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CHEVALIER DE MAISON ROUGE.

OHAPTER L
THE ENROLLED VOLUNTEERS.

It was on the evening of the 10th of March, 1793 ; ten
o’clock wag striking from Notre Dame, and each stroke
sounding, emitted a sad and monotonous vibration.
Night had fallen on Paris, not boisterous and stormy,
but cold, damp, and foggy. Parisitself at that time was
not the Paris of our day; glittering at night with thou-
gands of reflected lights, the Paris of busy promenades,
of lively chat, with its riotous suburbs, the scene of
audacious guarrels and daring crime, but a fearful, timid,
busy city, whose few and scattered inhabitants, even in
crossing from one street to another, ran concealing them-
selves in the darkness of the alleys, and ensconcing them-
selves behind their porte-cochéres, like wild beasts tracked
by the hunters to their lair.

As we have previously said, it was the evening of the
10th of March, 1793. A few remarks upon the extreme
situation, which had produced the changed aspect of the
capital before we commence stating the events, the re-
cital of which form the subject of this history. France,
by the death of Louis XVI., had become at variance with
all Europe.

To the three enemies she had first combated, that is to
say, Prussia, the Empire, and Piedmont, were now joined
England, Holland, and Spain. Sweden and Denmark
alone preserved their old neutrality, occupied as they
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2 THE CHEVALIER DE MAISON ROUGE.

were besides in beholding Catherine II. devastating
Poland.

The state of affairs was truly frightful. France, more
respected as a physical power but less esteemed as a moral
one, since the massacres of September and the execution
of the 21st of January, was literally blockaded, like a
simple town, by entire Europe. England was on our
coasts, Spain upon the Pyrenees, Piedmont and Austria
on the Alps, Holland and Prussia to the north of the
Pays Bas, and with one accord, from Upper Rhine to
Escant, two hundred and fifty thousand combatants
marched against the Republic. Our generals were re-
pulsed in every direction. Miacrinski had been obliged
to abandon Aix-la-Chapelle, and draw back upon Liege ;
Steingel and Neuilly were driven back upon Limbourg ;
while Miranda, who besieged Maestricht, fell back upon
Tongres. Valence and Dampierre, reduced to beat a
retreat, did so with a loss of half their number. More
than ten thousand deserters had already abandoned the
army, and cleverly scattered themselves in the interior.
At last, the Convention, having no hope except in
Dumouriez, despatched courier after courier, commanding
him to quit the borders of Bribos (where he was prepar-
ing to embark for Holland), and return to take the com-
mand of the Army of the Meuse.

Sensible at heart, like an animated body, France felt
at Paris—that isto say, at its heart’s core—each and every
blow leveled at it by invasion, revolt, or treason, even
from quarters the most distant. Each victory was a riot
of joy; every defeat an insurrection of terror. It is
therefore easy to comprehend what tumnlt was produced
by the news of these successive losses, which we are now
about to explain.

On the preceding evening, the 9th of March, they had
had at the Convention a sitting more stormy than usual ;
all the officers had received orders to join their regiments
at the same time, and Danton, that audacious proposer of
improbable things (but which nevertheless were accom-
plished), Danton, mounting the tribune, cried out :
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¢The soldiers fail, say you ? Offer Paris an opportu-
nity of saving France ; demand from her thirty thousand
men, send them to Dumouriez, and not only is France
saved, but Belgium is reassured, and Holland is con-
quered.” '

This proposition had been received with shouts of
enthusiasm ; registers had been opened in all the sections,
inviting them to reunite in the evening. Places of public
amusement were closed, to avoid all distraction, and the
black flag was hoisted at the Hétel de Ville, in token
of distress. Before midnight five-and-thirty thousand
names were inscribed on the registers ; only this evening,
as it had before occurred in September, in every section,
while inscribing their names the enrolled volunteers had
demanded that before their departure the traitors might
be punished. The traitors were, in fact, the ¢ contre-
revolutionists ” who secretly menaced the Revolution.
But, ag may be easily understood, the secret extended to
all those who wished to give themselves to the extreme
parties who at this period tore France. The traitors were
the weaker party, as the Girondins were the weakest. The
Montagnards decided that the Girondins must be the
traitors, On the next day, which was the 10th of March,
all the Montagnard deputies were present at the sitting.
The Jacobins, armed, filled the tribunes, after having
turned out the women ; the mayor presented himself
with the Council of the Commune, confirming the report
of the Commissioners of the Convention respecting the
devotedness of the citizens, but repcating the wish,
unanimously expressed the preceding evening, for a Tri-
bunal Extraordinary appointed to judge the traitors.
The report of the committce was instantly demanded
" with loud vociferations. The committee reunited im-
mediately, and in a few minutes afterward they were in-
formed by Robert Lindet that a tribunal would be formed,
composed of nine judges (independent of all forms, and
acquiring proof by every means), divided into two per-
manent sections, and prosecuting, directly by order of
the Convention, all those who were found guilty in any
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way of either tempting or misleading the people. This
was a sweeping clause, and the Girondins, comprehend-
ing it would caunse their arrest, rose en masse. Death,
cried they, rather than submit to the establishment of
this threatened imposition.

The Montagnards, in reply to this apostrophe, de-
manded the vote in a loud tone.

““Yes,” replied Ferrand, ¢‘let us vote to make known
to the world men who are willing to assassinate innocence
under the mask of the law.”

They voted to this effect ; and, against all expectation,
the majority decided—first, they would have juries;
gecond, that these juries should be of equal numbers in
each department ; third, they should be nominated by the
Convention. At the moment these three propositions re-
ceived admission, loud cries were heard ; but the Conven-
fion, accustomed to receive occasional vigits from the
populace, inquired their wishes, and were informed, in
reply :

‘It was merely a depuntation of enrolled volunteers,
who, having dined at the Halle-au-Blé, demanded to be
permitted to display their military tactics before the Con-
vention.”

The doors were opened immediately, and gix hundred
men, armed with swords, pistols, and pikes, apparently
half intoxicated. filed off amid shouts of applause, and
loudly demanded the death of the traitors.

‘“Yes,” replied Collot d’Herbois, addressing them,
‘“yes, my friends, we will save you—you and liberty, not-
withstanding these intrigues.”

These words were followed by an angry glance toward
the Gironding, which plainly intimated they were not yet
beyond reach of danger. In short, the sitting of the
Convention terminated, the Montagnards scattered them-
gelves among other clubs, running first to the Cordeliers
and then to the Jacobins, proposing to place the traitors
beyond the reach of the law, by cutting their throats the
same night.

The wife of Louvet resided inthe Rue St. Honoré, near



THE CHEVALIER DE MAISON ROUGE. 5

the Jacobins. She, hearing these vociferations, descended,
entered the club, and heard this proposition ; then quickly
retraced her steps, and warned her husband of the im-
pending danger. Louvet, hastily arming himself, ran
from door to door to alarm his friends, but found them
all absent ; then fortunately ascertaining from one of the
servants they had gone to Petion’s house, he followed
them there. He found them quietly deliberating over a
decree, which ought to be presented on the morrow, and
which, by a chance majority, they hoped to pass. He re-
lated what had occurred, communicated his fears, in-
formed them of the plot devised agaimst them by the
Cordeliers and Jacobins, and concluded by urging them,
on their side, to pursue some active and energetic
measure.

Then Petion rose, calm and self-possessed as usual,
walked to the window, opened it, and then extended his
hand, which he drew in covered with moisture.

¢ It rains,” he said ; *“ there will be nothing to-night.”

“Throngh this half-opened window the last vibration
of the clock was heard striking ten.

Such were the occurrences of the 10th of March, and
the evening preceding it—occurrences which, in this
gloomy obscurity and menacing silence, rendered the
abodes destined to shelter the living like sepulchers
peopled by the dead. In fact, long patrols of the Na-
tional Guard, preceded by men marching with fixed
bayonets, troops of citizens, armed at hazard, pushing
against one another, gendarmes closely examining each
doorway, and strictly scrutinizing every narrow alley—
those were the sole inhabitants who ventured to expose
themselves in the streets. Every one instinctively under-
gtood something unusual and terrible was taking place.
The cold and drizzling rain, which had tended so much
to reassure Petion, had considerably augmented the ill-
humor and trouble of these inspectors, whose every meet-
ing resembled preparation for combat, and who, after
recognizing one another with looks of defiance, exchanged
the word of command slowly and with a very bad grace.
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Indeed, it was said, seeing one and the other returning
after their separation, that they mutually feared an attack
from behind. On the same evening, when Paris was a
prey to one of those panics (so often renewed that they
ought, in some measure, to have become habitual), this
evening the massacre of the lukewarm revolutionists was
secretly debated who, after having voted (with restriction
for the most part) the death of the king, recoiled to-day
before the death of the queen, a prisoner in the temple
with her sister-in-law and her children. A woman, en-
veloped in a mantle of lilac printed cotton, with black
spots, her head covered and almost buried in the hood,
glided along the houses in La Rue St. Honoré, seeking
concealment under a door-porch, or in the angle of a
wall, every time a patrol appeared, remaining motionless
as a statue, and holding her breath till he had passed, and
then again pursuing her anxious course with increasing
rapidity, till some danger of a similar nature again com-
pelled her to seek refuge in silence and immobility.

She had already, thanks to the precautions she had
taken, traveled over with impunity part of La Rue St.
Honoré, when she suddenly encountered, not a body of
patrol, but a small troop of our brave enrolled volunteers,
who, having dined at La Halle-au-Blé, found their patriot-
ism considerably increased by the numerous toasts they
had drunk to their future victories. The poor woman
uttered a cry, and made a futile attempt to escape by La
Rue du Coq.

““ Ah, ah ! citoyenne,” cried the chief of the volunteers
(for already, with the need of command, natural to man,
these worthy patriots had elected their chief). Ah!
where are you going ? ”

The fugitive made no reply, but continned her rapid
movement.

“ What sport,” said the chief ; ““ it is a man disguised,
an aristocrat, who thinks to save himself.”

The sound of two or three guns escaping from hands
rather too unsteady to be depended upon announced to
the poor woman the fatal movement she had made.
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¢¢ No, no,” cried she, stopping running, and retracing
her steps ; ““no, citizen ; you are mistaken. I am nota
man.”

‘“Then advance at command,” said the chief, ‘“and
reply to my questions. Where are you hastening to,
charming belle of the night ? ”

““But, citizen, I am not going anywhere. I am re-
turning.”

“Oh ! returning, are you ?”

“ Yes!”

‘It is rather a late return for a respectable woman,
citoyenne.”

T am returning from visiting a sick relative.”

““ Poor little kitten !” said the chief, making a motion
with his hand, before which the horrified woman quickly
recoiled. ¢ Where is your passport ?”

‘“ My passport ? What is that, citizen ? What do you
mean ?”

‘¢ Have you not read the decree of the Commune ?”

“No.”

““You have heard it proclaimed, then ?”

‘¢ Alag! no. What, then, said this decree, mon Diew 2

‘“In the first place, we no longer say God; we only
speak of the Supreme Being now.” '

¢ Pardon me, I am in error. It is an old custom.”

¢¢ Bad habit—the habit of the aristocracy.”

‘I will endeavor to correct myself, citizen ; but you
said Y

‘I said that the decree of the Commune prohibited,
after six in the evening, any one to go out without a
civic pass. Now, have you this civic pass ? ”

¢ Alas ! no.”

“You have forgotten it at your relation’s ?”

I wasg ignorant of the necessity of going out with one.”

“Then come with us to the first post, there you can
explain all prettily to the captain ; and if he feels perfectly
satisfied with your explanation, he will depute two men
to conduct you in safety to your abode, else you will be
detained for further information.”
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From the cry of terror which escaped the poor prisoner,
the chief of the enrolled volunteers understood how much
the unfortunate woman dreaded this interview.

< Qh, oh !” said he, I am quite certain we hold dis-
tinguished game. Forward, forward—to the route, my
little ci-devant.”

And the chief, seizing the arm of the former, placed it
within his own, and dragged her, notwithstanding her
cries and tears, toward the post Du Palais Egalité.

They were already at the top of the barrier of Sergens,
when suddenly a tall young man, closely wrapped in a
mantle, turned the corner of La Rue des Petits Champs at
the very moment when the prisoner endeavored, by re-
newing her supplications, to regain her liberty. Baut,
without listening, the chief dragged her brutally for-
ward. The woman uttered a cry of terror, mingled with
despair. The young man saw the struggle ; he also heard
the cry, then bounded from the opposite side of the
street, and found himself facing the little troop.

‘“What igall this? What are you doingto this woman ?”
demanded he of the person who appeared to be the chief.

_““Before you question me you had better attend to
your own business.”

¢ Who ig this woman, and what do you want with her ?”
repeated the young man, in a still more imperative tone
than at first.

 But who are you, that you interrogate us ? ”

The young man opened his cloak, when an epaulet was
visible, glistening on his military costume. .

““I am an officer,” said he, ‘‘as you can see.”

“Officer! inwhat?”

¢In the Civic Guard.” ;

‘“Well, what of that ?” replied one of the troop.
‘“What do we know here of the officers of the Civie
Guard ?”

““What is that he says ?” asked another man, in the
drawling and ironical tone peculiar to a man of the
people, or, rather, of the Parisian populace, beginning to
be angry.
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‘“He says,” replied the young man, ¢ that if the
epaulet cannot command respect for the officer, the
sword shall command respect for the epaulet.”

At the same time, making a retrograde movement, the
unknown defender of the young woman had disengaged
his arms from the folds of his mantle, and drawn from
beneath it, sparkling by the glimmer of a lamp, a large
infantry saber. Then, with a rapid movement which dis-
played his familiarity with similar scenes of violence,
seized the chief of volunteers by the collar of his blouse,
and placing the saber to his throat :

“Now,” said he, “‘let us speak like friends.”

“ But, citizen,” said the chief, endeavoring to free
himself.

I warn you that at the slightest movement made,
either by you or any of your men, I pass my saber
through your body.”

During this time two men belonging to the troop re-
tained their hold of the woman.

““You have asked who I am,” continued the young
man, ‘‘which you had no right to do, since you do not
command a regular patrol. However, I will inform you.
My name is Maurice Lindey; I commanded a body of
artillerymen on the 10th of August, am now lieutenant in
the National Guards, and secretary to the section of
Brothers and Friends. Is that sufficient ?”

‘“Well, Citizen Lieutenant,” replied the chief, still
menaced with the blade, the point of which he felt press-
ing more and more, ‘¢ this is quite another thing. If you
are really what you say, that is a good patriot. U

“There, I knew we shonld soon understand each other,”
said the officer. ‘“Now, in your turn, answer me; why
did this woman call out, and what are you doing with
her ?”

‘“We are taking her to the gnard-house.”

¢ And why are you taking her there ? ”

¢¢ Because she has no civic pass, and the last decree of
the Commune ordered the arrest of any and every indi-
vidual appearing on the streets of Paris without one after
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ten o’clock at night? Do you forget the country is in
danger, and that the black flag floats over I'Hétel de
Ville ?”

