The Dead Are in the Right and the Liv­ing Are Not in the Wrong

			
			The death agony of the bar­ri­cade was about to be­gin.

			Ev­ery­thing con­trib­uted to its trag­ic majesty at that supreme mo­ment; a thou­sand mys­te­ri­ous crash­es in the air, the breath of armed mass­es set in move­ment in the streets which were not vis­i­ble, the in­ter­mit­tent gal­lop of cav­al­ry, the heavy shock of ar­tillery on the march, the fir­ing by squads, and the can­non­ades cross­ing each oth­er in the labyrinth of Paris, the smokes of bat­tle mount­ing all gild­ed above the roofs, in­de­scrib­able and vague­ly ter­ri­ble cries, light­nings of men­ace ev­ery­where, the toc­sin of Saint-Mer­ry, which now had the ac­cents of a sob, the mild­ness of the weath­er, the splen­dor of the sky filled with sun and clouds, the beau­ty of the day, and the alarm­ing si­lence of the hous­es.

			For, since the pre­ced­ing evening, the two rows of hous­es in the Rue de la Chan­vrerie had be­come two walls; fe­ro­cious walls, doors closed, win­dows closed, shut­ters closed.

			In those days, so dif­fer­ent from those in which we live, when the hour was come, when the peo­ple wished to put an end to a sit­u­a­tion, which had last­ed too long, with a char­ter grant­ed or with a le­gal coun­try, when uni­ver­sal wrath was dif­fused in the at­mos­phere, when the city con­sent­ed to the tear­ing up of the pave­ments, when in­sur­rec­tion made the bour­geoisie smile by whis­per­ing its pass­word in its ear, then the in­hab­i­tant, thor­ough­ly pen­e­trat­ed with the re­volt, so to speak, was the aux­il­iary of the com­bat­ant, and the house frat­er­nized with the im­pro­vised fortress which rest­ed on it. When the sit­u­a­tion was not ripe, when the in­sur­rec­tion was not de­cid­ed­ly ad­mit­ted, when the mass­es dis­owned the move­ment, all was over with the com­bat­ants, the city was changed in­to a desert around the re­volt, souls grew chilled, refuges were nailed up, and the street turned in­to a de­file to help the army to take the bar­ri­cade.

			A peo­ple can­not be forced, through sur­prise, to walk more quick­ly than it choos­es. Woe to whom­so­ev­er tries to force its hand! A peo­ple does not let it­self go at ran­dom. Then it aban­dons the in­sur­rec­tion to it­self. The in­sur­gents be­come nox­ious, in­fect­ed with the plague. A house is an es­carp­ment, a door is a re­fusal, a façade is a wall. This wall hears, sees and will not. It might open and save you. No. This wall is a judge. It gazes at you and con­demns you. What dis­mal things are closed hous­es. They seem dead, they are liv­ing. Life which is, as it were, sus­pend­ed there, per­sists there. No one has gone out of them for four and twen­ty hours, but no one is miss­ing from them. In the in­te­ri­or of that rock, peo­ple go and come, go to bed and rise again; they are a fam­i­ly par­ty there; there they eat and drink; they are afraid, a ter­ri­ble thing! Fear ex­cus­es this fear­ful lack of hos­pi­tal­i­ty; ter­ror is mixed with it, an ex­ten­u­at­ing cir­cum­stance. Some­times, even, and this has been ac­tu­al­ly seen, fear turns to pas­sion; fright may change in­to fury, as pru­dence does in­to rage; hence this wise say­ing: “The en­raged mod­er­ates.” There are out­bursts of supreme ter­ror, whence springs wrath like a mourn­ful smoke.—“What do these peo­ple want? What have they come there to do? Let them get out of the scrape. So much the worse for them. It is their fault. They are on­ly get­ting what they de­serve. It does not con­cern us. Here is our poor street all rid­dled with balls. They are a pack of ras­cals. Above all things, don’t open the door.”—And the house as­sumes the air of a tomb. The in­sur­gent is in the death-throes in front of that house; he sees the grapeshot and naked swords draw­ing near; if he cries, he knows that they are lis­ten­ing to him, and that no one will come; there stand walls which might pro­tect him, there are men who might save him; and these walls have ears of flesh, and these men have bow­els of stone.

			Whom shall he re­proach?

			No one and ev­ery­one.

			The in­com­plete times in which we live.

			It is al­ways at its own risk and per­il that Utopia is con­vert­ed in­to rev­o­lu­tion, and from philo­soph­i­cal protest be­comes an armed protest, and from Min­er­va turns to Pal­las.

			The Utopia which grows im­pa­tient and be­comes re­volt knows what awaits it; it al­most al­ways comes too soon. Then it be­comes re­signed, and sto­ical­ly ac­cepts catas­tro­phe in lieu of tri­umph. It serves those who de­ny it with­out com­plaint, even ex­cus­ing them, and even dis­cul­pates them, and its mag­na­nim­i­ty con­sists in con­sent­ing to aban­don­ment. It is in­domitable in the face of ob­sta­cles and gen­tle to­wards in­grat­i­tude.

			Is this in­grat­i­tude, how­ev­er?

			Yes, from the point of view of the hu­man race.

			No, from the point of view of the in­di­vid­u­al.

			Progress is man’s mode of ex­is­tence. The gen­er­al life of the hu­man race is called Progress, the col­lec­tive stride of the hu­man race is called Progress. Progress ad­vances; it makes the great hu­man and ter­res­tri­al jour­ney to­wards the ce­les­tial and the di­vine; it has its halt­ing places where it ral­lies the lag­gard troop, it has its sta­tions where it med­i­tates, in the pres­ence of some splen­did Canaan sud­den­ly un­veiled on its hori­zon, it has its nights when it sleeps; and it is one of the poignant anx­i­eties of the thinker that he sees the shad­ow rest­ing on the hu­man soul, and that he gropes in dark­ness with­out be­ing able to awak­en that slum­ber­ing Progress.

			“God is dead, per­haps,” said Ger­ard de Ner­val one day to the writ­er of these lines, con­found­ing progress with God, and tak­ing the in­ter­rup­tion of move­ment for the death of Be­ing.

			He who de­spairs is in the wrong. Progress in­fal­li­bly awakes, and, in short, we may say that it march­es on, even when it is asleep, for it has in­creased in size. When we be­hold it erect once more, we find it taller. To be al­ways peace­ful does not de­pend on progress any more than it does on the stream; erect no bar­ri­ers, cast in no boul­ders; ob­sta­cles make wa­ter froth and hu­man­i­ty boil. Hence arise trou­bles; but af­ter these trou­bles, we rec­og­nize the fact that ground has been gained. Un­til or­der, which is noth­ing else than uni­ver­sal peace, has been es­tab­lished, un­til har­mo­ny and uni­ty reign, progress will have rev­o­lu­tions as its halt­ing-places.

			What, then, is progress? We have just enun­ci­at­ed it; the per­ma­nent life of the peo­ples.

			Now, it some­times hap­pens, that the mo­men­tary life of in­di­vid­u­als of­fers re­sis­tance to the eter­nal life of the hu­man race.

			Let us ad­mit with­out bit­ter­ness, that the in­di­vid­u­al has his dis­tinct in­ter­ests, and can, with­out for­fei­ture, stip­u­late for his in­ter­est, and de­fend it; the present has its par­don­able dose of ego­tism; mo­men­tary life has its rights, and is not bound to sac­ri­fice it­self con­stant­ly to the fu­ture. The gen­er­a­tion which is pass­ing in its turn over the earth, is not forced to abridge it for the sake of the gen­er­a­tions, its equal, af­ter all, who will have their turn lat­er on.—“I ex­ist,” mur­murs that some­one whose name is All. “I am young and in love, I am old and I wish to re­pose, I am the fa­ther of a fam­i­ly, I toil, I pros­per, I am suc­cess­ful in busi­ness, I have hous­es to lease, I have mon­ey in the gov­ern­ment funds, I am hap­py, I have a wife and chil­dren, I have all this, I de­sire to live, leave me in peace.”—Hence, at cer­tain hours, a pro­found cold broods over the mag­nan­i­mous van­guard of the hu­man race.

			Utopia, more­over, we must ad­mit, quits its ra­di­ant sphere when it makes war. It, the truth of to­mor­row, bor­rows its mode of pro­ce­dure, bat­tle, from the lie of yes­ter­day. It, the fu­ture, be­haves like the past. It, pure idea, be­comes a deed of vi­o­lence. It com­pli­cates its hero­ism with a vi­o­lence for which it is just that it should be held to an­swer; a vi­o­lence of oc­ca­sion and ex­pe­di­ent, con­trary to prin­ci­ple, and for which it is fa­tal­ly pun­ished. The Utopia, in­sur­rec­tion, fights with the old mil­i­tary code in its fist; it shoots spies, it ex­e­cutes traitors; it sup­press­es liv­ing be­ings and flings them in­to un­known dark­ness. It makes use of death, a se­ri­ous mat­ter. It seems as though Utopia had no longer any faith in ra­di­ance, its ir­re­sistible and in­cor­rupt­ible force. It strikes with the sword. Now, no sword is sim­ple. Ev­ery blade has two edges; he who wounds with the one is wound­ed with the oth­er.

			Hav­ing made this reser­va­tion, and made it with all sever­i­ty, it is im­pos­si­ble for us not to ad­mire, whether they suc­ceed or not, those the glo­ri­ous com­bat­ants of the fu­ture, the con­fes­sors of Utopia. Even when they mis­car­ry, they are wor­thy of ven­er­a­tion; and it is, per­haps, in fail­ure, that they pos­sess the most majesty. Vic­to­ry, when it is in ac­cord with progress, mer­its the ap­plause of the peo­ple; but a hero­ic de­feat mer­its their ten­der com­pas­sion. The one is mag­nif­i­cent, the oth­er sub­lime. For our own part, we pre­fer mar­tyr­dom to suc­cess. John Brown is greater than Wash­ing­ton, and Pisacane is greater than Garibal­di.

			It cer­tain­ly is nec­es­sary that some­one should take the part of the van­quished.

			We are un­just to­wards these great men who at­tempt the fu­ture, when they fail.

			Rev­o­lu­tion­ists are ac­cused of sow­ing fear abroad. Ev­ery bar­ri­cade seems a crime. Their the­o­ries are in­crim­i­nat­ed, their aim sus­pect­ed, their ul­te­ri­or mo­tive is feared, their con­science de­nounced. They are re­proached with rais­ing, erect­ing, and heap­ing up, against the reign­ing so­cial state, a mass of mis­eries, of griefs, of in­iq­ui­ties, of wrongs, of de­spairs, and of tear­ing from the low­est depths blocks of shad­ow in or­der there­in to em­bat­tle them­selves and to com­bat. Peo­ple shout to them: “You are tear­ing up the pave­ments of hell!” They might re­ply: “That is be­cause our bar­ri­cade is made of good in­ten­tions.”

			The best thing, as­sured­ly, is the pa­cif­ic so­lu­tion. In short, let us agree that when we be­hold the pave­ment, we think of the bear, and it is a good will which ren­ders so­ci­ety un­easy. But it de­pends on so­ci­ety to save it­self, it is to its own good will that we make our ap­peal. No vi­o­lent rem­e­dy is nec­es­sary. To study evil ami­ably, to prove its ex­is­tence, then to cure it. It is to this that we in­vite it.

			How­ev­er that may be, even when fall­en, above all when fall­en, these men, who at ev­ery point of the uni­verse, with their eyes fixed on France, are striv­ing for the grand work with the in­flex­i­ble log­ic of the ide­al, are au­gust; they give their life a free of­fer­ing to progress; they ac­com­plish the will of Prov­i­dence; they per­form a re­li­gious act. At the ap­point­ed hour, with as much dis­in­ter­est­ed­ness as an ac­tor who an­swers to his cue, in obe­di­ence to the di­vine stage-man­ag­er, they en­ter the tomb. And this hope­less com­bat, this sto­ical dis­ap­pear­ance they ac­cept in or­der to bring about the supreme and uni­ver­sal con­se­quences, the mag­nif­i­cent and ir­re­sistibly hu­man move­ment be­gun on the 14th of Ju­ly, 1789; these sol­diers are priests. The French rev­o­lu­tion is an act of God.

			More­over, there are, and it is prop­er to add this dis­tinc­tion to the dis­tinc­tions al­ready point­ed out in an­oth­er chap­ter—there are ac­cept­ed rev­o­lu­tions, rev­o­lu­tions which are called rev­o­lu­tions; there are re­fused rev­o­lu­tions, which are called ri­ots.

			An in­sur­rec­tion which breaks out, is an idea which is pass­ing its ex­am­i­na­tion be­fore the peo­ple. If the peo­ple lets fall a black ball, the idea is dried fruit; the in­sur­rec­tion is a mere skir­mish.

			Wag­ing war at ev­ery sum­mons and ev­ery time that Utopia de­sires it, is not the thing for the peo­ples. Na­tions have not al­ways and at ev­ery hour the tem­per­a­ment of he­roes and mar­tyrs.

			They are pos­i­tive. A pri­ori, in­sur­rec­tion is re­pug­nant to them, in the first place, be­cause it of­ten re­sults in a catas­tro­phe, in the sec­ond place, be­cause it al­ways has an ab­strac­tion as its point of de­par­ture.

			Be­cause, and this is a no­ble thing, it is al­ways for the ide­al, and for the ide­al alone, that those who sac­ri­fice them­selves do thus sac­ri­fice them­selves. An in­sur­rec­tion is an en­thu­si­asm. En­thu­si­asm may wax wroth; hence the ap­peal to arms. But ev­ery in­sur­rec­tion, which aims at a gov­ern­ment or a regime, aims high­er. Thus, for in­stance, and we in­sist up­on it, what the chiefs of the in­sur­rec­tion of 1832, and, in par­tic­u­lar, the young en­thu­si­asts of the Rue de la Chan­vrerie were com­bat­ing, was not pre­cise­ly Louis Philippe. The ma­jor­i­ty of them, when talk­ing freely, did jus­tice to this king who stood mid­way be­tween monar­chy and rev­o­lu­tion; no one hat­ed him. But they at­tacked the younger branch of the di­vine right in Louis Philippe as they had at­tacked its el­der branch in Charles X; and that which they wished to over­turn in over­turn­ing roy­al­ty in France, was, as we have ex­plained, the usurpa­tion of man over man, and of priv­i­lege over right in the en­tire uni­verse. Paris with­out a king has as re­sult the world with­out despots. This is the man­ner in which they rea­soned. Their aim was dis­tant no doubt, vague per­haps, and it re­treat­ed in the face of their ef­forts; but it was great.

			Thus it is. And we sac­ri­fice our­selves for these vi­sions, which are al­most al­ways il­lu­sions for the sac­ri­ficed, but il­lu­sions with which, af­ter all, the whole of hu­man cer­tain­ty is min­gled. We throw our­selves in­to these trag­ic af­fairs and be­come in­tox­i­cat­ed with that which we are about to do. Who knows? We may suc­ceed. We are few in num­ber, we have a whole army ar­rayed against us; but we are de­fend­ing right, the nat­u­ral law, the sovereign­ty of each one over him­self from which no ab­di­ca­tion is pos­si­ble, jus­tice and truth, and in case of need, we die like the three hun­dred Spar­tans. We do not think of Don Quixote but of Leonidas. And we march straight be­fore us, and once pledged, we do not draw back, and we rush on­wards with head held low, cher­ish­ing as our hope an un­prece­dent­ed vic­to­ry, rev­o­lu­tion com­plet­ed, progress set free again, the ag­gran­dize­ment of the hu­man race, uni­ver­sal de­liv­er­ance; and in the event of the worst, Ther­mopy­lae.

			These pas­sages of arms for the sake of progress of­ten suf­fer ship­wreck, and we have just ex­plained why. The crowd is restive in the pres­ence of the im­puls­es of pal­adins. Heavy mass­es, the mul­ti­tudes which are frag­ile be­cause of their very weight, fear ad­ven­tures; and there is a touch of ad­ven­ture in the ide­al.

			More­over, and we must not for­get this, in­ter­ests which are not very friend­ly to the ide­al and the sen­ti­men­tal are in the way. Some­times the stom­ach par­a­lyzes the heart.

			The grandeur and beau­ty of France lies in this, that she takes less from the stom­ach than oth­er na­tions: she more eas­i­ly knots the rope about her loins. She is the first awake, the last asleep. She march­es for­wards. She is a seek­er.

			This aris­es from the fact that she is an artist.

			The ide­al is noth­ing but the cul­mi­nat­ing point of log­ic, the same as the beau­ti­ful is noth­ing but the sum­mit of the true. Artis­tic peo­ples are al­so con­sis­tent peo­ples. To love beau­ty is to see the light. That is why the torch of Eu­rope, that is to say of civ­i­liza­tion, was first borne by Greece, who passed it on to Italy, who hand­ed it on to France. Di­vine, il­lu­mi­nat­ing na­tions of scouts! Vi­tae­lam­pa­da tradunt.

			It is an ad­mirable thing that the po­et­ry of a peo­ple is the el­e­ment of its progress. The amount of civ­i­liza­tion is mea­sured by the quan­ti­ty of imag­i­na­tion. On­ly, a civ­i­liz­ing peo­ple should re­main a man­ly peo­ple. Corinth, yes; Sybaris, no. Who­ev­er be­comes ef­fem­i­nate makes him­self a bas­tard. He must be nei­ther a dilet­tante nor a vir­tu­oso: but he must be artis­tic. In the mat­ter of civ­i­liza­tion, he must not re­fine, but he must sub­lime. On this con­di­tion, one gives to the hu­man race the pat­tern of the ide­al.

			The mod­ern ide­al has its type in art, and its means is sci­ence. It is through sci­ence that it will re­al­ize that au­gust vi­sion of the po­ets, the so­cial­ly beau­ti­ful. Eden will be re­con­struct­ed by A+B. At the point which civ­i­liza­tion has now reached, the ex­act is a nec­es­sary el­e­ment of the splen­did, and the artis­tic sen­ti­ment is not on­ly served, but com­plet­ed by the sci­en­tif­ic or­gan; dreams must be cal­cu­lat­ed. Art, which is the con­queror, should have for sup­port sci­ence, which is the walk­er; the so­lid­i­ty of the crea­ture which is rid­den is of im­por­tance. The mod­ern spir­it is the ge­nius of Greece with the ge­nius of In­dia as its ve­hi­cle; Alexan­der on the ele­phant.

			Races which are pet­ri­fied in dog­ma or de­mor­al­ized by lu­cre are un­fit to guide civ­i­liza­tion. Gen­u­flec­tion be­fore the idol or be­fore mon­ey wastes away the mus­cles which walk and the will which ad­vances. Hi­er­at­ic or mer­can­tile ab­sorp­tion lessens a peo­ple’s pow­er of ra­di­ance, low­ers its hori­zon by low­er­ing its lev­el, and de­prives it of that in­tel­li­gence, at once both hu­man and di­vine of the uni­ver­sal goal, which makes mis­sion­ar­ies of na­tions. Baby­lon has no ide­al; Carthage has no ide­al. Athens and Rome have and keep, through­out all the noc­tur­nal dark­ness of the cen­turies, ha­los of civ­i­liza­tion.

			France is in the same qual­i­ty of race as Greece and Italy. She is Athe­ni­an in the mat­ter of beau­ty, and Ro­man in her great­ness. More­over, she is good. She gives her­self. Of­ten­er than is the case with oth­er races, is she in the hu­mor for self-de­vo­tion and sac­ri­fice. On­ly, this hu­mor seizes up­on her, and again aban­dons her. And there­in lies the great per­il for those who run when she de­sires on­ly to walk, or who walk on when she de­sires to halt. France has her re­laps­es in­to ma­te­ri­al­ism, and, at cer­tain in­stants, the ideas which ob­struct that sub­lime brain have no longer any­thing which re­calls French great­ness and are of the di­men­sions of a Mis­souri or a South Car­oli­na. What is to be done in such a case? The gi­ant­ess plays at be­ing a dwarf; im­mense France has her freaks of pet­ti­ness. That is all.

			To this there is noth­ing to say. Peo­ples, like plan­ets, pos­sess the right to an eclipse. And all is well, pro­vid­ed that the light re­turns and that the eclipse does not de­gen­er­ate in­to night. Dawn and res­ur­rec­tion are syn­ony­mous. The reap­pear­ance of the light is iden­ti­cal with the per­sis­tence of the “I.”

			Let us state these facts calm­ly. Death on the bar­ri­cade or the tomb in ex­ile, is an ac­cept­able oc­ca­sion for de­vo­tion. The re­al name of de­vo­tion is dis­in­ter­est­ed­ness. Let the aban­doned al­low them­selves to be aban­doned, let the ex­iled al­low them­selves to be ex­iled, and let us con­fine our­selves to en­treat­ing great na­tions not to re­treat too far, when they do re­treat. One must not push too far in de­scent un­der pre­text of a re­turn to rea­son.

			Mat­ter ex­ists, the minute ex­ists, in­ter­est ex­ists, the stom­ach ex­ists; but the stom­ach must not be the sole wis­dom. The life of the mo­ment has its rights, we ad­mit, but per­ma­nent life has its rights al­so. Alas! the fact that one is mount­ed does not pre­clude a fall. This can be seen in his­to­ry more fre­quent­ly than is de­sir­able: A na­tion is great, it tastes the ide­al, then it bites the mire, and finds it good; and if it be asked how it hap­pens that it has aban­doned Socrates for Fal­staff, it replies: “Be­cause I love states­men.”

			One word more be­fore re­turn­ing to our sub­ject, the con­flict.

			A bat­tle like the one which we are en­gaged in de­scrib­ing is noth­ing else than a con­vul­sion to­wards the ide­al. Progress tram­melled is sick­ly, and is sub­ject to these trag­ic epilep­sies. With that mal­a­dy of progress, civ­il war, we have been obliged to come in con­tact in our pas­sage. This is one of the fa­tal phas­es, at once act and en­tr’acte of that dra­ma whose piv­ot is a so­cial con­dem­na­tion, and whose ver­i­ta­ble ti­tle is “Progress.”

			Progress!

			The cry to which we fre­quent­ly give ut­ter­ance is our whole thought; and, at the point of this dra­ma which we have now reached, the idea which it con­tains hav­ing still more than one tri­al to un­der­go, it is, per­haps, per­mit­ted to us, if not to lift the veil from it, to at least al­low its light to shine through.

			The book which the read­er has un­der his eye at this mo­ment is, from one end to the oth­er, as a whole and in de­tail, what­ev­er may be its in­ter­mit­tences, ex­cep­tions and faults, the march from evil to good, from the un­just to the just, from night to day, from ap­petite to con­science, from rot­ten­ness to life, from hell to heav­en, from noth­ing­ness to God. Point of de­par­ture: mat­ter; point of ar­rival: the soul. The hy­dra at the be­gin­ning, the an­gel at the end.

		
	
		
			
				XXI

				The He­roes

			
			All at once, the drum beat the charge.

			The at­tack was a hur­ri­cane. On the evening be­fore, in the dark­ness, the bar­ri­cade had been ap­proached silent­ly, as by a boa. Now, in broad day­light, in that widen­ing street, sur­prise was de­cid­ed­ly im­pos­si­ble, rude force had, more­over, been un­masked, the can­non had be­gun the roar, the army hurled it­self on the bar­ri­cade. Fury now be­came skill. A pow­er­ful de­tach­ment of in­fantry of the line, bro­ken at reg­u­lar in­ter­vals, by the Na­tion­al Guard and the Mu­nic­i­pal Guard on foot, and sup­port­ed by ser­ried mass­es which could be heard though not seen, de­bauched in­to the street at a run, with drums beat­ing, trum­pets bray­ing, bay­o­nets lev­elled, the sap­pers at their head, and, im­per­turbable un­der the pro­jec­tiles, charged straight for the bar­ri­cade with the weight of a brazen beam against a wall.

			The wall held firm.

			The in­sur­gents fired im­petu­ous­ly. The bar­ri­cade once scaled had a mane of light­ning flash­es. The as­sault was so fu­ri­ous, that for one mo­ment, it was in­un­dat­ed with as­sailants; but it shook off the sol­diers as the li­on shakes off the dogs, and it was on­ly cov­ered with be­siegers as the cliff is cov­ered with foam, to reap­pear, a mo­ment lat­er, beetling, black and for­mi­da­ble.

			The col­umn, forced to re­treat, re­mained massed in the street, un­pro­tect­ed but ter­ri­ble, and replied to the re­doubt with a ter­ri­ble dis­charge of mus­ketry. Any­one who has seen fire­works will re­call the sheaf formed of in­ter­lac­ing light­nings which is called a bou­quet. Let the read­er pic­ture to him­self this bou­quet, no longer ver­ti­cal but hor­i­zon­tal, bear­ing a bul­let, buck­shot or a bis­caïen at the tip of each one of its jets of flame, and pick­ing off dead men one af­ter an­oth­er from its clus­ters of light­ning. The bar­ri­cade was un­der­neath it.

			On both sides, the res­o­lu­tion was equal. The brav­ery ex­hib­it­ed there was al­most bar­barous and was com­pli­cat­ed with a sort of hero­ic fe­roc­i­ty which be­gan by the sac­ri­fice of self.

			This was the epoch when a Na­tion­al Guards­man fought like a Zouave. The troop wished to make an end of it, in­sur­rec­tion was de­sirous of fight­ing. The ac­cep­tance of the death agony in the flow­er of youth and in the flush of health turns in­tre­pid­i­ty in­to fren­zy. In this fray, each one un­der­went the broad­en­ing growth of the death hour. The street was strewn with corpses.

			The bar­ri­cade had En­jol­ras at one of its ex­trem­i­ties and Mar­ius at the oth­er. En­jol­ras, who car­ried the whole bar­ri­cade in his head, re­served and shel­tered him­self; three sol­diers fell, one af­ter the oth­er, un­der his em­bra­sure, with­out hav­ing even seen him; Mar­ius fought un­pro­tect­ed. He made him­self a tar­get. He stood with more than half his body above the breast­works. There is no more vi­o­lent prodi­gal than the avari­cious man who takes the bit in his teeth; there is no man more ter­ri­ble in ac­tion than a dream­er. Mar­ius was for­mi­da­ble and pen­sive. In bat­tle he was as in a dream. One would have pro­nounced him a phan­tom en­gaged in fir­ing a gun.

			The in­sur­gents’ car­tridges were giv­ing out; but not their sar­casms. In this whirl­wind of the sepul­chre in which they stood, they laughed.

			Cour­feyrac was bare­head­ed.

			“What have you done with your hat?” Bossuet asked him.

			Cour­feyrac replied:

			“They have fi­nal­ly tak­en it away from me with can­non­balls.”

			Or they ut­tered haughty com­ments.

			“Can any­one un­der­stand,” ex­claimed Feuil­ly bit­ter­ly, “those men—[and he cit­ed names, well-known names, even cel­e­brat­ed names, some be­long­ing to the old army]—who had promised to join us, and tak­en an oath to aid us, and who had pledged their hon­or to it, and who are our gen­er­als, and who aban­don us!”

			And Combe­ferre re­strict­ed him­self to re­ply­ing with a grave smile.

			“There are peo­ple who ob­serve the rules of hon­or as one ob­serves the stars, from a great dis­tance.”

			The in­te­ri­or of the bar­ri­cade was so strewn with torn car­tridges that one would have said that there had been a snow­storm.

			The as­sailants had num­bers in their fa­vor; the in­sur­gents had po­si­tion. They were at the top of a wall, and they thun­dered point-blank up­on the sol­diers trip­ping over the dead and wound­ed and en­tan­gled in the es­carp­ment. This bar­ri­cade, con­struct­ed as it was and ad­mirably but­tressed, was re­al­ly one of those sit­u­a­tions where a hand­ful of men hold a le­gion in check. Nev­er­the­less, the at­tack­ing col­umn, con­stant­ly re­cruit­ed and en­larged un­der the show­er of bul­lets, drew in­ex­orably near­er, and now, lit­tle by lit­tle, step by step, but sure­ly, the army closed in around the bar­ri­cade as the vice grasps the wine­press.

			One as­sault fol­lowed an­oth­er. The hor­ror of the sit­u­a­tion kept in­creas­ing.

			Then there burst forth on that heap of paving-stones, in that Rue de la Chan­vrerie, a bat­tle wor­thy of a wall of Troy. These hag­gard, ragged, ex­haust­ed men, who had had noth­ing to eat for four and twen­ty hours, who had not slept, who had but a few more rounds to fire, who were fum­bling in their pock­ets which had been emp­tied of car­tridges, near­ly all of whom were wound­ed, with head or arm ban­daged with black and blood­stained linen, with holes in their clothes from which the blood trick­led, and who were hard­ly armed with poor guns and notched swords, be­came Ti­tans. The bar­ri­cade was ten times at­tacked, ap­proached, as­sailed, scaled, and nev­er cap­tured.

			In or­der to form an idea of this strug­gle, it is nec­es­sary to imag­ine fire set to a throng of ter­ri­ble courages, and then to gaze at the con­fla­gra­tion. It was not a com­bat, it was the in­te­ri­or of a fur­nace; there mouths breathed the flame; there coun­te­nances were ex­tra­or­di­nary. The hu­man form seemed im­pos­si­ble there, the com­bat­ants flamed forth there, and it was for­mi­da­ble to be­hold the go­ing and com­ing in that red glow of those sala­man­ders of the fray.

			The suc­ces­sive and si­mul­ta­ne­ous scenes of this grand slaugh­ter we re­nounce all at­tempts at de­pict­ing. The epic alone has the right to fill twelve thou­sand vers­es with a bat­tle.

			One would have pro­nounced this that hell of Brah­man­ism, the most re­doubtable of the sev­en­teen abysses, which the Ve­da calls the For­est of Swords.

			They fought hand to hand, foot to foot, with pis­tol shots, with blows of the sword, with their fists, at a dis­tance, close at hand, from above, from be­low, from ev­ery­where, from the roofs of the hous­es, from the win­dows of the wine-shop, from the cel­lar win­dows, whith­er some had crawled. They were one against six­ty.

			The façade of Corinthe, half de­mol­ished, was hideous. The win­dow, tat­tooed with grapeshot, had lost glass and frame and was noth­ing now but a shape­less hole, tu­mul­tuous­ly blocked with paving-stones.

			Bossuet was killed; Feuil­ly was killed; Cour­feyrac was killed; Combe­ferre, trans­fixed by three blows from a bay­o­net in the breast at the mo­ment when he was lift­ing up a wound­ed sol­dier, had on­ly time to cast a glance to heav­en when he ex­pired.

			Mar­ius, still fight­ing, was so rid­dled with wounds, par­tic­u­lar­ly in the head, that his coun­te­nance dis­ap­peared be­neath the blood, and one would have said that his face was cov­ered with a red ker­chief.

			En­jol­ras alone was not struck. When he had no longer any weapon, he reached out his hands to right and left and an in­sur­gent thrust some arm or oth­er in­to his fist. All he had left was the stumps of four swords; one more than François I at Marig­nan. Homer says: “Diomedes cuts the throat of Axy­lus, son of Teuthra­nis, who dwelt in hap­py Aris­ba; Eu­ryalus, son of Mecis­taeus, ex­ter­mi­nates Dresos and Ophel­tios, Es­epius, and that Peda­sus whom the na­iad Abar­barea bore to the blame­less Bu­co­l­ion; Ulysses over­throws Pidytes of Per­co­sius; An­tilochus, Ablerus; Poly­paetes, Astyalus; Poly­damas, Otos, of Cyl­lene; and Teucer, Are­taon. Megan­thios dies un­der the blows of Eu­ripy­lus’ pike. Agamem­non, king of the he­roes, flings to earth Elatos, born in the rocky city which is laved by the sound­ing riv­er Sat­noïs.” In our old po­ems of ex­ploits, Es­p­lan­di­an at­tacks the gi­ant mar­quis Swan­ti­bore with a cob­bler’s shoul­der-stick of fire, and the lat­ter de­fends him­self by ston­ing the hero with tow­ers which he plucks up by the roots. Our an­cient mu­ral fres­coes show us the two Dukes of Bre­tagne and Bour­bon, armed, em­bla­zoned and crest­ed in war­like guise, on horse­back and ap­proach­ing each oth­er, their bat­tle-ax­es in hand, masked with iron, gloved with iron, boot­ed with iron, the one ca­parisoned in er­mine, the oth­er draped in azure: Bre­tagne with his li­on be­tween the two horns of his crown, Bour­bon hel­met­ed with a mon­ster fleur-de-lys on his vi­sor. But, in or­der to be su­perb, it is not nec­es­sary to wear, like Yvon, the ducal mori­on, to have in the fist, like Es­p­lan­di­an, a liv­ing flame, or, like Phyles, fa­ther of Poly­damas, to have brought back from Ephyra a good suit of mail, a present from the king of men, Eu­phetes; it suf­fices to give one’s life for a con­vic­tion or a loy­al­ty. This in­gen­u­ous lit­tle sol­dier, yes­ter­day a peas­ant of Bauce or Limousin, who prowls with his clasp-knife by his side, around the chil­dren’s nurs­es in the Lux­em­bourg gar­den, this pale young stu­dent bent over a piece of anato­my or a book, a blond youth who shaves his beard with scis­sors—take both of them, breathe up­on them with a breath of du­ty, place them face to face in the Car­refour Boucher­at or in the blind al­ley Planche-Mi­bray, and let the one fight for his flag, and the oth­er for his ide­al, and let both of them imag­ine that they are fight­ing for their coun­try; the strug­gle will be colos­sal; and the shad­ow which this raw re­cruit and this saw­bones in con­flict will pro­duce in that grand epic field where hu­man­i­ty is striv­ing, will equal the shad­ow cast by Megary­on, King of Ly­cia, tiger-filled, crush­ing in his em­brace the im­mense body of Ajax, equal to the gods.

		
	
		
			
				XXII

				Foot to Foot

			
			When there were no longer any of the lead­ers left alive, ex­cept En­jol­ras and Mar­ius at the two ex­trem­i­ties of the bar­ri­cade, the cen­tre, which had so long sus­tained Cour­feyrac, Joly, Bossuet, Feuil­ly and Combe­ferre, gave way. The can­non, though it had not ef­fect­ed a prac­ti­ca­ble breach, had made a rather large hol­low in the mid­dle of the re­doubt; there, the sum­mit of the wall had dis­ap­peared be­fore the balls, and had crum­bled away; and the rub­bish which had fall­en, now in­side, now out­side, had, as it ac­cu­mu­lat­ed, formed two piles in the na­ture of slopes on the two sides of the bar­ri­er, one on the in­side, the oth­er on the out­side. The ex­te­ri­or slope pre­sent­ed an in­clined plane to the at­tack.

			A fi­nal as­sault was there at­tempt­ed, and this as­sault suc­ceed­ed. The mass bristling with bay­o­nets and hurled for­ward at a run, came up with ir­re­sistible force, and the ser­ried front of bat­tle of the at­tack­ing col­umn made its ap­pear­ance through the smoke on the crest of the bat­tle­ments. This time, it was de­ci­sive. The group of in­sur­gents who were de­fend­ing the cen­tre re­treat­ed in con­fu­sion.

			Then the gloomy love of life awoke once more in some of them. Many, find­ing them­selves un­der the muz­zles of this for­est of guns, did not wish to die. This is a mo­ment when the in­stinct of self-preser­va­tion emits howls, when the beast reap­pears in men. They were hemmed in by the lofty, six-sto­ry house which formed the back­ground of their re­doubt. This house might prove their sal­va­tion. The build­ing was bar­ri­cad­ed, and walled, as it were, from top to bot­tom. Be­fore the troops of the line had reached the in­te­ri­or of the re­doubt, there was time for a door to open and shut, the space of a flash of light­ning was suf­fi­cient for that, and the door of that house, sud­den­ly opened a crack and closed again in­stant­ly, was life for these de­spair­ing men. Be­hind this house, there were streets, pos­si­ble flight, space. They set to knock­ing at that door with the butts of their guns, and with kicks, shout­ing, call­ing, en­treat­ing, wring­ing their hands. No one opened. From the lit­tle win­dow on the third floor, the head of the dead man gazed down up­on them.

			But En­jol­ras and Mar­ius, and the sev­en or eight ral­lied about them, sprang for­ward and pro­tect­ed them. En­jol­ras had shout­ed to the sol­diers: “Don’t ad­vance!” and as an of­fi­cer had not obeyed, En­jol­ras had killed the of­fi­cer. He was now in the lit­tle in­ner court of the re­doubt, with his back plant­ed against the Corinthe build­ing, a sword in one hand, a ri­fle in the oth­er, hold­ing open the door of the wine-shop which he barred against as­sailants. He shout­ed to the des­per­ate men:—“There is but one door open; this one.”—And shield­ing them with his body, and fac­ing an en­tire bat­tal­ion alone, he made them pass in be­hind him. All pre­cip­i­tat­ed them­selves thith­er. En­jol­ras, ex­e­cut­ing with his ri­fle, which he now used like a cane, what sin­gle­stick play­ers call a “cov­ered rose” round his head, lev­elled the bay­o­nets around and in front of him, and was the last to en­ter; and then en­sued a hor­ri­ble mo­ment, when the sol­diers tried to make their way in, and the in­sur­gents strove to bar them out. The door was slammed with such vi­o­lence, that, as it fell back in­to its frame, it showed the five fin­gers of a sol­dier who had been cling­ing to it, cut off and glued to the post.

			Mar­ius re­mained out­side. A shot had just bro­ken his col­lar bone, he felt that he was faint­ing and fall­ing. At that mo­ment, with eyes al­ready shut, he felt the shock of a vig­or­ous hand seiz­ing him, and the swoon in which his sens­es van­ished, hard­ly al­lowed him time for the thought, min­gled with a last mem­o­ry of Cosette:—“I am tak­en pris­on­er. I shall be shot.”

			En­jol­ras, not see­ing Mar­ius among those who had tak­en refuge in the wine-shop, had the same idea. But they had reached a mo­ment when each man has not the time to med­i­tate on his own death. En­jol­ras fixed the bar across the door, and bolt­ed it, and dou­ble-locked it with key and chain, while those out­side were bat­ter­ing fu­ri­ous­ly at it, the sol­diers with the butts of their mus­kets, the sap­pers with their ax­es. The as­sailants were grouped about that door. The siege of the wine-shop was now be­gin­ning.

			The sol­diers, we will ob­serve, were full of wrath.

			The death of the ar­tillery-sergeant had en­raged them, and then, a still more melan­choly cir­cum­stance. Dur­ing the few hours which had pre­ced­ed the at­tack, it had been re­port­ed among them that the in­sur­gents were mu­ti­lat­ing their pris­on­ers, and that there was the head­less body of a sol­dier in the wine-shop. This sort of fa­tal ru­mor is the usu­al ac­com­pa­ni­ment of civ­il wars, and it was a false re­port of this kind which, lat­er on, pro­duced the catas­tro­phe of the Rue Transnon­ain.

			When the door was bar­ri­cad­ed, En­jol­ras said to the oth­ers:

			“Let us sell our lives dear­ly.”

			Then he ap­proached the ta­ble on which lay Mabeuf and Gavroche. Be­neath the black cloth two straight and rigid forms were vis­i­ble, one large, the oth­er small, and the two faces were vague­ly out­lined be­neath the cold folds of the shroud. A hand pro­ject­ed from be­neath the wind­ing sheet and hung near the floor. It was that of the old man.

			En­jol­ras bent down and kissed that ven­er­a­ble hand, just as he had kissed his brow on the pre­ced­ing evening.

			These were the on­ly two kiss­es which he had be­stowed in the course of his life.

			Let us abridge the tale. The bar­ri­cade had fought like a gate of Thebes; the wine-shop fought like a house of Saragos­sa. These re­sis­tances are dogged. No quar­ter. No flag of truce pos­si­ble. Men are will­ing to die, pro­vid­ed their op­po­nent will kill them.

			When Suchet says:—“Ca­pit­u­late,”—Palafox replies: “Af­ter the war with can­non, the war with knives.” Noth­ing was lack­ing in the cap­ture by as­sault of the Huch­e­loup wine-shop; nei­ther paving-stones rain­ing from the win­dows and the roof on the be­siegers and ex­as­per­at­ing the sol­diers by crush­ing them hor­ri­bly, nor shots fired from the at­tic-win­dows and the cel­lar, nor the fury of at­tack, nor, fi­nal­ly, when the door yield­ed, the fren­zied mad­ness of ex­ter­mi­na­tion. The as­sailants, rush­ing in­to the wine-shop, their feet en­tan­gled in the pan­els of the door which had been beat­en in and flung on the ground, found not a sin­gle com­bat­ant there. The spi­ral stair­case, hewn asun­der with the axe, lay in the mid­dle of the tap­room, a few wound­ed men were just breath­ing their last, ev­ery­one who was not killed was on the first floor, and from there, through the hole in the ceil­ing, which had formed the en­trance of the stairs, a ter­rif­ic fire burst forth. It was the last of their car­tridges. When they were ex­haust­ed, when these for­mi­da­ble men on the point of death had no longer ei­ther pow­der or ball, each grasped in his hands two of the bot­tles which En­jol­ras had re­served, and of which we have spo­ken, and held the scal­ing par­ty in check with these fright­ful­ly frag­ile clubs. They were bot­tles of aquafor­tis.

			We re­late these gloomy in­ci­dents of car­nage as they oc­curred. The be­sieged man, alas! con­verts ev­ery­thing in­to a weapon. Greek fire did not dis­grace Archimedes, boil­ing pitch did not dis­grace Ba­yard. All war is a thing of ter­ror, and there is no choice in it. The mus­ketry of the be­siegers, though con­fined and em­bar­rassed by be­ing di­rect­ed from be­low up­wards, was dead­ly. The rim of the hole in the ceil­ing was speed­i­ly sur­round­ed by heads of the slain, whence dripped long, red and smok­ing streams, the up­roar was in­de­scrib­able; a close and burn­ing smoke al­most pro­duced night over this com­bat. Words are lack­ing to ex­press hor­ror when it has reached this pitch. There were no longer men in this con­flict, which was now in­fer­nal. They were no longer gi­ants matched with colos­si. It re­sem­bled Mil­ton and Dante rather than Homer. Demons at­tacked, spec­tres re­sist­ed.

			It was hero­ism be­come mon­strous.

		
	
		
			
				XXIII

				Orestes Fast­ing and Py­lades Drunk

			
			At length, by dint of mount­ing on each oth­er’s backs, aid­ing them­selves with the skele­ton of the stair­case, climb­ing up the walls, cling­ing to the ceil­ing, slash­ing away at the very brink of the trap-door, the last one who of­fered re­sis­tance, a score of as­sailants, sol­diers, Na­tion­al Guards­men, mu­nic­i­pal guards­men, in ut­ter con­fu­sion, the ma­jor­i­ty dis­fig­ured by wounds in the face dur­ing that re­doubtable as­cent, blind­ed by blood, fu­ri­ous, ren­dered sav­age, made an ir­rup­tion in­to the apart­ment on the first floor. There they found on­ly one man still on his feet, En­jol­ras. With­out car­tridges, with­out sword, he had noth­ing in his hand now but the bar­rel of his gun whose stock he had bro­ken over the head of those who were en­ter­ing. He had placed the bil­liard ta­ble be­tween his as­sailants and him­self; he had re­treat­ed in­to the cor­ner of the room, and there, with haughty eye, and head borne high, with this stump of a weapon in his hand, he was still so alarm­ing as to speed­i­ly cre­ate an emp­ty space around him. A cry arose:

			“He is the lead­er! It was he who slew the ar­tillery­man. It is well that he has placed him­self there. Let him re­main there. Let us shoot him down on the spot.”

			“Shoot me,” said En­jol­ras.

			And fling­ing away his bit of gun-bar­rel, and fold­ing his arms, he of­fered his breast.

			The au­dac­i­ty of a fine death al­ways af­fects men. As soon as En­jol­ras fold­ed his arms and ac­cept­ed his end, the din of strife ceased in the room, and this chaos sud­den­ly stilled in­to a sort of sepul­chral solem­ni­ty. The men­ac­ing majesty of En­jol­ras dis­armed and mo­tion­less, ap­peared to op­press this tu­mult, and this young man, haughty, bloody, and charm­ing, who alone had not a wound, who was as in­dif­fer­ent as an in­vul­ner­a­ble be­ing, seemed, by the au­thor­i­ty of his tran­quil glance, to con­strain this sin­is­ter rab­ble to kill him re­spect­ful­ly. His beau­ty, at that mo­ment aug­ment­ed by his pride, was re­splen­dent, and he was fresh and rosy af­ter the fear­ful four and twen­ty hours which had just elapsed, as though he could no more be fa­tigued than wound­ed. It was of him, pos­si­bly, that a wit­ness spoke af­ter­wards, be­fore the coun­cil of war: “There was an in­sur­gent whom I heard called Apol­lo.” A Na­tion­al Guards­man who had tak­en aim at En­jol­ras, low­ered his gun, say­ing: “It seems to me that I am about to shoot a flow­er.”

			Twelve men formed in­to a squad in the cor­ner op­po­site En­jol­ras, and silent­ly made ready their guns.

			Then a sergeant shout­ed:

			“Take aim!”

			An of­fi­cer in­ter­vened.

			“Wait.”

			And ad­dress­ing En­jol­ras:

			“Do you wish to have your eyes ban­daged?”

			“No.”

			“Was it you who killed the ar­tillery sergeant?”

			“Yes.”

			Grantaire had waked up a few mo­ments be­fore.

			Grantaire, it will be re­mem­bered, had been asleep ev­er since the pre­ced­ing evening in the up­per room of the wine-shop, seat­ed on a chair and lean­ing on the ta­ble.

			He re­al­ized in its fullest sense the old metaphor of “dead drunk.” The hideous po­tion of ab­sinthe-porter and al­co­hol had thrown him in­to a lethar­gy. His ta­ble be­ing small, and not suit­able for the bar­ri­cade, he had been left in pos­ses­sion of it. He was still in the same pos­ture, with his breast bent over the ta­ble, his head ly­ing flat on his arms, sur­round­ed by glass­es, beer-jugs and bot­tles. His was the over­whelm­ing slum­ber of the tor­pid bear and the sa­ti­at­ed leech. Noth­ing had had any ef­fect up­on it, nei­ther the fusil­lade, nor the can­non­balls, nor the grapeshot which had made its way through the win­dow in­to the room where he was. Nor the tremen­dous up­roar of the as­sault. He mere­ly replied to the can­non­ade, now and then, by a snore. He seemed to be wait­ing there for a bul­let which should spare him the trou­ble of wak­ing. Many corpses were strewn around him; and, at the first glance, there was noth­ing to dis­tin­guish him from those pro­found sleep­ers of death.

			Noise does not rouse a drunk­en man; si­lence awak­ens him. The fall of ev­ery­thing around him on­ly aug­ment­ed Grantaire’s pros­tra­tion; the crum­bling of all things was his lul­la­by. The sort of halt which the tu­mult un­der­went in the pres­ence of En­jol­ras was a shock to this heavy slum­ber. It had the ef­fect of a car­riage go­ing at full speed, which sud­den­ly comes to a dead stop. The per­sons doz­ing with­in it wake up. Grantaire rose to his feet with a start, stretched out his arms, rubbed his eyes, stared, yawned, and un­der­stood.

			A fit of drunk­en­ness reach­ing its end re­sem­bles a cur­tain which is torn away. One be­holds, at a sin­gle glance and as a whole, all that it has con­cealed. All sud­den­ly presents it­self to the mem­o­ry; and the drunk­ard who has known noth­ing of what has been tak­ing place dur­ing the last twen­ty-four hours, has no soon­er opened his eyes than he is per­fect­ly in­formed. Ideas re­cur to him with abrupt lu­cid­i­ty; the oblit­er­a­tion of in­tox­i­ca­tion, a sort of steam which has ob­scured the brain, is dis­si­pat­ed, and makes way for the clear and sharply out­lined im­por­tu­ni­ty of re­al­i­ties.

			Rel­e­gat­ed, as he was, to one cor­ner, and shel­tered be­hind the bil­liard-ta­ble, the sol­diers whose eyes were fixed on En­jol­ras, had not even no­ticed Grantaire, and the sergeant was pre­par­ing to re­peat his or­der: “Take aim!” when all at once, they heard a strong voice shout be­side them:

			“Long live the Re­pub­lic! I’m one of them.”

			Grantaire had risen. The im­mense gleam of the whole com­bat which he had missed, and in which he had had no part, ap­peared in the bril­liant glance of the trans­fig­ured drunk­en man.

			He re­peat­ed: “Long live the Re­pub­lic!” crossed the room with a firm stride and placed him­self in front of the guns be­side En­jol­ras.

			“Fin­ish both of us at one blow,” said he.

			And turn­ing gen­tly to En­jol­ras, he said to him:

			“Do you per­mit it?”

			En­jol­ras pressed his hand with a smile.

			This smile was not end­ed when the re­port re­sound­ed.

			En­jol­ras, pierced by eight bul­lets, re­mained lean­ing against the wall, as though the balls had nailed him there. On­ly, his head was bowed.

			Grantaire fell at his feet, as though struck by a thun­der­bolt.

			A few mo­ments lat­er, the sol­diers dis­lodged the last re­main­ing in­sur­gents, who had tak­en refuge at the top of the house. They fired in­to the at­tic through a wood­en lat­tice. They fought un­der the very roof. They flung bod­ies, some of them still alive, out through the win­dows. Two light-in­fantry­men, who tried to lift the shat­tered om­nibus, were slain by two shots fired from the at­tic. A man in a blouse was flung down from it, with a bay­o­net wound in the ab­domen, and breathed his last on the ground. A sol­dier and an in­sur­gent slipped to­geth­er on the slop­ing slates of the roof, and, as they would not re­lease each oth­er, they fell, clasped in a fe­ro­cious em­brace. A sim­i­lar con­flict went on in the cel­lar. Shouts, shots, a fierce tram­pling. Then si­lence. The bar­ri­cade was cap­tured.

			The sol­diers be­gan to search the hous­es round about, and to pur­sue the fugi­tives.

		
	
		
			
				XXIV

				Pris­on­er

			
			Mar­ius was, in fact, a pris­on­er.

			The hand which had seized him from be­hind and whose grasp he had felt at the mo­ment of his fall and his loss of con­scious­ness was that of Jean Val­jean.

			Jean Val­jean had tak­en no oth­er part in the com­bat than to ex­pose him­self in it. Had it not been for him, no one, in that supreme phase of agony, would have thought of the wound­ed. Thanks to him, ev­ery­where present in the car­nage, like a prov­i­dence, those who fell were picked up, trans­port­ed to the tap­room, and cared for. In the in­ter­vals, he reap­peared on the bar­ri­cade. But noth­ing which could re­sem­ble a blow, an at­tack or even per­son­al de­fence pro­ceed­ed from his hands. He held his peace and lent suc­cor. More­over, he had re­ceived on­ly a few scratch­es. The bul­lets would have none of him. If sui­cide formed part of what he had med­i­tat­ed on com­ing to this sepul­chre, to that spot, he had not suc­ceed­ed. But we doubt whether he had thought of sui­cide, an ir­re­li­gious act.

			Jean Val­jean, in the thick cloud of the com­bat, did not ap­pear to see Mar­ius; the truth is, that he nev­er took his eyes from the lat­ter. When a shot laid Mar­ius low, Jean Val­jean leaped for­ward with the agili­ty of a tiger, fell up­on him as on his prey, and bore him off.

			The whirl­wind of the at­tack was, at that mo­ment, so vi­o­lent­ly con­cen­trat­ed up­on En­jol­ras and up­on the door of the wine-shop, that no one saw Jean Val­jean sus­tain­ing the faint­ing Mar­ius in his arms, tra­verse the un­paved field of the bar­ri­cade and dis­ap­pear be­hind the an­gle of the Corinthe build­ing.

			The read­er will re­call this an­gle which formed a sort of cape on the street; it af­ford­ed shel­ter from the bul­lets, the grapeshot, and all eyes, and a few square feet of space. There is some­times a cham­ber which does not burn in the midst of a con­fla­gra­tion, and in the midst of rag­ing seas, be­yond a promon­to­ry or at the ex­trem­i­ty of a blind al­ley of shoals, a tran­quil nook. It was in this sort of fold in the in­te­ri­or trapez­i­um of the bar­ri­cade, that Épo­nine had breathed her last.

			There Jean Val­jean halt­ed, let Mar­ius slide to the ground, placed his back against the wall, and cast his eyes about him.

			The sit­u­a­tion was alarm­ing.

			For an in­stant, for two or three per­haps, this bit of wall was a shel­ter, but how was he to es­cape from this mas­sacre? He re­called the an­guish which he had suf­fered in the Rue Polon­ceau eight years be­fore, and in what man­ner he had con­trived to make his es­cape; it was dif­fi­cult then, to­day it was im­pos­si­ble. He had be­fore him that deaf and im­pla­ca­ble house, six sto­ries in height, which ap­peared to be in­hab­it­ed on­ly by a dead man lean­ing out of his win­dow; he had on his right the rather low bar­ri­cade, which shut off the Rue de la Pe­tite Truan­derie; to pass this ob­sta­cle seemed easy, but be­yond the crest of the bar­ri­er a line of bay­o­nets was vis­i­ble. The troops of the line were post­ed on the watch be­hind that bar­ri­cade. It was ev­i­dent, that to pass the bar­ri­cade was to go in quest of the fire of the pla­toon, and that any head which should run the risk of lift­ing it­self above the top of that wall of stones would serve as a tar­get for six­ty shots. On his left he had the field of bat­tle. Death lurked round the cor­ner of that wall.

			What was to be done?

			On­ly a bird could have ex­tri­cat­ed it­self from this predica­ment.

			And it was nec­es­sary to de­cide on the in­stant, to de­vise some ex­pe­di­ent, to come to some de­ci­sion. Fight­ing was go­ing on a few paces away; for­tu­nate­ly, all were rag­ing around a sin­gle point, the door of the wine-shop; but if it should oc­cur to one sol­dier, to one sin­gle sol­dier, to turn the cor­ner of the house, or to at­tack him on the flank, all was over.

			Jean Val­jean gazed at the house fac­ing him, he gazed at the bar­ri­cade at one side of him, then he looked at the ground, with the vi­o­lence of the last ex­trem­i­ty, be­wil­dered, and as though he would have liked to pierce a hole there with his eyes.

			By dint of star­ing, some­thing vague­ly strik­ing in such an agony be­gan to as­sume form and out­line at his feet, as though it had been a pow­er of glance which made the thing de­sired un­fold. A few paces dis­tant he per­ceived, at the base of the small bar­ri­er so piti­less­ly guard­ed and watched on the ex­te­ri­or, be­neath a dis­or­dered mass of paving-stones which part­ly con­cealed it, an iron grat­ing, placed flat and on a lev­el with the soil. This grat­ing, made of stout, trans­verse bars, was about two feet square. The frame of paving-stones which sup­port­ed it had been torn up, and it was, as it were, un­fas­tened.

			Through the bars a view could be had of a dark aper­ture, some­thing like the flue of a chim­ney, or the pipe of a cis­tern. Jean Val­jean dart­ed for­ward. His old art of es­cape rose to his brain like an il­lu­mi­na­tion. To thrust aside the stones, to raise the grat­ing, to lift Mar­ius, who was as in­ert as a dead body, up­on his shoul­ders, to de­scend, with this bur­den on his loins, and with the aid of his el­bows and knees in­to that sort of well, for­tu­nate­ly not very deep, to let the heavy trap, up­on which the loos­ened stones rolled down afresh, fall in­to its place be­hind him, to gain his foot­ing on a flagged sur­face three me­tres be­low the sur­face—all this was ex­e­cut­ed like that which one does in dreams, with the strength of a gi­ant and the ra­pid­i­ty of an ea­gle; this took on­ly a few min­utes.

			Jean Val­jean found him­self with Mar­ius, who was still un­con­scious, in a sort of long, sub­ter­ranean cor­ri­dor.

			There reigned pro­found peace, ab­so­lute si­lence, night.

			The im­pres­sion which he had for­mer­ly ex­pe­ri­enced when fall­ing from the wall in­to the con­vent re­curred to him. On­ly, what he was car­ry­ing to­day was not Cosette; it was Mar­ius. He could bare­ly hear the for­mi­da­ble tu­mult in the wine-shop, tak­en by as­sault, like a vague mur­mur over­head.
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				The In­tes­tine of the Leviathan

			
		
	
		
			
				I

				The Land Im­pov­er­ished by the Sea

			
			Paris casts twen­ty-five mil­lions year­ly in­to the wa­ter. And this with­out metaphor. How, and in what man­ner? Day and night. With what ob­ject? With no ob­ject. With what in­ten­tion? With no in­ten­tion. Why? For no rea­son. By means of what or­gan? By means of its in­tes­tine. What is its in­tes­tine? The sew­er.

			Twen­ty-five mil­lions is the most mod­er­ate ap­prox­i­ma­tive fig­ure which the val­u­a­tions of spe­cial sci­ence have set up­on it.

			Sci­ence, af­ter hav­ing long groped about, now knows that the most fe­cun­dat­ing and the most ef­fi­ca­cious of fer­til­iz­ers is hu­man ma­nure. The Chi­nese, let us con­fess it to our shame, knew it be­fore us. Not a Chi­nese peas­ant—it is Eck­berg who says this—goes to town with­out bring­ing back with him, at the two ex­trem­i­ties of his bam­boo pole, two full buck­ets of what we des­ig­nate as filth. Thanks to hu­man dung, the earth in Chi­na is still as young as in the days of Abra­ham. Chi­nese wheat yields a hun­dred fold of the seed. There is no guano com­pa­ra­ble in fer­til­i­ty with the de­tri­tus of a cap­i­tal. A great city is the most mighty of dung-mak­ers. Cer­tain suc­cess would at­tend the ex­per­i­ment of em­ploy­ing the city to ma­nure the plain. If our gold is ma­nure, our ma­nure, on the oth­er hand, is gold.

			What is done with this gold­en ma­nure? It is swept in­to the abyss.

			Fleets of ves­sels are despatched, at great ex­pense, to col­lect the dung of pe­trels and pen­guins at the South Pole, and the in­cal­cu­la­ble el­e­ment of op­u­lence which we have on hand, we send to the sea. All the hu­man and an­i­mal ma­nure which the world wastes, re­stored to the land in­stead of be­ing cast in­to the wa­ter, would suf­fice to nour­ish the world.

			Those heaps of filth at the gateposts, those tum­brils of mud which jolt through the street by night, those ter­ri­ble casks of the street de­part­ment, those fetid drip­pings of sub­ter­ranean mire, which the pave­ments hide from you—do you know what they are? They are the mead­ow in flow­er, the green grass, wild thyme, thyme and sage, they are game, they are cat­tle, they are the sat­is­fied bel­lows of great ox­en in the evening, they are per­fumed hay, they are gold­en wheat, they are the bread on your ta­ble, they are the warm blood in your veins, they are health, they are joy, they are life. This is the will of that mys­te­ri­ous cre­ation which is trans­for­ma­tion on earth and trans­fig­u­ra­tion in heav­en.

			Re­store this to the great cru­cible; your abun­dance will flow forth from it. The nu­tri­tion of the plains fur­nish­es the nour­ish­ment of men.

			You have it in your pow­er to lose this wealth, and to con­sid­er me ridicu­lous to boot. This will form the mas­ter­piece of your ig­no­rance.

			Statis­ti­cians have cal­cu­lat­ed that France alone makes a de­posit of half a mil­liard ev­ery year, in the At­lantic, through the mouths of her rivers. Note this: with five hun­dred mil­lions we could pay one quar­ter of the ex­pens­es of our bud­get. The clev­er­ness of man is such that he prefers to get rid of these five hun­dred mil­lions in the gut­ter. It is the very sub­stance of the peo­ple that is car­ried off, here drop by drop, there wave af­ter wave, the wretch­ed out­pour of our sew­ers in­to the rivers, and the gi­gan­tic col­lec­tion of our rivers in­to the ocean. Ev­ery hic­cup of our sew­ers costs us a thou­sand francs. From this spring two re­sults, the land im­pov­er­ished, and the wa­ter taint­ed. Hunger aris­ing from the fur­row, and dis­ease from the stream.

			It is no­to­ri­ous, for ex­am­ple, that at the present hour, the Thames is poi­son­ing Lon­don.

			So far as Paris is con­cerned, it has be­come in­dis­pens­able of late, to trans­port the mouths of the sew­ers down­stream, be­low the last bridge.

			A dou­ble tubu­lar ap­pa­ra­tus, pro­vid­ed with valves and sluices, suck­ing up and driv­ing back, a sys­tem of el­e­men­tary drainage, sim­ple as the lungs of a man, and which is al­ready in full work­ing or­der in many com­mu­ni­ties in Eng­land, would suf­fice to con­duct the pure wa­ter of the fields in­to our cities, and to send back to the fields the rich wa­ter of the cities, and this easy ex­change, the sim­plest in the world, would re­tain among us the five hun­dred mil­lions now thrown away. Peo­ple are think­ing of oth­er things.

			The process ac­tu­al­ly in use does evil, with the in­ten­tion of do­ing good. The in­ten­tion is good, the re­sult is melan­choly. Think­ing to purge the city, the pop­u­la­tion is blanched like plants raised in cel­lars. A sew­er is a mis­take. When drainage, ev­ery­where, with its dou­ble func­tion, restor­ing what it takes, shall have re­placed the sew­er, which is a sim­ple im­pov­er­ish­ing wash­ing, then, this be­ing com­bined with the da­ta of a now so­cial econ­o­my, the prod­uct of the earth will be in­creased ten­fold, and the prob­lem of mis­ery will be sin­gu­lar­ly light­ened. Add the sup­pres­sion of par­a­sitism, and it will be solved.

			In the mean­while, the pub­lic wealth flows away to the riv­er, and leak­age takes place. Leak­age is the word. Eu­rope is be­ing ru­ined in this man­ner by ex­haus­tion.

			As for France, we have just cit­ed its fig­ures. Now, Paris con­tains one twen­ty-fifth of the to­tal pop­u­la­tion of France, and Parisian guano be­ing the rich­est of all, we un­der­state the truth when we val­ue the loss on the part of Paris at twen­ty-five mil­lions in the half mil­liard which France an­nu­al­ly re­jects. These twen­ty-five mil­lions, em­ployed in as­sis­tance and en­joy­ment, would dou­ble the splen­dor of Paris. The city spends them in sew­ers. So that we may say that Paris’s great prodi­gal­i­ty, its won­der­ful fes­ti­val, its Beau­jon fol­ly, its or­gy, its stream of gold from full hands, its pomp, its lux­u­ry, its mag­nif­i­cence, is its sew­er sys­tem.

			It is in this man­ner that, in the blind­ness of a poor po­lit­i­cal econ­o­my, we drown and al­low to float down­stream and to be lost in the gulfs the well-be­ing of all. There should be nets at Saint-Cloud for the pub­lic for­tune.

			Eco­nom­i­cal­ly con­sid­ered, the mat­ter can be summed up thus: Paris is a spend­thrift. Paris, that mod­el city, that pa­tron of well-ar­ranged cap­i­tals, of which ev­ery na­tion strives to pos­sess a copy, that me­trop­o­lis of the ide­al, that au­gust coun­try of the ini­tia­tive, of im­pulse and of ef­fort, that cen­tre and that dwelling of minds, that na­tion-city, that hive of the fu­ture, that mar­vel­lous com­bi­na­tion of Baby­lon and Corinth, would make a peas­ant of the Fo-Kian shrug his shoul­ders, from the point of view which we have just in­di­cat­ed.

			Im­i­tate Paris and you will ru­in your­selves.

			More­over, and par­tic­u­lar­ly in this im­memo­ri­al and sense­less waste, Paris is it­self an im­i­ta­tor.

			These sur­pris­ing ex­hi­bi­tions of stu­pid­i­ty are not nov­el; this is no young fol­ly. The an­cients did like the mod­erns. “The sew­ers of Rome,” says Liebig, “have ab­sorbed all the well-be­ing of the Ro­man peas­ant.” When the Cam­pagna of Rome was ru­ined by the Ro­man sew­er, Rome ex­haust­ed Italy, and when she had put Italy in her sew­er, she poured in Sici­ly, then Sar­dinia, then Africa. The sew­er of Rome has en­gulfed the world. This cesspool of­fered its en­gulf­ment to the city and the uni­verse. Ur­bi et or­bi. Eter­nal city, un­fath­omable sew­er.

			Rome sets the ex­am­ple for these things as well as for oth­ers.

			Paris fol­lows this ex­am­ple with all the stu­pid­i­ty pe­cu­liar to in­tel­li­gent towns.

			For the re­quire­ments of the op­er­a­tion up­on the sub­ject of which we have just ex­plained our views, Paris has be­neath it an­oth­er Paris; a Paris of sew­ers; which has its streets, its cross­roads, its squares, its blind-al­leys, its ar­ter­ies, and its cir­cu­la­tion, which is of mire and mi­nus the hu­man form.

			For noth­ing must be flat­tered, not even a great peo­ple; where there is ev­ery­thing there is al­so ig­nominy by the side of sub­lim­i­ty; and, if Paris con­tains Athens, the city of light, Tyre, the city of might, Spar­ta, the city of virtue, Nin­eveh, the city of mar­vels, it al­so con­tains Lute­tia, the city of mud.

			How­ev­er, the stamp of its pow­er is there al­so, and the Ti­tan­ic sink of Paris re­al­izes, among mon­u­ments, that strange ide­al re­al­ized in hu­man­i­ty by some men like Mac­chi­avel­li, Ba­con and Mirabeau, grandiose vile­ness.

			The sub­soil of Paris, if the eye could pen­e­trate its sur­face, would present the as­pect of a colos­sal madrepore. A sponge has no more par­ti­tions and ducts than the mound of earth for a cir­cuit of six leagues round about, on which rests the great and an­cient city. Not to men­tion its cat­a­combs, which are a sep­a­rate cel­lar, not to men­tion the in­ex­tri­ca­ble trel­lis-work of gas pipes, with­out reck­on­ing the vast tubu­lar sys­tem for the dis­tri­bu­tion of fresh wa­ter which ends in the pil­lar foun­tains, the sew­ers alone form a tremen­dous, shad­owy net­work un­der the two banks; a labyrinth which has its slope for its guid­ing thread.

			There ap­pears, in the hu­mid mist, the rat which seems the prod­uct to which Paris has giv­en birth.

		
	
		
			
				II

				An­cient His­to­ry of the Sew­er

			
			Let the read­er imag­ine Paris lift­ed off like a cov­er, the sub­ter­ranean net­work of sew­ers, from a bird’s-eye view, will out­line on the banks a species of large branch graft­ed on the riv­er. On the right bank, the belt sew­er will form the trunk of this branch, the sec­ondary ducts will form the branch­es, and those with­out ex­it the twigs.

			This fig­ure is but a sum­ma­ry one and half ex­act, the right an­gle, which is the cus­tom­ary an­gle of this species of sub­ter­ranean ram­i­fi­ca­tions, be­ing very rare in veg­e­ta­tion.

			A more ac­cu­rate im­age of this strange ge­o­met­ri­cal plan can be formed by sup­pos­ing that one is view­ing some ec­cen­tric ori­en­tal al­pha­bet, as in­tri­cate as a thick­et, against a back­ground of shad­ows, and the mis­shapen let­ters should be weld­ed one to an­oth­er in ap­par­ent con­fu­sion, and as at hap­haz­ard, now by their an­gles, again by their ex­trem­i­ties.

			Sinks and sew­ers played a great part in the Mid­dle Ages, in the Low­er Em­pire and in the Ori­ent of old. The mass­es re­gard­ed these beds of de­com­po­si­tion, these mon­strous cra­dles of death, with a fear that was al­most re­li­gious. The ver­min ditch of Benares is no less con­ducive to gid­di­ness than the li­ons’ ditch of Baby­lon. Teglath-Pha­lasar, ac­cord­ing to the rab­bini­cal books, swore by the sink of Nin­eveh. It was from the sew­er of Mün­ster that John of Ley­den pro­duced his false moon, and it was from the cesspool of Kekscheb that ori­en­tal menalchme, Mokan­na, the veiled prophet of Kho­ras­san, caused his false sun to emerge.

			The his­to­ry of men is re­flect­ed in the his­to­ry of sew­ers. The Ger­mo­ni­ae98 nar­rat­ed Rome. The sew­er of Paris has been an an­cient and for­mi­da­ble thing. It has been a sepul­chre, it has served as an asy­lum. Crime, in­tel­li­gence, so­cial protest, lib­er­ty of con­science, thought, theft, all that hu­man laws per­se­cute or have per­se­cut­ed, is hid­den in that hole; the mail­lotins in the four­teenth cen­tu­ry, the tire-laine of the fif­teenth, the Huguenots in the six­teenth, Morin’s il­lu­mi­nat­ed in the sev­en­teenth, the chauf­feurs99 in the eigh­teenth. A hun­dred years ago, the noc­tur­nal blow of the dag­ger emerged thence, the pick­pock­et in dan­ger slipped thith­er; the for­est had its cave, Paris had its sew­er. Va­grancy, that Gal­lic pi­care­ria, ac­cept­ed the sew­er as the ad­junct of the Cour des Mir­a­cles, and at evening, it re­turned thith­er, fierce and sly, through the Maubuée out­let, as in­to a bed­cham­ber.

			It was quite nat­u­ral, that those who had the blind-al­ley Vide-Gous­set,100 or the Rue Coupe-Gorge,101 for the scene of their dai­ly la­bor, should have for their domi­cile by night the cul­vert of the Chemin-Vert, or the catch basin of Hure­poix. Hence a throng of sou­venirs. All sorts of phan­toms haunt these long, soli­tary cor­ri­dors; ev­ery­where is pu­tres­cence and mi­as­ma; here and there are breath­ing-holes, where Vil­lon with­in con­vers­es with Ra­belais with­out.

			The sew­er in an­cient Paris is the ren­dezvous of all ex­haus­tions and of all at­tempts. Po­lit­i­cal econ­o­my there­in spies a de­tri­tus, so­cial phi­los­o­phy there be­holds a residu­um.

			The sew­er is the con­science of the city. Ev­ery­thing there con­verges and con­fronts ev­ery­thing else. In that livid spot there are shades, but there are no longer any se­crets. Each thing bears its true form, or at least, its de­fin­i­tive form. The mass of filth has this in its fa­vor, that it is not a liar. In­gen­u­ous­ness has tak­en refuge there. The mask of Basil is to be found there, but one be­holds its card­board and its strings and the in­side as well as the out­side, and it is ac­cen­tu­at­ed by hon­est mud. Scapin’s false nose is its next-door neigh­bor. All the un­clean­ness­es of civ­i­liza­tion, once past their use, fall in­to this trench of truth, where the im­mense so­cial slid­ing ends. They are there en­gulfed, but they dis­play them­selves there. This mix­ture is a con­fes­sion. There, no more false ap­pear­ances, no plas­ter­ing over is pos­si­ble, filth re­moves its shirt, ab­so­lute de­nuda­tion puts to the rout all il­lu­sions and mi­rages, there is noth­ing more ex­cept what re­al­ly ex­ists, pre­sent­ing the sin­is­ter form of that which is com­ing to an end. There, the bot­tom of a bot­tle in­di­cates drunk­en­ness, a bas­ket-han­dle tells a tale of do­mes­tic­i­ty; there the core of an ap­ple which has en­ter­tained lit­er­ary opin­ions be­comes an ap­ple-core once more; the ef­fi­gy on the big sou be­comes frankly cov­ered with verdi­gris, Caiphas’ spit­tle meets Fal­staff’s puk­ing, the louis d’or which comes from the gam­ing-house jos­tles the nail whence hangs the rope’s end of the sui­cide. A livid foe­tus rolls along, en­veloped in the span­gles which danced at the Opera last Shrove-Tues­day, a cap which has pro­nounced judg­ment on men wal­lows be­side a mass of rot­ten­ness which was for­mer­ly Mar­go­ton’s pet­ti­coat; it is more than frat­er­niza­tion, it is equiv­a­lent to ad­dress­ing each oth­er as “thou.” All which was for­mer­ly rouged, is washed free. The last veil is torn away. A sew­er is a cyn­ic. It tells ev­ery­thing.

			The sin­cer­i­ty of foul­ness pleas­es us, and rests the soul. When one has passed one’s time in en­dur­ing up­on earth the spec­ta­cle of the great airs which rea­sons of state, the oath, po­lit­i­cal sagac­i­ty, hu­man jus­tice, pro­fes­sion­al pro­bity, the aus­ter­i­ties of sit­u­a­tion, in­cor­rupt­ible robes all as­sume, it so­laces one to en­ter a sew­er and to be­hold the mire which be­fits it.