“ The black flag floats over I’Hétel de Ville, and the
country is in danger, because two hundred thousand
slaves march against France,” replied the officer, ¢ and
not because a woman runs through the streets of Paris
after ten o’clock at night. But never mind, citizens.
There is a decree of the Commune, it is true, and yonm
only did your duty; and if you had answered me at once,
our explanation might have been a much shorter and
probably a less stormy one. It is well to be a patriot, but
equally so to be polite ; and the first officer whom the
citizens ought to respect is he, it seems to me, whom
they themselves appointed. In the meantime, release
that woman, if you please. You are at liberty to depart.”

¢ Oh, citizen,” cried she, seizing the arm of Maurice
(having listened to the whole of this debate with the most
intense anxiety), ‘‘ oh, citizen, do not abandon me to the
mercy of these rude and half-drunken men !”

“ Well, then,” said Maurice, ¢‘ take my arm, and I will
conduct you with them as far as the Poste.”

“To the Poste !”” exclaimed the terrified woman, ‘‘and
why to the Poste, when I have injured no one ?”

““You aretaken to the Poste,” replied Maurice, “ not
because you have done any one wrong, or because you are
considered capable of so doing, but on account of the
decree issued by the Commune, forbidding any one to go
out without a pass ; and you have none.”

¢“ But, monsieur, I was ignorant of it.”

¢ Citoyenne, you will find at the Poste brave and hon-
orable men, who will fully appreciate your reasons, and
from whom you have nothing to fear.”

¢ Monsieur,” said the young woman, pressing Maurice’s
arm, ‘it is no longer insult that I fear, it is death; if
they conduct me to the Poste, I am lost !”
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CHAPTER L
THE UNKNOWN.

THERE wag in this voice an accent of 8o much terror,
mingled with superiority, that Maurice was startled. Like
a stroke of electricity, this vibrating voice had touched
his heart. He turned toward the enrolled volunteers,
who were talking among themselves. Humiliated at hav-
ing been held in check by a single individual, they were
now consulting together with the visible intention of re-
gaining their lost ground. They were eight against one ;
three were armed with guns, the remainder with pistols
and pikes. Maurice wore only his saber. The contest
could not be an equal one. Even the woman compre-
hended this, as she held down her head, and uttered a
deep sigh.

As to Maurice, with his brows knitted, his lip disdain-
fully curled, and his saber drawn from its scabbard, he
stood irresolute, fluctuating between the sentiments of a
man and a citizen, the one urging him to protect this
woman, the other counseling him to give her up. All at
once, at the corner of La Rue des Bons Enfans, he saw the
reflection of several muskets, and heard also the measured
tread of a patrol, who, perceiving a crowd, halted within
a few paces of the group, and, through the corporal, de-
manded :

‘“ Who goes there ? ”

‘¢ A friend,” said Maurice. ‘A friend! Advance,
Louis | ”

He to whom this order was addressed placed himself at
the head of his eight men, and quickly approached.

“‘Is it you, Maurice ? ”” said the corporal, ¢ Ah, liber.
tine | what are you doing in the streets at this hour !”

““You see, I am going to the section of Brothers and
Friends.”
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“Yes; to visit that of sisters and friends, We know
all about that.”

¢ Ah, listen, ma belle,
‘When the dusk midnight hour
The church-bell shall toll,
I will haste to thy bower ;
To thy side I will steal,
Spite of bolts and of bars,
And my love will reveal,
*'Neath the light of the stars.

Isit not so ?”

¢ No, mon ami ; you are mistaken. I was on my way
home when I discovered this citoyenne struggling in the
hands of these citizen volunteers, and ran to inquire why
they wished to detain her.”

It is just like you,” said Louis. Then, turning to-
ward the volunteers, < Why did you stop this woman !”
inquired the poetical corporal.

‘1 have already told the lientenant,” replied the chief
of the little troop ; ¢ because she had no pass.”

¢ Bah ! bah !” said Louis, ¢‘a great crime, certainly.”

““Are you, then, ignorant of the decree of the Com-
mune ? ” demanded the chief of the volunteers.

‘“Yes ; but there is another clause which has annulled
that—which—listen :

“ On Pindus and Parnassus, it is decreed by Love,
That beauty’s witching face,
That youth and fairy grace,
‘Without a pass, by day or night, may through the city rove.

‘What do you say to this decree, citizen ? It is clever, it
seems to me.”

‘“Yes ; but it does not appear to me peremptory. In
the first place, it has not appeared in the ¢Moniteur’;
then we are neither upon Pindus nor Parnassus ; it is not
yet day ; and, lastly, the citoyenne is perhaps neither
graceful, young, nor fair.”

I wager the contrary,” said Louis. ¢Prove that I
am in the right, citoyenne ; remove your hood, that all
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may judge if you come under the conditions of the de-
cree.” :

¢ Monsieur,” said the young woman, pressing closer to
Maurice, ‘“having saved me from your enemies, protect
me now against your friends, I beseech you !”

¢ You see,” said the chief, ‘“ how she hides herself.
In my opinion, she is a spy of the aristocrats—some street-
walker.”

¢¢ Oh, monsieur !” said the young woman, stepping be-
fore Maurice, and discovering a face radiant with youth
and beauty, visible by the light of the lamp, ““ do I look
like what they have termed me ?”

Maurice was amazed. He had never even dreamed of
beauty equal to that he had canught sight of for a moment,
and only for a moment, since the unknown had again
enshrouded herself in the hood as quickly as she had pre-
viously removed it.

‘¢ Louis,” said Maurice, in a whisper, ¢“claim the
prisoner, that you may conduct her to your post; you
have a right to do so, as chief of patrol.”

“Very good,” said the young corporal ; ‘I understand
with half a word.”

Then, addressing himself to the unknown :

‘“ Let us go, ma belle,” continued he ; ‘“‘since you will
not afford me the proof that you are within the conditions
of the decree, you must follow ns.” i

¢ Why follow you?” said the chief of the enrolled
volunteers, ‘¢ we shall conduct the citoyenne to the post
of PHétel de Ville, where we are on guard, and there she
will be examined.”

‘¢ Not so, not 80,” said the chief of the first troop; “ she
belongs to us, and we will keep her.”

‘¢ Citizens, citizens,” said Louis, ‘‘yon will make me
a.ngry »

¢ Angry or not angry, morblew ! it is equally the same
to us. We are trne soldiers of the Republic, and while
you patrol the streets, we go to shed our blood on the
frontier.”

¢“Take care you do not shed it by the way, citizens,
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which is very likely to occur if you are not rather more
polite than you are at present.”

<t Politeness is a virtue appertaining to the aristocracy,
and we belong to the lower orders,” replied the chief.

Do not speak of these things before madame,” said
Louis; “perhaps she is an English woman. Do not be
angry at the supposition, my beautiful bird of the night,”
added he, gallantly, turning toward the unknown.
““Doubtless you are conversant with the poets, and one
of them tells us, ¢ That England is a swan’s nest situated
in the midst of a large pond.’”

¢ Ah ! youn betray yourself,” said the chief of the en-
rolled ; ““you avow yourself a creature of Pitt’s, in the
pay of England. A—”

‘¢ Silence,” said Louis ; *“ you do not understand poetry ;
therefore I must speak to you in prose. We are National
Guards, affable and patient fellows enough, but still chil-
dren of Paris; that is to say, if we are provoked, we strike
rather hard.”

¢ Madame,” said Maurice, ‘“ from what you have now
witnessed you can easily imagine what will soon follow.
In five minutes ten or twelve men will be cutting one an-
other’s throats for you. Is the cause your defenders have
embraced worthy of the blood they are about to shed ?”

‘¢ Mousieur,” replied the unknown, clasping her hands,
“1 can only assure you that if you permit me to be ar-
rested, the result to myself will be dreadful, but to others
fatal ; and that rather than you should abandon me, I
would beseech you to pierce me through the heart with
the weapon you hold in your hand, and cast my corpse
into the Seine.”

‘‘ Madame,” replied Maurice, I will take all the respon-
sibility upon myself ; ” and letting drop the hand of the
lovely incognita, which he held in hisown :

¢¢ Citizens,” said he, addressing himself to the National
Guard, ““as an officer, as a patriot, and a Frenchman, I
command you to protect this woman. And, Louis, if any
of these canaille say a word, put them to the bayonet !”

¢ Carry arms ! ” said Louis.
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¢ Oh, mon Diew! mon Dieu!” cried the unknown, en-
veloping her head still closer in her hood, and supporting
herself against a post. ¢ Oh, mon Dieu, protect me !”

The volunteers directly placed themselves on the de-
fensive, and one among them fired his pistol, when the
ball passed through the hat of Maurice.

< Cross bayonets !” said Louis. ¢‘Plan, plan, plan,
plan, plan, plan, plan !”

Then, in the darkness of night, a scene of struggling
and confusion ensued, during which the sounds of one or
two shots were heard, followed by cries, imprecations,
and blasphemies ; but no one appeared, because, as we
have said, there was this evening a secret question of the
massacre, and it was believed the massacre had com-
menced. Two or three windows only were opened for an
instant, but were immediately closed. Lesg in number,
and worse armed, the enrolled volunteers were in an instant
defeated. Two were badly wounded and four others
pinned against the wall, each with a bayonet through his
breast.

‘“There,” said Louis, ‘I hope now you will remain as
quiet as lambs.  As for you, Citizen Maurice, I order you
to conduct this woman to the post of I’'Hétel de Ville.
You understand you are answerable for her.”

¢¢Yes,” said Maurice. Then, in a low tone, ¢* And the
password ?”” added he.

““The devil ! ” said Louis, rubbing his ear, ‘“the pass-
word ; it is 3

‘“ Do not fear I shall make a bad use of it.”

< Ma foi!” said Louis. ‘“make what use you like of it
that is your concern.”

¢ Tell me, then P” said Maurice.

I will tell you all in good time ; but let us first dis-
pose of these tipsy fellows. Then, before we part, Ishall
not be very sorry to give you a few words of advice.”

“ Very well. I will wait.”

Louis then returned to his National Guards, who still
kept the enrolled volunteers at bay.

¢ Now,” said he, ‘ have you had sufficient ?
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¢ Yes, dog of a Girondin !’ replied the chief.

< You deceive yourself, my friend,” said Louis, coolly :
¢ we are better sans-culottes than yourselves, seeing that
we belong to the club of Thermopyles, of whose patriotism
no one, I hope, entertainsa doubt. Let go these citizens,”
continued Lounis ; ‘¢ they resist no longer.”

< It is not the less true that this woman is an object of
suspicion.”

«If she were a suspicious character, she would have
made her escape during this skirmish, and not, as youn see
she has done, waited till it had terminated.”

““Hum!” said ome of the volunteers. ¢ What the
Citizen Thermopyle observes is quite true.”

¢ Besides, we shall know, since my friend goes to con-
duct her to the post, while we go to drink to the health
of the nation.”

¢ Are we going to drink ? ” said the chief.

¢¢Certainly ; I am very thirsty, and I know a pretty
little cabaret at the corner of La Rue Thomas du Louvre.”

“Why did you not say so at once, citizen ? We are
sorry to have doubted your patriotism ; and, to prove it,
let us, in the name of the nation and the law, embrace
one another as friends.”

¢ Let us embrace,” said Louis.

And the enrolled volunteers and the National Guards
embraced with warm enthusiasm. At this moment they
were more anxious to embrace than behead one another.

¢ Let us now go,” cried the two united troops, ‘“ to the
corner of La Rue Thomag du Louvre.”

¢ And we,” said one of the wounded, in a plaintive
voice, ¢ do you intend to abandon us here ?

““Ah! well, yes,” said Louis; ‘““abandon the heroes
who have fallen bravely fighting for their country against
the patriots—it is true, by mistake, but still true for all
that ; we will send you some wheelbarrows. Meanwhile,
you can ging the ¢ Marseillaise,” it will divert you.”

Then, approaching Maurice, who was waiting for him,
with this unknown, at the corner of La Rue du Coq,
while the National Guards and enrolled volunteers went
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back again arm in arm toward La Place du Palais Ega-
lité.

¢ Maurice,” said he, ‘I promised you some counsel,
and this is it. Be persuaded to accompany us, rather
than compromise yourself by protecting this young
woman, who, it is true, is very charming, and on that
account not the less to be suspected ; for charming
women who run about the streets of Paris at mid-
night——"

‘“ Mongieur,” said the young woman, “judge me not
from appearances, I implore you.”

‘‘In the first place, you say monsieur, and that is a
great fault. Do you understand, citoyenne, what I say ?”

«Ah, well! Yes, yes, citizen; allow your friend to
accomplish this kind action.”

““ What is that ?”

‘“By conducting me home, and protecting me on my
road.”

¢ Maurice, Maurice,” said Louis, ¢¢ consider well what
you are doing ; you will compromise yourself terribly.”

I know it well,” said the young man; ¢ but what
would you have me do? If Ileave the poor woman, she
will be stopped at every step by the patrols.”

¢ Oh! yes, yes, monsieur, while with you—while with
you, citizen, I meant to say—I shall be safe.”

“You hear ?”” said Louis, ‘“safe. She, then, runs
great danger ?”

“ My dear Louis,” said Maurice, ¢‘let us be just. She
must either be a good compatriot or an aristocrat. If
an aristocrat, we have erred in protecting her ; if a good
patriot, it is our duty to preserve her.”

‘¢ Pardon, pardon, cker ami; I am sorry for Aristotle,
but your logic is folly. See what he says:

¢¢ ¢ Iris my reason steals away,
And yet she tells me to be wise ;
Oh!lady, I can only say,
Then turn away those glorious eyes,’”

¢ Louis,” said Maurice, ‘“a truce to Doreit, to Parny,
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and to Gentil Bernard, I pray you. Speak seriously;
will you, or will you not, give me the password ?”

““That is to say, Maurice, you place me in this situna-
tion : I must either sacrifice my duty to my friend, or
my friend to my duty; but I fear, Maurice, my duty will
fall the sacrifice.”

¢ Decide, then, for one or the other, mon ams ; but, in
the name of Heaven, decide quickly!”

¢You will not abuse it ?”

I promise you.”

¢That is not sufficient ; swear.”

“Upon what ?7”

¢ Swear upon the altar of your country.”

Louis pulled off his hat, presenting to Maurice the side
with the cockade, and Maurice, finding the affair very
simple, took, without smiling, the oath required upon
thig extemporary altar.

¢“Now,” said Louis, ‘‘this is the password: France
and Lutece ; perhaps you would say, France and Lucretia ;
but let that pass, it is Roman, all the same.”

¢ Citoyenne,” said Maurice, “I am at your service.
Thanks, Louis.”

¢ Bon voyage,” cried he, replacing on his head ¢ the
altar of the country,” and, faithful to his anacreontic
taste, departed, singing :

¢ Eleonora, Eleonora |
Now I've taught you how to love,
Tell your passionate adorer,
Does the lesson weary prove ?”