			This is in­struc­tive at the same time. We have just said that his­to­ry pass­es through the sew­er. The Saint-Barthéle­mys fil­ter through there, drop by drop, be­tween the paving-stones. Great pub­lic as­sas­si­na­tions, po­lit­i­cal and re­li­gious butcheries, tra­verse this un­der­ground pas­sage of civ­i­liza­tion, and thrust their corpses there. For the eye of the thinker, all his­toric mur­der­ers are to be found there, in that hideous penum­bra, on their knees, with a scrap of their wind­ing-sheet for an apron, dis­mal­ly spong­ing out their work. Louis XI is there with Tris­tan, François I with Duprat, Charles IX is there with his moth­er, Riche­lieu is there with Louis XI­II, Lou­vois is there, Letel­li­er is there, Hébert and Mail­lard are there, scratch­ing the stones, and try­ing to make the traces of their ac­tions dis­ap­pear. Be­neath these vaults one hears the brooms of spec­tres. One there breathes the enor­mous fetid­ness of so­cial catas­tro­phes. One be­holds red­dish re­flec­tions in the cor­ners. There flows a ter­ri­ble stream, in which bloody hands have been washed.

			The so­cial ob­serv­er should en­ter these shad­ows. They form a part of his lab­o­ra­to­ry. Phi­los­o­phy is the mi­cro­scope of the thought. Ev­ery­thing de­sires to flee from it, but noth­ing es­capes it. Ter­giver­sa­tion is use­less. What side of one­self does one dis­play in eva­sions? the shame­ful side. Phi­los­o­phy pur­sues with its glance, probes the evil, and does not per­mit it to es­cape in­to noth­ing­ness. In the oblit­er­a­tion of things which dis­ap­pear, in the watch­ing of things which van­ish, it rec­og­nizes all. It re­con­structs the pur­ple from the rag, and the wom­an from the scrap of her dress. From the cesspool, it re­con­sti­tutes the city; from mud, it re­con­structs man­ners; from the pot­sherd it in­fers the am­pho­ra or the jug. By the im­print of a fin­ger­nail on a piece of parch­ment, it rec­og­nizes the dif­fer­ence which sep­a­rates the Jew­ry of the Ju­den­gasse from the Jew­ry of the Ghet­to. It re­dis­cov­ers in what re­mains that which has been, good, evil, the true, the blood­stain of the palace, the inkblot of the cav­ern, the drop of sweat from the broth­el, tri­als un­der­gone, temp­ta­tions wel­comed, or­gies cast forth, the turn which char­ac­ters have tak­en as they be­came abased, the trace of pros­ti­tu­tion in souls of which their gross­ness ren­dered them ca­pa­ble, and on the ves­ture of the porters of Rome the mark of Mes­sali­na’s el­bow­ing.

		
	
		
			
				III

				Brune­seau

			
			The sew­er of Paris in the Mid­dle Ages was leg­endary. In the six­teenth cen­tu­ry, Hen­ri II at­tempt­ed a bore, which failed. Not a hun­dred years ago, the cesspool, Merci­er at­tests the fact, was aban­doned to it­self, and fared as best it might.

			Such was this an­cient Paris, de­liv­ered over to quar­rels, to in­de­ci­sion, and to grop­ings. It was tol­er­a­bly stupid for a long time. Lat­er on, ’89 showed how un­der­stand­ing comes to cities. But in the good, old times, the cap­i­tal had not much head. It did not know how to man­age its own af­fairs ei­ther moral­ly or ma­te­ri­al­ly, and could not sweep out filth any bet­ter than it could abus­es. Ev­ery­thing pre­sent­ed an ob­sta­cle, ev­ery­thing raised a ques­tion. The sew­er, for ex­am­ple, was re­frac­to­ry to ev­ery itin­er­ary. One could no more find one’s bear­ings in the sew­er than one could un­der­stand one’s po­si­tion in the city; above the un­in­tel­li­gi­ble, be­low the in­ex­tri­ca­ble; be­neath the con­fu­sion of tongues there reigned the con­fu­sion of cav­erns; Daedalus backed up Ba­bel.

			Some­times the Paris sew­er took a no­tion to over­flow, as though this mis­un­der­stood Nile were sud­den­ly seized with a fit of rage. There oc­curred, in­fa­mous to re­late, in­un­da­tions of the sew­er. At times, that stom­ach of civ­i­liza­tion di­gest­ed bad­ly, the cesspool flowed back in­to the throat of the city, and Paris got an af­ter­taste of her own filth. These re­sem­blances of the sew­er to re­morse had their good points; they were warn­ings; very bad­ly ac­cept­ed, how­ev­er; the city waxed in­dig­nant at the au­dac­i­ty of its mire, and did not ad­mit that the filth should re­turn. Drive it out bet­ter.

			The in­un­da­tion of 1802 is one of the ac­tu­al mem­o­ries of Parisians of the age of eighty. The mud spread in cross-form over the Place des Vic­toires, where stands the stat­ue of Louis XIV; it en­tered the Rue Saint-Hon­oré by the two mouths to the sew­er in the Champs-Élysées, the Rue Saint-Flo­rentin through the Saint-Flo­rentin sew­er, the Rue Pierre-à-Pois­son through the sew­er de la Son­ner­ie, the Rue Popin­court, through the sew­er of the Chemin-Vert, the Rue de la Roquette, through the sew­er of the Rue de Lappe; it cov­ered the drain of the Rue des Champs-Élysées to the height of thir­ty-five cen­time­tres; and, to the South, through the vent of the Seine, per­form­ing its func­tions in in­verse sense, it pen­e­trat­ed the Rue Mazarine, the Rue de l’Échaudé, and the Rue des Marais, where it stopped at a dis­tance of one hun­dred and nine me­tres, a few paces dis­tant from the house in which Racine had lived, re­spect­ing, in the sev­en­teenth cen­tu­ry, the po­et more than the King. It at­tained its max­i­mum depth in the Rue Saint-Pierre, where it rose to the height of three feet above the flag­stones of the wa­ter­spout, and its max­i­mum length in the Rue Saint-Sabin, where it spread out over a stretch two hun­dred and thir­ty-eight me­tres in length.

			At the be­gin­ning of this cen­tu­ry, the sew­er of Paris was still a mys­te­ri­ous place. Mud can nev­er en­joy a good fame; but in this case its evil renown reached the verge of the ter­ri­ble. Paris knew, in a con­fused way, that she had un­der her a ter­ri­ble cav­ern. Peo­ple talked of it as of that mon­strous bed of Thebes in which swarmed cen­tipedes fif­teen long feet in length, and which might have served Be­he­moth for a bath­tub. The great boots of the sew­er­men nev­er ven­tured fur­ther than cer­tain well-known points. We were then very near the epoch when the scav­enger’s carts, from the sum­mit of which Sainte-Foix frat­er­nized with the Mar­quis de Créqui, dis­charged their loads di­rect­ly in­to the sew­er. As for clean­ing out—that func­tion was en­trust­ed to the pour­ing rains which en­cum­bered rather than swept away. Rome left some po­et­ry to her sew­er, and called it the Gemo­ni­ae; Paris in­sult­ed hers, and en­ti­tled it the Poly­pus-Hole. Sci­ence and su­per­sti­tion were in ac­cord, in hor­ror. The Poly­pus hole was no less re­pug­nant to hy­giene than to leg­end. The gob­lin was de­vel­oped un­der the fetid cov­er­ing of the Mouf­fe­tard sew­er; the corpses of the Mar­mousets had been cast in­to the sew­er de la Bar­il­lerie; Fagon at­trib­uted the re­doubtable ma­lig­nant fever of 1685 to the great hia­tus of the sew­er of the Marais, which re­mained yawn­ing un­til 1833 in the Rue Saint-Louis, al­most op­po­site the sign of the Gal­lant Mes­sen­ger. The mouth of the sew­er of the Rue de la Mortel­lerie was cel­e­brat­ed for the pesti­lences which had their source there; with its grat­ing of iron, with points sim­u­lat­ing a row of teeth, it was like a drag­on’s maw in that fa­tal street, breath­ing forth hell up­on men. The pop­u­lar imag­i­na­tion sea­soned the som­bre Parisian sink with some in­de­scrib­ably hideous in­ter­mix­ture of the in­fi­nite. The sew­er had no bot­tom. The sew­er was the low­er world. The idea of ex­plor­ing these lep­rous re­gions did not even oc­cur to the po­lice. To try that un­known thing, to cast the plum­met in­to that shad­ow, to set out on a voy­age of dis­cov­ery in that abyss—who would have dared? It was alarm­ing. Nev­er­the­less, some­one did present him­self. The cesspool had its Christo­pher Colum­bus.

			One day, in 1805, dur­ing one of the rare ap­pari­tions which the Em­per­or made in Paris, the Min­is­ter of the In­te­ri­or, some De­crès or Crétet or oth­er, came to the mas­ter’s in­ti­mate lev­ee. In the Car­rousel there was au­di­ble the clank­ing of swords of all those ex­tra­or­di­nary sol­diers of the great Re­pub­lic, and of the great Em­pire; then Napoleon’s door was blocked with he­roes; men from the Rhine, from the Es­caut, from the Adi­ge, and from the Nile; com­pan­ions of Jou­bert, of De­saix, of Marceau, of Hoche, of Kléber; the aérostiers of Fleu­rus, the grenadiers of Mayence, the pon­toon-builders of Genoa, hus­sars whom the Pyra­mids had looked down up­on, ar­tillerists whom Junot’s can­non­ball had spat­tered with mud, cuirassiers who had tak­en by as­sault the fleet ly­ing at an­chor in the Zuy­derzee; some had fol­lowed Bona­parte up­on the bridge of Lo­di, oth­ers had ac­com­pa­nied Mu­rat in the trench­es of Man­tua, oth­ers had pre­ced­ed Lannes in the hol­low road of Mon­te­bel­lo. The whole army of that day was present there, in the court­yard of the Tu­i­leries, rep­re­sent­ed by a squadron or a pla­toon, and guard­ing Napoleon in re­pose; and that was the splen­did epoch when the grand army had Maren­go be­hind it and Auster­litz be­fore it.—“Sire,” said the Min­is­ter of the In­te­ri­or to Napoleon, “yes­ter­day I saw the most in­trepid man in your Em­pire.”—“What man is that?” said the Em­per­or brusque­ly, “and what has he done?”—“He wants to do some­thing, Sire.”—“What is it?”—“To vis­it the sew­ers of Paris.”

			This man ex­ist­ed and his name was Brune­seau.

		
	
		
			IV

			The vis­it took place. It was a for­mi­da­ble cam­paign; a noc­tur­nal bat­tle against pesti­lence and suf­fo­ca­tion. It was, at the same time, a voy­age of dis­cov­ery. One of the sur­vivors of this ex­pe­di­tion, an in­tel­li­gent work­ing­man, who was very young at the time, re­lat­ed cu­ri­ous de­tails with re­gard to it, sev­er­al years ago, which Brune­seau thought him­self obliged to omit in his re­port to the pre­fect of po­lice, as un­wor­thy of of­fi­cial style. The pro­cess­es of dis­in­fec­tion were, at that epoch, ex­treme­ly rudi­men­ta­ry. Hard­ly had Brune­seau crossed the first ar­tic­u­la­tions of that sub­ter­ranean net­work, when eight la­bor­ers out of the twen­ty re­fused to go any fur­ther. The op­er­a­tion was com­pli­cat­ed; the vis­it en­tailed the ne­ces­si­ty of clean­ing; hence it was nec­es­sary to cleanse and at the same time, to pro­ceed; to note the en­trances of wa­ter, to count the grat­ings and the vents, to lay out in de­tail the branch­es, to in­di­cate the cur­rents at the point where they part­ed, to de­fine the re­spec­tive bounds of the divers basins, to sound the small sew­ers graft­ed on the prin­ci­pal sew­er, to mea­sure the height un­der the key­stone of each drain, and the width, at the spring of the vaults as well as at the bot­tom, in or­der to de­ter­mine the ar­range­ments with re­gard to the lev­el of each wa­ter-en­trance, ei­ther of the bot­tom of the arch, or on the soil of the street. They ad­vanced with toil. The lanterns pined away in the foul at­mos­phere. From time to time, a faint­ing sew­er­man was car­ried out. At cer­tain points, there were precipices. The soil had giv­en away, the pave­ment had crum­bled, the sew­er had changed in­to a bot­tom­less well; they found noth­ing sol­id; a man dis­ap­peared sud­den­ly; they had great dif­fi­cul­ty in get­ting him out again. On the ad­vice of Four­croy, they light­ed large cages filled with tow steeped in resin, from time to time, in spots which had been suf­fi­cient­ly dis­in­fect­ed. In some places, the wall was cov­ered with mis­shapen fun­gi—one would have said tu­mors; the very stone seemed dis­eased with­in this un­breath­able at­mos­phere.

			Brune­seau, in his ex­plo­ration, pro­ceed­ed down hill. At the point of sep­a­ra­tion of the two wa­ter-con­duits of the Grand-Hurleur, he de­ci­phered up­on a pro­ject­ing stone the date of 1550; this stone in­di­cat­ed the lim­its where Philib­ert De­lorme, charged by Hen­ri II with vis­it­ing the sub­ter­ranean drains of Paris, had halt­ed. This stone was the mark of the six­teenth cen­tu­ry on the sew­er; Brune­seau found the hand­i­work of the sev­en­teenth cen­tu­ry once more in the Pon­ceau drain of the old Rue Vieille-du-Tem­ple, vault­ed be­tween 1600 and 1650; and the hand­i­work of the eigh­teenth in the west­ern sec­tion of the col­lect­ing canal, walled and vault­ed in 1740. These two vaults, es­pe­cial­ly the less an­cient, that of 1740, were more cracked and de­crepit than the ma­son­ry of the belt sew­er, which dat­ed from 1412, an epoch when the brook of fresh wa­ter of Ménil­montant was el­e­vat­ed to the dig­ni­ty of the Grand Sew­er of Paris, an ad­vance­ment anal­o­gous to that of a peas­ant who should be­come first valet de cham­bre to the King; some­thing like Gros-Jean trans­formed in­to Lebel.

			Here and there, par­tic­u­lar­ly be­neath the Court­house, they thought they rec­og­nized the hol­lows of an­cient dun­geons, ex­ca­vat­ed in the very sew­er it­self. Hideous in-pace. An iron neck-col­lar was hang­ing in one of these cells. They walled them all up. Some of their finds were sin­gu­lar; among oth­ers, the skele­ton of an orang­utan, who had dis­ap­peared from the Jardin des Plantes in 1800, a dis­ap­pear­ance prob­a­bly con­nect­ed with the fa­mous and in­dis­putable ap­pari­tion of the dev­il in the Rue des Bernardins, in the last year of the eigh­teenth cen­tu­ry. The poor dev­il had end­ed by drown­ing him­self in the sew­er.

			Be­neath this long, arched drain which ter­mi­nat­ed at the Arche-Mar­i­on, a per­fect­ly pre­served rag­pick­er’s bas­ket ex­cit­ed the ad­mi­ra­tion of all con­nois­seurs. Ev­ery­where, the mire, which the sew­er­men came to han­dle with in­tre­pid­i­ty, abound­ed in pre­cious ob­jects, jew­els of gold and sil­ver, pre­cious stones, coins. If a gi­ant had fil­tered this cesspool, he would have had the rich­es of cen­turies in his lair. At the point where the two branch­es of the Rue du Tem­ple and of the Rue Sainte-Avoye sep­a­rate, they picked up a sin­gu­lar Huguenot medal in cop­per, bear­ing on one side the pig hood­ed with a car­di­nal’s hat, and on the oth­er, a wolf with a tiara on his head.

			The most sur­pris­ing ren­counter was at the en­trance to the Grand Sew­er. This en­trance had for­mer­ly been closed by a grat­ing of which noth­ing but the hinges re­mained. From one of these hinges hung a dirty and shape­less rag which, ar­rest­ed there in its pas­sage, no doubt, had float­ed there in the dark­ness and fin­ished its process of be­ing torn apart. Brune­seau held his lantern close to this rag and ex­am­ined it. It was of very fine batiste, and in one of the cor­ners, less frayed than the rest, they made out a heraldic coro­net and em­broi­dered above these sev­en let­ters: LAVBE­SP. The crown was the coro­net of a Mar­quis, and the sev­en let­ters sig­ni­fied “Laube­spine.” They rec­og­nized the fact, that what they had be­fore their eyes was a morsel of the shroud of Marat. Marat in his youth had had amorous in­trigues. This was when he was a mem­ber of the house­hold of the Comte d’Ar­tois, in the ca­pac­i­ty of physi­cian to the Sta­bles. From these love af­fairs, his­tor­i­cal­ly proved, with a great la­dy, he had re­tained this sheet. As a waif or a sou­venir. At his death, as this was the on­ly linen of any fine­ness which he had in his house, they buried him in it. Some old wom­en had shroud­ed him for the tomb in that swad­dling-band in which the trag­ic Friend of the peo­ple had en­joyed volup­tuous­ness. Brune­seau passed on. They left that rag where it hung; they did not put the fin­ish­ing touch to it. Did this arise from scorn or from re­spect? Marat de­served both. And then, des­tiny was there suf­fi­cient­ly stamped to make them hes­i­tate to touch it. Be­sides, the things of the sepul­chre must be left in the spot which they se­lect. In short, the rel­ic was a strange one. A Mar­quise had slept in it; Marat had rot­ted in it; it had tra­versed the Pan­theon to end with the rats of the sew­er. This cham­ber rag, of which Wat­teau would for­mer­ly have joy­ful­ly sketched ev­ery fold, had end­ed in be­com­ing wor­thy of the fixed gaze of Dante.

			The whole vis­it to the sub­ter­ranean stream of filth of Paris last­ed sev­en years, from 1805 to 1812. As he pro­ceed­ed, Brune­seau drew, di­rect­ed, and com­plet­ed con­sid­er­able works; in 1808 he low­ered the arch of the Pon­ceau, and, ev­ery­where cre­at­ing new lines, he pushed the sew­er, in 1809, un­der the Rue Saint-De­nis as far as the foun­tain of the In­no­cents; in 1810, un­der the Rue Froid­man­teau and un­der the Salpêtrière; in 1811 un­der the Rue Neuve-des-Pe­tits-Pères, un­der the Rue du Mail, un­der the Rue de l’Écharpe, un­der the Place Royale; in 1812, un­der the Rue de la Paix, and un­der the Chaussée d’Antin. At the same time, he had the whole net­work dis­in­fect­ed and ren­dered health­ful. In the sec­ond year of his work, Brune­seau en­gaged the as­sis­tance of his son-in-law Nar­gaud.

			It was thus that, at the be­gin­ning of the cen­tu­ry, an­cient so­ci­ety cleansed its dou­ble bot­tom, and per­formed the toi­let of its sew­er. There was that much clean, at all events.

			Tor­tu­ous, cracked, un­paved, full of fis­sures, in­ter­sect­ed by gul­lies, jolt­ed by ec­cen­tric el­bows, mount­ing and de­scend­ing il­log­i­cal­ly, fetid, wild, fierce, sub­merged in ob­scu­ri­ty, with ci­ca­tri­ces on its pave­ments and scars on its walls, ter­ri­ble—such was, ret­ro­spec­tive­ly viewed, the an­tique sew­er of Paris. Ram­i­fi­ca­tions in ev­ery di­rec­tion, cross­ings, of trench­es, branch­es, goose-feet, stars, as in mil­i­tary mines, co­ecum, blind al­leys, vaults lined with salt­pe­tre, pes­tif­er­ous pools, scab­by sweats, on the walls, drops drip­ping from the ceil­ings, dark­ness; noth­ing could equal the hor­ror of this old, waste crypt, the di­ges­tive ap­pa­ra­tus of Baby­lon, a cav­ern, ditch, gulf pierced with streets, a ti­tan­ic mole-bur­row, where the mind seems to be­hold that enor­mous blind mole, the past, prowl­ing through the shad­ows, in the filth which has been splen­dor.

			This, we re­peat, was the sew­er of the past.

		
	
		
			
				V

				Present Progress

			
			To­day the sew­er is clean, cold, straight, cor­rect. It al­most re­al­izes the ide­al of what is un­der­stood in Eng­land by the word “re­spectable.” It is prop­er and gray­ish; laid out by rule and line; one might al­most say as though it came out of a band­box. It re­sem­bles a trades­man who has be­come a coun­cil­lor of state. One can al­most see dis­tinct­ly there. The mire there com­ports it­self with de­cen­cy. At first, one might read­i­ly mis­take it for one of those sub­ter­ranean cor­ri­dors, which were so com­mon in for­mer days, and so use­ful in flights of mon­archs and princes, in those good old times, “when the peo­ple loved their kings.” The present sew­er is a beau­ti­ful sew­er; the pure style reigns there; the clas­si­cal rec­ti­lin­ear alexan­drine which, driv­en out of po­et­ry, ap­pears to have tak­en refuge in ar­chi­tec­ture, seems min­gled with all the stones of that long, dark and whitish vault; each out­let is an ar­cade; the Rue de Rivoli serves as pat­tern even in the sew­er. How­ev­er, if the ge­o­met­ri­cal line is in place any­where, it is cer­tain­ly in the drainage trench of a great city. There, ev­ery­thing should be sub­or­di­nat­ed to the short­est road. The sew­er has, nowa­days, as­sumed a cer­tain of­fi­cial as­pect. The very po­lice re­ports, of which it some­times forms the sub­ject, no longer are want­ing in re­spect to­wards it. The words which char­ac­ter­ize it in ad­min­is­tra­tive lan­guage are sonorous and dig­ni­fied. What used to be called a gut is now called a gallery; what used to be called a hole is now called a sur­vey­ing ori­fice. Vil­lon would no longer meet with his an­cient tem­po­rary pro­vi­sion­al lodg­ing. This net­work of cel­lars has its im­memo­ri­al pop­u­la­tion of prowlers, ro­dents, swarm­ing in greater num­bers than ev­er; from time to time, an aged and vet­er­an rat risks his head at the win­dow of the sew­er and sur­veys the Parisians; but even these ver­min grow tame, so sat­is­fied are they with their sub­ter­ranean palace. The cesspool no longer re­tains any­thing of its prim­i­tive fe­roc­i­ty. The rain, which in for­mer days soiled the sew­er, now wash­es it. Nev­er­the­less, do not trust your­self too much to it. Mi­as­mas still in­hab­it it. It is more hyp­o­crit­i­cal than ir­re­proach­able. The pre­fec­ture of po­lice and the com­mis­sion of health have done their best. But, in spite of all the pro­cess­es of dis­in­fec­tion, it ex­hales, a vague, sus­pi­cious odor like Tartuffe af­ter con­fes­sion.

			Let us con­fess, that, tak­ing it all in all, this sweep­ing is a homage which the sew­er pays to civ­i­liza­tion, and as, from this point of view, Tartuffe’s con­science is a progress over the Augean sta­bles, it is cer­tain that the sew­ers of Paris have been im­proved.

			It is more than progress; it is trans­mu­ta­tion. Be­tween the an­cient and the present sew­er there is a rev­o­lu­tion. What has ef­fect­ed this rev­o­lu­tion?

			The man whom all the world for­gets, and whom we have men­tioned, Brune­seau.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				Fu­ture Progress

			
			The ex­ca­va­tion of the sew­er of Paris has been no slight task. The last ten cen­turies have toiled at it with­out be­ing able to bring it to a ter­mi­na­tion, any more than they have been able to fin­ish Paris. The sew­er, in fact, re­ceives all the counter-shocks of the growth of Paris. With­in the bo­som of the earth, it is a sort of mys­te­ri­ous polyp with a thou­sand an­ten­nae, which ex­pands be­low as the city ex­pands above. Ev­ery time that the city cuts a street, the sew­er stretch­es out an arm. The old monar­chy had con­struct­ed on­ly twen­ty-three thou­sand three hun­dred me­tres of sew­ers; that was where Paris stood in this re­spect on the first of Jan­u­ary, 1806. Be­gin­ning with this epoch, of which we shall short­ly speak, the work was use­ful­ly and en­er­get­i­cal­ly re­sumed and pros­e­cut­ed; Napoleon built—the fig­ures are cu­ri­ous—four thou­sand eight hun­dred and four me­tres; Louis XVI­II, five thou­sand sev­en hun­dred and nine; Charles X, ten thou­sand eight hun­dred and thir­ty-six; Louis-Philippe, eighty-nine thou­sand and twen­ty; the Re­pub­lic of 1848, twen­ty-three thou­sand three hun­dred and eighty-one; the present gov­ern­ment, sev­en­ty thou­sand five hun­dred; in all, at the present time, two hun­dred and twen­ty-six thou­sand six hun­dred and ten me­tres; six­ty leagues of sew­ers; the enor­mous en­trails of Paris. An ob­scure ram­i­fi­ca­tion ev­er at work; a con­struc­tion which is im­mense and ig­nored.

			As the read­er sees, the sub­ter­ranean labyrinth of Paris is to­day more than ten times what it was at the be­gin­ning of the cen­tu­ry. It is dif­fi­cult to form any idea of all the per­se­ver­ance and the ef­forts which have been re­quired to bring this cesspool to the point of rel­a­tive per­fec­tion in which it now is. It was with great dif­fi­cul­ty that the an­cient monar­chi­cal provost­ship and, dur­ing the last ten years of the eigh­teenth cen­tu­ry, the rev­o­lu­tion­ary may­oral­ty, had suc­ceed­ed in per­fo­rat­ing the five leagues of sew­er which ex­ist­ed pre­vi­ous to 1806. All sorts of ob­sta­cles hin­dered this op­er­a­tion, some pe­cu­liar to the soil, oth­ers in­her­ent in the very prej­u­dices of the la­bo­ri­ous pop­u­la­tion of Paris. Paris is built up­on a soil which is sin­gu­lar­ly re­bel­lious to the pick, the hoe, the bore, and to hu­man ma­nip­u­la­tion. There is noth­ing more dif­fi­cult to pierce and to pen­e­trate than the ge­o­log­i­cal for­ma­tion up­on which is su­per­posed the mar­vel­lous his­tor­i­cal for­ma­tion called Paris; as soon as work in any form what­so­ev­er is be­gun and ad­ven­tures up­on this stretch of al­lu­vi­um, sub­ter­ranean re­sis­tances abound. There are liq­uid clays, springs, hard rocks, and those soft and deep quag­mires which spe­cial sci­ence calls moutardes.102 The pick ad­vances la­bo­ri­ous­ly through the cal­care­ous lay­ers al­ter­nat­ing with very slen­der threads of clay, and schis­tose beds in plates in­crust­ed with oys­ter-shells, the con­tem­po­raries of the pre-Adamite oceans. Some­times a rivulet sud­den­ly bursts through a vault that has been be­gun, and in­un­dates the la­bor­ers; or a lay­er of marl is laid bare, and rolls down with the fury of a cataract, break­ing the stoutest sup­port­ing beams like glass. Quite re­cent­ly, at Vil­lette, when it be­came nec­es­sary to pass the col­lect­ing sew­er un­der the Saint-Mar­tin canal with­out in­ter­rupt­ing nav­i­ga­tion or emp­ty­ing the canal, a fis­sure ap­peared in the basin of the canal, wa­ter sud­den­ly be­came abun­dant in the sub­ter­ranean tun­nel, which was be­yond the pow­er of the pump­ing en­gines; it was nec­es­sary to send a div­er to ex­plore the fis­sure which had been made in the nar­row en­trance of the grand basin, and it was not with­out great dif­fi­cul­ty that it was stopped up. Else­where near the Seine, and even at a con­sid­er­able dis­tance from the riv­er, as for in­stance, at Belleville, Grand-Rue and Lu­mière Pas­sage, quick­sands are en­coun­tered in which one sticks fast, and in which a man sinks vis­i­bly. Add suf­fo­ca­tion by mi­as­mas, buri­al by slides, and sud­den crum­bling of the earth. Add the ty­phus, with which the work­men be­come slow­ly im­preg­nat­ed. In our own day, af­ter hav­ing ex­ca­vat­ed the gallery of Clichy, with a ban­quette to re­ceive the prin­ci­pal wa­ter-con­duit of Our­cq, a piece of work which was ex­e­cut­ed in a trench ten me­tres deep; af­ter hav­ing, in the midst of land­slides, and with the aid of ex­ca­va­tions of­ten pu­trid, and of shoring up, vault­ed the Bièvre from the Boule­vard de l’Hôpi­tal, as far as the Seine; af­ter hav­ing, in or­der to de­liv­er Paris from the floods of Mont­martre and in or­der to pro­vide an out­let for that riv­er-like pool nine hectares in ex­tent, which crouched near the Bar­rière des Mar­tyrs, af­ter hav­ing, let us state, con­struct­ed the line of sew­ers from the Bar­rière Blanche to the road of Aubervil­liers, in four months, work­ing day and night, at a depth of eleven me­tres; af­ter hav­ing—a thing hereto­fore un­seen—made a sub­ter­ranean sew­er in the Rue Barre-du-Bec, with­out a trench, six me­tres be­low the sur­face, the su­per­in­ten­dent, Mon­not, died. Af­ter hav­ing vault­ed three thou­sand me­tres of sew­er in all quar­ters of the city, from the Rue Traver­sière-Saint-An­toine to the Rue de l’Ourcine, af­ter hav­ing freed the Car­refour Cen­si­er-Mouf­fe­tard from in­un­da­tions of rain by means of the branch of the Ar­balète, af­ter hav­ing built the Saint-Georges sew­er, on rock and con­crete in the flu­id sands, af­ter hav­ing di­rect­ed the for­mi­da­ble low­er­ing of the floor­ing of the vault tim­ber in the Notre-Dame-de-Nazareth branch, Duleau the en­gi­neer died. There are no bul­letins for such acts of brav­ery as these, which are more use­ful, nev­er­the­less, than the bru­tal slaugh­ter of the field of bat­tle.

			The sew­ers of Paris in 1832 were far from be­ing what they are to­day. Brune­seau had giv­en the im­pulse, but the cholera was re­quired to bring about the vast re­con­struc­tion which took place lat­er on. It is sur­pris­ing to say, for ex­am­ple, that in 1821, a part of the belt sew­er, called the Grand Canal, as in Venice, still stood stag­nat­ing un­cov­ered to the sky, in the Rue des Gour­des. It was on­ly in 1821 that the city of Paris found in its pock­et the two hun­dred and six­ty-thou­sand eighty francs and six cen­times re­quired for cov­er­ing this mass of filth. The three ab­sorb­ing wells, of the Com­bat, the Cunette, and Saint-Mandé, with their dis­charg­ing mouths, their ap­pa­ra­tus, their cesspools, and their depu­ra­to­ry branch­es, on­ly date from 1836. The in­testi­nal sew­er of Paris has been made over anew, and, as we have said, it has been ex­tend­ed more than ten­fold with­in the last quar­ter of a cen­tu­ry.

			Thir­ty years ago, at the epoch of the in­sur­rec­tion of the 5th and 6th of June, it was still, in many lo­cal­i­ties, near­ly the same an­cient sew­er. A very great num­ber of streets which are now con­vex were then sunken cause­ways. At the end of a slope, where the trib­u­taries of a street or cross­roads end­ed, there were of­ten to be seen large, square grat­ings with heavy bars, whose iron, pol­ished by the foot­steps of the throng, gleamed dan­ger­ous and slip­pery for ve­hi­cles, and caused hors­es to fall. The of­fi­cial lan­guage of the Roads and Bridges gave to these grat­ings the ex­pres­sive name of Cas­sis.103

			In 1832, in a num­ber of streets, in the Rue de l’Étoile, the Rue Saint-Louis, the Rue du Tem­ple, the Rue Vieille-du-Tem­ple, the Rue Notre-Dame de Nazareth, the Rue Folie-Méri­court, the Quai aux Fleurs, the Rue du Pe­tit-Musc, the Rue du Nor­mandie, the Rue Pont-Aux-Bich­es, the Rue des Marais, the Faubourg Saint-Mar­tin, the Rue Notre Dame des-Vic­toires, the Faubourg Mont­martre, the Rue Grange-Batelière, in the Champs-Élysées, the Rue Ja­cob, the Rue de Tournon, the an­cient goth­ic sew­er still cyn­i­cal­ly dis­played its maw. It con­sist­ed of enor­mous voids of stone catch-basins some­times sur­round­ed by stone posts, with mon­u­men­tal ef­fron­tery.

			Paris in 1806 still had near­ly the same sew­ers nu­mer­i­cal­ly as stat­ed in 1663; five thou­sand three hun­dred fath­oms. Af­ter Brune­seau, on the 1st of Jan­u­ary, 1832, it had forty thou­sand three hun­dred me­tres. Be­tween 1806 and 1831, there had been built, on an av­er­age, sev­en hun­dred and fifty me­tres an­nu­al­ly, af­ter­wards eight and even ten thou­sand me­tres of gal­leries were con­struct­ed ev­ery year, in ma­son­ry, of small stones, with hy­draulic mor­tar which hard­ens un­der wa­ter, on a ce­ment foun­da­tion. At two hun­dred francs the me­tre, the six­ty leagues of Paris’ sew­ers of the present day rep­re­sent forty-eight mil­lions.

			In ad­di­tion to the eco­nom­ic progress which we have in­di­cat­ed at the be­gin­ning, grave prob­lems of pub­lic hy­giene are con­nect­ed with that im­mense ques­tion: the sew­ers of Paris.

			Paris is the cen­tre of two sheets, a sheet of wa­ter and a sheet of air. The sheet of wa­ter, ly­ing at a tol­er­a­bly great depth un­der­ground, but al­ready sound­ed by two bores, is fur­nished by the lay­er of green clay sit­u­at­ed be­tween the chalk and the Juras­sic lime­stone; this lay­er may be rep­re­sent­ed by a disk five and twen­ty leagues in cir­cum­fer­ence; a mul­ti­tude of rivers and brooks ooze there; one drinks the Seine, the Marne, the Yonne, the Oise, the Aisne, the Cher, the Vi­enne and the Loire in a glass of wa­ter from the well of Grenelle. The sheet of wa­ter is healthy, it comes from heav­en in the first place and next from the earth; the sheet of air is un­healthy, it comes from the sew­er. All the mi­asms of the cesspool are min­gled with the breath of the city; hence this bad breath. The air tak­en from above a dung-heap, as has been sci­en­tif­i­cal­ly proved, is pur­er than the air tak­en from above Paris. In a giv­en time, with the aid of progress, mech­a­nisms be­come per­fect­ed, and as light in­creas­es, the sheet of wa­ter will be em­ployed to pu­ri­fy the sheet of air; that is to say, to wash the sew­er. The read­er knows, that by “wash­ing the sew­er” we mean: the resti­tu­tion of the filth to the earth; the re­turn to the soil of dung and of ma­nure to the fields. Through this sim­ple act, the en­tire so­cial com­mu­ni­ty will ex­pe­ri­ence a diminu­tion of mis­ery and an aug­men­ta­tion of health. At the present hour, the ra­di­a­tion of dis­eases from Paris ex­tends to fifty leagues around the Lou­vre, tak­en as the hub of this pesti­len­tial wheel.

			We might say that, for ten cen­turies, the cesspool has been the dis­ease of Paris. The sew­er is the blem­ish which Paris has in her blood. The pop­u­lar in­stinct has nev­er been de­ceived in it. The oc­cu­pa­tion of sew­er­men was for­mer­ly al­most as per­ilous, and al­most as re­pug­nant to the peo­ple, as the oc­cu­pa­tion of knack­er, which was so long held in hor­ror and hand­ed over to the ex­e­cu­tion­er. High wages were nec­es­sary to in­duce a ma­son to dis­ap­pear in that fetid mine; the lad­der of the cesspool clean­er hes­i­tat­ed to plunge in­to it; it was said, in prover­bial form: “to de­scend in­to the sew­er is to en­ter the grave;” and all sorts of hideous leg­ends, as we have said, cov­ered this colos­sal sink with ter­ror; a dread sink­hole which bears the traces of the rev­o­lu­tions of the globe as of the rev­o­lu­tions of man, and where are to be found ves­tiges of all cat­a­clysms from the shells of the Del­uge to the rag of Marat.
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				Mud but the Soul

			
		
	
		
			
				I

				The Sew­er and Its Sur­pris­es

			
			It was in the sew­ers of Paris that Jean Val­jean found him­self.

			Still an­oth­er re­sem­blance be­tween Paris and the sea. As in the ocean, the div­er may dis­ap­pear there.

			The tran­si­tion was an un­heard-of one. In the very heart of the city, Jean Val­jean had es­caped from the city, and, in the twin­kling of an eye, in the time re­quired to lift the cov­er and to re­place it, he had passed from broad day­light to com­plete ob­scu­ri­ty, from mid­day to mid­night, from tu­mult to si­lence, from the whirl­wind of thun­ders to the stag­na­tion of the tomb, and, by a vi­cis­si­tude far more tremen­dous even than that of the Rue Polon­ceau, from the most ex­treme per­il to the most ab­so­lute ob­scu­ri­ty.

			An abrupt fall in­to a cav­ern; a dis­ap­pear­ance in­to the se­cret trap-door of Paris; to quit that street where death was on ev­ery side, for that sort of sepul­chre where there was life, was a strange in­stant. He re­mained for sev­er­al sec­onds as though be­wil­dered; lis­ten­ing, stu­pe­fied. The waste-trap of safe­ty had sud­den­ly yawned be­neath him. Ce­les­tial good­ness had, in a man­ner, cap­tured him by treach­ery. Adorable am­bus­cades of prov­i­dence!

			On­ly, the wound­ed man did not stir, and Jean Val­jean did not know whether that which he was car­ry­ing in that grave was a liv­ing be­ing or a dead corpse.

			His first sen­sa­tion was one of blind­ness. All of a sud­den, he could see noth­ing. It seemed to him too, that, in one in­stant, he had be­come deaf. He no longer heard any­thing. The fran­tic storm of mur­der which had been let loose a few feet above his head did not reach him, thanks to the thick­ness of the earth which sep­a­rat­ed him from it, as we have said, oth­er­wise than faint­ly and in­dis­tinct­ly, and like a rum­bling, in the depths. He felt that the ground was sol­id un­der his feet; that was all; but that was enough. He ex­tend­ed one arm and then the oth­er, touched the walls on both sides, and per­ceived that the pas­sage was nar­row; he slipped, and thus per­ceived that the pave­ment was wet. He cau­tious­ly put for­ward one foot, fear­ing a hole, a sink, some gulf; he dis­cov­ered that the paving con­tin­ued. A gust of fetid­ness in­formed him of the place in which he stood.

			Af­ter the lapse of a few min­utes, he was no longer blind. A lit­tle light fell through the man­hole through which he had de­scend­ed, and his eyes be­came ac­cus­tomed to this cav­ern. He be­gan to dis­tin­guish some­thing. The pas­sage in which he had bur­rowed—no oth­er word can bet­ter ex­press the sit­u­a­tion—was walled in be­hind him. It was one of those blind al­leys, which the spe­cial jar­gon terms branch­es. In front of him there was an­oth­er wall, a wall like night. The light of the air-hole died out ten or twelve paces from the point where Jean Val­jean stood, and bare­ly cast a wan pal­lor on a few me­tres of the damp walls of the sew­er. Be­yond, the opaque­ness was mas­sive; to pen­e­trate thith­er seemed hor­ri­ble, an en­trance in­to it ap­peared like an en­gulf­ment. A man could, how­ev­er, plunge in­to that wall of fog and it was nec­es­sary so to do. Haste was even req­ui­site. It oc­curred to Jean Val­jean that the grat­ing which he had caught sight of un­der the flag­stones might al­so catch the eye of the sol­diery, and that ev­ery­thing hung up­on this chance. They al­so might de­scend in­to that well and search it. There was not a minute to be lost. He had de­posit­ed Mar­ius on the ground, he picked him up again—that is the re­al word for it—placed him on his shoul­ders once more, and set out. He plunged res­o­lute­ly in­to the gloom.

			The truth is, that they were less safe than Jean Val­jean fan­cied. Per­ils of an­oth­er sort and no less se­ri­ous were await­ing them, per­chance. Af­ter the light­ning-charged whirl­wind of the com­bat, the cav­ern of mi­as­mas and traps; af­ter chaos, the sew­er. Jean Val­jean had fall­en from one cir­cle of hell in­to an­oth­er.

			When he had ad­vanced fifty paces, he was obliged to halt. A prob­lem pre­sent­ed it­self. The pas­sage ter­mi­nat­ed in an­oth­er gut which he en­coun­tered across his path. There two ways pre­sent­ed them­selves. Which should he take? Ought he to turn to the left or to the right? How was he to find his bear­ings in that black labyrinth? This labyrinth, to which we have al­ready called the read­er’s at­ten­tion, has a clue, which is its slope. To fol­low to the slope is to ar­rive at the riv­er.

			This Jean Val­jean in­stant­ly com­pre­hend­ed.

			He said to him­self that he was prob­a­bly in the sew­er des Halles; that if he were to choose the path to the left and fol­low the slope, he would ar­rive, in less than a quar­ter of an hour, at some mouth on the Seine be­tween the Pont au Change and the Pont-Neuf, that is to say, he would make his ap­pear­ance in broad day­light on the most dense­ly peo­pled spot in Paris. Per­haps he would come out on some man­hole at the in­ter­sec­tion of streets. Amaze­ment of the passers­by at be­hold­ing two bleed­ing men emerge from the earth at their feet. Ar­rival of the po­lice, a call to arms of the neigh­bor­ing post of guards. Thus they would be seized be­fore they had even got out. It would be bet­ter to plunge in­to that labyrinth, to con­fide them­selves to that black gloom, and to trust to Prov­i­dence for the out­come.

			He as­cend­ed the in­cline, and turned to the right.

			When he had turned the an­gle of the gallery, the dis­tant glim­mer of an air-hole dis­ap­peared, the cur­tain of ob­scu­ri­ty fell up­on him once more, and he be­came blind again. Nev­er­the­less, he ad­vanced as rapid­ly as pos­si­ble. Mar­ius’ two arms were passed round his neck, and the for­mer’s feet dragged be­hind him. He held both these arms with one hand, and groped along the wall with the oth­er. Mar­ius’ cheek touched his, and clung there, bleed­ing. He felt a warm stream which came from Mar­ius trick­ling down up­on him and mak­ing its way un­der his clothes. But a hu­mid warmth near his ear, which the mouth of the wound­ed man touched, in­di­cat­ed res­pi­ra­tion, and con­se­quent­ly, life. The pas­sage along which Jean Val­jean was now pro­ceed­ing was not so nar­row as the first. Jean Val­jean walked through it with con­sid­er­able dif­fi­cul­ty. The rain of the pre­ced­ing day had not, as yet, en­tire­ly run off, and it cre­at­ed a lit­tle tor­rent in the cen­tre of the bot­tom, and he was forced to hug the wall in or­der not to have his feet in the wa­ter.

			Thus he pro­ceed­ed in the gloom. He re­sem­bled the be­ings of the night grop­ing in the in­vis­i­ble and lost be­neath the earth in veins of shad­ow.

			Still, lit­tle by lit­tle, whether it was that the dis­tant air-holes emit­ted a lit­tle wa­ver­ing light in this opaque gloom, or whether his eyes had be­come ac­cus­tomed to the ob­scu­ri­ty, some vague vi­sion re­turned to him, and he be­gan once more to gain a con­fused idea, now of the wall which he touched, now of the vault be­neath which he was pass­ing. The pupil di­lates in the dark, and the soul di­lates in mis­for­tune and ends by find­ing God there.

			It was not easy to di­rect his course.

			The line of the sew­er ree­choes, so to speak, the line of the streets which lie above it. There were then in Paris two thou­sand two hun­dred streets. Let the read­er imag­ine him­self be­neath that for­est of gloomy branch­es which is called the sew­er. The sys­tem of sew­ers ex­ist­ing at that epoch, placed end to end, would have giv­en a length of eleven leagues. We have said above, that the ac­tu­al net­work, thanks to the spe­cial ac­tiv­i­ty of the last thir­ty years, was no less than six­ty leagues in ex­tent.

			Jean Val­jean be­gan by com­mit­ting a blun­der. He thought that he was be­neath the Rue Saint-De­nis, and it was a pity that it was not so. Un­der the Rue Saint-De­nis there is an old stone sew­er which dates from Louis XI­II and which runs straight to the col­lect­ing sew­er, called the Grand Sew­er, with but a sin­gle el­bow, on the right, on the el­e­va­tion of the an­cient Cour des Mir­a­cles, and a sin­gle branch, the Saint-Mar­tin sew­er, whose four arms de­scribe a cross. But the gut of the Pe­tite-Truan­derie the en­trance to which was in the vicin­i­ty of the Corinthe wine-shop has nev­er com­mu­ni­cat­ed with the sew­er of the Rue Saint-De­nis; it end­ed at the Mont­martre sew­er, and it was in this that Jean Val­jean was en­tan­gled. There op­por­tu­ni­ties of los­ing one­self abound. The Mont­martre sew­er is one of the most labyrinthine of the an­cient net­work. For­tu­nate­ly, Jean Val­jean had left be­hind him the sew­er of the mar­kets whose ge­o­met­ri­cal plan presents the ap­pear­ance of a mul­ti­tude of par­rots’ roosts piled on top of each oth­er; but he had be­fore him more than one em­bar­rass­ing en­counter and more than one street cor­ner—for they are streets—pre­sent­ing it­self in the gloom like an in­ter­ro­ga­tion point; first, on his left, the vast sew­er of the Plâtrière, a sort of Chi­nese puz­zle, thrust­ing out and en­tan­gling its chaos of Ts and Zs un­der the Post-Of­fice and un­der the ro­tun­da of the Wheat Mar­ket, as far as the Seine, where it ter­mi­nates in a Y; sec­ond­ly, on his right, the curv­ing cor­ri­dor of the Rue du Cad­ran with its three teeth, which are al­so blind courts; third­ly, on his left, the branch of the Mail, com­pli­cat­ed, al­most at its in­cep­tion, with a sort of fork, and pro­ceed­ing from zigzag to zigzag un­til it ends in the grand crypt of the out­let of the Lou­vre, trun­cat­ed and ram­i­fied in ev­ery di­rec­tion; and last­ly, the blind al­ley of a pas­sage of the Rue des Jeûneurs, with­out count­ing lit­tle ducts here and there, be­fore reach­ing the belt sew­er, which alone could con­duct him to some is­sue suf­fi­cient­ly dis­tant to be safe.

			Had Jean Val­jean had any idea of all that we have here point­ed out, he would speed­i­ly have per­ceived, mere­ly by feel­ing the wall, that he was not in the sub­ter­ranean gallery of the Rue Saint-De­nis. In­stead of the an­cient stone, in­stead of the an­tique ar­chi­tec­ture, haughty and roy­al even in the sew­er, with pave­ment and string cour­ses of gran­ite and mor­tar cost­ing eight hun­dred livres the fath­om, he would have felt un­der his hand con­tem­po­rary cheap­ness, eco­nom­i­cal ex­pe­di­ents, por­ous stone filled with mor­tar on a con­crete foun­da­tion, which costs two hun­dred francs the me­tre, and the bour­geoise ma­son­ry known as à pe­tits matéri­aux—small stuff; but of all this he knew noth­ing.

			He ad­vanced with anx­i­ety, but with calm­ness, see­ing noth­ing, know­ing noth­ing, buried in chance, that is to say, en­gulfed in prov­i­dence.

			By de­grees, we will ad­mit, a cer­tain hor­ror seized up­on him. The gloom which en­veloped him pen­e­trat­ed his spir­it. He walked in an enig­ma. This aque­duct of the sew­er is for­mi­da­ble; it in­ter­laces in a dizzy fash­ion. It is a melan­choly thing to be caught in this Paris of shad­ows. Jean Val­jean was obliged to find and even to in­vent his route with­out see­ing it. In this un­known, ev­ery step that he risked might be his last. How was he to get out? should he find an is­sue? should he find it in time? would that colos­sal sub­ter­ranean sponge with its stone cav­i­ties, al­low it­self to be pen­e­trat­ed and pierced? should he there en­counter some un­ex­pect­ed knot in the dark­ness? should he ar­rive at the in­ex­tri­ca­ble and the im­pass­able? would Mar­ius die there of hem­or­rhage and he of hunger? should they end by both get­ting lost, and by fur­nish­ing two skele­tons in a nook of that night? He did not know. He put all these ques­tions to him­self with­out re­ply­ing to them. The in­testines of Paris form a precipice. Like the prophet, he was in the bel­ly of the mon­ster.

			All at once, he had a sur­prise. At the most un­fore­seen mo­ment, and with­out hav­ing ceased to walk in a straight line, he per­ceived that he was no longer as­cend­ing; the wa­ter of the rivulet was beat­ing against his heels, in­stead of meet­ing him at his toes. The sew­er was now de­scend­ing. Why? Was he about to ar­rive sud­den­ly at the Seine? This dan­ger was a great one, but the per­il of re­treat­ing was still greater. He con­tin­ued to ad­vance.

			It was not to­wards the Seine that he was pro­ceed­ing. The ridge which the soil of Paris forms on its right bank emp­ties one of its wa­ter­sheds in­to the Seine and the oth­er in­to the Grand Sew­er. The crest of this ridge which de­ter­mines the di­vi­sion of the wa­ters de­scribes a very capri­cious line. The cul­mi­nat­ing point, which is the point of sep­a­ra­tion of the cur­rents, is in the Sainte-Avoye sew­er, be­yond the Rue Michel-le-Comte, in the sew­er of the Lou­vre, near the boule­vards, and in the Mont­martre sew­er, near the Halles. It was this cul­mi­nat­ing point that Jean Val­jean had reached. He was di­rect­ing his course to­wards the belt sew­er; he was on the right path. But he did not know it.

			Ev­ery time that he en­coun­tered a branch, he felt of its an­gles, and if he found that the open­ing which pre­sent­ed it­self was small­er than the pas­sage in which he was, he did not en­ter but con­tin­ued his route, right­ly judg­ing that ev­ery nar­row­er way must needs ter­mi­nate in a blind al­ley, and could on­ly lead him fur­ther from his goal, that is to say, the out­let. Thus he avoid­ed the quadru­ple trap which was set for him in the dark­ness by the four labyrinths which we have just enu­mer­at­ed.

			At a cer­tain mo­ment, he per­ceived that he was emerg­ing from be­neath the Paris which was pet­ri­fied by the up­ris­ing, where the bar­ri­cades had sup­pressed cir­cu­la­tion, and that he was en­ter­ing be­neath the liv­ing and nor­mal Paris. Over­head he sud­den­ly heard a noise as of thun­der, dis­tant but con­tin­u­ous. It was the rum­bling of ve­hi­cles.

			He had been walk­ing for about half an hour, at least ac­cord­ing to the cal­cu­la­tion which he made in his own mind, and he had not yet thought of rest; he had mere­ly changed the hand with which he was hold­ing Mar­ius. The dark­ness was more pro­found than ev­er, but its very depth re­as­sured him.

			All at once, he saw his shad­ow in front of him. It was out­lined on a faint, al­most in­dis­tinct red­dish glow, which vague­ly em­pur­pled the floor­ing vault un­der­foot, and the vault over­head, and gild­ed to his right and to his left the two vis­cous walls of the pas­sage. Stu­pe­fied, he turned round.

			Be­hind him, in the por­tion of the pas­sage which he had just passed through, at a dis­tance which ap­peared to him im­mense, pierc­ing the dense ob­scu­ri­ty, flamed a sort of hor­ri­ble star which had the air of sur­vey­ing him.

			It was the gloomy star of the po­lice which was ris­ing in the sew­er.

			In the rear of that star eight or ten forms were mov­ing about in a con­fused way, black, up­right, in­dis­tinct, hor­ri­ble.

		
	
		
			
				II

				Ex­pla­na­tion

			
			On the day of the sixth of June, a battue of the sew­ers had been or­dered. It was feared that the van­quished might have tak­en to them for refuge, and Pre­fect Gis­quet was to search oc­cult Paris while Gen­er­al Bugeaud swept pub­lic Paris; a dou­ble and con­nect­ed op­er­a­tion which ex­act­ed a dou­ble strat­e­gy on the part of the pub­lic force, rep­re­sent­ed above by the army and be­low by the po­lice. Three squads of agents and sew­er­men ex­plored the sub­ter­ranean drain of Paris, the first on the right bank, the sec­ond on the left bank, the third in the city. The agents of po­lice were armed with cara­bines, with blud­geons, swords and poignards.

			That which was di­rect­ed at Jean Val­jean at that mo­ment, was the lantern of the pa­trol of the right bank.

			This pa­trol had just vis­it­ed the curv­ing gallery and the three blind al­leys which lie be­neath the Rue du Cad­ran. While they were pass­ing their lantern through the depths of these blind al­leys, Jean Val­jean had en­coun­tered on his path the en­trance to the gallery, had per­ceived that it was nar­row­er than the prin­ci­pal pas­sage and had not pen­e­trat­ed thith­er. He had passed on. The po­lice, on emerg­ing from the gallery du Cad­ran, had fan­cied that they heard the sound of foot­steps in the di­rec­tion of the belt sew­er. They were, in fact, the steps of Jean Val­jean. The sergeant in com­mand of the pa­trol had raised his lantern, and the squad had be­gun to gaze in­to the mist in the di­rec­tion whence the sound pro­ceed­ed.

			This was an in­de­scrib­able mo­ment for Jean Val­jean.

			Hap­pi­ly, if he saw the lantern well, the lantern saw him but ill. It was light and he was shad­ow. He was very far off, and min­gled with the dark­ness of the place. He hugged the wall and halt­ed. More­over, he did not un­der­stand what it was that was mov­ing be­hind him. The lack of sleep and food, and his emo­tions had caused him al­so to pass in­to the state of a vi­sion­ary. He be­held a gleam, and around that gleam, forms. What was it? He did not com­pre­hend.

			Jean Val­jean hav­ing paused, the sound ceased.

			The men of the pa­trol lis­tened, and heard noth­ing, they looked and saw noth­ing. They held a con­sul­ta­tion.

			There ex­ist­ed at that epoch at this point of the Mont­martre sew­er a sort of cross­roads called de ser­vice, which was af­ter­wards sup­pressed, on ac­count of the lit­tle in­te­ri­or lake which formed there, swal­low­ing up the tor­rent of rain in heavy storms. The pa­trol could form a clus­ter in this open space. Jean Val­jean saw these spec­tres form a sort of cir­cle. These bull­dogs’ heads ap­proached each oth­er close­ly and whis­pered to­geth­er.

			The re­sult of this coun­cil held by the watch dogs was, that they had been mis­tak­en, that there had been no noise, that it was use­less to get en­tan­gled in the belt sew­er, that it would on­ly be a waste of time, but that they ought to has­ten to­wards Saint-Mer­ry; that if there was any­thing to do, and any “bousin­got” to track out, it was in that quar­ter.

			From time to time, par­ties resole their old in­sults. In 1832, the word bousin­got formed the in­ter­im be­tween the word ja­cobin, which had be­come ob­so­lete, and the word dem­a­gogue which has since ren­dered such ex­cel­lent ser­vice.

			The sergeant gave or­ders to turn to the left, to­wards the wa­ter­shed of the Seine.

			If it had oc­curred to them to sep­a­rate in­to two squads, and to go in both di­rec­tions, Jean Val­jean would have been cap­tured. All hung on that thread. It is prob­a­ble that the in­struc­tions of the pre­fec­ture, fore­see­ing a pos­si­bil­i­ty of com­bat and in­sur­gents in force, had for­bid­den the pa­trol to part com­pa­ny. The pa­trol re­sumed its march, leav­ing Jean Val­jean be­hind it. Of all this move­ment, Jean Val­jean per­ceived noth­ing, ex­cept the eclipse of the lantern which sud­den­ly wheeled round.

			Be­fore tak­ing his de­par­ture, the sergeant, in or­der to ac­quit his po­lice­man’s con­science, dis­charged his gun in the di­rec­tion of Jean Val­jean. The det­o­na­tion rolled from echo to echo in the crypt, like the rum­bling of that ti­tan­ic en­trail. A bit of plas­ter which fell in­to the stream and splashed up the wa­ter a few paces away from Jean Val­jean, warned him that the ball had struck the arch over his head.

			Slow and mea­sured steps re­sound­ed for some time on the tim­ber work, grad­u­al­ly dy­ing away as they re­treat­ed to a greater dis­tance; the group of black forms van­ished, a glim­mer of light os­cil­lat­ed and float­ed, com­mu­ni­cat­ing to the vault a red­dish glow which grew fainter, then dis­ap­peared; the si­lence be­came pro­found once more, the ob­scu­ri­ty be­came com­plete, blind­ness and deaf­ness re­sumed pos­ses­sion of the shad­ows; and Jean Val­jean, not dar­ing to stir as yet, re­mained for a long time lean­ing with his back against the wall, with strain­ing ears, and di­lat­ed pupils, watch­ing the dis­ap­pear­ance of that phan­tom pa­trol.

		
	
		
			
				III

				The “Spun” Man

			
			This jus­tice must be ren­dered to the po­lice of that pe­ri­od, that even in the most se­ri­ous pub­lic junc­tures, it im­per­turbably ful­filled its du­ties con­nect­ed with the sew­ers and sur­veil­lance. A re­volt was, in its eyes, no pre­text for al­low­ing male­fac­tors to take the bit in their own mouths, and for ne­glect­ing so­ci­ety for the rea­son that the gov­ern­ment was in per­il. The or­di­nary ser­vice was per­formed cor­rect­ly in com­pa­ny with the ex­tra­or­di­nary ser­vice, and was not trou­bled by the lat­ter. In the midst of an in­cal­cu­la­ble po­lit­i­cal event al­ready be­gun, un­der the pres­sure of a pos­si­ble rev­o­lu­tion, a po­lice agent, “spun” a thief with­out al­low­ing him­self to be dis­tract­ed by in­sur­rec­tion and bar­ri­cades.

			It was some­thing pre­cise­ly par­al­lel which took place on the af­ter­noon of the 6th of June on the banks of the Seine, on the slope of the right shore, a lit­tle be­yond the Pont des In­valides.

			There is no longer any bank there now. The as­pect of the lo­cal­i­ty has changed.

			On that bank, two men, sep­a­rat­ed by a cer­tain dis­tance, seemed to be watch­ing each oth­er while mu­tu­al­ly avoid­ing each oth­er. The one who was in ad­vance was try­ing to get away, the one in the rear was try­ing to over­take the oth­er.

			It was like a game of check­ers played at a dis­tance and in si­lence. Nei­ther seemed to be in any hur­ry, and both walked slow­ly, as though each of them feared by too much haste to make his part­ner re­dou­ble his pace.

			One would have said that it was an ap­petite fol­low­ing its prey, and pur­pose­ly with­out wear­ing the air of do­ing so. The prey was crafty and on its guard.

			The prop­er re­la­tions be­tween the hunt­ed pole­cat and the hunt­ing dog were ob­served. The one who was seek­ing to es­cape had an in­signif­i­cant mien and not an im­pres­sive ap­pear­ance; the one who was seek­ing to seize him was rude of as­pect, and must have been rude to en­counter.

			The first, con­scious that he was the more fee­ble, avoid­ed the sec­ond; but he avoid­ed him in a man­ner which was deeply fu­ri­ous; any­one who could have ob­served him would have dis­cerned in his eyes the som­bre hos­til­i­ty of flight, and all the men­ace that fear con­tains.

			The shore was de­sert­ed; there were no passers­by; not even a boat­man nor a lighter­man was in the skiffs which were moored here and there.

			It was not easy to see these two men, ex­cept from the quay op­po­site, and to any per­son who had scru­ti­nized them at that dis­tance, the man who was in ad­vance would have ap­peared like a bristling, tat­tered, and equiv­o­cal be­ing, who was un­easy and trem­bling be­neath a ragged blouse, and the oth­er like a clas­sic and of­fi­cial per­son­age, wear­ing the frock-coat of au­thor­i­ty but­toned to the chin.

			Per­chance the read­er might rec­og­nize these two men, if he were to see them clos­er at hand.

			What was the ob­ject of the sec­ond man?

			Prob­a­bly to suc­ceed in cloth­ing the first more warm­ly.

			When a man clothed by the state pur­sues a man in rags, it is in or­der to make of him a man who is al­so clothed by the state. On­ly, the whole ques­tion lies in the col­or. To be dressed in blue is glo­ri­ous; to be dressed in red is dis­agree­able.

			There is a pur­ple from be­low.

			It is prob­a­bly some un­pleas­ant­ness and some pur­ple of this sort which the first man is de­sirous of shirk­ing.

			If the oth­er al­lowed him to walk on, and had not seized him as yet, it was, judg­ing from all ap­pear­ances, in the hope of see­ing him lead up to some sig­nif­i­cant meet­ing-place and to some group worth catch­ing. This del­i­cate op­er­a­tion is called “spin­ning.”

			What ren­ders this con­jec­ture en­tire­ly prob­a­ble is that the but­toned-up man, on catch­ing sight from the shore of a hack­ney-coach on the quay as it was pass­ing along emp­ty, made a sign to the driv­er; the driv­er un­der­stood, ev­i­dent­ly rec­og­nized the per­son with whom he had to deal, turned about and be­gan to fol­low the two men at the top of the quay, at a foot-pace. This was not ob­served by the slouch­ing and tat­tered per­son­age who was in ad­vance.

			The hack­ney-coach rolled along the trees of the Champs-Élysées. The bust of the driv­er, whip in hand, could be seen mov­ing along above the para­pet.

			One of the se­cret in­struc­tions of the po­lice au­thor­i­ties to their agents con­tains this ar­ti­cle: “Al­ways have on hand a hack­ney-coach, in case of emer­gen­cy.”

			While these two men were ma­noeu­vring, each on his own side, with ir­re­proach­able strat­e­gy, they ap­proached an in­clined plane on the quay which de­scend­ed to the shore, and which per­mit­ted cab­drivers ar­riv­ing from Passy to come to the riv­er and wa­ter their hors­es. This in­clined plane was sup­pressed lat­er on, for the sake of sym­me­try; hors­es may die of thirst, but the eye is grat­i­fied.

			It is prob­a­ble that the man in the blouse had in­tend­ed to as­cend this in­clined plane, with a view to mak­ing his es­cape in­to the Champs-Élysées, a place or­na­ment­ed with trees, but, in re­turn, much in­fest­ed with po­lice­men, and where the oth­er could eas­i­ly ex­er­cise vi­o­lence.

			This point on the quay is not very far dis­tant from the house brought to Paris from Moret in 1824, by Colonel Brack, and des­ig­nat­ed as “the house of François I.” A guard house is sit­u­at­ed close at hand.

			To the great sur­prise of his watch­er, the man who was be­ing tracked did not mount by the in­clined plane for wa­ter­ing. He con­tin­ued to ad­vance along the quay on the shore.

			His po­si­tion was vis­i­bly be­com­ing crit­i­cal.

			What was he in­tend­ing to do, if not to throw him­self in­to the Seine?

			Hence­forth, there ex­ist­ed no means of as­cend­ing to the quay; there was no oth­er in­clined plane, no stair­case; and they were near the spot, marked by the bend in the Seine to­wards the Pont de Jé­na, where the bank, grow­ing con­stant­ly nar­row­er, end­ed in a slen­der tongue, and was lost in the wa­ter. There he would in­evitably find him­self blocked be­tween the per­pen­dic­u­lar wall on his right, the riv­er on his left and in front of him, and the au­thor­i­ties on his heels.

			It is true that this ter­mi­na­tion of the shore was hid­den from sight by a heap of rub­bish six or sev­en feet in height, pro­duced by some de­mo­li­tion or oth­er. But did this man hope to con­ceal him­self ef­fec­tu­al­ly be­hind that heap of rub­bish, which one need but skirt? The ex­pe­di­ent would have been puerile. He cer­tain­ly was not dream­ing of such a thing. The in­no­cence of thieves does not ex­tend to that point.

			The pile of rub­bish formed a sort of pro­jec­tion at the wa­ter’s edge, which was pro­longed in a promon­to­ry as far as the wall of the quay.

			The man who was be­ing fol­lowed ar­rived at this lit­tle mound and went round it, so that he ceased to be seen by the oth­er.

			The lat­ter, as he did not see, could not be seen; he took ad­van­tage of this fact to aban­don all dis­sim­u­la­tion and to walk very rapid­ly. In a few mo­ments, he had reached the rub­bish heap and passed round it. There he halt­ed in sheer amaze­ment. The man whom he had been pur­su­ing was no longer there.

			To­tal eclipse of the man in the blouse.

			The shore, be­gin­ning with the rub­bish heap, was on­ly about thir­ty paces long, then it plunged in­to the wa­ter which beat against the wall of the quay. The fugi­tive could not have thrown him­self in­to the Seine with­out be­ing seen by the man who was fol­low­ing him. What had be­come of him?

			The man in the but­toned-up coat walked to the ex­trem­i­ty of the shore, and re­mained there in thought for a mo­ment, his fists clenched, his eyes search­ing. All at once he smote his brow. He had just per­ceived, at the point where the land came to an end and the wa­ter be­gan, a large iron grat­ing, low, arched, gar­nished with a heavy lock and with three mas­sive hinges. This grat­ing, a sort of door pierced at the base of the quay, opened on the riv­er as well as on the shore. A black­ish stream passed un­der it. This stream dis­charged in­to the Seine.

			Be­yond the heavy, rusty iron bars, a sort of dark and vault­ed cor­ri­dor could be de­scried. The man fold­ed his arms and stared at the grat­ing with an air of re­proach.

			As this gaze did not suf­fice, he tried to thrust it aside; he shook it, it re­sist­ed solid­ly. It is prob­a­ble that it had just been opened, al­though no sound had been heard, a sin­gu­lar cir­cum­stance in so rusty a grat­ing; but it is cer­tain that it had been closed again. This in­di­cat­ed that the man be­fore whom that door had just opened had not a hook but a key.

			This ev­i­dence sud­den­ly burst up­on the mind of the man who was try­ing to move the grat­ing, and evoked from him this in­dig­nant ejac­u­la­tion:

			“That is too much! A gov­ern­ment key!”

			Then, im­me­di­ate­ly re­gain­ing his com­po­sure, he ex­pressed a whole world of in­te­ri­or ideas by this out­burst of mono­syl­la­bles ac­cent­ed al­most iron­i­cal­ly: “Come! Come! Come! Come!”

			That said, and in the hope of some­thing or oth­er, ei­ther that he should see the man emerge or oth­er men en­ter, he post­ed him­self on the watch be­hind a heap of rub­bish, with the pa­tient rage of a point­er.

			The hack­ney-coach, which reg­u­lat­ed all its move­ments on his, had, in its turn, halt­ed on the quay above him, close to the para­pet. The coach­man, fore­see­ing a pro­longed wait, en­cased his hors­es’ muz­zles in the bag of oats which is damp at the bot­tom, and which is so fa­mil­iar to Parisians, to whom, be it said in paren­the­sis, the Gov­ern­ment some­times ap­plies it. The rare passers­by on the Pont de Jé­na turned their heads, be­fore they pur­sued their way, to take a mo­men­tary glance at these two mo­tion­less items in the land­scape, the man on the shore, the car­riage on the quay.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				He Al­so Bears His Cross

			
			Jean Val­jean had re­sumed his march and had not again paused.

			This march be­came more and more la­bo­ri­ous. The lev­el of these vaults varies; the av­er­age height is about five feet, six inch­es, and has been cal­cu­lat­ed for the stature of a man; Jean Val­jean was forced to bend over, in or­der not to strike Mar­ius against the vault; at ev­ery step he had to bend, then to rise, and to feel in­ces­sant­ly of the wall. The mois­ture of the stones, and the vis­cous na­ture of the tim­ber frame­work fur­nished but poor sup­ports to which to cling, ei­ther for hand or foot. He stum­bled along in the hideous dung-heap of the city. The in­ter­mit­tent gleams from the air-holes on­ly ap­peared at very long in­ter­vals, and were so wan that the full sun­light seemed like the light of the moon; all the rest was mist, mi­as­ma, opaque­ness, black­ness. Jean Val­jean was both hun­gry and thirsty; es­pe­cial­ly thirsty; and this, like the sea, was a place full of wa­ter where a man can­not drink. His strength, which was prodi­gious, as the read­er knows, and which had been but lit­tle de­creased by age, thanks to his chaste and sober life, be­gan to give way, nev­er­the­less. Fa­tigue be­gan to gain on him; and as his strength de­creased, it made the weight of his bur­den in­crease. Mar­ius, who was, per­haps, dead, weighed him down as in­ert bod­ies weigh. Jean Val­jean held him in such a man­ner that his chest was not op­pressed, and so that res­pi­ra­tion could pro­ceed as well as pos­si­ble. Be­tween his legs he felt the rapid glid­ing of the rats. One of them was fright­ened to such a de­gree that he bit him. From time to time, a breath of fresh air reached him through the vent-holes of the mouths of the sew­er, and re­an­i­mat­ed him.

			It might have been three hours past mid­day when he reached the belt-sew­er.

			He was, at first, as­ton­ished at this sud­den widen­ing. He found him­self, all at once, in a gallery where his out­stretched hands could not reach the two walls, and be­neath a vault which his head did not touch. The Grand Sew­er is, in fact, eight feet wide and sev­en feet high.

			At the point where the Mont­martre sew­er joins the Grand Sew­er, two oth­er sub­ter­ranean gal­leries, that of the Rue de Provence, and that of the Abat­toir, form a square. Be­tween these four ways, a less saga­cious man would have re­mained un­de­cid­ed. Jean Val­jean se­lect­ed the broad­est, that is to say, the belt-sew­er. But here the ques­tion again came up—should he de­scend or as­cend? He thought that the sit­u­a­tion re­quired haste, and that he must now gain the Seine at any risk. In oth­er terms, he must de­scend. He turned to the left.

			It was well that he did so, for it is an er­ror to sup­pose that the belt-sew­er has two out­lets, the one in the di­rec­tion of Bercy, the oth­er to­wards Passy, and that it is, as its name in­di­cates, the sub­ter­ranean gir­dle of the Paris on the right bank. The Grand Sew­er, which is, it must be re­mem­bered, noth­ing else than the old brook of Ménil­montant, ter­mi­nates, if one as­cends it, in a blind sack, that is to say, at its an­cient point of de­par­ture which was its source, at the foot of the knoll of Ménil­montant. There is no di­rect com­mu­ni­ca­tion with the branch which col­lects the wa­ters of Paris be­gin­ning with the Quarti­er Popin­court, and which falls in­to the Seine through the Amelot sew­er above the an­cient Isle Lou­viers. This branch, which com­pletes the col­lect­ing sew­er, is sep­a­rat­ed from it, un­der the Rue Ménil­montant it­self, by a pile which marks the di­vid­ing point of the wa­ters, be­tween up­stream and down­stream. If Jean Val­jean had as­cend­ed the gallery he would have ar­rived, af­ter a thou­sand ef­forts, and bro­ken down with fa­tigue, and in an ex­pir­ing con­di­tion, in the gloom, at a wall. He would have been lost.

			In case of ne­ces­si­ty, by re­trac­ing his steps a lit­tle way, and en­ter­ing the pas­sage of the Filles-du-Cal­vaire, on con­di­tion that he did not hes­i­tate at the sub­ter­ranean cross­ing of the Car­refour Boucher­at, and by tak­ing the cor­ri­dor Saint-Louis, then the Saint-Gilles gut on the left, then turn­ing to the right and avoid­ing the Saint-Se­bas­tian gallery, he might have reached the Amelot sew­er, and thence, pro­vid­ed that he did not go astray in the sort of F which lies un­der the Bastille, he might have at­tained the out­let on the Seine near the Ar­se­nal. But in or­der to do this, he must have been thor­ough­ly fa­mil­iar with the enor­mous madrepore of the sew­er in all its ram­i­fi­ca­tions and in all its open­ings. Now, we must again in­sist that he knew noth­ing of that fright­ful drain which he was travers­ing; and had any­one asked him in what he was, he would have an­swered: “In the night.”

			His in­stinct served him well. To de­scend was, in fact, pos­si­ble safe­ty.

			He left on his right the two nar­row pas­sages which branch out in the form of a claw un­der the Rue Laf­fitte and the Rue Saint-Georges and the long, bi­fur­cat­ed cor­ri­dor of the Chaussée d’Antin.