CHAPTER III.
LA RUE DES FOSSES ST. VICTOR.

MAvURIcE, finding himself alone with the young woman,
felt for the moment deeply embarrassed. The fear of
being duped, attracted by her marvelous beanty, troubled
his conscience as a pure and exalted Republican, and
caused him to hesitate when about to offer her the sup-
port of his arm.
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< Where are you going, citoyenne ?” said he.

¢ Alas! monsieur, a long way from here,” replied
she. :

¢ But how far ?”

¢« By the side of the Jardin des Plantes.”

¢ It is some distance ; let us proceed on our way.”

¢ Ah, mon Dieuw! monsieur,” said the unknown, “I
plainly perceive I am a constraint upon you ; but indeed
it is no ordinary danger that I incur. Believe me, I will
not abuse your generosity.”

¢ But, madame,” said Maurice, who, during his #éfe-a-
téte, had totally forgotten the language imposed by the
Republican vocabulary, and returned to the language of
a gentleman, ‘“how is it, in all conscience, that at this
hour you are found in the streets of Paris, where, with
the exception of ourselves, you do not see a single indi-
vidual ?”

¢ Monsieur, I have told you ; I had been paying a visit
to the Faubourg du Roule. Leaving home at midday,
and knowing nothing of what had taken place, I returned,
of course, in equal ignorance, all my time having been
spent in deep retirement.”

““Yes,” murmured Maurice, ‘‘in some retired house,
the resort of the aristocrats. Confess, citoyenne, while
publicly demanding my protection, you laugh in your
sleeve at my egregious folly.”

‘“Why should I act thus ?”

‘“You are aware that a Republican acts as your guide.
Well, this Republican betrays his cause, that is all.”

‘¢ But, citizen,” quickly rejoined the unknown, I, as
well as you, love the Republic ; you labor under a mis-
take concerning me.”

““Then, citoyenne, if you are a good patriot, you can
have no cause for concealment. Where do you come
from ?”

‘“ Monsieur, excuse me.”

There was in this ‘‘ monsieur ” 8o much sweetness and
modesty of expression, that Maurice believed it to be
founded on some sentiment concealed.
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‘¢ Surely,” said he, ‘‘this woman is returning from
some rendezvous d’amour.”

At this moment, without knowing why, he felt deeply
oppressed at this thought, and for a short time he re-
mained silent.

When these two noctural promenaders had reached La
Rue de la Verrerie, after having encountered three or
four patrols, who, thanks to the password, allowed them
free passage, an officer at length appeared inclined to
raise some difficulties. Maurice here found it necessary
to give his name and also his residence.

““That iz all that is required from you,” said the offi-
cer ; ‘but the citoyenne, who is she ?”

““The gister of my wife.”

The officer permitted them to pass.

‘“You are, then, married, monsieur ? ” murmured the
unknown.

¢“No, madame ; why do you think so ?”

““Then,” said she, laughlng, ‘““you had better have
gaid I was your wife.”

¢¢ Madame,” said Maurice, ‘‘ the name of wife is rather
too sacred to be slightly bestowed. I have not the honor
of your acquaintance,”

The unknown, in her turn, felt an impression of the
heart, and remained silent and confused. At this
moment they crossed the bridge Marie. The young
woman quickened her pace as they approached the end
of their journey. They crossed the bridge De la Tour-
ville.

‘“ We are now, I believe, in your quarter,” said Maurice,
planting his foot on the quay St. Bernard.

““Yes, citizen,” replied the young woman ; ‘“but it is
precisely here I most require your assistance.”

‘“Really, madame,” said Maurice, ““you forbid me to
be indiscreet, yet you<do all in your power to excite my
curiosity. This is not generous. Grant me your confi-
dence. I have merited it, I think, Are you not in honor
bound to tell me to whom I speak ?”

““You speak, monsieur,” said the unknown, smiling,
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“to a woman whom you have saved from the greatest
danger she could encounter, to one who owes you a debt
of everlasting gratitude.”

‘T do not require so much, madame ; be less grateful,
and pending the second, tell me your name.”

¢ Impossible !”

“You might have told it, nevertheless, to the first
sectionary, if you had been taken to the post.”

¢ No, never ! ” said the unknown.

¢ But, in that case, you would have gone to prison.”

“T had considered all that.”

¢¢ And prison at this moment——"

‘¢ Leads to the scaffold ; I know it all.”

‘“ And you would have preferred the scaffold ?”

“To treason—to discover my name was treason ; it is
treason to betray others.”

I said truly you compelled me to act a singular part
for a Republican.”

‘“ You act the part of a truly generous man. You en-
counter a poor woman subjected to insult ; you do not
condemn her because she might be ‘one of the people,’
but that she may be exempted from fresh annoyances, to
save her from shipwreck, you reconduct her to the miser-
able quarter she inhabits.”

¢ As far as appearances go, you argue correctly, and I
might have credited you, had I never either seen or heard
you speak ; but your beauty and mode of expression
stamp you as a woman of distinction, and it is just this
distinction, in opposition with your costume and this
miserable quarter, which proves to me that your absence
from home at this unseasonable hour conceals some mys-
tery. You are silent—we will speak no more. Are we
far {rom your house, madame ? ”

At this moment they entered La Rue des Fosses St.
Victor by la Rue de Seine.

““You see that small, dark building,” said the unknown
to Maurice, extending her hand, and pointing towards a
house situated beyond the walls of the Jardin des Plantes.
¢ When we arrive there you must quit me.”
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¢« Very well, madame ; issue your orders ; I am here
only to obey.”

‘“You are angry.

“Ilangry ? Not the leastin the world ; besides, what
does it matter to you ?”

‘It matters much, since I have yet a favor to ask of
you.”

¢ What is that .

“ A kind and frank adieu—the farewell of a friend.”

““ The farewell of a friend ! Oh, madame, you do me
too great an honor. A gingular friend, not to know the
name of his friend, who even conceals from him where
she resides, no doubt from the fear of being too munch
troubled with his company.”

The young woman hung down her head, but did not
reply to this saracasm.

“ As to the rest, madame,” continued Maurice, ““if I
have discovered a secret, I did so involuntarily ; and with-
out any effort on my part to do so.”

‘I have now reached my destination, monsieur,” said
the unknown.

It was facing the old Rue St. Jacques, lined with tall,
dark-looking houses, intersected by obscure, narrow
alleys, leading to streets occupied by manufactories
and tanyards, as within two steps ran the little river
Briére.

‘““Here ! ”” said Maurice, ‘“is it here that you live ?”

(13 Yes. »

¢ Impossible.”

‘It is so, nevertheless. And now, adieu! my brave
chevalier, my generous protector, adieu ! ”

¢ Adieu, madame,” said Maurice, with slight irony of
tone ; ‘“but first again assure me you run no risk of any
danger.”

¢“None whatever.”

““In that case, I will leave you.”

Maurice bowed coldly and retired a few paces. The
unknown remained for an instant stationary in the same
place.
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T do not like to take my leave of you thus,” said she.
¢¢Come, monsieur, your hand.”

Maurice approached, and held out his hand, and then
felt the young woman had slipped a ring on his finger.

“Oh! citoyenne, what have you done? Do you not
perceive that you have lost one of your rings ?”

¢¢ Monsieur, you wrong me much.”

¢¢The crime of ingratitude is wanting in me ; is it not
80, madame ?”

‘Come, I beseech you, monsieur—mon ami, do not
leave thus. What do you wish to know ? What do you
agk ?”
¢ Payment—is it not so ?”’ said the young man, bit-
terly. i

““No,” said the unknown, with a bewitching expres-
sion, ‘“but forgive me the secrecy I am obliged to pre-
serve toward you.”

Maurice, sceing in the obscurity those beautiful eyes
almost humid with tears, feeling the pressure of that soft
hand reposing between his own, hearing the accents of
that persuasive voice, which had almost descended to the
depths of prayer, felt his anger all at once yield to ad-
miration.

¢ What do I ask ?”” said he. ¢‘To see you again.”

¢ Impossible ! utterly impossible.”

¢If only for once—one hour, a minute, a second.”

¢T tell you it is impossible.”

‘Do you geriously tell me,” said Maurice, ‘¢ that I shall
never see you again ?

¢ Never,” said the nnknown, in a desponding tone.

¢ Madame,” said Maurice, ‘“you certainly jest with
me.” Then, raising his noble head, he shook his hanging
curls like a man wishing to escape from some power
which, in spite of himself, still bound him. The un-
known regarded him with an indefinable expression. It
was evident she had not altogether escaped the sentiment
she had inspired.

¢¢ Listen,” said she, after a moment’s silence, inter-
rupted only by a sigh, which Maurice had in vain en-’



24 THE CHEVALIER DE MAISON ROUGE,

deavored to suppress. “‘Swear to me, upon your honor,
to shut your eyes themoment I desire you to do so, and
to keep them closed while you can count sixty seconds.
Mind, upon your honor.”

<« If I swear, what will happen to me ?”

¢ It will happen that I will prove my gratitude to you
in a manner that I faithfully promise you I will never
again to any other person. Do this for me more than for
yourself. As to the rest, it will be difficult.”

¢ But, at least, am I not to know——"

“No; trust to me. You see—"

¢¢In truth, madame, I know not whether you are angel
or demon.”

¢ Will you swear it ?”

““Yes; I swear to do as you desire me.”

¢ Whatever occurs, you will not open your eyes—what-
ever happens. You understand ? even if you should feel
yourself struck with a poniard.”

“You bewilder me.” My word of honor required with
so much urgency.”

‘¢ Swear, then, mongieur. It appears to me that yon
run no great risk in so doing.”

¢ Well, I swear,” said Maurice, ‘‘whatever may hap-
pen,” closing his eyes.

He hesitated.

¢ Let me see yon only once more—only once more,”
said he. ‘I entreat you.”

The young woman let fall the hood with a smile not
quite free from coquetry, when, by thelight of the moon,
which at this moment shed its luster between two clouds,
he again beheld, for the second time, the raven hair hang-
ing in masses of shining curls, the beautifully arched and
penciled eyebrows, o’ershadowing the almond-ghaped eyes,
so soft and languishing, an exquisitely formed nose, and
lips fresh and brilliant as coral.

¢“Qh, you are beautiful, exquisitely beautiful ! ” said
Maurice.

¢¢ Shut your eyes,” said the unknown.

Maurice obeyed.
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The young woman took both his hands within her own,
and placed him in the desired position.

Suddenly he felt a warm perfume pervade his face, and
lips slightly touch his mouth, leaving between his lips the
disputed ring.

All passed rapid as thought. Maurice experienced a
gensation almost amounting to pain. His feelings were
inexplicable, even to himself.

He made a brusque movement, and extended his arms
before him.

‘“ Your oath,” said a voice, already in the distance.

Maurice clasped his hands over his eyes to strenuously
resist the strong inclination he felt to perjure himself,
He counted no more ; he thought no more ; but remained
tottering, his nerves totally unstrung.

In about an instant he heard a noise like that of a door
closing a few paces distant from him ; then again every-
thing was silent. Then he removed his hand, and opened
his eyes, looking round about him like a man just awak-
ened from a deep sleep, and might, perhaps, have fancied
all that had occurred a passing dream, had he not held
between his lips the identical ring, proving this unheard-
of adventure an incontestable reality.

CHAPTER 1IV.

MANNERS OF THE TIMES.

WaEN Maurice came to himself, he looked around, but
saw only the gloomy, dirty streets extending to hisright
and left. He essayed to find out exactly where he was,
that he might recognize it again ; but his mind was dis-
turbed. The night was dark, and the moon which for a
moment had appeared to light up the lovely face of the
fair unknown, had again retired behind theclouds. The
young man, after a moment of cruel incertitude, retraced
his steps toward his own house, situatedin the Rue de
Roule. 2

Arriving at La Rue St. Avoie, Maurice was much sur-

B—DuMas—Vor. XI.
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prised at the number of patrols who circulated in that
quarter of the temple.

« What iz the matter now, sergeant ?”inquired he of
the chief of patrol, busily occupied in thoroughly search-
ing La Rue des Fontaines.

““What is it ?”” said the sergeant. ““It is this, mon
officier. It was intended this night to carry off the
woman Capet, and the whole nest beside.”

“ How was that ?”

¢ A band, forming a patrol, had, I do not know how,
procured the password, and introduced themselves into
the temple, in the costume of chasseurs of the National
Guard. Fortunately, he who represented the corporal,
when speaking to the officer on guard, addressed him as
¢ Monsieur.” He sold himself—the aristocrat !”

“The devil ! ” said Maurice. “‘And have they not ar-
rested the conspirators ?”

‘“No. When the patrol reached the street, they were
all dispersed.”

“And is there any hope of capturing any of these
fellows ?”

“There iz only one among the number of sufficient
importance to arrest—that is the chief, a very slight man,
who had been introduced among the men on guard by one
of the municipals of the scrvice. We had made the
villain run, but he had found a door behind, and fled
through les Madelonnettes.”

Under any other circumstances, Maurice would have
remained for the rest of the night with the patriots, who
guarded the safety of the public, butsince one short hour,
love of country was no longer his sole engrossing thought.
He continued his way, and the tidings he had justlearned
were soon obliterated from his memory by the recent events
in which he had taken so active a part. Besides, since
these pretended attempts had become very frequent, the
patriots themselves were aware, under certain circum-
stances, they made use of them in a political measure ;
therefore, this news caused our young Republican no great
disquietude.



THE CHEVALIER DE MAISON ROUGE. 2

On returning home, Maurice found his ‘¢ official ” (at
this epoch they had no longer servants), Maurice, say we,
found his official waiting, but who, while waiting, had
fallen asleep, and while sleeping, snored uneasily. He
awoke him, and with all due regard for his fellow-man,
made him pull off his boots, then dismissed him, that he
might not interrupt his cogitations, and jumping into
bed, it being very late, and he also having youth on his
side, slept soundly, notwithstanding the preoccupation
of his thoughts.

The next day he discovered a letter on his fadle de nuit.
This letter was written in a clear, elegant hand, but
unknown to him. He looked at the seal. The seal was
engraved with the single word in English, ¢ Nothing.” He
opened it. It merely contained these words, ¢ Thank you.
Everlasting gratitude in exchange for everlasting forget-
fulness.” Maurice summoned his domestic (the true pa-
triot never rang, the sound denoted servility ; indeed,
many officials only entered the service of their masters on
this express condition).

The official of Maurice had received, nearly thirty years
before, at the baptismal font, the name of Jean, but in 92
he was, by private anthority, rebaptized (Jean savoring of
aristocracy and Deism), and now called himself ¢¢ Scevola.”

¢ Scevola,” demanded Maurice, ‘‘ do you know where
this letter came from ? ”

¢ No, citizen.”

¢ Who brought it to you ?”

¢'The concierge.”

¢¢ And who brought it to him ?”

¢¢ A commissionaire, no doubt, since it had no postmark.”

““ Go down, and request the concierge to walk up.”

The concierge complied, because it was Maurice who
made the request, and he was mnch beloved by all the
officials with whom he was concerned in any way ;but at
the same time the concierge declared that had it been any
other tenant, he should have asked him to walk down.

The concierge was called Aristide. .

Maurice interrogated him. It was a stranger who had
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brought the letter, about eight in the mox:ning. The
young man multiplied his questions and V&I:Ied them in
every possible shape, but could elicit nothing further.
Maurice requested his acceptance of six francs, also desir-
ing, if thestranger again presented himself, that he would
follow him, without appearing to do so, and inform him
where he returned to.

We hasten to say that, much to the satisfaction of Aris-
tide, who felt himself rather insulted by this proposition,
the man returned no more.

Maurice remained alone, crushing the letter with vexa-
tion ; he drew the ring from his finger, and placed it with
the crumpled letter upon the fable de nwit, then turned
toward the wall, with the foolish idea of sleeping afresh ;
but at the end of an hour Maurice returned to this fan-
faronade, kissed the ring and reread the letter. The ring
was a splendid sapphire ; the letter, as we have said, wasa
charming little billet, displaying its aristocracy in every
line.

As Maurice reread and examined it, the door opened.
Maurice hastily replaced the ring on his finger, and con-
cealed the note under his pillow. Was this the modesty
of newly awakened love, or was it the shame of a patriot,
who would not wish it to be known that one in relation
with the people was imprudent enough to write a billet,
of which the perfume alone was sufficient to compromise
both the hand that penned it and the hand that received
it?

He who entered was a young man attired as a patriot,
but a patriot of surpassing elegance. His blouse was
composed of fine cloth, his breeches of cashmere, and his
stockings-of fine striped silk. As to his bonnet, it might
have shamed, from the elegance of its form and splendid
purple color, even those of Paris itself. Added to all
this, he carried in his belt a pair of pistols of the royal
manufacture of Versailles, and a short saber, equal to
those of the pupils of the Champ de Mars.

‘““Ah! thou sleepest, Brutus,” said the new-comer,
¢¢and the country is in danger. F% donc !’
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¢ No, Louis,” said Maurice, laughing, ‘“ I do not sleep,
I dream.”

“Yes, I understand.”

‘¢ Well, as for me, I cannot understand.”

“Bah !”

<« Of whom do you speak ? Who is this Eucharis ?”

¢“Why, the woman.”

¢ What woman 2 ”

‘“The woman of La Rue St. Honoré—the woman of
the patrol—the unknown—the woman for whom you and
I risked our heads last night.”

¢ QOh, yes!” said Maurice, who knew perfectly well
what his friend would say, and only feigned igunorance,
‘“the unknown.”

‘“Well, who was she ? ”

“T know nothing.”

““ Was she pretty ?”

‘¢ Pshaw ! ” said Maurice, pouting hislips disdainfully.

“ A poor woman forgotten in some love adventure.

“Yes; sweet creatures that we are,
'Tis love that ever tortures man.”

¢“Is this possible ?” said Maurice, to whom such an
idea was at this moment peculiarly repugnant, and who
would have much preferred finding the unknown to be
even a conspirator rather than a light woman.

¢ And where does she live ?”

1 know nothing concerning her.”

‘¢ Come, now ; you know nothing ; that’s impossible.”

““Why so?2”

“You escorted her back.”

¢ She escaped from me at the Bridge Marie.”

¢ Escaped from you!” said Louis, with a roar of
laughter ; ‘‘a woman escape from you ?

“*Say, can the trembling dove elude
The vulture—tyrant of the air ;
The fawn, on whom the tiger rude
Springs from his solitary lair 2 7
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¢¢ Louis,” said Maurice, “I wish you would accustom
yourself to speak like other people. You annoy me
horribly with your atrocions poetry.”

‘¢ To speak like other people, indeed ! Now, it appears
to me I speak better than most people. I speak as the
Citizen Demonstur, both in prose and poetry. As for
my poetry, mon cker, 1 know a certain Emilie who does
not consider is so bad. But to return to yours.”

¢ My poetry ?”

“No ; your Emilie.”

‘“Have I an Emilie ?

¢ Ah, ah ! your gazelle may turn tigress, and show her
teeth in a manner that may not please you, although in
love.”

““Iin love ?” said Maurice, shaking his head.

¢ Yes, you in love.”

¢¢ Louis,” said Maurice, arming himself with a pipe-key
which lay upon the table, ¢ I swear that if you will spout
verses, I will whistle.”

‘“Then let us talk politics; besides, that brought me
here. Have you heard the news ?”

‘I know that Capet’s wife wished to escape.”

¢“Oh! that is nothing.”

¢ What more is there, then ? ”

¢ The famous Chevalier de Maison Rouge is in Paris.”

“Is it true ?” said Maurice, raising himself to a sit-
ing posture. ¢ When did he come ?”

¢ Yesterday evening.”

“_But how ?”

‘“Disguised as a chasseur of the National Guard. A
woman who is thought to be an aristocrat, disguised as a
woman of the people, took him these clothes to the barrier
gate ; an instant afterward they are gone out arm in arm.
It was not till after they had passed the sentinel suspi-
cion was excited. He had seen the woman pass with a
bundle and repass, accompanied by a soldier, when it
suddenly struck bim something was wrong, and he ran
after them. They had disappeared in a hotel of La Rue
St. Honoré, where the door was opened as if by magic.
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The hotel had a second point of egress, leading on to the
Champs Elysées. Bon soir to the Chevalier de Maison
Rouge and his companion; they had both vanished.
They will demolish the hotel and guillotine the proprie-
tor, but that will not deter the chevalier from renewing
the attempt which has just failed ; it is four months
gince the preceding one, and yesterday was the second.”

¢“Is he not arrested ?” demanded Maurice.

“Ah; well. Yes, mon cher, as well attempt to stop
Proteus, arrest Proteus; you know the trouble Aristides
had to accomplish it.”

¢ ¢ Pastor Aristeeus, fugiens Penefa Temple.’ ”

“Take care,” said Maurice, carrying the key to his
mouth.

“Take care of yourself, for this time you will not
whistle at me, but at Virgil.”

That is very true, and as long as you do not translate
it I have nothing tosay. Now to return to Maison
Rouge.”

‘“ We agree that he is a brave man.”

““The fact is, that to undertake such things he must
possess immense courage.”

“Or intense adoration.”

“ Do you believe, then, in the love of the chevalier for
the queen ?”

““I do not believe it. I only mention what report says.
Besides, she has turned the brains of so many others, that
this would not be at all surprising. She has seduced
Bernais, so they say.”

¢ Never mind ; the chevalier must have had confederates
in the Temple even.”

¢ Very possible.

¢ Love breaks through bars,
And laughsat bolts.”

¢ Louis ! ”

‘¢ Ah! it is true.”

“Then you think like the rest ?”

¢ Why not 2
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““ Because, according to your account, the queen has
had already two hundred lovers.”

¢“Two, three, four hundred. She is guite handsome
enough for that. I do not say she loves them ; but, in
short, they love her. All the world beholds the sun, but
the sun does not see all the world.”

“You say, then, that the Chevalier de Maison
Rouge——"

I say they are on the track at this moment, and if he
escapes this time the bloodhounds of the Republic, he
will be a cunning fox.”

¢ And what does the Commune in all this affair ?

¢ The Commune is about to issue a decree, by which
every house, like an open register, must display on the
front the name of every inhabitant, both male and female.
This is realizing the dream of the ancients. Why should
there not be a window in every breast, that all the world
may see what passes there ? ”

¢ An excellent idea, that,” said Maurice.

¢To place windows in men’s breasts ? ”

¢ No ; but to place a list of names on every door.”

Maurice felt this might be the means of assisting him
to discover the unknown, or, at least, to afford him some
clew whereby he might be able to trace her.

¢¢Is it not so ? ” said Louis.. ““I have already betted
this measure will secure us a batch of five hundred aristo-
crats. By the bye, we have received this morning, at our
club, a deputation of enrolled volunteers; they arrived,
conducted by our adversaries of that night, whom I had
not abandoned till dead drunk ; they are here, I tell you,
with garlands of flowers and immortelle crowns.”

¢ Indeed,” replied Maurice, laughing ; ““and how many
were there P”

““ They were thirty, and were shaved, wearing bouquets
in their button-holes.”

¢ Citizens of the Club of Thermopyles,” said the orator,
‘“we wish the union of Frenchmen not to be interrupted
by any misunderstanding ; we, therefore, come to frater-
nize anew with such excellent patriots as yourselves.”
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¢ Well, what then ?”

‘“Then we have fraternized, and in this reiteration, ag
Diasonis expresses himself, we raised an altar to the
country with the table of the secretary and two carafes,
in which the nosegays were deposited. As you were the
hero of the feat, you were three times summoned to ap-
pear, that you might be crowned ; bat as you did not reply,
and it was necessary to crown something, they crowned
the bust of Washington. This was the order of the cere-
mony.”

As Louis concluded this statement, which at this epoch
had nothing of burlesque, a noise was heard proceeding
from the street ; the drums, first heard in the distance,
now approached nearer and nearer. They easily compre-
hended the cause of this noise, now too common to be
misunderstood.

¢ What is all that ?” said Maurice.

¢“The proclamation of the decree of the Commune,”
said Louis.

I will run to the station,” said Maurice, leaping from
his bed, and calling his servant to assist him.

¢¢ I will return home and go to bed,” said Louis. €I
had not two hours’ sleep last night, thanks to those out-
rageous volunteers. If they only fight a little, let me
gleep ; but if they fight much, come and fetch me.”

¢ But why are you so smart to-day ?” said Maarice,
eying him all over as he rose to withdraw.

¢“ Because on my road hither I am obliged to pass the
Rue Bethisy, and in the Rue Bethisy, on the third flat, is
a window which always opens when I pass.”

“Then you do not fear being taken for a fop ?”

“I!afop? Iam, on thecontrary,known fora French
sans-culotte. But one mnst make some sacrifice to the
softer sex. The worship of the country does not exclude
that of love ; indeed, one commands the other.

¢ Our Republicans profess
We but follow ancient lore ;

Beauty we prize none the less,
That we love our freedom more.
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Dare to whistle to that, and I denounce you as an aristo-
crat. Adieu, mon ami.”

Louis held out his hand to Maurice, which the young
Repnblican cordially shook, and went out, thinking of a
gonnet to Chloris.

CHAPTER V.

WHAT SORT OF MAN THE CITIZEN MAURICE LINDEY WAS.

WHILE Maurice Lindey, having dressed quickly, pro-
ceeds to the section of La Rue Lepelletier, of which, as
we already know, he was secretary, we will endeavor to
lay before the public the antecedents of this young man,
introduced upon the scene by one of those impulses so
familiar to powerful and generous natures.

The young man had spoken correctly the preceding
evening, when in reply he had said his name was Maurice
Lindey, resident in La Rue de Roule. He might have
added he was a child of that half-aristocracy accorded to
the gentlemen of the robe. His ancestors, for two hun-
dred years, had distinguished themselves by that same
parliamentary opposition which has rendered so illustrious
the names of Moles and Masson. His father, the good
Lindey, who had passed his life grumbling against des-
potism, when on the 14th of July, ’89, the Bastile had
fallen by the hands of the people, died from sudden {right,
and the shock of seeing despotism replaced by a liberty
militant, leaving his only son independent by fortune and
a republican in principles.

The Revolution which had closely followed this great
event found Maurice, in all the vigor and maturity of
manhood, becoming a champion prepared ‘to enter the
lists ; his republican education, improved by his great
assiduity to the clubs, and from reading all the pamphlets
of that period-—God knows how many Maurice hadread '—
deep and rational contempt for the hierarchy, philosoph-
ical consideration of the events which formed the body,
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absolute denial of all nobility which was not personal,
impartial appreciation of the past, ardor for new ideas,
sympathy with the people, blended with more aristocratic
organizations ; such were the morals, not of those whom
we have selected, but which history has given us as the
heroes of our tale,

As to his personal appearance, he was in height five
feet eight inches, from twenty-five to twenty-six years of
age, and muscular as Hercules. His beauty was of the
French cast, that is to say, fair complexion, blue eyes,
curling chestnut hair, rosy lips, and ivory teeth.

After the portrait of the man comes the position of the
citizen. Maurice, not rich, but still independent, bore a
name much respected, and, above all, popular. Maurice,
known by his education, and prineiples still more liberal
even than his education, Maurice placed himself, so to
speak, at the head of a party composed of all the young
citizen patriots. It was well that with the sans-culoftes
he passed for rather lukewarm, and with the sectionaries
ag rather foppish. But the sans-culotfes nc longer re-
membered his lukewarmness when they saw him snap in
twain the knotted cudgels, and the sectionaries pardoned
his elegance when he one day scientifically planted a blow
between two cyes that had been watching him in an of-
fensive manner for some time past.

And now for the physical, moral, and civic combined.
Maunrice had assisted at the taking of the Bastile, he had
been on the expedition to Versailles, had fought like a
lion on the 10th of August, and in this memorable journey,
it is only justice to observe, he had killed as many patriots
as Swiss, not being more willing to permit an assassin
under a blouse than an enemy to the Republic under a
red coat. It was he who exhorted the defenders of the
chéteau to surrender themselves, and to prevent the shed-
ding of blood ; it was he who placed himself before the
mouth of the cannon to which a Parisian artilleryman was
putting a light; he who by a window first entered the
Louvre, regardless of the firing of five hundred Swiss and
as many gentlemen in ambush ; and when he perceived
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the signal of surrender, his avenging sword had already
cut through more than ten uniforms. Then, seeing his
friends leisurely massacring some prisoners, who, having
thrown down their arms, and, clasping their hands, sup-
plicated for life, he furiously attacked these fiends, which
had gained for him a reputation worthy of the good days
of Rome and of Greece. War declared, Maurice enrolled
himself, and departed for the frontier in the ranks, as a
lieutenant, with the first fifteen hundred volunteers the
city sent against the invaders, and who each day had been
followed by fifteen hundred others.

At the first battle in which he assisted, that is to say,
at Jemappes, he received a ball, which, after having di-
vided the muscles of the shoulder, lodged against the
bone. The representative of the people knew Maurice,
and he returned to Paris for his recovery.

For a whole month, consumed by fever, he tossed upon
his bed of suffering, but in January was able to resume his
command, if not by name, at least in fact, of the club of
Thermopyles, that is to say, of one hundred young men
of the Parisian citizens, armed to oppose any attempt in
favor of the tyrant Capet ; and yet more, Maurice, with
contracted brows, dilated eyes, and pale face, his heaft
shrouded with a strange mixture of moral hatred and
physical pity, assisted at the execution of the king, and
perhaps he alone, of all that throng, remained silent
when the head of the son of St. Louis fell on the scaffold,
and only raised on high his redoubtable saber, while his
friends, loudly shouting, *‘ Vive la liderté!” omitted to
notice that one voice, at least, did not unite itself with
their own.