			A lit­tle be­yond an af­flu­ent, which was, prob­a­bly, the Madeleine branch, he halt­ed. He was ex­treme­ly weary. A pass­ably large air-hole, prob­a­bly the man­hole in the Rue d’An­jou, fur­nished a light that was al­most vivid. Jean Val­jean, with the gen­tle­ness of move­ment which a broth­er would ex­er­cise to­wards his wound­ed broth­er, de­posit­ed Mar­ius on the ban­quette of the sew­er. Mar­ius’ blood­stained face ap­peared un­der the wan light of the air-hole like the ash­es at the bot­tom of a tomb. His eyes were closed, his hair was plas­tered down on his tem­ples like a painter’s brush­es dried in red wash; his hands hung limp and dead. A clot of blood had col­lect­ed in the knot of his cra­vat; his limbs were cold, and blood was clot­ted at the cor­ners of his mouth; his shirt had thrust it­self in­to his wounds, the cloth of his coat was chaf­ing the yawn­ing gash­es in the liv­ing flesh. Jean Val­jean, push­ing aside the gar­ments with the tips of his fin­gers, laid his hand up­on Mar­ius’ breast; his heart was still beat­ing. Jean Val­jean tore up his shirt, ban­daged the young man’s wounds as well as he was able and stopped the flow­ing blood; then bend­ing over Mar­ius, who still lay un­con­scious and al­most with­out breath­ing, in that half light, he gazed at him with in­ex­press­ible ha­tred.

			On dis­ar­rang­ing Mar­ius’ gar­ments, he had found two things in his pock­ets, the roll which had been for­got­ten there on the pre­ced­ing evening, and Mar­ius’ pock­et­book. He ate the roll and opened the pock­et­book. On the first page he found the four lines writ­ten by Mar­ius. The read­er will re­call them:

			“My name is Mar­ius Pont­mer­cy. Car­ry my body to my grand­fa­ther, M. Gillenor­mand, Rue des Filles-du-Cal­vaire, No. 6, in the Marais.”

			Jean Val­jean read these four lines by the light of the air-hole, and re­mained for a mo­ment as though ab­sorbed in thought, re­peat­ing in a low tone: “Rue des Filles-du-Cal­vaire, num­ber 6, Mon­sieur Gillenor­mand.” He re­placed the pock­et­book in Mar­ius’ pock­et. He had eat­en, his strength had re­turned to him; he took Mar­ius up once more up­on his back, placed the lat­ter’s head care­ful­ly on his right shoul­der, and re­sumed his de­scent of the sew­er.

			The Grand Sew­er, di­rect­ed ac­cord­ing to the course of the val­ley of Ménil­montant, is about two leagues long. It is paved through­out a no­table por­tion of its ex­tent.

			This torch of the names of the streets of Paris, with which we are il­lu­mi­nat­ing for the read­er Jean Val­jean’s sub­ter­ranean march, Jean Val­jean him­self did not pos­sess. Noth­ing told him what zone of the city he was travers­ing, nor what way he had made. On­ly the grow­ing pal­lor of the pools of light which he en­coun­tered from time to time in­di­cat­ed to him that the sun was with­draw­ing from the pave­ment, and that the day would soon be over; and the rolling of ve­hi­cles over­head, hav­ing be­come in­ter­mit­tent in­stead of con­tin­u­ous, then hav­ing al­most ceased, he con­clud­ed that he was no longer un­der cen­tral Paris, and that he was ap­proach­ing some soli­tary re­gion, in the vicin­i­ty of the out­er boule­vards, or the ex­treme out­er quays. Where there are few­er hous­es and streets, the sew­er has few­er air-holes. The gloom deep­ened around Jean Val­jean. Nev­er­the­less, he con­tin­ued to ad­vance, grop­ing his way in the dark.

			Sud­den­ly this dark­ness be­came ter­ri­ble.

		
	
		
			
				V

				In the Case of Sand as in That of Wom­an, There Is a Fine­ness Which Is Treach­er­ous

			
			He felt that he was en­ter­ing the wa­ter, and that he no longer had a pave­ment un­der his feet, but on­ly mud.

			It some­times hap­pens, that on cer­tain shores of Bre­tagne or Scot­land a man, ei­ther a trav­eller or a fish­er­man, while walk­ing at low tide on the beach far from shore, sud­den­ly no­tices that for sev­er­al min­utes past, he has been walk­ing with some dif­fi­cul­ty. The beach un­der foot is like pitch; his soles stick fast to it; it is no longer sand, it is birdlime. The strand is per­fect­ly dry, but at ev­ery step that he takes, as soon as the foot is raised, the print is filled with wa­ter. The eye, how­ev­er, has per­ceived no change; the im­mense beach is smooth and tran­quil, all the sand has the same as­pect, noth­ing dis­tin­guish­es the soil that is sol­id from that which is not sol­id; the joy­ous lit­tle cloud of sand-lice con­tin­ues to leap tu­mul­tuous­ly un­der the feet of the passer­by.

			The man pur­sues his way, he walks on, turns to­wards the land, en­deav­ors to ap­proach the shore. He is not un­easy. Un­easy about what? On­ly he is con­scious that the heav­i­ness of his feet seems to be in­creas­ing at ev­ery step that he takes. All at once he sinks in. He sinks in two or three inch­es. De­cid­ed­ly, he is not on the right road; he halts to get his bear­ings. Sud­den­ly he glances at his feet; his feet have dis­ap­peared. The sand has cov­ered them. He draws his feet out of the sand, he tries to re­trace his steps, he turns back, he sinks in more deeply than be­fore. The sand is up to his an­kles, he tears him­self free from it and flings him­self to the left, the sand reach­es to mid-leg, he flings him­self to the right, the sand comes up to his knees. Then, with in­de­scrib­able ter­ror, he rec­og­nizes the fact that he is caught in a quick­sand, and that he has be­neath him that fright­ful medi­um in which nei­ther man can walk nor fish can swim. He flings away his bur­den, if he have one, he light­ens him­self, like a ship in dis­tress; it is too late, the sand is above his knees.

			He shouts, he waves his hat, or his hand­ker­chief, the sand con­tin­u­al­ly gains on him; if the beach is de­sert­ed, if the land is too far away, if the bank of sand is too ill-famed, there is no hero in the neigh­bor­hood, all is over, he is con­demned to be en­gulfed. He is con­demned to that ter­ri­ble in­ter­ment, long, in­fal­li­ble, im­pla­ca­ble, which it is im­pos­si­ble to ei­ther re­tard or has­ten, which lasts for hours, which will not come to an end, which seizes you erect, free, in the flush of health, which drags you down by the feet, which, at ev­ery ef­fort that you at­tempt, at ev­ery shout that you ut­ter, draws you a lit­tle low­er, which has the air of pun­ish­ing you for your re­sis­tance by a re­dou­bled grasp, which forces a man to re­turn slow­ly to earth, while leav­ing him time to sur­vey the hori­zon, the trees, the ver­dant coun­try, the smoke of the vil­lages on the plain, the sails of the ships on the sea, the birds which fly and sing, the sun and the sky. This en­gulf­ment is the sepul­chre which as­sumes a tide, and which mounts from the depths of the earth to­wards a liv­ing man. Each minute is an in­ex­orable lay­er-out of the dead. The wretch­ed man tries to sit down, to lie down, to climb; ev­ery move­ment that he makes buries him deep­er; he straight­ens him­self up, he sinks; he feels that he is be­ing swal­lowed up; he shrieks, im­plores, cries to the clouds, wrings his hands, grows des­per­ate. Be­hold him in the sand up to his bel­ly, the sand reach­es to his breast, he is on­ly a bust now. He up­lifts his hands, ut­ters fu­ri­ous groans, clench­es his nails on the beach, tries to cling fast to that ash­es, sup­ports him­self on his el­bows in or­der to raise him­self from that soft sheath, and sobs fran­ti­cal­ly; the sand mounts high­er. The sand has reached his shoul­ders, the sand reach­es to his throat; on­ly his face is vis­i­ble now. His mouth cries aloud, the sand fills it; si­lence. His eyes still gaze forth, the sand clos­es them, night. Then his brow de­creas­es, a lit­tle hair quiv­ers above the sand; a hand projects, pierces the sur­face of the beach, waves and dis­ap­pears. Sin­is­ter oblit­er­a­tion of a man.

			Some­times a rid­er is en­gulfed with his horse; some­times the carter is swal­lowed up with his cart; all founders in that strand. It is ship­wreck else­where than in the wa­ter. It is the earth drown­ing a man. The earth, per­me­at­ed with the ocean, be­comes a pit­fall. It presents it­self in the guise of a plain, and it yawns like a wave. The abyss is sub­ject to these treach­eries.

			This melan­choly fate, al­ways pos­si­ble on cer­tain sea beach­es, was al­so pos­si­ble, thir­ty years ago, in the sew­ers of Paris.

			Be­fore the im­por­tant works, un­der­tak­en in 1833, the sub­ter­ranean drain of Paris was sub­ject to these sud­den slides.

			The wa­ter fil­tered in­to cer­tain sub­ja­cent stra­ta, which were par­tic­u­lar­ly fri­able; the foot-way, which was of flag­stones, as in the an­cient sew­ers, or of ce­ment on con­crete, as in the new gal­leries, hav­ing no longer an un­der­pin­ning, gave way. A fold in a floor­ing of this sort means a crack, means crum­bling. The frame­work crum­bled away for a cer­tain length. This crevice, the hia­tus of a gulf of mire, was called a fontis, in the spe­cial tongue. What is a fontis? It is the quick­sands of the seashore sud­den­ly en­coun­tered un­der the sur­face of the earth; it is the beach of Mont Saint-Michel in a sew­er. The soaked soil is in a state of fu­sion, as it were; all its mol­e­cules are in sus­pen­sion in soft medi­um; it is not earth and it is not wa­ter. The depth is some­times very great. Noth­ing can be more for­mi­da­ble than such an en­counter. If the wa­ter pre­dom­i­nates, death is prompt, the man is swal­lowed up; if earth pre­dom­i­nates, death is slow.

			Can any­one pic­ture to him­self such a death? If be­ing swal­lowed by the earth is ter­ri­ble on the seashore, what is it in a cesspool? In­stead of the open air, the broad day­light, the clear hori­zon, those vast sounds, those free clouds whence rains life, in­stead of those barks de­scried in the dis­tance, of that hope un­der all sorts of forms, of prob­a­ble passers­by, of suc­cor pos­si­ble up to the very last mo­ment—in­stead of all this, deaf­ness, blind­ness, a black vault, the in­side of a tomb al­ready pre­pared, death in the mire be­neath a cov­er! slow suf­fo­ca­tion by filth, a stone box where as­phyx­ia opens its claw in the mire and clutch­es you by the throat; fetid­ness min­gled with the death-rat­tle; slime in­stead of the strand, sul­furet­ted hy­dro­gen in place of the hur­ri­cane, dung in place of the ocean! And to shout, to gnash one’s teeth, and to writhe, and to strug­gle, and to ag­o­nize, with that enor­mous city which knows noth­ing of it all, over one’s head!

			In­ex­press­ible is the hor­ror of dy­ing thus! Death some­times re­deems his atroc­i­ty by a cer­tain ter­ri­ble dig­ni­ty. On the fu­ner­al pile, in ship­wreck, one can be great; in the flames as in the foam, a su­perb at­ti­tude is pos­si­ble; one there be­comes trans­fig­ured as one per­ish­es. But not here. Death is filthy. It is hu­mil­i­at­ing to ex­pire. The supreme float­ing vi­sions are ab­ject. Mud is syn­ony­mous with shame. It is pet­ty, ug­ly, in­fa­mous. To die in a butt of Malvoisie, like Clarence, is per­mis­si­ble; in the ditch of a scav­enger, like Es­cou­bleau, is hor­ri­ble. To strug­gle there­in is hideous; at the same time that one is go­ing through the death agony, one is floun­der­ing about. There are shad­ows enough for hell, and mire enough to ren­der it noth­ing but a slough, and the dy­ing man knows not whether he is on the point of be­com­ing a spec­tre or a frog.

			Ev­ery­where else the sepul­chre is sin­is­ter; here it is de­formed.

			The depth of the fontis var­ied, as well as their length and their den­si­ty, ac­cord­ing to the more or less bad qual­i­ty of the sub­soil. Some­times a fontis was three or four feet deep, some­times eight or ten; some­times the bot­tom was un­fath­omable. Here the mire was al­most sol­id, there al­most liq­uid. In the Lu­nière fontis, it would have tak­en a man a day to dis­ap­pear, while he would have been de­voured in five min­utes by the Philip­peaux slough. The mire bears up more or less, ac­cord­ing to its den­si­ty. A child can es­cape where a man will per­ish. The first law of safe­ty is to get rid of ev­ery sort of load. Ev­ery sew­er­man who felt the ground giv­ing way be­neath him be­gan by fling­ing away his sack of tools, or his back-bas­ket, or his hod.

			The fontis were due to dif­fer­ent caus­es: the fri­abil­i­ty of the soil; some land­slip at a depth be­yond the reach of man; the vi­o­lent sum­mer rains; the in­ces­sant flood­ing of win­ter; long, driz­zling show­ers. Some­times the weight of the sur­round­ing hous­es on a marly or sandy soil forced out the vaults of the sub­ter­ranean gal­leries and caused them to bend aside, or it chanced that a floor­ing vault burst and split un­der this crush­ing thrust. In this man­ner, the heap­ing up of the Parthenon, oblit­er­at­ed, a cen­tu­ry ago, a por­tion of the vaults of Saint-Geneviève hill. When a sew­er was bro­ken in un­der the pres­sure of the hous­es, the mis­chief was some­times be­trayed in the street above by a sort of space, like the teeth of a saw, be­tween the paving-stones; this crevice was de­vel­oped in an un­du­lat­ing line through­out the en­tire length of the cracked vault, and then, the evil be­ing vis­i­ble, the rem­e­dy could be prompt­ly ap­plied. It al­so fre­quent­ly hap­pened, that the in­te­ri­or rav­ages were not re­vealed by any ex­ter­nal scar, and in that case, woe to the sew­er­men. When they en­tered with­out pre­cau­tion in­to the sew­er, they were li­able to be lost. An­cient reg­is­ters make men­tion of sev­er­al scav­engers who were buried in fontis in this man­ner. They give many names; among oth­ers, that of the sew­er­man who was swal­lowed up in a quag­mire un­der the man­hole of the Rue Carême-Prenant, a cer­tain Blaise Poutrain; this Blaise Poutrain was the broth­er of Nicholas Poutrain, who was the last gravedig­ger of the ceme­tery called the Charnier des In­no­cents, in 1785, the epoch when that ceme­tery ex­pired.

			There was al­so that young and charm­ing Vi­comte d’Es­cou­bleau, of whom we have just spo­ken, one of the he­roes of the siege of Léri­da, where they de­liv­ered the as­sault in silk stock­ings, with vi­o­lins at their head. D’Es­cou­bleau, sur­prised one night at his cousin’s, the Duchesse de Sour­dis’, was drowned in a quag­mire of the Beautreil­lis sew­er, in which he had tak­en refuge in or­der to es­cape from the Duke. Madame de Sour­dis, when in­formed of his death, de­mand­ed her smelling-bot­tle, and for­got to weep, through snif­fling at her salts. In such cas­es, there is no love which holds fast; the sew­er ex­tin­guish­es it. Hero re­fus­es to wash the body of Le­an­der. This­be stops her nose in the pres­ence of Pyra­mus and says: “Phew!”

		
	
		
			
				VI

				The Fontis

			
			Jean Val­jean found him­self in the pres­ence of a fontis.

			This sort of quag­mire was com­mon at that pe­ri­od in the sub­soil of the Champs-Élysées, dif­fi­cult to han­dle in the hy­draulic works and a bad preser­va­tive of the sub­ter­ranean con­struc­tions, on ac­count of its ex­ces­sive flu­id­i­ty. This flu­id­i­ty ex­ceeds even the in­con­sis­ten­cy of the sands of the Quarti­er Saint-Georges, which could on­ly be con­quered by a stone con­struc­tion on a con­crete foun­da­tion, and the clayey stra­ta, in­fect­ed with gas, of the Quarti­er des Mar­tyrs, which are so liq­uid that the on­ly way in which a pas­sage was ef­fect­ed un­der the gallery des Mar­tyrs was by means of a cast-iron pipe. When, in 1836, the old stone sew­er be­neath the Faubourg Saint-Hon­oré, in which we now see Jean Val­jean, was de­mol­ished for the pur­pose of re­con­struct­ing it, the quick­sand, which forms the sub­soil of the Champs-Élysées as far as the Seine, pre­sent­ed such an ob­sta­cle, that the op­er­a­tion last­ed near­ly six months, to the great clam­or of the dwellers on the river­side, par­tic­u­lar­ly those who had ho­tels and car­riages. The work was more than un­healthy; it was dan­ger­ous. It is true that they had four months and a half of rain, and three floods of the Seine.

			The fontis which Jean Val­jean had en­coun­tered was caused by the down­pour of the pre­ced­ing day. The pave­ment, bad­ly sus­tained by the sub­ja­cent sand, had giv­en way and had pro­duced a stop­page of the wa­ter. In­fil­tra­tion had tak­en place, a slip had fol­lowed. The dis­lo­cat­ed bot­tom had sunk in­to the ooze. To what ex­tent? Im­pos­si­ble to say. The ob­scu­ri­ty was more dense there than else­where. It was a pit of mire in a cav­ern of night.

			Jean Val­jean felt the pave­ment van­ish­ing be­neath his feet. He en­tered this slime. There was wa­ter on the sur­face, slime at the bot­tom. He must pass it. To re­trace his steps was im­pos­si­ble. Mar­ius was dy­ing, and Jean Val­jean ex­haust­ed. Be­sides, where was he to go? Jean Val­jean ad­vanced. More­over, the pit seemed, for the first few steps, not to be very deep. But in pro­por­tion as he ad­vanced, his feet plunged deep­er. Soon he had the slime up to his calves and wa­ter above his knees. He walked on, rais­ing Mar­ius in his arms, as far above the wa­ter as he could. The mire now reached to his knees, and the wa­ter to his waist. He could no longer re­treat. This mud, dense enough for one man, could not, ob­vi­ous­ly, up­hold two. Mar­ius and Jean Val­jean would have stood a chance of ex­tri­cat­ing them­selves singly. Jean Val­jean con­tin­ued to ad­vance, sup­port­ing the dy­ing man, who was, per­haps, a corpse.

			The wa­ter came up to his armpits; he felt that he was sink­ing; it was on­ly with dif­fi­cul­ty that he could move in the depth of ooze which he had now reached. The den­si­ty, which was his sup­port, was al­so an ob­sta­cle. He still held Mar­ius on high, and with an un­heard-of ex­pen­di­ture of force, he ad­vanced still; but he was sink­ing. He had on­ly his head above the wa­ter now and his two arms hold­ing up Mar­ius. In the old paint­ings of the del­uge there is a moth­er hold­ing her child thus.

			He sank still deep­er, he turned his face to the rear, to es­cape the wa­ter, and in or­der that he might be able to breathe; any­one who had seen him in that gloom would have thought that what he be­held was a mask float­ing on the shad­ows; he caught a faint glimpse above him of the droop­ing head and livid face of Mar­ius; he made a des­per­ate ef­fort and launched his foot for­ward; his foot struck some­thing sol­id; a point of sup­port. It was high time.

			He straight­ened him­self up, and root­ed him­self up­on that point of sup­port with a sort of fury. This pro­duced up­on him the ef­fect of the first step in a stair­case lead­ing back to life.

			The point of sup­port, thus en­coun­tered in the mire at the supreme mo­ment, was the be­gin­ning of the oth­er wa­ter­shed of the pave­ment, which had bent but had not giv­en way, and which had curved un­der the wa­ter like a plank and in a sin­gle piece. Well built pave­ments form a vault and pos­sess this sort of firm­ness. This frag­ment of the vault­ing, part­ly sub­merged, but sol­id, was a ver­i­ta­ble in­clined plane, and, once on this plane, he was safe. Jean Val­jean mount­ed this in­clined plane and reached the oth­er side of the quag­mire.

			As he emerged from the wa­ter, he came in con­tact with a stone and fell up­on his knees. He re­flect­ed that this was but just, and he re­mained there for some time, with his soul ab­sorbed in words ad­dressed to God.

			He rose to his feet, shiv­er­ing, chilled, foul-smelling, bowed be­neath the dy­ing man whom he was drag­ging af­ter him, all drip­ping with slime, and his soul filled with a strange light.

		
	
		
			
				VII

				One Some­times Runs Aground When One Fan­cies That One Is Dis­em­bark­ing

			
			He set out on his way once more.

			How­ev­er, al­though he had not left his life in the fontis, he seemed to have left his strength be­hind him there. That supreme ef­fort had ex­haust­ed him. His las­si­tude was now such that he was obliged to pause for breath ev­ery three or four steps, and lean against the wall. Once he was forced to seat him­self on the ban­quette in or­der to al­ter Mar­ius’ po­si­tion, and he thought that he should have to re­main there. But if his vig­or was dead, his en­er­gy was not. He rose again.

			He walked on des­per­ate­ly, al­most fast, pro­ceed­ed thus for a hun­dred paces, al­most with­out draw­ing breath, and sud­den­ly came in con­tact with the wall. He had reached an el­bow of the sew­er, and, ar­riv­ing at the turn with head bent down, he had struck the wall. He raised his eyes, and at the ex­trem­i­ty of the vault, far, very far away in front of him, he per­ceived a light. This time it was not that ter­ri­ble light; it was good, white light. It was day­light. Jean Val­jean saw the out­let.

			A damned soul, who, in the midst of the fur­nace, should sud­den­ly per­ceive the out­let of Gehen­na, would ex­pe­ri­ence what Jean Val­jean felt. It would fly wild­ly with the stumps of its burned wings to­wards that ra­di­ant por­tal. Jean Val­jean was no longer con­scious of fa­tigue, he no longer felt Mar­ius’ weight, he found his legs once more of steel, he ran rather than walked. As he ap­proached, the out­let be­came more and more dis­tinct­ly de­fined. It was a point­ed arch, low­er than the vault, which grad­u­al­ly nar­rowed, and nar­row­er than the gallery, which closed in as the vault grew low­er. The tun­nel end­ed like the in­te­ri­or of a fun­nel; a faulty con­struc­tion, im­i­tat­ed from the wick­ets of pen­i­ten­tiaries, log­i­cal in a prison, il­log­i­cal in a sew­er, and which has since been cor­rect­ed.

			Jean Val­jean reached the out­let.

			There he halt­ed.

			It cer­tain­ly was the out­let, but he could not get out.

			The arch was closed by a heavy grat­ing, and the grat­ing, which, to all ap­pear­ance, rarely swung on its rusty hinges, was clamped to its stone jamb by a thick lock, which, red with rust, seemed like an enor­mous brick. The key­hole could be seen, and the ro­bust latch, deeply sunk in the iron sta­ple. The door was plain­ly dou­ble-locked. It was one of those prison locks which old Paris was so fond of lav­ish­ing.

			Be­yond the grat­ing was the open air, the riv­er, the day­light, the shore, very nar­row but suf­fi­cient for es­cape. The dis­tant quays, Paris, that gulf in which one so eas­i­ly hides one­self, the broad hori­zon, lib­er­ty. On the right, down­stream, the bridge of Jé­na was dis­cernible, on the left, up­stream, the bridge of the In­valides; the place would have been a pro­pi­tious one in which to await the night and to es­cape. It was one of the most soli­tary points in Paris; the shore which faces the Grand-Cail­lou. Flies were en­ter­ing and emerg­ing through the bars of the grat­ing.

			It might have been half-past eight o’clock in the evening. The day was de­clin­ing.

			Jean Val­jean laid Mar­ius down along the wall, on the dry por­tion of the vault­ing, then he went to the grat­ing and clenched both fists round the bars; the shock which he gave it was fren­zied, but it did not move. The grat­ing did not stir. Jean Val­jean seized the bars one af­ter the oth­er, in the hope that he might be able to tear away the least sol­id, and to make of it a lever where­with to raise the door or to break the lock. Not a bar stirred. The teeth of a tiger are not more firm­ly fixed in their sock­ets. No lever; no pry­ing pos­si­ble. The ob­sta­cle was in­vin­ci­ble. There was no means of open­ing the gate.

			Must he then stop there? What was he to do? What was to be­come of him? He had not the strength to re­trace his steps, to recom­mence the jour­ney which he had al­ready tak­en. Be­sides, how was he to again tra­verse that quag­mire whence he had on­ly ex­tri­cat­ed him­self as by a mir­a­cle? And af­ter the quag­mire, was there not the po­lice pa­trol, which as­sured­ly could not be twice avoid­ed? And then, whith­er was he to go? What di­rec­tion should he pur­sue? To fol­low the in­cline would not con­duct him to his goal. If he were to reach an­oth­er out­let, he would find it ob­struct­ed by a plug or a grat­ing. Ev­ery out­let was, un­doubt­ed­ly, closed in that man­ner. Chance had un­sealed the grat­ing through which he had en­tered, but it was ev­i­dent that all the oth­er sew­er mouths were barred. He had on­ly suc­ceed­ed in es­cap­ing in­to a prison.

			All was over. Ev­ery­thing that Jean Val­jean had done was use­less. Ex­haus­tion had end­ed in fail­ure.

			They were both caught in the im­mense and gloomy web of death, and Jean Val­jean felt the ter­ri­ble spi­der run­ning along those black strands and quiv­er­ing in the shad­ows. He turned his back to the grat­ing, and fell up­on the pave­ment, hurled to earth rather than seat­ed, close to Mar­ius, who still made no move­ment, and with his head bent be­tween his knees. This was the last drop of an­guish.

			Of what was he think­ing dur­ing this pro­found de­pres­sion? Nei­ther of him­self nor of Mar­ius. He was think­ing of Cosette.

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				The Torn Coat­tail

			
			In the midst of this pros­tra­tion, a hand was laid on his shoul­der, and a low voice said to him:

			“Half shares.”

			Some per­son in that gloom? Noth­ing so close­ly re­sem­bles a dream as de­spair. Jean Val­jean thought that he was dream­ing. He had heard no foot­steps. Was it pos­si­ble? He raised his eyes.

			A man stood be­fore him.

			This man was clad in a blouse; his feet were bare; he held his shoes in his left hand; he had ev­i­dent­ly re­moved them in or­der to reach Jean Val­jean, with­out al­low­ing his steps to be heard.

			Jean Val­jean did not hes­i­tate for an in­stant. Un­ex­pect­ed as was this en­counter, this man was known to him. The man was Thé­nardier.

			Al­though awak­ened, so to speak, with a start, Jean Val­jean, ac­cus­tomed to alarms, and steeled to un­fore­seen shocks that must be prompt­ly par­ried, in­stant­ly re­gained pos­ses­sion of his pres­ence of mind. More­over, the sit­u­a­tion could not be made worse, a cer­tain de­gree of dis­tress is no longer ca­pa­ble of a crescen­do, and Thé­nardier him­self could add noth­ing to this black­ness of this night.

			A mo­men­tary pause en­sued.

			Thé­nardier, rais­ing his right hand to a lev­el with his fore­head, formed with it a shade, then he brought his eye­lash­es to­geth­er, by screw­ing up his eyes, a mo­tion which, in con­nec­tion with a slight con­trac­tion of the mouth, char­ac­ter­izes the saga­cious at­ten­tion of a man who is en­deav­or­ing to rec­og­nize an­oth­er man. He did not suc­ceed. Jean Val­jean, as we have just stat­ed, had his back turned to the light, and he was, more­over, so dis­fig­ured, so be­mired, so bleed­ing that he would have been un­rec­og­niz­able in full noon­day. On the con­trary, il­lu­mi­nat­ed by the light from the grat­ing, a cel­lar light, it is true, livid, yet pre­cise in its livid­ness, Thé­nardier, as the en­er­get­ic pop­u­lar metaphor ex­press­es it, im­me­di­ate­ly “leaped in­to” Jean Val­jean’s eyes. This in­equal­i­ty of con­di­tions suf­ficed to as­sure some ad­van­tage to Jean Val­jean in that mys­te­ri­ous du­el which was on the point of be­gin­ning be­tween the two sit­u­a­tions and the two men. The en­counter took place be­tween Jean Val­jean veiled and Thé­nardier un­masked.

			Jean Val­jean im­me­di­ate­ly per­ceived that Thé­nardier did not rec­og­nize him.

			They sur­veyed each oth­er for a mo­ment in that half-gloom, as though tak­ing each oth­er’s mea­sure. Thé­nardier was the first to break the si­lence.

			“How are you go­ing to man­age to get out?”

			Jean Val­jean made no re­ply. Thé­nardier con­tin­ued:

			“It’s im­pos­si­ble to pick the lock of that gate. But still you must get out of this.”

			“That is true,” said Jean Val­jean.

			“Well, half shares then.”

			“What do you mean by that?”

			“You have killed that man; that’s all right. I have the key.”

			Thé­nardier point­ed to Mar­ius. He went on:

			“I don’t know you, but I want to help you. You must be a friend.”

			Jean Val­jean be­gan to com­pre­hend. Thé­nardier took him for an as­sas­sin.

			Thé­nardier re­sumed:

			“Lis­ten, com­rade. You didn’t kill that man with­out look­ing to see what he had in his pock­ets. Give me my half. I’ll open the door for you.”

			And half draw­ing from be­neath his tat­tered blouse a huge key, he added:

			“Do you want to see how a key to lib­er­ty is made? Look here.”

			Jean Val­jean “re­mained stupid”—the ex­pres­sion be­longs to the el­der Corneille—to such a de­gree that he doubt­ed whether what he be­held was re­al. It was Prov­i­dence ap­pear­ing in hor­ri­ble guise, and his good an­gel spring­ing from the earth in the form of Thé­nardier.

			Thé­nardier thrust his fist in­to a large pock­et con­cealed un­der his blouse, drew out a rope and of­fered it to Jean Val­jean.

			“Hold on,” said he, “I’ll give you the rope to boot.”

			“What is the rope for?”

			“You will need a stone al­so, but you can find one out­side. There’s a heap of rub­bish.”

			“What am I to do with a stone?”

			“Id­iot, you’ll want to sling that stiff in­to the riv­er, you’ll need a stone and a rope, oth­er­wise it would float on the wa­ter.”

			Jean Val­jean took the rope. There is no one who does not oc­ca­sion­al­ly ac­cept in this me­chan­i­cal way.

			Thé­nardier snapped his fin­gers as though an idea had sud­den­ly oc­curred to him.

			“Ah, see here, com­rade, how did you con­trive to get out of that slough yon­der? I haven’t dared to risk my­self in it. Phew! you don’t smell good.”

			Af­ter a pause he added:

			“I’m ask­ing you ques­tions, but you’re per­fect­ly right not to an­swer. It’s an ap­pren­tice­ship against that cursed quar­ter of an hour be­fore the ex­am­in­ing mag­is­trate. And then, when you don’t talk at all, you run no risk of talk­ing too loud. That’s no mat­ter, as I can’t see your face and as I don’t know your name, you are wrong in sup­pos­ing that I don’t know who you are and what you want. I twig. You’ve bro­ken up that gen­tle­man a bit; now you want to tuck him away some­where. The riv­er, that great hider of fol­ly, is what you want. I’ll get you out of your scrape. Help­ing a good fel­low in a pinch is what suits me to a hair.”

			While ex­press­ing his ap­proval of Jean Val­jean’s si­lence, he en­deav­ored to force him to talk. He jos­tled his shoul­der in an at­tempt to catch a sight of his pro­file, and he ex­claimed, with­out, how­ev­er, rais­ing his tone:

			“Apro­pos of that quag­mire, you’re a hearty an­i­mal. Why didn’t you toss the man in there?”

			Jean Val­jean pre­served si­lence.

			Thé­nardier re­sumed, push­ing the rag which served him as a cra­vat to the lev­el of his Adam’s ap­ple, a ges­ture which com­pletes the ca­pa­ble air of a se­ri­ous man:

			“Af­ter all, you act­ed wise­ly. The work­men, when they come to­mor­row to stop up that hole, would cer­tain­ly have found the stiff aban­doned there, and it might have been pos­si­ble, thread by thread, straw by straw, to pick up the scent and reach you. Some­one has passed through the sew­er. Who? Where did he get out? Was he seen to come out? The po­lice are full of clev­er­ness. The sew­er is treach­er­ous and tells tales of you. Such a find is a rar­i­ty, it at­tracts at­ten­tion, very few peo­ple make use of the sew­ers for their af­fairs, while the riv­er be­longs to ev­ery­body. The riv­er is the true grave. At the end of a month they fish up your man in the nets at Saint-Cloud. Well, what does one care for that? It’s car­rion! Who killed that man? Paris. And jus­tice makes no in­quiries. You have done well.”

			The more lo­qua­cious Thé­nardier be­came, the more mute was Jean Val­jean.

			Again Thé­nardier shook him by the shoul­der.

			“Now let’s set­tle this busi­ness. Let’s go shares. You have seen my key, show me your mon­ey.”

			Thé­nardier was hag­gard, fierce, sus­pi­cious, rather men­ac­ing, yet am­i­ca­ble.

			There was one sin­gu­lar cir­cum­stance; Thé­nardier’s man­ners were not sim­ple; he had not the air of be­ing whol­ly at his ease; while af­fect­ing an air of mys­tery, he spoke low; from time to time he laid his fin­ger on his mouth, and mut­tered, “hush!” It was dif­fi­cult to di­vine why. There was no one there ex­cept them­selves. Jean Val­jean thought that oth­er ruf­fi­ans might pos­si­bly be con­cealed in some nook, not very far off, and that Thé­nardier did not care to share with them.

			Thé­nardier re­sumed:

			“Let’s set­tle up. How much did the stiff have in his bags?”

			Jean Val­jean searched his pock­ets.

			It was his habit, as the read­er will re­mem­ber, to al­ways have some mon­ey about him. The mourn­ful life of ex­pe­di­ents to which he had been con­demned im­posed this as a law up­on him. On this oc­ca­sion, how­ev­er, he had been caught un­pre­pared. When don­ning his uni­form of a Na­tion­al Guards­man on the pre­ced­ing evening, he had for­got­ten, dole­ful­ly ab­sorbed as he was, to take his pock­et­book. He had on­ly some small change in his fob. He turned out his pock­et, all soaked with ooze, and spread out on the ban­quette of the vault one louis d’or, two five-franc pieces, and five or six large sous.

			Thé­nardier thrust out his low­er lip with a sig­nif­i­cant twist of the neck.

			“You knocked him over cheap,” said he.

			He set to feel­ing the pock­ets of Jean Val­jean and Mar­ius, with the great­est fa­mil­iar­i­ty. Jean Val­jean, who was chiefly con­cerned in keep­ing his back to the light, let him have his way.

			While han­dling Mar­ius’ coat, Thé­nardier, with the skill of a pick­pock­et, and with­out be­ing no­ticed by Jean Val­jean, tore off a strip which he con­cealed un­der his blouse, prob­a­bly think­ing that this morsel of stuff might serve, lat­er on, to iden­ti­fy the as­sas­si­nat­ed man and the as­sas­sin. How­ev­er, he found no more than the thir­ty francs.

			“That’s true,” said he, “both of you to­geth­er have no more than that.”

			And, for­get­ting his mot­to: “half shares,” he took all.

			He hes­i­tat­ed a lit­tle over the large sous. Af­ter due re­flec­tion, he took them al­so, mut­ter­ing:

			“Nev­er mind! You cut folks’ throats too cheap al­to­geth­er.”

			That done, he once more drew the big key from un­der his blouse.

			“Now, my friend, you must leave. It’s like the fair here, you pay when you go out. You have paid, now clear out.”

			And he be­gan to laugh.

			Had he, in lend­ing to this stranger the aid of his key, and in mak­ing some oth­er man than him­self emerge from that por­tal, the pure and dis­in­ter­est­ed in­ten­tion of res­cu­ing an as­sas­sin? We may be per­mit­ted to doubt this.

			Thé­nardier helped Jean Val­jean to re­place Mar­ius on his shoul­ders, then he be­took him­self to the grat­ing on tip­toe, and bare­foot­ed, mak­ing Jean Val­jean a sign to fol­low him, looked out, laid his fin­ger on his mouth, and re­mained for sev­er­al sec­onds, as though in sus­pense; his in­spec­tion fin­ished, he placed the key in the lock. The bolt slipped back and the gate swung open. It nei­ther grat­ed nor squeaked. It moved very soft­ly.

			It was ob­vi­ous that this gate and those hinges, care­ful­ly oiled, were in the habit of open­ing more fre­quent­ly than was sup­posed. This soft­ness was sus­pi­cious; it hint­ed at furtive go­ings and com­ings, silent en­trances and ex­its of noc­tur­nal men, and the wolf-like tread of crime.

			The sew­er was ev­i­dent­ly an ac­com­plice of some mys­te­ri­ous band. This tac­i­turn grat­ing was a re­ceiv­er of stolen goods.

			Thé­nardier opened the gate a lit­tle way, al­low­ing just suf­fi­cient space for Jean Val­jean to pass out, closed the grat­ing again, gave the key a dou­ble turn in the lock and plunged back in­to the dark­ness, with­out mak­ing any more noise than a breath. He seemed to walk with the vel­vet paws of a tiger.

			A mo­ment lat­er, that hideous prov­i­dence had re­treat­ed in­to the in­vis­i­bil­i­ty.

			Jean Val­jean found him­self in the open air.

		
	
		
			
				IX

				Mar­ius Pro­duces on Some One Who Is a Judge of the Mat­ter, the Ef­fect of Be­ing Dead

			
			He al­lowed Mar­ius to slide down up­on the shore.

			They were in the open air!

			The mi­as­mas, dark­ness, hor­ror lay be­hind him. The pure, health­ful, liv­ing, joy­ous air that was easy to breathe in­un­dat­ed him. Ev­ery­where around him reigned si­lence, but that charm­ing si­lence when the sun has set in an un­cloud­ed azure sky. Twi­light had de­scend­ed; night was draw­ing on, the great de­liv­er­er, the friend of all those who need a man­tle of dark­ness that they may es­cape from an an­guish. The sky pre­sent­ed it­self in all di­rec­tions like an enor­mous calm. The riv­er flowed to his feet with the sound of a kiss. The aeri­al di­a­logue of the nests bid­ding each oth­er good night in the elms of the Champs-Élysées was au­di­ble. A few stars, dain­ti­ly pierc­ing the pale blue of the zenith, and vis­i­ble to rever­ie alone, formed im­per­cep­ti­ble lit­tle splen­dors amid the im­men­si­ty. Evening was un­fold­ing over the head of Jean Val­jean all the sweet­ness of the in­fi­nite.

			It was that ex­quis­ite and un­de­cid­ed hour which says nei­ther yes nor no. Night was al­ready suf­fi­cient­ly ad­vanced to ren­der it pos­si­ble to lose one­self at a lit­tle dis­tance and yet there was suf­fi­cient day­light to per­mit of recog­ni­tion at close quar­ters.

			For sev­er­al sec­onds, Jean Val­jean was ir­re­sistibly over­come by that au­gust and ca­ress­ing seren­i­ty; such mo­ments of obliv­ion do come to men; suf­fer­ing re­frains from ha­rass­ing the un­hap­py wretch; ev­ery­thing is eclipsed in the thoughts; peace broods over the dream­er like night; and, be­neath the twi­light which beams and in im­i­ta­tion of the sky which is il­lu­mi­nat­ed, the soul be­comes stud­ded with stars. Jean Val­jean could not re­frain from con­tem­plat­ing that vast, clear shad­ow which rest­ed over him; thought­ful­ly he bathed in the sea of ec­sta­sy and prayer in the ma­jes­tic si­lence of the eter­nal heav­ens. Then he bent down swift­ly to Mar­ius, as though the sen­ti­ment of du­ty had re­turned to him, and, dip­ping up wa­ter in the hol­low of his hand, he gen­tly sprin­kled a few drops on the lat­ter’s face. Mar­ius’ eye­lids did not open; but his half-open mouth still breathed.

			Jean Val­jean was on the point of dip­ping his hand in the riv­er once more, when, all at once, he ex­pe­ri­enced an in­de­scrib­able em­bar­rass­ment, such as a per­son feels when there is some­one be­hind him whom he does not see.

			We have al­ready al­lud­ed to this im­pres­sion, with which ev­ery­one is fa­mil­iar.

			He turned round.

			Some­one was, in fact, be­hind him, as there had been a short while be­fore.

			A man of lofty stature, en­veloped in a long coat, with fold­ed arms, and bear­ing in his right fist a blud­geon of which the lead­en head was vis­i­ble, stood a few paces in the rear of the spot where Jean Val­jean was crouch­ing over Mar­ius.

			With the aid of the dark­ness, it seemed a sort of ap­pari­tion. An or­di­nary man would have been alarmed be­cause of the twi­light, a thought­ful man on ac­count of the blud­geon. Jean Val­jean rec­og­nized Javert.

			The read­er has di­vined, no doubt, that Thé­nardier’s pur­suer was no oth­er than Javert. Javert, af­ter his un­looked-for es­cape from the bar­ri­cade, had be­tak­en him­self to the pre­fec­ture of po­lice, had ren­dered a ver­bal ac­count to the Pre­fect in per­son in a brief au­di­ence, had then im­me­di­ate­ly gone on du­ty again, which im­plied—the note, the read­er will rec­ol­lect, which had been cap­tured on his per­son—a cer­tain sur­veil­lance of the shore on the right bank of the Seine near the Champs-Élysées, which had, for some time past, aroused the at­ten­tion of the po­lice. There he had caught sight of Thé­nardier and had fol­lowed him. The read­er knows the rest.

			Thus it will be eas­i­ly un­der­stood that that grat­ing, so oblig­ing­ly opened to Jean Val­jean, was a bit of clev­er­ness on Thé­nardier’s part. Thé­nardier in­tu­itive­ly felt that Javert was still there; the man spied up­on has a scent which nev­er de­ceives him; it was nec­es­sary to fling a bone to that sleuth­hound. An as­sas­sin, what a god­send! Such an op­por­tu­ni­ty must nev­er be al­lowed to slip. Thé­nardier, by putting Jean Val­jean out­side in his stead, pro­vid­ed a prey for the po­lice, forced them to re­lin­quish his scent, made them for­get him in a big­ger ad­ven­ture, re­paid Javert for his wait­ing, which al­ways flat­ters a spy, earned thir­ty francs, and count­ed with cer­tain­ty, so far as he him­self was con­cerned, on es­cap­ing with the aid of this di­ver­sion.

			Jean Val­jean had fall­en from one dan­ger up­on an­oth­er.

			These two en­coun­ters, this fall­ing one af­ter the oth­er, from Thé­nardier up­on Javert, was a rude shock.

			Javert did not rec­og­nize Jean Val­jean, who, as we have stat­ed, no longer looked like him­self. He did not un­fold his arms, he made sure of his blud­geon in his fist, by an im­per­cep­ti­ble move­ment, and said in a curt, calm voice:

			“Who are you?”

			“I.”

			“Who is ‘I’?”

			“Jean Val­jean.”

			Javert thrust his blud­geon be­tween his teeth, bent his knees, in­clined his body, laid his two pow­er­ful hands on the shoul­ders of Jean Val­jean, which were clamped with­in them as in a cou­ple of vices, scru­ti­nized him, and rec­og­nized him. Their faces al­most touched. Javert’s look was ter­ri­ble.

			Jean Val­jean re­mained in­ert be­neath Javert’s grasp, like a li­on sub­mit­ting to the claws of a lynx.

			“In­spec­tor Javert,” said he, “you have me in your pow­er. More­over, I have re­gard­ed my­self as your pris­on­er ev­er since this morn­ing. I did not give you my ad­dress with any in­ten­tion of es­cap­ing from you. Take me. On­ly grant me one fa­vor.”

			Javert did not ap­pear to hear him. He kept his eyes riv­et­ed on Jean Val­jean. His chin be­ing con­tract­ed, thrust his lips up­wards to­wards his nose, a sign of sav­age rever­ie. At length he re­leased Jean Val­jean, straight­ened him­self stiffly up with­out bend­ing, grasped his blud­geon again firm­ly, and, as though in a dream, he mur­mured rather than ut­tered this ques­tion:

			“What are you do­ing here? And who is this man?”

			He still ab­stained from ad­dress­ing Jean Val­jean as “thou.”

			Jean Val­jean replied, and the sound of his voice ap­peared to rouse Javert:

			“It is with re­gard to him that I de­sire to speak to you. Dis­pose of me as you see fit; but first help me to car­ry him home. That is all that I ask of you.”

			Javert’s face con­tract­ed as was al­ways the case when any­one seemed to think him ca­pa­ble of mak­ing a con­ces­sion. Nev­er­the­less, he did not say “no.”

			Again he bent over, drew from his pock­et a hand­ker­chief which he moist­ened in the wa­ter and with which he then wiped Mar­ius’ blood­stained brow.

			“This man was at the bar­ri­cade,” said he in a low voice and as though speak­ing to him­self. “He is the one they called Mar­ius.”

			A spy of the first qual­i­ty, who had ob­served ev­ery­thing, lis­tened to ev­ery­thing, and tak­en in ev­ery­thing, even when he thought that he was to die; who had played the spy even in his agony, and who, with his el­bows lean­ing on the first step of the sepul­chre, had tak­en notes.

			He seized Mar­ius’ hand and felt his pulse.

			“He is wound­ed,” said Jean Val­jean.

			“He is a dead man,” said Javert.

			Jean Val­jean replied:

			“No. Not yet.”

			“So you have brought him thith­er from the bar­ri­cade?” re­marked Javert.

			His pre­oc­cu­pa­tion must in­deed have been very pro­found for him not to in­sist on this alarm­ing res­cue through the sew­er, and for him not to even no­tice Jean Val­jean’s si­lence af­ter his ques­tion.

			Jean Val­jean, on his side, seemed to have but one thought. He re­sumed:

			“He lives in the Marais, Rue des Filles-du-Cal­vaire, with his grand­fa­ther. I do not rec­ol­lect his name.”

			Jean Val­jean fum­bled in Mar­ius’ coat, pulled out his pock­et­book, opened it at the page which Mar­ius had pen­cilled, and held it out to Javert.

			There was still suf­fi­cient light to ad­mit of read­ing. Be­sides this, Javert pos­sessed in his eye the fe­line phos­pho­res­cence of night birds. He de­ci­phered the few lines writ­ten by Mar­ius, and mut­tered: “Gillenor­mand, Rue des Filles-du Cal­vaire, No. 6.”

			Then he ex­claimed: “Coach­man!”

			The read­er will re­mem­ber that the hack­ney-coach was wait­ing in case of need.

			Javert kept Mar­ius’ pock­et­book.

			A mo­ment lat­er, the car­riage, which had de­scend­ed by the in­clined plane of the wa­ter­ing-place, was on the shore. Mar­ius was laid up­on the back seat, and Javert seat­ed him­self on the front seat be­side Jean Val­jean.

			The door slammed, and the car­riage drove rapid­ly away, as­cend­ing the quays in the di­rec­tion of the Bastille.

			They quit­ted the quays and en­tered the streets. The coach­man, a black form on his box, whipped up his thin hors­es. A glacial si­lence reigned in the car­riage. Mar­ius, mo­tion­less, with his body rest­ing in the cor­ner, and his head droop­ing on his breast, his arms hang­ing, his legs stiff, seemed to be await­ing on­ly a cof­fin; Jean Val­jean seemed made of shad­ow, and Javert of stone, and in that ve­hi­cle full of night, whose in­te­ri­or, ev­ery time that it passed in front of a street lantern, ap­peared to be turned livid­ly wan, as by an in­ter­mit­tent flash of light­ning, chance had unit­ed and seemed to be bring­ing face to face the three forms of trag­ic im­mo­bil­i­ty, the corpse, the spec­tre, and the stat­ue.

		
	
		
			
				X

				Re­turn of the Son Who Was Prodi­gal of His Life

			
			At ev­ery jolt over the pave­ment, a drop of blood trick­led from Mar­ius’ hair.

			Night had ful­ly closed in when the car­riage ar­rived at No. 6, Rue des Filles-du-Cal­vaire.

			Javert was the first to alight; he made sure with one glance of the num­ber on the car­riage gate, and, rais­ing the heavy knock­er of beat­en iron, em­bel­lished in the old style, with a male goat and a satyr con­fronting each oth­er, he gave a vi­o­lent peal. The gate opened a lit­tle way and Javert gave it a push. The porter half made his ap­pear­ance yawn­ing, vague­ly awake, and with a can­dle in his hand.

			Ev­ery­one in the house was asleep. Peo­ple go to bed be­times in the Marais, es­pe­cial­ly on days when there is a re­volt. This good, old quar­ter, ter­ri­fied at the Rev­o­lu­tion, takes refuge in slum­ber, as chil­dren, when they hear the Buga­boo com­ing, hide their heads hasti­ly un­der their cov­er­let.

			In the mean­time Jean Val­jean and the coach­man had tak­en Mar­ius out of the car­riage, Jean Val­jean sup­port­ing him un­der the armpits, and the coach­man un­der the knees.

			As they thus bore Mar­ius, Jean Val­jean slipped his hand un­der the lat­ter’s clothes, which were broad­ly rent, felt his breast, and as­sured him­self that his heart was still beat­ing. It was even beat­ing a lit­tle less fee­bly, as though the move­ment of the car­riage had brought about a cer­tain fresh ac­cess of life.

			Javert ad­dressed the porter in a tone be­fit­ting the gov­ern­ment, and the pres­ence of the porter of a fac­tious per­son.

			“Some per­son whose name is Gillenor­mand?”

			“Here. What do you want with him?”

			“His son is brought back.”

			“His son?” said the porter stupid­ly.

			“He is dead.”

			Jean Val­jean, who, soiled and tat­tered, stood be­hind Javert, and whom the porter was sur­vey­ing with some hor­ror, made a sign to him with his head that this was not so.

			The porter did not ap­pear to un­der­stand ei­ther Javert’s words or Jean Val­jean’s sign.

			Javert con­tin­ued:

			“He went to the bar­ri­cade, and here he is.”

			“To the bar­ri­cade?” ejac­u­lat­ed the porter.

			“He has got him­self killed. Go wak­en his fa­ther.”

			The porter did not stir.

			“Go along with you!” re­peat­ed Javert.

			And he added:

			“There will be a fu­ner­al here to­mor­row.”

			For Javert, the usu­al in­ci­dents of the pub­lic high­way were cat­e­gor­i­cal­ly classed, which is the be­gin­ning of fore­sight and sur­veil­lance, and each con­tin­gen­cy had its own com­part­ment; all pos­si­ble facts were ar­ranged in draw­ers, as it were, whence they emerged on oc­ca­sion, in vari­able quan­ti­ties; in the street, up­roar, re­volt, car­ni­val, and fu­ner­al.

			The porter con­tent­ed him­self with wak­ing Basque. Basque woke Nico­lette; Nico­lette roused great-aunt Gillenor­mand.

			As for the grand­fa­ther, they let him sleep on, think­ing that he would hear about the mat­ter ear­ly enough in any case.

			Mar­ius was car­ried up to the first floor, with­out any­one in the oth­er parts of the house be­ing aware of the fact, and de­posit­ed on an old so­fa in M. Gillenor­mand’s an­techam­ber; and while Basque went in search of a physi­cian, and while Nico­lette opened the linen-press­es, Jean Val­jean felt Javert touch him on the shoul­der. He un­der­stood and de­scend­ed the stairs, hav­ing be­hind him the step of Javert who was fol­low­ing him.

			The porter watched them take their de­par­ture as he had watched their ar­rival, in ter­ri­fied som­no­lence.

			They en­tered the car­riage once more, and the coach­man mount­ed his box.

			“In­spec­tor Javert,” said Jean, “grant me yet an­oth­er fa­vor.”

			“What is it?” de­mand­ed Javert rough­ly.

			“Let me go home for one in­stant. Then you shall do what­ev­er you like with me.”

			Javert re­mained silent for a few mo­ments, with his chin drawn back in­to the col­lar of his great­coat, then he low­ered the glass and front:

			“Driv­er,” said he, “Rue de l’Homme Ar­mé, No. 7.”

		
	
		
			
				XI

				Con­cus­sion in the Ab­so­lute

			
			They did not open their lips again dur­ing the whole space of their ride.

			What did Jean Val­jean want? To fin­ish what he had be­gun; to warn Cosette, to tell her where Mar­ius was, to give her, pos­si­bly, some oth­er use­ful in­for­ma­tion, to take, if he could, cer­tain fi­nal mea­sures. As for him­self, so far as he was per­son­al­ly con­cerned, all was over; he had been seized by Javert and had not re­sist­ed; any oth­er man than him­self in like sit­u­a­tion would, per­haps, have had some vague thoughts con­nect­ed with the rope which Thé­nardier had giv­en him, and of the bars of the first cell that he should en­ter; but, let us im­press it up­on the read­er, af­ter the Bish­op, there had ex­ist­ed in Jean Val­jean a pro­found hes­i­ta­tion in the pres­ence of any vi­o­lence, even when di­rect­ed against him­self.

			Sui­cide, that mys­te­ri­ous act of vi­o­lence against the un­known which may con­tain, in a mea­sure, the death of the soul, was im­pos­si­ble to Jean Val­jean.

			At the en­trance to the Rue de l’Homme Ar­mé, the car­riage halt­ed, the way be­ing too nar­row to ad­mit of the en­trance of ve­hi­cles. Javert and Jean Val­jean alight­ed.

			The coach­man humbly rep­re­sent­ed to “mon­sieur l’In­specteur,” that the Utrecht vel­vet of his car­riage was all spot­ted with the blood of the as­sas­si­nat­ed man, and with mire from the as­sas­sin. That is the way he un­der­stood it. He added that an in­dem­ni­ty was due him. At the same time, draw­ing his cer­tifi­cate book from his pock­et, he begged the in­spec­tor to have the good­ness to write him “a bit of an at­tes­ta­tion.”

			Javert thrust aside the book which the coach­man held out to him, and said:

			“How much do you want, in­clud­ing your time of wait­ing and the drive?”

			“It comes to sev­en hours and a quar­ter,” replied the man, “and my vel­vet was per­fect­ly new. Eighty francs, Mr. In­spec­tor.”

			Javert drew four napoleons from his pock­et and dis­missed the car­riage.

			Jean Val­jean fan­cied that it was Javert’s in­ten­tion to con­duct him on foot to the post of the Blancs-Man­teaux or to the post of the Ar­chives, both of which are close at hand.

			They en­tered the street. It was de­sert­ed as usu­al. Javert fol­lowed Jean Val­jean. They reached No. 7. Jean Val­jean knocked. The door opened.

			“It is well,” said Javert. “Go up­stairs.”

			He added with a strange ex­pres­sion, and as though he were ex­ert­ing an ef­fort in speak­ing in this man­ner:

			“I will wait for you here.”

			Jean Val­jean looked at Javert. This mode of pro­ce­dure was but lit­tle in ac­cord with Javert’s habits. How­ev­er, he could not be great­ly sur­prised that Javert should now have a sort of haughty con­fi­dence in him, the con­fi­dence of the cat which grants the mouse lib­er­ty to the length of its claws, see­ing that Jean Val­jean had made up his mind to sur­ren­der him­self and to make an end of it. He pushed open the door, en­tered the house, called to the porter who was in bed and who had pulled the cord from his couch: “It is I!” and as­cend­ed the stairs.

			On ar­riv­ing at the first floor, he paused. All sor­row­ful roads have their sta­tions. The win­dow on the land­ing-place, which was a sash-win­dow, was open. As in many an­cient hous­es, the stair­case got its light from with­out and had a view on the street. The street-lantern, sit­u­at­ed di­rect­ly op­po­site, cast some light on the stairs, and thus ef­fect­ed some econ­o­my in il­lu­mi­na­tion.

			Jean Val­jean, ei­ther for the sake of get­ting the air, or me­chan­i­cal­ly, thrust his head out of this win­dow. He leaned out over the street. It is short, and the lantern light­ed it from end to end. Jean Val­jean was over­whelmed with amaze­ment; there was no longer any­one there.

			Javert had tak­en his de­par­ture.

		
	
		
			
				XII

				The Grand­fa­ther

			
			Basque and the porter had car­ried Mar­ius in­to the draw­ing-room, as he still lay stretched out, mo­tion­less, on the so­fa up­on which he had been placed on his ar­rival. The doc­tor who had been sent for had has­tened thith­er. Aunt Gillenor­mand had risen.

			Aunt Gillenor­mand went and came, in af­fright, wring­ing her hands and in­ca­pable of do­ing any­thing but say­ing: “Heav­ens! is it pos­si­ble?” At times she added: “Ev­ery­thing will be cov­ered with blood.” When her first hor­ror had passed off, a cer­tain phi­los­o­phy of the sit­u­a­tion pen­e­trat­ed her mind, and took form in the ex­cla­ma­tion: “It was bound to end in this way!” She did not go so far as: “I told you so!” which is cus­tom­ary on this sort of oc­ca­sion. At the physi­cian’s or­ders, a camp bed had been pre­pared be­side the so­fa. The doc­tor ex­am­ined Mar­ius, and af­ter hav­ing found that his pulse was still beat­ing, that the wound­ed man had no very deep wound on his breast, and that the blood on the cor­ners of his lips pro­ceed­ed from his nos­trils, he had him placed flat on the bed, with­out a pil­low, with his head on the same lev­el as his body, and even a tri­fle low­er, and with his bust bare in or­der to fa­cil­i­tate res­pi­ra­tion. Made­moi­selle Gillenor­mand, on per­ceiv­ing that they were un­dress­ing Mar­ius, with­drew. She set her­self to telling her beads in her own cham­ber.

			The trunk had not suf­fered any in­ter­nal in­jury; a bul­let, dead­ened by the pock­et­book, had turned aside and made the tour of his ribs with a hideous lac­er­a­tion, which was of no great depth, and con­se­quent­ly, not dan­ger­ous. The long, un­der­ground jour­ney had com­plet­ed the dis­lo­ca­tion of the bro­ken col­lar­bone, and the dis­or­der there was se­ri­ous. The arms had been slashed with sabre cuts. Not a sin­gle scar dis­fig­ured his face; but his head was fair­ly cov­ered with cuts; what would be the re­sult of these wounds on the head? Would they stop short at the hairy cu­ti­cle, or would they at­tack the brain? As yet, this could not be de­cid­ed. A grave symp­tom was that they had caused a swoon, and that peo­ple do not al­ways re­cov­er from such swoons. More­over, the wound­ed man had been ex­haust­ed by hem­or­rhage. From the waist down, the bar­ri­cade had pro­tect­ed the low­er part of the body from in­jury.

			Basque and Nico­lette tore up linen and pre­pared ban­dages; Nico­lette sewed them, Basque rolled them. As lint was lack­ing, the doc­tor, for the time be­ing, ar­rest­ed the bleed­ing with lay­ers of wad­ding. Be­side the bed, three can­dles burned on a ta­ble where the case of sur­gi­cal in­stru­ments lay spread out. The doc­tor bathed Mar­ius’ face and hair with cold wa­ter. A full pail was red­dened in an in­stant. The porter, can­dle in hand, light­ed them.

			The doc­tor seemed to be pon­der­ing sad­ly. From time to time, he made a neg­a­tive sign with his head, as though re­ply­ing to some ques­tion which he had in­ward­ly ad­dressed to him­self.

			A bad sign for the sick man are these mys­te­ri­ous di­a­logues of the doc­tor with him­self.

			At the mo­ment when the doc­tor was wip­ing Mar­ius’ face, and light­ly touch­ing his still closed eyes with his fin­ger, a door opened at the end of the draw­ing-room, and a long, pal­lid fig­ure made its ap­pear­ance.

			This was the grand­fa­ther.

			The re­volt had, for the past two days, deeply ag­i­tat­ed, en­raged and en­grossed the mind of M. Gillenor­mand. He had not been able to sleep on the pre­vi­ous night, and he had been in a fever all day long. In the evening, he had gone to bed very ear­ly, rec­om­mend­ing that ev­ery­thing in the house should be well barred, and he had fall­en in­to a doze through sheer fa­tigue.

			Old men sleep light­ly; M. Gillenor­mand’s cham­ber ad­joined the draw­ing-room, and in spite of all the pre­cau­tions that had been tak­en, the noise had awak­ened him. Sur­prised at the rift of light which he saw un­der his door, he had risen from his bed, and had groped his way thith­er.

			He stood as­ton­ished on the thresh­old, one hand on the han­dle of the half-open door, with his head bent a lit­tle for­ward and quiv­er­ing, his body wrapped in a white dress­ing-gown, which was straight and as des­ti­tute of folds as a wind­ing-sheet; and he had the air of a phan­tom who is gaz­ing in­to a tomb.

			He saw the bed, and on the mat­tress that young man, bleed­ing, white with a wax­en white­ness, with closed eyes and gap­ing mouth, and pal­lid lips, stripped to the waist, slashed all over with crim­son wounds, mo­tion­less and bril­liant­ly light­ed up.

			The grand­fa­ther trem­bled from head to foot as pow­er­ful­ly as os­si­fied limbs can trem­ble, his eyes, whose corneae were yel­low on ac­count of his great age, were veiled in a sort of vit­re­ous glit­ter, his whole face as­sumed in an in­stant the earthy an­gles of a skull, his arms fell pen­dent, as though a spring had bro­ken, and his amaze­ment was be­trayed by the out­spread­ing of the fin­gers of his two aged hands, which quiv­ered all over, his knees formed an an­gle in front, al­low­ing, through the open­ing in his dress­ing-gown, a view of his poor bare legs, all bristling with white hairs, and he mur­mured:

			“Mar­ius!”

			“Sir,” said Basque, “Mon­sieur has just been brought back. He went to the bar­ri­cade, and. …”

			“He is dead!” cried the old man in a ter­ri­ble voice. “Ah! The ras­cal!”

			Then a sort of sepul­chral trans­for­ma­tion straight­ened up this cen­te­nar­i­an as erect as a young man.

			“Sir,” said he, “you are the doc­tor. Be­gin by telling me one thing. He is dead, is he not?”

			The doc­tor, who was at the high­est pitch of anx­i­ety, re­mained silent.

			M. Gillenor­mand wrung his hands with an out­burst of ter­ri­ble laugh­ter.

			“He is dead! He is dead! He is dead! He has got him­self killed on the bar­ri­cades! Out of ha­tred to me! He did that to spite me! Ah! You blood-drinker! This is the way he re­turns to me! Mis­ery of my life, he is dead!”

			He went to the win­dow, threw it wide open as though he were sti­fling, and, erect be­fore the dark­ness, he be­gan to talk in­to the street, to the night:

			“Pierced, sabred, ex­ter­mi­nat­ed, slashed, hacked in pieces! Just look at that, the vil­lain! He knew well that I was wait­ing for him, and that I had had his room ar­ranged, and that I had placed at the head of my bed his por­trait tak­en when he was a lit­tle child! He knew well that he had on­ly to come back, and that I had been re­call­ing him for years, and that I re­mained by my fire­side, with my hands on my knees, not know­ing what to do, and that I was mad over it! You knew well, that you had but to re­turn and to say: ‘It is I,’ and you would have been the mas­ter of the house, and that I should have obeyed you, and that you could have done what­ev­er you pleased with your old num­skull of a grand­fa­ther! you knew that well, and you said:

			“No, he is a Roy­al­ist, I will not go! And you went to the bar­ri­cades, and you got your­self killed out of mal­ice! To re­venge your­self for what I said to you about Mon­sieur le Duc de Berry. It is in­fa­mous! Go to bed then and sleep tran­quil­ly! he is dead, and this is my awak­en­ing.”

			The doc­tor, who was be­gin­ning to be un­easy in both quar­ters, quit­ted Mar­ius for a mo­ment, went to M. Gillenor­mand, and took his arm. The grand­fa­ther turned round, gazed at him with eyes which seemed ex­ag­ger­at­ed in size and blood­shot, and said to him calm­ly:

			“I thank you, sir. I am com­posed, I am a man, I wit­nessed the death of Louis XVI, I know how to bear events. One thing is ter­ri­ble and that is to think that it is your news­pa­pers which do all the mis­chief. You will have scrib­blers, chat­ter­ers, lawyers, or­a­tors, tri­bunes, dis­cus­sions, progress, en­light­en­ment, the rights of man, the lib­er­ty of the press, and this is the way that your chil­dren will be brought home to you. Ah! Mar­ius! It is abom­inable! Killed! Dead be­fore me! A bar­ri­cade! Ah, the scamp! Doc­tor, you live in this quar­ter, I be­lieve? Oh! I know you well. I see your cabri­o­let pass my win­dow. I am go­ing to tell you. You are wrong to think that I am an­gry. One does not fly in­to a rage against a dead man. That would be stupid. This is a child whom I have reared. I was al­ready old while he was very young. He played in the Tu­i­leries gar­den with his lit­tle shov­el and his lit­tle chair, and in or­der that the in­spec­tors might not grum­ble, I stopped up the holes that he made in the earth with his shov­el, with my cane. One day he ex­claimed: Down with Louis XVI­II! and off he went. It was no fault of mine. He was all rosy and blond. His moth­er is dead. Have you ev­er no­ticed that all lit­tle chil­dren are blond? Why is it so? He is the son of one of those brig­ands of the Loire, but chil­dren are in­no­cent of their fa­thers’ crimes. I re­mem­ber when he was no high­er than that. He could not man­age to pro­nounce his Ds. He had a way of talk­ing that was so sweet and in­dis­tinct that you would have thought it was a bird chirp­ing. I re­mem­ber that once, in front of the Her­cules Far­nese, peo­ple formed a cir­cle to ad­mire him and mar­vel at him, he was so hand­some, was that child! He had a head such as you see in pic­tures. I talked in a deep voice, and I fright­ened him with my cane, but he knew very well that it was on­ly to make him laugh. In the morn­ing, when he en­tered my room, I grum­bled, but he was like the sun­light to me, all the same. One can­not de­fend one­self against those brats. They take hold of you, they hold you fast, they nev­er let you go again. The truth is, that there nev­er was a cu­pid like that child. Now, what can you say for your Lafayettes, your Ben­jamin Con­stants, and your Tire­cuir de Cor­celles who have killed him? This can­not be al­lowed to pass in this fash­ion.”

			He ap­proached Mar­ius, who still lay livid and mo­tion­less, and to whom the physi­cian had re­turned, and be­gan once more to wring his hands. The old man’s pal­lid lips moved as though me­chan­i­cal­ly, and per­mit­ted the pas­sage of words that were bare­ly au­di­ble, like breaths in the death agony:

			“Ah! heart­less lad! Ah! club­bist! Ah! wretch! Ah! Septem­brist!”

			Re­proach­es in the low voice of an ag­o­niz­ing man, ad­dressed to a corpse.

			Lit­tle by lit­tle, as it is al­ways in­dis­pens­able that in­ter­nal erup­tions should come to the light, the se­quence of words re­turned, but the grand­fa­ther ap­peared no longer to have the strength to ut­ter them, his voice was so weak, and ex­tinct, that it seemed to come from the oth­er side of an abyss:

			“It is all the same to me, I am go­ing to die too, that I am. And to think that there is not a hussy in Paris who would not have been de­light­ed to make this wretch hap­py! A scamp who, in­stead of amus­ing him­self and en­joy­ing life, went off to fight and get him­self shot down like a brute! And for whom? Why? For the Re­pub­lic! In­stead of go­ing to dance at the Chau­mière, as it is the du­ty of young folks to do! What’s the use of be­ing twen­ty years old? The Re­pub­lic, a cursed pret­ty fol­ly! Poor moth­ers, beget fine boys, do! Come, he is dead. That will make two fu­ner­als un­der the same car­riage gate. So you have got your­self ar­ranged like this for the sake of Gen­er­al Lamar­que’s hand­some eyes! What had that Gen­er­al Lamar­que done to you? A slash­er! A chat­ter­box! To get one­self killed for a dead man! If that isn’t enough to drive any­one mad! Just think of it! At twen­ty! And with­out so much as turn­ing his head to see whether he was not leav­ing some­thing be­hind him! That’s the way poor, good old fel­lows are forced to die alone, nowa­days. Per­ish in your cor­ner, owl! Well, af­ter all, so much the bet­ter, that is what I was hop­ing for, this will kill me on the spot. I am too old, I am a hun­dred years old, I am a hun­dred thou­sand years old, I ought, by rights, to have been dead long ago. This blow puts an end to it. So all is over, what hap­pi­ness! What is the good of mak­ing him in­hale am­mo­nia and all that par­cel of drugs? You are wast­ing your trou­ble, you fool of a doc­tor! Come, he’s dead, com­plete­ly dead. I know all about it, I am dead my­self too. He hasn’t done things by half. Yes, this age is in­fa­mous, in­fa­mous and that’s what I think of you, of your ideas, of your sys­tems, of your mas­ters, of your or­a­cles, of your doc­tors, of your scape­graces of writ­ers, of your ras­cal­ly philoso­phers, and of all the rev­o­lu­tions which, for the last six­ty years, have been fright­en­ing the flocks of crows in the Tu­i­leries! But you were piti­less in get­ting your­self killed like this, I shall not even grieve over your death, do you un­der­stand, you as­sas­sin?”

			At that mo­ment, Mar­ius slow­ly opened his eyes, and his glance, still dimmed by lethar­gic won­der, rest­ed on M. Gillenor­mand.

			“Mar­ius!” cried the old man. “Mar­ius! My lit­tle Mar­ius! My child! My well-beloved son! You open your eyes, you gaze up­on me, you are alive, thanks!”

			And he fell faint­ing.
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				Javert De­railed

			
		
	
		
			I

			Javert passed slow­ly down the Rue de l’Homme Ar­mé.

			He walked with droop­ing head for the first time in his life, and like­wise, for the first time in his life, with his hands be­hind his back.

			Up to that day, Javert had bor­rowed from Napoleon’s at­ti­tudes, on­ly that which is ex­pres­sive of res­o­lu­tion, with arms fold­ed across the chest; that which is ex­pres­sive of un­cer­tain­ty—with the hands be­hind the back—had been un­known to him. Now, a change had tak­en place; his whole per­son, slow and som­bre, was stamped with anx­i­ety.

			He plunged in­to the silent streets.

			Nev­er­the­less, he fol­lowed one giv­en di­rec­tion.

			He took the short­est cut to the Seine, reached the Quai des Ormes, skirt­ed the quay, passed the Grève, and halt­ed at some dis­tance from the post of the Place du Châtelet, at the an­gle of the Pont Notre-Dame. There, be­tween the Notre-Dame and the Pont au Change on the one hand, and the Quai de la Mégis­serie and the Quai aux Fleurs on the oth­er, the Seine forms a sort of square lake, tra­versed by a rapid.

			This point of the Seine is dread­ed by mariners. Noth­ing is more dan­ger­ous than this rapid, hemmed in, at that epoch, and ir­ri­tat­ed by the piles of the mill on the bridge, now de­mol­ished. The two bridges, sit­u­at­ed thus close to­geth­er, aug­ment the per­il; the wa­ter hur­ries in for­mi­da­ble wise through the arch­es. It rolls in vast and ter­ri­ble waves; it ac­cu­mu­lates and piles up there; the flood at­tacks the piles of the bridges as though in an ef­fort to pluck them up with great liq­uid ropes. Men who fall in there nev­er reap­pear; the best of swim­mers are drowned there.

			Javert leaned both el­bows on the para­pet, his chin rest­ing in both hands, and, while his nails were me­chan­i­cal­ly twined in the abun­dance of his whiskers, he med­i­tat­ed.

			A nov­el­ty, a rev­o­lu­tion, a catas­tro­phe had just tak­en place in the depths of his be­ing; and he had some­thing up­on which to ex­am­ine him­self.

			Javert was un­der­go­ing hor­ri­ble suf­fer­ing.

			For sev­er­al hours, Javert had ceased to be sim­ple. He was trou­bled; that brain, so limpid in its blind­ness, had lost its trans­paren­cy; that crys­tal was cloud­ed. Javert felt du­ty di­vid­ed with­in his con­science, and he could not con­ceal the fact from him­self. When he had so un­ex­pect­ed­ly en­coun­tered Jean Val­jean on the banks of the Seine, there had been in him some­thing of the wolf which re­gains his grip on his prey, and of the dog who finds his mas­ter again.

			He be­held be­fore him two paths, both equal­ly straight, but he be­held two; and that ter­ri­fied him; him, who had nev­er in all his life known more than one straight line. And, the poignant an­guish lay in this, that the two paths were con­trary to each oth­er. One of these straight lines ex­clud­ed the oth­er. Which of the two was the true one?

			His sit­u­a­tion was in­de­scrib­able.

			To owe his life to a male­fac­tor, to ac­cept that debt and to re­pay it; to be, in spite of him­self, on a lev­el with a fugi­tive from jus­tice, and to re­pay his ser­vice with an­oth­er ser­vice; to al­low it to be said to him, “Go,” and to say to the lat­ter in his turn: “Be free;” to sac­ri­fice to per­son­al mo­tives du­ty, that gen­er­al obli­ga­tion, and to be con­scious, in those per­son­al mo­tives, of some­thing that was al­so gen­er­al, and, per­chance, su­pe­ri­or, to be­tray so­ci­ety in or­der to re­main true to his con­science; that all these ab­sur­di­ties should be re­al­ized and should ac­cu­mu­late up­on him—this was what over­whelmed him.