This was the individual who, on the morning of the
14th of March, bent his steps toward La Rue Lepelletier,
and of whose stormy career our history will furnish fur-
ther detail.

Toward ten o’clock Maurice reached the section of
which he was secretary. The commotion was great. The
question in agitation was, to vote an address to the Con-
vention, in order to repress the conspiracies of the Girons
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dins. They impatiently awaited the arrival of Mau-
rice.

There was no doubt of the return of the Chevalier de
Maison Rouge, of the audacity with which the arch-con-
spirator had for the second time entered Paris, where he
well knew a price was now fixed on his head.

To this circumstance was attributed the attempt made
the preceding evening on the temple, and each one ex-
pressed hizs hatred and indignation against the traitors
and aristocrats. i

Contrary to the general expectation, Maurice appeared
preoccupied and silent, wrote down the proclamation,
finished his employment in three hours, demanded if the
sitting had terminated, and receiving an answer in the
affirmative, took his hat, and proceeded toward La Rue
St. Honoré.

Arriving there, Paris appeared quite different to him.
He revisited the corner of La Rue du Cogq, where, during
the night, he had first seen the lovely unknown struggling
in the hands of the soldiers. Then, from thence he pro-
ceeded to the bridge Marie, the same road he had traveled
by her side, stopping where the patrols had stopped them,
repeating in the same place, as if it had preserved an
echo of their words, the sentences exchanged between
them ; only 1t was now one o’clock in the afternoon, and
the sun, shining brilliantly upon this walk, reminded him
atevery step of the occurrences of the past night.

Maurice crossed the bridge, and entered directly La
Rue Victor, as it was then called.

¢ Poor woman,” murmured Maurice, ‘“she did not
reflect yesterday that the duration of the night was only
twelve hours, and that her secret would, in all prob-
ability, not last longer than the night. By the light of
the sun, I will endeavor to find the door through which
she vanished, and who knows but I may, perhaps, even
see her at a window ?”

He then entered the Old Rue St. Jacques, and placed
himself in the same spot as the unknown had placed him
on the preceding evening. Ior an instant he closed his
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eyes, perhaps foolishly expecting the kiss he had then
received would again impress his lips, But he felt noth-
ing but the remembrance ; ’tis true that burned yet.

Manrice opened hiseyes, and saw two little streets, one
to the right, the other to the left. They were muddy,
dirty, and badly formed, furnished with barriers, cut by
little bridges, thrown over a kennel. There might be
seen the beams of arches, nooks, corners, and twenty
doors propped up, fast falling into decay. Here, indeed,
was misery in all its hideousness. Here and there was a
garden inclosed in a fence, others by palisades of poles,
some by walls, and skins hanging in the outhouses, dif-
fusing around that disgusting odor always arising from a
tan-yard.

Maurice’s search lasted for nearly two hours, during
which he found nothing, and divined nothing, and ten
times he had retraced his steps to consider where he was.
But all his efforts were in vain ; his search was a fruitless
one, as all trace of the young woman seemed to have been
effaced by the fog and rain of the previous night.

“ Truly,” said Maurice, ‘‘ I must be in a dream. This
filthy place could not for an instant have afforded refuge
for my beautiful fairy of last night.”

There was, in this wild Republican, more real poetry
than in his friend of the anacreontic quatrains, since he
clung to this idea, fearful to sully, even in thought, the
spotless purity of the unknown. But all hope had now
forsaken him.

¢ Adieu,” said he; ¢ mysterions beauty, you have
treated me like a child and a fool. Would she have led
me here if she really lived in this wretched locality ? No,
she would only pass as a swan over the infected marsh,
and, like a bird in the air, leave no trace behind.”
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CHAPTER VI.
THE TEMPLE.

THE same day, and the same hour, when Maurice, dis-
appointed and unhappy, repassed the bridge De la
Tournelle, several municipals, accompanied by Santerre,
commandant of the Parisian National Guard, made a
visit of inquiry to the temple, transformed into a prison,
since the 13th of Aungust, 1793.

The visit was made especially to an apartment in the
third story, consisting of an ante-chamber and three
rooms. One of these chambers was occupied by two
females, a young girl, and a child of nine years old, all
dressed in mourning. The elder of the females was about
seven or eight and thirty. She was seated at a table
reading.

The second, whose age appeared twenty-cight or twenty-
nine was engaged on a piece of tapestry.

The young girl of fourteen years was seated near the
child, who, ill and in bed, closed his eyes as if asleep,
although that was utterly impossible, owing to the noise
made by the municipals. While some moved the beds,
others examined their clothes and linen j the rest, when
their search was concluded, remained rudely staring at the
unfortunate prisoners, who never even raised their eyes,
the one from her book, the other from her embroidery,
and the third from her brother.

The eldest of these women was tall, handsome, and very
pale. She appcared to concentrate all her attention on
her book, althongh, in all probability, her eyes read, but
not her mind. One of the municipals approached her,
brutally snatched away her book, and flung it into the
middle of the room. The prisoner stretched her hand
across the table, took up the second volume, and con-
tinued to read.
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The Montagnard made a furious gesture, as if he would
take away the second, as he had the first, but at this
attempt, which startled the prisoner at her embroidery
near the window, the young girl sprang forward, and
encircling the reader’s head with her arms, weeping, ex-
claimed : ‘“My poor mother! my poor mother!” and
then embraced her. As she did so, the prisoner placed
her mouth to her ear, and whispered :

¢ Marie, there is a letter concealed in the stove ; re-
move it.”

““Come, come,” said the municipal, brutally dragging
the young girl toward him, and separating her from her
mother, ‘“shall you soon have finished embracing ?”

¢¢Sir,” said she, ““has the Convention decreed that
children shall not embrace their mothers ?”

¢ No ; but it has decreed that traitors, aristocrats, and
ci-devants shall be punished ; that is why I am here to
interrogate you. Answer, Antoinette.”

She who was thus grossly accosted did not even deign
to look at her examiner, but turned her head aside,
while a flush passed over her face, pale and furrowed
with tears.

¢¢It is impossible,” said he, “that you are ignorant of
the attempt last night.” Whence came it ?”

The prisoners still maintained silence.

¢ Answer, Antoinette,” said Santerre, approaching her,
without remarking the almost frenzied horror which had
geized the young woman at sight of this man, who, on the
morning of the 21st of January, conducted Louis XVI.
from the temple to the scaffold. “‘Reply. They were
conspiring last night against the Republic, and seeking
your escape from the captivity in which you are expiating
your crimes, by the will of the people. Tell me, do you
know who are the conspirators ?

Marie started at contact with that voice, which she
endeavored to fly from by removing her chair to the
greatest distance possible, but replied no more to this
question than to the former one ; paid no more deference
to Santerre than she had done to the municipal.
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‘“You are, then, determined not to reply ?” said San-
terre, stamping his foot furiously.

The prisoner took up the third volume from the table.
Santerre turned himself away. The brutal power of this
man, who commanded eighty thousand men, who had
only need of a gesture to cover the voice of the dying
Louis XVI., was defeated by the dignity of a poor pris-
oner, whose head he could cause to fall, but whose will
he could not bend.

¢ And you, Elizabeth,” said he, addressing the other
female, who at that instant abandoned her tapestry to
join her hands in prayer, not to these men, but to God,
¢ will you reply ?”

¢“I do not know what you ask,” said she ; ¢¢therefore,
I cannot reply.”

¢ Morblew ! Citoyenne Capet,” said Santerre, impa-
tiently, ““I think what I say is sufficiently clear, too.
I again tell you that yesterday an attempt was made for
your escape, and you certainly must know the culprits.”

¢¢ Having no communication with those outside, mon-
sieur, we canunot possibly tell what they do, either for or
against us.”

¢¢ Very well,” gaid the municipal ; ¢‘ we will now hear
what your nephew will say.”

And he approached the bed of the young dauphin. At
this menace, Marie Antoinette suddenly rose.

¢ Monsieur,” said she, ¢“my son is ill, and now asleep
—do not wake him.”

¢ Reply, then.”

¢ krow nothing.”

The municipal walked straight te the bed of the little
prisoner, who, as we have said, feigned sleep.

¢ Come, wake up, Capet,” said he, shaking him roughly.

The child opened his eyes, and smiled.

The municipals then surrounded his bed.

The queen, agitated with fear and grief, made a sign
to her daughter, who, profiting by this moment, glided
from the apartment into the room adjoining, opened the
mouth of the stove, and drew out a letter.
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¢ What do you want with me ?” asked the child.

¢ To inquire if you heard nothing during the night.”

$“No ; I was asleep.”

¢You are very fond of sleep, it seems.”

“Yes ; for when I sleep I dream.”

¢¢ And what do you dream ?”

““That I again see my father, whom you have
killed.”

¢ Then you heard nothing ?”” said Santerre, quickly.

¢ Nothing.”

¢ These wolf’s cubs are, in truth, well agreed with the
ghe-wolf,” said the municipal, furious with rage. ¢‘There
has been, notwithstanding, a plot.”

The queen smiled.

¢“She bullies us, the Austrian !” cried the municipal.
‘¢ Well, since it is thus, let us execute in all its rigor the
decree of the Commune. Get up, Capet.”

‘“What would you do ?” said the queen, forgetting
herself. ¢ Do you not see my son is ill, and suffering
from fever ? Would you wish to kill him ?”

‘“Your son,” said the municipal, ¢‘is the cause of con-
stant alarm to the council of the temple ; he is the point
at which all the conspirators aim, and flatter themselves
they shall carry you off altogether. Well, let them come.
Tison—call Tison !”

Tison was a species of journeyman, charged with all
the household work in the prison. He appeared. He
was a man of forty years old, much sunburned, of a rude
and ferocious aspect, with matted black hair overhanging
his eyebrows.

““ Tison,” said Santerre, ‘“ who came yesterday to bring
the prisoners’ food ? ”

Tison uttered a name.

¢ And their linen, who brought it to them ?”

“ My daughter.”

““Then your daughter is a laundress ?”

¢¢ Certainly.”

¢ And you gave her the washing of the prisoners ?”

‘““ Why not ? She gains as much by one as another ; it
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is no longer the tyrant’s money, but belongs to the
nation, who pays for them.”

‘“You were told to examine the linen with the greatest
attention.”

“Well, do I ever fail in my duty ? In proof of which,
they had yesterday a handkerchief tied in two knots. I
have taken it to the council, who ordered my wife to
wash, iron, and return it to Madame Capet, without say-
ing anything about it.”

At this remark of two knots being tied in the pocket-
handkerchief, the queen trembled, the pupils of her eyes
dilated, and she and Mme. Elizabeth exchanged hasty
glances.

““ Tison,” said Santerre, ¢ your daughter is a person of
whose patriotism no one can entertain a doubt ; but when
she leaves the Temple to-day she returns there no more.”

«“ Ah, mon Dieu ! ” gaid Tison, terrified. ‘¢ What are
you saying to me ? I shall not see my daughter till I go
out ?”

“You will not go out,” said Santerre.

Tison looked wildly around, without allowing his eye
to remain fixed on any particular object, and suddenly
exclaimed :

‘I am not to go out ; that is it, is ‘it ? Well, then, I
will go out altogether. Give me my dismissal. I am
neither traitor nor aristocrat, that I should be detainad
in prison. I tell you I will go out.”

¢ Citizen,” said Santerre, ¢ obey the orders of the
Commune, and be silent, or I tell you it may be all the
worse for you. Remain here and watch all that passes.
There is an eye on you. I warn you of this.”

Daring this time, the queen, who thought herself for
a moment forgotten, recovered by degrees, and replaced
her son in his bed.

¢ Desire your wife to come up,
Tison.

He obeyed without a word. The threats of Santerre
had rendered him meek as a lamb.

Tison’s wife came up.

? said the municipal to
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“« Come here, citoyenne,” said Santerre ; ¢‘we are go-
ing into the ante-chambers ; during that time search all
the prisoners.”

¢ Listen, wife,” said Tison ; ¢‘ they will not permit our
daughter to come to the Temple.”

¢ They will not permit our daughter to come here ?
Then we ghall see her no more ?”

Tison mournfully shook his head.

““What do you say to this ?”

“Isay we will make a report to the council of the
temple, and the council shall decide it. In the mean-
time——"

¢In the meantime, I will see my daughter again.”

““Silence !” said Santerre; ¢‘ you came here for the
purpose of searching the prisoners ; search them, then,
and afterward we will see——"

¢ But—now: 2

‘“Oh, oh !” said Santerre, knitting his brows, ¢ you
are contaminated, it appears to me.”

¢“Do as the citizen general tells you, wife,” he said ;
““ afterward we ghall see.”

And Tison regarded Santerre with an humble smile.

“Very well,” said the woman; ¢“go, then; I am
ready to search.”

The men went out.

“Ma chére Madame Tison,” said the queen, ‘‘you
know——"

“I only know, Citoyenne Capet,” said the horrible
woman, gnashing her teeth, ¢‘ that you are the cause of
all the misery of the people, and also that I have reason
to suspect you, and you know it.”

Four men waited at the door to assist Tison’s wife, if
the queen offered any resistance.

The search commenced on the queen.

There was found on her person a handkerchief tied in
three knots, which, unfortunately, appeared a reply to the
one spoken of by Tison ; a pencil, a scapulary and some
gealing-wax.

¢“Ah! I knew it,” said Tison’s wife; ‘“I have often
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told the municipals she wrote, the Austrian ! The other
day I found a lump of sealing-wax on the candlestick.”

‘“ Ah, madame,” said the queen, in asupplicating tone,
‘“only show the scapulary, I entreat you!”

““Yes,” said the ‘woman, I feel pity for you, who
have felt so much pity for me, to take my daughter from
me.”

Mme. Elizabeth and Mme. Royale had nothing found
upon them.

The woman Tison recalled the municipals, who entered,
Santerre at their head. She showed them the articles
found upon the queen, which, as they passed from hand
to hand, afforded subjects for an infinite variety of con-
jectures ; but the handkerchief tied in three knots excited,
above all, the imagination of these persecutors of the
royal race.

‘ Now,” said Santerre, ‘‘ we are going to read the de-
cree of the Convention to you.”

¢ What decree ?”” demanded the queen.

¢The decree which orders you to be separated from
your son.”

¢¢Is it, then, true that this decree exists ?”

¢ Yes; the Convention has too much regard for the
health of a child confided to its gnardianship to leave him
in the care of a mother so depraved.”

The eyes of the queen flashed like lightning.

‘“But form some accusation, at least, tigers that you
are.”

‘ That is not at all difficult,” said a municipal ; and he
prenounced one of those infamous accusations brought
by Suétone against Agrippine.

¢“Oh! cried the queen, standing, pale with indignation,
¢¢ T appeal to the heart of every mother !”

‘“That is all very fine,” said a municipal ; <“but we
have already been here two hours, and cannot lose the
whole day. Get up, Capet, and follow us.”

‘Never, never!” cried the queen, rushing between
the municipals and the young Louis, preparing to defend
the approach to his bed, as a tigress the entrances to
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her den. ¢“Never will I permit you fo carry away my
child.”

< Oh ! messienrs,” said Mme. Elizabeth, clasping her
hands in an attitude of prayer, ¢ messieurs, in the name
of Heaven, have pity on us both.”

““Then speak,” said Santerre; ‘state the names,
avow the project of your accomplices ; explain what they
wished to intimate by the knots made in the pocket-
handkerchief brought with your linen by Tison’s
danghter, and the meaning of those tied in the hand-
kerchief found in your pocket, and on these conditions I
will leave you your child.”

A look from Mme. Elizabeth seemed to implore the
queen to submit to this dreadful sacrifice.

Then, quietly brushing from her eye a tear which
sparkled like a dxamond

¢¢ Adieu, my son,” cried she; ‘‘never forget your
father who is in heaven, or your mother who will soon
join him there, and never omit to repeat morning and
evening the prayer I have taught you. Adieu, my son.”

She gave him a last kiss; then, rising calm and in-
flexible :

“I know nothing, messieurs,” said she; ¢do as yon
please.”

But the queen must have required more than the usual
amount of fortitude contained in the heart of woman, and
above all, of a mother. She fell back fainting upon a
chair, while they carried away the child, who, with fast-
flowing tears, held out his arms, but uttered not a single
. word or cry.

The door closed behind the municipals who carried
away the ehild, and the three women remained alone.
There was for a moment the deep silence of despair, in-
terrapted only by occasional sobs.

““ The queen first broke silence.

“ My danghter,” said she, ‘“that letter ?”

‘1 burned it, as you desired me, ma mére.”

¢ Without reading it ?”

¢ Without reading it.”
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¢¢ Adieu, then, to the last ray of hope—d1v1ne hope |
murmured Mme, Elizabeth.

‘¢ You are right, my sister, you are right ; it is almost
beyond endurance.” Then, turning toward her daughter :
¢ But you, at least, saw the handwriting, Marie ? ”

¢ Yes, ma mére, for a moment.”

The queen rose, went to the door to make sure she was
not observed, then, drawing a pin from her hair, ap-
proached the wall, and from a chink drew out a small
paper folded like aletter, and showing it to Mme. Royale :

““ Collect your thoughts before you reply, my child,”
said she ; ¢ was the writing the same as this ?”

¢ Yes, yes, ma mére,” cried the princess ; ¢ I recognize
it.”

“God be praised, then !” cried the queen, falling with
fervor on her knees. ¢ If he could write since this morn-
ing, he i8 safe. Thanks, mon Dieu, thanks! So noble
a friend deserves Thy miraclous preservation ! ”

¢ Of whom do you speak, ma mére?” demanded Mme.
Royale. ¢ Who is this friend ? Tell me his name, that
I'may recommend him to God in my prayers.”

““You are right, my child ; never forget it. This
name, for it is the name of a gentleman replete with
honor and courage, one not devoted to us through ambi-
tion, for he has only revealed himself since our misfor-
tones. He has never seen the Queen of France, or rather,
the Queen of France has never seen him, and he vows
his life to her defense. Perhaps he will be recompensed
as all virtue is recompensed, by a dreadful death. But—
if he dies—Oh ! I shall still think of him in heaven—he
is called——"

The queen looked uneasily around, then lowering her
voice :

““He i3 called the Chevalier de Maison Rouge. Pray
for him.”
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CHAPTER VIL
THE OATH OF THE GAMESTER.

THE attempted abduction, so contestable was it, be-
cause it had had no one to commence the execution of it,
had excited the anger of some and the interest of others.
That which likewise corroborated this event almost toa cer-
tainty, was that the Committee for General Security
learned that three weeks or a month before a number of
emigrants had entered France from different parts of the
frontier. It was evident these people whe thus risked
their lives did not do so without design, and this design
was, in all probability, to cooperate in carrying off the
royal family. %

Already, upon the proposition of the Conventionalist
Asselim, the terrible decree had been promulgated which
condemned to death all emigrants convicted of bhaving
returned to France, all Frenchmen convicted of having
intended to emigrate, particularly all convicted of hav-
ing assisted in their flight, or in their return, either a
female or male emigrant; and, lastly, all citizens con-
victed of having afforded shelter to an emigrant. With
this dreadfnl law commenced the ‘‘Reign of Terror.”
All that was wanting was the law for suspected persons.
The Chevalier de Maison Rouge was an enemy far too
active and audacious for his return to Paris, and his ap-
parition in the Temple, not to call forth the gravest meas-
ures. More severe inspections than had previously taken
place were made in a number of suspected houses, but -
with the exception of some female emigrants who allowed
themselves to be taken, and some old men whose few re-
maining days they did not trouble themselves to dispute
with the executioner, their researches produced no other
result.

The sections, as may be imagined, were after this event
much oceupied for several days, and, consequently, the
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gecretary of the section Lepelletier, one of the most in-
fluential in Paris, had little time to think of his unknown
fair one. At first, as he had resolved on quitting La
Rue Vieille St. Jacques, he had tried to forget her, but,
as his friend Louis had observed to him :

“Alas ! endeavoring to forget
But makes us recollect the more.”

Maurice, however, neither said nor confessed anything.
He buried in his heart all the details of that adventure
which he had been able to conceal from the serutiny of
his friend. But he who knew Maurice to be of a joyous
and hilarious nature, and now saw him constantly sad
and thoughtful, seeking solitude, doubted not, to use his
own expression, that the rogue Cupid had passed that
way.

It is remarkable that, during its eighteen centuries of
monarchy, France had had few years so mythological as
the year of our Lord 1793. In the meantime, the cheva-
lier was not taken, and he was no more spoken of. The
widowed queen, cruelly robbed of her child, contented
herself by weeping, in company with her sister and
daughter. The young dauphin was consigned to the
care of ‘“ Simon the Shoemaker,” this poor little martyr
who, in the short space of three years, was reunited to
his father. There was a moment’s calm. The Montagn-
ard volcano rested before devouring the Girondins.

Maurice felt the weight of this calm, as the heaviness
of the atmosphere is felt in stormy weather, and not
knowing how to dispose of his leisure, abandoned himself
entirely to the ardor of a sentiment, which, if not actually
love itself, bordered closely upon it. He reread his
letter, again kissed his beautiful sapphire ring, and re-
solved, notwithstanding his oath, to make one more at-
tempt, promising himself this should indeed be the last.
The young man had first thought he would go to the
gection of the Jardin des Plantes, and there make in-
quiry from the secretary, his colleague. But the first
idea (and, we may add, which he still retained) that the

O—Duuas—VorL. XI.
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beautiful unknown was mixed up in some political plot,
still restrained him, as the thought that any indiscretion
on hig part might be the means of sending this lovely
woman to La Place de la Revolution, and his head to the
block, cansed his blood to curdle and freeze in his veins.
He, therefore, determined on seeking this adventure
alone, and without any further information. His plan,
besides, was very simple. The catalogue of names in-
scribed on each door would certainly afford him some
clew, and then, by interrogating the porter, he might be
able to solve the mystery.

In his capacity of secretary of La Rue Lepelletier, he pos-
gessed full and entire right to make all inquiries. Besides,
Maurice, ignorant of the name of the unknown, was able to
judge of it by analogy. It was impossible so lovely a crea-
ture should not possess a name in harmony with her form,
some name appertaining to sylph, fairy, or angel, since
her arrival on earth must have been hailed as that of a
superior and supernatural being. This name would then
most infallibly guide him.

Maurice then dressed himself in a blouse of a dark-brown
cloth, adorned his head with the ¢ bonnet rouge,” worn
on great occasions, and set out on his voyage of discovery
alone. He had in his hand one of those knotted cudgels
called ‘“une Constitution,” which, wielded by his vigor-
ous hand, was powerful as the club of Hercules, and in
his pocket he placed his commission as secretary of the
gection of Lepelletier. These were at once his physical
security and his moral guarantee.

He prepared himself to review afresh La Rue St.
Victor, La Rue Vieille St. Jacques, reading by light of
the declining day all those names, inscribed in a hand more
or less practised, upon the panels of every door.

Maurice had reached the hundredth house, and conse-
quently, read the hundredth list, and nothing had yet
occurred to induce him to imagine that he was in the
least degree upon the trail of the unknown, when a good-
natured shoemaker, noticing the anxiety and impatience
depicted on the young man’s countenance, came out with
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his strap of leather and his punch, and looking at Maurice
over his spectacles :

‘“Do you wish any information respecting the tenants
of this house, citizen ?” said he ; ‘“if 8o, I shall be happy
to give it to you.”

‘¢ Thanks, citizen,” stammered Maurice ; I am look-
ing for the name of a friend.”

““Tell me the name, citizen ; I know everybody in this
quarter. Where does this friend live ? ”

“ He lives, I think, in the Old Rue Jacques, but I fear
he has removed.”

¢ But how is he named ? I must know that.”

Maurice, taken thus unawares, hesitated for a moment,
then pronounced the first name that presented itself to
his memory.

‘“René,” said he.

¢ And what trade ? ”

Maurice was surrounded by tanneries.

‘¢ A working tanner,” said he.

“In that case,” said a burgess, who stopped and re-
garded Maurice with a certain good nature not totally
exempt from distrust, ¢‘it is necessary to address your-
gelf to his master.”

““That is true,” said the doorkeeper, ‘it is quite
right, the masters know the names of these workmen ;
there is the Citizen Dixmer, who is manager of a tannery,
has more than fifty workmen in his yard ; he will perhaps
tell you.”

Maurice turned round and saw a burgess of command-
ing figure, with a mild countenance, the richness of whose
attire denoted opulence.

¢“ Only, as the citizen porter observes, it is necessary
1 should know the family name.”

T have told you—René.”

“René is his baptismal name ; it is the family name I
require. All my workmen sign their family name.”

““ Ma foi!” said Maurice, growing impatient under this
gpecies of interrogation, ‘‘the family name? I do not
know it.”
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¢ What,” said the burgess, with a smile, in which
Maurice thonght he discerned more irony than he wished
to appear, ¢ what, not know the surname of your friend ?”

“No.”

¢ In that case it iz not probable yon will find him ;*
and the burgess, gravely bowing to Maurice, walked a
short distance and entered a hounse in the Old Rue St.
Jacques.

““The fact is that if you do not know his surname——"
said the porter.

“Well, I do not know it,” said Maurice, who would
not have been sorry to find some occasion to vent his ill-
temper, and was at the moment much inclined to seek a
quarrel. ¢ What have you to say to that ?”

“ Nothing, citizen, nothing at all ; only, since you do
not know the name of your friend, it is, as Citizen
Dixmer said, more than probable you will not find him.”

And the citizen porter went into his lodge, shrugging
his shoulders. Maurice felt a great inclination to thrash
this porter, but he was an old man, and his infirmities
saved him. Besides, the day was drawing to a close, and
he had only a few moments of daylight left. He availed
himself of it by returning to the first street, then to the
second, examined every door, searched in every nook,
looked under every palisade, climbed each wall, threw a
glance into the interior of every gateway, looked through
the keyholes, knocked at some deserted warehouses with-
out receiving any reply, till at length nearly two hours
had elapsed in this useless investigation.

Nine o’clock struck ; no more noise was heard, no
movement seen in this deserted quarter, whose life seemed
to have retired with the light of day. Maurice, in
despair, made a retrograde movement, when all at once,
at the winding of a narrow alley, he discerned a light
burning. He immediately ventured into the dark pas-
sage, without remarking that at the moment even where he
had thrust himself, a curious head, which for the last
quarter of an hour, from the midst of a clump of trees,
rising from under the wall, had followed all his movements,
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and then disappeared suddenly behind this wall. A short
time after this head had disappeared, three men came
out from a small door in thissame wall, went into the alley,
where Maurice had preceded them, while a fourth, for
greater security, locked the door of entrance into this
alley. At the end of this alley, Maurice discovered a
court ; it was on the opposite side of this counrt the light
was burning. He knocked at the door of a poor solitary
house, but at the first sound the light was extinguished.
He redoubled his efforts, but no one answered to his call ;
he saw they were determined to make nc reply, so, com-
prehending that it was only a useless waste of time, he
crossed the court and reentered the alley. At this mo-
ment the door of the house turned softly on its hinges,
three men came out, and then the sound of a whistle was
heard.

Maurice torned round, and saw three shadows within a
short distance. He saw in the darkness also, his eyes hav-
ing become accnstomed to this obscurity, the reflection of
three glittering blades. He knew he was hemmed in.
He would have brandished his club, but the alley was so
narrow that it tonched the wall on either side. At the
same moment a violent blow on the head stunned him.
This was an unforeseen assault made upon him by the
four men who entered through the door in the wall.
Seven men at the same time threw themselves upon
Maurice, and notwithstanding a desperate resistance,
overpowered him, and succeeded in binding his hands and
bandaging his eyes.

Maurice had not even uttered a cry, or called for aid.
Strength and true courage suffer by themselves, and are
tenacious of the help of a stranger. Besides, Maurice
had often heard that no one would enter this deserted
quarter. Maurice was thus, as we have said, thrown down
and bound, but had not uttered a single complaint. He
had reflected as to what would follow—that as they had
bandaged his eyes they did not intend to kill him di-
rectly. At Maurice’s age respite becomes hope. He re-
covered his presence of mind, and listened patiently.
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“Who are you ?” demanded a voice still breathless
from the late struggle.

‘] am a man they are murdering,” replied Maurice.

‘“ What is more, you are a dead man if you speak so
loud, or eall for assistance, or even utter the least
cry.’i

¢If I had wished to do 8o, I need not have waited till
the present time.”

¢ Are you ready to answer my questions ?”

“Let me hear them first, I shall then see whether I
ought to reply.”

“ Who sent you here ?”

“No one.”

“ You came, then, of your own accord ?”

“Yes.”

“You lie.”

Maurice made a desperate effort to disengage his hands,
but it was in vain.

¢¢ I never lie,” said he.

““In either case, whether you came of your own accord
or were sent, you are a spy.”

¢ And you are cowards!”

“ We cowards ?”

“ You are seven or eight against one man bound, and
yon insult that man. Cowards! cowards ! cowards !”

This violence on the part of Maurice, instead of en-
raging his adversaries, appeared to produce a contrary
effcct. It was even a proof that the young man was not
what they deemed him ; a true-spy would have trembled
and begged for mercy.

““There is nothing insulting in that,” said a voice,
milder yet firmer than any that had previously been
heard ; ¢ in the times we live in, one may be a spy with-
ont being a dishonest man, only it is at the risk of one’s
life.”

¢ If that is your opinion, you are welcome to question
me. I will answer you faithfully.”

“ What brought you into this quarter ?

¢To search here for a woman.”
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An incredulous murmur followed this assertion. The
breeze increased, and became a hurricane.

¢ You lie ! ” said the same voice ; * it is no woman—
there is no woman in this quarter to follow. Avow your
intentions, or you die !~

¢ Well, then,” ssid Maurice, “ you surely would not
kill me for the mere pleasure of doing so, unless you are
true brigands.”