			One thing had amazed him—this was that Jean Val­jean should have done him a fa­vor, and one thing pet­ri­fied him—that he, Javert, should have done Jean Val­jean a fa­vor.

			Where did he stand? He sought to com­pre­hend his po­si­tion, and could no longer find his bear­ings.

			What was he to do now? To de­liv­er up Jean Val­jean was bad; to leave Jean Val­jean at lib­er­ty was bad. In the first case, the man of au­thor­i­ty fell low­er than the man of the gal­leys, in the sec­ond, a con­vict rose above the law, and set his foot up­on it. In both cas­es, dis­hon­or for him, Javert. There was dis­grace in any res­o­lu­tion at which he might ar­rive. Des­tiny has some ex­trem­i­ties which rise per­pen­dic­u­lar­ly from the im­pos­si­ble, and be­yond which life is no longer any­thing but a precipice. Javert had reached one of those ex­trem­i­ties.

			One of his anx­i­eties con­sist­ed in be­ing con­strained to think. The very vi­o­lence of all these con­flict­ing emo­tions forced him to it. Thought was some­thing to which he was un­used, and which was pe­cu­liar­ly painful.

			In thought there al­ways ex­ists a cer­tain amount of in­ter­nal re­bel­lion; and it ir­ri­tat­ed him to have that with­in him.

			Thought on any sub­ject what­ev­er, out­side of the re­strict­ed cir­cle of his func­tions, would have been for him in any case use­less and a fa­tigue; thought on the day which had just passed was a tor­ture. Nev­er­the­less, it was in­dis­pens­able that he should take a look in­to his con­science, af­ter such shocks, and ren­der to him­self an ac­count of him­self.

			What he had just done made him shud­der. He, Javert, had seen fit to de­cide, con­trary to all the reg­u­la­tions of the po­lice, con­trary to the whole so­cial and ju­di­cial or­ga­ni­za­tion, con­trary to the en­tire code, up­on a re­lease; this had suit­ed him; he had sub­sti­tut­ed his own af­fairs for the af­fairs of the pub­lic; was not this un­jus­ti­fi­able? Ev­ery time that he brought him­self face to face with this deed with­out a name which he had com­mit­ted, he trem­bled from head to foot. Up­on what should he de­cide? One sole re­source re­mained to him; to re­turn in all haste to the Rue de l’Homme Ar­mé, and com­mit Jean Val­jean to prison. It was clear that that was what he ought to do. He could not.

			Some­thing barred his way in that di­rec­tion.

			Some­thing? What? Is there in the world, any­thing out­side of the tri­bunals, ex­ecu­to­ry sen­tences, the po­lice and the au­thor­i­ties? Javert was over­whelmed.

			A gal­ley-slave sa­cred! A con­vict who could not be touched by the law! And that the deed of Javert!

			Was it not a fear­ful thing that Javert and Jean Val­jean, the man made to pro­ceed with vig­or, the man made to sub­mit—that these two men who were both the things of the law, should have come to such a pass, that both of them had set them­selves above the law? What then! such enor­mi­ties were to hap­pen and no one was to be pun­ished! Jean Val­jean, stronger than the whole so­cial or­der, was to re­main at lib­er­ty, and he, Javert, was to go on eat­ing the gov­ern­ment’s bread!

			His rever­ie grad­u­al­ly be­came ter­ri­ble.

			He might, athwart this rever­ie, have al­so re­proached him­self on the sub­ject of that in­sur­gent who had been tak­en to the Rue des Filles-du-Cal­vaire; but he nev­er even thought of that. The less­er fault was lost in the greater. Be­sides, that in­sur­gent was, ob­vi­ous­ly, a dead man, and, legal­ly, death puts an end to pur­suit.

			Jean Val­jean was the load which weighed up­on his spir­it.

			Jean Val­jean dis­con­cert­ed him. All the ax­ioms which had served him as points of sup­port all his life long, had crum­bled away in the pres­ence of this man. Jean Val­jean’s gen­eros­i­ty to­wards him, Javert, crushed him. Oth­er facts which he now re­called, and which he had for­mer­ly treat­ed as lies and fol­ly, now re­curred to him as re­al­i­ties. M. Madeleine reap­peared be­hind Jean Val­jean, and the two fig­ures were su­per­posed in such fash­ion that they now formed but one, which was ven­er­a­ble. Javert felt that some­thing ter­ri­ble was pen­e­trat­ing his soul—ad­mi­ra­tion for a con­vict. Re­spect for a gal­ley-slave—is that a pos­si­ble thing? He shud­dered at it, yet could not es­cape from it. In vain did he strug­gle, he was re­duced to con­fess, in his in­most heart, the sub­lim­i­ty of that wretch. This was odi­ous.

			A benev­o­lent male­fac­tor, mer­ci­ful, gen­tle, help­ful, clement, a con­vict, re­turn­ing good for evil, giv­ing back par­don for ha­tred, pre­fer­ring pity to vengeance, pre­fer­ring to ru­in him­self rather than to ru­in his en­e­my, sav­ing him who had smit­ten him, kneel­ing on the heights of virtue, more near­ly akin to an an­gel than to a man. Javert was con­strained to ad­mit to him­self that this mon­ster ex­ist­ed.

			Things could not go on in this man­ner.

			Cer­tain­ly, and we in­sist up­on this point, he had not yield­ed with­out re­sis­tance to that mon­ster, to that in­fa­mous an­gel, to that hideous hero, who en­raged al­most as much as he amazed him. Twen­ty times, as he sat in that car­riage face to face with Jean Val­jean, the le­gal tiger had roared with­in him. A score of times he had been tempt­ed to fling him­self up­on Jean Val­jean, to seize him and de­vour him, that is to say, to ar­rest him. What more sim­ple, in fact? To cry out at the first post that they passed:—“Here is a fugi­tive from jus­tice, who has bro­ken his ban!” to sum­mon the gen­darmes and say to them: “This man is yours!” then to go off, leav­ing that con­demned man there, to ig­nore the rest and not to med­dle fur­ther in the mat­ter. This man is for­ev­er a pris­on­er of the law; the law may do with him what it will. What could be more just? Javert had said all this to him­self; he had wished to pass be­yond, to act, to ap­pre­hend the man, and then, as at present, he had not been able to do it; and ev­ery time that his arm had been raised con­vul­sive­ly to­wards Jean Val­jean’s col­lar, his hand had fall­en back again, as be­neath an enor­mous weight, and in the depths of his thought he had heard a voice, a strange voice cry­ing to him:—“It is well. De­liv­er up your sav­ior. Then have the basin of Pon­tius Pi­late brought and wash your claws.”

			Then his re­flec­tions re­vert­ed to him­self and be­side Jean Val­jean glo­ri­fied he be­held him­self, Javert, de­grad­ed.

			A con­vict was his bene­fac­tor!

			But then, why had he per­mit­ted that man to leave him alive? He had the right to be killed in that bar­ri­cade. He should have as­sert­ed that right. It would have been bet­ter to sum­mon the oth­er in­sur­gents to his suc­cor against Jean Val­jean, to get him­self shot by force.

			His supreme an­guish was the loss of cer­tain­ty. He felt that he had been up­root­ed. The code was no longer any­thing more than a stump in his hand. He had to deal with scru­ples of an un­known species. There had tak­en place with­in him a sen­ti­men­tal rev­e­la­tion en­tire­ly dis­tinct from le­gal af­fir­ma­tion, his on­ly stan­dard of mea­sure­ment hith­er­to. To re­main in his for­mer up­right­ness did not suf­fice. A whole or­der of un­ex­pect­ed facts had cropped up and sub­ju­gat­ed him. A whole new world was dawn­ing on his soul: kind­ness ac­cept­ed and re­paid, de­vo­tion, mer­cy, in­dul­gence, vi­o­lences com­mit­ted by pity on aus­ter­i­ty, re­spect for per­sons, no more de­fin­i­tive con­dem­na­tion, no more con­vic­tion, the pos­si­bil­i­ty of a tear in the eye of the law, no one knows what jus­tice ac­cord­ing to God, run­ning in in­verse sense to jus­tice ac­cord­ing to men. He per­ceived amid the shad­ows the ter­ri­ble ris­ing of an un­known moral sun; it hor­ri­fied and daz­zled him. An owl forced to the gaze of an ea­gle.

			He said to him­self that it was true that there were ex­cep­tion­al cas­es, that au­thor­i­ty might be put out of coun­te­nance, that the rule might be in­ad­e­quate in the pres­ence of a fact, that ev­ery­thing could not be framed with­in the text of the code, that the un­fore­seen com­pelled obe­di­ence, that the virtue of a con­vict might set a snare for the virtue of the func­tionary, that des­tiny did in­dulge in such am­bush­es, and he re­flect­ed with de­spair that he him­self had not even been for­ti­fied against a sur­prise.

			He was forced to ac­knowl­edge that good­ness did ex­ist. This con­vict had been good. And he him­self, un­prece­dent­ed cir­cum­stance, had just been good al­so. So he was be­com­ing de­praved.

			He found that he was a cow­ard. He con­ceived a hor­ror of him­self.

			Javert’s ide­al, was not to be hu­man, to be grand, to be sub­lime; it was to be ir­re­proach­able.

			Now, he had just failed in this.

			How had he come to such a pass? How had all this hap­pened? He could not have told him­self. He clasped his head in both hands, but in spite of all that he could do, he could not con­trive to ex­plain it to him­self.

			He had cer­tain­ly al­ways en­ter­tained the in­ten­tion of restor­ing Jean Val­jean to the law of which Jean Val­jean was the cap­tive, and of which he, Javert, was the slave. Not for a sin­gle in­stant while he held him in his grasp had he con­fessed to him­self that he en­ter­tained the idea of re­leas­ing him. It was, in some sort, with­out his con­scious­ness, that his hand had re­laxed and had let him go free.

			All sorts of in­ter­ro­ga­tion points flashed be­fore his eyes. He put ques­tions to him­self, and made replies to him­self, and his replies fright­ened him. He asked him­self: “What has that con­vict done, that des­per­ate fel­low, whom I have pur­sued even to per­se­cu­tion, and who has had me un­der his foot, and who could have avenged him­self, and who owed it both to his ran­cor and to his safe­ty, in leav­ing me my life, in show­ing mer­cy up­on me? His du­ty? No. Some­thing more. And I in show­ing mer­cy up­on him in my turn—what have I done? My du­ty? No. Some­thing more. So there is some­thing be­yond du­ty?” Here he took fright; his bal­ance be­came dis­joint­ed; one of the scales fell in­to the abyss, the oth­er rose heav­en­ward, and Javert was no less ter­ri­fied by the one which was on high than by the one which was be­low. With­out be­ing in the least in the world what is called Voltairi­an or a philoso­pher, or in­cred­u­lous, be­ing, on the con­trary, re­spect­ful by in­stinct, to­wards the es­tab­lished church, he knew it on­ly as an au­gust frag­ment of the so­cial whole; or­der was his dog­ma, and suf­ficed for him; ev­er since he had at­tained to man’s es­tate and the rank of a func­tionary, he had cen­tred near­ly all his re­li­gion in the po­lice. Be­ing—and here we em­ploy words with­out the least irony and in their most se­ri­ous ac­cep­ta­tion, be­ing, as we have said, a spy as oth­er men are priests. He had a su­pe­ri­or, M. Gis­quet; up to that day he had nev­er dreamed of that oth­er su­pe­ri­or, God.

			This new chief, God, he be­came un­ex­pect­ed­ly con­scious of, and he felt em­bar­rassed by him. This un­fore­seen pres­ence threw him off his bear­ings; he did not know what to do with this su­pe­ri­or, he, who was not ig­no­rant of the fact that the sub­or­di­nate is bound al­ways to bow, that he must not dis­obey, nor find fault, nor dis­cuss, and that, in the pres­ence of a su­pe­ri­or who amazes him too great­ly, the in­fe­ri­or has no oth­er re­source than that of hand­ing in his res­ig­na­tion.

			But how was he to set about hand­ing in his res­ig­na­tion to God?

			How­ev­er things might stand—and it was to this point that he re­vert­ed con­stant­ly—one fact dom­i­nat­ed ev­ery­thing else for him, and that was, that he had just com­mit­ted a ter­ri­ble in­frac­tion of the law. He had just shut his eyes on an es­caped con­vict who had bro­ken his ban. He had just set a gal­ley-slave at large. He had just robbed the laws of a man who be­longed to them. That was what he had done. He no longer un­der­stood him­self. The very rea­sons for his ac­tion es­caped him; on­ly their ver­ti­go was left with him. Up to that mo­ment he had lived with that blind faith which gloomy pro­bity en­gen­ders. This faith had quit­ted him, this pro­bity had de­sert­ed him. All that he had be­lieved in melt­ed away. Truths which he did not wish to rec­og­nize were be­sieg­ing him, in­ex­orably. Hence­forth, he must be a dif­fer­ent man. He was suf­fer­ing from the strange pains of a con­science abrupt­ly op­er­at­ed on for the cataract. He saw that which it was re­pug­nant to him to be­hold. He felt him­self emp­tied, use­less, put out of joint with his past life, turned out, dis­solved. Au­thor­i­ty was dead with­in him. He had no longer any rea­son for ex­ist­ing.

			A ter­ri­ble sit­u­a­tion! to be touched.

			To be gran­ite and to doubt! to be the stat­ue of Chas­tise­ment cast in one piece in the mould of the law, and sud­den­ly to be­come aware of the fact that one cher­ish­es be­neath one’s breast of bronze some­thing ab­surd and dis­obe­di­ent which al­most re­sem­bles a heart! To come to the pass of re­turn­ing good for good, al­though one has said to one­self up to that day that that good is evil! to be the watch­dog, and to lick the in­trud­er’s hand! to be ice and melt! to be the pin­cers and to turn in­to a hand! to sud­den­ly feel one’s fin­gers open­ing! to re­lax one’s grip—what a ter­ri­ble thing!

			The man-pro­jec­tile no longer ac­quaint­ed with his route and re­treat­ing!

			To be obliged to con­fess this to one­self: in­fal­li­bil­i­ty is not in­fal­li­ble, there may ex­ist er­ror in the dog­ma, all has not been said when a code speaks, so­ci­ety is not per­fect, au­thor­i­ty is com­pli­cat­ed with vac­il­la­tion, a crack is pos­si­ble in the im­mutable, judges are but men, the law may err, tri­bunals may make a mis­take! to be­hold a rift in the im­mense blue pane of the fir­ma­ment!

			That which was pass­ing in Javert was the Fam­poux of a rec­ti­lin­ear con­science, the de­rail­ment of a soul, the crush­ing of a pro­bity which had been ir­re­sistibly launched in a straight line and was break­ing against God. It cer­tain­ly was sin­gu­lar that the stok­er of or­der, that the en­gi­neer of au­thor­i­ty, mount­ed on the blind iron horse with its rigid road, could be un­seat­ed by a flash of light! that the im­mov­able, the di­rect, the cor­rect, the ge­o­met­ri­cal, the pas­sive, the per­fect, could bend! that there should ex­ist for the lo­co­mo­tive a road to Dam­as­cus!

			God, al­ways with­in man, and re­frac­to­ry, He, the true con­science, to the false; a pro­hi­bi­tion to the spark to die out; an or­der to the ray to re­mem­ber the sun; an in­junc­tion to the soul to rec­og­nize the ver­i­ta­ble ab­so­lute when con­front­ed with the fic­ti­tious ab­so­lute, hu­man­i­ty which can­not be lost; the hu­man heart in­de­struc­tible; that splen­did phe­nom­e­non, the finest, per­haps, of all our in­te­ri­or mar­vels, did Javert un­der­stand this? Did Javert pen­e­trate it? Did Javert ac­count for it to him­self? Ev­i­dent­ly he did not. But be­neath the pres­sure of that in­con­testable in­com­pre­hen­si­bil­i­ty he felt his brain burst­ing.

			He was less the man trans­fig­ured than the vic­tim of this prodi­gy. In all this he per­ceived on­ly the tremen­dous dif­fi­cul­ty of ex­is­tence. It seemed to him that, hence­forth, his res­pi­ra­tion was re­pressed for­ev­er. He was not ac­cus­tomed to hav­ing some­thing un­known hang­ing over his head.

			Up to this point, ev­ery­thing above him had been, to his gaze, mere­ly a smooth, limpid and sim­ple sur­face; there was noth­ing in­com­pre­hen­si­ble, noth­ing ob­scure; noth­ing that was not de­fined, reg­u­lar­ly dis­posed, linked, pre­cise, cir­cum­scribed, ex­act, lim­it­ed, closed, ful­ly pro­vid­ed for; au­thor­i­ty was a plane sur­face; there was no fall in it, no dizzi­ness in its pres­ence. Javert had nev­er be­held the un­known ex­cept from be­low. The ir­reg­u­lar, the un­fore­seen, the dis­or­dered open­ing of chaos, the pos­si­ble slip over a precipice—this was the work of the low­er re­gions, of rebels, of the wicked, of wretch­es. Now Javert threw him­self back, and he was sud­den­ly ter­ri­fied by this un­prece­dent­ed ap­pari­tion: a gulf on high.

			What! one was dis­man­tled from top to bot­tom! one was dis­con­cert­ed, ab­so­lute­ly! In what could one trust! That which had been agreed up­on was giv­ing way! What! the de­fect in so­ci­ety’s ar­mor could be dis­cov­ered by a mag­nan­i­mous wretch! What! an hon­est servi­tor of the law could sud­den­ly find him­self caught be­tween two crimes—the crime of al­low­ing a man to es­cape and the crime of ar­rest­ing him! ev­ery­thing was not set­tled in the or­ders giv­en by the State to the func­tionary! There might be blind al­leys in du­ty! What—all this was re­al! was it true that an ex-ruf­fi­an, weighed down with con­vic­tions, could rise erect and end by be­ing in the right? Was this cred­i­ble? were there cas­es in which the law should re­tire be­fore trans­fig­ured crime, and stam­mer its ex­cus­es?—Yes, that was the state of the case! and Javert saw it! and Javert had touched it! and not on­ly could he not de­ny it, but he had tak­en part in it. These were re­al­i­ties. It was abom­inable that ac­tu­al facts could reach such de­for­mi­ty. If facts did their du­ty, they would con­fine them­selves to be­ing proofs of the law; facts—it is God who sends them. Was an­ar­chy, then, on the point of now de­scend­ing from on high?

			Thus—and in the ex­ag­ger­a­tion of an­guish, and the op­ti­cal il­lu­sion of con­ster­na­tion, all that might have cor­rect­ed and re­strained this im­pres­sion was ef­faced, and so­ci­ety, and the hu­man race, and the uni­verse were, hence­forth, summed up in his eyes, in one sim­ple and ter­ri­ble fea­ture—thus the pe­nal laws, the thing judged, the force due to leg­is­la­tion, the de­crees of the sov­er­eign courts, the mag­is­tra­cy, the gov­ern­ment, pre­ven­tion, re­pres­sion, of­fi­cial cru­el­ty, wis­dom, le­gal in­fal­li­bil­i­ty, the prin­ci­ple of au­thor­i­ty, all the dog­mas on which rest po­lit­i­cal and civ­il se­cu­ri­ty, sovereign­ty, jus­tice, pub­lic truth, all this was rub­bish, a shape­less mass, chaos; he him­self, Javert, the spy of or­der, in­cor­rupt­ibil­i­ty in the ser­vice of the po­lice, the bull­dog prov­i­dence of so­ci­ety, van­quished and hurled to earth; and, erect, at the sum­mit of all that ru­in, a man with a green cap on his head and a ha­lo round his brow; this was the as­tound­ing con­fu­sion to which he had come; this was the fear­ful vi­sion which he bore with­in his soul.

			Was this to be en­dured? No.

			A vi­o­lent state, if ev­er such ex­ist­ed. There were on­ly two ways of es­cap­ing from it. One was to go res­o­lute­ly to Jean Val­jean, and re­store to his cell the con­vict from the gal­leys. The oth­er. …

			Javert quit­ted the para­pet, and, with head erect this time, be­took him­self, with a firm tread, to­wards the sta­tion-house in­di­cat­ed by a lantern at one of the cor­ners of the Place du Châtelet.

			On ar­riv­ing there, he saw through the win­dow a sergeant of po­lice, and he en­tered. Po­lice­men rec­og­nize each oth­er by the very way in which they open the door of a sta­tion-house. Javert men­tioned his name, showed his card to the sergeant, and seat­ed him­self at the ta­ble of the post on which a can­dle was burn­ing. On a ta­ble lay a pen, a lead­en ink­stand and pa­per, pro­vid­ed in the event of pos­si­ble re­ports and the or­ders of the night pa­trols. This ta­ble, still com­plet­ed by its straw-seat­ed chair, is an in­sti­tu­tion; it ex­ists in all po­lice sta­tions; it is in­vari­ably or­na­ment­ed with a box­wood saucer filled with saw­dust and a wafer box of card­board filled with red wafers, and it forms the low­est stage of of­fi­cial style. It is there that the lit­er­a­ture of the State has its be­gin­ning.

			Javert took a pen and a sheet of pa­per, and be­gan to write. This is what he wrote:

			
				
					A few ob­ser­va­tions for the good of the ser­vice

				
				In the first place: I beg Mon­sieur le Préfet to cast his eyes on this.

				Sec­ond­ly: pris­on­ers, on ar­riv­ing af­ter ex­am­i­na­tion, take off their shoes and stand bare­foot on the flag­stones while they are be­ing searched. Many of them cough on their re­turn to prison. This en­tails hos­pi­tal ex­pens­es.

				Third­ly: the mode of keep­ing track of a man with re­lays of po­lice agents from dis­tance to dis­tance, is good, but, on im­por­tant oc­ca­sions, it is req­ui­site that at least two agents should nev­er lose sight of each oth­er, so that, in case one agent should, for any cause, grow weak in his ser­vice, the oth­er may su­per­vise him and take his place.

				Fourth­ly: it is in­ex­pli­ca­ble why the spe­cial reg­u­la­tion of the prison of the Made­lonettes in­ter­dicts the pris­on­er from hav­ing a chair, even by pay­ing for it.

				Fifth­ly: in the Made­lonettes there are on­ly two bars to the can­teen, so that the can­teen wom­an can touch the pris­on­ers with her hand.

				Sixth­ly: the pris­on­ers called bark­ers, who sum­mon the oth­er pris­on­ers to the par­lor, force the pris­on­er to pay them two sous to call his name dis­tinct­ly. This is a theft.

				Sev­enth­ly: for a bro­ken thread ten sous are with­held in the weav­ing shop; this is an abuse of the con­trac­tor, since the cloth is none the worse for it.

				Eighth­ly: it is an­noy­ing for vis­i­tors to La Force to be obliged to tra­verse the boys’ court in or­der to reach the par­lor of Sainte-Marie-l’Égyp­ti­enne.

				Ninth­ly: it is a fact that any day gen­darmes can be over­heard re­lat­ing in the court­yard of the pre­fec­ture the in­ter­ro­ga­tions put by the mag­is­trates to pris­on­ers. For a gen­darme, who should be sworn to se­cre­cy, to re­peat what he has heard in the ex­am­i­na­tion room is a grave dis­or­der.

				Tenth­ly: Mme. Hen­ry is an hon­est wom­an; her can­teen is very neat; but it is bad to have a wom­an keep the wick­et to the mouse­trap of the se­cret cells. This is un­wor­thy of the Concierg­erie of a great civ­i­liza­tion.

			

			Javert wrote these lines in his calmest and most cor­rect chi­rog­ra­phy, not omit­ting a sin­gle com­ma, and mak­ing the pa­per screech un­der his pen. Be­low the last line he signed:

			
				
					Javert,

					In­spec­tor of the 1st class.

					The Post of the Place du Châtelet.

					June 7th, 1832,

					about one o’clock in the morn­ing.

				
			

			Javert dried the fresh ink on the pa­per, fold­ed it like a let­ter, sealed it, wrote on the back: “Note for the ad­min­is­tra­tion,” left it on the ta­ble, and quit­ted the post. The glazed and grat­ed door fell to be­hind him.

			Again he tra­versed the Place du Châtelet di­ag­o­nal­ly, re­gained the quay, and re­turned with au­to­mat­ic pre­ci­sion to the very point which he had aban­doned a quar­ter of an hour pre­vi­ous­ly, leaned on his el­bows and found him­self again in the same at­ti­tude on the same paving-stone of the para­pet. He did not ap­pear to have stirred.

			The dark­ness was com­plete. It was the sepul­chral mo­ment which fol­lows mid­night. A ceil­ing of clouds con­cealed the stars. Not a sin­gle light burned in the hous­es of the city; no one was pass­ing; all of the streets and quays which could be seen were de­sert­ed; Notre-Dame and the tow­ers of the Court­house seemed fea­tures of the night. A street lantern red­dened the mar­gin of the quay. The out­lines of the bridges lay shape­less in the mist one be­hind the oth­er. Re­cent rains had swollen the riv­er.

			The spot where Javert was lean­ing was, it will be re­mem­bered, sit­u­at­ed pre­cise­ly over the rapids of the Seine, per­pen­dic­u­lar­ly above that for­mi­da­ble spi­ral of whirlpools which loose and knot them­selves again like an end­less screw.

			Javert bent his head and gazed. All was black. Noth­ing was to be dis­tin­guished. A sound of foam was au­di­ble; but the riv­er could not be seen. At mo­ments, in that dizzy depth, a gleam of light ap­peared, and un­du­lat­ed vague­ly, wa­ter pos­sess­ing the pow­er of tak­ing light, no one knows whence, and con­vert­ing it in­to a snake. The light van­ished, and all be­came in­dis­tinct once more. Im­men­si­ty seemed thrown open there. What lay be­low was not wa­ter, it was a gulf. The wall of the quay, abrupt, con­fused, min­gled with the va­pors, in­stant­ly con­cealed from sight, pro­duced the ef­fect of an es­carp­ment of the in­fi­nite. Noth­ing was to be seen, but the hos­tile chill of the wa­ter and the stale odor of the wet stones could be felt. A fierce breath rose from this abyss. The flood in the riv­er, di­vined rather than per­ceived, the trag­ic whis­per­ing of the waves, the melan­choly vast­ness of the arch­es of the bridge, the imag­in­able fall in­to that gloomy void, in­to all that shad­ow was full of hor­ror.

			Javert re­mained mo­tion­less for sev­er­al min­utes, gaz­ing at this open­ing of shad­ow; he con­sid­ered the in­vis­i­ble with a fix­i­ty that re­sem­bled at­ten­tion. The wa­ter roared. All at once he took off his hat and placed it on the edge of the quay. A mo­ment lat­er, a tall black fig­ure, which a be­lat­ed passer­by in the dis­tance might have tak­en for a phan­tom, ap­peared erect up­on the para­pet of the quay, bent over to­wards the Seine, then drew it­self up again, and fell straight down in­to the shad­ows; a dull splash fol­lowed; and the shad­ow alone was in the se­cret of the con­vul­sions of that ob­scure form which had dis­ap­peared be­neath the wa­ter.
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				I

				In Which the Tree with the Zinc Plas­ter Ap­pears Again

			
			Some time af­ter the events which we have just record­ed, Sieur Boula­tru­elle ex­pe­ri­enced a live­ly emo­tion.

			Sieur Boula­tru­elle was that road-mender of Mont­fer­meil whom the read­er has al­ready seen in the gloomy parts of this book.

			Boula­tru­elle, as the read­er may, per­chance, re­call, was a man who was oc­cu­pied with divers and trou­ble­some mat­ters. He broke stones and dam­aged trav­ellers on the high­way.

			Road-mender and thief as he was, he cher­ished one dream; he be­lieved in the trea­sures buried in the for­est of Mont­fer­meil. He hoped some day to find the mon­ey in the earth at the foot of a tree; in the mean­while, he lived to search the pock­ets of passers­by.

			Nev­er­the­less, for an in­stant, he was pru­dent. He had just es­caped neat­ly. He had been, as the read­er is aware, picked up in Jon­drette’s gar­ret in com­pa­ny with the oth­er ruf­fi­ans. Util­i­ty of a vice: his drunk­en­ness had been his sal­va­tion. The au­thor­i­ties had nev­er been able to make out whether he had been there in the qual­i­ty of a rob­ber or a man who had been robbed. An or­der of nolle pros­e­qui, found­ed on his well au­then­ti­cat­ed state of in­tox­i­ca­tion on the evening of the am­bush, had set him at lib­er­ty. He had tak­en to his heels. He had re­turned to his road from Gag­ny to Lagny, to make, un­der ad­min­is­tra­tive su­per­vi­sion, bro­ken stone for the good of the state, with down­cast mien, in a very pen­sive mood, his ar­dor for theft some­what cooled; but he was ad­dict­ed none­the­less ten­der­ly to the wine which had re­cent­ly saved him.

			As for the live­ly emo­tion which he had ex­pe­ri­enced a short time af­ter his re­turn to his road-mender’s turf-thatched cot, here it is:

			One morn­ing, Boula­tru­elle, while on his way as was his wont, to his work, and pos­si­bly al­so to his am­bush, a lit­tle be­fore day­break caught sight, through the branch­es of the trees, of a man, whose back alone he saw, but the shape of whose shoul­ders, as it seemed to him at that dis­tance and in the ear­ly dusk, was not en­tire­ly un­fa­mil­iar to him. Boula­tru­elle, al­though in­tox­i­cat­ed, had a cor­rect and lu­cid mem­o­ry, a de­fen­sive arm that is in­dis­pens­able to any­one who is at all in con­flict with le­gal or­der.

			“Where the deuce have I seen some­thing like that man yon­der?” he said to him­self. But he could make him­self no an­swer, ex­cept that the man re­sem­bled some­one of whom his mem­o­ry pre­served a con­fused trace.

			How­ev­er, apart from the iden­ti­ty which he could not man­age to catch, Boula­tru­elle put things to­geth­er and made cal­cu­la­tions. This man did not be­long in the coun­try­side. He had just ar­rived there. On foot, ev­i­dent­ly. No pub­lic con­veyance pass­es through Mont­fer­meil at that hour. He had walked all night. Whence came he? Not from a very great dis­tance; for he had nei­ther haver­sack, nor bun­dle. From Paris, no doubt. Why was he in these woods? why was he there at such an hour? what had he come there for?

			Boula­tru­elle thought of the trea­sure. By dint of ran­sack­ing his mem­o­ry, he re­called in a vague way that he had al­ready, many years be­fore, had a sim­i­lar alarm in con­nec­tion with a man who pro­duced on him the ef­fect that he might well be this very in­di­vid­u­al.

			“By the deuce,” said Boula­tru­elle, “I’ll find him again. I’ll dis­cov­er the parish of that parish­ioner. This prowler of Pa­tron-Minette has a rea­son, and I’ll know it. Peo­ple can’t have se­crets in my for­est if I don’t have a fin­ger in the pie.”

			He took his pick­axe which was very sharply point­ed.

			“There now,” he grum­bled, “is some­thing that will search the earth and a man.”

			And, as one knots one thread to an­oth­er thread, he took up the line of march at his best pace in the di­rec­tion which the man must fol­low, and set out across the thick­ets.

			When he had com­passed a hun­dred strides, the day, which was al­ready be­gin­ning to break, came to his as­sis­tance. Foot­prints stamped in the sand, weeds trod­den down here and there, heather crushed, young branch­es in the brush­wood bent and in the act of straight­en­ing them­selves up again with the grace­ful de­lib­er­a­tion of the arms of a pret­ty wom­an who stretch­es her­self when she wakes, point­ed out to him a sort of track. He fol­lowed it, then lost it. Time was fly­ing. He plunged deep­er in­to the woods and came to a sort of em­i­nence. An ear­ly hunts­man who was pass­ing in the dis­tance along a path, whistling the air of Guillery, sug­gest­ed to him the idea of climb­ing a tree. Old as he was, he was ag­ile. There stood close at hand a beech-tree of great size, wor­thy of Tityrus and of Boula­tru­elle. Boula­tru­elle as­cend­ed the beech as high as he was able.

			The idea was a good one. On scru­ti­niz­ing the soli­tary waste on the side where the for­est is thor­ough­ly en­tan­gled and wild, Boula­tru­elle sud­den­ly caught sight of his man.

			Hard­ly had he got his eye up­on him when he lost sight of him.

			The man en­tered, or rather, glid­ed in­to, an open glade, at a con­sid­er­able dis­tance, masked by large trees, but with which Boula­tru­elle was per­fect­ly fa­mil­iar, on ac­count of hav­ing no­ticed, near a large pile of por­ous stones, an ail­ing chest­nut-tree ban­daged with a sheet of zinc nailed di­rect­ly up­on the bark. This glade was the one which was for­mer­ly called the Blaru-bot­tom. The heap of stones, des­tined for no one knows what em­ploy­ment, which was vis­i­ble there thir­ty years ago, is doubt­less still there. Noth­ing equals a heap of stones in longevi­ty, un­less it is a board fence. They are tem­po­rary ex­pe­di­ents. What a rea­son for last­ing!

			Boula­tru­elle, with the ra­pid­i­ty of joy, dropped rather than de­scend­ed from the tree. The lair was un­earthed, the ques­tion now was to seize the beast. That fa­mous trea­sure of his dreams was prob­a­bly there.

			It was no small mat­ter to reach that glade. By the beat­en paths, which in­dulge in a thou­sand teas­ing zigza­gs, it re­quired a good quar­ter of an hour. In a bee­line, through the un­der­brush, which is pe­cu­liar­ly dense, very thorny, and very ag­gres­sive in that lo­cal­i­ty, a full half hour was nec­es­sary. Boula­tru­elle com­mit­ted the er­ror of not com­pre­hend­ing this. He be­lieved in the straight line; a re­spectable op­ti­cal il­lu­sion which ru­ins many a man. The thick­et, bristling as it was, struck him as the best road.

			“Let’s take to the wolves’ Rue de Rivoli,” said he.

			Boula­tru­elle, ac­cus­tomed to tak­ing crooked cour­ses, was on this oc­ca­sion guilty of the fault of go­ing straight.

			He flung him­self res­o­lute­ly in­to the tan­gle of un­der­growth.

			He had to deal with hol­ly bush­es, net­tles, hawthorns, eglan­tines, this­tles, and very iras­ci­ble bram­bles. He was much lac­er­at­ed.

			At the bot­tom of the ravine he found wa­ter which he was obliged to tra­verse.

			At last he reached the Blaru-bot­tom, af­ter the lapse of forty min­utes, sweat­ing, soaked, breath­less, scratched, and fe­ro­cious.

			There was no one in the glade. Boula­tru­elle rushed to the heap of stones. It was in its place. It had not been car­ried off.

			As for the man, he had van­ished in the for­est. He had made his es­cape. Where? in what di­rec­tion? in­to what thick­et? Im­pos­si­ble to guess.

			And, heartrend­ing to say, there, be­hind the pile of stones, in front of the tree with the sheet of zinc, was fresh­ly turned earth, a pick­axe, aban­doned or for­got­ten, and a hole.

			The hole was emp­ty.

			“Thief!” shrieked Boula­tru­elle, shak­ing his fist at the hori­zon.

		
	
		
			
				II

				Mar­ius, Emerg­ing from Civ­il War, Makes Ready for Do­mes­tic War

			
			For a long time, Mar­ius was nei­ther dead nor alive. For many weeks he lay in a fever ac­com­pa­nied by delir­i­um, and by tol­er­a­bly grave cere­bral symp­toms, caused more by the shocks of the wounds on the head than by the wounds them­selves.

			He re­peat­ed Cosette’s name for whole nights in the melan­choly lo­quac­ity of fever, and with the som­bre ob­sti­na­cy of agony. The ex­tent of some of the le­sions pre­sent­ed a se­ri­ous dan­ger, the sup­pu­ra­tion of large wounds be­ing al­ways li­able to be­come re­ab­sorbed, and con­se­quent­ly, to kill the sick man, un­der cer­tain at­mo­spher­ic con­di­tions; at ev­ery change of weath­er, at the slight­est storm, the physi­cian was un­easy.

			“Above all things,” he re­peat­ed, “let the wound­ed man be sub­ject­ed to no emo­tion.” The dress­ing of the wounds was com­pli­cat­ed and dif­fi­cult, the fix­a­tion of ap­pa­ra­tus and ban­dages by cere­cloths not hav­ing been in­vent­ed as yet, at that epoch. Nico­lette used up a sheet “as big as the ceil­ing,” as she put it, for lint. It was not with­out dif­fi­cul­ty that the chloruret­ted lo­tions and the ni­trate of sil­ver over­came the gan­grene. As long as there was any dan­ger, M. Gillenor­mand, seat­ed in de­spair at his grand­son’s pil­low, was, like Mar­ius, nei­ther alive nor dead.

			Ev­ery day, some­times twice a day, a very well dressed gen­tle­man with white hair—such was the de­scrip­tion giv­en by the porter—came to in­quire about the wound­ed man, and left a large pack­age of lint for the dress­ings.

			Fi­nal­ly, on the 7th of Sep­tem­ber, four months to a day, af­ter the sor­row­ful night when he had been brought back to his grand­fa­ther in a dy­ing con­di­tion, the doc­tor de­clared that he would an­swer for Mar­ius. Con­va­les­cence be­gan. But Mar­ius was forced to re­main for two months more stretched out on a long chair, on ac­count of the re­sults called up by the frac­ture of his col­lar­bone. There al­ways is a last wound like that which will not close, and which pro­longs the dress­ings in­def­i­nite­ly, to the great an­noy­ance of the sick per­son.

			How­ev­er, this long ill­ness and this long con­va­les­cence saved him from all pur­suit. In France, there is no wrath, not even of a pub­lic char­ac­ter, which six months will not ex­tin­guish. Re­volts, in the present state of so­ci­ety, are so much the fault of ev­ery­one, that they are fol­lowed by a cer­tain ne­ces­si­ty of shut­ting the eyes.

			Let us add, that the in­ex­cus­able Gis­quet or­der, which en­joined doc­tors to lodge in­for­ma­tion against the wound­ed, hav­ing out­raged pub­lic opin­ion, and not opin­ion alone, but the King first of all, the wound­ed were cov­ered and pro­tect­ed by this in­dig­na­tion; and, with the ex­cep­tion of those who had been made pris­on­ers in the very act of com­bat, the coun­cils of war did not dare to trou­ble any­one. So Mar­ius was left in peace.

			M. Gillenor­mand first passed through all man­ner of an­guish, and then through ev­ery form of ec­sta­sy. It was found dif­fi­cult to pre­vent his pass­ing ev­ery night be­side the wound­ed man; he had his big arm­chair car­ried to Mar­ius’ bed­side; he re­quired his daugh­ter to take the finest linen in the house for com­press­es and ban­dages. Made­moi­selle Gillenor­mand, like a sage and el­der­ly per­son, con­trived to spare the fine linen, while al­low­ing the grand­fa­ther to think that he was obeyed. M. Gillenor­mand would not per­mit any­one to ex­plain to him, that for the prepa­ra­tion of lint batiste is not near­ly so good as coarse linen, nor new linen as old linen. He was present at all the dress­ings of the wounds from which Made­moi­selle Gillenor­mand mod­est­ly ab­sent­ed her­self. When the dead flesh was cut away with scis­sors, he said: “Aïe! aïe!” Noth­ing was more touch­ing than to see him with his gen­tle, se­nile pal­sy, of­fer the wound­ed man a cup of his cool­ing-draught. He over­whelmed the doc­tor with ques­tions. He did not ob­serve that he asked the same ones over and over again.

			On the day when the doc­tor an­nounced to him that Mar­ius was out of dan­ger, the good man was in a delir­i­um. He made his porter a present of three louis. That evening, on his re­turn to his own cham­ber, he danced a gavotte, us­ing his thumb and fore­fin­ger as cas­tanets, and he sang the fol­low­ing song:

			
				
					Jeanne est née à Fougère
					

					Vrai nid d’une bergère;
					

					J’adore son jupon,
					

					Fripon.
				

				
					Amour, tu vis en elle;
					

					Car c’est dans sa prunelle
					

					Que tu mets ton car­quois.
					

					Nar­quois!
				

				
					Moi, je la chante, et j’aime,
					

					Plus que Di­ane même,
					

					Jeanne et ses durs tetons
					

					Bre­tons.104
				

			

			Then he knelt up­on a chair, and Basque, who was watch­ing him through the half-open door, made sure that he was pray­ing.

			Up to that time, he had not be­lieved in God.

			At each suc­ceed­ing phase of im­prove­ment, which be­came more and more pro­nounced, the grand­fa­ther raved. He ex­e­cut­ed a mul­ti­tude of me­chan­i­cal ac­tions full of joy; he as­cend­ed and de­scend­ed the stairs, with­out know­ing why. A pret­ty fe­male neigh­bor was amazed one morn­ing at re­ceiv­ing a big bou­quet; it was M. Gillenor­mand who had sent it to her. The hus­band made a jeal­ous scene. M. Gillenor­mand tried to draw Nico­lette up­on his knees. He called Mar­ius, “M. le Baron.” He shout­ed: “Long live the Re­pub­lic!”

			Ev­ery mo­ment, he kept ask­ing the doc­tor: “Is he no longer in dan­ger?” He gazed up­on Mar­ius with the eyes of a grand­moth­er. He brood­ed over him while he ate. He no longer knew him­self, he no longer ren­dered him­self an ac­count of him­self. Mar­ius was the mas­ter of the house, there was ab­di­ca­tion in his joy, he was the grand­son of his grand­son.

			In the state of joy in which he then was, he was the most ven­er­a­ble of chil­dren. In his fear lest he might fa­tigue or an­noy the con­va­les­cent, he stepped be­hind him to smile. He was con­tent, joy­ous, de­light­ed, charm­ing, young. His white locks added a gen­tle majesty to the gay ra­di­ance of his vis­age. When grace is min­gled with wrin­kles, it is adorable. There is an in­de­scrib­able au­ro­ra in beam­ing old age.

			As for Mar­ius, as he al­lowed them to dress his wounds and care for him, he had but one fixed idea: Cosette.

			Af­ter the fever and delir­i­um had left him, he did not again pro­nounce her name, and it might have been sup­posed that he no longer thought of her. He held his peace, pre­cise­ly be­cause his soul was there.

			He did not know what had be­come of Cosette; the whole af­fair of the Rue de la Chan­vrerie was like a cloud in his mem­o­ry; shad­ows that were al­most in­dis­tinct, float­ed through his mind, Épo­nine, Gavroche, Mabeuf, the Thé­nardiers, all his friends gloomi­ly in­ter­min­gled with the smoke of the bar­ri­cade; the strange pas­sage of M. Fauchelevent through that ad­ven­ture pro­duced on him the ef­fect of a puz­zle in a tem­pest; he un­der­stood noth­ing con­nect­ed with his own life, he did not know how nor by whom he had been saved, and no one of those around him knew this; all that they had been able to tell him was, that he had been brought home at night in a hack­ney-coach, to the Rue des Filles-du-Cal­vaire; past, present, fu­ture were noth­ing more to him than the mist of a vague idea; but in that fog there was one im­mov­able point, one clear and pre­cise out­line, some­thing made of gran­ite, a res­o­lu­tion, a will; to find Cosette once more. For him, the idea of life was not dis­tinct from the idea of Cosette. He had de­creed in his heart that he would not ac­cept the one with­out the oth­er, and he was im­mov­ably re­solved to ex­act of any per­son what­ev­er, who should de­sire to force him to live—from his grand­fa­ther, from fate, from hell—the resti­tu­tion of his van­ished Eden.

			He did not con­ceal from him­self the fact that ob­sta­cles ex­ist­ed.

			Let us here em­pha­size one de­tail, he was not won over and was but lit­tle soft­ened by all the so­lic­i­tude and ten­der­ness of his grand­fa­ther. In the first place, he was not in the se­cret; then, in his rever­ies of an in­valid, which were still fever­ish, pos­si­bly, he dis­trust­ed this ten­der­ness as a strange and nov­el thing, which had for its ob­ject his con­quest. He re­mained cold. The grand­fa­ther ab­so­lute­ly wast­ed his poor old smile. Mar­ius said to him­self that it was all right so long as he, Mar­ius, did not speak, and let things take their course; but that when it be­came a ques­tion of Cosette, he would find an­oth­er face, and that his grand­fa­ther’s true at­ti­tude would be un­masked. Then there would be an un­pleas­ant scene; a re­crude­s­cence of fam­i­ly ques­tions, a con­fronta­tion of po­si­tions, ev­ery sort of sar­casm and all man­ner of ob­jec­tions at one and the same time, Fauchelevent, Coupelevent, for­tune, pover­ty, a stone about his neck, the fu­ture. Vi­o­lent re­sis­tance; con­clu­sion: a re­fusal. Mar­ius stiff­ened him­self in ad­vance.

			And then, in pro­por­tion as he re­gained life, the old ul­cers of his mem­o­ry opened once more, he re­flect­ed again on the past, Colonel Pont­mer­cy placed him­self once more be­tween M. Gillenor­mand and him, Mar­ius, he told him­self that he had no true kind­ness to ex­pect from a per­son who had been so un­just and so hard to his fa­ther. And with health, there re­turned to him a sort of harsh­ness to­wards his grand­fa­ther. The old man was gen­tly pained by this. M. Gillenor­mand, with­out how­ev­er al­low­ing it to ap­pear, ob­served that Mar­ius, ev­er since the lat­ter had been brought back to him and had re­gained con­scious­ness, had not once called him fa­ther. It is true that he did not say “mon­sieur” to him; but he con­trived not to say ei­ther the one or the oth­er, by means of a cer­tain way of turn­ing his phras­es. Ob­vi­ous­ly, a cri­sis was ap­proach­ing.

			As al­most al­ways hap­pens in such cas­es, Mar­ius skir­mished be­fore giv­ing bat­tle, by way of prov­ing him­self. This is called “feel­ing the ground.” One morn­ing it came to pass that M. Gillenor­mand spoke slight­ing­ly of the Con­ven­tion, apro­pos of a news­pa­per which had fall­en in­to his hands, and gave vent to a Roy­al­ist ha­rangue on Dan­ton, Saint-Juste and Robe­spierre.—“The men of ’93 were gi­ants,” said Mar­ius with sever­i­ty. The old man held his peace, and ut­tered not a sound dur­ing the re­main­der of that day.

			Mar­ius, who had al­ways present to his mind the in­flex­i­ble grand­fa­ther of his ear­ly years, in­ter­pret­ed this si­lence as a pro­found con­cen­tra­tion of wrath, au­gured from it a hot con­flict, and aug­ment­ed his prepa­ra­tions for the fray in the in­most re­cess­es of his mind.

			He de­cid­ed that, in case of a re­fusal, he would tear off his ban­dages, dis­lo­cate his col­lar­bone, that he would lay bare all the wounds which he had left, and would re­ject all food. His wounds were his mu­ni­tions of war. He would have Cosette or die.

			He await­ed the pro­pi­tious mo­ment with the crafty pa­tience of the sick.

			That mo­ment ar­rived.

		
	
		
			
				III

				Mar­ius At­tacked

			
			One day, M. Gillenor­mand, while his daugh­ter was putting in or­der the phials and cups on the mar­ble of the com­mode, bent over Mar­ius and said to him in his ten­der­est ac­cents: “Look here, my lit­tle Mar­ius, if I were in your place, I would eat meat now in pref­er­ence to fish. A fried sole is ex­cel­lent to be­gin a con­va­les­cence with, but a good cut­let is need­ed to put a sick man on his feet.”

			Mar­ius, who had al­most en­tire­ly re­cov­ered his strength, col­lect­ed the whole of it, drew him­self up in­to a sit­ting pos­ture, laid his two clenched fists on the sheets of his bed, looked his grand­fa­ther in the face, as­sumed a ter­ri­ble air, and said:

			“This leads me to say some­thing to you.”

			“What is it?”

			“That I wish to mar­ry.”

			“Agreed,” said his grand­fa­ther.—And he burst out laugh­ing.

			“How agreed?”

			“Yes, agreed. You shall have your lit­tle girl.”

			Mar­ius, stunned and over­whelmed with the daz­zling shock, trem­bled in ev­ery limb.

			M. Gillenor­mand went on:

			“Yes, you shall have her, that pret­ty lit­tle girl of yours. She comes ev­ery day in the shape of an old gen­tle­man to in­quire af­ter you. Ev­er since you were wound­ed, she has passed her time in weep­ing and mak­ing lint. I have made in­quiries. She lives in the Rue de l’Homme Ar­mé, No. 7. Ah! There we have it! Ah! so you want her! Well, you shall have her. You’re caught. You had ar­ranged your lit­tle plot, you had said to your­self:—‘I’m go­ing to sig­ni­fy this square­ly to my grand­fa­ther, to that mum­my of the Re­gen­cy and of the Di­rec­to­ry, to that an­cient beau, to that Do­rante turned Géronte; he has in­dulged in his fri­vol­i­ties al­so, that he has, and he has had his love af­fairs, and his grisettes and his Cosettes; he has made his rus­tle, he has had his wings, he has eat­en of the bread of spring; he cer­tain­ly must re­mem­ber it.’ Ah! you take the cockchafer by the horns. That’s good. I of­fer you a cut­let and you an­swer me: ‘By the way, I want to mar­ry.’ There’s a tran­si­tion for you! Ah! you reck­oned on a bick­er­ing! You do not know that I am an old cow­ard. What do you say to that? You are vexed? You did not ex­pect to find your grand­fa­ther still more fool­ish than your­self, you are wast­ing the dis­course which you meant to be­stow up­on me, Mr. Lawyer, and that’s vex­a­tious. Well, so much the worse, rage away. I’ll do what­ev­er you wish, and that cuts you short, im­be­cile! Lis­ten. I have made my in­quiries, I’m cun­ning too; she is charm­ing, she is dis­creet, it is not true about the lancer, she has made heaps of lint, she’s a jew­el, she adores you, if you had died, there would have been three of us, her cof­fin would have ac­com­pa­nied mine. I have had an idea, ev­er since you have been bet­ter, of sim­ply plant­ing her at your bed­side, but it is on­ly in ro­mances that young girls are brought to the bed­sides of hand­some young wound­ed men who in­ter­est them. It is not done. What would your aunt have said to it? You were nude three quar­ters of the time, my good fel­low. Ask Nico­lette, who has not left you for a mo­ment, if there was any pos­si­bil­i­ty of hav­ing a wom­an here. And then, what would the doc­tor have said? A pret­ty girl does not cure a man of fever. In short, it’s all right, let us say no more about it, all’s said, all’s done, it’s all set­tled, take her. Such is my fe­roc­i­ty. You see, I per­ceived that you did not love me. I said to my­self: ‘Here now, I have my lit­tle Cosette right un­der my hand, I’m go­ing to give her to him, he will be obliged to love me a lit­tle then, or he must tell the rea­son why.’ Ah! so you thought that the old man was go­ing to storm, to put on a big voice, to shout no, and to lift his cane at all that au­ro­ra. Not a bit of it. Cosette, so be it; love, so be it; I ask noth­ing bet­ter. Pray take the trou­ble of get­ting mar­ried, sir. Be hap­py, my well-beloved child.”

			That said, the old man burst forth in­to sobs.

			And he seized Mar­ius’ head, and pressed it with both arms against his breast, and both fell to weep­ing. This is one of the forms of supreme hap­pi­ness.

			“Fa­ther!” cried Mar­ius.

			“Ah, so you love me!” said the old man.

			An in­ef­fa­ble mo­ment en­sued. They were chok­ing and could not speak.

			At length the old man stam­mered:

			“Come! his mouth is un­stopped at last. He has said: ‘Fa­ther’ to me.”

			Mar­ius dis­en­gaged his head from his grand­fa­ther’s arms, and said gen­tly:

			“But, fa­ther, now that I am quite well, it seems to me that I might see her.”

			“Agreed again, you shall see her to­mor­row.”

			“Fa­ther!”

			“What?”

			“Why not to­day?”

			“Well, to­day then. Let it be to­day. You have called me ‘fa­ther’ three times, and it is worth it. I will at­tend to it. She shall be brought hith­er. Agreed, I tell you. It has al­ready been put in­to verse. This is the end­ing of the el­e­gy of the ‘Je­une Malade’ by An­dré Chénier, by An­dré Chénier whose throat was cut by the ras … by the gi­ants of ’93.”

			M. Gillenor­mand fan­cied that he de­tect­ed a faint frown on the part of Mar­ius, who, in truth, as we must ad­mit, was no longer lis­ten­ing to him, and who was think­ing far more of Cosette than of 1793.

			The grand­fa­ther, trem­bling at hav­ing so in­op­por­tune­ly in­tro­duced An­dré Chénier, re­sumed pre­cip­i­tate­ly:

			“Cut his throat is not the word. The fact is that the great rev­o­lu­tion­ary ge­nius­es, who were not ma­li­cious, that is in­con­testable, who were he­roes, par­di! found that An­dré Chénier em­bar­rassed them some­what, and they had him guil­lot … that is to say, those great men on the 7th of Ther­mi­dor, be­sought An­dré Chénier, in the in­ter­ests of pub­lic safe­ty, to be so good as to go. …”

			M. Gillenor­mand, clutched by the throat by his own phrase, could not pro­ceed. Be­ing able nei­ther to fin­ish it nor to re­tract it, while his daugh­ter ar­ranged the pil­low be­hind Mar­ius, who was over­whelmed with so many emo­tions, the old man rushed head­long, with as much ra­pid­i­ty as his age per­mit­ted, from the bed­cham­ber, shut the door be­hind him, and, pur­ple, chok­ing and foam­ing at the mouth, his eyes start­ing from his head, he found him­self nose to nose with hon­est Basque, who was black­ing boots in the an­te­room. He seized Basque by the col­lar, and shout­ed full in his face in fury:—“By the hun­dred thou­sand Javottes of the dev­il, those ruf­fi­ans did as­sas­si­nate him!”

			“Who, sir?”

			“An­dré Chénier!”

			“Yes, sir,” said Basque in alarm.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				Made­moi­selle Gillenor­mand Ends by No Longer Think­ing It a Bad Thing That M. Fauchelevent Should Have En­tered with Some­thing Un­der His Arm

			
			Cosette and Mar­ius be­held each oth­er once more.

			What that in­ter­view was like we de­cline to say. There are things which one must not at­tempt to de­pict; the sun is one of them.

			The en­tire fam­i­ly, in­clud­ing Basque and Nico­lette, were as­sem­bled in Mar­ius’ cham­ber at the mo­ment when Cosette en­tered it.

			Pre­cise­ly at that mo­ment, the grand­fa­ther was on the point of blow­ing his nose; he stopped short, hold­ing his nose in his hand­ker­chief, and gaz­ing over it at Cosette.

			She ap­peared on the thresh­old; it seemed to him that she was sur­round­ed by a glo­ry.

			“Adorable!” he ex­claimed.

			Then he blew his nose nois­i­ly.

			Cosette was in­tox­i­cat­ed, de­light­ed, fright­ened, in heav­en. She was as thor­ough­ly alarmed as any­one can be by hap­pi­ness. She stam­mered all pale, yet flushed, she want­ed to fling her­self in­to Mar­ius’ arms, and dared not. Ashamed of lov­ing in the pres­ence of all these peo­ple. Peo­ple are piti­less to­wards hap­py lovers; they re­main when the lat­ter most de­sire to be left alone. Lovers have no need of any peo­ple what­ev­er.

			With Cosette, and be­hind her, there had en­tered a man with white hair who was grave yet smil­ing, though with a vague and heartrend­ing smile. It was “Mon­sieur Fauchelevent;” it was Jean Val­jean.

			He was very well dressed, as the porter had said, en­tire­ly in black, in per­fect­ly new gar­ments, and with a white cra­vat.

			The porter was a thou­sand leagues from rec­og­niz­ing in this cor­rect bour­geois, in this prob­a­ble no­tary, the fear-in­spir­ing bear­er of the corpse, who had sprung up at his door on the night of the 7th of June, tat­tered, mud­dy, hideous, hag­gard, his face masked in blood and mire, sup­port­ing in his arms the faint­ing Mar­ius; still, his porter’s scent was aroused. When M. Fauchelevent ar­rived with Cosette, the porter had not been able to re­frain from com­mu­ni­cat­ing to his wife this aside: “I don’t know why it is, but I can’t help fan­cy­ing that I’ve seen that face be­fore.”

			M. Fauchelevent in Mar­ius’ cham­ber, re­mained apart near the door. He had un­der his arm, a pack­age which bore con­sid­er­able re­sem­blance to an oc­ta­vo vol­ume en­veloped in pa­per. The en­velop­ing pa­per was of a green­ish hue, and ap­peared to be mouldy.

			“Does the gen­tle­man al­ways have books like that un­der his arm?” Made­moi­selle Gillenor­mand, who did not like books, de­mand­ed in a low tone of Nico­lette.

			“Well,” re­tort­ed M. Gillenor­mand, who had over­heard her, in the same tone, “he’s a learned man. What then? Is that his fault? Mon­sieur Boulard, one of my ac­quain­tances, nev­er walked out with­out a book un­der his arm ei­ther, and he al­ways had some old vol­ume hugged to his heart like that.”

			And, with a bow, he said aloud:

			“Mon­sieur Tranchelevent. …”

			Fa­ther Gillenor­mand did not do it in­ten­tion­al­ly, but inat­ten­tion to prop­er names was an aris­to­crat­ic habit of his.

			“Mon­sieur Tranchelevent, I have the hon­or of ask­ing you, on be­half of my grand­son, Baron Mar­ius Pont­mer­cy, for the hand of Made­moi­selle.”

			Mon­sieur Tranchelevent bowed.

			“That’s set­tled,” said the grand­fa­ther.

			And, turn­ing to Mar­ius and Cosette, with both arms ex­tend­ed in bless­ing, he cried:

			“Per­mis­sion to adore each oth­er!”

			They did not re­quire him to re­peat it twice. So much the worse! the chirp­ing be­gan. They talked low. Mar­ius, rest­ing on his el­bow on his re­clin­ing chair, Cosette stand­ing be­side him. “Oh, heav­ens!” mur­mured Cosette, “I see you once again! it is thou! it is you! The idea of go­ing and fight­ing like that! But why? It is hor­ri­ble. I have been dead for four months. Oh! how wicked it was of you to go to that bat­tle! What had I done to you? I par­don you, but you will nev­er do it again. A lit­tle while ago, when they came to tell us to come to you, I still thought that I was about to die, but it was from joy. I was so sad! I have not tak­en the time to dress my­self, I must fright­en peo­ple with my looks! What will your rel­a­tives say to see me in a crum­pled col­lar? Do speak! You let me do all the talk­ing. We are still in the Rue de l’Homme Ar­mé. It seems that your shoul­der was ter­ri­ble. They told me that you could put your fist in it. And then, it seems that they cut your flesh with the scis­sors. That is fright­ful. I have cried till I have no eyes left. It is queer that a per­son can suf­fer like that. Your grand­fa­ther has a very kind­ly air. Don’t dis­turb your­self, don’t rise on your el­bow, you will in­jure your­self. Oh! how hap­py I am! So our un­hap­pi­ness is over! I am quite fool­ish. I had things to say to you, and I no longer know in the least what they were. Do you still love me? We live in the Rue de l’Homme Ar­mé. There is no gar­den. I made lint all the time; stay, sir, look, it is your fault, I have a cal­lous on my fin­gers.”

			“An­gel!” said Mar­ius.

			“An­gel” is the on­ly word in the lan­guage which can­not be worn out. No oth­er word could re­sist the mer­ci­less use which lovers make of it.

			Then as there were spec­ta­tors, they paused and said not a word more, con­tent­ing them­selves with soft­ly touch­ing each oth­er’s hands.

			M. Gillenor­mand turned to­wards those who were in the room and cried:

			“Talk loud, the rest of you. Make a noise, you peo­ple be­hind the scenes. Come, a lit­tle up­roar, the deuce! so that the chil­dren can chat­ter at their ease.”

			And, ap­proach­ing Mar­ius and Cosette, he said to them in a very low voice:

			“Call each oth­er ‘thou.’ Don’t stand on cer­e­mo­ny.”

			Aunt Gillenor­mand looked on in amaze­ment at this ir­rup­tion of light in her el­der­ly house­hold. There was noth­ing ag­gres­sive about this amaze­ment; it was not the least in the world like the scan­dal­ized and en­vi­ous glance of an owl at two tur­tle­doves, it was the stupid eye of a poor in­no­cent sev­en and fifty years of age; it was a life which had been a fail­ure gaz­ing at that tri­umph, love.

			“Made­moi­selle Gillenor­mand se­nior,” said her fa­ther to her, “I told you that this is what would hap­pen to you.”

			He re­mained silent for a mo­ment, and then added:

			“Look at the hap­pi­ness of oth­ers.”

			Then he turned to Cosette.

			“How pret­ty she is! how pret­ty she is! She’s a Greuze. So you are go­ing to have that all to your­self, you scamp! Ah! my rogue, you are get­ting off nice­ly with me, you are hap­py; if I were not fif­teen years too old, we would fight with swords to see which of us should have her. Come now! I am in love with you, made­moi­selle. It’s per­fect­ly sim­ple. It is your right. You are in the right. Ah! what a sweet, charm­ing lit­tle wed­ding this will make! Our parish is Saint-De­nis du Saint Sacra­ment, but I will get a dis­pen­sa­tion so that you can be mar­ried at Saint-Paul. The church is bet­ter. It was built by the Je­suits. It is more co­quet­tish. It is op­po­site the foun­tain of Car­di­nal de Bi­rague. The mas­ter­piece of Je­suit ar­chi­tec­ture is at Na­mur. It is called Saint-Loup. You must go there af­ter you are mar­ried. It is worth the jour­ney. Made­moi­selle, I am quite of your mind, I think girls ought to mar­ry; that is what they are made for. There is a cer­tain Sainte-Cather­ine whom I should al­ways like to see un­coiffed.105 It’s a fine thing to re­main a spin­ster, but it is chilly. The Bible says: Mul­ti­ply. In or­der to save the peo­ple, Jeanne d’Arc is need­ed; but in or­der to make peo­ple, what is need­ed is Moth­er Goose. So, mar­ry, my beau­ties. I re­al­ly do not see the use in re­main­ing a spin­ster! I know that they have their chapel apart in the church, and that they fall back on the So­ci­ety of the Vir­gin; but, sapristi, a hand­some hus­band, a fine fel­low, and at the ex­pi­ra­tion of a year, a big, blond brat who nurs­es lusti­ly, and who has fine rolls of fat on his thighs, and who muss­es up your breast in hand­fuls with his lit­tle rosy paws, laugh­ing the while like the dawn—that’s bet­ter than hold­ing a can­dle at ves­pers, and chant­ing Tur­ris Eburnea!”

			The grand­fa­ther ex­e­cut­ed a pirou­ette on his eighty-year-old heels, and be­gan to talk again like a spring that has bro­ken loose once more:

			
				
					“Ain­si, bor­nant les cours de tes rê­vasseries,
					

					Al­cippe, il est donc vrai, dans peu tu te maries.”106
				

			

			“By the way!”

			“What is it, fa­ther?”

			“Have not you an in­ti­mate friend?”

			“Yes, Cour­feyrac.”

			“What has be­come of him?”

			“He is dead.”

			“That is good.”

			He seat­ed him­self near them, made Cosette sit down, and took their four hands in his aged and wrin­kled hands:

			“She is ex­quis­ite, this dar­ling. She’s a mas­ter­piece, this Cosette! She is a very lit­tle girl and a very great la­dy. She will on­ly be a Baroness, which is a come down for her; she was born a Mar­quise. What eye­lash­es she has! Get it well fixed in your nod­dles, my chil­dren, that you are in the true road. Love each oth­er. Be fool­ish about it. Love is the fol­ly of men and the wit of God. Adore each oth­er. On­ly,” he added, sud­den­ly be­com­ing gloomy, “what a mis­for­tune! It has just oc­curred to me! More than half of what I pos­sess is swal­lowed up in an an­nu­ity; so long as I live, it will not mat­ter, but af­ter my death, a score of years hence, ah! my poor chil­dren, you will not have a sou! Your beau­ti­ful white hands, Madame la Baronne, will do the dev­il the hon­or of pulling him by the tail.”107

			At this point they heard a grave and tran­quil voice say:

			“Made­moi­selle Eu­phrasie Fauchelevent pos­sess­es six hun­dred thou­sand francs.”

			It was the voice of Jean Val­jean.

			So far he had not ut­tered a sin­gle word, no one seemed to be aware that he was there, and he had re­mained stand­ing erect and mo­tion­less, be­hind all these hap­py peo­ple.

			“What has Made­moi­selle Eu­phrasie to do with the ques­tion?” in­quired the star­tled grand­fa­ther.

			“I am she,” replied Cosette.

			“Six hun­dred thou­sand francs?” re­sumed M. Gillenor­mand.

			“Mi­nus four­teen or fif­teen thou­sand francs, pos­si­bly,” said Jean Val­jean.

			And he laid on the ta­ble the pack­age which Made­moi­selle Gillenor­mand had mis­tak­en for a book.

			Jean Val­jean him­self opened the pack­age; it was a bun­dle of ban­knotes. They were turned over and count­ed. There were five hun­dred notes for a thou­sand francs each, and one hun­dred and six­ty-eight of five hun­dred. In all, five hun­dred and eighty-four thou­sand francs.

			“This is a fine book,” said M. Gillenor­mand.

			“Five hun­dred and eighty-four thou­sand francs!” mur­mured the aunt.

			“This ar­ranges things well, does it not, Made­moi­selle Gillenor­mand se­nior?” said the grand­fa­ther. “That dev­il of a Mar­ius has fer­ret­ed out the nest of a mil­lion­aire grisette in his tree of dreams! Just trust to the love af­fairs of young folks now, will you! Stu­dents find stu­dentess­es with six hun­dred thou­sand francs. Cheru­bi­no works bet­ter than Roth­schild.”

			“Five hun­dred and eighty-four thou­sand francs!” re­peat­ed Made­moi­selle Gillenor­mand, in a low tone. “Five hun­dred and eighty-four! one might as well say six hun­dred thou­sand!”

			As for Mar­ius and Cosette, they were gaz­ing at each oth­er while this was go­ing on; they hard­ly heed­ed this de­tail.

		
	
		
			
				V

				De­posit Your Mon­ey in a For­est Rather Than with a No­tary

			
			The read­er has, no doubt, un­der­stood, with­out ne­ces­si­tat­ing a lengthy ex­pla­na­tion, that Jean Val­jean, af­ter the Champ­math­ieu af­fair, had been able, thanks to his first es­cape of a few days’ du­ra­tion, to come to Paris and to with­draw in sea­son, from the hands of Laf­fitte, the sum earned by him, un­der the name of Mon­sieur Madeleine, at Mon­treuil-sur-Mer; and that fear­ing that he might be re­cap­tured—which even­tu­al­ly hap­pened—he had buried and hid­den that sum in the for­est of Mont­fer­meil, in the lo­cal­i­ty known as the Blaru-bot­tom. The sum, six hun­dred and thir­ty thou­sand francs, all in bank-bills, was not very bulky, and was con­tained in a box; on­ly, in or­der to pre­serve the box from damp­ness, he had placed it in a cof­fer filled with chest­nut shav­ings. In the same cof­fer he had placed his oth­er trea­sures, the Bish­op’s can­dle­sticks. It will be re­mem­bered that he had car­ried off the can­dle­sticks when he made his es­cape from Mon­treuil-sur-Mer. The man seen one evening for the first time by Boula­tru­elle, was Jean Val­jean. Lat­er on, ev­ery time that Jean Val­jean need­ed mon­ey, he went to get it in the Blaru-bot­tom. Hence the ab­sences which we have men­tioned. He had a pick­axe some­where in the heather, in a hid­ing-place known to him­self alone. When he be­held Mar­ius con­va­les­cent, feel­ing that the hour was at hand, when that mon­ey might prove of ser­vice, he had gone to get it; it was he again, whom Boula­tru­elle had seen in the woods, but on this oc­ca­sion, in the morn­ing in­stead of in the evening. Boula­treulle in­her­it­ed his pick­axe.

			The ac­tu­al sum was five hun­dred and eighty-four thou­sand, five hun­dred francs. Jean Val­jean with­drew the five hun­dred francs for him­self.—“We shall see here­after,” he thought.

			The dif­fer­ence be­tween that sum and the six hun­dred and thir­ty thou­sand francs with­drawn from Laf­fitte rep­re­sent­ed his ex­pen­di­ture in ten years, from 1823 to 1833. The five years of his stay in the con­vent had cost on­ly five thou­sand francs.

			Jean Val­jean set the two can­dle­sticks on the chim­ney­p­iece, where they glit­tered to the great ad­mi­ra­tion of Tou­s­saint.

			More­over, Jean Val­jean knew that he was de­liv­ered from Javert. The sto­ry had been told in his pres­ence, and he had ver­i­fied the fact in the Moni­teur, how a po­lice in­spec­tor named Javert had been found drowned un­der a boat be­long­ing to some laun­dress­es, be­tween the Pont au Change and the Pont-Neuf, and that a writ­ing left by this man, oth­er­wise ir­re­proach­able and high­ly es­teemed by his su­pe­ri­ors, point­ed to a fit of men­tal aber­ra­tion and a sui­cide.—“In fact,” thought Jean Val­jean, “since he left me at lib­er­ty, once hav­ing got me in his pow­er, he must have been al­ready mad.”

		
	
		
			
				VI

				The Two Old Men Do Ev­ery­thing, Each One Af­ter His Own Fash­ion, to Ren­der Cosette Hap­py

			
			Ev­ery­thing was made ready for the wed­ding. The doc­tor, on be­ing con­sult­ed, de­clared that it might take place in Feb­ru­ary. It was then De­cem­ber. A few rav­ish­ing weeks of per­fect hap­pi­ness passed.

			The grand­fa­ther was not the least hap­py of them all. He re­mained for a quar­ter of an hour at a time gaz­ing at Cosette.

			“The won­der­ful, beau­ti­ful girl!” he ex­claimed. “And she has so sweet and good an air! she is, with­out ex­cep­tion, the most charm­ing girl that I have ev­er seen in my life. Lat­er on, she’ll have virtues with an odor of vi­o­lets. How grace­ful! one can­not live oth­er­wise than nobly with such a crea­ture. Mar­ius, my boy, you are a Baron, you are rich, don’t go to pet­ti­fog­ging, I beg of you.”

			Cosette and Mar­ius had passed abrupt­ly from the sepul­chre to par­adise. The tran­si­tion had not been soft­ened, and they would have been stunned, had they not been daz­zled by it.

			“Do you un­der­stand any­thing about it?” said Mar­ius to Cosette.

			“No,” replied Cosette, “but it seems to me that the good God is car­ing for us.”

			Jean Val­jean did ev­ery­thing, smoothed away ev­ery dif­fi­cul­ty, ar­ranged ev­ery­thing, made ev­ery­thing easy. He has­tened to­wards Cosette’s hap­pi­ness with as much ar­dor, and, ap­par­ent­ly with as much joy, as Cosette her­self.

			As he had been a may­or, he un­der­stood how to solve that del­i­cate prob­lem, with the se­cret of which he alone was ac­quaint­ed, Cosette’s civ­il sta­tus. If he were to an­nounce her ori­gin blunt­ly, it might pre­vent the mar­riage, who knows? He ex­tri­cat­ed Cosette from all dif­fi­cul­ties. He con­coct­ed for her a fam­i­ly of dead peo­ple, a sure means of not en­coun­ter­ing any ob­jec­tions. Cosette was the on­ly scion of an ex­tinct fam­i­ly; Cosette was not his own daugh­ter, but the daugh­ter of the oth­er Fauchelevent. Two broth­ers Fauchelevent had been gar­den­ers to the con­vent of the Pe­tit-Pic­pus. In­quiry was made at that con­vent; the very best in­for­ma­tion and the most re­spectable ref­er­ences abound­ed; the good nuns, not very apt and but lit­tle in­clined to fath­om ques­tions of pa­ter­ni­ty, and not at­tach­ing any im­por­tance to the mat­ter, had nev­er un­der­stood ex­act­ly of which of the two Fauchelevents Cosette was the daugh­ter. They said what was want­ed and they said it with zeal. An acte de no­toriété was drawn up. Cosette be­came in the eyes of the law, Made­moi­selle Eu­phrasie Fauchelevent. She was de­clared an or­phan, both fa­ther and moth­er be­ing dead. Jean Val­jean so ar­ranged it that he was ap­point­ed, un­der the name of Fauchelevent, as Cosette’s guardian, with M. Gillenor­mand as su­per­vis­ing guardian over him.