And Maurice made a second effort, more strennous than
the first, to disengage his arms from the cord which
secured them. It was useless, and atthat moment he
experienced a sharp pain in his breast, which made him
flinch.

““Oh ! you feel that ? ” said one of the men. < There
are eight more similar to this with which you will claim
acquaintance.”

¢ Kill me, then,” said Maunrice, with resignation ; it
will, at least, be finished at once.”

¢ Who are you ?” szaid the mild but firm voice.

¢ Do you wish to know my name ?”

¢ Yes, your name.”

¢ ] am Maaurice Lindey.”

¢ Whst !” cried a voice, ‘“ Maurice Lindey, the rev-
olu—the patriot ; Maurice Lindey, the secretary of the
section Lepelletier 2

These words were pronounced with so much warmth
that Maurice felt they were decisive. This reply was cal-
culated to decide his fate. Maurice was incapable of
fear ; he drew himself up like a true Spartan, and e-
plied, in a firm voice:

< Yes, Manrice Lindey ; yes, Maurice Lindey, secre-
tary to the section Lepelletier ; yes, Maurice Lindey, the
patriot, the revolutionist, the Jacobin ; Maurice Lindey,
in short, whose happiest day will be that on which he
dies for liberty.”

This reply was received with the silence of death.

Maurice presented his breast, expecting every moment
the sword, of which he had ounly felt the point, would be
planged into his heart.
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¢¢Ig this true ?” said a voice full of emotion ; ¢‘let us
see, young man, that you lie not.”

“Feel in my pocket,” said Maurice, ‘“and you will
there find my commission. Look upon my breast, and if
not effaced by my blood, you will see my initials, an M
and L, embroidered on my shirt.”

Maurice felt himself immediately raised by strong arms,
and carried to some distance. He first heard one door
open, then a second, which he knew was narrower than
the first, from the trouble the men found in carrying him
through. The murmuring and whispering continued.

““I am lost!” said Maurice to himself ; < they will
fasten a stone round my neck, and cast me into the
Briére.”

In an instant he felt the men who bore him were mount-
ing some steps. A warmer air fanned his face, and he
was placed upon a seat. He heard a door double-locked
and the sound of departing steps. He fancied he wasleft
alone. He listened with as much attention as was pos-
sible in a man whose life hung upon a word, and thought
he again heard the voice which had already struck upon
his ear say, with a mixture of decision and mildness :

“ We will deliberate.”

CHAPTER VIIL
GENEVIEVE.

A QUARTER of an hour passed away ; it appeared an
ageto Maurice. And what more natural ? Young, hand-
some and vigorous, highly beloved and esteemed by a
hundred devoted friends, with whom he sometimes
dreamed of accomplishing great things, he felt himself
suddenly, without preparation, liable to lose his life—the
victim of a base ambuscade. He knew no one was shut
in the chamber ; but was he watched ? He again exerted
all hig strength to break his bonds, till his iron muscles
swelled, and the cords entered his flesh ; but thxs, like
all his former efforts, was useless.
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It was the more terrible his hands being tied behind ;
he was unable to draw up his bandage. If he were only
able to see, he might perhaps be able to escape. However,
as these various attempts were made without opposition,
and hearing no one stirring, he concluded he was quite
alone.

His feet pressed upon something soft and heavy, it
might be gravel or perhaps soft clay. An acrid, pungent
smell announced the presence of vegetable matter,
Manrice fancied he was in a greenhouse, or some place
very like it. He took a step or two, hit the wall, turned,
and, groping with his hands, felt some garden tools. He
uttered an exclamation of joy. With unparalleled exer-
tion he began to examine these tools, one after another.
His flight now became a question of time. If chance or
Providence granted him five minutes, and if among these
tools he found a sharp instrument, he wad saved. He
found a spade. From the way in which Maurice was
bound, it required a great struggle to raise the spade a
sufficient he1ght for his purpose. Heatlength succeeded
and, upon the iron of the spade, which he supported
against the wall with his back, he at last cut, or, rather;
wore away, the cord which conﬁned his wrists. The
operation was tedious ; the iron cut slowly. The perspira-
tion streamed from his face ; he heard a noise as of some
one approaching; with a tremendous effort, the cord,
rather worn, broke. This time it was a cry of joy he
gave utterance to; now, at least, he was sure to die in
defending himself. Maurice tore the bandage from his
eyes. He was not deceived, but found himself in a kind
of, not greenhouse, but pavilion, used as a receptacle for
the more delicate plants unable to outlive the winter in
the open air. In acorner the gardening implements were
stowed away, which had been the means of rendering him
so important a service. Facing him was a window ; he
glanced toward it, and saw it was grated, and a man armed
with a carbine placed gentinel before it.

On the other side of the garden, about thirty paces
distant, perhaps rather less, rose a small turret, fellow
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to the one where Maurice remained prisoner. The blind
was down, but through the blind a light was visible.

He approached the door and listened ; another sentinel
was placed before this door. These were the footsteps he
had heard. Butfrom the end of the corridora confusion
of voices resounded. The deliberation had evidently de-
generated into disputation.

Maurice could not hear distinctly what was said ; some
words, however, reached him, and amid these words—as if
for them only the distance was short—he distingmished
plainly, “Spy! Poniard! Death!” Maurice redonbled
his attention ; a door opened, and he heard more dis-
tinctly.

‘“ Yes,” said one voice, it is assuredly a spy; he has
discovered something, and is certainly sent to take us and
our secret unawares. In freeing him we run the risk of
his denouncing us.”

‘¢ But his word,” said a voice.

“ His word—he will give it only to betray it. Is he a
gentleman, that we should trust his word ?”

Maurice ground his teeth at the idea which some folks
still retained, that omnly a gentleman could keep his
oath.

‘“ But he does not know us ; how can he denounce us ?”

“No, he does not know us, certainly, nor our occupa-
tions; but he knows the address, and will return ; this
time he will be well accompanied.”

This argument appeared conclusive.

¢ Then,” said a voice, which several times already had
struck Maurice as belonging to the chief, ¢¢ it is then quite
decided.”

““ Yes, a hundred times, yes ; I do not comprehend you
with your magnanimity. Mon cher, if the Committee for
the Public Safety caught us, you would see if they acted
after this fashion.”

““You persist, then, in your decision, gentlemen ?”

““ Without doubt; and you are not, we hope, going to
oppose it ? 7

“I have only one voice, gentlemen, it has been in
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favor of his liberation ; you possess six, and they all vote
for his death. Let it then be deatb.”

Maurice felt the blood freeze in his veins.

“0f course he will howl and cry!” said the voice ;
¢‘but have you removed Madame Dixmer ?”

¢ Madame Dixmer ! ” murmured Maurice; ““I begin
now to comprehend I am in the house of the master tan-
ner, who spoke to me in the Old Rue St. Jacques, and
who went away laughing because I was nnable to tell him
the name of my friend. But how the devil can it be to
his interest to assassinate me ?”

Looking round about him, Maurice perceived an iron
stake with a handle of ash-tree wood.

““In any case,” said he, ¢ before they assassinate me, I
will kill more than one of them.”

And he sprang to secure this harmless instrument,
which, in his hand, was to become a formidable weapon.
He then retired behind the door, and so placed himself
that he could see without being seen. His heart beat so
tumultuously that in the deep silence its palpitations
might be heard. Suddenly Maurice shuddered from head
to foot. A voice had said :

«If you act according to my advice, you will break a
window, and through the bars kill him with a shot from
A carbine.”

¢ Oh, no, no! not an explosion,” said another voice;
that might betray us. Besides, Dixmer, there is your
wife.”

‘I have just looked at her through the blind ; she sus-
vects nothing—she is reading.”

‘¢ Dixmer, you shall decide for ns. Do you advocate a
shot from the carbine, or a stroke from the poniard ? ”

« Avoid firearms as far as it is possible—the poniard.”

““Then let it be the poniard. Allons!”

““ Allons!” repeated five or six voices together.

Maurioe was a child of the Revolution with a heart of
flint, and in mind, like many others at that epoch, an
atheist, But at the word ‘“ 4llons!” pronounced behind
the door, which alone separated him from death, he re-

»



60 THE CHEVALIER DE MAISON ROUGE.

membered the sign of the cross, which his mother had
taught him when an infant he repeated his prayers at
her knee.

Steps approached, stopped ; then the key turned in the
lock, and the door slowly opened.

During this fleeting moment, Maurice had said to him-
self :

<¢If I lose this opportunity to strike the first blow I
am a dead man. If I throw myself upon the assassing, I
take them unawares—gain first the garden, then the
street, and am saved !”

Immediately, with the spring of a lion, and uttering a
savage cry, which savored more of menace than terror, he
threw down the first two men, who, believing him bound
and blindfolded, were quite unprepared for such an as-
sault, scattered the others, took a tremendous leap over
over them, thanks to his iron muscles, saw at the end
of the corridor a door leading into the garden wide open,
rushed toward it, cleared at a bound six steps, and found
himself in the garden, debating if it were best to en-
deavor to run and gain the gate. This gate was secured
by a lock and a couple of bolts. Maurice drew back the
bolts, tried to open the lock, but it had no key.

In the meantime, his pursuers, who had reached the
steps, perceived him. '

¢ There he is I ” eried they ; ‘ fire upon him, Dixmer,
fire! Kill him—kill him !”

Maurice uttered a groan ; he was enclosed in the gar-
den ; he measured the walls with his eye—they were ten
feet in height.

All this passed in a moment. The assassins rushed for-
ward in pursuit of him.

Maurice was about thirty feet in advance, or nearly so;
he looked round about him with the air of a condemned
man who seeks concealment as the means of saving him-
self from the reality. He perceived the turret—the
blind—and behind the blind the light burning.

He made but one bound—a bound of six feet—seized
the blind, tore it down, passed through the window,
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smashing it, and alighted in a chamber where a female
sat reading.

The female rose, terrified, calling for assistance.

¢« Stand aside, Genevié¢ve—stand aside ! ” cried the voice
of Dixmer ; ““stand aside,that I may kill him !”

And Maurice saw the carbine leveled at him. But
scarcely had the woman looked at him, than she uttered
a frightful cry, and instead of standing aside, as desired
by her husband, rushed between him and the barrel of
the gun.

This movement concentrated all Maurice’s attention to
the generous woman, whose first impulse was to protect
him from danger and death. In his turn heuttered acry
of astonishment.

It was the long sought-for unknown.

“You!” cried he ; ““you—"

‘¢ Silence ! ” cried she.

Then, turning toward the assassing, who, variously
armed, approached the window :

“ Ah! you will not kill him ! * cried she.

“He is a spy,” said Dixmer, whose usually placid
countenance had assumed an expression of stern resolu-
tion ; ““he is a spy, and, therefore, must die.”

“A spy—he ?” gaid Genevidve ; “he a spy! Come
here, Dixmer. I need onmly say one word to prove that
you are strangely deceived.”

Dixmer and Geneviéve approached the window, and in
& low voice she uttered a few words. The master tanner
raised his head quickly.

“He !” said he.

¢ He himself,” said Geneviéve.

““You are certain—quite certain ?”

This time the young woman did not reply, but smiling,
held out her hand to Maurice.

The features of Dixmer now assumed a singular ex-
pression of gentleness and indifference. He placed the
butt-end of his musket on the ground.

¢ This is quite another thing,” said he.

Then making a sign to his companions to follow, he
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stepped aside with them, and after saying a few words,
they disappeared.

¢ Conceal that ring,” murmured Genevidve ; ‘it is
known by every one here.”

Maurice quickly drew the ring from his finger, and
slipped it into his waistcoat pocket. A moment after-
ward the door of the pavilion opened, and Dixmer, un-
armed, advanced toward Maurice.

¢ Pardon me, citizen,” said he to him, ‘“that I had
not known sooner the obligation I am under to you. My
wife, while retaining a grateful remembrance of the serv-
ice you rendered her on the 10th of March, had forgot-
ten your name. We were, therefore, completely in ig-
norance with whom we were concerned ; independent of
this, believe me, we might not for a moment have en-
tertained suspicion either of your honor or intentions.
Again, I say, pardon me.”

Maurice was bewildered ; with the greatest difficulty
he preserved his equilibrium, he felt his head turn round,
and was near falling. He supported himself against the
mantelpiece. At length :

“Why did you wish to kill me ?” said he.

“That i3 the secret, citizen,” said Dixmer ; ““I con-
fide it to your keeping. I am, as you already know, a
tanner, and principal in this concern. The greater part
of the acids I employ in the preparation of my skins are
prohibited goods. Now, the smugglers have received in-
telligence of an information laid before the counsel-gen-
eral. I feared you were an informer. My smugglers
were more alarmed than myself at your bonnet-rouge and
formidable appearance, and I do mot conceal from you
that your death was resolved upon.”

‘“ Pardiew! and well I know it,” said Maurice ; ‘‘you
tell me no news. I heard your consultation, and I have
geen your carbine.”

‘I have already apologized,” said Dixmer, in a kindly
tone. ‘‘You mnst understand that, thanks to the un-
settled state of the times, myself and partner, Monsieur
Morand, are likely to realize an immense fortune. We



THE CHEVALIER DE MAISON ROUGE. 63

have the furnishing of the military bags, and finish from
fifteen hundred to two thousand each day. Owing to this
blessed state of things in which we live, the municipality
are much occupied, and have not time strictly to examine
our accounts, so that it must be confessed we fish a little
in troubled waters, the more so, as I have told you the
preparatory materials we procure by smuggling allow us
to gain two hundred per cent.”

“Diable!” said Maurice, ‘that appears to me an
honest living enough, and I can now understand your
dread lest a denunciation on my part should put an end
to it ; but now you know me, you fear me mo longer.
Isit notso ?”

‘“Now,” said Dixmer, I only require your promise.”
Then, placing his hand on his shoulder, and smiling, < As
it is only between friends,” said he, ‘“may I inquire what
brought you here, young man ? But remember, if you
wish to keep it secret, you are perfectly at liberty to do
g0.”

~ ¢“T have told you, I believe,” murmured Maurice.

“Yes, a woman,” said the burgess; ‘““I know there
was something about a woman.”

¢ Mon Dien ! excuse me, citizen, I am aware some sort of
explanation is due to you. Well, then, I soughta female,
who the other evening, disguised, told me she resided in
this quarter. I neither know her name, position, nor
place of abode. I only know I am madly in love with
her, that she is short——"

Geneviéve was tall.

¢ That she is fair, and of a lively temperament.”

Genevieve was a brunette, with large, pensive eyes.

«“ A grisette, in short,” continued Maurice; “so to
please her, I assumed the popular dress.”

¢¢This explains it all,” said Dixmer, with an affectation
of belief, which, at least, did not contradict his sullen
look.

Geneviéve colored, and feeling herself blush, turned
away.

“yPoor Citizen Lindey,” said Dixmer, ‘¢ what a miser-
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able evening we have caused you to pass; and you are
about the last I would wish to injure, so excellent a
patriot, a brother ; but, in short I believed some ¢ dis-
infected ’> usurped your name.’