			As for the five hun­dred and eighty thou­sand francs, they con­sti­tut­ed a lega­cy be­queathed to Cosette by a dead per­son, who de­sired to re­main un­known. The orig­i­nal lega­cy had con­sist­ed of five hun­dred and nine­ty-four thou­sand francs; but ten thou­sand francs had been ex­pend­ed on the ed­u­ca­tion of Made­moi­selle Eu­phrasie, five thou­sand francs of that amount hav­ing been paid to the con­vent. This lega­cy, de­posit­ed in the hands of a third par­ty, was to be turned over to Cosette at her ma­jor­i­ty, or at the date of her mar­riage. This, tak­en as a whole, was very ac­cept­able, as the read­er will per­ceive, es­pe­cial­ly when the sum due was half a mil­lion. There were some pe­cu­liar­i­ties here and there, it is true, but they were not no­ticed; one of the in­ter­est­ed par­ties had his eyes blind­fold­ed by love, the oth­ers by the six hun­dred thou­sand francs.

			Cosette learned that she was not the daugh­ter of that old man whom she had so long called fa­ther. He was mere­ly a kins­man; an­oth­er Fauchelevent was her re­al fa­ther. At any oth­er time this would have bro­ken her heart. But at the in­ef­fa­ble mo­ment which she was then pass­ing through, it cast but a slight shad­ow, a faint cloud, and she was so full of joy that the cloud did not last long. She had Mar­ius. The young man ar­rived, the old man was ef­faced; such is life.

			And then, Cosette had, for long years, been ha­bit­u­at­ed to see­ing enig­mas around her; ev­ery be­ing who has had a mys­te­ri­ous child­hood is al­ways pre­pared for cer­tain re­nun­ci­a­tions.

			Nev­er­the­less, she con­tin­ued to call Jean Val­jean: Fa­ther.

			Cosette, hap­py as the an­gels, was en­thu­si­as­tic over Fa­ther Gillenor­mand. It is true that he over­whelmed her with gal­lant com­pli­ments and presents. While Jean Val­jean was build­ing up for Cosette a nor­mal sit­u­a­tion in so­ci­ety and an unas­sail­able sta­tus, M. Gillenor­mand was su­per­in­tend­ing the bas­ket of wed­ding gifts. Noth­ing so amused him as be­ing mag­nif­i­cent. He had giv­en to Cosette a robe of Binche guipure which had de­scend­ed to him from his own grand­moth­er.

			“These fash­ions come up again,” said he, “an­cient things are the rage, and the young wom­en of my old age dress like the old wom­en of my child­hood.”

			He ri­fled his re­spectable chests of draw­ers in Coro­man­del lac­quer, with swelling fronts, which had not been opened for years.—“Let us hear the con­fes­sion of these dowa­gers,” he said, “let us see what they have in their paunch­es.” He nois­i­ly vi­o­lat­ed the pot­bel­lied draw­ers of all his wives, of all his mis­tress­es and of all his grand­moth­ers. Pekins, damasks, lam­pas, paint­ed moires, robes of shot gros de Tours, In­dia ker­chiefs em­broi­dered in gold that could be washed, dauphines with­out a right or wrong side, in the piece, Genoa and Alençon point lace, parures in an­tique gold­smith’s work, ivory bon­bon box­es or­na­ment­ed with mi­cro­scop­ic bat­tles, gew­gaws and rib­bons—he lav­ished ev­ery­thing on Cosette. Cosette, amazed, des­per­ate­ly in love with Mar­ius, and wild with grat­i­tude to­wards M. Gillenor­mand, dreamed of a hap­pi­ness with­out lim­it clothed in satin and vel­vet. Her wed­ding bas­ket seemed to her to be up­held by seraphim. Her soul flew out in­to the azure depths, with wings of Mech­lin lace.

			The in­tox­i­ca­tion of the lovers was on­ly equalled, as we have al­ready said, by the ec­sta­sy of the grand­fa­ther. A sort of flour­ish of trum­pets went on in the Rue des Filles-du-Cal­vaire.

			Ev­ery morn­ing, a fresh of­fer­ing of bric-a-brac from the grand­fa­ther to Cosette. All pos­si­ble knick­knacks glit­tered around her.

			One day Mar­ius, who was fond of talk­ing grave­ly in the midst of his bliss, said, apro­pos of I know not what in­ci­dent:

			“The men of the rev­o­lu­tion are so great, that they have the pres­tige of the ages, like Cato and like Pho­cion, and each one of them seems to me an an­tique mem­o­ry.”

			“Moire an­tique!” ex­claimed the old gen­tle­man. “Thanks, Mar­ius. That is pre­cise­ly the idea of which I was in search.”

			And on the fol­low­ing day, a mag­nif­i­cent dress of tea-rose col­ored moire an­tique was added to Cosette’s wed­ding presents.

			From these frip­peries, the grand­fa­ther ex­tract­ed a bit of wis­dom.

			“Love is all very well; but there must be some­thing else to go with it. The use­less must be min­gled with hap­pi­ness. Hap­pi­ness is on­ly the nec­es­sary. Sea­son that enor­mous­ly with the su­per­flu­ous for me. A palace and her heart. Her heart and the Lou­vre. Her heart and the grand wa­ter­works of Ver­sailles. Give me my shep­herdess and try to make her a duchess. Fetch me Phyl­lis crowned with corn­flow­ers, and add a hun­dred thou­sand francs in­come. Open for me a bu­col­ic per­spec­tive as far as you can see, be­neath a mar­ble colon­nade. I con­sent to the bu­col­ic and al­so to the fairy spec­ta­cle of mar­ble and gold. Dry hap­pi­ness re­sem­bles dry bread. One eats, but one does not dine. I want the su­per­flu­ous, the use­less, the ex­trav­a­gant, ex­cess, that which serves no pur­pose. I re­mem­ber to have seen, in the Cathe­dral of Stras­burg, a clock, as tall as a three-sto­ry house which marked the hours, which had the kind­ness to in­di­cate the hour, but which had not the air of be­ing made for that; and which, af­ter hav­ing struck mid­day, or mid­night—mid­day, the hour of the sun, or mid­night, the hour of love—or any oth­er hour that you like, gave you the moon and the stars, the earth and the sea, birds and fish­es, Phoe­bus and Phoebe, and a host of things which emerged from a niche, and the twelve apos­tles, and the Em­per­or Charles the Fifth, and Épo­nine, and Sabi­nus, and a throng of lit­tle gild­ed good­men, who played on the trum­pet to boot. With­out reck­on­ing de­li­cious chimes which it sprin­kled through the air, on ev­ery oc­ca­sion, with­out any­one’s know­ing why. Is a pet­ty bald clock-face which mere­ly tells the hour equal to that? For my part, I am of the opin­ion of the big clock of Stras­burg, and I pre­fer it to the cuck­oo clock from the Black For­est.”

			M. Gillenor­mand talked non­sense in con­nec­tion with the wed­ding, and all the frip­peries of the eigh­teenth cen­tu­ry passed pell-mell through his dithyra­mbs.

			“You are ig­no­rant of the art of fes­ti­vals. You do not know how to or­ga­nize a day of en­joy­ment in this age,” he ex­claimed. “Your nine­teenth cen­tu­ry is weak. It lacks ex­cess. It ig­nores the rich, it ig­nores the no­ble. In ev­ery­thing it is clean-shaven. Your third es­tate is in­sipid, col­or­less, odor­less, and shape­less. The dreams of your bour­geois who set up, as they ex­press it: a pret­ty boudoir fresh­ly dec­o­rat­ed, vi­o­let, ebony and cal­i­co. Make way! Make way! the Sieur Cur­mud­geon is mar­ry­ing Made­moi­selle Clutch-pen­ny. Sump­tu­ous­ness and splen­dor. A louis d’or has been stuck to a can­dle. There’s the epoch for you. My de­mand is that I may flee from it be­yond the Sar­ma­tians. Ah! in 1787, I pre­dict that all was lost, from the day when I be­held the Duc de Ro­han, Prince de Léon, Duc de Chabot, Duc de Mont­bazon, Mar­quis de Soubise, Vi­comte de Thouars, peer of France, go to Longchamps in a tapecu! That has borne its fruits. In this cen­tu­ry, men at­tend to busi­ness, they gam­ble on ’Change, they win mon­ey, they are stingy. Peo­ple take care of their sur­faces and var­nish them; ev­ery­one is dressed as though just out of a band­box, washed, soaped, scraped, shaved, combed, waked, smoothed, rubbed, brushed, cleaned on the out­side, ir­re­proach­able, pol­ished as a peb­ble, dis­creet, neat, and at the same time, death of my life, in the depths of their con­sciences they have dung-heaps and cesspools that are enough to make a cowherd who blows his nose in his fin­gers, re­coil. I grant to this age the de­vice: ‘Dirty Clean­li­ness.’ Don’t be vexed, Mar­ius, give me per­mis­sion to speak; I say no evil of the peo­ple as you see, I am al­ways harp­ing on your peo­ple, but do look fa­vor­ably on my deal­ing a bit of a slap to the bour­geoisie. I be­long to it. He who loves well lash­es well. There­upon, I say plain­ly, that nowa­days peo­ple mar­ry, but that they no longer know how to mar­ry. Ah! it is true, I re­gret the grace of the an­cient man­ners. I re­gret ev­ery­thing about them, their el­e­gance, their chival­ry, those cour­te­ous and del­i­cate ways, that joy­ous lux­u­ry which ev­ery­one pos­sessed, mu­sic form­ing part of the wed­ding, a sym­pho­ny above stairs, a beat­ing of drums be­low stairs, the dances, the joy­ous faces round the ta­ble, the fine­spun gal­lant com­pli­ments, the songs, the fire­works, the frank laugh­ter, the dev­il’s own row, the huge knots of rib­bon. I re­gret the bride’s garter. The bride’s garter is cousin to the gir­dle of Venus. On what does the war of Troy turn? On He­len’s garter, par­bleu! Why did they fight, why did Diomed the di­vine break over the head of Meri­ones that great brazen hel­met of ten points? why did Achilles and Hec­tor hew each oth­er up with vast blows of their lances? Be­cause He­len al­lowed Paris to take her garter. With Cosette’s garter, Homer would con­struct the Il­i­ad. He would put in his po­em, a lo­qua­cious old fel­low, like me, and he would call him Nestor. My friends, in by­gone days, in those ami­able days of yore, peo­ple mar­ried wise­ly; they had a good con­tract, and then they had a good carouse. As soon as Cu­jas had tak­en his de­par­ture, Gama­cho en­tered. But, in sooth! the stom­ach is an agree­able beast which de­mands its due, and which wants to have its wed­ding al­so. Peo­ple supped well, and had at ta­ble a beau­ti­ful neigh­bor with­out a guimpe so that her throat was on­ly mod­er­ate­ly con­cealed. Oh! the large laugh­ing mouths, and how gay we were in those days! youth was a bou­quet; ev­ery young man ter­mi­nat­ed in a branch of lilacs or a tuft of ros­es; whether he was a shep­herd or a war­rior; and if, by chance, one was a cap­tain of dra­goons, one found means to call one­self Flo­ri­an. Peo­ple thought much of look­ing well. They em­broi­dered and tint­ed them­selves. A bour­geois had the air of a flow­er, a Mar­quis had the air of a pre­cious stone. Peo­ple had no straps to their boots, they had no boots. They were spruce, shin­ing, waved, lus­trous, flut­ter­ing, dain­ty, co­quet­tish, which did not at all pre­vent their wear­ing swords by their sides. The hum­ming­bird has beak and claws. That was the day of the Gal­land In­dies. One of the sides of that cen­tu­ry was del­i­cate, the oth­er was mag­nif­i­cent; and by the green cab­bages! peo­ple amused them­selves. To­day, peo­ple are se­ri­ous. The bour­geois is avari­cious, the bour­geoise is a prude; your cen­tu­ry is un­for­tu­nate. Peo­ple would drive away the Graces as be­ing too low in the neck. Alas! beau­ty is con­cealed as though it were ug­li­ness. Since the rev­o­lu­tion, ev­ery­thing, in­clud­ing the bal­let-dancers, has had its trousers; a moun­te­bank dancer must be grave; your rigadoons are doc­tri­nar­i­an. It is nec­es­sary to be ma­jes­tic. Peo­ple would be great­ly an­noyed if they did not car­ry their chins in their cra­vats. The ide­al of an urchin of twen­ty when he mar­ries, is to re­sem­ble M. Roy­er-Col­lard. And do you know what one ar­rives at with that majesty? at be­ing pet­ty. Learn this: joy is not on­ly joy­ous; it is great. But be in love gay­ly then, what the deuce! mar­ry, when you mar­ry, with fever and gid­di­ness, and tu­mult, and the up­roar of hap­pi­ness! Be grave in church, well and good. But, as soon as the mass is fin­ished, sarpe­jou! you must make a dream whirl around the bride. A mar­riage should be roy­al and chimeri­cal; it should prom­e­nade its cer­e­mo­ny from the cathe­dral of Rheims to the pago­da of Chanteloup. I have a hor­ror of a pal­try wed­ding. Ven­tre­goulette! be in Olym­pus for that one day, at least. Be one of the gods. Ah! peo­ple might be sylphs. Games and Laugh­ter, ar­gi­raspi­des; they are stupids. My friends, ev­ery re­cent­ly made bride­groom ought to be Prince Al­do­bran­di­ni. Prof­it by that unique minute in life to soar away to the empyre­an with the swans and the ea­gles, even if you do have to fall back on the mor­row in­to the bour­geoisie of the frogs. Don’t econ­o­mize on the nup­tials, do not prune them of their splen­dors; don’t scrimp on the day when you beam. The wed­ding is not the house­keep­ing. Oh! if I were to car­ry out my fan­cy, it would be gal­lant, vi­o­lins would be heard un­der the trees. Here is my pro­gramme: sky-blue and sil­ver. I would min­gle with the fes­ti­val the ru­ral di­vini­ties, I would con­voke the Dryads and the Nerei­ds. The nup­tials of Am­phitrite, a rosy cloud, nymphs with well dressed locks and en­tire­ly naked, an Aca­demi­cian of­fer­ing qua­trains to the god­dess, a char­i­ot drawn by ma­rine mon­sters.

			
				
					Tri­ton trot­tait de­vant, et tirait de sa conque
					

					Des sons si ravis­sants qu’il ravis­sait quiconque!108
				

			

			—there’s a fes­tive pro­gramme, there’s a good one, or else I know noth­ing of such mat­ters, deuce take it!”

			While the grand­fa­ther, in full lyri­cal ef­fu­sion, was lis­ten­ing to him­self, Cosette and Mar­ius grew in­tox­i­cat­ed as they gazed freely at each oth­er.

			Aunt Gillenor­mand sur­veyed all this with her im­per­turbable placid­i­ty. With­in the last five or six months she had ex­pe­ri­enced a cer­tain amount of emo­tions. Mar­ius re­turned, Mar­ius brought back bleed­ing, Mar­ius brought back from a bar­ri­cade, Mar­ius dead, then liv­ing, Mar­ius rec­on­ciled, Mar­ius be­trothed, Mar­ius wed­ding a poor girl, Mar­ius wed­ding a mil­lion­airess. The six hun­dred thou­sand francs had been her last sur­prise. Then, her in­dif­fer­ence of a girl tak­ing her first com­mu­nion re­turned to her. She went reg­u­lar­ly to ser­vice, told her beads, read her eu­chol­o­gy, mum­bled Aves in one cor­ner of the house, while “I love you” was be­ing whis­pered in the oth­er, and she be­held Mar­ius and Cosette in a vague way, like two shad­ows. The shad­ow was her­self.

			There is a cer­tain state of in­ert as­ceti­cism in which the soul, neu­tral­ized by tor­por, a stranger to that which may be des­ig­nat­ed as the busi­ness of liv­ing, re­ceives no im­pres­sions, ei­ther hu­man, or pleas­ant or painful, with the ex­cep­tion of earth­quakes and catas­tro­phes. This de­vo­tion, as Fa­ther Gillenor­mand said to his daugh­ter, cor­re­sponds to a cold in the head. You smell noth­ing of life. Nei­ther any bad, nor any good odor.

			More­over, the six hun­dred thou­sand francs had set­tled the el­der­ly spin­ster’s in­de­ci­sion. Her fa­ther had ac­quired the habit of tak­ing her so lit­tle in­to ac­count, that he had not con­sult­ed her in the mat­ter of con­sent to Mar­ius’ mar­riage. He had act­ed im­petu­ous­ly, ac­cord­ing to his wont, hav­ing, a despot-turned slave, but a sin­gle thought—to sat­is­fy Mar­ius. As for the aunt—it had not even oc­curred to him that the aunt ex­ist­ed, and that she could have an opin­ion of her own, and, sheep as she was, this had vexed her. Some­what re­sent­ful in her in­most soul, but im­pas­si­ble ex­ter­nal­ly, she had said to her­self: “My fa­ther has set­tled the ques­tion of the mar­riage with­out ref­er­ence to me; I shall set­tle the ques­tion of the in­her­i­tance with­out con­sult­ing him.” She was rich, in fact, and her fa­ther was not. She had re­served her de­ci­sion on this point. It is prob­a­ble that, had the match been a poor one, she would have left him poor. “So much the worse for my nephew! he is wed­ding a beg­gar, let him be a beg­gar him­self!” But Cosette’s half-mil­lion pleased the aunt, and al­tered her in­ward sit­u­a­tion so far as this pair of lovers were con­cerned. One owes some con­sid­er­a­tion to six hun­dred thou­sand francs, and it was ev­i­dent that she could not do oth­er­wise than leave her for­tune to these young peo­ple, since they did not need it.

			It was ar­ranged that the cou­ple should live with the grand­fa­ther—M. Gillenor­mand in­sist­ed on re­sign­ing to them his cham­ber, the finest in the house. “That will make me young again,” he said. “It’s an old plan of mine. I have al­ways en­ter­tained the idea of hav­ing a wed­ding in my cham­ber.”

			He fur­nished this cham­ber with a mul­ti­tude of el­e­gant tri­fles. He had the ceil­ing and walls hung with an ex­tra­or­di­nary stuff, which he had by him in the piece, and which he be­lieved to have em­anat­ed from Utrecht with a but­ter­cup-col­ored satin ground, cov­ered with vel­vet au­ric­u­la blos­soms.—“It was with that stuff,” said he, “that the bed of the Duchesse d’Anville at la Roche-Guy­on was draped.”—On the chim­ney­p­iece, he set a lit­tle fig­ure in Saxe porce­lain, car­ry­ing a muff against her nude stom­ach.

			M. Gillenor­mand’s li­brary be­came the lawyer’s study, which Mar­ius need­ed; a study, it will be re­mem­bered, be­ing re­quired by the coun­cil of the or­der.

		
	
		
			
				VII

				The Ef­fects of Dreams Min­gled with Hap­pi­ness

			
			The lovers saw each oth­er ev­ery day. Cosette came with M. Fauchelevent.—“This is re­vers­ing things,” said Made­moi­selle Gillenor­mand, “to have the bride come to the house to do the court­ing like this.” But Mar­ius’ con­va­les­cence had caused the habit to be­come es­tab­lished, and the arm­chairs of the Rue des Filles-du-Cal­vaire, bet­ter adapt­ed to in­ter­views than the straw chairs of the Rue de l’Homme Ar­mé, had root­ed it. Mar­ius and M. Fauchelevent saw each oth­er, but did not ad­dress each oth­er. It seemed as though this had been agreed up­on. Ev­ery girl needs a chap­er­on. Cosette could not have come with­out M. Fauchelevent. In Mar­ius’ eyes, M. Fauchelevent was the con­di­tion at­tached to Cosette. He ac­cept­ed it. By dint of dis­cussing po­lit­i­cal mat­ters, vague­ly and with­out pre­ci­sion, from the point of view of the gen­er­al ame­lio­ra­tion of the fate of all men, they came to say a lit­tle more than “yes” and “no.” Once, on the sub­ject of ed­u­ca­tion, which Mar­ius wished to have free and oblig­a­tory, mul­ti­plied un­der all forms lav­ished on ev­ery­one, like the air and the sun in a word, res­pirable for the en­tire pop­u­la­tion, they were in uni­son, and they al­most con­versed. M. Fauchelevent talked well, and even with a cer­tain lofti­ness of lan­guage—still he lacked some­thing in­de­scrib­able. M. Fauchelevent pos­sessed some­thing less and al­so some­thing more, than a man of the world.

			Mar­ius, in­ward­ly, and in the depths of his thought, sur­round­ed with all sorts of mute ques­tions this M. Fauchelevent, who was to him sim­ply benev­o­lent and cold. There were mo­ments when doubts as to his own rec­ol­lec­tions oc­curred to him. There was a void in his mem­o­ry, a black spot, an abyss ex­ca­vat­ed by four months of agony.—Many things had been lost there­in. He had come to the point of ask­ing him­self whether it were re­al­ly a fact that he had seen M. Fauchelevent, so se­ri­ous and so calm a man, in the bar­ri­cade.

			This was not, how­ev­er, the on­ly stu­por which the ap­pari­tions and the dis­ap­pear­ances of the past had left in his mind. It must not be sup­posed that he was de­liv­ered from all those ob­ses­sions of the mem­o­ry which force us, even when hap­py, even when sat­is­fied, to glance sad­ly be­hind us. The head which does not turn back­wards to­wards hori­zons that have van­ished con­tains nei­ther thought nor love. At times, Mar­ius clasped his face be­tween his hands, and the vague and tu­mul­tuous past tra­versed the twi­light which reigned in his brain. Again he be­held Mabeuf fall, he heard Gavroche singing amid the grapeshot, he felt be­neath his lips the cold brow of Épo­nine; En­jol­ras, Cour­feyrac, Jean Prou­vaire, Combe­ferre, Bossuet, Grantaire, all his friends rose erect be­fore him, then dis­persed in­to thin air. Were all those dear, sor­row­ful, valiant, charm­ing or trag­ic be­ings mere­ly dreams? had they ac­tu­al­ly ex­ist­ed? The re­volt had en­veloped ev­ery­thing in its smoke. These great fevers cre­ate great dreams. He ques­tioned him­self; he felt him­self; all these van­ished re­al­i­ties made him dizzy. Where were they all then? was it re­al­ly true that all were dead? A fall in­to the shad­ows had car­ried off all ex­cept him­self. It all seemed to him to have dis­ap­peared as though be­hind the cur­tain of a the­atre. There are cur­tains like this which drop in life. God pass­es on to the fol­low­ing act.

			And he him­self—was he ac­tu­al­ly the same man? He, the poor man, was rich; he, the aban­doned, had a fam­i­ly; he, the de­spair­ing, was to mar­ry Cosette. It seemed to him that he had tra­versed a tomb, and that he had en­tered in­to it black and had emerged from it white, and in that tomb the oth­ers had re­mained. At cer­tain mo­ments, all these be­ings of the past, re­turned and present, formed a cir­cle around him, and over­shad­owed him; then he thought of Cosette, and re­cov­ered his seren­i­ty; but noth­ing less than this fe­lic­i­ty could have suf­ficed to ef­face that catas­tro­phe.

			M. Fauchelevent al­most oc­cu­pied a place among these van­ished be­ings. Mar­ius hes­i­tat­ed to be­lieve that the Fauchelevent of the bar­ri­cade was the same as this Fauchelevent in flesh and blood, sit­ting so grave­ly be­side Cosette. The first was, prob­a­bly, one of those night­mares oc­ca­sioned and brought back by his hours of delir­i­um. How­ev­er, the na­tures of both men were rigid, no ques­tion from Mar­ius to M. Fauchelevent was pos­si­ble. Such an idea had not even oc­curred to him. We have al­ready in­di­cat­ed this char­ac­ter­is­tic de­tail.

			Two men who have a se­cret in com­mon, and who, by a sort of tac­it agree­ment, ex­change not a word on the sub­ject, are less rare than is com­mon­ly sup­posed.

			Once on­ly, did Mar­ius make the at­tempt. He in­tro­duced in­to the con­ver­sa­tion the Rue de la Chan­vrerie, and, turn­ing to M. Fauchelevent, he said to him:

			“Of course, you are ac­quaint­ed with that street?”

			“What street?”

			“The Rue de la Chan­vrerie.”

			“I have no idea of the name of that street,” replied M. Fauchelevent, in the most nat­u­ral man­ner in the world.

			The re­sponse which bore up­on the name of the street and not up­on the street it­self, ap­peared to Mar­ius to be more con­clu­sive than it re­al­ly was.

			“De­cid­ed­ly,” thought he, “I have been dream­ing. I have been sub­ject to a hal­lu­ci­na­tion. It was some­one who re­sem­bled him. M. Fauchelevent was not there.”

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				Two Men Im­pos­si­ble to Find

			
			Mar­ius’ en­chant­ment, great as it was, could not ef­face from his mind oth­er pre­oc­cu­pa­tions.

			While the wed­ding was in prepa­ra­tion, and while await­ing the date fixed up­on, he caused dif­fi­cult and scrupu­lous ret­ro­spec­tive re­search­es to be made.

			He owed grat­i­tude in var­i­ous quar­ters; he owed it on his fa­ther’s ac­count, he owed it on his own.

			There was Thé­nardier; there was the un­known man who had brought him, Mar­ius, back to M. Gillenor­mand.

			Mar­ius en­deav­ored to find these two men, not in­tend­ing to mar­ry, to be hap­py, and to for­get them, and fear­ing that, were these debts of grat­i­tude not dis­charged, they would leave a shad­ow on his life, which promised so bright­ly for the fu­ture.

			It was im­pos­si­ble for him to leave all these ar­rears of suf­fer­ing be­hind him, and he wished, be­fore en­ter­ing joy­ous­ly in­to the fu­ture, to ob­tain a quit­tance from the past.

			That Thé­nardier was a vil­lain de­tract­ed noth­ing from the fact that he had saved Colonel Pont­mer­cy. Thé­nardier was a ruf­fi­an in the eyes of all the world ex­cept Mar­ius.

			And Mar­ius, ig­no­rant of the re­al scene in the bat­tle field of Wa­ter­loo, was not aware of the pe­cu­liar de­tail, that his fa­ther, so far as Thé­nardier was con­cerned was in the strange po­si­tion of be­ing in­debt­ed to the lat­ter for his life, with­out be­ing in­debt­ed to him for any grat­i­tude.

			None of the var­i­ous agents whom Mar­ius em­ployed suc­ceed­ed in dis­cov­er­ing any trace of Thé­nardier. Oblit­er­a­tion ap­peared to be com­plete in that quar­ter. Madame Thé­nardier had died in prison pend­ing the tri­al. Thé­nardier and his daugh­ter Azel­ma, the on­ly two re­main­ing of that lam­en­ta­ble group, had plunged back in­to the gloom. The gulf of the so­cial un­known had silent­ly closed above those be­ings. On the sur­face there was not vis­i­ble so much as that quiver, that trem­bling, those ob­scure con­cen­tric cir­cles which an­nounce that some­thing has fall­en in, and that the plum­met may be dropped.

			Madame Thé­nardier be­ing dead, Boula­tru­elle be­ing elim­i­nat­ed from the case, Claque­sous hav­ing dis­ap­peared, the prin­ci­pal per­sons ac­cused hav­ing es­caped from prison, the tri­al con­nect­ed with the am­bush in the Gor­beau house had come to noth­ing.

			That af­fair had re­mained rather ob­scure. The bench of As­sizes had been obliged to con­tent them­selves with two sub­or­di­nates. Pan­chaud, alias Print­anier, alias Bi­grenaille, and De­mi-Liard, alias Deux-Mil­liards, who had been in­con­sis­tent­ly con­demned, af­ter a hear­ing of both sides of the case, to ten years in the gal­leys. Hard la­bor for life had been the sen­tence pro­nounced against the es­caped and con­tu­ma­cious ac­com­plices.

			Thé­nardier, the head and lead­er, had been, through con­tu­ma­cy, like­wise con­demned to death.

			This sen­tence was the on­ly in­for­ma­tion re­main­ing about Thé­nardier, cast­ing up­on that buried name its sin­is­ter light like a can­dle be­side a bier.

			More­over, by thrust­ing Thé­nardier back in­to the very re­motest depths, through a fear of be­ing re­cap­tured, this sen­tence added to the den­si­ty of the shad­ows which en­veloped this man.

			As for the oth­er per­son, as for the un­known man who had saved Mar­ius, the re­search­es were at first to some ex­tent suc­cess­ful, then came to an abrupt con­clu­sion. They suc­ceed­ed in find­ing the car­riage which had brought Mar­ius to the Rue des Filles-du-Cal­vaire on the evening of the 6th of June.

			The coach­man de­clared that, on the 6th of June, in obe­di­ence to the com­mands of a po­lice-agent, he had stood from three o’clock in the af­ter­noon un­til night­fall on the Quai des Champs-Élysées, above the out­let of the Grand Sew­er; that, to­wards nine o’clock in the evening, the grat­ing of the sew­er, which abuts on the bank of the riv­er, had opened; that a man had emerged there­from, bear­ing on his shoul­ders an­oth­er man, who seemed to be dead; that the agent, who was on the watch at that point, had ar­rest­ed the liv­ing man and had seized the dead man; that, at the or­der of the po­lice-agent, he, the coach­man, had tak­en “all those folks” in­to his car­riage; that they had first driv­en to the Rue des Filles-du-Cal­vaire; that they had there de­posit­ed the dead man; that the dead man was Mon­sieur Mar­ius, and that he, the coach­man, rec­og­nized him per­fect­ly, al­though he was alive “this time;” that af­ter­wards, they had en­tered the ve­hi­cle again, that he had whipped up his hors­es; a few paces from the gate of the Ar­chives, they had called to him to halt; that there, in the street, they had paid him and left him, and that the po­lice-agent had led the oth­er man away; that he knew noth­ing more; that the night had been very dark.

			Mar­ius, as we have said, re­called noth­ing. He on­ly re­mem­bered that he had been seized from be­hind by an en­er­get­ic hand at the mo­ment when he was fall­ing back­wards in­to the bar­ri­cade; then, ev­ery­thing van­ished so far as he was con­cerned.

			He had on­ly re­gained con­scious­ness at M. Gillenor­mand’s.

			He was lost in con­jec­tures.

			He could not doubt his own iden­ti­ty. Still, how had it come to pass that, hav­ing fall­en in the Rue de la Chan­vrerie, he had been picked up by the po­lice-agent on the banks of the Seine, near the Pont des In­valides?

			Some­one had car­ried him from the Quarti­er des Halles to the Champs-Élysées. And how? Through the sew­er. Un­heard-of de­vo­tion!

			Some­one? Who?

			This was the man for whom Mar­ius was search­ing.

			Of this man, who was his sav­ior, noth­ing; not a trace; not the faintest in­di­ca­tion.

			Mar­ius, al­though forced to pre­serve great re­serve, in that di­rec­tion, pushed his in­quiries as far as the pre­fec­ture of po­lice. There, no more than else­where, did the in­for­ma­tion ob­tained lead to any en­light­en­ment.

			The pre­fec­ture knew less about the mat­ter than did the hack­ney-coach­man. They had no knowl­edge of any ar­rest hav­ing been made on the 6th of June at the mouth of the Grand Sew­er.

			No re­port of any agent had been re­ceived there up­on this mat­ter, which was re­gard­ed at the pre­fec­ture as a fa­ble. The in­ven­tion of this fa­ble was at­trib­uted to the coach­man.

			A coach­man who wants a gra­tu­ity is ca­pa­ble of any­thing, even of imag­i­na­tion. The fact was as­sured, nev­er­the­less, and Mar­ius could not doubt it, un­less he doubt­ed his own iden­ti­ty, as we have just said.

			Ev­ery­thing about this sin­gu­lar enig­ma was in­ex­pli­ca­ble.

			What had be­come of that man, that mys­te­ri­ous man, whom the coach­man had seen emerge from the grat­ing of the Grand Sew­er bear­ing up­on his back the un­con­scious Mar­ius, and whom the po­lice-agent on the watch had ar­rest­ed in the very act of res­cu­ing an in­sur­gent? What had be­come of the agent him­self?

			Why had this agent pre­served si­lence? Had the man suc­ceed­ed in mak­ing his es­cape? Had he bribed the agent? Why did this man give no sign of life to Mar­ius, who owed ev­ery­thing to him? His dis­in­ter­est­ed­ness was no less tremen­dous than his de­vo­tion. Why had not that man ap­peared again? Per­haps he was above com­pen­sa­tion, but no one is above grat­i­tude. Was he dead? Who was the man? What sort of a face had he? No one could tell him this.

			The coach­man an­swered: “The night was very dark.” Basque and Nico­lette, all in a flut­ter, had looked on­ly at their young mas­ter all cov­ered with blood.

			The porter, whose can­dle had light­ed the trag­ic ar­rival of Mar­ius, had been the on­ly one to take note of the man in ques­tion, and this is the de­scrip­tion that he gave:

			“That man was ter­ri­ble.”

			Mar­ius had the blood­stained cloth­ing which he had worn when he had been brought back to his grand­fa­ther pre­served, in the hope that it would prove of ser­vice in his re­search­es.

			On ex­am­in­ing the coat, it was found that one skirt had been torn in a sin­gu­lar way. A piece was miss­ing.

			One evening, Mar­ius was speak­ing in the pres­ence of Cosette and Jean Val­jean of the whole of that sin­gu­lar ad­ven­ture, of the in­nu­mer­able in­quiries which he had made, and of the fruit­less­ness of his ef­forts. The cold coun­te­nance of “Mon­sieur Fauchelevent” an­gered him.

			He ex­claimed, with a vi­vac­i­ty which had some­thing of wrath in it:

			“Yes, that man, who­ev­er he may have been, was sub­lime. Do you know what he did, sir? He in­ter­vened like an archangel. He must have flung him­self in­to the midst of the bat­tle, have stolen me away, have opened the sew­er, have dragged me in­to it and have car­ried me through it! He must have tra­versed more than a league and a half in those fright­ful sub­ter­ranean gal­leries, bent over, weighed down, in the dark, in the cesspool—more than a league and a half, sir, with a corpse up­on his back! And with what ob­ject? With the sole ob­ject of sav­ing the corpse. And that corpse I was. He said to him­self: ‘There may still be a glimpse of life there, per­chance; I will risk my own ex­is­tence for that mis­er­able spark!’ And his ex­is­tence he risked not once but twen­ty times! And ev­ery step was a dan­ger. The proof of it is, that on emerg­ing from the sew­er, he was ar­rest­ed. Do you know, sir, that that man did all this? And he had no rec­om­pense to ex­pect. What was I? An in­sur­gent. What was I? One of the con­quered. Oh! if Cosette’s six hun­dred thou­sand francs were mine. …”

			“They are yours,” in­ter­rupt­ed Jean Val­jean.

			“Well,” re­sumed Mar­ius, “I would give them all to find that man once more.”

			Jean Val­jean re­mained silent.
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				The Sleep­less Night

			
		
	
		
			
				I

				The 16th of Feb­ru­ary, 1833

			
			The night of the 16th to the 17th of Feb­ru­ary, 1833, was a blessed night. Above its shad­ows heav­en stood open. It was the wed­ding night of Mar­ius and Cosette.

			The day had been adorable.

			It had not been the grand fes­ti­val dreamed by the grand­fa­ther, a fairy spec­ta­cle, with a con­fu­sion of cheru­bim and Cu­pids over the heads of the bridal pair, a mar­riage wor­thy to form the sub­ject of a paint­ing to be placed over a door; but it had been sweet and smil­ing.

			The man­ner of mar­riage in 1833 was not the same as it is to­day. France had not yet bor­rowed from Eng­land that supreme del­i­ca­cy of car­ry­ing off one’s wife, of flee­ing, on com­ing out of church, of hid­ing one­self with shame from one’s hap­pi­ness, and of com­bin­ing the ways of a bank­rupt with the de­lights of the Song of Songs. Peo­ple had not yet grasped to the full the chasti­ty, exquisite­ness, and de­cen­cy of jolt­ing their par­adise in a post­ing-chaise, of break­ing up their mys­tery with clic-clacs, of tak­ing for a nup­tial bed the bed of an inn, and of leav­ing be­hind them, in a com­mon­place cham­ber, at so much a night, the most sa­cred of the sou­venirs of life min­gled pell-mell with the tête-à-tête of the con­duc­tor of the dili­gence and the maid­ser­vant of the inn.

			In this sec­ond half of the nine­teenth cen­tu­ry in which we are now liv­ing, the may­or and his scarf, the priest and his cha­suble, the law and God no longer suf­fice; they must be eked out by the Pos­til­ion de Lon­jumeau; a blue waist­coat turned up with red, and with bell but­tons, a plaque like a vant­brace, knee-breech­es of green leather, oaths to the Nor­man hors­es with their tails knot­ted up, false gal­loons, var­nished hat, long pow­dered locks, an enor­mous whip and tall boots. France does not yet car­ry el­e­gance to the length of do­ing like the Eng­lish no­bil­i­ty, and rain­ing down on the post-chaise of the bridal pair a hail storm of slip­pers trod­den down at heel and of worn-out shoes, in mem­o­ry of Churchill, af­ter­wards Marl­bor­ough, or Mal­brouck, who was as­sailed on his wed­ding-day by the wrath of an aunt which brought him good luck. Old shoes and slip­pers do not, as yet, form a part of our nup­tial cel­e­bra­tions; but pa­tience, as good taste con­tin­ues to spread, we shall come to that.

			In 1833, a hun­dred years ago, mar­riage was not con­duct­ed at a full trot.

			Strange to say, at that epoch, peo­ple still imag­ined that a wed­ding was a pri­vate and so­cial fes­ti­val, that a pa­tri­ar­chal ban­quet does not spoil a do­mes­tic solem­ni­ty, that gayety, even in ex­cess, pro­vid­ed it be hon­est, and de­cent, does hap­pi­ness no harm, and that, in short, it is a good and a ven­er­a­ble thing that the fu­sion of these two des­tinies whence a fam­i­ly is des­tined to spring, should be­gin at home, and that the house­hold should thence­forth have its nup­tial cham­ber as its wit­ness.

			And peo­ple were so im­mod­est as to mar­ry in their own homes.

			The mar­riage took place, there­fore, in ac­cor­dance with this now su­per­an­nu­at­ed fash­ion, at M. Gillenor­mand’s house.

			Nat­u­ral and com­mon­place as this mat­ter of mar­ry­ing is, the banns to pub­lish, the pa­pers to be drawn up, the may­oral­ty, and the church pro­duce some com­pli­ca­tion. They could not get ready be­fore the 16th of Feb­ru­ary.

			Now, we note this de­tail, for the pure sat­is­fac­tion of be­ing ex­act, it chanced that the 16th fell on Shrove Tues­day. Hes­i­ta­tions, scru­ples, par­tic­u­lar­ly on the part of Aunt Gillenor­mand.

			“Shrove Tues­day!” ex­claimed the grand­fa­ther, “so much the bet­ter. There is a proverb:

			
				
					Mariage un Mar­di gras
					

					N’au­ra point en­fants in­grats.109
				

			

			“Let us pro­ceed. Here goes for the 16th! Do you want to de­lay, Mar­ius?”

			“No, cer­tain­ly not!” replied the lover.

			“Let us mar­ry, then,” cried the grand­fa­ther.

			Ac­cord­ing­ly, the mar­riage took place on the 16th, not­with­stand­ing the pub­lic mer­ry­mak­ing. It rained that day, but there is al­ways in the sky a tiny scrap of blue at the ser­vice of hap­pi­ness, which lovers see, even when the rest of cre­ation is un­der an um­brel­la.

			On the pre­ced­ing evening, Jean Val­jean hand­ed to Mar­ius, in the pres­ence of M. Gillenor­mand, the five hun­dred and eighty-four thou­sand francs.

			As the mar­riage was tak­ing place un­der the regime of com­mu­ni­ty of prop­er­ty, the pa­pers had been sim­ple.

			Hence­forth, Tou­s­saint was of no use to Jean Val­jean; Cosette in­her­it­ed her and pro­mot­ed her to the rank of la­dy’s maid.

			As for Jean Val­jean, a beau­ti­ful cham­ber in the Gillenor­mand house had been fur­nished ex­press­ly for him, and Cosette had said to him in such an ir­re­sistible man­ner: “Fa­ther, I en­treat you,” that she had al­most per­suad­ed him to prom­ise that he would come and oc­cu­py it.

			A few days be­fore that fixed on for the mar­riage, an ac­ci­dent hap­pened to Jean Val­jean; he crushed the thumb of his right hand. This was not a se­ri­ous mat­ter; and he had not al­lowed any­one to trou­ble him­self about it, nor to dress it, nor even to see his hurt, not even Cosette. Nev­er­the­less, this had forced him to swathe his hand in a linen ban­dage, and to car­ry his arm in a sling, and had pre­vent­ed his sign­ing. M. Gillenor­mand, in his ca­pac­i­ty of Cosette’s su­per­vis­ing-guardian, had sup­plied his place.

			We will not con­duct the read­er ei­ther to the may­or’s of­fice or to the church. One does not fol­low a pair of lovers to that ex­tent, and one is ac­cus­tomed to turn one’s back on the dra­ma as soon as it puts a wed­ding nosegay in its but­ton­hole. We will con­fine our­selves to not­ing an in­ci­dent which, though un­no­ticed by the wed­ding par­ty, marked the tran­sit from the Rue des Filles-du-Cal­vaire to the church of Saint-Paul.

			At that epoch, the north­ern ex­trem­i­ty of the Rue Saint-Louis was in process of repaving. It was barred off, be­gin­ning with the Rue du Parc-Roy­al. It was im­pos­si­ble for the wed­ding car­riages to go di­rect­ly to Saint-Paul. They were obliged to al­ter their course, and the sim­plest way was to turn through the boule­vard. One of the in­vit­ed guests ob­served that it was Shrove Tues­day, and that there would be a jam of ve­hi­cles.—“Why?” asked M. Gillenor­mand—“Be­cause of the maskers.”—“Cap­i­tal,” said the grand­fa­ther, “let us go that way. These young folks are on the way to be mar­ried; they are about to en­ter the se­ri­ous part of life. This will pre­pare them for see­ing a bit of the mas­quer­ade.”

			They went by way of the boule­vard. The first wed­ding coach held Cosette and Aunt Gillenor­mand, M. Gillenor­mand and Jean Val­jean. Mar­ius, still sep­a­rat­ed from his be­trothed ac­cord­ing to us­age, did not come un­til the sec­ond. The nup­tial train, on emerg­ing from the Rue des Filles-du-Cal­vaire, be­came en­tan­gled in a long pro­ces­sion of ve­hi­cles which formed an end­less chain from the Madeleine to the Bastille, and from the Bastille to the Madeleine. Maskers abound­ed on the boule­vard. In spite of the fact that it was rain­ing at in­ter­vals, Mer­ry-An­drew, Pan­taloon and Clown per­sist­ed. In the good hu­mor of that win­ter of 1833, Paris had dis­guised it­self as Venice. Such Shrove Tues­days are no longer to be seen nowa­days. Ev­ery­thing which ex­ists be­ing a scat­tered Car­ni­val, there is no longer any Car­ni­val.

			The side­walks were over­flow­ing with pedes­tri­ans and the win­dows with cu­ri­ous spec­ta­tors. The ter­races which crown the peri­styles of the the­atres were bor­dered with spec­ta­tors. Be­sides the maskers, they stared at that pro­ces­sion—pe­cu­liar to Shrove Tues­day as to Longchamps—of ve­hi­cles of ev­ery de­scrip­tion, citadines, tapis­sières, car­i­oles, cabri­o­lets march­ing in or­der, rig­or­ous­ly riv­et­ed to each oth­er by the po­lice reg­u­la­tions, and locked in­to rails, as it were. Any­one in these ve­hi­cles is at once a spec­ta­tor and a spec­ta­cle. Po­lice sergeants main­tained, on the sides of the boule­vard, these two in­ter­minable par­al­lel files, mov­ing in con­trary di­rec­tions, and saw to it that noth­ing in­ter­fered with that dou­ble cur­rent, those two brooks of car­riages, flow­ing, the one down­stream, the oth­er up­stream, the one to­wards the Chaussée d’Antin, the oth­er to­wards the Faubourg Saint-An­toine. The car­riages of the peers of France and of the Am­bas­sadors, em­bla­zoned with coats of arms, held the mid­dle of the way, go­ing and com­ing freely. Cer­tain joy­ous and mag­nif­i­cent trains, no­tably that of the Boeuf Gras, had the same priv­i­lege. In this gayety of Paris, Eng­land cracked her whip; Lord Sey­mour’s post-chaise, ha­rassed by a nick­name from the pop­u­lace, passed with great noise.

			In the dou­ble file, along which the mu­nic­i­pal guards gal­loped like sheep­dogs, hon­est fam­i­ly coach­es, load­ed down with great-aunts and grand­moth­ers, dis­played at their doors fresh groups of chil­dren in dis­guise, Clowns of sev­en years of age, Columbines of six, rav­ish­ing lit­tle crea­tures, who felt that they formed an of­fi­cial part of the pub­lic mirth, who were im­bued with the dig­ni­ty of their harlequinade, and who pos­sessed the grav­i­ty of func­tionar­ies.

			From time to time, a hitch arose some­where in the pro­ces­sion of ve­hi­cles; one or oth­er of the two lat­er­al files halt­ed un­til the knot was dis­en­tan­gled; one car­riage de­layed suf­ficed to par­a­lyze the whole line. Then they set out again on the march.

			The wed­ding car­riages were in the file pro­ceed­ing to­wards the Bastille, and skirt­ing the right side of the Boule­vard. At the top of the Pont-aux-Choux, there was a stop­page. Near­ly at the same mo­ment, the oth­er file, which was pro­ceed­ing to­wards the Madeleine, halt­ed al­so. At that point of the file there was a car­riage-load of maskers.

			These car­riages, or to speak more cor­rect­ly, these wag­on-loads of maskers are very fa­mil­iar to Parisians. If they were miss­ing on a Shrove Tues­day, or at the Mid-Lent, it would be tak­en in bad part, and peo­ple would say: “There’s some­thing be­hind that. Prob­a­bly the min­istry is about to un­der­go a change.” A pile of Cas­san­dras, Har­le­quins and Columbines, jolt­ed along high above the passers­by, all pos­si­ble grotesque­ness­es, from the Turk to the sav­age, Her­cules sup­port­ing Mar­quis­es, fish­wives who would have made Ra­belais stop up his ears just as the Mae­nads made Aristo­phanes drop his eyes, tow wigs, pink tights, dan­di­fied hats, spec­ta­cles of a gri­mac­er, three-cor­nered hats of Jan­ot tor­ment­ed with a but­ter­fly, shouts di­rect­ed at pedes­tri­ans, fists on hips, bold at­ti­tudes, bare shoul­ders, im­mod­esty un­chained; a chaos of shame­less­ness driv­en by a coach­man crowned with flow­ers; this is what that in­sti­tu­tion was like.

			Greece stood in need of the char­i­ot of Thes­pis, France stands in need of the hack­ney-coach of Vadé.

			Ev­ery­thing can be par­o­died, even par­o­dy. The Sat­ur­na­lia, that gri­mace of an­tique beau­ty, ends, through ex­ag­ger­a­tion af­ter ex­ag­ger­a­tion, in Shrove Tues­day; and the Bac­cha­nal, for­mer­ly crowned with sprays of vine leaves and grapes, in­un­dat­ed with sun­shine, dis­play­ing her mar­ble breast in a di­vine se­mi-nu­di­ty, hav­ing at the present day lost her shape un­der the soaked rags of the North, has fi­nal­ly come to be called the Jack-pud­ding.

			The tra­di­tion of car­riage-loads of maskers runs back to the most an­cient days of the monar­chy. The ac­counts of Louis XI al­lot to the bailiff of the palace “twen­ty sous, Tournois, for three coach­es of mas­ca­rades in the cross­roads.” In our day, these noisy heaps of crea­tures are ac­cus­tomed to have them­selves driv­en in some an­cient cuck­oo car­riage, whose im­pe­ri­al they load down, or they over­whelm a hired lan­dau, with its top thrown back, with their tu­mul­tuous groups. Twen­ty of them ride in a car­riage in­tend­ed for six. They cling to the seats, to the rum­ble, on the cheeks of the hood, on the shafts. They even be­stride the car­riage lamps. They stand, sit, lie, with their knees drawn up in a knot, and their legs hang­ing. The wom­en sit on the men’s laps. Far away, above the throng of heads, their wild pyra­mid is vis­i­ble. These car­riage-loads form moun­tains of mirth in the midst of the rout. Col­lé, Pa­nard and Piron flow from it, en­riched with slang. This car­riage which has be­come colos­sal through its freight, has an air of con­quest. Up­roar reigns in front, tu­mult be­hind. Peo­ple vo­cif­er­ate, shout, howl, there they break forth and writhe with en­joy­ment; gayety roars; sar­casm flames forth, jovi­al­i­ty is flaunt­ed like a red flag; two jades there drag farce blos­somed forth in­to an apoth­e­o­sis; it is the tri­umphal car of laugh­ter.

			A laugh­ter that is too cyn­i­cal to be frank. In truth, this laugh­ter is sus­pi­cious. This laugh­ter has a mis­sion. It is charged with prov­ing the Car­ni­val to the Parisians.

			These fish­wife ve­hi­cles, in which one feels one knows not what shad­ows, set the philoso­pher to think­ing. There is gov­ern­ment there­in. There one lays one’s fin­ger on a mys­te­ri­ous affin­i­ty be­tween pub­lic men and pub­lic wom­en.

			It cer­tain­ly is sad that turpi­tude heaped up should give a sum to­tal of gayety, that by pil­ing ig­nominy up­on op­pro­bri­um the peo­ple should be en­ticed, that the sys­tem of spy­ing, and serv­ing as cary­atids to pros­ti­tu­tion should amuse the rab­ble when it con­fronts them, that the crowd loves to be­hold that mon­strous liv­ing pile of tin­sel rags, half dung, half light, roll by on four wheels howl­ing and laugh­ing, that they should clap their hands at this glo­ry com­posed of all shames, that there would be no fes­ti­val for the pop­u­lace, did not the po­lice prom­e­nade in their midst these sorts of twen­ty-head­ed hy­dras of joy. But what can be done about it? These be-rib­boned and be-flow­ered tum­brils of mire are in­sult­ed and par­doned by the laugh­ter of the pub­lic. The laugh­ter of all is the ac­com­plice of uni­ver­sal degra­da­tion. Cer­tain un­healthy fes­ti­vals dis­ag­gre­gate the peo­ple and con­vert them in­to the pop­u­lace. And pop­u­laces, like tyrants, re­quire buf­foons. The King has Roque­lau­re, the pop­u­lace has the Mer­ry-An­drew. Paris is a great, mad city on ev­ery oc­ca­sion that it is a great sub­lime city. There the Car­ni­val forms part of pol­i­tics. Paris—let us con­fess it—will­ing­ly al­lows in­famy to fur­nish it with com­e­dy. She on­ly de­mands of her mas­ters—when she has mas­ters—one thing: “Paint me the mud.” Rome was of the same mind. She loved Nero. Nero was a ti­tan­ic lighter­man.

			Chance or­dained, as we have just said, that one of these shape­less clus­ters of masked men and wom­en, dragged about on a vast calash, should halt on the left of the boule­vard, while the wed­ding train halt­ed on the right. The car­riage-load of masks caught sight of the wed­ding car­riage con­tain­ing the bridal par­ty op­po­site them on the oth­er side of the boule­vard.

			“Hul­lo!” said a masker, “here’s a wed­ding.”

			“A sham wed­ding,” re­tort­ed an­oth­er. “We are the gen­uine ar­ti­cle.”

			And, be­ing too far off to ac­cost the wed­ding par­ty, and fear­ing al­so, the re­buke of the po­lice, the two maskers turned their eyes else­where.

			At the end of an­oth­er minute, the car­riage-load of maskers had their hands full, the mul­ti­tude set to yelling, which is the crowd’s ca­ress to mas­quer­ades; and the two maskers who had just spo­ken had to face the throng with their com­rades, and did not find the en­tire reper­to­ry of pro­jec­tiles of the fish­mar­kets too ex­ten­sive to re­tort to the enor­mous ver­bal at­tacks of the pop­u­lace. A fright­ful ex­change of metaphors took place be­tween the maskers and the crowd.

			In the mean­while, two oth­er maskers in the same car­riage, a Spaniard with an enor­mous nose, an el­der­ly air, and huge black mous­tache, and a gaunt fish­wife, who was quite a young girl, masked with a loup,110 had al­so no­ticed the wed­ding, and while their com­pan­ions and the passers­by were ex­chang­ing in­sults, they had held a di­a­logue in a low voice.

			Their aside was cov­ered by the tu­mult and was lost in it. The gusts of rain had drenched the front of the ve­hi­cle, which was wide open; the breezes of Feb­ru­ary are not warm; as the fish­wife, clad in a low-necked gown, replied to the Spaniard, she shiv­ered, laughed and coughed.

			Here is their di­a­logue:

			“Say, now.”

			“What, dad­dy?”

			“Do you see that old cove?”

			“What old cove?”

			“Yon­der, in the first wed­ding-cart, on our side.”

			“The one with his arm hung up in a black cra­vat?”

			“Yes.”

			“Well?”

			“I’m sure that I know him.”

			“Ah!”

			“I’m will­ing that they should cut my throat, and I’m ready to swear that I nev­er said ei­ther you, thou, or I, in my life, if I don’t know that Parisian.”111

			“Paris in Pantin to­day.”

			“Can you see the bride if you stoop down?”

			“No.”

			“And the bride­groom?”

			“There’s no bride­groom in that trap.”

			“Bah!”

			“Un­less it’s the old fel­low.”

			“Try to get a sight of the bride by stoop­ing very low.”

			“I can’t.”

			“Nev­er mind, that old cove who has some­thing the mat­ter with his paw I know, and that I’m pos­i­tive.”

			“And what good does it do to know him?”

			“No one can tell. Some­times it does!”

			“I don’t care a hang for old fel­lows, that I don’t!”

			“I know him.”

			“Know him, if you want to.”

			“How the dev­il does he come to be one of the wed­ding par­ty?”

			“We are in it, too.”

			“Where does that wed­ding come from?”

			“How should I know?”

			“Lis­ten.”

			“Well, what?”

			“There’s one thing you ought to do.”

			“What’s that?”

			“Get off of our trap and spin that wed­ding.”

			“What for?”

			“To find out where it goes, and what it is. Hur­ry up and jump down, trot, my girl, your legs are young.”

			“I can’t quit the ve­hi­cle.”

			“Why not?”

			“I’m hired.”

			“Ah, the dev­il!”

			“I owe my fish­wife day to the pre­fec­ture.”

			“That’s true.”

			“If I leave the cart, the first in­spec­tor who gets his eye on me will ar­rest me. You know that well enough.”

			“Yes, I do.”

			“I’m bought by the gov­ern­ment for to­day.”

			“All the same, that old fel­low both­ers me.”

			“Do the old fel­lows both­er you? But you’re not a young girl.”

			“He’s in the first car­riage.”

			“Well?”

			“In the bride’s trap.”

			“What then?”

			“So he is the fa­ther.”

			“What con­cern is that of mine?”

			“I tell you that he’s the fa­ther.”

			“As if he were the on­ly fa­ther.”

			“Lis­ten.”

			“What?”

			“I can’t go out oth­er­wise than masked. Here I’m con­cealed, no one knows that I’m here. But to­mor­row, there will be no more maskers. It’s Ash Wednes­day. I run the risk of be­ing nabbed. I must sneak back in­to my hole. But you are free.”

			“Not par­tic­u­lar­ly.”

			“More than I am, at any rate.”

			“Well, what of that?”

			“You must try to find out where that wed­ding par­ty went to.”

			“Where it went?”

			“Yes.”

			“I know.”

			“Where is it go­ing then?”

			“To the Cad­ran-Bleu.”

			“In the first place, it’s not in that di­rec­tion.”

			“Well! to la Rapée.”

			“Or else­where.”

			“It’s free. Wed­ding par­ties are at lib­er­ty.”

			“That’s not the point at all. I tell you that you must try to learn for me what that wed­ding is, who that old cove be­longs to, and where that wed­ding pair lives.”

			“I like that! that would be queer. It’s so easy to find out a wed­ding par­ty that passed through the street on a Shrove Tues­day, a week af­ter­wards. A pin in a hay­mow! It ain’t pos­si­ble!”

			“That don’t mat­ter. You must try. You un­der­stand me, Azel­ma.”

			The two files re­sumed their move­ment on both sides of the boule­vard, in op­po­site di­rec­tions, and the car­riage of the maskers lost sight of the “trap” of the bride.

		
	
		
			
				II

				Jean Val­jean Still Wears His Arm in a Sling

			
			To re­al­ize one’s dream. To whom is this ac­cord­ed? There must be elec­tions for this in heav­en; we are all can­di­dates, un­known to our­selves; the an­gels vote. Cosette and Mar­ius had been elect­ed.

			Cosette, both at the may­or’s of­fice and at church, was daz­zling and touch­ing. Tou­s­saint, as­sist­ed by Nico­lette, had dressed her.

			Cosette wore over a pet­ti­coat of white taffe­ta, her robe of Binche guipure, a veil of Eng­lish point, a neck­lace of fine pearls, a wreath of or­ange flow­ers; all this was white, and, from the midst of that white­ness she beamed forth. It was an ex­quis­ite can­dor ex­pand­ing and be­com­ing trans­fig­ured in the light. One would have pro­nounced her a vir­gin on the point of turn­ing in­to a god­dess.

			Mar­ius’ hand­some hair was lus­trous and per­fumed; here and there, be­neath the thick curls, pale lines—the scars of the bar­ri­cade—were vis­i­ble.

			The grand­fa­ther, haughty, with head held high, amal­ga­mat­ing more than ev­er in his toi­let and his man­ners all the el­e­gances of the epoch of Bar­ras, es­cort­ed Cosette. He took the place of Jean Val­jean, who, on ac­count of his arm be­ing still in a sling, could not give his hand to the bride.

			Jean Val­jean, dressed in black, fol­lowed them with a smile.

			“Mon­sieur Fauchelevent,” said the grand­fa­ther to him, “this is a fine day. I vote for the end of af­flic­tions and sor­rows. Hence­forth, there must be no sad­ness any­where. Par­dieu, I de­cree joy! Evil has no right to ex­ist. That there should be any un­hap­py men is, in sooth, a dis­grace to the azure of the sky. Evil does not come from man, who is good at bot­tom. All hu­man mis­eries have for their cap­i­tal and cen­tral gov­ern­ment hell, oth­er­wise, known as the Dev­il’s Tu­i­leries. Good, here I am ut­ter­ing dem­a­gog­i­cal words! As far as I am con­cerned, I have no longer any po­lit­i­cal opin­ions; let all men be rich, that is to say, mirth­ful, and I con­fine my­self to that.”

			When, at the con­clu­sion of all the cer­e­monies, af­ter hav­ing pro­nounced be­fore the may­or and be­fore the priest all pos­si­ble “yess­es,” af­ter hav­ing signed the reg­is­ters at the mu­nic­i­pal­i­ty and at the sac­risty, af­ter hav­ing ex­changed their rings, af­ter hav­ing knelt side by side un­der the pall of white moire in the smoke of the censer, they ar­rived, hand in hand, ad­mired and en­vied by all, Mar­ius in black, she in white, pre­ced­ed by the su­isse, with the epaulets of a colonel, tap­ping the pave­ment with his hal­berd, be­tween two rows of as­ton­ished spec­ta­tors, at the por­tals of the church, both leaves of which were thrown wide open, ready to en­ter their car­riage again, and all be­ing fin­ished, Cosette still could not be­lieve that it was re­al. She looked at Mar­ius, she looked at the crowd, she looked at the sky: it seemed as though she feared that she should wake up from her dream. Her amazed and un­easy air added some­thing in­de­scrib­ably en­chant­ing to her beau­ty. They en­tered the same car­riage to re­turn home, Mar­ius be­side Cosette; M. Gillenor­mand and Jean Val­jean sat op­po­site them; Aunt Gillenor­mand had with­drawn one de­gree, and was in the sec­ond ve­hi­cle.

			“My chil­dren,” said the grand­fa­ther, “here you are, Mon­sieur le Baron and Madame la Baronne, with an in­come of thir­ty thou­sand livres.”

			And Cosette, nestling close to Mar­ius, ca­ressed his ear with an an­gel­ic whis­per: “So it is true. My name is Mar­ius. I am Madame Thou.”

			These two crea­tures were re­splen­dent. They had reached that ir­rev­o­ca­ble and ir­recov­er­able mo­ment, at the daz­zling in­ter­sec­tion of all youth and all joy. They re­al­ized the vers­es of Jean Prou­vaire; they were forty years old tak­en to­geth­er. It was mar­riage sub­li­mat­ed; these two chil­dren were two lilies. They did not see each oth­er, they did not con­tem­plate each oth­er. Cosette per­ceived Mar­ius in the midst of a glo­ry; Mar­ius per­ceived Cosette on an al­tar. And on that al­tar, and in that glo­ry, the two apoth­e­o­ses min­gling, in the back­ground, one knows not how, be­hind a cloud for Cosette, in a flash for Mar­ius, there was the ide­al thing, the re­al thing, the meet­ing of the kiss and the dream, the nup­tial pil­low. All the tor­ments through which they had passed came back to them in in­tox­i­ca­tion. It seemed to them that their sor­rows, their sleep­less nights, their tears, their an­guish, their ter­rors, their de­spair, con­vert­ed in­to ca­ress­es and rays of light, ren­dered still more charm­ing the charm­ing hour which was ap­proach­ing; and that their griefs were but so many hand­maid­ens who were pre­par­ing the toi­let of joy. How good it is to have suf­fered! Their un­hap­pi­ness formed a ha­lo round their hap­pi­ness. The long agony of their love was ter­mi­nat­ing in an as­cen­sion.

			It was the same en­chant­ment in two souls, tinged with volup­tuous­ness in Mar­ius, and with mod­esty in Cosette. They said to each oth­er in low tones: “We will go back to take a look at our lit­tle gar­den in the Rue Plumet.” The folds of Cosette’s gown lay across Mar­ius.

			Such a day is an in­ef­fa­ble mix­ture of dream and of re­al­i­ty. One pos­sess­es and one sup­pos­es. One still has time be­fore one to di­vine. The emo­tion on that day, of be­ing at mid­day and of dream­ing of mid­night is in­de­scrib­able. The de­lights of these two hearts over­flowed up­on the crowd, and in­spired the passers­by with cheer­ful­ness.

			Peo­ple halt­ed in the Rue Saint-An­toine, in front of Saint-Paul, to gaze through the win­dows of the car­riage at the or­ange-flow­ers quiv­er­ing on Cosette’s head.

			Then they re­turned home to the Rue des Filles-du-Cal­vaire. Mar­ius, tri­umphant and ra­di­ant, mount­ed side by side with Cosette the stair­case up which he had been borne in a dy­ing con­di­tion. The poor, who had trooped to the door, and who shared their purs­es, blessed them. There were flow­ers ev­ery­where. The house was no less fra­grant than the church; af­ter the in­cense, ros­es. They thought they heard voic­es car­olling in the in­fi­nite; they had God in their hearts; des­tiny ap­peared to them like a ceil­ing of stars; above their heads they be­held the light of a ris­ing sun. All at once, the clock struck. Mar­ius glanced at Cosette’s charm­ing bare arm, and at the rosy things which were vague­ly vis­i­ble through the lace of her bodice, and Cosette, in­ter­cept­ing Mar­ius’ glance, blushed to her very hair.

			Quite a num­ber of old fam­i­ly friends of the Gillenor­mand fam­i­ly had been in­vit­ed; they pressed about Cosette. Each one vied with the rest in salut­ing her as Madame la Baronne.

			The of­fi­cer, Théo­d­ule Gillenor­mand, now a cap­tain, had come from Chartres, where he was sta­tioned in gar­ri­son, to be present at the wed­ding of his cousin Pont­mer­cy. Cosette did not rec­og­nize him.

			He, on his side, ha­bit­u­at­ed as he was to have wom­en con­sid­er him hand­some, re­tained no more rec­ol­lec­tion of Cosette than of any oth­er wom­an.

			“How right I was not to be­lieve in that sto­ry about the lancer!” said Fa­ther Gillenor­mand, to him­self.

			Cosette had nev­er been more ten­der with Jean Val­jean. She was in uni­son with Fa­ther Gillenor­mand; while he erect­ed joy in­to apho­risms and max­ims, she ex­haled good­ness like a per­fume. Hap­pi­ness de­sires that all the world should be hap­py.

			She re­gained, for the pur­pose of ad­dress­ing Jean Val­jean, in­flec­tions of voice be­long­ing to the time when she was a lit­tle girl. She ca­ressed him with her smile.

			A ban­quet had been spread in the din­ing-room.

			Il­lu­mi­na­tion as bril­liant as the day­light is the nec­es­sary sea­son­ing of a great joy. Mist and ob­scu­ri­ty are not ac­cept­ed by the hap­py. They do not con­sent to be black. The night, yes; the shad­ows, no. If there is no sun, one must be made.

			The din­ing-room was full of gay things. In the cen­tre, above the white and glit­ter­ing ta­ble, was a Vene­tian lus­tre with flat plates, with all sorts of col­ored birds, blue, vi­o­let, red, and green, perched amid the can­dles; around the chan­de­lier, gi­ran­doles, on the walls, sconces with triple and quin­tu­ple branch­es; mir­rors, sil­ver­ware, glass­ware, plate, porce­lain, faïence, pot­tery, gold and sil­ver­smith’s work, all was sparkling and gay. The emp­ty spa­ces be­tween the can­de­labra were filled in with bou­quets, so that where there was not a light, there was a flow­er.

			In the an­techam­ber, three vi­o­lins and a flute soft­ly played quar­tettes by Haydn.

			Jean Val­jean had seat­ed him­self on a chair in the draw­ing-room, be­hind the door, the leaf of which fold­ed back up­on him in such a man­ner as to near­ly con­ceal him. A few mo­ments be­fore they sat down to ta­ble, Cosette came, as though in­spired by a sud­den whim, and made him a deep cour­tesy, spread­ing out her bridal toi­let with both hands, and with a ten­der­ly rogu­ish glance, she asked him:

			“Fa­ther, are you sat­is­fied?”

			“Yes,” said Jean Val­jean, “I am con­tent!”

			“Well, then, laugh.”

			Jean Val­jean be­gan to laugh.

			A few mo­ments lat­er, Basque an­nounced that din­ner was served.

			The guests, pre­ced­ed by M. Gillenor­mand with Cosette on his arm, en­tered the din­ing-room, and ar­ranged them­selves in the prop­er or­der around the ta­ble.

			Two large arm­chairs fig­ured on the right and left of the bride, the first for M. Gillenor­mand, the oth­er for Jean Val­jean. M. Gillenor­mand took his seat. The oth­er arm­chair re­mained emp­ty.

			They looked about for M. Fauchelevent.

			He was no longer there.

			M. Gillenor­mand ques­tioned Basque.

			“Do you know where M. Fauchelevent is?”

			“Sir,” replied Basque, “I do, pre­cise­ly. M. Fauchelevent told me to say to you, sir, that he was suf­fer­ing, his in­jured hand was pain­ing him some­what, and that he could not dine with Mon­sieur le Baron and Madame la Baronne. That he begged to be ex­cused, that he would come to­mor­row. He has just tak­en his de­par­ture.”

			That emp­ty arm­chair chilled the ef­fu­sion of the wed­ding feast for a mo­ment. But, if M. Fauchelevent was ab­sent, M. Gillenor­mand was present, and the grand­fa­ther beamed for two. He af­firmed that M. Fauchelevent had done well to re­tire ear­ly, if he were suf­fer­ing, but that it was on­ly a slight ail­ment. This dec­la­ra­tion suf­ficed. More­over, what is an ob­scure cor­ner in such a sub­mer­sion of joy? Cosette and Mar­ius were pass­ing through one of those ego­tis­ti­cal and blessed mo­ments when no oth­er fac­ul­ty is left to a per­son than that of re­ceiv­ing hap­pi­ness. And then, an idea oc­curred to M. Gillenor­mand.—“Par­dieu, this arm­chair is emp­ty. Come hith­er, Mar­ius. Your aunt will per­mit it, al­though she has a right to you. This arm­chair is for you. That is le­gal and de­light­ful. For­tu­na­tus be­side For­tu­na­ta.”—Ap­plause from the whole ta­ble. Mar­ius took Jean Val­jean’s place be­side Cosette, and things fell out so that Cosette, who had, at first, been sad­dened by Jean Val­jean’s ab­sence, end­ed by be­ing sat­is­fied with it. From the mo­ment when Mar­ius took his place, and was the sub­sti­tute, Cosette would not have re­gret­ted God him­self. She set her sweet lit­tle foot, shod in white satin, on Mar­ius’ foot.

			The arm­chair be­ing oc­cu­pied, M. Fauchelevent was oblit­er­at­ed; and noth­ing was lack­ing.

			And, five min­utes af­ter­ward, the whole ta­ble from one end to the oth­er, was laugh­ing with all the an­i­ma­tion of for­get­ful­ness.

			At dessert, M. Gillenor­mand, ris­ing to his feet, with a glass of cham­pagne in his hand—on­ly half full so that the pal­sy of his eighty years might not cause an over­flow—pro­posed the health of the mar­ried pair.

			“You shall not es­cape two ser­mons,” he ex­claimed. “This morn­ing you had one from the curé, this evening you shall have one from your grand­fa­ther. Lis­ten to me; I will give you a bit of ad­vice: Adore each oth­er. I do not make a pack of gy­ra­tions, I go straight to the mark, be hap­py. In all cre­ation, on­ly the tur­tle­doves are wise. Philoso­phers say: ‘Mod­er­ate your joys.’ I say: ‘Give rein to your joys.’ Be as much smit­ten with each oth­er as fiends. Be in a rage about it. The philoso­phers talk stuff and non­sense. I should like to stuff their phi­los­o­phy down their gul­lets again. Can there be too many per­fumes, too many open rose­buds, too many nightin­gales singing, too many green leaves, too much au­ro­ra in life? Can peo­ple love each oth­er too much? Can peo­ple please each oth­er too much? Take care, Es­telle, thou art too pret­ty! Have a care, Nemorin, thou art too hand­some! Fine stu­pid­i­ty, in sooth! Can peo­ple en­chant each oth­er too much, ca­jole each oth­er too much, charm each oth­er too much? Can one be too much alive, too hap­py? Mod­er­ate your joys. Ah, in­deed! Down with the philoso­phers! Wis­dom con­sists in ju­bi­la­tion. Make mer­ry, let us make mer­ry. Are we hap­py be­cause we are good, or are we good be­cause we are hap­py? Is the San­cy di­a­mond called the San­cy be­cause it be­longed to Harley de San­cy, or be­cause it weighs six hun­dred carats? I know noth­ing about it, life is full of such prob­lems; the im­por­tant point is to pos­sess the San­cy and hap­pi­ness. Let us be hap­py with­out quib­bling and quirk­ing. Let us obey the sun blind­ly. What is the sun? It is love. He who says love, says wom­an. Ah! ah! be­hold om­nipo­tence—wom­en. Ask that dem­a­gogue of a Mar­ius if he is not the slave of that lit­tle tyrant of a Cosette. And of his own free will, too, the cow­ard! Wom­an! There is no Robe­spierre who keeps his place but wom­an reigns. I am no longer Roy­al­ist ex­cept to­wards that roy­al­ty. What is Adam? The king­dom of Eve. No ’89 for Eve. There has been the roy­al scep­tre sur­mount­ed by a fleur-de-lys, there has been the im­pe­ri­al scep­tre sur­mount­ed by a globe, there has been the scep­tre of Charle­magne, which was of iron, there has been the scep­tre of Louis the Great, which was of gold—the rev­o­lu­tion twist­ed them be­tween its thumb and fore­fin­ger, ha’pen­ny straws; it is done with, it is bro­ken, it lies on the earth, there is no longer any scep­tre, but make me a rev­o­lu­tion against that lit­tle em­broi­dered hand­ker­chief, which smells of patchouli! I should like to see you do it. Try. Why is it so sol­id? Be­cause it is a gew­gaw. Ah! you are the nine­teenth cen­tu­ry? Well, what then? And we have been as fool­ish as you. Do not imag­ine that you have ef­fect­ed much change in the uni­verse, be­cause your trip-gal­lant is called the cholera-mor­bus, and be­cause your pour­rée is called the cachu­ca. In fact, the wom­en must al­ways be loved. I de­fy you to es­cape from that. These friends are our an­gels. Yes, love, wom­an, the kiss forms a cir­cle from which I de­fy you to es­cape; and, for my own part, I should be on­ly too hap­py to re-en­ter it. Which of you has seen the plan­et Venus, the co­quette of the abyss, the Célimène of the ocean, rise in the in­fi­nite, calm­ing all here be­low? The ocean is a rough Al­ces­tis. Well, grum­ble as he will, when Venus ap­pears he is forced to smile. That brute beast sub­mits. We are all made so. Wrath, tem­pest, claps of thun­der, foam to the very ceil­ing. A wom­an en­ters on the scene, a plan­et ris­es; flat on your face! Mar­ius was fight­ing six months ago; to­day he is mar­ried. That is well. Yes, Mar­ius, yes, Cosette, you are in the right. Ex­ist bold­ly for each oth­er, make us burst with rage that we can­not do the same, ide­al­ize each oth­er, catch in your beaks all the tiny blades of fe­lic­i­ty that ex­ist on earth, and ar­range your­selves a nest for life. Par­di, to love, to be loved, what a fine mir­a­cle when one is young! Don’t imag­ine that you have in­vent­ed that. I, too, have had my dream, I, too, have med­i­tat­ed, I, too, have sighed; I, too, have had a moon­light soul. Love is a child six thou­sand years old. Love has the right to a long white beard. Methusalem is a street Arab be­side Cu­pid. For six­ty cen­turies men and wom­en have got out of their scrape by lov­ing. The dev­il, who is cun­ning, took to hat­ing man; man, who is still more cun­ning, took to lov­ing wom­an. In this way he does more good than the dev­il does him harm. This craft was dis­cov­ered in the days of the ter­res­tri­al par­adise. The in­ven­tion is old, my friends, but it is per­fect­ly new. Prof­it by it. Be Daph­nis and Chloe, while wait­ing to be­come Phile­mon and Bau­cis. Man­age so that, when you are with each oth­er, noth­ing shall be lack­ing to you, and that Cosette may be the sun for Mar­ius, and that Mar­ius may be the uni­verse to Cosette. Cosette, let your fine weath­er be the smile of your hus­band; Mar­ius, let your rain be your wife’s tears. And let it nev­er rain in your house­hold. You have filched the win­ning num­ber in the lot­tery; you have gained the great prize, guard it well, keep it un­der lock and key, do not squan­der it, adore each oth­er and snap your fin­gers at all the rest. Be­lieve what I say to you. It is good sense. And good sense can­not lie. Be a re­li­gion to each oth­er. Each man has his own fash­ion of ador­ing God. Saper­lotte! the best way to adore God is to love one’s wife. ‘I love thee!’ that’s my cat­e­chism. He who loves is or­tho­dox. The oath of Hen­ri IV places sanc­ti­ty some­where be­tween feast­ing and drunk­en­ness. Ven­tre-saint-gris! I don’t be­long to the re­li­gion of that oath. Wom­an is for­got­ten in it. This as­ton­ish­es me on the part of Hen­ri IV. My friends, long live wom­en! I am old, they say; it’s as­ton­ish­ing how much I feel in the mood to be young. I should like to go and lis­ten to the bag­pipes in the woods. Chil­dren who con­trive to be beau­ti­ful and con­tent­ed—that in­tox­i­cates me. I would like great­ly to get mar­ried, if any­one would have me. It is im­pos­si­ble to imag­ine that God could have made us for any­thing but this: to idol­ize, to coo, to preen our­selves, to be dove-like, to be dain­ty, to bill and coo our loves from morn to night, to gaze at one’s im­age in one’s lit­tle wife, to be proud, to be tri­umphant, to plume one­self; that is the aim of life. There, let not that dis­please you which we used to think in our day, when we were young folks. Ah! ver­tu-bam­boche! What charm­ing wom­en there were in those days, and what pret­ty lit­tle faces and what love­ly lass­es! I com­mit­ted my rav­ages among them. Then love each oth­er. If peo­ple did not love each oth­er, I re­al­ly do not see what use there would be in hav­ing any spring­time; and for my own part, I should pray the good God to shut up all the beau­ti­ful things that he shows us, and to take away from us and put back in his box, the flow­ers, the birds, and the pret­ty maid­ens. My chil­dren, re­ceive an old man’s bless­ing.”

			The evening was gay, live­ly and agree­able. The grand­fa­ther’s sov­er­eign good hu­mor gave the key­note to the whole feast, and each per­son reg­u­lat­ed his con­duct on that al­most cen­te­nar­i­an cor­dial­i­ty. They danced a lit­tle, they laughed a great deal; it was an ami­able wed­ding. Good­man Days of Yore might have been in­vit­ed to it. How­ev­er, he was present in the per­son of Fa­ther Gillenor­mand.

			There was a tu­mult, then si­lence.

			The mar­ried pair dis­ap­peared.

			A lit­tle af­ter mid­night, the Gillenor­mand house be­came a tem­ple.

			Here we pause. On the thresh­old of wed­ding nights stands a smil­ing an­gel with his fin­ger on his lips.

			The soul en­ters in­to con­tem­pla­tion be­fore that sanc­tu­ary where the cel­e­bra­tion of love takes place.

			There should be flash­es of light athwart such hous­es. The joy which they con­tain ought to make its es­cape through the stones of the walls in bril­lian­cy, and vague­ly il­lu­mi­nate the gloom. It is im­pos­si­ble that this sa­cred and fa­tal fes­ti­val should not give off a ce­les­tial ra­di­ance to the in­fi­nite. Love is the sub­lime cru­cible where­in the fu­sion of the man and the wom­an takes place; the be­ing one, the be­ing triple, the be­ing fi­nal, the hu­man trin­i­ty pro­ceeds from it. This birth of two souls in­to one, ought to be an emo­tion for the gloom. The lover is the priest; the rav­ished vir­gin is ter­ri­fied. Some­thing of that joy as­cends to God. Where true mar­riage is, that is to say, where there is love, the ide­al en­ters in. A nup­tial bed makes a nook of dawn amid the shad­ows. If it were giv­en to the eye of the flesh to scan the for­mi­da­ble and charm­ing vi­sions of the up­per life, it is prob­a­ble that we should be­hold the forms of night, the winged un­knowns, the blue passers of the in­vis­i­ble, bend down, a throng of som­bre heads, around the lu­mi­nous house, sat­is­fied, show­er­ing bene­dic­tions, point­ing out to each oth­er the vir­gin wife gen­tly alarmed, sweet­ly ter­ri­fied, and bear­ing the re­flec­tion of hu­man bliss up­on their di­vine coun­te­nances. If at that supreme hour, the wed­ded pair, daz­zled with volup­tuous­ness and be­liev­ing them­selves alone, were to lis­ten, they would hear in their cham­ber a con­fused rustling of wings. Per­fect hap­pi­ness im­plies a mu­tu­al un­der­stand­ing with the an­gels. That dark lit­tle cham­ber has all heav­en for its ceil­ing. When two mouths, ren­dered sa­cred by love, ap­proach to cre­ate, it is im­pos­si­ble that there should not be, above that in­ef­fa­ble kiss, a quiv­er­ing through­out the im­mense mys­tery of stars.

			These fe­lic­i­ties are the true ones. There is no joy out­side of these joys. Love is the on­ly ec­sta­sy. All the rest weeps.

			To love, or to have loved—this suf­fices. De­mand noth­ing more. There is no oth­er pearl to be found in the shad­owy folds of life. To love is a ful­fil­ment.

		
	
		
			
				III

				The In­sep­a­ra­ble

			
			What had be­come of Jean Val­jean?

			Im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter hav­ing laughed, at Cosette’s grace­ful com­mand, when no one was pay­ing any heed to him, Jean Val­jean had risen and had gained the an­techam­ber un­per­ceived. This was the very room which, eight months be­fore, he had en­tered black with mud, with blood and pow­der, bring­ing back the grand­son to the grand­fa­ther. The old wain­scot­ing was gar­land­ed with fo­liage and flow­ers; the mu­si­cians were seat­ed on the so­fa on which they had laid Mar­ius down. Basque, in a black coat, knee-breech­es, white stock­ings and white gloves, was ar­rang­ing ros­es round all of the dish­es that were to be served. Jean Val­jean point­ed to his arm in its sling, charged Basque to ex­plain his ab­sence, and went away.

			The long win­dows of the din­ing-room opened on the street. Jean Val­jean stood for sev­er­al min­utes, erect and mo­tion­less in the dark­ness, be­neath those ra­di­ant win­dows. He lis­tened. The con­fused sounds of the ban­quet reached his ear. He heard the loud, com­mand­ing tones of the grand­fa­ther, the vi­o­lins, the clat­ter of the plates, the bursts of laugh­ter, and through all that mer­ry up­roar, he dis­tin­guished Cosette’s sweet and joy­ous voice.

			He quit­ted the Rue des Filles-du-Cal­vaire, and re­turned to the Rue de l’Homme Ar­mé.

			In or­der to re­turn thith­er, he took the Rue Saint-Louis, the Rue Cul­ture-Sainte-Cather­ine, and the Blancs-Man­teaux; it was a lit­tle longer, but it was the road through which, for the last three months, he had be­come ac­cus­tomed to pass ev­ery day on his way from the Rue de l’Homme Ar­mé to the Rue des Filles-du-Cal­vaire, in or­der to avoid the ob­struc­tions and the mud in the Rue Vieille-du-Tem­ple.

			This road, through which Cosette had passed, ex­clud­ed for him all pos­si­bil­i­ty of any oth­er itin­er­ary.

			Jean Val­jean en­tered his lodg­ings. He light­ed his can­dle and mount­ed the stairs. The apart­ment was emp­ty. Even Tou­s­saint was no longer there. Jean Val­jean’s step made more noise than usu­al in the cham­bers. All the cup­boards stood open. He pen­e­trat­ed to Cosette’s bed­room. There were no sheets on the bed. The pil­low, cov­ered with tick­ing, and with­out a case or lace, was laid on the blan­kets fold­ed up on the foot of the mat­tress, whose cov­er­ing was vis­i­ble, and on which no one was ev­er to sleep again. All the lit­tle fem­i­nine ob­jects which Cosette was at­tached to had been car­ried away; noth­ing re­mained ex­cept the heavy fur­ni­ture and the four walls. Tou­s­saint’s bed was de­spoiled in like man­ner. One bed on­ly was made up, and seemed to be wait­ing some­one, and this was Jean Val­jean’s bed.

			Jean Val­jean looked at the walls, closed some of the cup­board doors, and went and came from one room to an­oth­er.

			Then he sought his own cham­ber once more, and set his can­dle on a ta­ble.

			He had dis­en­gaged his arm from the sling, and he used his right hand as though it did not hurt him.

			He ap­proached his bed, and his eyes rest­ed, was it by chance? was it in­ten­tion­al­ly? on “the in­sep­a­ra­ble” of which Cosette had been jeal­ous, on the lit­tle port­man­teau which nev­er left him. On his ar­rival in the Rue de l’Homme Ar­mé, on the 4th of June, he had de­posit­ed it on a round ta­ble near the head of his bed. He went to this ta­ble with a sort of vi­vac­i­ty, took a key from his pock­et, and opened the valise.

			From it he slow­ly drew forth the gar­ments in which, ten years be­fore, Cosette had quit­ted Mont­fer­meil; first the lit­tle gown, then the black fichu, then the stout, coarse child’s shoes which Cosette might al­most have worn still, so tiny were her feet, then the fus­tian bodice, which was very thick, then the knit­ted pet­ti­coat, next the apron with pock­ets, then the woollen stock­ings. These stock­ings, which still pre­served the grace­ful form of a tiny leg, were no longer than Jean Val­jean’s hand. All this was black of hue. It was he who had brought those gar­ments to Mont­fer­meil for her. As he re­moved them from the valise, he laid them on the bed. He fell to think­ing. He called up mem­o­ries. It was in win­ter, in a very cold month of De­cem­ber, she was shiv­er­ing, half-naked, in rags, her poor lit­tle feet were all red in their wood­en shoes. He, Jean Val­jean, had made her aban­don those rags to clothe her­self in these mourn­ing ha­bil­i­ments. The moth­er must have felt pleased in her grave, to see her daugh­ter wear­ing mourn­ing for her, and, above all, to see that she was prop­er­ly clothed, and that she was warm. He thought of that for­est of Mont­fer­meil; they had tra­versed it to­geth­er, Cosette and he; he thought of what the weath­er had been, of the leaf­less trees, of the wood des­ti­tute of birds, of the sun­less sky; it mat­tered not, it was charm­ing. He ar­ranged the tiny gar­ments on the bed, the fichu next to the pet­ti­coat, the stock­ings be­side the shoes, and he looked at them, one af­ter the oth­er. She was no taller than that, she had her big doll in her arms, she had put her louis d’or in the pock­et of that apron, she had laughed, they walked hand in hand, she had no one in the world but him.

			Then his ven­er­a­ble, white head fell for­ward on the bed, that sto­ical old heart broke, his face was en­gulfed, so to speak, in Cosette’s gar­ments, and if any­one had passed up the stairs at that mo­ment, he would have heard fright­ful sobs.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				The Im­mor­tal Liv­er112

			
			The old and for­mi­da­ble strug­gle, of which we have al­ready wit­nessed so many phas­es, be­gan once more.

			Ja­cob strug­gled with the an­gel but one night. Alas! how many times have we be­held Jean Val­jean seized bod­i­ly by his con­science, in the dark­ness, and strug­gling des­per­ate­ly against it!

			Un­heard-of con­flict! At cer­tain mo­ments the foot slips; at oth­er mo­ments the ground crum­bles away un­der­foot. How many times had that con­science, mad for the good, clasped and over­thrown him! How many times had the truth set her knee in­ex­orably up­on his breast! How many times, hurled to earth by the light, had he begged for mer­cy! How many times had that im­pla­ca­ble spark, light­ed with­in him, and up­on him by the Bish­op, daz­zled him by force when he had wished to be blind! How many times had he risen to his feet in the com­bat, held fast to the rock, lean­ing against sophism, dragged in the dust, now get­ting the up­per hand of his con­science, again over­thrown by it! How many times, af­ter an equiv­oque, af­ter the spe­cious and treach­er­ous rea­son­ing of ego­tism, had he heard his ir­ri­tat­ed con­science cry in his ear: “A trip! you wretch!” How many times had his re­frac­to­ry thoughts rat­tled con­vul­sive­ly in his throat, un­der the ev­i­dence of du­ty! Re­sis­tance to God. Fu­ne­re­al sweats. What se­cret wounds which he alone felt bleed! What ex­co­ri­a­tions in his lam­en­ta­ble ex­is­tence! How many times he had risen bleed­ing, bruised, bro­ken, en­light­ened, de­spair in his heart, seren­i­ty in his soul! and, van­quished, he had felt him­self the con­queror. And, af­ter hav­ing dis­lo­cat­ed, bro­ken, and rent his con­science with red-hot pin­cers, it had said to him, as it stood over him, for­mi­da­ble, lu­mi­nous, and tran­quil: “Now, go in peace!”

			But on emerg­ing from so melan­choly a con­flict, what a lugubri­ous peace, alas!

			Nev­er­the­less, that night Jean Val­jean felt that he was pass­ing through his fi­nal com­bat.

			A heartrend­ing ques­tion pre­sent­ed it­self.

			Pre­des­ti­na­tions are not all di­rect; they do not open out in a straight av­enue be­fore the pre­des­tined man; they have blind courts, im­pass­able al­leys, ob­scure turns, dis­turb­ing cross­roads of­fer­ing the choice of many ways. Jean Val­jean had halt­ed at that mo­ment at the most per­ilous of these cross­roads.

			He had come to the supreme cross­ing of good and evil. He had that gloomy in­ter­sec­tion be­neath his eyes. On this oc­ca­sion once more, as had hap­pened to him al­ready in oth­er sad vi­cis­si­tudes, two roads opened out be­fore him, the one tempt­ing, the oth­er alarm­ing.

			Which was he to take?

			He was coun­selled to the one which alarmed him by that mys­te­ri­ous in­dex fin­ger which we all per­ceive when­ev­er we fix our eyes on the dark­ness.

			Once more, Jean Val­jean had the choice be­tween the ter­ri­ble port and the smil­ing am­bush.

			Is it then true? the soul may re­cov­er; but not fate. Fright­ful thing! an in­cur­able des­tiny!

			This is the prob­lem which pre­sent­ed it­self to him:

			In what man­ner was Jean Val­jean to be­have in re­la­tion to the hap­pi­ness of Cosette and Mar­ius? It was he who had willed that hap­pi­ness, it was he who had brought it about; he had, him­self, buried it in his en­trails, and at that mo­ment, when he re­flect­ed on it, he was able to en­joy the sort of sat­is­fac­tion which an ar­mor­er would ex­pe­ri­ence on rec­og­niz­ing his fac­to­ry mark on a knife, on with­draw­ing it, all smok­ing, from his own breast.

			Cosette had Mar­ius, Mar­ius pos­sessed Cosette. They had ev­ery­thing, even rich­es. And this was his do­ing.

			But what was he, Jean Val­jean, to do with this hap­pi­ness, now that it ex­ist­ed, now that it was there? Should he force him­self on this hap­pi­ness? Should he treat it as be­long­ing to him? No doubt, Cosette did be­long to an­oth­er; but should he, Jean Val­jean, re­tain of Cosette all that he could re­tain? Should he re­main the sort of fa­ther, half seen but re­spect­ed, which he had hith­er­to been? Should he, with­out say­ing a word, bring his past to that fu­ture? Should he present him­self there, as though he had a right, and should he seat him­self, veiled, at that lu­mi­nous fire­side? Should he take those in­no­cent hands in­to his trag­ic hands, with a smile? Should he place up­on the peace­ful fend­er of the Gillenor­mand draw­ing-room those feet of his, which dragged be­hind them the dis­grace­ful shad­ow of the law? Should he en­ter in­to par­tic­i­pa­tion in the fair for­tunes of Cosette and Mar­ius? Should he ren­der the ob­scu­ri­ty on his brow and the cloud up­on theirs still more dense? Should he place his catas­tro­phe as a third as­so­ciate in their fe­lic­i­ty? Should he con­tin­ue to hold his peace? In a word, should he be the sin­is­ter mute of des­tiny be­side these two hap­py be­ings?

			We must have be­come ha­bit­u­at­ed to fa­tal­i­ty and to en­coun­ters with it, in or­der to have the dar­ing to raise our eyes when cer­tain ques­tions ap­pear to us in all their hor­ri­ble naked­ness. Good or evil stands be­hind this se­vere in­ter­ro­ga­tion point. What are you go­ing to do? de­mands the sphinx.

			This habit of tri­al Jean Val­jean pos­sessed. He gazed in­tent­ly at the sphinx.

			He ex­am­ined the piti­less prob­lem un­der all its as­pects.

			Cosette, that charm­ing ex­is­tence, was the raft of this ship­wreck. What was he to do? To cling fast to it, or to let go his hold?

			If he clung to it, he should emerge from dis­as­ter, he should as­cend again in­to the sun­light, he should let the bit­ter wa­ter drip from his gar­ments and his hair, he was saved, he should live.

			And if he let go his hold?

			Then the abyss.

			Thus he took sad coun­cil with his thoughts. Or, to speak more cor­rect­ly, he fought; he kicked fu­ri­ous­ly in­ter­nal­ly, now against his will, now against his con­vic­tion.

			Hap­pi­ly for Jean Val­jean that he had been able to weep. That re­lieved him, pos­si­bly. But the be­gin­ning was sav­age. A tem­pest, more fu­ri­ous than the one which had for­mer­ly driv­en him to Ar­ras, broke loose with­in him. The past surged up be­fore him fac­ing the present; he com­pared them and sobbed. The si­lence of tears once opened, the de­spair­ing man writhed.

			He felt that he had been stopped short.

			Alas! in this fight to the death be­tween our ego­tism and our du­ty, when we thus re­treat step by step be­fore our im­mutable ide­al, be­wil­dered, fu­ri­ous, ex­as­per­at­ed at hav­ing to yield, dis­put­ing the ground, hop­ing for a pos­si­ble flight, seek­ing an es­cape, what an abrupt and sin­is­ter re­sis­tance does the foot of the wall of­fer in our rear!

			To feel the sa­cred shad­ow which forms an ob­sta­cle!

			The in­vis­i­ble in­ex­orable, what an ob­ses­sion!

			Then, one is nev­er done with con­science. Make your choice, Bru­tus; make your choice, Cato. It is fath­om­less, since it is God. One flings in­to that well the la­bor of one’s whole life, one flings in one’s for­tune, one flings in one’s rich­es, one flings in one’s suc­cess, one flings in one’s lib­er­ty or fa­ther­land, one flings in one’s well-be­ing, one flings in one’s re­pose, one flings in one’s joy! More! more! more! Emp­ty the vase! tip the urn! One must fin­ish by fling­ing in one’s heart.

			Some­where in the fog of the an­cient hells, there is a tun like that.

			Is not one par­don­able, if one at last re­fus­es! Can the in­ex­haustible have any right? Are not chains which are end­less above hu­man strength? Who would blame Sisy­phus and Jean Val­jean for say­ing: “It is enough!”

			The obe­di­ence of mat­ter is lim­it­ed by fric­tion; is there no lim­it to the obe­di­ence of the soul? If per­pet­u­al mo­tion is im­pos­si­ble, can per­pet­u­al self-sac­ri­fice be ex­act­ed?

			The first step is noth­ing, it is the last which is dif­fi­cult. What was the Champ­math­ieu af­fair in com­par­i­son with Cosette’s mar­riage and of that which it en­tailed? What is a re-en­trance in­to the gal­leys, com­pared to en­trance in­to the void?

			Oh, first step that must be de­scend­ed, how som­bre art thou! Oh, sec­ond step, how black art thou!

			How could he re­frain from turn­ing aside his head this time?

			Mar­tyr­dom is sub­li­ma­tion, cor­ro­sive sub­li­ma­tion. It is a tor­ture which con­se­crates. One can con­sent to it for the first hour; one seats one­self on the throne of glow­ing iron, one places on one’s head the crown of hot iron, one ac­cepts the globe of red hot iron, one takes the scep­tre of red hot iron, but the man­tle of flame still re­mains to be donned, and comes there not a mo­ment when the mis­er­able flesh re­volts and when one ab­di­cates from suf­fer­ing?

			At length, Jean Val­jean en­tered in­to the peace of ex­haus­tion.

			He weighed, he re­flect­ed, he con­sid­ered the al­ter­na­tives, the mys­te­ri­ous bal­ance of light and dark­ness.

			Should he im­pose his gal­leys on those two daz­zling chil­dren, or should he con­sum­mate his ir­re­me­di­a­ble en­gulf­ment by him­self? On one side lay the sac­ri­fice of Cosette, on the oth­er that of him­self.

			At what so­lu­tion should he ar­rive? What de­ci­sion did he come to?

			What res­o­lu­tion did he take? What was his own in­ward de­fin­i­tive re­sponse to the un­brib­able in­ter­roga­to­ry of fa­tal­i­ty? What door did he de­cide to open? Which side of his life did he re­solve up­on clos­ing and con­demn­ing? Among all the un­fath­omable precipices which sur­round­ed him, which was his choice? What ex­trem­i­ty did he ac­cept? To which of the gulfs did he nod his head?

			His dizzy rever­ie last­ed all night long.

			He re­mained there un­til day­light, in the same at­ti­tude, bent dou­ble over that bed, pros­trate be­neath the enor­mi­ty of fate, crushed, per­chance, alas! with clenched fists, with arms out­spread at right an­gles, like a man cru­ci­fied who has been un-nailed, and flung face down on the earth. There he re­mained for twelve hours, the twelve long hours of a long win­ter’s night, ice-cold, with­out once rais­ing his head, and with­out ut­ter­ing a word. He was as mo­tion­less as a corpse, while his thoughts wal­lowed on the earth and soared, now like the hy­dra, now like the ea­gle. Any­one to be­hold him thus mo­tion­less would have pro­nounced him dead; all at once he shud­dered con­vul­sive­ly, and his mouth, glued to Cosette’s gar­ments, kissed them; then it could be seen that he was alive.

			Who could see? Since Jean Val­jean was alone, and there was no one there.

			The One who is in the shad­ows.

		
	
		
			
				
					Book
					VII
				

				The Last Draught from the Cup

			
		
	
		
			
				I

				The Sev­enth Cir­cle and the Eighth Heav­en

			
			The days that fol­low wed­dings are soli­tary. Peo­ple re­spect the med­i­ta­tions of the hap­py pair. And al­so, their tardy slum­bers, to some de­gree. The tu­mult of vis­its and con­grat­u­la­tions on­ly be­gins lat­er on. On the morn­ing of the 17th of Feb­ru­ary, it was a lit­tle past mid­day when Basque, with nap­kin and feath­er-duster un­der his arm, busy in set­ting his an­techam­ber to rights, heard a light tap at the door. There had been no ring, which was dis­creet on such a day. Basque opened the door, and be­held M. Fauchelevent. He in­tro­duced him in­to the draw­ing-room, still en­cum­bered and top­sy-turvy, and which bore the air of a field of bat­tle af­ter the joys of the pre­ced­ing evening.

			“Dame, sir,” re­marked Basque, “we all woke up late.”

			“Is your mas­ter up?” asked Jean Val­jean.

			“How is Mon­sieur’s arm?” replied Basque.

			“Bet­ter. Is your mas­ter up?”

			“Which one? the old one or the new one?”

			“Mon­sieur Pont­mer­cy.”

			“Mon­sieur le Baron,” said Basque, draw­ing him­self up.

			A man is a Baron most of all to his ser­vants. He counts for some­thing with them; they are what a philoso­pher would call, be­spat­tered with the ti­tle, and that flat­ters them. Mar­ius, be it said in pass­ing, a mil­i­tant re­pub­li­can as he had proved, was now a Baron in spite of him­self. A small rev­o­lu­tion had tak­en place in the fam­i­ly in con­nec­tion with this ti­tle. It was now M. Gillenor­mand who clung to it, and Mar­ius who de­tached him­self from it. But Colonel Pont­mer­cy had writ­ten: “My son will bear my ti­tle.” Mar­ius obeyed. And then, Cosette, in whom the wom­an was be­gin­ning to dawn, was de­light­ed to be a Baroness.

			“Mon­sieur le Baron?” re­peat­ed Basque. “I will go and see. I will tell him that M. Fauchelevent is here.”

			“No. Do not tell him that it is I. Tell him that some­one wish­es to speak to him in pri­vate, and men­tion no name.”

			“Ah!” ejac­u­lat­ed Basque.

			“I wish to sur­prise him.”

			“Ah!” ejac­u­lat­ed Basque once more, emit­ting his sec­ond “ah!” as an ex­pla­na­tion of the first.

			And he left the room.

			Jean Val­jean re­mained alone.

			The draw­ing-room, as we have just said, was in great dis­or­der. It seemed as though, by lend­ing an ear, one might still hear the vague noise of the wed­ding. On the pol­ished floor lay all sorts of flow­ers which had fall­en from gar­lands and head­dress­es. The wax can­dles, burned to stumps, added sta­lac­tites of wax to the crys­tal drops of the chan­de­liers. Not a sin­gle piece of fur­ni­ture was in its place. In the cor­ners, three or four arm­chairs, drawn close to­geth­er in a cir­cle, had the ap­pear­ance of con­tin­u­ing a con­ver­sa­tion. The whole ef­fect was cheer­ful. A cer­tain grace still lingers round a dead feast. It has been a hap­py thing. On the chairs in dis­ar­ray, among those fad­ing flow­ers, be­neath those ex­tinct lights, peo­ple have thought of joy. The sun had suc­ceed­ed to the chan­de­lier, and made its way gay­ly in­to the draw­ing-room.

			Sev­er­al min­utes elapsed. Jean Val­jean stood mo­tion­less on the spot where Basque had left him. He was very pale. His eyes were hol­low, and so sunken in his head by sleep­less­ness that they near­ly dis­ap­peared in their or­bits. His black coat bore the weary folds of a gar­ment that has been up all night. The el­bows were whitened with the down which the fric­tion of cloth against linen leaves be­hind it.

			Jean Val­jean stared at the win­dow out­lined on the pol­ished floor at his feet by the sun.

			There came a sound at the door, and he raised his eyes.

			Mar­ius en­tered, his head well up, his mouth smil­ing, an in­de­scrib­able light on his coun­te­nance, his brow ex­pand­ed, his eyes tri­umphant. He had not slept ei­ther.

			“It is you, fa­ther!” he ex­claimed, on catch­ing sight of Jean Val­jean; “that id­iot of a Basque had such a mys­te­ri­ous air! But you have come too ear­ly. It is on­ly half past twelve. Cosette is asleep.”

			That word: “Fa­ther,” said to M. Fauchelevent by Mar­ius, sig­ni­fied: supreme fe­lic­i­ty. There had al­ways ex­ist­ed, as the read­er knows, a lofty wall, a cold­ness and a con­straint be­tween them; ice which must be bro­ken or melt­ed. Mar­ius had reached that point of in­tox­i­ca­tion when the wall was low­ered, when the ice dis­solved, and when M. Fauchelevent was to him, as to Cosette, a fa­ther.

			He con­tin­ued: his words poured forth, as is the pe­cu­liar­i­ty of di­vine parox­ysms of joy.

			“How glad I am to see you! If you on­ly knew how we missed you yes­ter­day! Good morn­ing, fa­ther. How is your hand? Bet­ter, is it not?”

			And, sat­is­fied with the fa­vor­able re­ply which he had made to him­self, he pur­sued:

			“We have both been talk­ing about you. Cosette loves you so dear­ly! You must not for­get that you have a cham­ber here. We want noth­ing more to do with the Rue de l’Homme Ar­mé. We will have no more of it at all. How could you go to live in a street like that, which is sick­ly, which is dis­agree­able, which is ug­ly, which has a bar­ri­er at one end, where one is cold, and in­to which one can­not en­ter? You are to come and in­stall your­self here. And this very day. Or you will have to deal with Cosette. She means to lead us all by the nose, I warn you. You have your own cham­ber here, it is close to ours, it opens on the gar­den; the trou­ble with the clock has been at­tend­ed to, the bed is made, it is all ready, you have on­ly to take pos­ses­sion of it. Near your bed Cosette has placed a huge, old, easy-chair cov­ered with Utrecht vel­vet and she has said to it: ‘Stretch out your arms to him.’ A nightin­gale comes to the clump of aca­cias op­po­site your win­dows, ev­ery spring. In two months more you will have it. You will have its nest on your left and ours on your right. By night it will sing, and by day Cosette will prat­tle. Your cham­ber faces due South. Cosette will ar­range your books for you, your Voy­ages of Cap­tain Cook and the oth­er—Van­cou­ver’s and all your af­fairs. I be­lieve that there is a lit­tle valise to which you are at­tached, I have fixed up­on a cor­ner of hon­or for that. You have con­quered my grand­fa­ther, you suit him. We will live to­geth­er. Do you play whist? you will over­whelm my grand­fa­ther with de­light if you play whist. It is you who shall take Cosette to walk on the days when I am at the courts, you shall give her your arm, you know, as you used to, in the Lux­em­bourg. We are ab­so­lute­ly re­solved to be hap­py. And you shall be in­clud­ed in it, in our hap­pi­ness, do you hear, fa­ther? Come, will you break­fast with us to­day?”

			“Sir,” said Jean Val­jean, “I have some­thing to say to you. I am an ex-con­vict.”

			The lim­it of shrill sounds per­cep­ti­ble can be over­leaped, as well in the case of the mind as in that of the ear. These words: “I am an ex-con­vict,” pro­ceed­ing from the mouth of M. Fauchelevent and en­ter­ing the ear of Mar­ius over­shot the pos­si­ble. It seemed to him that some­thing had just been said to him; but he did not know what. He stood with his mouth wide open.

			Then he per­ceived that the man who was ad­dress­ing him was fright­ful. Whol­ly ab­sorbed in his own daz­zled state, he had not, up to that mo­ment, ob­served the oth­er man’s ter­ri­ble pal­lor.

			Jean Val­jean un­tied the black cra­vat which sup­port­ed his right arm, un­rolled the linen from around his hand, bared his thumb and showed it to Mar­ius.

			“There is noth­ing the mat­ter with my hand,” said he.

			Mar­ius looked at the thumb.

			“There has not been any­thing the mat­ter with it,” went on Jean Val­jean.

			There was, in fact, no trace of any in­jury.

			Jean Val­jean con­tin­ued:

			“It was fit­ting that I should be ab­sent from your mar­riage. I ab­sent­ed my­self as much as was in my pow­er. So I in­vent­ed this in­jury in or­der that I might not com­mit a forgery, that I might not in­tro­duce a flaw in­to the mar­riage doc­u­ments, in or­der that I might es­cape from sign­ing.”

			Mar­ius stam­mered.

			“What is the mean­ing of this?”

			“The mean­ing of it is,” replied Jean Val­jean, “that I have been in the gal­leys.”

			“You are driv­ing me mad!” ex­claimed Mar­ius in ter­ror.

			“Mon­sieur Pont­mer­cy,” said Jean Val­jean, “I was nine­teen years in the gal­leys. For theft. Then, I was con­demned for life for theft, for a sec­ond of­fence. At the present mo­ment, I have bro­ken my ban.”

			In vain did Mar­ius re­coil be­fore the re­al­i­ty, refuse the fact, re­sist the ev­i­dence, he was forced to give way. He be­gan to un­der­stand, and, as al­ways hap­pens in such cas­es, he un­der­stood too much. An in­ward shud­der of hideous en­light­en­ment flashed through him; an idea which made him quiver tra­versed his mind. He caught a glimpse of a wretch­ed des­tiny for him­self in the fu­ture.

			“Say all, say all!” he cried. “You are Cosette’s fa­ther!”

			And he re­treat­ed a cou­ple of paces with a move­ment of in­de­scrib­able hor­ror.

			Jean Val­jean el­e­vat­ed his head with so much majesty of at­ti­tude that he seemed to grow even to the ceil­ing.

			“It is nec­es­sary that you should be­lieve me here, sir; al­though our oath to oth­ers may not be re­ceived in law …”

			Here he paused, then, with a sort of sov­er­eign and sepul­chral au­thor­i­ty, he added, ar­tic­u­lat­ing slow­ly, and em­pha­siz­ing the syl­la­bles:

			“… You will be­lieve me. I the fa­ther of Cosette! be­fore God, no. Mon­sieur le Baron Pont­mer­cy, I am a peas­ant of Faverolles. I earned my liv­ing by prun­ing trees. My name is not Fauchelevent, but Jean Val­jean. I am not re­lat­ed to Cosette. Re­as­sure your­self.”

			Mar­ius stam­mered:

			“Who will prove that to me?”

			“I. Since I tell you so.”

			Mar­ius looked at the man. He was melan­choly yet tran­quil. No lie could pro­ceed from such a calm. That which is icy is sin­cere. The truth could be felt in that chill of the tomb.

			“I be­lieve you,” said Mar­ius.

			Jean Val­jean bent his head, as though tak­ing note of this, and con­tin­ued:

			“What am I to Cosette? A passer­by. Ten years ago, I did not know that she was in ex­is­tence. I love her, it is true. One loves a child whom one has seen when very young, be­ing old one­self. When one is old, one feels one­self a grand­fa­ther to­wards all lit­tle chil­dren. You may, it seems to me, sup­pose that I have some­thing which re­sem­bles a heart. She was an or­phan. With­out ei­ther fa­ther or moth­er. She need­ed me. That is why I be­gan to love her. Chil­dren are so weak that the first com­er, even a man like me, can be­come their pro­tec­tor. I have ful­filled this du­ty to­wards Cosette. I do not think that so slight a thing can be called a good ac­tion; but if it be a good ac­tion, well, say that I have done it. Reg­is­ter this at­ten­u­at­ing cir­cum­stance. To­day, Cosette pass­es out of my life; our two roads part. Hence­forth, I can do noth­ing for her. She is Madame Pont­mer­cy. Her prov­i­dence has changed. And Cosette gains by the change. All is well. As for the six hun­dred thou­sand francs, you do not men­tion them to me, but I fore­stall your thought, they are a de­posit. How did that de­posit come in­to my hands? What does that mat­ter? I re­store the de­posit. Noth­ing more can be de­mand­ed of me. I com­plete the resti­tu­tion by an­nounc­ing my true name. That con­cerns me. I have a rea­son for de­sir­ing that you should know who I am.”

			And Jean Val­jean looked Mar­ius full in the face.

			All that Mar­ius ex­pe­ri­enced was tu­mul­tuous and in­co­her­ent. Cer­tain gusts of des­tiny pro­duce these bil­lows in our souls.

			We have all un­der­gone mo­ments of trou­ble in which ev­ery­thing with­in us is dis­persed; we say the first things that oc­cur to us, which are not al­ways pre­cise­ly those which should be said. There are sud­den rev­e­la­tions which one can­not bear, and which in­tox­i­cate like bale­ful wine. Mar­ius was stu­pe­fied by the nov­el sit­u­a­tion which pre­sent­ed it­self to him, to the point of ad­dress­ing that man al­most like a per­son who was an­gry with him for this avow­al.

			“But why,” he ex­claimed, “do you tell me all this? Who forces you to do so? You could have kept your se­cret to your­self. You are nei­ther de­nounced, nor tracked nor pur­sued. You have a rea­son for wan­ton­ly mak­ing such a rev­e­la­tion. Con­clude. There is some­thing more. In what con­nec­tion do you make this con­fes­sion? What is your mo­tive?”

			“My mo­tive?” replied Jean Val­jean in a voice so low and dull that one would have said that he was talk­ing to him­self rather than to Mar­ius. “From what mo­tive, in fact, has this con­vict just said ‘I am a con­vict’? Well, yes! the mo­tive is strange. It is out of hon­esty. Stay, the un­for­tu­nate point is that I have a thread in my heart, which keeps me fast. It is when one is old that that sort of thread is par­tic­u­lar­ly sol­id. All life falls in ru­in around one; one re­sists. Had I been able to tear out that thread, to break it, to un­do the knot or to cut it, to go far away, I should have been safe. I had on­ly to go away; there are dili­gences in the Rue Bouloy; you are hap­py; I am go­ing. I have tried to break that thread, I have jerked at it, it would not break, I tore my heart with it. Then I said: ‘I can­not live any­where else than here.’ I must stay. Well, yes, you are right, I am a fool, why not sim­ply re­main here? You of­fer me a cham­ber in this house, Madame Pont­mer­cy is sin­cere­ly at­tached to me, she said to the arm­chair: ‘Stretch out your arms to him,’ your grand­fa­ther de­mands noth­ing bet­ter than to have me, I suit him, we shall live to­geth­er, and take our meals in com­mon, I shall give Cosette my arm … Madame Pont­mer­cy, ex­cuse me, it is a habit, we shall have but one roof, one ta­ble, one fire, the same chim­ney-cor­ner in win­ter, the same prom­e­nade in sum­mer, that is joy, that is hap­pi­ness, that is ev­ery­thing. We shall live as one fam­i­ly. One fam­i­ly!”

			At that word, Jean Val­jean be­came wild. He fold­ed his arms, glared at the floor be­neath his feet as though he would have ex­ca­vat­ed an abyss there­in, and his voice sud­den­ly rose in thun­der­ing tones:

			“As one fam­i­ly! No. I be­long to no fam­i­ly. I do not be­long to yours. I do not be­long to any fam­i­ly of men. In hous­es where peo­ple are among them­selves, I am su­per­flu­ous. There are fam­i­lies, but there is noth­ing of the sort for me. I am an un­lucky wretch; I am left out­side. Did I have a fa­ther and moth­er? I al­most doubt it. On the day when I gave that child in mar­riage, all came to an end. I have seen her hap­py, and that she is with a man whom she loves, and that there ex­ists here a kind old man, a house­hold of two an­gels, and all joys in that house, and that it was well, I said to my­self: ‘En­ter thou not.’ I could have lied, it is true, have de­ceived you all, and re­mained Mon­sieur Fauchelevent. So long as it was for her, I could lie; but now it would be for my­self, and I must not. It was suf­fi­cient for me to hold my peace, it is true, and all would go on. You ask me what has forced me to speak? a very odd thing; my con­science. To hold my peace was very easy, how­ev­er. I passed the night in try­ing to per­suade my­self to it; you ques­tioned me, and what I have just said to you is so ex­tra­or­di­nary that you have the right to do it; well, yes, I have passed the night in al­leg­ing rea­sons to my­self, and I gave my­self very good rea­sons, I have done what I could. But there are two things in which I have not suc­ceed­ed; in break­ing the thread that holds me fixed, riv­et­ed and sealed here by the heart, or in si­lenc­ing some­one who speaks soft­ly to me when I am alone. That is why I have come hith­er to tell you ev­ery­thing this morn­ing. Ev­ery­thing or near­ly ev­ery­thing. It is use­less to tell you that which con­cerns on­ly my­self; I keep that to my­self. You know the es­sen­tial points. So I have tak­en my mys­tery and have brought it to you. And I have dis­em­bow­elled my se­cret be­fore your eyes. It was not a res­o­lu­tion that was easy to take. I strug­gled all night long. Ah! you think that I did not tell my­self that this was no Champ­math­ieu af­fair, that by con­ceal­ing my name I was do­ing no one any in­jury, that the name of Fauchelevent had been giv­en to me by Fauchelevent him­self, out of grat­i­tude for a ser­vice ren­dered to him, and that I might as­sured­ly keep it, and that I should be hap­py in that cham­ber which you of­fer me, that I should not be in any­one’s way, that I should be in my own lit­tle cor­ner, and that, while you would have Cosette, I should have the idea that I was in the same house with her. Each one of us would have had his share of hap­pi­ness. If I con­tin­ued to be Mon­sieur Fauchelevent, that would ar­range ev­ery­thing. Yes, with the ex­cep­tion of my soul. There was joy ev­ery­where up­on my sur­face, but the bot­tom of my soul re­mained black. It is not enough to be hap­py, one must be con­tent. Thus I should have re­mained Mon­sieur Fauchelevent, thus I should have con­cealed my true vis­age, thus, in the pres­ence of your ex­pan­sion, I should have had an enig­ma, thus, in the midst of your full noon­day, I should have had shad­ows, thus, with­out cry­ing ‘ ’ware,’ I should have sim­ply in­tro­duced the gal­leys to your fire­side, I should have tak­en my seat at your ta­ble with the thought that if you knew who I was, you would drive me from it, I should have al­lowed my­self to be served by do­mes­tics who, had they known, would have said: ‘How hor­ri­ble!’ I should have touched you with my el­bow, which you have a right to dis­like, I should have filched your clasps of the hand! There would have ex­ist­ed in your house a di­vi­sion of re­spect be­tween ven­er­a­ble white locks and taint­ed white locks; at your most in­ti­mate hours, when all hearts thought them­selves open to the very bot­tom to all the rest, when we four were to­geth­er, your grand­fa­ther, you two and my­self, a stranger would have been present! I should have been side by side with you in your ex­is­tence, hav­ing for my on­ly care not to dis­ar­range the cov­er of my dread­ful pit. Thus, I, a dead man, should have thrust my­self up­on you who are liv­ing be­ings. I should have con­demned her to my­self for­ev­er. You and Cosette and I would have had all three of our heads in the green cap! Does it not make you shud­der? I am on­ly the most crushed of men; I should have been the most mon­strous of men. And I should have com­mit­ted that crime ev­ery day! And I should have had that face of night up­on my vis­age ev­ery day! ev­ery day! And I should have com­mu­ni­cat­ed to you a share in my taint ev­ery day! ev­ery day! to you, my dear­ly beloved, my chil­dren, to you, my in­no­cent crea­tures! Is it noth­ing to hold one’s peace? is it a sim­ple mat­ter to keep si­lence? No, it is not sim­ple. There is a si­lence which lies. And my lie, and my fraud and my in­dig­ni­ty, and my cow­ardice and my trea­son and my crime, I should have drained drop by drop, I should have spit it out, then swal­lowed it again, I should have fin­ished at mid­night and have be­gun again at mid­day, and my ‘good morn­ing’ would have lied, and my ‘good night’ would have lied, and I should have slept on it, I should have eat­en it, with my bread, and I should have looked Cosette in the face, and I should have re­spond­ed to the smile of the an­gel by the smile of the damned soul, and I should have been an abom­inable vil­lain! Why should I do it? in or­der to be hap­py. In or­der to be hap­py. Have I the right to be hap­py? I stand out­side of life, sir.”

			Jean Val­jean paused. Mar­ius lis­tened. Such chains of ideas and of an­guish­es can­not be in­ter­rupt­ed. Jean Val­jean low­ered his voice once more, but it was no longer a dull voice—it was a sin­is­ter voice.

			“You ask why I speak? I am nei­ther de­nounced, nor pur­sued, nor tracked, you say. Yes! I am de­nounced! yes! I am tracked! By whom? By my­self. It is I who bar the pas­sage to my­self, and I drag my­self, and I push my­self, and I ar­rest my­self, and I ex­e­cute my­self, and when one holds one­self, one is firm­ly held.”

			And, seiz­ing a hand­ful of his own coat by the nape of the neck and ex­tend­ing it to­wards Mar­ius:

			“Do you see that fist?” he con­tin­ued. “Don’t you think that it holds that col­lar in such a wise as not to re­lease it? Well! con­science is an­oth­er grasp! If one de­sires to be hap­py, sir, one must nev­er un­der­stand du­ty; for, as soon as one has com­pre­hend­ed it, it is im­pla­ca­ble. One would say that it pun­ished you for com­pre­hend­ing it; but no, it re­wards you; for it places you in a hell, where you feel God be­side you. One has no soon­er lac­er­at­ed his own en­trails than he is at peace with him­self.”

			And, with a poignant ac­cent, he added:

			“Mon­sieur Pont­mer­cy, this is not com­mon sense, I am an hon­est man. It is by de­grad­ing my­self in your eyes that I el­e­vate my­self in my own. This has hap­pened to me once be­fore, but it was less painful then; it was a mere noth­ing. Yes, an hon­est man. I should not be so if, through my fault, you had con­tin­ued to es­teem me; now that you de­spise me, I am so. I have that fa­tal­i­ty hang­ing over me that, not be­ing able to ev­er have any­thing but stolen con­sid­er­a­tion, that con­sid­er­a­tion hu­mil­i­ates me, and crush­es me in­ward­ly, and, in or­der that I may re­spect my­self, it is nec­es­sary that I should be de­spised. Then I straight­en up again. I am a gal­ley-slave who obeys his con­science. I know well that that is most im­prob­a­ble. But what would you have me do about it? it is the fact. I have en­tered in­to en­gage­ments with my­self; I keep them. There are en­coun­ters which bind us, there are chances which in­volve us in du­ties. You see, Mon­sieur Pont­mer­cy, var­i­ous things have hap­pened to me in the course of my life.”

			Again Jean Val­jean paused, swal­low­ing his sali­va with an ef­fort, as though his words had a bit­ter af­ter­taste, and then he went on:

			“When one has such a hor­ror hang­ing over one, one has not the right to make oth­ers share it with­out their knowl­edge, one has not the right to make them slip over one’s own precipice with­out their per­ceiv­ing it, one has not the right to let one’s red blouse drag up­on them, one has no right to sly­ly en­cum­ber with one’s mis­ery the hap­pi­ness of oth­ers. It is hideous to ap­proach those who are healthy, and to touch them in the dark with one’s ul­cer. In spite of the fact that Fauchelevent lent me his name, I have no right to use it; he could give it to me, but I could not take it. A name is an I. You see, sir, that I have thought some­what, I have read a lit­tle, al­though I am a peas­ant; and you see that I ex­press my­self prop­er­ly. I un­der­stand things. I have pro­cured my­self an ed­u­ca­tion. Well, yes, to ab­stract a name and to place one­self un­der it is dis­hon­est. Let­ters of the al­pha­bet can be filched, like a purse or a watch. To be a false sig­na­ture in flesh and blood, to be a liv­ing false key, to en­ter the house of hon­est peo­ple by pick­ing their lock, nev­er more to look straight­for­ward, to for­ev­er eye askance, to be in­fa­mous with­in the I, no! no! no! no! no! It is bet­ter to suf­fer, to bleed, to weep, to tear one’s skin from the flesh with one’s nails, to pass nights writhing in an­guish, to de­vour one­self body and soul. That is why I have just told you all this. Wan­ton­ly, as you say.”

			He drew a painful breath, and hurled this fi­nal word:

			“In days gone by, I stole a loaf of bread in or­der to live; to­day, in or­der to live, I will not steal a name.”

			“To live!” in­ter­rupt­ed Mar­ius. “You do not need that name in or­der to live?”

			“Ah! I un­der­stand the mat­ter,” said Jean Val­jean, rais­ing and low­er­ing his head sev­er­al times in suc­ces­sion.

			A si­lence en­sued. Both held their peace, each plunged in a gulf of thoughts. Mar­ius was sit­ting near a ta­ble and rest­ing the cor­ner of his mouth on one of his fin­gers, which was fold­ed back. Jean Val­jean was pac­ing to and fro. He paused be­fore a mir­ror, and re­mained mo­tion­less. Then, as though re­ply­ing to some in­ward course of rea­son­ing, he said, as he gazed at the mir­ror, which he did not see:

			“While, at present, I am re­lieved.”

			He took up his march again, and walked to the oth­er end of the draw­ing-room. At the mo­ment when he turned round, he per­ceived that Mar­ius was watch­ing his walk. Then he said, with an in­ex­press­ible in­to­na­tion:

			“I drag my leg a lit­tle. Now you un­der­stand why!”

			Then he turned ful­ly round to­wards Mar­ius:

			“And now, sir, imag­ine this: I have said noth­ing, I have re­mained Mon­sieur Fauchelevent, I have tak­en my place in your house, I am one of you, I am in my cham­ber, I come to break­fast in the morn­ing in slip­pers, in the evening all three of us go to the play, I ac­com­pa­ny Madame Pont­mer­cy to the Tu­i­leries, and to the Place Royale, we are to­geth­er, you think me your equal; one fine day you are there, and I am there, we are con­vers­ing, we are laugh­ing; all at once, you hear a voice shout­ing this name: ‘Jean Val­jean!’ and be­hold, that ter­ri­ble hand, the po­lice, darts from the dark­ness, and abrupt­ly tears off my mask!”

			Again he paused; Mar­ius had sprung to his feet with a shud­der. Jean Val­jean re­sumed:

			“What do you say to that?”

			Mar­ius’ si­lence an­swered for him.

			Jean Val­jean con­tin­ued:

			“You see that I am right in not hold­ing my peace. Be hap­py, be in heav­en, be the an­gel of an an­gel, ex­ist in the sun, be con­tent there­with, and do not trou­ble your­self about the means which a poor damned wretch takes to open his breast and force his du­ty to come forth; you have be­fore you, sir, a wretch­ed man.”

			Mar­ius slow­ly crossed the room, and, when he was quite close to Jean Val­jean, he of­fered the lat­ter his hand.

			But Mar­ius was obliged to step up and take that hand which was not of­fered, Jean Val­jean let him have his own way, and it seemed to Mar­ius that he pressed a hand of mar­ble.

			“My grand­fa­ther has friends,” said Mar­ius; “I will pro­cure your par­don.”

			“It is use­less,” replied Jean Val­jean. “I am be­lieved to be dead, and that suf­fices. The dead are not sub­ject­ed to sur­veil­lance. They are sup­posed to rot in peace. Death is the same thing as par­don.”

			And, dis­en­gag­ing the hand which Mar­ius held, he added, with a sort of in­ex­orable dig­ni­ty:

			“More­over, the friend to whom I have re­course is the do­ing of my du­ty; and I need but one par­don, that of my con­science.”

			At that mo­ment, a door at the oth­er end of the draw­ing-room opened gen­tly half­way, and in the open­ing Cosette’s head ap­peared. They saw on­ly her sweet face, her hair was in charm­ing dis­or­der, her eye­lids were still swollen with sleep. She made the move­ment of a bird, which thrusts its head out of its nest, glanced first at her hus­band, then at Jean Val­jean, and cried to them with a smile, so that they seemed to be­hold a smile at the heart of a rose:

			“I will wa­ger that you are talk­ing pol­i­tics. How stupid that is, in­stead of be­ing with me!”

			Jean Val­jean shud­dered.

			“Cosette! …” stam­mered Mar­ius.

			And he paused. One would have said that they were two crim­i­nals.

			Cosette, who was ra­di­ant, con­tin­ued to gaze at both of them. There was some­thing in her eyes like gleams of par­adise.

			“I have caught you in the very act,” said Cosette. “Just now, I heard my fa­ther Fauchelevent through the door say­ing: ‘Con­science … do­ing my du­ty …’ That is pol­i­tics, in­deed it is. I will not have it. Peo­ple should not talk pol­i­tics the very next day. It is not right.”

			“You are mis­tak­en. Cosette,” said Mar­ius, “we are talk­ing busi­ness. We are dis­cussing the best in­vest­ment of your six hun­dred thou­sand francs …”

			“That is not it at all,” in­ter­rupt­ed Cosette. “I am com­ing. Does any­body want me here?”

			And, pass­ing res­o­lute­ly through the door, she en­tered the draw­ing-room. She was dressed in a vo­lu­mi­nous white dress­ing-gown, with a thou­sand folds and large sleeves which, start­ing from the neck, fell to her feet. In the gold­en heav­ens of some an­cient goth­ic pic­tures, there are these charm­ing sacks fit to clothe the an­gels.

			She con­tem­plat­ed her­self from head to foot in a long mir­ror, then ex­claimed, in an out­burst of in­ef­fa­ble ec­sta­sy:

			“There was once a King and a Queen. Oh! how hap­py I am!”

			That said, she made a curt­sey to Mar­ius and to Jean Val­jean.

			“There,” said she, “I am go­ing to in­stall my­self near you in an easy-chair, we break­fast in half an hour, you shall say any­thing you like, I know well that men must talk, and I will be very good.”

			Mar­ius took her by the arm and said lov­ing­ly to her:

			“We are talk­ing busi­ness.”

			“By the way,” said Cosette, “I have opened my win­dow, a flock of pier­rots has ar­rived in the gar­den—Birds, not maskers. To­day is Ash-Wednes­day; but not for the birds.”

			“I tell you that we are talk­ing busi­ness, go, my lit­tle Cosette, leave us alone for a mo­ment. We are talk­ing fig­ures. That will bore you.”

			“You have a charm­ing cra­vat on this morn­ing, Mar­ius. You are very dan­di­fied, mon­seigneur. No, it will not bore me.”

			“I as­sure you that it will bore you.”

			“No. Since it is you. I shall not un­der­stand you, but I shall lis­ten to you. When one hears the voic­es of those whom one loves, one does not need to un­der­stand the words that they ut­ter. That we should be here to­geth­er—that is all that I de­sire. I shall re­main with you, bah!”

			“You are my beloved Cosette! Im­pos­si­ble.”

			“Im­pos­si­ble!”

			“Yes.”

			“Very good,” said Cosette. “I was go­ing to tell you some news. I could have told you that your grand­fa­ther is still asleep, that your aunt is at mass, that the chim­ney in my fa­ther Fauchelevent’s room smokes, that Nico­lette has sent for the chim­ney-sweep, that Tou­s­saint and Nico­lette have al­ready quar­relled, that Nico­lette makes sport of Tou­s­saint’s stam­mer. Well, you shall know noth­ing. Ah! it is im­pos­si­ble? you shall see, gen­tle­men, that I, in my turn, can say: It is im­pos­si­ble. Then who will be caught? I be­seech you, my lit­tle Mar­ius, let me stay here with you two.”

			“I swear to you, that it is in­dis­pens­able that we should be alone.”

			“Well, am I any­body?”

			Jean Val­jean had not ut­tered a sin­gle word. Cosette turned to him:

			“In the first place, fa­ther, I want you to come and em­brace me. What do you mean by not say­ing any­thing in­stead of tak­ing my part? who gave me such a fa­ther as that? You must per­ceive that my fam­i­ly life is very un­hap­py. My hus­band beats me. Come, em­brace me in­stant­ly.”

			Jean Val­jean ap­proached.

			Cosette turned to­ward Mar­ius.

			“As for you, I shall make a face at you.”

			Then she pre­sent­ed her brow to Jean Val­jean.

			Jean Val­jean ad­vanced a step to­ward her.

			Cosette re­coiled.

			“Fa­ther, you are pale. Does your arm hurt you?”

			“It is well,” said Jean Val­jean.

			“Did you sleep bad­ly?”

			“No.”

			“Are you sad?”

			“No.”

			“Em­brace me if you are well, if you sleep well, if you are con­tent, I will not scold you.”

			And again she of­fered him her brow.

			Jean Val­jean dropped a kiss up­on that brow where­on rest­ed a ce­les­tial gleam.

			“Smile.”

			Jean Val­jean obeyed. It was the smile of a spec­tre.

			“Now, de­fend me against my hus­band.”

			“Cosette! …” ejac­u­lat­ed Mar­ius.

			“Get an­gry, fa­ther. Say that I must stay. You can cer­tain­ly talk be­fore me. So you think me very sil­ly. What you say is as­ton­ish­ing! busi­ness, plac­ing mon­ey in a bank a great mat­ter tru­ly. Men make mys­ter­ies out of noth­ing. I am very pret­ty this morn­ing. Look at me, Mar­ius.”

			And with an adorable shrug of the shoul­ders, and an in­de­scrib­ably ex­quis­ite pout, she glanced at Mar­ius.

			“I love you!” said Mar­ius.

			“I adore you!” said Cosette.

			And they fell ir­re­sistibly in­to each oth­er’s arms.

			“Now,” said Cosette, ad­just­ing a fold of her dress­ing-gown, with a tri­umphant lit­tle gri­mace, “I shall stay.”

			“No, not that,” said Mar­ius, in a sup­pli­cat­ing tone. “We have to fin­ish some­thing.”

			“Still no?”

			Mar­ius as­sumed a grave tone:

			“I as­sure you, Cosette, that it is im­pos­si­ble.”

			“Ah! you put on your man’s voice, sir. That is well, I go. You, fa­ther, have not up­held me. Mon­sieur my fa­ther, mon­sieur my hus­band, you are tyrants. I shall go and tell grand­pa­pa. If you think that I am go­ing to re­turn and talk plat­i­tudes to you, you are mis­tak­en. I am proud. I shall wait for you now. You shall see, that it is you who are go­ing to be bored with­out me. I am go­ing, it is well.”

			And she left the room.

			Two sec­onds lat­er, the door opened once more, her fresh and rosy head was again thrust be­tween the two leaves, and she cried to them:

			“I am very an­gry in­deed.”

			The door closed again, and the shad­ows de­scend­ed once more.

			It was as though a ray of sun­light should have sud­den­ly tra­versed the night, with­out it­self be­ing con­scious of it.

			Mar­ius made sure that the door was se­cure­ly closed.

			“Poor Cosette!” he mur­mured, “when she finds out …”

			At that word Jean Val­jean trem­bled in ev­ery limb. He fixed on Mar­ius a be­wil­dered eye.

			“Cosette! oh yes, it is true, you are go­ing to tell Cosette about this. That is right. Stay, I had not thought of that. One has the strength for one thing, but not for an­oth­er. Sir, I con­jure you, I en­treat now, sir, give me your most sa­cred word of hon­or, that you will not tell her. Is it not enough that you should know it? I have been able to say it my­self with­out be­ing forced to it, I could have told it to the uni­verse, to the whole world—it was all one to me. But she, she does not know what it is, it would ter­ri­fy her. What, a con­vict! we should be obliged to ex­plain mat­ters to her, to say to her: ‘He is a man who has been in the gal­leys.’ She saw the chain-gang pass by one day. Oh! My God!” … He dropped in­to an arm­chair and hid his face in his hands.

			His grief was not au­di­ble, but from the quiv­er­ing of his shoul­ders it was ev­i­dent that he was weep­ing. Silent tears, ter­ri­ble tears.

			There is some­thing of suf­fo­ca­tion in the sob. He was seized with a sort of con­vul­sion, he threw him­self against the back of the chair as though to gain breath, let­ting his arms fall, and al­low­ing Mar­ius to see his face in­un­dat­ed with tears, and Mar­ius heard him mur­mur, so low that his voice seemed to is­sue from fath­om­less depths:

			“Oh! would that I could die!”

			“Be at your ease,” said Mar­ius, “I will keep your se­cret for my­self alone.”

			And, less touched, per­haps, than he ought to have been, but forced, for the last hour, to fa­mil­iar­ize him­self with some­thing as un­ex­pect­ed as it was dread­ful, grad­u­al­ly be­hold­ing the con­vict su­per­posed be­fore his very eyes, up­on M. Fauchelevent, over­come, lit­tle by lit­tle, by that lugubri­ous re­al­i­ty, and led, by the nat­u­ral in­cli­na­tion of the sit­u­a­tion, to rec­og­nize the space which had just been placed be­tween that man and him­self, Mar­ius added:

			“It is im­pos­si­ble that I should not speak a word to you with re­gard to the de­posit which you have so faith­ful­ly and hon­est­ly re­mit­ted. That is an act of pro­bity. It is just that some rec­om­pense should be be­stowed on you. Fix the sum your­self, it shall be count­ed out to you. Do not fear to set it very high.”

			“I thank you, sir,” replied Jean Val­jean, gen­tly.

			He re­mained in thought for a mo­ment, me­chan­i­cal­ly pass­ing the tip of his fore­fin­ger across his thumb­nail, then he lift­ed up his voice:

			“All is near­ly over. But one last thing re­mains for me …”

			“What is it?”

			Jean Val­jean strug­gled with what seemed a last hes­i­ta­tion, and, with­out voice, with­out breath, he stam­mered rather than said:

			“Now that you know, do you think, sir, you, who are the mas­ter, that I ought not to see Cosette any more?”

			“I think that would be bet­ter,” replied Mar­ius cold­ly.

			“I shall nev­er see her more,” mur­mured Jean Val­jean. And he di­rect­ed his steps to­wards the door.

			He laid his hand on the knob, the latch yield­ed, the door opened. Jean Val­jean pushed it open far enough to pass through, stood mo­tion­less for a sec­ond, then closed the door again and turned to Mar­ius.

			He was no longer pale, he was livid. There were no longer any tears in his eyes, but on­ly a sort of trag­ic flame. His voice had re­gained a strange com­po­sure.

			“Stay, sir,” he said. “If you will al­low it, I will come to see her. I as­sure you that I de­sire it great­ly. If I had not cared to see Cosette, I should not have made to you the con­fes­sion that I have made, I should have gone away; but, as I de­sired to re­main in the place where Cosette is, and to con­tin­ue to see her, I had to tell you about it hon­est­ly. You fol­low my rea­son­ing, do you not? it is a mat­ter eas­i­ly un­der­stood. You see, I have had her with me for more than nine years. We lived first in that hut on the boule­vard, then in the con­vent, then near the Lux­em­bourg. That was where you saw her for the first time. You re­mem­ber her blue plush hat. Then we went to the Quarti­er des In­valides, where there was a rail­ing on a gar­den, the Rue Plumet. I lived in a lit­tle back court­yard, whence I could hear her pi­ano. That was my life. We nev­er left each oth­er. That last­ed for nine years and some months. I was like her own fa­ther, and she was my child. I do not know whether you un­der­stand, Mon­sieur Pont­mer­cy, but to go away now, nev­er to see her again, nev­er to speak to her again, to no longer have any­thing, would be hard. If you do not dis­ap­prove of it, I will come to see Cosette from time to time. I will not come of­ten. I will not re­main long. You shall give or­ders that I am to be re­ceived in the lit­tle wait­ing-room. On the ground floor. I could en­ter per­fect­ly well by the back door, but that might cre­ate sur­prise per­haps, and it would be bet­ter, I think, for me to en­ter by the usu­al door. Tru­ly, sir, I should like to see a lit­tle more of Cosette. As rarely as you please. Put your­self in my place, I have noth­ing left but that. And then, we must be cau­tious. If I no longer come at all, it would pro­duce a bad ef­fect, it would be con­sid­ered sin­gu­lar. What I can do, by the way, is to come in the af­ter­noon, when night is be­gin­ning to fall.”

			“You shall come ev­ery evening,” said Mar­ius, “and Cosette will be wait­ing for you.”

			“You are kind, sir,” said Jean Val­jean.

			Mar­ius salut­ed Jean Val­jean, hap­pi­ness es­cort­ed de­spair to the door, and these two men part­ed.

		
	
		
			
				II

				The Ob­scu­ri­ties Which a Rev­e­la­tion Can Con­tain

			
			Mar­ius was quite up­set.

			The sort of es­trange­ment which he had al­ways felt to­wards the man be­side whom he had seen Cosette, was now ex­plained to him. There was some­thing enig­mat­ic about that per­son, of which his in­stinct had warned him.

			This enig­ma was the most hideous of dis­graces, the gal­leys. This M. Fauchelevent was the con­vict Jean Val­jean.

			To abrupt­ly find such a se­cret in the midst of one’s hap­pi­ness re­sem­bles the dis­cov­ery of a scor­pi­on in a nest of tur­tle­doves.

			Was the hap­pi­ness of Mar­ius and Cosette thence­forth con­demned to such a neigh­bor­hood? Was this an ac­com­plished fact? Did the ac­cep­tance of that man form a part of the mar­riage now con­sum­mat­ed? Was there noth­ing to be done?

			Had Mar­ius wed­ded the con­vict as well?

			In vain may one be crowned with light and joy, in vain may one taste the grand pur­ple hour of life, hap­py love, such shocks would force even the archangel in his ec­sta­sy, even the demigod in his glo­ry, to shud­der.

			As is al­ways the case in changes of view of this na­ture, Mar­ius asked him­self whether he had noth­ing with which to re­proach him­self. Had he been want­ing in div­ina­tion? Had he been want­ing in pru­dence? Had he in­vol­un­tar­i­ly dulled his wits? A lit­tle, per­haps. Had he en­tered up­on this love af­fair, which had end­ed in his mar­riage to Cosette, with­out tak­ing suf­fi­cient pre­cau­tions to throw light up­on the sur­round­ings? He ad­mit­ted—it is thus, by a se­ries of suc­ces­sive ad­mis­sions of our­selves in re­gard to our­selves, that life amends us, lit­tle by lit­tle—he ad­mit­ted the chimeri­cal and vi­sion­ary side of his na­ture, a sort of in­ter­nal cloud pe­cu­liar to many or­ga­ni­za­tions, and which, in parox­ysms of pas­sion and sor­row, di­lates as the tem­per­a­ture of the soul changes, and in­vades the en­tire man, to such a de­gree as to ren­der him noth­ing more than a con­science bathed in a mist. We have more than once in­di­cat­ed this char­ac­ter­is­tic el­e­ment of Mar­ius’ in­di­vid­u­al­i­ty.

			He re­called that, in the in­tox­i­ca­tion of his love, in the Rue Plumet, dur­ing those six or sev­en ec­stat­ic weeks, he had not even spo­ken to Cosette of that dra­ma in the Gor­beau hov­el, where the vic­tim had tak­en up such a sin­gu­lar line of si­lence dur­ing the strug­gle and the en­su­ing flight. How had it hap­pened that he had not men­tioned this to Cosette? Yet it was so near and so ter­ri­ble! How had it come to pass that he had not even named the Thé­nardiers, and, par­tic­u­lar­ly, on the day when he had en­coun­tered Épo­nine? He now found it al­most dif­fi­cult to ex­plain his si­lence of that time. Nev­er­the­less, he could ac­count for it. He re­called his be­numbed state, his in­tox­i­ca­tion with Cosette, love ab­sorb­ing ev­ery­thing, that catch­ing away of each oth­er in­to the ide­al, and per­haps al­so, like the im­per­cep­ti­ble quan­ti­ty of rea­son min­gled with this vi­o­lent and charm­ing state of the soul, a vague, dull in­stinct im­pelling him to con­ceal and abol­ish in his mem­o­ry that re­doubtable ad­ven­ture, con­tact with which he dread­ed, in which he did not wish to play any part, his agen­cy in which he had kept se­cret, and in which he could be nei­ther nar­ra­tor nor wit­ness with­out be­ing an ac­cus­er.

			More­over, these few weeks had been a flash of light­ning; there had been no time for any­thing ex­cept love.

			In short, hav­ing weighed ev­ery­thing, turned ev­ery­thing over in his mind, ex­am­ined ev­ery­thing, what­ev­er might have been the con­se­quences if he had told Cosette about the Gor­beau am­bush, even if he had dis­cov­ered that Jean Val­jean was a con­vict, would that have changed him, Mar­ius? Would that have changed her, Cosette? Would he have drawn back? Would he have adored her any the less? Would he have re­frained from mar­ry­ing her? No. Then there was noth­ing to re­gret, noth­ing with which he need re­proach him­self. All was well. There is a de­ity for those drunk­en men who are called lovers. Mar­ius blind, had fol­lowed the path which he would have cho­sen had he been in full pos­ses­sion of his sight. Love had ban­daged his eyes, in or­der to lead him whith­er? To par­adise.

			But this par­adise was hence­forth com­pli­cat­ed with an in­fer­nal ac­com­pa­ni­ment.

			Mar­ius’ an­cient es­trange­ment to­wards this man, to­wards this Fauchelevent who had turned in­to Jean Val­jean, was at present min­gled with hor­ror.

			In this hor­ror, let us state, there was some pity, and even a cer­tain sur­prise.

			This thief, this thief guilty of a sec­ond of­fence, had re­stored that de­posit. And what a de­posit! Six hun­dred thou­sand francs.

			He alone was in the se­cret of that de­posit. He might have kept it all, he had re­stored it all.

			More­over, he had him­self re­vealed his sit­u­a­tion. Noth­ing forced him to this. If any­one learned who he was, it was through him­self. In this avow­al there was some­thing more than ac­cep­tance of hu­mil­i­a­tion, there was ac­cep­tance of per­il. For a con­demned man, a mask is not a mask, it is a shel­ter. A false name is se­cu­ri­ty, and he had re­ject­ed that false name. He, the gal­ley-slave, might have hid­den him­self for­ev­er in an hon­est fam­i­ly; he had with­stood this temp­ta­tion. And with what mo­tive? Through a con­sci­en­tious scru­ple. He him­self ex­plained this with the ir­re­sistible ac­cents of truth. In short, what­ev­er this Jean Val­jean might be, he was, un­doubt­ed­ly, a con­science which was awak­en­ing. There ex­ist­ed some mys­te­ri­ous re­ha­bil­i­ta­tion which had be­gun; and, to all ap­pear­ances, scru­ples had for a long time al­ready con­trolled this man. Such fits of jus­tice and good­ness are not char­ac­ter­is­tic of vul­gar na­tures. An awak­en­ing of con­science is grandeur of soul.

			Jean Val­jean was sin­cere. This sin­cer­i­ty, vis­i­ble, pal­pa­ble, ir­refragable, ev­i­dent from the very grief that it caused him, ren­dered in­quiries use­less, and con­ferred au­thor­i­ty on all that that man had said.

			Here, for Mar­ius, there was a strange re­ver­sal of sit­u­a­tions. What breathed from M. Fauchelevent? dis­trust. What did Jean Val­jean in­spire? con­fi­dence.

			In the mys­te­ri­ous bal­ance of this Jean Val­jean which the pen­sive Mar­ius struck, he ad­mit­ted the ac­tive prin­ci­ple, he ad­mit­ted the pas­sive prin­ci­ple, and he tried to reach a bal­ance.

			But all this went on as in a storm. Mar­ius, while en­deav­or­ing to form a clear idea of this man, and while pur­su­ing Jean Val­jean, so to speak, in the depths of his thought, lost him and found him again in a fa­tal mist.

			The de­posit hon­est­ly re­stored, the pro­bity of the con­fes­sion—these were good. This pro­duced a light­en­ing of the cloud, then the cloud be­came black once more.

			Trou­bled as were Mar­ius’ mem­o­ries, a shad­ow of them re­turned to him.

			Af­ter all, what was that ad­ven­ture in the Jon­drette at­tic? Why had that man tak­en to flight on the ar­rival of the po­lice, in­stead of en­ter­ing a com­plaint?

			Here Mar­ius found the an­swer. Be­cause that man was a fugi­tive from jus­tice, who had bro­ken his ban.

			An­oth­er ques­tion: Why had that man come to the bar­ri­cade?

			For Mar­ius now once more dis­tinct­ly be­held that rec­ol­lec­tion which had reap­peared in his emo­tions like sym­pa­thet­ic ink at the ap­pli­ca­tion of heat. This man had been in the bar­ri­cade. He had not fought there. What had he come there for? In the pres­ence of this ques­tion a spec­tre sprang up and replied: “Javert.”

			Mar­ius re­called per­fect­ly now that fu­ne­re­al sight of Jean Val­jean drag­ging the pin­ioned Javert out of the bar­ri­cade, and he still heard be­hind the cor­ner of the lit­tle Rue Mondé­tour that fright­ful pis­tol shot. Ob­vi­ous­ly, there was ha­tred be­tween that po­lice spy and the gal­ley-slave. The one was in the oth­er’s way. Jean Val­jean had gone to the bar­ri­cade for the pur­pose of re­veng­ing him­self. He had ar­rived late. He prob­a­bly knew that Javert was a pris­on­er there. The Cor­si­can vendet­ta has pen­e­trat­ed to cer­tain low­er stra­ta and has be­come the law there; it is so sim­ple that it does not as­ton­ish souls which are but half turned to­wards good; and those hearts are so con­sti­tut­ed that a crim­i­nal, who is in the path of re­pen­tance, may be scrupu­lous in the mat­ter of theft and un­scrupu­lous in the mat­ter of vengeance. Jean Val­jean had killed Javert. At least, that seemed to be ev­i­dent.

			This was the fi­nal ques­tion, to be sure; but to this there was no re­ply. This ques­tion Mar­ius felt like pin­cers. How had it come to pass that Jean Val­jean’s ex­is­tence had el­bowed that of Cosette for so long a pe­ri­od?

			What melan­choly sport of Prov­i­dence was that which had placed that child in con­tact with that man? Are there then chains for two which are forged on high? and does God take plea­sure in cou­pling the an­gel with the de­mon? So a crime and an in­no­cence can be room­mates in the mys­te­ri­ous gal­leys of wretched­ness? In that de­fil­ing of con­demned per­sons which is called hu­man des­tiny, can two brows pass side by side, the one in­gen­u­ous, the oth­er for­mi­da­ble, the one all bathed in the di­vine white­ness of dawn, the oth­er for­ev­er blem­ished by the flash of an eter­nal light­ning? Who could have ar­ranged that in­ex­pli­ca­ble pair­ing off? In what man­ner, in con­se­quence of what prodi­gy, had any com­mu­ni­ty of life been es­tab­lished be­tween this ce­les­tial lit­tle crea­ture and that old crim­i­nal?

			Who could have bound the lamb to the wolf, and, what was still more in­com­pre­hen­si­ble, have at­tached the wolf to the lamb? For the wolf loved the lamb, for the fierce crea­ture adored the fee­ble one, for, dur­ing the space of nine years, the an­gel had had the mon­ster as her point of sup­port. Cosette’s child­hood and girl­hood, her ad­vent in the day­light, her vir­ginal growth to­wards life and light, had been shel­tered by that hideous de­vo­tion. Here ques­tions ex­fo­li­at­ed, so to speak, in­to in­nu­mer­able enig­mas, abysses yawned at the bot­toms of abysses, and Mar­ius could no longer bend over Jean Val­jean with­out be­com­ing dizzy. What was this man-precipice?

			The old sym­bols of Gen­e­sis are eter­nal; in hu­man so­ci­ety, such as it now ex­ists, and un­til a broad­er day shall ef­fect a change in it, there will al­ways be two men, the one su­pe­ri­or, the oth­er sub­ter­ranean; the one which is ac­cord­ing to good is Abel; the oth­er which is ac­cord­ing to evil is Cain. What was this ten­der Cain? What was this ruf­fi­an re­li­gious­ly ab­sorbed in the ado­ra­tion of a vir­gin, watch­ing over her, rear­ing her, guard­ing her, dig­ni­fy­ing her, and en­velop­ing her, im­pure as he was him­self, with pu­ri­ty?

			What was that cesspool which had ven­er­at­ed that in­no­cence to such a point as not to leave up­on it a sin­gle spot? What was this Jean Val­jean ed­u­cat­ing Cosette? What was this fig­ure of the shad­ows which had for its on­ly ob­ject the preser­va­tion of the ris­ing of a star from ev­ery shad­ow and from ev­ery cloud?

			That was Jean Val­jean’s se­cret; that was al­so God’s se­cret.

			In the pres­ence of this dou­ble se­cret, Mar­ius re­coiled. The one, in some sort, re­as­sured him as to the oth­er. God was as vis­i­ble in this af­fair as was Jean Val­jean. God has his in­stru­ments. He makes use of the tool which he wills. He is not re­spon­si­ble to men. Do we know how God sets about the work? Jean Val­jean had la­bored over Cosette. He had, to some ex­tent, made that soul. That was in­con­testable. Well, what then? The work­man was hor­ri­ble; but the work was ad­mirable. God pro­duces his mir­a­cles as seems good to him. He had con­struct­ed that charm­ing Cosette, and he had em­ployed Jean Val­jean. It had pleased him to choose this strange col­lab­o­ra­tor for him­self. What ac­count have we to de­mand of him? Is this the first time that the dung-heap has aid­ed the spring to cre­ate the rose?

			Mar­ius made him­self these replies, and de­clared to him­self that they were good. He had not dared to press Jean Val­jean on all the points which we have just in­di­cat­ed, but he did not con­fess to him­self that he did not dare to do it. He adored Cosette, he pos­sessed Cosette, Cosette was splen­did­ly pure. That was suf­fi­cient for him. What en­light­en­ment did he need? Cosette was a light. Does light re­quire en­light­en­ment? He had ev­ery­thing; what more could he de­sire? All—is not that enough? Jean Val­jean’s per­son­al af­fairs did not con­cern him.

			And bend­ing over the fa­tal shad­ow of that man, he clung fast, con­vul­sive­ly, to the solemn dec­la­ra­tion of that un­hap­py wretch: “I am noth­ing to Cosette. Ten years ago I did not know that she was in ex­is­tence.”

			Jean Val­jean was a passer­by. He had said so him­self. Well, he had passed. What­ev­er he was, his part was fin­ished.

			Hence­forth, there re­mained Mar­ius to ful­fil the part of Prov­i­dence to Cosette. Cosette had sought the azure in a per­son like her­self, in her lover, her hus­band, her ce­les­tial male. Cosette, as she took her flight, winged and trans­fig­ured, left be­hind her on the earth her hideous and emp­ty chrysalis, Jean Val­jean.

			In what­ev­er cir­cle of ideas Mar­ius re­volved, he al­ways re­turned to a cer­tain hor­ror for Jean Val­jean. A sa­cred hor­ror, per­haps, for, as we have just point­ed out, he felt a quid di­v­inum in that man. But do what he would, and seek what ex­ten­u­a­tion he would, he was cer­tain­ly forced to fall back up­on this: the man was a con­vict; that is to say, a be­ing who has not even a place in the so­cial lad­der, since he is low­er than the very low­est rung. Af­ter the very last of men comes the con­vict. The con­vict is no longer, so to speak, in the sem­blance of the liv­ing. The law has de­prived him of the en­tire quan­ti­ty of hu­man­i­ty of which it can de­prive a man.

			Mar­ius, on pe­nal ques­tions, still held to the in­ex­orable sys­tem, though he was a demo­crat and he en­ter­tained all the ideas of the law on the sub­ject of those whom the law strikes. He had not yet ac­com­plished all progress, we ad­mit. He had not yet come to dis­tin­guish be­tween that which is writ­ten by man and that which is writ­ten by God, be­tween law and right. He had not ex­am­ined and weighed the right which man takes to dis­pose of the ir­rev­o­ca­ble and the ir­repara­ble. He was not shocked by the word vin­dicte. He found it quite sim­ple that cer­tain breach­es of the writ­ten law should be fol­lowed by eter­nal suf­fer­ing, and he ac­cept­ed, as the process of civ­i­liza­tion, so­cial damna­tion. He still stood at this point, though safe to ad­vance in­fal­li­bly lat­er on, since his na­ture was good, and, at bot­tom, whol­ly formed of la­tent progress.

			In this stage of his ideas, Jean Val­jean ap­peared to him hideous and re­pul­sive. He was a man re­proved, he was the con­vict. That word was for him like the sound of the trump on the Day of Judg­ment; and, af­ter hav­ing re­flect­ed up­on Jean Val­jean for a long time, his fi­nal ges­ture had been to turn away his head. Vade retro.

			Mar­ius, if we must rec­og­nize and even in­sist up­on the fact, while in­ter­ro­gat­ing Jean Val­jean to such a point that Jean Val­jean had said: “You are con­fess­ing me,” had not, nev­er­the­less, put to him two or three de­ci­sive ques­tions.

			It was not that they had not pre­sent­ed them­selves to his mind, but that he had been afraid of them. The Jon­drette at­tic? The bar­ri­cade? Javert? Who knows where these rev­e­la­tions would have stopped? Jean Val­jean did not seem like a man who would draw back, and who knows whether Mar­ius, af­ter hav­ing urged him on, would not have him­self de­sired to hold him back?

			Has it not hap­pened to all of us, in cer­tain supreme con­junc­tures, to stop our ears in or­der that we may not hear the re­ply, af­ter we have asked a ques­tion? It is es­pe­cial­ly when one loves that one gives way to these ex­hi­bi­tions of cow­ardice. It is not wise to ques­tion sin­is­ter sit­u­a­tions to the last point, par­tic­u­lar­ly when the in­dis­sol­u­ble side of our life is fa­tal­ly in­ter­min­gled with them. What a ter­ri­ble light might have pro­ceed­ed from the de­spair­ing ex­pla­na­tions of Jean Val­jean, and who knows whether that hideous glare would not have dart­ed forth as far as Cosette? Who knows whether a sort of in­fer­nal glow would not have lin­gered be­hind it on the brow of that an­gel? The spat­ter­ing of a light­ning-flash is of the thun­der al­so. Fa­tal­i­ty has points of junc­ture where in­no­cence it­self is stamped with crime by the gloomy law of the re­flec­tions which give col­or. The purest fig­ures may for­ev­er pre­serve the re­flec­tion of a hor­ri­ble as­so­ci­a­tion. Right­ly or wrong­ly, Mar­ius had been afraid. He al­ready knew too much. He sought to dull his sens­es rather than to gain fur­ther light.

			In dis­may he bore off Cosette in his arms and shut his eyes to Jean Val­jean.

			That man was the night, the liv­ing and hor­ri­ble night. How should he dare to seek the bot­tom of it? It is a ter­ri­ble thing to in­ter­ro­gate the shad­ow. Who knows what its re­ply will be? The dawn may be black­ened for­ev­er by it.

			In this state of mind the thought that that man would, hence­forth, come in­to any con­tact what­ev­er with Cosette was a heartrend­ing per­plex­i­ty to Mar­ius.

			He now al­most re­proached him­self for not hav­ing put those for­mi­da­ble ques­tions, be­fore which he had re­coiled, and from which an im­pla­ca­ble and de­fin­i­tive de­ci­sion might have sprung. He felt that he was too good, too gen­tle, too weak, if we must say the word. This weak­ness had led him to an im­pru­dent con­ces­sion. He had al­lowed him­self to be touched. He had been in the wrong. He ought to have sim­ply and pure­ly re­ject­ed Jean Val­jean. Jean Val­jean played the part of fire, and that is what he should have done, and have freed his house from that man.

			He was vexed with him­self, he was an­gry with that whirl­wind of emo­tions which had deaf­ened, blind­ed, and car­ried him away. He was dis­pleased with him­self.

			What was he to do now? Jean Val­jean’s vis­its were pro­found­ly re­pug­nant to him. What was the use in hav­ing that man in his house? What did the man want? Here, he be­came dis­mayed, he did not wish to dig down, he did not wish to pen­e­trate deeply; he did not wish to sound him­self. He had promised, he had al­lowed him­self to be drawn in­to a prom­ise; Jean Val­jean held his prom­ise; one must keep one’s word even to a con­vict, above all to a con­vict. Still, his first du­ty was to Cosette. In short, he was car­ried away by the re­pug­nance which dom­i­nat­ed him.

			Mar­ius turned over all this con­fu­sion of ideas in his mind, pass­ing from one to the oth­er, and moved by all of them. Hence arose a pro­found trou­ble.

			It was not easy for him to hide this trou­ble from Cosette, but love is a tal­ent, and Mar­ius suc­ceed­ed in do­ing it.

			How­ev­er, with­out any ap­par­ent ob­ject, he ques­tioned Cosette, who was as can­did as a dove is white and who sus­pect­ed noth­ing; he talked of her child­hood and her youth, and he be­came more and more con­vinced that that con­vict had been ev­ery­thing good, pa­ter­nal and re­spectable that a man can be to­wards Cosette. All that Mar­ius had caught a glimpse of and had sur­mised was re­al. That sin­is­ter net­tle had loved and pro­tect­ed that lily.
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				Fad­ing Away of the Twi­light

			
		
	
		
			
				I

				The Low­er Cham­ber

			
			On the fol­low­ing day, at night­fall, Jean Val­jean knocked at the car­riage gate of the Gillenor­mand house. It was Basque who re­ceived him. Basque was in the court­yard at the ap­point­ed hour, as though he had re­ceived his or­ders. It some­times hap­pens that one says to a ser­vant: “You will watch for Mr. So-and-So, when he ar­rives.”

			Basque ad­dressed Jean Val­jean with­out wait­ing for the lat­ter to ap­proach him:

			“Mon­sieur le Baron has charged me to in­quire whether mon­sieur de­sires to go up­stairs or to re­main be­low?”

			“I will re­main be­low,” replied Jean Val­jean.

			Basque, who was per­fect­ly re­spect­ful, opened the door of the wait­ing-room and said:

			“I will go and in­form Madame.”

			The room which Jean Val­jean en­tered was a damp, vault­ed room on the ground floor, which served as a cel­lar on oc­ca­sion, which opened on the street, was paved with red squares and was bad­ly light­ed by a grat­ed win­dow.

			This cham­ber was not one of those which are ha­rassed by the feath­er-duster, the pope’s head brush, and the broom. The dust rest­ed tran­quil­ly there. Per­se­cu­tion of the spi­ders was not or­ga­nized there. A fine web, which spread far and wide, and was very black and or­na­ment­ed with dead flies, formed a wheel on one of the win­dow­panes. The room, which was small and low-ceiled, was fur­nished with a heap of emp­ty bot­tles piled up in one cor­ner.

			The wall, which was daubed with an ochre yel­low wash, was scal­ing off in large flakes. At one end there was a chim­ney­p­iece paint­ed in black with a nar­row shelf. A fire was burn­ing there; which in­di­cat­ed that Jean Val­jean’s re­ply: “I will re­main be­low,” had been fore­seen.

			Two arm­chairs were placed at the two cor­ners of the fire­place. Be­tween the chairs an old bed­side rug, which dis­played more foun­da­tion thread than wool, had been spread by way of a car­pet.

			The cham­ber was light­ed by the fire on the hearth and the twi­light fall­ing through the win­dow.

			Jean Val­jean was fa­tigued. For days he had nei­ther eat­en nor slept. He threw him­self in­to one of the arm­chairs.

			Basque re­turned, set a light­ed can­dle on the chim­ney­p­iece and re­tired. Jean Val­jean, his head droop­ing and his chin rest­ing on his breast, per­ceived nei­ther Basque nor the can­dle.

			All at once, he drew him­self up with a start. Cosette was stand­ing be­side him.

			He had not seen her en­ter, but he had felt that she was there.

			He turned round. He gazed at her. She was adorably love­ly. But what he was con­tem­plat­ing with that pro­found gaze was not her beau­ty but her soul.

			“Well,” ex­claimed Cosette, “fa­ther, I knew that you were pe­cu­liar, but I nev­er should have ex­pect­ed this. What an idea! Mar­ius told me that you wish me to re­ceive you here.”

			“Yes, it is my wish.”

			“I ex­pect­ed that re­ply. Good. I warn you that I am go­ing to make a scene for you. Let us be­gin at the be­gin­ning. Em­brace me, fa­ther.”

			And she of­fered him her cheek.

			Jean Val­jean re­mained mo­tion­less.

			“You do not stir. I take note of it. At­ti­tude of guilt. But nev­er mind, I par­don you. Je­sus Christ said: Of­fer the oth­er cheek. Here it is.”

			And she pre­sent­ed her oth­er cheek.

			Jean Val­jean did not move. It seemed as though his feet were nailed to the pave­ment.

			“This is be­com­ing se­ri­ous,” said Cosette. “What have I done to you? I de­clare that I am per­plexed. You owe me repa­ra­tion. You will dine with us.”

			“I have dined.”

			“That is not true. I will get M. Gillenor­mand to scold you. Grand­fa­thers are made to rep­ri­mand fa­thers. Come. Go up­stairs with me to the draw­ing-room. Im­me­di­ate­ly.”

			“Im­pos­si­ble.”

			Here Cosette lost ground a lit­tle. She ceased to com­mand and passed to ques­tion­ing.

			“But why? and you choose the ugli­est cham­ber in the house in which to see me. It’s hor­ri­ble here.”

			“Thou know­est …”

			Jean Val­jean caught him­self up.

			“You know, madame, that I am pe­cu­liar, I have my freaks.”

			Cosette struck her tiny hands to­geth­er.

			“Madame! … You know! … more nov­el­ties! What is the mean­ing of this?”

			Jean Val­jean di­rect­ed up­on her that heartrend­ing smile to which he oc­ca­sion­al­ly had re­course:

			“You wished to be Madame. You are so.”

			“Not for you, fa­ther.”

			“Do not call me fa­ther.”

			“What?”

			“Call me ‘Mon­sieur Jean.’ ‘Jean,’ if you like.”

			“You are no longer my fa­ther? I am no longer Cosette? ‘Mon­sieur Jean’? What does this mean? why, these are rev­o­lu­tions, aren’t they? what has tak­en place? come, look me in the face. And you won’t live with us! And you won’t have my cham­ber! What have I done to you? Has any­thing hap­pened?”

			“Noth­ing.”

			“Well then?”

			“Ev­ery­thing is as usu­al.”

			“Why do you change your name?”

			“You have changed yours, sure­ly.”

			He smiled again with the same smile as be­fore and added:

			“Since you are Madame Pont­mer­cy, I cer­tain­ly can be Mon­sieur Jean.”

			“I don’t un­der­stand any­thing about it. All this is id­i­ot­ic. I shall ask per­mis­sion of my hus­band for you to be ‘Mon­sieur Jean.’ I hope that he will not con­sent to it. You cause me a great deal of pain. One does have freaks, but one does not cause one’s lit­tle Cosette grief. That is wrong. You have no right to be wicked, you who are so good.”

			He made no re­ply.

			She seized his hands with vi­vac­i­ty, and rais­ing them to her face with an ir­re­sistible move­ment, she pressed them against her neck be­neath her chin, which is a ges­ture of pro­found ten­der­ness.

			“Oh!” she said to him, “be good!”

			And she went on:

			“This is what I call be­ing good: be­ing nice and com­ing and liv­ing here—there are birds here as there are in the Rue Plumet—liv­ing with us, quit­ting that hole of a Rue de l’Homme Ar­mé, not giv­ing us rid­dles to guess, be­ing like all the rest of the world, din­ing with us, break­fast­ing with us, be­ing my fa­ther.”

			He loosed her hands.

			“You no longer need a fa­ther, you have a hus­band.”

			Cosette be­came an­gry.

			“I no longer need a fa­ther! One re­al­ly does not know what to say to things like that, which are not com­mon sense!”

			“If Tou­s­saint were here,” re­sumed Jean Val­jean, like a per­son who is driv­en to seek au­thor­i­ties, and who clutch­es at ev­ery branch, “she would be the first to agree that it is true that I have al­ways had ways of my own. There is noth­ing new in this. I al­ways have loved my black cor­ner.”

			“But it is cold here. One can­not see dis­tinct­ly. It is abom­inable, that it is, to wish to be Mon­sieur Jean! I will not have you say ‘you’ to me.

			“Just now, as I was com­ing hith­er,” replied Jean Val­jean, “I saw a piece of fur­ni­ture in the Rue Saint Louis. It was at a cab­i­net­mak­er’s. If I were a pret­ty wom­an, I would treat my­self to that bit of fur­ni­ture. A very neat toi­let ta­ble in the reign­ing style. What you call rose­wood, I think. It is in­laid. The mir­ror is quite large. There are draw­ers. It is pret­ty.”

			“Hou! the vil­lain­ous bear!” replied Cosette.

			And with supreme grace, set­ting her teeth and draw­ing back her lips, she blew at Jean Val­jean. She was a Grace copy­ing a cat.

			“I am fu­ri­ous,” she re­sumed. “Ev­er since yes­ter­day, you have made me rage, all of you. I am great­ly vexed. I don’t un­der­stand. You do not de­fend me against Mar­ius. Mar­ius will not up­hold me against you. I am all alone. I ar­range a cham­ber pret­ti­ly. If I could have put the good God there I would have done it. My cham­ber is left on my hands. My lodger sends me in­to bank­rupt­cy. I or­der a nice lit­tle din­ner of Nico­lette. We will have noth­ing to do with your din­ner, Madame. And my fa­ther Fauchelevent wants me to call him ‘Mon­sieur Jean,’ and to re­ceive him in a fright­ful, old, ug­ly cel­lar, where the walls have beards, and where the crys­tal con­sists of emp­ty bot­tles, and the cur­tains are of spi­ders’ webs! You are sin­gu­lar, I ad­mit, that is your style, but peo­ple who get mar­ried are grant­ed a truce. You ought not to have be­gun be­ing sin­gu­lar again in­stant­ly. So you are go­ing to be per­fect­ly con­tent­ed in your abom­inable Rue de l’Homme Ar­mé. I was very des­per­ate in­deed there, that I was. What have you against me? You cause me a great deal of grief. Fi!”

			And, be­com­ing sud­den­ly se­ri­ous, she gazed in­tent­ly at Jean Val­jean and added:

			“Are you an­gry with me be­cause I am hap­py?”

			In­gen­u­ous­ness some­times un­con­scious­ly pen­e­trates deep. This ques­tion, which was sim­ple for Cosette, was pro­found for Jean Val­jean. Cosette had meant to scratch, and she lac­er­at­ed.

			Jean Val­jean turned pale.

			He re­mained for a mo­ment with­out re­ply­ing, then, with an in­ex­press­ible in­to­na­tion, and speak­ing to him­self, he mur­mured:

			“Her hap­pi­ness was the ob­ject of my life. Now God may sign my dis­missal. Cosette, thou art hap­py; my day is over.”

			“Ah, you have said ‘thou’ to me!” ex­claimed Cosette.

			And she sprang to his neck.

			Jean Val­jean, in be­wil­der­ment, strained her wild­ly to his breast. It al­most seemed to him as though he were tak­ing her back.

			“Thanks, fa­ther!” said Cosette.

			This en­thu­si­as­tic im­pulse was on the point of be­com­ing poignant for Jean Val­jean. He gen­tly re­moved Cosette’s arms, and took his hat.

			“Well?” said Cosette.

			“I leave you, Madame, they are wait­ing for you.”

			And, from the thresh­old, he added:

			“I have said ‘thou’ to you. Tell your hus­band that this shall not hap­pen again. Par­don me.”

			Jean Val­jean quit­ted the room, leav­ing Cosette stu­pe­fied at this enig­mat­i­cal farewell.

		
	
		
			
				II

				An­oth­er Step Back­wards

			
			On the fol­low­ing day, at the same hour, Jean Val­jean came.

			Cosette asked him no ques­tions, was no longer as­ton­ished, no longer ex­claimed that she was cold, no longer spoke of the draw­ing-room, she avoid­ed say­ing ei­ther “fa­ther” or “Mon­sieur Jean.” She al­lowed her­self to be ad­dressed as “you.” She al­lowed her­self to be called Madame. On­ly, her joy had un­der­gone a cer­tain diminu­tion. She would have been sad, if sad­ness had been pos­si­ble to her.

			It is prob­a­ble that she had had with Mar­ius one of those con­ver­sa­tions in which the beloved man says what he pleas­es, ex­plains noth­ing, and sat­is­fies the beloved wom­an. The cu­rios­i­ty of lovers does not ex­tend very far be­yond their own love.

			The low­er room had made a lit­tle toi­let. Basque had sup­pressed the bot­tles, and Nico­lette the spi­ders.

			All the days which fol­lowed brought Jean Val­jean at the same hour. He came ev­ery day, be­cause he had not the strength to take Mar­ius’ words oth­er­wise than lit­er­al­ly. Mar­ius ar­ranged mat­ters so as to be ab­sent at the hours when Jean Val­jean came. The house grew ac­cus­tomed to the nov­el ways of M. Fauchelevent. Tou­s­saint helped in this di­rec­tion: “Mon­sieur has al­ways been like that,” she re­peat­ed. The grand­fa­ther is­sued this de­cree:—“He’s an orig­i­nal.” And all was said. More­over, at the age of nine­ty-six, no bond is any longer pos­si­ble, all is mere­ly jux­ta­po­si­tion; a new­com­er is in the way. There is no longer any room; all habits are ac­quired. M. Fauchelevent, M. Tranchelevent, Fa­ther Gillenor­mand asked noth­ing bet­ter than to be re­lieved from “that gen­tle­man.” He added:—“Noth­ing is more com­mon than those orig­i­nals. They do all sorts of queer things. They have no rea­son. The Mar­quis de Canaples was still worse. He bought a palace that he might lodge in the gar­ret. These are fan­tas­tic ap­pear­ances that peo­ple af­fect.”

			No one caught a glimpse of the sin­is­ter foun­da­tion. And more­over, who could have guessed such a thing? There are marsh­es of this de­scrip­tion in In­dia. The wa­ter seems ex­tra­or­di­nary, in­ex­pli­ca­ble, rip­pling though there is no wind, and ag­i­tat­ed where it should be calm. One gazes at the sur­face of these cause­less ebul­li­tions; one does not per­ceive the hy­dra which crawls on the bot­tom.

			Many men have a se­cret mon­ster in this same man­ner, a drag­on which gnaws them, a de­spair which in­hab­its their night. Such a man re­sem­bles oth­er men, he goes and comes. No one knows that he bears with­in him a fright­ful par­a­sitic pain with a thou­sand teeth, which lives with­in the un­hap­py man, and of which he is dy­ing. No one knows that this man is a gulf. He is stag­nant but deep. From time to time, a trou­ble of which the on­look­er un­der­stands noth­ing ap­pears on his sur­face. A mys­te­ri­ous wrin­kle is formed, then van­ish­es, then reap­pears; an air-bub­ble ris­es and bursts. It is the breath­ing of the un­known beast.

			Cer­tain strange habits: ar­riv­ing at the hour when oth­er peo­ple are tak­ing their leave, keep­ing in the back­ground when oth­er peo­ple are dis­play­ing them­selves, pre­serv­ing on all oc­ca­sions what may be des­ig­nat­ed as the wall-col­ored man­tle, seek­ing the soli­tary walk, pre­fer­ring the de­sert­ed street, avoid­ing any share in con­ver­sa­tion, avoid­ing crowds and fes­ti­vals, seem­ing at one’s ease and liv­ing poor­ly, hav­ing one’s key in one’s pock­et, and one’s can­dle at the porter’s lodge, how­ev­er rich one may be, en­ter­ing by the side door, as­cend­ing the pri­vate stair­case—all these in­signif­i­cant sin­gu­lar­i­ties, fugi­tive folds on the sur­face, of­ten pro­ceed from a for­mi­da­ble foun­da­tion.

			Many weeks passed in this man­ner. A new life grad­u­al­ly took pos­ses­sion of Cosette: the re­la­tions which mar­riage cre­ates, vis­its, the care of the house, plea­sures, great mat­ters. Cosette’s plea­sures were not cost­ly, they con­sist­ed in one thing: be­ing with Mar­ius. The great oc­cu­pa­tion of her life was to go out with him, to re­main with him. It was for them a joy that was al­ways fresh, to go out arm in arm, in the face of the sun, in the open street, with­out hid­ing them­selves, be­fore the whole world, both of them com­plete­ly alone.

			Cosette had one vex­a­tion. Tou­s­saint could not get on with Nico­lette, the sol­der­ing of two el­der­ly maids be­ing im­pos­si­ble, and she went away. The grand­fa­ther was well; Mar­ius ar­gued a case here and there; Aunt Gillenor­mand peace­ful­ly led that life aside which suf­ficed for her, be­side the new house­hold. Jean Val­jean came ev­ery day.

			The ad­dress as “thou” dis­ap­peared, the “you,” the “Madame,” the “Mon­sieur Jean,” ren­dered him an­oth­er per­son to Cosette. The care which he had him­self tak­en to de­tach her from him was suc­ceed­ing. She be­came more and more gay and less and less ten­der. Yet she still loved him sin­cere­ly, and he felt it.

			One day she said to him sud­den­ly: “You used to be my fa­ther, you are no longer my fa­ther, you were my un­cle, you are no longer my un­cle, you were Mon­sieur Fauchelevent, you are Jean. Who are you then? I don’t like all this. If I did not know how good you are, I should be afraid of you.”

			He still lived in the Rue de l’Homme Ar­mé, be­cause he could not make up his mind to re­move to a dis­tance from the quar­ter where Cosette dwelt.

			At first, he on­ly re­mained a few min­utes with Cosette, and then went away.

			Lit­tle by lit­tle he ac­quired the habit of mak­ing his vis­its less brief. One would have said that he was tak­ing ad­van­tage of the au­tho­riza­tion of the days which were length­en­ing, he ar­rived ear­li­er and de­part­ed lat­er.

			One day Cosette chanced to say “fa­ther” to him. A flash of joy il­lu­mi­nat­ed Jean Val­jean’s melan­choly old coun­te­nance. He caught her up: “Say Jean.”—“Ah! tru­ly,” she replied with a burst of laugh­ter, “Mon­sieur Jean.”—“That is right,” said he. And he turned aside so that she might not see him wipe his eyes.

		
	
		
			
				III

				They Re­call the Gar­den of the Rue Plumet

			
			This was the last time. Af­ter that last flash of light, com­plete ex­tinc­tion en­sued. No more fa­mil­iar­i­ty, no more good morn­ing with a kiss, nev­er more that word so pro­found­ly sweet: “My fa­ther!” He was at his own re­quest and through his own com­plic­i­ty driv­en out of all his hap­pi­ness­es one af­ter the oth­er; and he had this sor­row, that af­ter hav­ing lost Cosette whol­ly in one day, he was af­ter­wards obliged to lose her again in de­tail.

			The eye even­tu­al­ly be­comes ac­cus­tomed to the light of a cel­lar. In short, it suf­ficed for him to have an ap­pari­tion of Cosette ev­ery day. His whole life was con­cen­trat­ed in that one hour.

			He seat­ed him­self close to her, he gazed at her in si­lence, or he talked to her of years gone by, of her child­hood, of the con­vent, of her lit­tle friends of those by­gone days.

			One af­ter­noon—it was on one of those ear­ly days in April, al­ready warm and fresh, the mo­ment of the sun’s great gayety, the gar­dens which sur­round­ed the win­dows of Mar­ius and Cosette felt the emo­tion of wak­ing, the hawthorn was on the point of bud­ding, a jew­elled gar­ni­ture of gillyflow­ers spread over the an­cient walls, snap­drag­ons yawned through the crevices of the stones, amid the grass there was a charm­ing be­gin­ning of daisies, and but­ter­cups, the white but­ter­flies of the year were mak­ing their first ap­pear­ance, the wind, that min­strel of the eter­nal wed­ding, was try­ing in the trees the first notes of that grand, au­ro­ral sym­pho­ny which the old po­ets called the springtide—Mar­ius said to Cosette:—“We said that we would go back to take a look at our gar­den in the Rue Plumet. Let us go thith­er. We must not be un­grate­ful.”—And away they flit­ted, like two swal­lows to­wards the spring. This gar­den of the Rue Plumet pro­duced on them the ef­fect of the dawn. They al­ready had be­hind them in life some­thing which was like the spring­time of their love. The house in the Rue Plumet be­ing held on a lease, still be­longed to Cosette. They went to that gar­den and that house. There they found them­selves again, there they for­got them­selves. That evening, at the usu­al hour, Jean Val­jean came to the Rue des Filles-du-Cal­vaire.—“Madame went out with Mon­sieur and has not yet re­turned,” Basque said to him. He seat­ed him­self in si­lence, and wait­ed an hour. Cosette did not re­turn. He de­part­ed with droop­ing head.

			Cosette was so in­tox­i­cat­ed with her walk to “their gar­den,” and so joy­ous at hav­ing “lived a whole day in her past,” that she talked of noth­ing else on the mor­row. She did not no­tice that she had not seen Jean Val­jean.

			“In what way did you go thith­er?” Jean Val­jean asked her.

			“On foot.”

			“And how did you re­turn?”

			“In a hack­ney car­riage.”

			For some time, Jean Val­jean had no­ticed the eco­nom­i­cal life led by the young peo­ple. He was trou­bled by it. Mar­ius’ econ­o­my was se­vere, and that word had its ab­so­lute mean­ing for Jean Val­jean. He haz­ard­ed a query:

			“Why do you not have a car­riage of your own? A pret­ty coupé would on­ly cost you five hun­dred francs a month. You are rich.”

			“I don’t know,” replied Cosette.

			“It is like Tou­s­saint,” re­sumed Jean Val­jean. “She is gone. You have not re­placed her. Why?”

			“Nico­lette suf­fices.”

			“But you ought to have a maid.”

			“Have I not Mar­ius?”

			“You ought to have a house of your own, your own ser­vants, a car­riage, a box at the the­atre. There is noth­ing too fine for you. Why not prof­it by your rich­es? Wealth adds to hap­pi­ness.”

			Cosette made no re­ply.

			Jean Val­jean’s vis­its were not abridged. Far from it. When it is the heart which is slip­ping, one does not halt on the down­ward slope.

			When Jean Val­jean wished to pro­long his vis­it and to in­duce for­get­ful­ness of the hour, he sang the prais­es of Mar­ius; he pro­nounced him hand­some, no­ble, coura­geous, wit­ty, elo­quent, good. Cosette out­did him. Jean Val­jean be­gan again. They were nev­er weary. Mar­ius—that word was in­ex­haustible; those six let­ters con­tained vol­umes. In this man­ner, Jean Val­jean con­trived to re­main a long time.

			It was so sweet to see Cosette, to for­get by her side! It al­le­vi­at­ed his wounds. It fre­quent­ly hap­pened that Basque came twice to an­nounce: “M. Gillenor­mand sends me to re­mind Madame la Baronne that din­ner is served.”

			On those days, Jean Val­jean was very thought­ful on his re­turn home.

			Was there, then, any truth in that com­par­i­son of the chrysalis which had pre­sent­ed it­self to the mind of Mar­ius? Was Jean Val­jean re­al­ly a chrysalis who would per­sist, and who would come to vis­it his but­ter­fly?

			One day he re­mained still longer than usu­al. On the fol­low­ing day he ob­served that there was no fire on the hearth.—“Hel­lo!” he thought. “No fire.”—And he fur­nished the ex­pla­na­tion for him­self.—“It is per­fect­ly sim­ple. It is April. The cold weath­er has ceased.”

			“Heav­ens! how cold it is here!” ex­claimed Cosette when she en­tered.

			“Why, no,” said Jean Val­jean.

			“Was it you who told Basque not to make a fire then?”

			“Yes, since we are now in the month of May.”

			“But we have a fire un­til June. One is need­ed all the year in this cel­lar.”

			“I thought that a fire was un­nec­es­sary.”

			“That is ex­act­ly like one of your ideas!” re­tort­ed Cosette.

			On the fol­low­ing day there was a fire. But the two arm­chairs were ar­ranged at the oth­er end of the room near the door. “—What is the mean­ing of this?” thought Jean Val­jean.

			He went for the arm­chairs and re­stored them to their or­di­nary place near the hearth.

			This fire light­ed once more en­cour­aged him, how­ev­er. He pro­longed the con­ver­sa­tion even be­yond its cus­tom­ary lim­its. As he rose to take his leave, Cosette said to him:

			“My hus­band said a queer thing to me yes­ter­day.”

			“What was it?”

			“He said to me: ‘Cosette, we have an in­come of thir­ty thou­sand livres. Twen­ty-sev­en that you own, and three that my grand­fa­ther gives me.’ I replied: ‘That makes thir­ty.’ He went on: ‘Would you have the courage to live on the three thou­sand?’ I an­swered: ‘Yes, on noth­ing. Pro­vid­ed that it was with you.’ And then I asked: ‘Why do you say that to me?’ He replied: ‘I want­ed to know.’ ”

			Jean Val­jean found not a word to an­swer. Cosette prob­a­bly ex­pect­ed some ex­pla­na­tion from him; he lis­tened in gloomy si­lence. He went back to the Rue de l’Homme Ar­mé; he was so deeply ab­sorbed that he mis­took the door and in­stead of en­ter­ing his own house, he en­tered the ad­join­ing dwelling. It was on­ly af­ter hav­ing as­cend­ed near­ly two sto­ries that he per­ceived his er­ror and went down again.

			His mind was swarm­ing with con­jec­tures. It was ev­i­dent that Mar­ius had his doubts as to the ori­gin of the six hun­dred thou­sand francs, that he feared some source that was not pure, who knows? that he had even, per­haps, dis­cov­ered that the mon­ey came from him, Jean Val­jean, that he hes­i­tat­ed be­fore this sus­pi­cious for­tune, and was dis­in­clined to take it as his own—pre­fer­ring that both he and Cosette should re­main poor, rather than that they should be rich with wealth that was not clean.

			More­over, Jean Val­jean be­gan vague­ly to sur­mise that he was be­ing shown the door.

			On the fol­low­ing day, he un­der­went some­thing like a shock on en­ter­ing the ground-floor room. The arm­chairs had dis­ap­peared. There was not a sin­gle chair of any sort.

			“Ah, what’s this!” ex­claimed Cosette as she en­tered, “no chairs! Where are the arm­chairs?”

			“They are no longer here,” replied Jean Val­jean.

			“This is too much!”

			Jean Val­jean stam­mered:

			“It was I who told Basque to re­move them.”

			“And your rea­son?”

			“I have on­ly a few min­utes to stay to­day.”

			“A brief stay is no rea­son for re­main­ing stand­ing.”

			“I think that Basque need­ed the chairs for the draw­ing-room.”

			“Why?”

			“You have com­pa­ny this evening, no doubt.”

			“We ex­pect no one.”

			Jean Val­jean had not an­oth­er word to say.

			Cosette shrugged her shoul­ders.

			“To have the chairs car­ried off! The oth­er day you had the fire put out. How odd you are!”

			“Adieu!” mur­mured Jean Val­jean.

			He did not say: “Adieu, Cosette.” But he had not the strength to say: “Adieu, Madame.”

			He went away ut­ter­ly over­whelmed.

			This time he had un­der­stood.

			On the fol­low­ing day he did not come. Cosette on­ly ob­served the fact in the evening.

			“Why,” said she, “Mon­sieur Jean has not been here to­day.”

			And she felt a slight twinge at her heart, but she hard­ly per­ceived it, be­ing im­me­di­ate­ly di­vert­ed by a kiss from Mar­ius.

			On the fol­low­ing day he did not come.

			Cosette paid no heed to this, passed her evening and slept well that night, as usu­al, and thought of it on­ly when she woke. She was so hap­py! She speed­i­ly despatched Nico­lette to M. Jean’s house to in­quire whether he were ill, and why he had not come on the pre­vi­ous evening. Nico­lette brought back the re­ply of M. Jean that he was not ill. He was busy. He would come soon. As soon as he was able. More­over, he was on the point of tak­ing a lit­tle jour­ney. Madame must re­mem­ber that it was his cus­tom to take trips from time to time. They were not to wor­ry about him. They were not to think of him.

			Nico­lette on en­ter­ing M. Jean’s had re­peat­ed to him her mis­tress’ very words. That Madame had sent her to in­quire why M. Jean had not come on the pre­ced­ing evening.—“It is two days since I have been there,” said Jean Val­jean gen­tly.

			But the re­mark passed un­no­ticed by Nico­lette, who did not re­port it to Cosette.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				At­trac­tion and Ex­tinc­tion

			
			Dur­ing the last months of spring and the first months of sum­mer in 1833, the rare passers­by in the Marais, the pet­ty shop­keep­ers, the loungers on thresh­olds, no­ticed an old man neat­ly clad in black, who emerged ev­ery day at the same hour, to­wards night­fall, from the Rue de l’Homme Ar­mé, on the side of the Rue Sainte-Croix-de-la-Bre­ton­ner­ie, passed in front of the Blancs Man­teaux, gained the Rue Cul­ture-Sainte-Cather­ine, and, on ar­riv­ing at the Rue de l’Écharpe, turned to the left, and en­tered the Rue Saint-Louis.

			There he walked at a slow pace, with his head strained for­ward, see­ing noth­ing, hear­ing noth­ing, his eye im­mov­ably fixed on a point which seemed to be a star to him, which nev­er var­ied, and which was no oth­er than the cor­ner of the Rue des Filles-du-Cal­vaire. The near­er he ap­proached the cor­ner of the street the more his eye light­ed up; a sort of joy il­lu­mi­nat­ed his pupils like an in­ward au­ro­ra, he had a fas­ci­nat­ed and much af­fect­ed air, his lips in­dulged in ob­scure move­ments, as though he were talk­ing to some­one whom he did not see, he smiled vague­ly and ad­vanced as slow­ly as pos­si­ble. One would have said that, while de­sirous of reach­ing his des­ti­na­tion, he feared the mo­ment when he should be close at hand. When on­ly a few hous­es re­mained be­tween him and that street which ap­peared to at­tract him his pace slack­ened, to such a de­gree that, at times, one might have thought that he was no longer ad­vanc­ing at all. The vac­il­la­tion of his head and the fix­i­ty of his eye­balls sug­gest­ed the thought of the mag­net­ic nee­dle seek­ing the pole. What­ev­er time he spent on ar­riv­ing, he was obliged to ar­rive at last; he reached the Rue des Filles-du-Cal­vaire; then he halt­ed, he trem­bled, he thrust his head with a sort of melan­choly timid­i­ty round the cor­ner of the last house, and gazed in­to that street, and there was in that trag­ic look some­thing which re­sem­bled the daz­zling light of the im­pos­si­ble, and the re­flec­tion from a par­adise that was closed to him. Then a tear, which had slow­ly gath­ered in the cor­ner of his lids, and had be­come large enough to fall, trick­led down his cheek, and some­times stopped at his mouth. The old man tast­ed its bit­ter fla­vor. Thus he re­mained for sev­er­al min­utes as though made of stone, then he re­turned by the same road and with the same step, and, in pro­por­tion as he re­treat­ed, his glance died out.

			Lit­tle by lit­tle, this old man ceased to go as far as the cor­ner of the Rue des Filles-du-Cal­vaire; he halt­ed half­way in the Rue Saint-Louis; some­times a lit­tle fur­ther off, some­times a lit­tle near­er.

			One day he stopped at the cor­ner of the Rue Cul­ture-Sainte-Cather­ine and looked at the Rue des Filles-du-Cal­vaire from a dis­tance. Then he shook his head slow­ly from right to left, as though re­fus­ing him­self some­thing, and re­traced his steps.

			Soon he no longer came as far as the Rue Saint-Louis. He got as far as the Rue Pavée, shook his head and turned back; then he went no fur­ther than the Rue des Trois-Pavil­lons; then he did not over­step the Blancs-Man­teaux. One would have said that he was a pen­du­lum which was no longer wound up, and whose os­cil­la­tions were grow­ing short­er be­fore ceas­ing al­to­geth­er.

			Ev­ery day he emerged from his house at the same hour, he un­der­took the same trip, but he no longer com­plet­ed it, and, per­haps with­out him­self be­ing aware of the fact, he con­stant­ly short­ened it. His whole coun­te­nance ex­pressed this sin­gle idea: What is the use?—His eye was dim; no more ra­di­ance. His tears were al­so ex­haust­ed; they no longer col­lect­ed in the cor­ner of his eye­lid; that thought­ful eye was dry. The old man’s head was still craned for­ward; his chin moved at times; the folds in his gaunt neck were painful to be­hold. Some­times, when the weath­er was bad, he had an um­brel­la un­der his arm, but he nev­er opened it.

			The good wom­en of the quar­ter said: “He is an in­no­cent.” The chil­dren fol­lowed him and laughed.
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				Supreme Shad­ow, Supreme Dawn

			
		
	
		
			
				I

				Pity for the Un­hap­py, but In­dul­gence for the Hap­py

			
			It is a ter­ri­ble thing to be hap­py! How con­tent one is! How all-suf­fi­cient one finds it! How, be­ing in pos­ses­sion of the false ob­ject of life, hap­pi­ness, one for­gets the true ob­ject, du­ty!

			Let us say, how­ev­er, that the read­er would do wrong were he to blame Mar­ius.

			Mar­ius, as we have ex­plained, be­fore his mar­riage, had put no ques­tions to M. Fauchelevent, and, since that time, he had feared to put any to Jean Val­jean. He had re­gret­ted the prom­ise in­to which he had al­lowed him­self to be drawn. He had of­ten said to him­self that he had done wrong in mak­ing that con­ces­sion to de­spair. He had con­fined him­self to grad­u­al­ly es­trang­ing Jean Val­jean from his house and to ef­fac­ing him, as much as pos­si­ble, from Cosette’s mind. He had, in a man­ner, al­ways placed him­self be­tween Cosette and Jean Val­jean, sure that, in this way, she would not per­ceive nor think of the lat­ter. It was more than ef­face­ment, it was an eclipse.

			Mar­ius did what he con­sid­ered nec­es­sary and just. He thought that he had se­ri­ous rea­sons which the read­er has al­ready seen, and oth­ers which will be seen lat­er on, for get­ting rid of Jean Val­jean with­out harsh­ness, but with­out weak­ness.

			Chance hav­ing or­dained that he should en­counter, in a case which he had ar­gued, a for­mer em­ploy­ee of the Laf­fitte es­tab­lish­ment, he had ac­quired mys­te­ri­ous in­for­ma­tion, with­out seek­ing it, which he had not been able, it is true, to probe, out of re­spect for the se­cret which he had promised to guard, and out of con­sid­er­a­tion for Jean Val­jean’s per­ilous po­si­tion. He be­lieved at that mo­ment that he had a grave du­ty to per­form: the resti­tu­tion of the six hun­dred thou­sand francs to some­one whom he sought with all pos­si­ble dis­cre­tion. In the mean­while, he ab­stained from touch­ing that mon­ey.

			As for Cosette, she had not been ini­ti­at­ed in­to any of these se­crets; but it would be harsh to con­demn her al­so.

			There ex­ist­ed be­tween Mar­ius and her an all-pow­er­ful mag­netism, which caused her to do, in­stinc­tive­ly and al­most me­chan­i­cal­ly, what Mar­ius wished. She was con­scious of Mar­ius’ will in the di­rec­tion of “Mon­sieur Jean,” she con­formed to it. Her hus­band had not been obliged to say any­thing to her; she yield­ed to the vague but clear pres­sure of his tac­it in­ten­tions, and obeyed blind­ly. Her obe­di­ence in this in­stance con­sist­ed in not re­mem­ber­ing what Mar­ius for­got. She was not obliged to make any ef­fort to ac­com­plish this. With­out her know­ing why her­self, and with­out his hav­ing any cause to ac­cuse her of it, her soul had be­come so whol­ly her hus­band’s that that which was shroud­ed in gloom in Mar­ius’ mind be­came over­cast in hers.

			Let us not go too far, how­ev­er; in what con­cerns Jean Val­jean, this for­get­ful­ness and oblit­er­a­tion were mere­ly su­per­fi­cial. She was rather heed­less than for­get­ful. At bot­tom, she was sin­cere­ly at­tached to the man whom she had so long called her fa­ther; but she loved her hus­band still more dear­ly. This was what had some­what dis­turbed the bal­ance of her heart, which leaned to one side on­ly.

			It some­times hap­pened that Cosette spoke of Jean Val­jean and ex­pressed her sur­prise. Then Mar­ius calmed her: “He is ab­sent, I think. Did not he say that he was set­ting out on a jour­ney?”—“That is true,” thought Cosette. “He had a habit of dis­ap­pear­ing in this fash­ion. But not for so long.” Two or three times she despatched Nico­lette to in­quire in the Rue de l’Homme Ar­mé whether M. Jean had re­turned from his jour­ney. Jean Val­jean caused the an­swer “no” to be giv­en.

			Cosette asked noth­ing more, since she had but one need on earth, Mar­ius.

			Let us al­so say that, on their side, Cosette and Mar­ius had al­so been ab­sent. They had been to Ver­non. Mar­ius had tak­en Cosette to his fa­ther’s grave.

			Mar­ius grad­u­al­ly won Cosette away from Jean Val­jean. Cosette al­lowed it.

			More­over that which is called, far too harsh­ly in cer­tain cas­es, the in­grat­i­tude of chil­dren, is not al­ways a thing so de­serv­ing of re­proach as it is sup­posed. It is the in­grat­i­tude of na­ture. Na­ture, as we have else­where said, “looks be­fore her.” Na­ture di­vides liv­ing be­ings in­to those who are ar­riv­ing and those who are de­part­ing. Those who are de­part­ing are turned to­wards the shad­ows, those who are ar­riv­ing to­wards the light. Hence a gulf which is fa­tal on the part of the old, and in­vol­un­tary on the part of the young. This breach, at first in­sen­si­ble, in­creas­es slow­ly, like all sep­a­ra­tions of branch­es. The boughs, with­out be­com­ing de­tached from the trunk, grow away from it. It is no fault of theirs. Youth goes where there is joy, fes­ti­vals, vivid lights, love. Old age goes to­wards the end. They do not lose sight of each oth­er, but there is no longer a close con­nec­tion. Young peo­ple feel the cool­ing off of life; old peo­ple, that of the tomb. Let us not blame these poor chil­dren.

		
	
		
			
				II

				Last Flick­er­ings of a Lamp With­out Oil

			
			One day, Jean Val­jean de­scend­ed his stair­case, took three steps in the street, seat­ed him­self on a post, on that same stone post where Gavroche had found him med­i­tat­ing on the night be­tween the 5th and the 6th of June; he re­mained there a few mo­ments, then went up­stairs again. This was the last os­cil­la­tion of the pen­du­lum. On the fol­low­ing day he did not leave his apart­ment. On the day af­ter that, he did not leave his bed.

			His portress, who pre­pared his scanty repasts, a few cab­bages or pota­toes with ba­con, glanced at the brown earth­en­ware plate and ex­claimed:

			“But you ate noth­ing yes­ter­day, poor, dear man!”

			“Cer­tain­ly I did,” replied Jean Val­jean.

			“The plate is quite full.”

			“Look at the wa­ter jug. It is emp­ty.”

			“That proves that you have drunk; it does not prove that you have eat­en.”

			“Well,” said Jean Val­jean, “what if I felt hun­gry on­ly for wa­ter?”

			“That is called thirst, and, when one does not eat at the same time, it is called fever.”

			“I will eat to­mor­row.”

			“Or at Trin­i­ty day. Why not to­day? Is it the thing to say: ‘I will eat to­mor­row’? The idea of leav­ing my plat­ter with­out even touch­ing it! My la­dyfin­ger pota­toes were so good!”

			Jean Val­jean took the old wom­an’s hand:

			“I prom­ise you that I will eat them,” he said, in his benev­o­lent voice.

			“I am not pleased with you,” replied the portress.

			Jean Val­jean saw no oth­er hu­man crea­ture than this good wom­an. There are streets in Paris through which no one ev­er pass­es, and hous­es to which no one ev­er comes. He was in one of those streets and one of those hous­es.

			While he still went out, he had pur­chased of a cop­per­smith, for a few sous, a lit­tle cop­per cru­ci­fix which he had hung up on a nail op­po­site his bed. That gib­bet is al­ways good to look at.

			A week passed, and Jean Val­jean had not tak­en a step in his room. He still re­mained in bed. The portress said to her hus­band:—“The good man up­stairs yon­der does not get up, he no longer eats, he will not last long. That man has his sor­rows, that he has. You won’t get it out of my head that his daugh­ter has made a bad mar­riage.”

			The porter replied, with the tone of mar­i­tal sovereign­ty:

			“If he’s rich, let him have a doc­tor. If he is not rich, let him go with­out. If he has no doc­tor he will die.”

			“And if he has one?”

			“He will die,” said the porter.

			The portress set to scrap­ing away the grass from what she called her pave­ment, with an old knife, and, as she tore out the blades, she grum­bled:

			“It’s a shame. Such a neat old man! He’s as white as a chick­en.”

			She caught sight of the doc­tor of the quar­ter as he passed the end of the street; she took it up­on her­self to re­quest him to come up­stairs.

			“It’s on the sec­ond floor,” said she. “You have on­ly to en­ter. As the good man no longer stirs from his bed, the door is al­ways un­locked.”

			The doc­tor saw Jean Val­jean and spoke with him.

			When he came down again the portress in­ter­ro­gat­ed him:

			“Well, doc­tor?”

			“Your sick man is very ill in­deed.”

			“What is the mat­ter with him?”

			“Ev­ery­thing and noth­ing. He is a man who, to all ap­pear­ances, has lost some per­son who is dear to him. Peo­ple die of that.”

			“What did he say to you?”

			“He told me that he was in good health.”

			“Shall you come again, doc­tor?”

			“Yes,” replied the doc­tor. “But some­one else be­sides must come.”

		
	
		
			
				III

				A Pen Is Heavy to the Man Who Lift­ed the Fauchelevent’s Cart

			
			One evening Jean Val­jean found dif­fi­cul­ty in rais­ing him­self on his el­bow; he felt of his wrist and could not find his pulse; his breath was short and halt­ed at times; he rec­og­nized the fact that he was weak­er than he had ev­er been be­fore. Then, no doubt un­der the pres­sure of some supreme pre­oc­cu­pa­tion, he made an ef­fort, drew him­self up in­to a sit­ting pos­ture and dressed him­self. He put on his old work­ing­man’s clothes. As he no longer went out, he had re­turned to them and pre­ferred them. He was obliged to pause many times while dress­ing him­self; mere­ly putting his arms through his waist­coat made the per­spi­ra­tion trick­le from his fore­head.

			Since he had been alone, he had placed his bed in the an­techam­ber, in or­der to in­hab­it that de­sert­ed apart­ment as lit­tle as pos­si­ble.

			He opened the valise and drew from it Cosette’s out­fit.

			He spread it out on his bed.

			The Bish­op’s can­dle­sticks were in their place on the chim­ney­p­iece. He took from a draw­er two wax can­dles and put them in the can­dle­sticks. Then, al­though it was still broad day­light—it was sum­mer—he light­ed them. In the same way can­dles are to be seen light­ed in broad day­light in cham­bers where there is a corpse.

			Ev­ery step that he took in go­ing from one piece of fur­ni­ture to an­oth­er ex­haust­ed him, and he was obliged to sit down. It was not or­di­nary fa­tigue which ex­pends the strength on­ly to re­new it; it was the rem­nant of all move­ment pos­si­ble to him, it was life drained which flows away drop by drop in over­whelm­ing ef­forts and which will nev­er be re­newed.

			The chair in­to which he al­lowed him­self to fall was placed in front of that mir­ror, so fa­tal for him, so prov­i­den­tial for Mar­ius, in which he had read Cosette’s re­versed writ­ing on the blot­ting book. He caught sight of him­self in this mir­ror, and did not rec­og­nize him­self. He was eighty years old; be­fore Mar­ius’ mar­riage, he would have hard­ly been tak­en for fifty; that year had count­ed for thir­ty. What he bore on his brow was no longer the wrin­kles of age, it was the mys­te­ri­ous mark of death. The hol­low­ing of that piti­less nail could be felt there. His cheeks were pen­du­lous; the skin of his face had the col­or which would lead one to think that it al­ready had earth up­on it; the cor­ners of his mouth drooped as in the mask which the an­cients sculp­tured on tombs. He gazed in­to space with an air of re­proach; one would have said that he was one of those grand trag­ic be­ings who have cause to com­plain of some­one.

			He was in that con­di­tion, the last phase of de­jec­tion, in which sor­row no longer flows; it is co­ag­u­lat­ed, so to speak; there is some­thing on the soul like a clot of de­spair.

			Night had come. He la­bo­ri­ous­ly dragged a ta­ble and the old arm­chair to the fire­side, and placed up­on the ta­ble a pen, some ink and some pa­per.

			That done, he had a faint­ing fit. When he re­cov­ered con­scious­ness, he was thirsty. As he could not lift the jug, he tipped it over painful­ly to­wards his mouth, and swal­lowed a draught.

			As nei­ther the pen nor the ink had been used for a long time, the point of the pen had curled up, the ink had dried away, he was forced to rise and put a few drops of wa­ter in the ink, which he did not ac­com­plish with­out paus­ing and sit­ting down two or three times, and he was com­pelled to write with the back of the pen. He wiped his brow from time to time.

			Then he turned to­wards the bed, and, still seat­ed, for he could not stand, he gazed at the lit­tle black gown and all those beloved ob­jects.

			These con­tem­pla­tions last­ed for hours which seemed min­utes.

			All at once he shiv­ered, he felt that a child was tak­ing pos­ses­sion of him; he rest­ed his el­bows on the ta­ble, which was il­lu­mi­nat­ed by the Bish­op’s can­dles and took up the pen. His hand trem­bled. He wrote slow­ly the few fol­low­ing lines:

			“Cosette, I bless thee. I am go­ing to ex­plain to thee. Thy hus­band was right in giv­ing me to un­der­stand that I ought to go away; but there is a lit­tle er­ror in what he be­lieved, though he was in the right. He is ex­cel­lent. Love him well even af­ter I am dead. Mon­sieur Pont­mer­cy, love my dar­ling child well. Cosette, this pa­per will be found; this is what I wish to say to thee, thou wilt see the fig­ures, if I have the strength to re­call them, lis­ten well, this mon­ey is re­al­ly thine. Here is the whole mat­ter: White jet comes from Nor­way, black jet comes from Eng­land, black glass jew­ellery comes from Ger­many. Jet is the light­est, the most pre­cious, the most cost­ly. Im­i­ta­tions can be made in France as well as in Ger­many. What is need­ed is a lit­tle anvil two inch­es square, and a lamp burn­ing spir­its of wine to soft­en the wax. The wax was for­mer­ly made with resin and lamp­black, and cost four livres the pound. I in­vent­ed a way of mak­ing it with gum shel­lac and tur­pen­tine. It does not cost more than thir­ty sous, and is much bet­ter. Buck­les are made with a vi­o­let glass which is stuck fast, by means of this wax, to a lit­tle frame­work of black iron. The glass must be vi­o­let for iron jew­ellery, and black for gold jew­ellery. Spain buys a great deal of it. It is the coun­try of jet …”

			Here he paused, the pen fell from his fin­gers, he was seized by one of those sobs which at times welled up from the very depths of his be­ing; the poor man clasped his head in both hands, and med­i­tat­ed.

			“Oh!” he ex­claimed with­in him­self [lam­en­ta­ble cries, heard by God alone], “all is over. I shall nev­er see her more. She is a smile which passed over me. I am about to plunge in­to the night with­out even see­ing her again. Oh! one minute, one in­stant, to hear her voice, to touch her dress, to gaze up­on her, up­on her, the an­gel! and then to die! It is noth­ing to die, what is fright­ful is to die with­out see­ing her. She would smile on me, she would say a word to me, would that do any harm to any­one? No, all is over, and for­ev­er. Here I am all alone. My God! My God! I shall nev­er see her again!” At that mo­ment there came a knock at the door.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				A Bot­tle of Ink Which On­ly Suc­ceed­ed in Whiten­ing

			
			That same day, or to speak more ac­cu­rate­ly, that same evening, as Mar­ius left the ta­ble, and was on the point of with­draw­ing to his study, hav­ing a case to look over, Basque hand­ed him a let­ter say­ing: “The per­son who wrote the let­ter is in the an­techam­ber.”

			Cosette had tak­en the grand­fa­ther’s arm and was strolling in the gar­den.

			A let­ter, like a man, may have an un­pre­pos­sess­ing ex­te­ri­or. Coarse pa­per, coarse­ly fold­ed—the very sight of cer­tain mis­sives is dis­pleas­ing.

			The let­ter which Basque had brought was of this sort.

			Mar­ius took it. It smelled of to­bac­co. Noth­ing evokes a mem­o­ry like an odor. Mar­ius rec­og­nized that to­bac­co. He looked at the su­per­scrip­tion: “To Mon­sieur, Mon­sieur le Baron Pom­mer­ci. At his ho­tel.” The recog­ni­tion of the to­bac­co caused him to rec­og­nize the writ­ing as well. It may be said that amaze­ment has its light­ning flash­es.

			Mar­ius was, as it were, il­lu­mi­nat­ed by one of these flash­es.

			The sense of smell, that mys­te­ri­ous aid to mem­o­ry, had just re­vived a whole world with­in him. This was cer­tain­ly the pa­per, the fash­ion of fold­ing, the dull tint of ink; it was cer­tain­ly the well-known hand­writ­ing, es­pe­cial­ly was it the same to­bac­co.

			The Jon­drette gar­ret rose be­fore his mind.

			Thus, strange freak of chance! one of the two scents which he had so dili­gent­ly sought, the one in con­nec­tion with which he had late­ly again ex­ert­ed so many ef­forts and which he sup­posed to be for­ev­er lost, had come and pre­sent­ed it­self to him of its own ac­cord.

			He ea­ger­ly broke the seal, and read:

			
				Mon­sieur le Baron:—

				If the Supreme Be­ing had giv­en me the tal­ents, I might have been baron Thé­nard, mem­ber of the In­sti­tute,113 but I am not. I on­ly bear the same as him, hap­py if this mem­o­ry rec­om­mends me to the ec­cel­lence of your kind­ness­es. The ben­e­fit with which you will hon­or me will be re­cipro­cle. I am in pos­ses­sion of a se­cret con­cern­ing an in­di­vid­u­al. This in­di­vid­u­al con­cerns you. I hold the se­cret at your dis­pos­al de­sir­ing to have the hon­or to be huse­ful to you. I will fur­nish you with the sim­ple means of driv­ing from your hon­or­a­bel fam­i­ly that in­di­vid­u­al who has no right there, madame la baronne be­ing of lofty birth. The sanc­tu­ary of virtue can­not co­hab­it longer with crime with­out ab­di­cat­ing.

				I awate in the en­ticham­ber the or­ders of mon­sieur le baron.

				With re­spect.

			

			The let­ter was signed “Thé­nard.”

			This sig­na­ture was not false. It was mere­ly a tri­fle abridged.

			More­over, the rig­ma­role and the or­thog­ra­phy com­plet­ed the rev­e­la­tion. The cer­tifi­cate of ori­gin was com­plete.

			Mar­ius’ emo­tion was pro­found. Af­ter a start of sur­prise, he un­der­went a feel­ing of hap­pi­ness. If he could now but find that oth­er man of whom he was in search, the man who had saved him, Mar­ius, there would be noth­ing left for him to de­sire.

			He opened the draw­er of his sec­re­tary, took out sev­er­al ban­knotes, put them in his pock­et, closed the sec­re­tary again, and rang the bell. Basque half opened the door.

			“Show the man in,” said Mar­ius.

			Basque an­nounced:

			“Mon­sieur Thé­nard.”

			A man en­tered.

			A fresh sur­prise for Mar­ius. The man who en­tered was an ut­ter stranger to him.

			This man, who was old, more­over, had a thick nose, his chin swathed in a cra­vat, green spec­ta­cles with a dou­ble screen of green taffe­ta over his eyes, and his hair was plas­tered and flat­tened down on his brow on a lev­el with his eye­brows like the wigs of Eng­lish coach­men in “high life.” His hair was gray. He was dressed in black from head to foot, in gar­ments that were very thread­bare but clean; a bunch of seals de­pend­ing from his fob sug­gest­ed the idea of a watch. He held in his hand an old hat! He walked in a bent at­ti­tude, and the curve in his spine aug­ment­ed the pro­fun­di­ty of his bow.

			The first thing that struck the ob­serv­er was, that this per­son­age’s coat, which was too am­ple al­though care­ful­ly but­toned, had not been made for him.

			Here a short di­gres­sion be­comes nec­es­sary.

			There was in Paris at that epoch, in a low-lived old lodg­ing in the Rue Beautreil­lis, near the Ar­se­nal, an in­ge­nious Jew whose pro­fes­sion was to change vil­lains in­to hon­est men. Not for too long, which might have proved em­bar­rass­ing for the vil­lain. The change was on sight, for a day or two, at the rate of thir­ty sous a day, by means of a cos­tume which re­sem­bled the hon­esty of the world in gen­er­al as near­ly as pos­si­ble. This cos­tumer was called “the Chang­er;” the pick­pock­ets of Paris had giv­en him this name and knew him by no oth­er. He had a tol­er­a­bly com­plete wardrobe. The rags with which he tricked out peo­ple were al­most prob­a­ble. He had spe­cial­ties and cat­e­gories; on each nail of his shop hung a so­cial sta­tus, thread­bare and worn; here the suit of a mag­is­trate, there the out­fit of a Curé, be­yond the out­fit of a banker, in one cor­ner the cos­tume of a re­tired mil­i­tary man, else­where the ha­bil­i­ments of a man of let­ters, and fur­ther on the dress of a states­man.

			This crea­ture was the cos­tumer of the im­mense dra­ma which knav­ery plays in Paris. His lair was the green­room whence theft emerged, and in­to which roguery re­treat­ed. A tat­tered knave ar­rived at this dress­ing-room, de­posit­ed his thir­ty sous and se­lect­ed, ac­cord­ing to the part which he wished to play, the cos­tume which suit­ed him, and on de­scend­ing the stairs once more, the knave was a some­body. On the fol­low­ing day, the clothes were faith­ful­ly re­turned, and the Chang­er, who trust­ed the thieves with ev­ery­thing, was nev­er robbed. There was one in­con­ve­nience about these clothes, they “did not fit;” not hav­ing been made for those who wore them, they were too tight for one, too loose for an­oth­er and did not ad­just them­selves to any­one. Ev­ery pick­pock­et who ex­ceed­ed or fell short of the hu­man av­er­age was ill at his ease in the Chang­er’s cos­tumes. It was nec­es­sary that one should not be ei­ther too fat or too lean. The Chang­er had fore­seen on­ly or­di­nary men. He had tak­en the mea­sure of the species from the first ras­cal who came to hand, who is nei­ther stout nor thin, nei­ther tall nor short. Hence adap­ta­tions which were some­times dif­fi­cult and from which the Chang­er’s clients ex­tri­cat­ed them­selves as best they might. So much the worse for the ex­cep­tions! The suit of the states­man, for in­stance, black from head to foot, and con­se­quent­ly prop­er, would have been too large for Pitt and too small for Castel­ci­cala. The cos­tume of a states­man was des­ig­nat­ed as fol­lows in the Chang­er’s cat­a­logue; we copy:

			“A coat of black cloth, trousers of black wool, a silk waist­coat, boots and linen.” On the mar­gin there stood: “ex-am­bas­sador,” and a note which we al­so copy: “In a sep­a­rate box, a neat­ly frizzed pe­ruke, green glass­es, seals, and two small quills an inch long, wrapped in cot­ton.” All this be­longed to the states­man, the ex-am­bas­sador. This whole cos­tume was, if we may so ex­press our­selves, de­bil­i­tat­ed; the seams were white, a vague but­ton­hole yawned at one of the el­bows; more­over, one of the coat but­tons was miss­ing on the breast; but this was on­ly de­tail; as the hand of the states­man should al­ways be thrust in­to his coat and laid up­on his heart, its func­tion was to con­ceal the ab­sent but­ton.

			If Mar­ius had been fa­mil­iar with the oc­cult in­sti­tu­tions of Paris, he would in­stant­ly have rec­og­nized up­on the back of the vis­i­tor whom Basque had just shown in, the states­man’s suit bor­rowed from the pick-me-down-that shop of the Chang­er.

			Mar­ius’ dis­ap­point­ment on be­hold­ing an­oth­er man than the one whom he ex­pect­ed to see turned to the new­com­er’s dis­ad­van­tage.

			He sur­veyed him from head to foot, while that per­son­age made ex­ag­ger­at­ed bows, and de­mand­ed in a curt tone:

			“What do you want?”

			The man replied with an ami­able grin of which the ca­ress­ing smile of a croc­o­dile will fur­nish some idea:

			“It seems to me im­pos­si­ble that I should not have al­ready had the hon­or of see­ing Mon­sieur le Baron in so­ci­ety. I think I ac­tu­al­ly did meet mon­sieur per­son­al­ly, sev­er­al years ago, at the house of Madame la Princesse Bagra­tion and in the draw­ing-rooms of his Lord­ship the Vi­comte Dambray, peer of France.”

			It is al­ways a good bit of tac­tics in knav­ery to pre­tend to rec­og­nize some­one whom one does not know.

			Mar­ius paid at­ten­tion to the man­ner of this man’s speech. He spied on his ac­cent and ges­ture, but his dis­ap­point­ment in­creased; the pro­nun­ci­a­tion was nasal and ab­so­lute­ly un­like the dry, shrill tone which he had ex­pect­ed.

			He was ut­ter­ly rout­ed.

			“I know nei­ther Madame Bagra­tion nor M. Dambray,” said he. “I have nev­er set foot in the house of ei­ther of them in my life.”

			The re­ply was un­gra­cious. The per­son­age, de­ter­mined to be gra­cious at any cost, in­sist­ed.

			“Then it must have been at Chateaubriand’s that I have seen Mon­sieur! I know Chateaubriand very well. He is very af­fa­ble. He some­times says to me: ‘Thé­nard, my friend … won’t you drink a glass of wine with me?’ ”

			Mar­ius’ brow grew more and more se­vere:

			“I have nev­er had the hon­or of be­ing re­ceived by M. de Chateaubriand. Let us cut it short. What do you want?”

			The man bowed low­er at that harsh voice.

			“Mon­sieur le Baron, deign to lis­ten to me. There is in Amer­i­ca, in a dis­trict near Pana­ma, a vil­lage called la Joya. That vil­lage is com­posed of a sin­gle house, a large, square house of three sto­ries, built of bricks dried in the sun, each side of the square five hun­dred feet in length, each sto­ry re­treat­ing twelve feet back of the sto­ry be­low, in such a man­ner as to leave in front a ter­race which makes the cir­cuit of the ed­i­fice, in the cen­tre an in­ner court where the pro­vi­sions and mu­ni­tions are kept; no win­dows, loop­holes, no doors, lad­ders, lad­ders to mount from the ground to the first ter­race, and from the first to the sec­ond, and from the sec­ond to the third, lad­ders to de­scend in­to the in­ner court, no doors to the cham­bers, trap-doors, no stair­cas­es to the cham­bers, lad­ders; in the evening the traps are closed, the lad­ders are with­drawn, car­bines and blun­der­busses trained from the loop­holes; no means of en­ter­ing, a house by day, a citadel by night, eight hun­dred in­hab­i­tants—that is the vil­lage. Why so many pre­cau­tions? be­cause the coun­try is dan­ger­ous; it is full of can­ni­bals. Then why do peo­ple go there? be­cause the coun­try is mar­vel­lous; gold is found there.”

			“What are you driv­ing at?” in­ter­rupt­ed Mar­ius, who had passed from dis­ap­point­ment to im­pa­tience.

			“At this, Mon­sieur le Baron. I am an old and weary diplo­mat. An­cient civ­i­liza­tion has thrown me on my own de­vices. I want to try sav­ages.”

			“Well?”

			“Mon­sieur le Baron, ego­tism is the law of the world. The pro­le­tar­i­an peas­ant wom­an, who toils by the day, turns round when the dili­gence pass­es by, the peas­ant pro­pri­etress, who toils in her field, does not turn round. The dog of the poor man barks at the rich man, the dog of the rich man barks at the poor man. Each one for him­self. Self-in­ter­est—that’s the ob­ject of men. Gold, that’s the load­stone.”

			“What then? Fin­ish.”

			“I should like to go and es­tab­lish my­self at la Joya. There are three of us. I have my spouse and my young la­dy; a very beau­ti­ful girl. The jour­ney is long and cost­ly. I need a lit­tle mon­ey.”

			“What con­cern is that of mine?” de­mand­ed Mar­ius.

			The stranger stretched his neck out of his cra­vat, a ges­ture char­ac­ter­is­tic of the vul­ture, and replied with an aug­ment­ed smile.

			“Has not Mon­sieur le Baron pe­rused my let­ter?”

			There was some truth in this. The fact is, that the con­tents of the epis­tle had slipped Mar­ius’ mind. He had seen the writ­ing rather than read the let­ter. He could hard­ly re­call it. But a mo­ment ago a fresh start had been giv­en him. He had not­ed that de­tail: “my spouse and my young la­dy.”

			He fixed a pen­e­trat­ing glance on the stranger. An ex­am­in­ing judge could not have done the look bet­ter. He al­most lay in wait for him.

			He con­fined him­self to re­ply­ing:

			“State the case pre­cise­ly.”

			The stranger in­sert­ed his two hands in both his fobs, drew him­self up with­out straight­en­ing his dor­sal col­umn, but scru­ti­niz­ing Mar­ius in his turn, with the green gaze of his spec­ta­cles.

			“So be it, Mon­sieur le Baron. I will be pre­cise. I have a se­cret to sell to you.”

			“A se­cret?”

			“A se­cret.”

			“Which con­cerns me?”

			“Some­what.”

			“What is the se­cret?”

			Mar­ius scru­ti­nized the man more and more as he lis­tened to him.

			“I com­mence gratis,” said the stranger. “You will see that I am in­ter­est­ing.”

			“Speak.”

			“Mon­sieur le Baron, you have in your house a thief and an as­sas­sin.”

			Mar­ius shud­dered.

			“In my house? no,” said he.

			The im­per­turbable stranger brushed his hat with his el­bow and went on:

			“An as­sas­sin and a thief. Re­mark, Mon­sieur le Baron, that I do not here speak of an­cient deeds, deeds of the past which have lapsed, which can be ef­faced by lim­i­ta­tion be­fore the law and by re­pen­tance be­fore God. I speak of re­cent deeds, of ac­tu­al facts as still un­known to jus­tice at this hour. I con­tin­ue. This man has in­sin­u­at­ed him­self in­to your con­fi­dence, and al­most in­to your fam­i­ly un­der a false name. I am about to tell you his re­al name. And to tell it to you for noth­ing.”

			“I am lis­ten­ing.”

			“His name is Jean Val­jean.”

			“I know it.”

			“I am go­ing to tell you, equal­ly for noth­ing, who he is.”

			“Say on.”

			“He is an ex-con­vict.”

			“I know it.”

			“You know it since I have had the hon­or of telling you.”

			“No. I knew it be­fore.”

			Mar­ius’ cold tone, that dou­ble re­ply of “I know it,” his la­coni­cism, which was not fa­vor­able to di­a­logue, stirred up some smoul­der­ing wrath in the stranger. He launched a fu­ri­ous glance on the sly at Mar­ius, which was in­stant­ly ex­tin­guished. Rapid as it was, this glance was of the kind which a man rec­og­nizes when he has once be­held it; it did not es­cape Mar­ius. Cer­tain flash­es can on­ly pro­ceed from cer­tain souls; the eye, that vent-hole of the thought, glows with it; spec­ta­cles hide noth­ing; try putting a pane of glass over hell!

			The stranger re­sumed with a smile:

			“I will not per­mit my­self to con­tra­dict Mon­sieur le Baron. In any case, you ought to per­ceive that I am well in­formed. Now what I have to tell you is known to my­self alone. This con­cerns the for­tune of Madame la Baronne. It is an ex­tra­or­di­nary se­cret. It is for sale—I make you the first of­fer of it. Cheap. Twen­ty thou­sand francs.”

			“I know that se­cret as well as the oth­ers,” said Mar­ius.

			The per­son­age felt the ne­ces­si­ty of low­er­ing his price a tri­fle.

			“Mon­sieur le Baron, say ten thou­sand francs and I will speak.”

			“I re­peat to you that there is noth­ing which you can tell me. I know what you wish to say to me.”

			A fresh flash gleamed in the man’s eye. He ex­claimed:

			“But I must dine to­day, nev­er­the­less. It is an ex­tra­or­di­nary se­cret, I tell you. Mon­sieur le Baron, I will speak. I speak. Give me twen­ty francs.”

			Mar­ius gazed in­tent­ly at him:

			“I know your ex­tra­or­di­nary se­cret, just as I knew Jean Val­jean’s name, just as I know your name.”

			“My name?”

			“Yes.”

			“That is not dif­fi­cult, Mon­sieur le Baron. I had the hon­or to write to you and to tell it to you. Thé­nard.”

			“—Di­er.”

			“Hey?”

			“Thé­nardier.”

			“Who’s that?”

			In dan­ger the por­cu­pine bris­tles up, the bee­tle feigns death, the old guard forms in a square; this man burst in­to laugh­ter.

			Then he flicked a grain of dust from the sleeve of his coat with a fil­lip.

			Mar­ius con­tin­ued:

			“You are al­so Jon­drette the work­man, Fa­ban­tou the co­me­di­an, Gen­flot the po­et, Don Al­varès the Spaniard, and Mis­tress Balizard.”

			“Mis­tress what?”

			“And you kept a pot­house at Mont­fer­meil.”

			“A pot­house! Nev­er.”

			“And I tell you that your name is Thé­nardier.”

			“I de­ny it.”

			“And that you are a ras­cal. Here.”

			And Mar­ius drew a ban­knote from his pock­et and flung it in his face.

			“Thanks! Par­don me! five hun­dred francs! Mon­sieur le Baron!”

			And the man, over­come, bowed, seized the note and ex­am­ined it.

			“Five hun­dred francs!” he be­gan again, tak­en aback. And he stam­mered in a low voice: “An hon­est rustler.”114

			Then brusque­ly:

			“Well, so be it!” he ex­claimed. “Let us put our­selves at our ease.”

			And with the agili­ty of a mon­key, fling­ing back his hair, tear­ing off his spec­ta­cles, and with­draw­ing from his nose by sleight of hand the two quills of which men­tion was re­cent­ly made, and which the read­er has al­so met with on an­oth­er page of this book, he took off his face as the man takes off his hat.

			His eye light­ed up; his un­even brow, with hol­lows in some places and bumps in oth­ers, hideous­ly wrin­kled at the top, was laid bare, his nose had be­come as sharp as a beak; the fierce and saga­cious pro­file of the man of prey reap­peared.

			“Mon­sieur le Baron is in­fal­li­ble,” he said in a clear voice whence all nasal twang had dis­ap­peared, “I am Thé­nardier.”

			And he straight­ened up his crooked back.

			Thé­nardier, for it was re­al­ly he, was strange­ly sur­prised; he would have been trou­bled, had he been ca­pa­ble of such a thing. He had come to bring as­ton­ish­ment, and it was he who had re­ceived it. This hu­mil­i­a­tion had been worth five hun­dred francs to him, and, tak­ing it all in all, he ac­cept­ed it; but he was none­the­less be­wil­dered.

			He be­held this Baron Pont­mer­cy for the first time, and, in spite of his dis­guise, this Baron Pont­mer­cy rec­og­nized him, and rec­og­nized him thor­ough­ly. And not on­ly was this Baron per­fect­ly in­formed as to Thé­nardier, but he seemed well post­ed as to Jean Val­jean. Who was this al­most beard­less young man, who was so glacial and so gen­er­ous, who knew peo­ple’s names, who knew all their names, and who opened his purse to them, who bul­lied ras­cals like a judge, and who paid them like a dupe?

			Thé­nardier, the read­er will re­mem­ber, al­though he had been Mar­ius’ neigh­bor, had nev­er seen him, which is not un­usu­al in Paris; he had for­mer­ly, in a vague way, heard his daugh­ters talk of a very poor young man named Mar­ius who lived in the house. He had writ­ten to him, with­out know­ing him, the let­ter with which the read­er is ac­quaint­ed.

			No con­nec­tion be­tween that Mar­ius and M. le Baron Pont­mer­cy was pos­si­ble in his mind.

			As for the name Pont­mer­cy, it will be re­called that, on the bat­tle­field of Wa­ter­loo, he had on­ly heard the last two syl­la­bles, for which he al­ways en­ter­tained the le­git­i­mate scorn which one owes to what is mere­ly an ex­pres­sion of thanks.

			How­ev­er, through his daugh­ter Azel­ma, who had start­ed on the scent of the mar­ried pair on the 16th of Feb­ru­ary, and through his own per­son­al re­search­es, he had suc­ceed­ed in learn­ing many things, and, from the depths of his own gloom, he had con­trived to grasp more than one mys­te­ri­ous clue. He had dis­cov­ered, by dint of in­dus­try, or, at least, by dint of in­duc­tion, he had guessed who the man was whom he had en­coun­tered on a cer­tain day in the Grand Sew­er. From the man he had eas­i­ly reached the name. He knew that Madame la Baronne Pont­mer­cy was Cosette. But he meant to be dis­creet in that quar­ter.

			Who was Cosette? He did not know ex­act­ly him­self. He did, in­deed, catch an inkling of il­le­git­i­ma­cy, the his­to­ry of Fan­tine had al­ways seemed to him equiv­o­cal; but what was the use of talk­ing about that? in or­der to cause him­self to be paid for his si­lence? He had, or thought he had, bet­ter wares than that for sale. And, ac­cord­ing to all ap­pear­ances, if he were to come and make to the Baron Pont­mer­cy this rev­e­la­tion—and with­out proof: “Your wife is a bas­tard,” the on­ly re­sult would be to at­tract the boot of the hus­band to­wards the loins of the re­veal­er.

			From Thé­nardier’s point of view, the con­ver­sa­tion with Mar­ius had not yet be­gun. He ought to have drawn back, to have mod­i­fied his strat­e­gy, to have aban­doned his po­si­tion, to have changed his front; but noth­ing es­sen­tial had been com­pro­mised as yet, and he had five hun­dred francs in his pock­et. More­over, he had some­thing de­ci­sive to say, and, even against this very well-in­formed and well-armed Baron Pont­mer­cy, he felt him­self strong. For men of Thé­nardier’s na­ture, ev­ery di­a­logue is a com­bat. In the one in which he was about to en­gage, what was his sit­u­a­tion? He did not know to whom he was speak­ing, but he did know of what he was speak­ing, he made this rapid re­view of his in­ner forces, and af­ter hav­ing said: “I am Thé­nardier,” he wait­ed.

			Mar­ius had be­come thought­ful. So he had hold of Thé­nardier at last. That man whom he had so great­ly de­sired to find was be­fore him. He could hon­or Colonel Pont­mer­cy’s rec­om­men­da­tion.

			He felt hu­mil­i­at­ed that that hero should have owned any­thing to this vil­lain, and that the let­ter of change drawn from the depths of the tomb by his fa­ther up­on him, Mar­ius, had been protest­ed up to that day. It al­so seemed to him, in the com­plex state of his mind to­wards Thé­nardier, that there was oc­ca­sion to avenge the Colonel for the mis­for­tune of hav­ing been saved by such a ras­cal. In any case, he was con­tent. He was about to de­liv­er the Colonel’s shade from this un­wor­thy cred­i­tor at last, and it seemed to him that he was on the point of res­cu­ing his fa­ther’s mem­o­ry from the debtors’ prison. By the side of this du­ty there was an­oth­er—to elu­ci­date, if pos­si­ble, the source of Cosette’s for­tune. The op­por­tu­ni­ty ap­peared to present it­self. Per­haps Thé­nardier knew some­thing. It might prove use­ful to see the bot­tom of this man.

			He com­menced with this.

			Thé­nardier had caused the “hon­est rustler” to dis­ap­pear in his fob, and was gaz­ing at Mar­ius with a gen­tle­ness that was al­most ten­der.

			Mar­ius broke the si­lence.

			“Thé­nardier, I have told you your name. Now, would you like to have me tell you your se­cret—the one that you came here to re­veal to me? I have in­for­ma­tion of my own, al­so. You shall see that I know more about it than you do. Jean Val­jean, as you have said, is an as­sas­sin and a thief. A thief, be­cause he robbed a wealthy man­u­fac­tur­er, whose ru­in he brought about. An as­sas­sin, be­cause he as­sas­si­nat­ed po­lice-agent Javert.”

			“I don’t un­der­stand, sir,” ejac­u­lat­ed Thé­nardier.

			“I will make my­self in­tel­li­gi­ble. In a cer­tain ar­rondisse­ment of the Pas de Calais, there was, in 1822, a man who had fall­en out with jus­tice, and who, un­der the name of M. Madeleine, had re­gained his sta­tus and re­ha­bil­i­tat­ed him­self. This man had be­come a just man in the full force of the term. In a trade, the man­u­fac­ture of black glass goods, he made the for­tune of an en­tire city. As far as his per­son­al for­tune was con­cerned he made that al­so, but as a sec­ondary mat­ter, and in some sort, by ac­ci­dent. He was the fos­ter-fa­ther of the poor. He found­ed hos­pi­tals, opened schools, vis­it­ed the sick, dow­ered young girls, sup­port­ed wid­ows, and adopt­ed or­phans; he was like the guardian an­gel of the coun­try. He re­fused the cross, he was ap­point­ed May­or. A lib­er­at­ed con­vict knew the se­cret of a penal­ty in­curred by this man in for­mer days; he de­nounced him, and had him ar­rest­ed, and prof­it­ed by the ar­rest to come to Paris and cause the banker Laf­fitte—I have the fact from the cashier him­self—by means of a false sig­na­ture, to hand over to him the sum of over half a mil­lion which be­longed to M. Madeleine. This con­vict who robbed M. Madeleine was Jean Val­jean. As for the oth­er fact, you have noth­ing to tell me about it ei­ther. Jean Val­jean killed the agent Javert; he shot him with a pis­tol. I, the per­son who is speak­ing to you, was present.”

			Thé­nardier cast up­on Mar­ius the sov­er­eign glance of a con­quered man who lays his hand once more up­on the vic­to­ry, and who has just re­gained, in one in­stant, all the ground which he has lost. But the smile re­turned in­stant­ly. The in­fe­ri­or’s tri­umph in the pres­ence of his su­pe­ri­or must be wheedling.

			Thé­nardier con­tent­ed him­self with say­ing to Mar­ius:

			“Mon­sieur le Baron, we are on the wrong track.”

			And he em­pha­sized this phrase by mak­ing his bunch of seals ex­e­cute an ex­pres­sive whirl.

			“What!” broke forth Mar­ius, “do you dis­pute that? These are facts.”

			“They are chi­maeras. The con­fi­dence with which Mon­sieur le Baron hon­ors me ren­ders it my du­ty to tell him so. Truth and jus­tice be­fore all things. I do not like to see folks ac­cused un­just­ly. Mon­sieur le Baron, Jean Val­jean did not rob M. Madeleine and Jean Val­jean did not kill Javert.”

			“This is too much! How is this?”

			“For two rea­sons.”

			“What are they? Speak.”

			“This is the first: he did not rob M. Madeleine, be­cause it is Jean Val­jean him­self who was M. Madeleine.”

			“What tale are you telling me?”

			“And this is the sec­ond: he did not as­sas­si­nate Javert, be­cause the per­son who killed Javert was Javert.”

			“What do you mean to say?”

			“That Javert com­mit­ted sui­cide.”

			“Prove it! prove it!” cried Mar­ius be­side him­self.

			Thé­nardier re­sumed, scan­ning his phrase af­ter the man­ner of the an­cient Alexan­drine mea­sure:

			“Po­lice-agent-Ja-vert-was-found-drowned-un-der-a-boat-of-the-Pont-au-Change.”

			“But prove it!”

			Thé­nardier drew from his pock­et a large en­ve­lope of gray pa­per, which seemed to con­tain sheets fold­ed in dif­fer­ent sizes.

			“I have my pa­pers,” he said calm­ly.

			And he added:

			“Mon­sieur le Baron, in your in­ter­ests I de­sired to know Jean Val­jean thor­ough­ly. I say that Jean Val­jean and M. Madeleine are one and the same man, and I say that Javert had no oth­er as­sas­sin than Javert. If I speak, it is be­cause I have proofs. Not man­u­script proofs—writ­ing is sus­pi­cious, hand­writ­ing is com­plaisant—but print­ed proofs.”

			As he spoke, Thé­nardier ex­tract­ed from the en­ve­lope two copies of news­pa­pers, yel­low, fad­ed, and strong­ly sat­u­rat­ed with to­bac­co. One of these two news­pa­pers, bro­ken at ev­ery fold and fall­ing in­to rags, seemed much old­er than the oth­er.

			“Two facts, two proofs,” re­marked Thé­nardier. And he of­fered the two news­pa­pers, un­fold­ed, to Mar­ius.

			The read­er is ac­quaint­ed with these two pa­pers. One, the most an­cient, a num­ber of the Dra­peau Blanc of the 25th of Ju­ly, 1823, the text of which can be seen in the first vol­ume, es­tab­lished the iden­ti­ty of M. Madeleine and Jean Val­jean.

			The oth­er, a Moni­teur of the 15th of June, 1832, an­nounced the sui­cide of Javert, adding that it ap­peared from a ver­bal re­port of Javert to the pre­fect that, hav­ing been tak­en pris­on­er in the bar­ri­cade of the Rue de la Chan­vrerie, he had owed his life to the mag­na­nim­i­ty of an in­sur­gent who, hold­ing him un­der his pis­tol, had fired in­to the air, in­stead of blow­ing out his brains.

			Mar­ius read. He had ev­i­dence, a cer­tain date, ir­refragable proof, these two news­pa­pers had not been print­ed ex­press­ly for the pur­pose of back­ing up Thé­nardier’s state­ments; the note print­ed in the Moni­teur had been an ad­min­is­tra­tive com­mu­ni­ca­tion from the Pre­fec­ture of Po­lice. Mar­ius could not doubt.

			The in­for­ma­tion of the cashier-clerk had been false, and he him­self had been de­ceived.

			Jean Val­jean, who had sud­den­ly grown grand, emerged from his cloud. Mar­ius could not re­press a cry of joy.

			“Well, then this un­hap­py wretch is an ad­mirable man! the whole of that for­tune re­al­ly be­longed to him! he is Madeleine, the prov­i­dence of a whole coun­try­side! he is Jean Val­jean, Javert’s sav­ior! he is a hero! he is a saint!”

			“He’s not a saint, and he’s not a hero!” said Thé­nardier. “He’s an as­sas­sin and a rob­ber.”

			And he added, in the tone of a man who be­gins to feel that he pos­sess­es some au­thor­i­ty:

			“Let us be calm.”

			Rob­ber, as­sas­sin—those words which Mar­ius thought had dis­ap­peared and which re­turned, fell up­on him like an ice-cold show­er-bath.

			“Again!” said he.

			“Al­ways,” ejac­u­lat­ed Thé­nardier. “Jean Val­jean did not rob Madeleine, but he is a thief. He did not kill Javert, but he is a mur­der­er.”

			“Will you speak,” re­tort­ed Mar­ius, “of that mis­er­able theft, com­mit­ted forty years ago, and ex­pi­at­ed, as your own news­pa­pers prove, by a whole life of re­pen­tance, of self-ab­ne­ga­tion and of virtue?”

			“I say as­sas­si­na­tion and theft, Mon­sieur le Baron, and I re­peat that I am speak­ing of ac­tu­al facts. What I have to re­veal to you is ab­so­lute­ly un­known. It be­longs to un­pub­lished mat­ter. And per­haps you will find in it the source of the for­tune so skil­ful­ly pre­sent­ed to Madame la Baronne by Jean Val­jean. I say skil­ful­ly, be­cause, by a gift of that na­ture it would not be so very un­skil­ful to slip in­to an hon­or­able house whose com­forts one would then share, and, at the same stroke, to con­ceal one’s crime, and to en­joy one’s theft, to bury one’s name and to cre­ate for one­self a fam­i­ly.”

			“I might in­ter­rupt you at this point,” said Mar­ius, “but go on.”

			“Mon­sieur le Baron, I will tell you all, leav­ing the rec­om­pense to your gen­eros­i­ty. This se­cret is worth mas­sive gold. You will say to me: ‘Why do not you ap­ply to Jean Val­jean?’ For a very sim­ple rea­son; I know that he has stripped him­self, and stripped him­self in your fa­vor, and I con­sid­er the com­bi­na­tion in­ge­nious; but he has no longer a son, he would show me his emp­ty hands, and, since I am in need of some mon­ey for my trip to la Joya, I pre­fer you, you who have it all, to him who has noth­ing. I am a lit­tle fa­tigued, per­mit me to take a chair.”

			Mar­ius seat­ed him­self and mo­tioned to him to do the same.

			Thé­nardier in­stalled him­self on a tuft­ed chair, picked up his two news­pa­pers, thrust them back in­to their en­ve­lope, and mur­mured as he pecked at the Dra­peau Blanc with his nail: “It cost me a good deal of trou­ble to get this one.”

			That done he crossed his legs and stretched him­self out on the back of the chair, an at­ti­tude char­ac­ter­is­tic of peo­ple who are sure of what they are say­ing, then he en­tered up­on his sub­ject grave­ly, em­pha­siz­ing his words:

			“Mon­sieur le Baron, on the 6th of June, 1832, about a year ago, on the day of the in­sur­rec­tion, a man was in the Grand Sew­er of Paris, at the point where the sew­er en­ters the Seine, be­tween the Pont des In­valides and the Pont de Jé­na.”

			Mar­ius abrupt­ly drew his chair clos­er to that of Thé­nardier. Thé­nardier no­ticed this move­ment and con­tin­ued with the de­lib­er­a­tion of an or­a­tor who holds his in­ter­locu­tor and who feels his ad­ver­sary pal­pi­tat­ing un­der his words:

			“This man, forced to con­ceal him­self, and for rea­sons, more­over, which are for­eign to pol­i­tics, had adopt­ed the sew­er as his domi­cile and had a key to it. It was, I re­peat, on the 6th of June; it might have been eight o’clock in the evening. The man hears a noise in the sew­er. Great­ly sur­prised, he hides him­self and lies in wait. It was the sound of foot­steps, some­one was walk­ing in the dark, and com­ing in his di­rec­tion. Strange to say, there was an­oth­er man in the sew­er be­sides him­self. The grat­ing of the out­let from the sew­er was not far off. A lit­tle light which fell through it per­mit­ted him to rec­og­nize the new­com­er, and to see that the man was car­ry­ing some­thing on his back. He was walk­ing in a bent at­ti­tude. The man who was walk­ing in a bent at­ti­tude was an ex-con­vict, and what he was drag­ging on his shoul­ders was a corpse. As­sas­si­na­tion caught in the very act, if ev­er there was such a thing. As for the theft, that is un­der­stood; one does not kill a man gratis. This con­vict was on his way to fling the body in­to the riv­er. One fact is to be no­ticed, that be­fore reach­ing the ex­it grat­ing, this con­vict, who had come a long dis­tance in the sew­er, must, nec­es­sar­i­ly, have en­coun­tered a fright­ful quag­mire where it seems as though he might have left the body, but the sew­er­men would have found the as­sas­si­nat­ed man the very next day, while at work on the quag­mire, and that did not suit the as­sas­sin’s plans. He had pre­ferred to tra­verse that quag­mire with his bur­den, and his ex­er­tions must have been ter­ri­ble, for it is im­pos­si­ble to risk one’s life more com­plete­ly; I don’t un­der­stand how he could have come out of that alive.”

			Mar­ius’ chair ap­proached still near­er. Thé­nardier took ad­van­tage of this to draw a long breath. He went on:

			“Mon­sieur le Baron, a sew­er is not the Champ de Mars. One lacks ev­ery­thing there, even room. When two men are there, they must meet. That is what hap­pened. The man domi­ciled there and the passer­by were forced to bid each oth­er good day, great­ly to the re­gret of both. The passer­by said to the in­hab­i­tant:—‘You see what I have on my back, I must get out, you have the key, give it to me.’ That con­vict was a man of ter­ri­ble strength. There was no way of re­fus­ing. Nev­er­the­less, the man who had the key parleyed, sim­ply to gain time. He ex­am­ined the dead man, but he could see noth­ing, ex­cept that the lat­ter was young, well dressed, with the air of be­ing rich, and all dis­fig­ured with blood. While talk­ing, the man con­trived to tear and pull off be­hind, with­out the as­sas­sin per­ceiv­ing it, a bit of the as­sas­si­nat­ed man’s coat. A doc­u­ment for con­vic­tion, you un­der­stand; a means of re­cov­er­ing the trace of things and of bring­ing home the crime to the crim­i­nal. He put this doc­u­ment for con­vic­tion in his pock­et. Af­ter which he opened the grat­ing, made the man go out with his em­bar­rass­ment on his back, closed the grat­ing again, and ran off, not car­ing to be mixed up with the re­main­der of the ad­ven­ture and above all, not wish­ing to be present when the as­sas­sin threw the as­sas­si­nat­ed man in­to the riv­er. Now you com­pre­hend. The man who was car­ry­ing the corpse was Jean Val­jean; the one who had the key is speak­ing to you at this mo­ment; and the piece of the coat …”

			Thé­nardier com­plet­ed his phrase by draw­ing from his pock­et, and hold­ing, on a lev­el with his eyes, nipped be­tween his two thumbs and his two fore­fin­gers, a strip of torn black cloth, all cov­ered with dark spots.

			Mar­ius had sprung to his feet, pale, hard­ly able to draw his breath, with his eyes riv­et­ed on the frag­ment of black cloth, and, with­out ut­ter­ing a word, with­out tak­ing his eyes from that frag­ment, he re­treat­ed to the wall and fum­bled with his right hand along the wall for a key which was in the lock of a cup­board near the chim­ney.

			He found the key, opened the cup­board, plunged his arm in­to it with­out look­ing, and with­out his fright­ened gaze quit­ting the rag which Thé­nardier still held out­spread.

			But Thé­nardier con­tin­ued:

			“Mon­sieur le Baron, I have the strong­est of rea­sons for be­liev­ing that the as­sas­si­nat­ed young man was an op­u­lent stranger lured in­to a trap by Jean Val­jean, and the bear­er of an enor­mous sum of mon­ey.”

			“The young man was my­self, and here is the coat!” cried Mar­ius, and he flung up­on the floor an old black coat all cov­ered with blood.

			Then, snatch­ing the frag­ment from the hands of Thé­nardier, he crouched down over the coat, and laid the torn morsel against the tat­tered skirt. The rent fit­ted ex­act­ly, and the strip com­plet­ed the coat.

			Thé­nardier was pet­ri­fied.

			This is what he thought: “I’m struck all of a heap.”

			Mar­ius rose to his feet trem­bling, de­spair­ing, ra­di­ant.

			He fum­bled in his pock­et and stalked fu­ri­ous­ly to Thé­nardier, pre­sent­ing to him and al­most thrust­ing in his face his fist filled with ban­knotes for five hun­dred and a thou­sand francs.

			“You are an in­fa­mous wretch! you are a liar, a ca­lum­ni­a­tor, a vil­lain. You came to ac­cuse that man, you have on­ly jus­ti­fied him; you want­ed to ru­in him, you have on­ly suc­ceed­ed in glo­ri­fy­ing him. And it is you who are the thief! And it is you who are the as­sas­sin! I saw you, Thé­nardier Jon­drette, in that lair on the Rue de l’Hôpi­tal. I know enough about you to send you to the gal­leys and even fur­ther if I choose. Here are a thou­sand francs, bul­ly that you are!”

			And he flung a thou­sand franc note at Thé­nardier.

			“Ah! Jon­drette Thé­nardier, vile ras­cal! Let this serve you as a les­son, you deal­er in sec­ond­hand se­crets, mer­chant of mys­ter­ies, rum­mager of the shad­ows, wretch! Take these five hun­dred francs and get out of here! Wa­ter­loo pro­tects you.”

			“Wa­ter­loo!” growled Thé­nardier, pock­et­ing the five hun­dred francs along with the thou­sand.

			“Yes, as­sas­sin! You there saved the life of a Colonel …”

			“Of a Gen­er­al,” said Thé­nardier, el­e­vat­ing his head.

			“Of a Colonel!” re­peat­ed Mar­ius in a rage. “I wouldn’t give a ha’pen­ny for a gen­er­al. And you come here to com­mit in­famies! I tell you that you have com­mit­ted all crimes. Go! dis­ap­pear! On­ly be hap­py, that is all that I de­sire. Ah! mon­ster! here are three thou­sand francs more. Take them. You will de­part to­mor­row, for Amer­i­ca, with your daugh­ter; for your wife is dead, you abom­inable liar. I shall watch over your de­par­ture, you ruf­fi­an, and at that mo­ment I will count out to you twen­ty thou­sand francs. Go get your­self hung else­where!”

			“Mon­sieur le Baron!” replied Thé­nardier, bow­ing to the very earth, “eter­nal grat­i­tude.” And Thé­nardier left the room, un­der­stand­ing noth­ing, stu­pe­fied and de­light­ed with this sweet crush­ing be­neath sacks of gold, and with that thun­der which had burst forth over his head in bank-bills.

			Struck by light­ning he was, but he was al­so con­tent; and he would have been great­ly an­gered had he had a light­ning rod to ward off such light­ning as that.

			Let us fin­ish with this man at once.

			Two days af­ter the events which we are at this mo­ment nar­rat­ing, he set out, thanks to Mar­ius’ care, for Amer­i­ca un­der a false name, with his daugh­ter Azel­ma, fur­nished with a draft on New York for twen­ty thou­sand francs.

			The moral wretched­ness of Thé­nardier, the bour­geois who had missed his vo­ca­tion, was ir­re­me­di­a­ble. He was in Amer­i­ca what he had been in Eu­rope. Con­tact with an evil man some­times suf­fices to cor­rupt a good ac­tion and to cause evil things to spring from it. With Mar­ius’ mon­ey, Thé­nardier set up as a slave-deal­er.

			As soon as Thé­nardier had left the house, Mar­ius rushed to the gar­den, where Cosette was still walk­ing.

			“Cosette! Cosette!” he cried. “Come! come quick! Let us go. Basque, a car­riage! Cosette, come. Ah! My God! It was he who saved my life! Let us not lose a minute! Put on your shawl.”

			Cosette thought him mad and obeyed.

			He could not breathe, he laid his hand on his heart to re­strain its throb­bing. He paced back and forth with huge strides, he em­braced Cosette:

			“Ah! Cosette! I am an un­hap­py wretch!” said he.

			Mar­ius was be­wil­dered. He be­gan to catch a glimpse in Jean Val­jean of some in­de­scrib­ably lofty and melan­choly fig­ure. An un­heard-of virtue, supreme and sweet, hum­ble in its im­men­si­ty, ap­peared to him. The con­vict was trans­fig­ured in­to Christ.

			Mar­ius was daz­zled by this prodi­gy. He did not know pre­cise­ly what he be­held, but it was grand.

			In an in­stant, a hack­ney-car­riage stood in front of the door.

			Mar­ius helped Cosette in and dart­ed in him­self.

			“Driv­er,” said he, “Rue de l’Homme Ar­mé, Num­ber 7.”

			The car­riage drove off.

			“Ah! what hap­pi­ness!” ejac­u­lat­ed Cosette. “Rue de l’Homme Ar­mé, I did not dare to speak to you of that. We are go­ing to see M. Jean.”

			“Thy fa­ther! Cosette, thy fa­ther more than ev­er. Cosette, I guess it. You told me that you had nev­er re­ceived the let­ter that I sent you by Gavroche. It must have fall­en in­to his hands. Cosette, he went to the bar­ri­cade to save me. As it is a ne­ces­si­ty with him to be an an­gel, he saved oth­ers al­so; he saved Javert. He res­cued me from that gulf to give me to you. He car­ried me on his back through that fright­ful sew­er. Ah! I am a mon­ster of in­grat­i­tude. Cosette, af­ter hav­ing been your prov­i­dence, he be­came mine. Just imag­ine, there was a ter­ri­ble quag­mire enough to drown one a hun­dred times over, to drown one in mire. Cosette! he made me tra­verse it. I was un­con­scious; I saw noth­ing, I heard noth­ing, I could know noth­ing of my own ad­ven­ture. We are go­ing to bring him back, to take him with us, whether he is will­ing or not, he shall nev­er leave us again. If on­ly he is at home! Pro­vid­ed on­ly that we can find him, I will pass the rest of my life in ven­er­at­ing him. Yes, that is how it should be, do you see, Cosette? Gavroche must have de­liv­ered my let­ter to him. All is ex­plained. You un­der­stand.”

			Cosette did not un­der­stand a word.

			“You are right,” she said to him.

			Mean­while the car­riage rolled on.

		
	
		
			
				V

				A Night Be­hind Which There Is Day

			
			Jean Val­jean turned round at the knock which he heard on his door.

			“Come in,” he said fee­bly.

			The door opened.

			Cosette and Mar­ius made their ap­pear­ance.

			Cosette rushed in­to the room.

			Mar­ius re­mained on the thresh­old, lean­ing against the jamb of the door.

			“Cosette!” said Jean Val­jean.

			And he sat erect in his chair, his arms out­stretched and trem­bling, hag­gard, livid, gloomy, an im­mense joy in his eyes.

			Cosette, sti­fling with emo­tion, fell up­on Jean Val­jean’s breast.

			“Fa­ther!” said she.

			Jean Val­jean, over­come, stam­mered:

			“Cosette! she! you! Madame! it is thou! Ah! my God!”

			And, pressed close in Cosette’s arms, he ex­claimed:

			“It is thou! thou art here! Thou dost par­don me then!”

			Mar­ius, low­er­ing his eye­lids, in or­der to keep his tears from flow­ing, took a step for­ward and mur­mured be­tween lips con­vul­sive­ly con­tract­ed to re­press his sobs:

			“My fa­ther!”

			“And you al­so, you par­don me!” Jean Val­jean said to him.

			Mar­ius could find no words, and Jean Val­jean added:

			“Thanks.”

			Cosette tore off her shawl and tossed her hat on the bed.

			“It em­bar­rass­es me,” said she.

			And, seat­ing her­self on the old man’s knees, she put aside his white locks with an adorable move­ment, and kissed his brow.

			Jean Val­jean, be­wil­dered, let her have her own way.

			Cosette, who on­ly un­der­stood in a very con­fused man­ner, re­dou­bled her ca­ress­es, as though she de­sired to pay Mar­ius’ debt.

			Jean Val­jean stam­mered:

			“How stupid peo­ple are! I thought that I should nev­er see her again. Imag­ine, Mon­sieur Pont­mer­cy, at the very mo­ment when you en­tered, I was say­ing to my­self: ‘All is over. Here is her lit­tle gown, I am a mis­er­able man, I shall nev­er see Cosette again,’ and I was say­ing that at the very mo­ment when you were mount­ing the stairs. Was not I an id­iot? Just see how id­i­ot­ic one can be! One reck­ons with­out the good God. The good God says:

			“ ‘You fan­cy that you are about to be aban­doned, stupid! No. No, things will not go so. Come, there is a good man yon­der who is in need of an an­gel.’ And the an­gel comes, and one sees one’s Cosette again! and one sees one’s lit­tle Cosette once more! Ah! I was very un­hap­py.”

			For a mo­ment he could not speak, then he went on:

			“I re­al­ly need­ed to see Cosette a lit­tle bit now and then. A heart needs a bone to gnaw. But I was per­fect­ly con­scious that I was in the way. I gave my­self rea­sons: ‘They do not want you, keep in your own course, one has not the right to cling eter­nal­ly.’ Ah! God be praised, I see her once more! Dost thou know, Cosette, thy hus­band is very hand­some? Ah! what a pret­ty em­broi­dered col­lar thou hast on, luck­i­ly. I am fond of that pat­tern. It was thy hus­band who chose it, was it not? And then, thou shouldst have some cash­mere shawls. Let me call her thou, Mon­sieur Pont­mer­cy. It will not be for long.”

			And Cosette be­gan again:

			“How wicked of you to have left us like that! Where did you go? Why have you stayed away so long? For­mer­ly your jour­neys on­ly last­ed three or four days. I sent Nico­lette, the an­swer al­ways was: ‘He is ab­sent.’ How long have you been back? Why did you not let us know? Do you know that you are very much changed? Ah! what a naughty fa­ther! he has been ill, and we have not known it! Stay, Mar­ius, feel how cold his hand is!”

			“So you are here! Mon­sieur Pont­mer­cy, you par­don me!” re­peat­ed Jean Val­jean.

			At that word which Jean Val­jean had just ut­tered once more, all that was swelling Mar­ius’ heart found vent.

			He burst forth:

			“Cosette, do you hear? he has come to that! he asks my for­give­ness! And do you know what he has done for me, Cosette? He has saved my life. He has done more—he has giv­en you to me. And af­ter hav­ing saved me, and af­ter hav­ing giv­en you to me, Cosette, what has he done with him­self? He has sac­ri­ficed him­self. Be­hold the man. And he says to me the in­grate, to me the for­get­ful, to me the piti­less, to me the guilty one: Thanks! Cosette, my whole life passed at the feet of this man would be too lit­tle. That bar­ri­cade, that sew­er, that fur­nace, that cesspool—all that he tra­versed for me, for thee, Cosette! He car­ried me away through all the deaths which he put aside be­fore me, and ac­cept­ed for him­self. Ev­ery courage, ev­ery virtue, ev­ery hero­ism, ev­ery sanc­ti­ty he pos­sess­es! Cosette, that man is an an­gel!”

			“Hush! hush!” said Jean Val­jean in a low voice. “Why tell all that?”

			“But you!” cried Mar­ius with a wrath in which there was ven­er­a­tion, “why did you not tell it to me? It is your own fault, too. You save peo­ple’s lives, and you con­ceal it from them! You do more, un­der the pre­text of un­mask­ing your­self, you ca­lum­ni­ate your­self. It is fright­ful.”

			“I told the truth,” replied Jean Val­jean.

			“No,” re­tort­ed Mar­ius, “the truth is the whole truth; and that you did not tell. You were Mon­sieur Madeleine, why not have said so? You saved Javert, why not have said so? I owed my life to you, why not have said so?”

			“Be­cause I thought as you do. I thought that you were in the right. It was nec­es­sary that I should go away. If you had known about that af­fair, of the sew­er, you would have made me re­main near you. I was there­fore forced to hold my peace. If I had spo­ken, it would have caused em­bar­rass­ment in ev­ery way.”

			“It would have em­bar­rassed what? em­bar­rassed whom?” re­tort­ed Mar­ius. “Do you think that you are go­ing to stay here? We shall car­ry you off. Ah! good heav­ens! when I re­flect that it was by an ac­ci­dent that I have learned all this. You form a part of our­selves. You are her fa­ther, and mine. You shall not pass an­oth­er day in this dread­ful house. Do not imag­ine that you will be here to­mor­row.”

			“To­mor­row,” said Jean Val­jean, “I shall not be here, but I shall not be with you.”

			“What do you mean?” replied Mar­ius. “Ah! come now, we are not go­ing to per­mit any more jour­neys. You shall nev­er leave us again. You be­long to us. We shall not loose our hold of you.”

			“This time it is for good,” added Cosette. “We have a car­riage at the door. I shall run away with you. If nec­es­sary, I shall em­ploy force.”

			And she laugh­ing­ly made a move­ment to lift the old man in her arms.

			“Your cham­ber still stands ready in our house,” she went on. “If you on­ly knew how pret­ty the gar­den is now! The aza­leas are do­ing very well there. The walks are sand­ed with riv­er sand; there are tiny vi­o­let shells. You shall eat my straw­ber­ries. I wa­ter them my­self. And no more ‘madame,’ no more ‘Mon­sieur Jean,’ we are liv­ing un­der a Re­pub­lic, ev­ery­body says ‘thou,’ don’t they, Mar­ius? The pro­gramme is changed. If you on­ly knew, fa­ther, I have had a sor­row, there was a robin red­breast which had made her nest in a hole in the wall, and a hor­ri­ble cat ate her. My poor, pret­ty, lit­tle robin red­breast which used to put her head out of her win­dow and look at me! I cried over it. I should have liked to kill the cat. But now no­body cries any more. Ev­ery­body laughs, ev­ery­body is hap­py. You are go­ing to come with us. How de­light­ed grand­fa­ther will be! You shall have your plot in the gar­den, you shall cul­ti­vate it, and we shall see whether your straw­ber­ries are as fine as mine. And, then, I shall do ev­ery­thing that you wish, and then, you will obey me pret­ti­ly.”

			Jean Val­jean lis­tened to her with­out hear­ing her. He heard the mu­sic of her voice rather than the sense of her words; one of those large tears which are the som­bre pearls of the soul welled up slow­ly in his eyes.

			He mur­mured:

			“The proof that God is good is that she is here.”

			“Fa­ther!” said Cosette.

			Jean Val­jean con­tin­ued:

			“It is quite true that it would be charm­ing for us to live to­geth­er. Their trees are full of birds. I would walk with Cosette. It is sweet to be among liv­ing peo­ple who bid each oth­er ‘good day,’ who call to each oth­er in the gar­den. Peo­ple see each oth­er from ear­ly morn­ing. We should each cul­ti­vate our own lit­tle cor­ner. She would make me eat her straw­ber­ries. I would make her gath­er my ros­es. That would be charm­ing. On­ly …”

			He paused and said gen­tly:

			“It is a pity.”

			The tear did not fall, it re­treat­ed, and Jean Val­jean re­placed it with a smile.

			Cosette took both the old man’s hands in hers.

			“My God!” said she, “your hands are still cold­er than be­fore. Are you ill? Do you suf­fer?”

			“I? No,” replied Jean Val­jean. “I am very well. On­ly …”

			He paused.

			“On­ly what?”

			“I am go­ing to die present­ly.”

			Cosette and Mar­ius shud­dered.

			“To die!” ex­claimed Mar­ius.

			“Yes, but that is noth­ing,” said Jean Val­jean.

			He took breath, smiled and re­sumed:

			“Cosette, thou wert talk­ing to me, go on, so thy lit­tle robin red­breast is dead? Speak, so that I may hear thy voice.”

			Mar­ius gazed at the old man in amaze­ment.

			Cosette ut­tered a heartrend­ing cry.

			“Fa­ther! my fa­ther! you will live. You are go­ing to live. I in­sist up­on your liv­ing, do you hear?”

			Jean Val­jean raised his head to­wards her with ado­ra­tion.

			“Oh! yes, for­bid me to die. Who knows? Per­haps I shall obey. I was on the verge of dy­ing when you came. That stopped me, it seemed to me that I was born again.”

			“You are full of strength and life,” cried Mar­ius. “Do you imag­ine that a per­son can die like this? You have had sor­row, you shall have no more. It is I who ask your for­give­ness, and on my knees! You are go­ing to live, and to live with us, and to live a long time. We take pos­ses­sion of you once more. There are two of us here who will hence­forth have no oth­er thought than your hap­pi­ness.”

			“You see,” re­sumed Cosette, all bathed in tears, “that Mar­ius says that you shall not die.”

			Jean Val­jean con­tin­ued to smile.

			“Even if you were to take pos­ses­sion of me, Mon­sieur Pont­mer­cy, would that make me oth­er than I am? No, God has thought like you and my­self, and he does not change his mind; it is use­ful for me to go. Death is a good ar­range­ment. God knows bet­ter than we what we need. May you be hap­py, may Mon­sieur Pont­mer­cy have Cosette, may youth wed the morn­ing, may there be around you, my chil­dren, lilacs and nightin­gales; may your life be a beau­ti­ful, sun­ny lawn, may all the en­chant­ments of heav­en fill your souls, and now let me, who am good for noth­ing, die; it is cer­tain that all this is right. Come, be rea­son­able, noth­ing is pos­si­ble now, I am ful­ly con­scious that all is over. And then, last night, I drank that whole jug of wa­ter. How good thy hus­band is, Cosette! Thou art much bet­ter off with him than with me.”

			A noise be­came au­di­ble at the door.

			It was the doc­tor en­ter­ing.

			“Good day, and farewell, doc­tor,” said Jean Val­jean. “Here are my poor chil­dren.”

			Mar­ius stepped up to the doc­tor. He ad­dressed to him on­ly this sin­gle word: “Mon­sieur? …” But his man­ner of pro­nounc­ing it con­tained a com­plete ques­tion.

			The doc­tor replied to the ques­tion by an ex­pres­sive glance.

			“Be­cause things are not agree­able,” said Jean Val­jean, “that is no rea­son for be­ing un­just to­wards God.”

			A si­lence en­sued.

			All breasts were op­pressed.

			Jean Val­jean turned to Cosette. He be­gan to gaze at her as though he wished to re­tain her fea­tures for eter­ni­ty.

			In the depths of the shad­ow in­to which he had al­ready de­scend­ed, ec­sta­sy was still pos­si­ble to him when gaz­ing at Cosette. The re­flec­tion of that sweet face light­ed up his pale vis­age.

			The doc­tor felt of his pulse.

			“Ah! it was you that he want­ed!” he mur­mured, look­ing at Cosette and Mar­ius.

			And bend­ing down to Mar­ius’ ear, he added in a very low voice:

			“Too late.”

			Jean Val­jean sur­veyed the doc­tor and Mar­ius serene­ly, al­most with­out ceas­ing to gaze at Cosette.

			These bare­ly ar­tic­u­late words were heard to is­sue from his mouth:

			“It is noth­ing to die; it is dread­ful not to live.”

			All at once he rose to his feet. These ac­cess­es of strength are some­times the sign of the death agony. He walked with a firm step to the wall, thrust­ing aside Mar­ius and the doc­tor who tried to help him, de­tached from the wall a lit­tle cop­per cru­ci­fix which was sus­pend­ed there, and re­turned to his seat with all the free­dom of move­ment of per­fect health, and said in a loud voice, as he laid the cru­ci­fix on the ta­ble:

			“Be­hold the great mar­tyr.”

			Then his chest sank in, his head wa­vered, as though the in­tox­i­ca­tion of the tomb were seiz­ing hold up­on him.

			His hands, which rest­ed on his knees, be­gan to press their nails in­to the stuff of his trousers.

			Cosette sup­port­ed his shoul­ders, and sobbed, and tried to speak to him, but could not.

			Among the words min­gled with that mourn­ful sali­va which ac­com­pa­nies tears, they dis­tin­guished words like the fol­low­ing:

			“Fa­ther, do not leave us. Is it pos­si­ble that we have found you on­ly to lose you again?”

			It might be said that agony writhes. It goes, comes, ad­vances to­wards the sepul­chre, and re­turns to­wards life. There is grop­ing in the ac­tion of dy­ing.

			Jean Val­jean ral­lied af­ter this se­mi-swoon, shook his brow as though to make the shad­ows fall away from it and be­came al­most per­fect­ly lu­cid once more.

			He took a fold of Cosette’s sleeve and kissed it.

			“He is com­ing back! doc­tor, he is com­ing back,” cried Mar­ius.

			“You are good, both of you,” said Jean Val­jean. “I am go­ing to tell you what has caused me pain. What has pained me, Mon­sieur Pont­mer­cy, is that you have not been will­ing to touch that mon­ey. That mon­ey re­al­ly be­longs to your wife. I will ex­plain to you, my chil­dren, and for that rea­son, al­so, I am glad to see you. Black jet comes from Eng­land, white jet comes from Nor­way. All this is in this pa­per, which you will read. For bracelets, I in­vent­ed a way of sub­sti­tut­ing for slides of sol­dered sheet iron, slides of iron laid to­geth­er. It is pret­ti­er, bet­ter and less cost­ly. You will un­der­stand how much mon­ey can be made in that way. So Cosette’s for­tune is re­al­ly hers. I give you these de­tails, in or­der that your mind may be set at rest.”

			The portress had come up­stairs and was gaz­ing in at the half-open door. The doc­tor dis­missed her.

			But he could not pre­vent this zeal­ous wom­an from ex­claim­ing to the dy­ing man be­fore she dis­ap­peared: “Would you like a priest?”

			“I have had one,” replied Jean Val­jean.

			And with his fin­ger he seemed to in­di­cate a point above his head where one would have said that he saw some­one.

			It is prob­a­ble, in fact, that the Bish­op was present at this death agony.

			Cosette gen­tly slipped a pil­low un­der his loins.

			Jean Val­jean re­sumed:

			“Have no fear, Mon­sieur Pont­mer­cy, I ad­jure you. The six hun­dred thou­sand francs re­al­ly be­long to Cosette. My life will have been wast­ed if you do not en­joy them! We man­aged to do very well with those glass goods. We ri­valled what is called Berlin jew­ellery. How­ev­er, we could not equal the black glass of Eng­land. A gross, which con­tains twelve hun­dred very well cut grains, on­ly costs three francs.”

			When a be­ing who is dear to us is on the point of death, we gaze up­on him with a look which clings con­vul­sive­ly to him and which would fain hold him back.

			Cosette gave her hand to Mar­ius, and both, mute with an­guish, not know­ing what to say to the dy­ing man, stood trem­bling and de­spair­ing be­fore him.

			Jean Val­jean sank mo­ment by mo­ment. He was fail­ing; he was draw­ing near to the gloomy hori­zon.

			His breath had be­come in­ter­mit­tent; a lit­tle rat­tling in­ter­rupt­ed it. He found some dif­fi­cul­ty in mov­ing his fore­arm, his feet had lost all move­ment, and in pro­por­tion as the wretched­ness of limb and fee­ble­ness of body in­creased, all the majesty of his soul was dis­played and spread over his brow. The light of the un­known world was al­ready vis­i­ble in his eyes.

			His face paled and smiled. Life was no longer there, it was some­thing else.

			His breath sank, his glance grew grander. He was a corpse on which the wings could be felt.

			He made a sign to Cosette to draw near, then to Mar­ius; the last minute of the last hour had, ev­i­dent­ly, ar­rived.

			He be­gan to speak to them in a voice so fee­ble that it seemed to come from a dis­tance, and one would have said that a wall now rose be­tween them and him.

			“Draw near, draw near, both of you. I love you dear­ly. Oh! how good it is to die like this! And thou lovest me al­so, my Cosette. I knew well that thou still felt friend­ly to­wards thy poor old man. How kind it was of thee to place that pil­low un­der my loins! Thou wilt weep for me a lit­tle, wilt thou not? Not too much. I do not wish thee to have any re­al griefs. You must en­joy your­selves a great deal, my chil­dren. I for­got to tell you that the prof­it was greater still on the buck­les with­out tongues than on all the rest. A gross of a dozen dozens cost ten francs and sold for six­ty. It re­al­ly was a good busi­ness. So there is no oc­ca­sion for sur­prise at the six hun­dred thou­sand francs, Mon­sieur Pont­mer­cy. It is hon­est mon­ey. You may be rich with a tran­quil mind. Thou must have a car­riage, a box at the the­atres now and then, and hand­some ball dress­es, my Cosette, and then, thou must give good din­ners to thy friends, and be very hap­py. I was writ­ing to Cosette a while ago. She will find my let­ter. I be­queath to her the two can­dle­sticks which stand on the chim­ney­p­iece. They are of sil­ver, but to me they are gold, they are di­a­monds; they change can­dles which are placed in them in­to wax-ta­pers. I do not know whether the per­son who gave them to me is pleased with me yon­der on high. I have done what I could. My chil­dren, you will not for­get that I am a poor man, you will have me buried in the first plot of earth that you find, un­der a stone to mark the spot. This is my wish. No name on the stone. If Cosette cares to come for a lit­tle while now and then, it will give me plea­sure. And you too, Mon­sieur Pont­mer­cy. I must ad­mit that I have not al­ways loved you. I ask your par­don for that. Now she and you form but one for me. I feel very grate­ful to you. I am sure that you make Cosette hap­py. If you on­ly knew, Mon­sieur Pont­mer­cy, her pret­ty rosy cheeks were my de­light; when I saw her in the least pale, I was sad. In the chest of draw­ers, there is a bank-bill for five hun­dred francs. I have not touched it. It is for the poor. Cosette, dost thou see thy lit­tle gown yon­der on the bed? dost thou rec­og­nize it? That was ten years ago, how­ev­er. How time flies! We have been very hap­py. All is over. Do not weep, my chil­dren, I am not go­ing very far, I shall see you from there, you will on­ly have to look at night, and you will see me smile. Cosette, dost thou re­mem­ber Mont­fer­meil? Thou wert in the for­est, thou wert great­ly ter­ri­fied; dost thou re­mem­ber how I took hold of the han­dle of the wa­ter-buck­et? That was the first time that I touched thy poor, lit­tle hand. It was so cold! Ah! your hands were red then, made­moi­selle, they are very white now. And the big doll! dost thou re­mem­ber? Thou didst call her Cather­ine. Thou re­gret­tedest not hav­ing tak­en her to the con­vent! How thou didst make me laugh some­times, my sweet an­gel! When it had been rain­ing, thou didst float bits of straw on the gut­ters, and watch them pass away. One day I gave thee a wil­low bat­tle­dore and a shut­tle­cock with yel­low, blue and green feath­ers. Thou hast for­got­ten it. Thou wert rogu­ish so young! Thou didst play. Thou didst put cher­ries in thy ears. Those are things of the past. The forests through which one has passed with one’s child, the trees un­der which one has strolled, the con­vents where one has con­cealed one­self, the games, the hearty laughs of child­hood, are shad­ows. I imag­ined that all that be­longed to me. In that lay my stu­pid­i­ty. Those Thé­nardiers were wicked. Thou must for­give them. Cosette, the mo­ment has come to tell thee the name of thy moth­er. She was called Fan­tine. Re­mem­ber that name—Fan­tine. Kneel when­ev­er thou ut­ter­est it. She suf­fered much. She loved thee dear­ly. She had as much un­hap­pi­ness as thou hast had hap­pi­ness. That is the way God ap­por­tions things. He is there on high, he sees us all, and he knows what he does in the midst of his great stars. I am on the verge of de­par­ture, my chil­dren. Love each oth­er well and al­ways. There is noth­ing else but that in the world: love for each oth­er. You will think some­times of the poor old man who died here. Oh my Cosette, it is not my fault, in­deed, that I have not seen thee all this time, it cut me to the heart; I went as far as the cor­ner of the street, I must have pro­duced a queer ef­fect on the peo­ple who saw me pass, I was like a mad­man, I once went out with­out my hat. I no longer see clear­ly, my chil­dren, I had still oth­er things to say, but nev­er mind. Think a lit­tle of me. Come still near­er. I die hap­py. Give me your dear and well-beloved heads, so that I may lay my hands up­on them.”

			Cosette and Mar­ius fell on their knees, in de­spair, suf­fo­cat­ing with tears, each be­neath one of Jean Val­jean’s hands. Those au­gust hands no longer moved.

			He had fall­en back­wards, the light of the can­dles il­lu­mi­nat­ed him.

			His white face looked up to heav­en, he al­lowed Cosette and Mar­ius to cov­er his hands with kiss­es.

			He was dead.

			The night was star­less and ex­treme­ly dark. No doubt, in the gloom, some im­mense an­gel stood erect with wings out­spread, await­ing that soul.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				The Grass Cov­ers and the Rain Ef­faces

			
			In the ceme­tery of Père-Lachaise, in the vicin­i­ty of the com­mon grave, far from the el­e­gant quar­ter of that city of sepul­chres, far from all the tombs of fan­cy which dis­play in the pres­ence of eter­ni­ty all the hideous fash­ions of death, in a de­sert­ed cor­ner, be­side an old wall, be­neath a great yew tree over which climbs the wild con­volvu­lus, amid dan­de­lions and moss­es, there lies a stone. That stone is no more ex­empt than oth­ers from the lep­rosy of time, of damp­ness, of the lichens and from the de­file­ment of the birds. The wa­ter turns it green, the air black­ens it. It is not near any path, and peo­ple are not fond of walk­ing in that di­rec­tion, be­cause the grass is high and their feet are im­me­di­ate­ly wet. When there is a lit­tle sun­shine, the lizards come thith­er. All around there is a quiv­er­ing of weeds. In the spring, lin­nets war­ble in the trees.

			This stone is per­fect­ly plain. In cut­ting it the on­ly thought was the re­quire­ments of the tomb, and no oth­er care was tak­en than to make the stone long enough and nar­row enough to cov­er a man.

			No name is to be read there.

			On­ly, many years ago, a hand wrote up­on it in pen­cil these four lines, which have be­come grad­u­al­ly il­leg­i­ble be­neath the rain and the dust, and which are, to­day, prob­a­bly ef­faced:

			
				Il dort. Quoique le sort fût pour lui bi­en étrange,

				Il vi­vait. Il mou­rut quand il n’eut plus son ange.

				La chose sim­ple­ment d’elle-même ar­ri­va,

				Comme la nu­it se fait lorsque le jour s’en va.115

			

		
	
		
			Endnotes

			1. Mat­ters were get­ting em­broiled with Rome.

			2. Wel­come.

			3. Votre Grandeur.

			4. Grandeur.

			5. Pa­tois of the French Alps: chat de ma­raude, ras­cal­ly ma­raud­er.

			6. Pride.

			7. Fish­mar­ket.

			8. Du Jardin du Roi.

			9. Pota­to.

			10. Bada­joz is my home, And Love is my name; To my eyes in flame, All my soul doth come; For in­struc­tion meet I re­ceive at thy feet.

			11. Give us back our fa­ther from Ghent, Give us back our fa­ther.

			12. Mon calme.

			13. Liège is a jest on Li’ge: a cork-tree.

			Pau is a jest on peau: skin.

			14. Glaces.

			15. Glaces or ices.

			16. She be­longed to that cir­cle where cuck­oos and car­riages share the same fate; and a jade her­self, she lived, as jades live, for the space of a morn­ing (or jade).

			17. An ex-con­vict.

			18. A bul­let as large as an egg.

			19. Wal­ter Scott, Lamar­tine, Vaula­belle, Char­ras, Quinet, Thiers.

			20. This is the in­scrip­tion: D.O.M. cy a été écrasé par mal­heur sous un cahri­ot, Mon­sieue Bernard de Brye Marc­hand a Brux­elle Le [il­leg­i­ble] Fevri­er 1637.

			21. A heavy ri­fled gun.

			22. “A bat­tle ter­mi­nat­ed, a day fin­ished, false mea­sures re­paired, greater suc­cess­es as­sured for the mor­row—all was lost by a mo­ment of pan­ic, ter­ror.” Napoleon, Dict’es de Sainte H’l’ne.

			23. Five win­ning num­bers in a lot­tery

			24. Philosophe.

			25. Lit­er­al­ly “made cuirs;” i.e., pro­nounced a t or an s at the end of words where the op­po­site let­ter should oc­cur, or used ei­ther one of them where nei­ther ex­ists.

			26. Lawyer Cor­beau, perched on a dock­et, held in his beak a writ of ex­e­cu­tion; Lawyer Re­nard, at­tract­ed by the smell, ad­dressed him near­ly as fol­lows, etc.

			27.

			
				
					This is the fac­to­ry of Gob­let Ju­nior:
					

					Come choose your jugs and crocks,
					

					Flow­er­pots, pipes, bricks.
					

					The Heart sells Di­a­monds to ev­ery com­er.
				

			

			28.

			
				
					On the boughs hang three bod­ies of un­equal mer­its:
					

					Dis­mas and Ges­mas, be­tween is the di­vine pow­er.
					

					Dis­mas seeks the heights, Ges­mas, un­hap­py man, the low­est re­gions;
					

					the high­est pow­er will pre­serve us and our ef­fects. If you re­peat this verse, you will not lose your things by theft.
				

			

			29. The Good Quince.

			30. In­stead of porte coch’re and porte b’tarde.

			31. Town-Hall.

			32. Je­sus-my-God-bandy-leg’down with the moon!

			33. Chick­en: Slang al­lu­sion to the noise made in call­ing poul­try.

			34. Louis XVI­II is rep­re­sent­ed in com­ic pic­tures of that day as hav­ing a pear-shaped head.

			35.

			
				
					Tuck in­to your trousers
					

					the shirt­tail that is hang­ing out.
					

					Let it not be said that pa­tri­ots
					

					have hoist­ed the white flag.
				

			

			36.

			
				
					In or­der to reestab­lish the shak­en throne firm­ly on its base,
					

					soil (Des solles), green­house and house (De­cazes) must be changed.
				

			

			37. Sus­pendu: sus­pend­ed.

			Pen­du: hung.

			38. L’Aile: wing.

			39. The slang term for a painter’s as­sis­tant.

			40.

			
				
					If Cae­sar had giv­en me
					

					glo­ry and war,
					

					and I were obliged to quit
					

					my moth­er’s love,
					

					I would say to great Cae­sar,
					

					“Take back thy scep­tre and thy char­i­ot;
					

					I pre­fer the love of my moth­er.”
				

			

			41.

			
				
					Whether the sun shines bright­ly or dim,
					

					the bear re­turns to his cave.
				

			

			42.

			
				
					I am hun­gry, fa­ther.
					

					I have no food.
					

					I am cold, moth­er.
					

					I have no clothes.
					

					Shover,
					

					Lolotte!
					

					Sob,
					

					Jacquot!
				

			

			43. The peep­hole is a Ju­das in French. Hence the half-pun­ning al­lu­sion.

			44.

			
				
					Our love has last­ed a whole week,
					

					but how short are the in­stants of hap­pi­ness!
					

					To adore each oth­er for eight days was hard­ly worth the while!
					

					The time of love should last for­ev­er.
				

			

			45.

			
				
					You leave me to go to glo­ry;
					

					my sad heart will fol­low you ev­ery­where.
				

			

			46. A demo­crat.

			47. Thanks.

			48.

			
				
					King Boot­kick
					

					went a-hunt­ing af­ter crows,
					

					mount­ed on two stilts.
					

					When one passed be­neath them,
					

					one paid him two sous.
				

			

			49. In old­en times, fouri­ers were the of­fi­cials who pre­ced­ed the Court and al­lot­ted the lodg­ings.

			50. Scouts.

			51. A game of ninepins, in which one side of the ball is small­er than the oth­er, so that it does not roll straight, but de­scribes a curve on the ground.

			52. From April 19 to May 20.

			53. Love.

			54. Drum.

			55. Mer­lan: a so­bri­quet giv­en to hair­dressers be­cause they are white with pow­der.

			56. Black bread.

			57. Lar­ton savon­né.

			58. The scaf­fold.

			59. What’s the mat­ter with that?

			60. Ar­got of the Tem­ple.

			61. Ar­got of the bar­ri­ers.

			62. The Last Day of a Con­demned Man.

			63. Vous trou­verez dans ces potains-là, une foul­ti­tude de raisons pour que je me lib­er­tise.

			64. But where are the snows of years gone by?

			65. Six stout hors­es drew a coach.

			66. It must be ob­served, how­ev­er, that “mac” in Celtic means “son.”

			67.

			
				
					Here is the the­atre
					

					Of the lit­tle archer (Cu­pid).
				

			

			68. Smoke puffed in the face of a per­son asleep.

			69. Je n’en­trave que le dail com­ment meck, le daron des orgues, peut atiger ses mémes et ses momignards et les locher criblant sans “tre ag­it” lui-meme.

			70. Dog.

			71.

			
				
					This isn’t New Year’s day,
					

					To peck at pa and ma.
				

			

			72.

			
				
					My arm so plump,
					

					My leg well formed,
					

					And time wast­ed.
				

			

			73. Paris.

			74.

			
				
					At night one sees noth­ing,
					

					by day one sees very well;
					

					the bour­geois gets flur­ried
					

					over an apoc­ryphal scrawl,
					

					prac­tice virtue, tu­tu, point­ed hat!
				

			

			75. Chien: dog, trig­ger.

			76.

			
				
					Here is the morn ap­pear­ing.
					

					When shall we go to the for­est,
					

					Char­lot asked Char­lotte.
				

				
					Tou, tou, tou,
					

					for Cha­tou,
					

					I have but one God, one King, one half-far­thing, and one boot.
				

				
					And these two poor lit­tle wolves were as tip­sy as spar­rows
					

					from hav­ing drunk dew and thyme
					

					very ear­ly in the morn­ing.
				

				
					Tou, tou, tou,
					

					for Cha­tou,
					

					I have but one God, one King, one half-far­thing, and one boot.
				

				
					And these two poor lit­tle things
					

					were as drunk as thrush­es in a vine­yard;
					

					a tiger laughed at them in his cave.
				

				
					Tou, tou, tou,
					

					for Cha­tou,
					

					I have but one God, one King, one half-far­thing, and one boot.
				

				
					The one cursed, the oth­er swore.
					

					When shall we go to the for­est?
					

					Char­lot asked Char­lotte.
				

				
					Tou, tou, tou,
					

					for Cha­tou,
					

					I have but one God, one King, one half-far­thing, and one boot.
				

			

			77.

			
				
					There swings the hor­ri­ble skele­ton
					

					of a poor lover who hung him­self.
				

			

			78. At the Bunch of Corinth Grapes.

			79.

			
				
					She as­tounds at ten paces, she fright­ens at two,
					

					a wart in­hab­its her haz­ardous nose;
					

					you trem­ble ev­ery in­stant lest she should blow it at you,
					

					and lest, some fine day, her nose should tum­ble in­to her mouth.
				

			

			80. Matelote: a culi­nary prepa­ra­tion of var­i­ous fish­es. Gibelotte: stewed rab­bits.

			81. Treat if you can, and eat if you dare.

			82. Ami: friend.

			83. Bip’de sans plume: biped with­out feath­ers’pen.

			84. Mu­nic­i­pal of­fi­cer of Toulouse.

			85.

			
				
					Do you re­mem­ber our sweet life,
					

					when we were both so young,
					

					and when we had no oth­er de­sire in our hearts
					

					than to be well dressed and in love?
				

				
					When, by adding your age to my age,
					

					we could not count forty years be­tween us,
					

					and when, in our hum­ble and tiny house­hold,
					

					ev­ery­thing was spring to us even in win­ter.
				

				
					Fair days! Manuel was proud and wise,
					

					Paris sat at sa­cred ban­quets,
					

					Foy launched thun­der­bolts,
					

					and your cor­sage had a pin on which I pricked my­self.
				

				
					Ev­ery­thing gazed up­on you. A brief­less lawyer,
					

					when I took you to the Pra­do to dine,
					

					you were so beau­ti­ful that the ros­es
					

					seemed to me to turn round,
				

				
					and I heard them say: Is she not beau­ti­ful!
					

					How good she smells! What bil­low­ing hair!
					

					Be­neath her man­tle she hides a wing.
					

					Her charm­ing bon­net is hard­ly un­fold­ed.
				

				
					I wan­dered with thee, press­ing thy sup­ple arm.
					

					The passers­by thought that love be­witched
					

					had wed­ded, in our hap­py cou­ple,
					

					the gen­tle month of April to the fair month of May.
				

				
					We lived con­cealed, con­tent, with closed doors,
					

					de­vour­ing love, that sweet for­bid­den fruit.
					

					My mouth had not ut­tered a thing
					

					when thy heart had al­ready re­spond­ed.
				

				
					The Sor­bonne was the bu­col­ic spot
					

					where I adored thee from eve till morn.
					

					’Tis thus that an amorous soul ap­plies
					

					the chart of the Ten­der to the Latin coun­try.
				

				
					O Place Maubert! O Place Dauphine!
					

					When in the fresh spring­like hut
					

					thou didst draw thy stock­ing on thy del­i­cate leg,
					

					I saw a star in the depths of the gar­ret.
				

				
					I have read a great deal of Pla­to, but noth­ing of it re­mains by me;
					

					bet­ter than Male­branche and then Lamen­nais
					

					thou didst demon­strate to me ce­les­tial good­ness
					

					with a flow­er which thou gavest to me,
				

				
					I obeyed thee, thou didst sub­mit to me;
					

					oh gild­ed gar­ret! to lace thee! to be­hold thee
					

					go­ing and com­ing from dawn in thy chemise,
					

					gaz­ing at thy young brow in thine an­cient mir­ror!
				

				
					And who, then, would forego the mem­o­ry
					

					of those days of au­ro­ra and the fir­ma­ment,
					

					of flow­ers, of gauze and of moire,
					

					when love stam­mers a charm­ing slang?
				

				
					Our gar­dens con­sist­ed of a pot of tulips;
					

					thou didst mask the win­dow with thy pet­ti­coat;
					

					I took the earth­en­ware bowl
					

					and I gave thee the Ja­pa­nese cup.
				

				
					And those great mis­for­tunes which made us laugh!
					

					Thy cuff scorched, thy boa lost!
					

					And that dear por­trait of the di­vine Shake­speare
					

					which we sold one evening that we might sup!
				

				
					I was a beg­gar and thou wert char­i­ta­ble.
					

					I kissed thy fresh round arms in haste.
					

					A fo­lio Dante served us as a ta­ble
					

					on which to eat mer­ri­ly a cen­time’s worth of chest­nuts.
				

				
					The first time that, in my joy­ous den,
					

					I snatched a kiss from thy fiery lip,
					

					when thou wen­test forth, di­shev­elled and blush­ing,
					

					I turned death­ly pale and I be­lieved in God.
				

				
					Dost thou re­call our in­nu­mer­able joys,
					

					and all those fichus changed to rags?
					

					Oh! what sighs from our hearts full of gloom
					

					flut­tered forth to the heav­en­ly depths!
				

			

			86.

			
				
					My nose is in tears,
					

					my friend Bugeaud,
					

					lend me thy gen­darmes
					

					that I may say a word to them.
					

					With a blue capote
					

					and a chick­en in his shako,
					

					here’s the ban­lieue, co-co­cori­co.
				

			

			87.

			
				
					On be­hold­ing Lafayette,
					

					The gen­darme re­peats:—
					

					Let us flee! let us flee!
					

					Let us flee!
				

			

			88. Love let­ters.

			89. Blun­ders.

			90.

			
				
					The bird slan­ders in the elms,
					

					And pre­tends that yes­ter­day,
					

					Ata­la Went off with a Rus­sian,
					

					Where fair maids go.
					

					Lon la.
				

				
					My friend Pier­rot, thou prat­est,
					

					be­cause the oth­er day Mi­la
					

					knocked at her pane and called me.
					

					Where fair maids go.
					

					Lon la.
				

				
					The jades are very charm­ing,
					

					their poi­son which be­witched me
					

					would in­tox­i­cate Mon­sieur Or­fi­la.
					

					Where fair maids go.
					

					Lon la.
				

				
					I’m fond of love and its bick­er­ings,
					

					I love Agnes, I love Pamela,
					

					Lise burned her­self in set­ting me aflame.
					

					Where fair maids go.
					

					Lon la.
				

				
					In for­mer days when I saw the man­til­las
					

					of Suzette and of Z’ila,
					

					my soul min­gled with their folds.
					

					Where fair maids go.
					

					Lon la.
				

				
					Love, when thou gleamest in the dark
					

					thou crownest Lo­la with ros­es,
					

					I would lose my soul for that.
					

					Where fair maids go.
					

					Lon la.
				

				
					Jeanne, at thy mir­ror thou deck­est thy­self!
					

					One fine day, my heart flew forth.
					

					I think that it is Jeanne who has it.
					

					Where fair maids go.
					

					Lon la.
				

				
					At night, when I come from the quadrilles,
					

					I show Stel­la to the stars,
					

					and I say to them: “Be­hold her.”
					

					Where fair maids go.
					

					Lon la.
				

			

			91.

			
				
					But some pris­ons still re­main,
					

					and I am go­ing to put a stop
					

					to this sort of pub­lic or­der.
					

					Where fair maids go.
					

					Lon la.
				

				
					Does any­one wish to play at skit­tles?
					

					The whole an­cient world fell in ru­in,
					

					when the big ball rolled.
					

					Where fair maids go.
					

					Lon la.
				

				
					Good old folks, let us smash with our crutch­es
					

					that Lou­vre where
					

					the monar­chy dis­played it­self in furbe­lows.
					

					Where fair maids go.
					

					Lon la.
				

				
					We have forced its gates.
					

					On that day, King Charles X
					

					did not stick well and came unglued.
					

					Where fair maids go.
					

					Lon la.
				

			

			92.

			
				
					Men are ug­ly at Nan­terre,
					

					’Tis the fault of Voltaire;
					

					And dull at Palaiseau,
					

					’Tis the fault of Rousseau.
				

			

			93.

			
				
					I am not a no­tary,
					

					’Tis the fault of Voltaire;
					

					I’m a lit­tle bird,
					

					’Tis the fault of Rousseau.
				

			

			94.

			
				
					Joy is my char­ac­ter,
					

					’Tis the fault of Voltaire;
					

					Mis­ery is my trousseau,
					

					’Tis the fault of Rousseau.
				

			

			95.

			
				
					I have fall­en to the earth,
					

					’Tis the fault of Voltaire;
					

					With my nose in the gut­ter,
					

					’Tis the fault of …
				

			

			96. Cygnes.

			97. Signes.

			98. Steps on the Aven­tine Hill, lead­ing to the Tiber, to which the bod­ies of ex­e­cut­ed crim­i­nals were dragged by hooks to be thrown in­to the Tiber.

			99. Brig­ands.

			100. Emp­ty-Pock­et.

			101. Cut­throat.

			102. Mus­tards.

			103. From cass­er, to break: break-necks.

			104.

			
				
					Jeanne was born at Foug’re,
					

					a true shep­herd’s nest;
					

					I adore her pet­ti­coat,
					

					the rogue.
				

				
					Love, thou dwellest in her;
					

					For ’tis in her eyes
					

					that thou placest thy quiver,
					

					sly scamp!
				

				
					As for me, I sing her,
					

					and I love, more than Di­ana her­self,
					

					Jeanne and her firm
					

					Bre­ton breasts.
				

			

			105. In al­lu­sion to the ex­pres­sion, coif­fer Sainte-Cather­ine: to re­main un­mar­ried.

			106.

			
				
					Thus, hem­ming in the course of thy mus­ings,
					

					Al­cip­pus, it is true that thou wilt wed ere long.
				

			

			107. Tir­er le di­a­ble par la queue: to live from hand to mouth.

			108.

			
				
					Tri­ton trot­ted on be­fore, and drew from his conch-shell
					

					sounds so rav­ish­ing that he de­light­ed ev­ery­one!
				

			

			109.

			
				
					A Shrove-Tues­day mar­riage
					

					will have no un­grate­ful chil­dren.
				

			

			110. A short mask.

			111. Panti­nois.

			112. In al­lu­sion to the sto­ry of Prometheus.

			113. Acad­e­my of Sci­ences.

			114. Un fafiot s’rieux. Fafiot is the slang term for a bank-bill, de­rived from its rustling noise.

			115. He sleeps. Al­though his fate was very strange,

			he lived. He died when he had no longer his an­gel.

			The thing came to pass sim­ply, of it­self,

			as the night comes when day is gone.
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