< Let ns say nothing more on the subject,” said Maurlce,
who knew it was time for him to withdraw ; ‘“ put me in
the road, and let us forget that this has occurred alto-
gether.”

¢ Put you in your road !” said Dixmer ; ‘“yon leave us
not yet, not yet ; I give—or, rather, my partner and my-
gelf give—a supper to-night to those brave fellows who
wished so much to slaughter you a little whike ago, I
reckon upon your supping with them, that you may see
they are not such devils as they appear to be.”

‘“But,” said Maurice, overjoyed at the thonght of
being for a few hours near Genevidve, ‘I de not know,
really, if I ought to accept——""

¢« If you ought to accept !”’ said Dixmer ; ‘I know you
ought ; these are good and stanch patriots as yourself.
Besides, I shall not consider that you have forgiven me
unless we break bread together.”

Geneviéve uttered not a word. Maurice was in tor-
ment,

¢ The fact is,” said Maurice, ‘I fear I may be a con-
straint upon you, citoyenne; this dress—my ungentle-
manly appearance——

Geneviéve looked timidly toward him.

¢ T accept your invitation, citizen,” said he, bowing.

¢J will go and secure our companions,” said Dixmer ;
¢¢in the meantime, warm yourself, mon cher.”

He went out. Maurice and Genevidve remained alone.

¢ Ah, monsieur,” said the young woman, in an accent
to which she in vain tried to convey a tone of reproach,
“you have failed in your word, you have been exceed-
ingly indiscreet.”

¢ Madame,” cried Maurice, ‘¢ shall I expose you? Ah!
in that case, pardon me, I will retire, and never——"

¢“ Dieu!” said she, rising, ‘‘you are wounded in the
breast ; your shirt is stained with blood.”
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Indeed, upon the fine white shirt of Maurice—a shirt
forming a strange contrast to his coarser clothes—a large
red spot of blood had spread itself, and had dried there.

¢ Do not be under any alarm, madame,” said the young
man, ‘“one of the smugglers pricked me with his
poniard.”

Geneviéve turned pale, and, taking his hand :

¢ Forgive me,” said she, ‘‘the wrong that has been
done you ; you saved my life, and I have nearly caused
your death.”

¢“Am I not sufficiently recompensed in finding you ?
You cannot for a moment imagine it was for another that
I sought.”

«Come with me,” said Genevidve, interrupting him ;
T will find you some clean linen. Our guests must not
sce you thus—it would be too great a reproach to them.”

“1 am a great trouble to you, madame, I fear,” said
Maurice, sighing.

““ Not at all ; I only do my duty ; and,” she added, I
do it with much pleasure.”

Genevit¢ve then conducted Maurice to a large dressing-
room, arranged with an air of elegance he had not ex-
pected to find in the house of a master tanner. Itistrue,
this master tanner appeared to be a millionaire. She then
opened the wardrobes.

<« Help yourself,” said she ; ‘ you are at home.”

She withdrew.

When Maurice came out, he found Dixmer, who had
returned.

¢ Allons, allons!” said he, ¢ to table; it only waits for
y0u.)7

CHAPTER IX.
THE SUPPER.
WHEN Maurice entered with Dixmer and Genevidve
into the salle-a-manger, situated in the body of the base-

ment, where they had first conducted him, the supper
was ready, but the room vacant. He saw all the guests
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enter successively. They were six in number; men of
agreeable exterior, for the most part young and fashion-
ably dressed ; two or three even wore the blouse and bon-
net-rouge.

Dixmer introduced Maurice, naming his titles and quali-
fications. Then, turning toward Maurice :

“ Yon see,” said he, ‘¢ Citizen Lindey, all those who
assist me in my trade. Thanks to the times in which we
live, thanks to the revolutionary principles whick have
effaced all distinction, we all live upon the same footing
of sacred equality. Every day we assemble twice at the
game table, and I am happy you have been induced to
partake of our family repast. Allons! to table—citizens,
to table !”

‘¢ And—Monsieur Morand,” said Geneviéve, timidly,
¢“do we not wait for him ?”

< Ah, true ! ” said Dixmer. ¢ This citizen, of whom I
have already spoken, Citizen Lindey, is my partner. He
conducts, if I may so express myself, the moral part of
the establishment. He attends to the writing, keeps the
cash, superintends the factories, pays and receives money,
and, in short, works harder than any of us. The result
is, that he iz sometimes rather late. I will go and tell
him we are waiting.”

At this moment the door opened, and the Citizen
Morand entered. He was a short man, dark, with bushy
eyebrows, and wore green spectacles—like a man whose
eyes are fatigued from excess of work—concealing his
black eyes, but not so effectually their scintillating gleams.
At the first words he uttered, Maurice recognized that
mild yet commanding voice engaged in his behalf, when
endeavoring to save him from becoming a victim to that
terrible discussion. He was babited in a brown coat, with
large buttons, a white waistcoat ; and his fine cambric
ghirt-frill was often during dinner smoothed by a hand
which Maurice; no doubt from its being that of a trades-
man, admired much for its beauty and delicacy of appear-
ance. 2

They all took theirseats. Morand was placed on Gene-
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vidve’s right hand, Maurice on her left. Dixmer sat op-
posite his wife. The rest of the guests seated themselves
promiscuously round an oblong table. The supper was
excellent. Dixmer had a capital appetite, and did the
honors of the table with much politeness. The workmen,
or those who pretended to be such, under this example,
became excellent companions. The Citizen Morand spoke
little, and eat still less; drank scarcely anything, and
rarely smiled. Maurice, perhaps from the reminiscences
his voice awakened, felt for him immediately a lively
gympathy, only he was in doubt as to his age, and this
rather annoyed him, as sometimes he imagined him to be
a man of forty or fifty years, and at others quite young.

Dixmer, on placing himself at table, felt obliged to
offer some explanation to his guests for the admission of
a gtranger into their little circle. He acquitted himself
like an artless man, one nnaccustomed to deceit ; but the
guests, as it seemed, were not difficult on this point;
for, notwithstanding the awkwardness displayed by this
manufacturer of hides in the introduction of e young
man, they all appeared perfectly satisfied.

Maarice regarded him with astonishment.

¢ Upon my honor,” said he to himself, ‘“I shall really
goon think that I myself am deceived. Is this the same
man who, with flaming eyes and furious voice, pursued
me gun in hand, and absolutely wished to kill me three
quarters of an hour gince ? At this moment one might
take him for a hero rather than an assassin. Mon Diew!
how the love of hides transforms a man.”

While making these observations, Maurice experienced
a strange feeling of joy and grief, and felt unable to
analyze his own emotions. He at length found himself
near his beautiful unknown, whom he had so ardently
sought. As he had dreamed, she bore a charming name ;
he was intoxicated with the happiness of finding himself
at her side ; he drank in every word ; and at each sound
of her voice the most secret chord of his heart vibrated,
but he was deeply wounded by all he saw. Geneviéve
was exactly what he had pictured her; the dream of &
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stormy night reality had not destroyed. Here was an
elegant woman, of refined mind and superior education,
affording another instance of what had so frequently
occurred during the latter years preceding this present
celebrated year, ’93. Here was a young woman of dis-
tinction compelled, from the utter ruin into which the
nobility had fallen, to ally herself to a commoner and a
trusty man. Dixmer appeared a brave man. He was in-
contestably rich, and his manners to Geneviéve were those
of a man uniting every endeavor to render a woman
happy. -

But could kindness, riches, or excellent intentions com-
pensate her for what she had sacrificed, or remove the
immense distance existing between husband and wife,
between a poetical, distinguished, charming girl and a
vulgar-looking tradesman ? With what could Geneviéve
fill up this abyss ? Alas! Maurice now guessed too well.
With love! And he, therefore, returned to his first
opinion of the young woman, influenced by appearances
on the evening of their meeting, that she was returning
from some rendezvous &’ amour.

The idea of Geneviéve loving any one was torture to
Maurice. Hesighed, and deeply regretted having exposed
himself to the temptation of imbibing a still larger dose
of that poison termed love. At other moments, while
listening to the ductile voice, so soft and harmonious,
examining that pure and open countenance, evincing no
fear that he should read every secret of her soul, he arrived
at the conclusion that it was utterly impossible that this
matchless creature would descend to deceit ; and then he
found a bitter pleasure in remembering this lovely woman
belonged solely to this good citizen, with his honest
smile and vulgar pleasantries, and would never be to him
more than a passing acquaintance.

They conversed, of course, on politics. How could it
be otherwise at an epoch when politics were mixed up in
everything ? Political subjects were even painted on the
plates, political designs covered the walls, and politics
were daily proclaimed in the streets. All at once, one of
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the guests who had hitherto preserved silence inquired
concerning the prisoners of the Temple.

Maurice started, in spite of himself. Hehad recognized
the voice of that man, a strenuous advocate for extreme
measures, who had first struck him with his dagger, and
then advocated his death. Nevertheless, this man, an
honest tanner, and head of the manufactory, at least so
Dixmer represented him, incited the good humor of
Maurice by the expression of ideas the most patriotic, and
principles the most revolutionary. The young man,
under certain circumstances, was not inimical to these
extreme measures, so much in fashion at this period, of
which Danton was the apostle and hero. In this man’s
place, whose voice he had heard, and from the effect of
whose weapon his wound was still smarting, he would not
have attempted to assassinate the man he imagined to be
a spy, but would rather have locked him in the garden,
and there, equally armed, sword to sword, have fought
without mercy, without pity. This is what Maurice
would have done; but he comprehended soon that this
was too much to expect of a journeyman tanner. This
man of extreme measures, who appeared to possess in his
political ideas the same violent system as in his private
conduct, then spoke of the Temple, and expressed surprise
that the prisoners were confided to the guardianship of a
permanent council liable to be corrupted, and to munici-
pals whose fidelity had already been more than once
tempted.

““Yes,” said the Citizen Morand, ¢ but it must be re-
membered that on every occasion, up to the present time,
the municipals have fully justified the confidence reposed
in them by the nation, and history will recordit is not
only Robespierre who merits the title of ¢Incorrupti-
ble.”””

¢ Without doubt, without doubt,” replied the inter-
locutor ; “but, because a thing has not yet happened, it
would be absurd to suppose it never can happen. As for
the National Guard,” continued the principal of the
manufactory, ‘¢ well, the companies of the different sec-
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tions are assembled, each in their turn, on duty at the
temple, and that indifferently. Will you not admit that
there might be, in a company of twenty or five and twenty
men, a band of seven or eight determined characters, who,
one fine night, might slaughter the sentinels and ecarry
off the prisoners ?”

““Bah !” gaid Maurice, ¢ you see, citizen, this would
be a foolish expedient. It would occupy them three
weeks or a month, and then they might not succeed.”

“ Yes,” replied Morand ; ¢ because one of those aristo-
erats who composed the patrol had the impudence, in
speaking, to let fall the word monsieur, I do not know
to whom.”

¢¢ And then,” said Maurice, who wished to prove that
the police of the Republic did their duty, ¢ because the
entrance of the Chevalier de Maison Rouge into Paris was
already known——"

¢ Bah ! ” cried Dixmer.

““They knew that Maison Rouge had entered Paris ? ”
wildly demanded Morand; ‘“and did they know by what
means he entered ?”

¢« Perfectly.”

‘“ Ah ! diable! ” said Morand, leaning forward to look
at Maurice, ¢ I should be curious to know that, as up to
the present moment, no one can speak positively. %ut
you, citizen, you, secretary to one of the principal sec-
tions in Paris, ought to be better informed.”

‘“Doubtless ; therefore, what I am about to tell you is
the true statement of facts.”

All the guests and Geneviéve appeared prepared to pay
the greatest attention to this recital.

¢“Well,” said Maurice, ‘“the Chevalier de Maison
Rouge came from Vendée ; as it appears, he had traversed
all France with his usual good fortune. Arrived during
the day at La Barriére du Roule, he waited till nine
o’clock at night. At that hour a woman, disguised as a
woman of the people, went out from the barrier, carrying
to the chevalier a costume of chasseur of the National
Guards. Ten minutes afterward she reentered with
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him ; but the sentinel, who had seen her go out alone,
felt rather suspicious when he saw herreturn with a com-
panion. An alarm was given at the post; the post turned
out, when the two culprits, knowing whom they were
seeking, flung themselves into a hotel, where a second
door opened into Les Champs Elysées.

‘It seemed that a patrol devoted to the tyrants waited
for the chevalier at the corner of La Rue Burre-du-Bee.
You are acquainted with the rest.”

“ Ah, ah | ” said Morand, ‘“this is very strange.”

““ But positively true,” said Maurice.

““ Yes, it has an air of truth ; but the female, do you
know what became of her ? ”

“No ; she has disappeared, and they are quite ignorant
who she is or what she is.”

The partner of Citizen Dixmer, and Citizen Dixmer
himself, appeared to breathe more freely.

Geneviéve had listened to the whole of this recital,
pale, silent, and immovable.

‘ But,” said Morand, with his usumal coolness, ‘‘ who
can say that the Chevalier de Maison Rouge made one of
the patrol who cansed the alarm at the Temple ?”

‘ A municipal, one of my friends, that day on duty at
the Temple. He recognized him.”

““He knew him from description.”

‘“ He had formerly seen him.”

‘“ And what sort of man, persenally, is this Chevalier
de Maison Rouge ? ”

‘¢ A man of five or six and twenty, short, fair, and of a
pleasing countenance, with magnificent eyes and superb
teeth.”

There was a profound silence.

‘“ Well,” said Morand, ““if your friend the municipal
recognized this pretended Chevalier de Maison Rouge,
why did he not arrest him ?”

¢“In the first place, not knowing of his arrival at Paris,
he feared being the dupe of a resemblance ; and then,
my friend, being rather lukewarm, acted as the lukewarm
generally act—he let it alone.”
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“You would not have acted thus, citizen ?” gaid
Dixmer, laughing boisterously.

¢“No,” said Maurice; ““I confess it; I would rather
find myself deceived than allow to escape so dangerous a
man as the Chevalier de Maison Rouge.”

¢ And what would you have done, then, monsieur ?”
timidly inquired Geneviéve.

« What would I have done, citoyenne ?” said Maurice.
«T would have walked direct up to the patrol and placed
my hand on the chevalier’s collar, saying to him,
¢ Chevalier de Maison Rouge, I arrest you as a traitor to
the nation ;’ and, my hand once upon his collar, I would
not soon release him, I can tell you.”

‘¢ And what would happen then ?” said Geneviéve.

It would happen he had done thus much for himself
and friends that the same hour they would be guillotined ;
that is all.”

Geneviéve shuddered, and darted on her neighbor a
look of affright. But the Citizen Morand did not appear
tonotice this glance, and phlegmatlcally emptied his glass.

¢ The Citizen Lindey is right,” said he ; ¢ there was
nothing else to do ; but, unfortunately, it was not done.”

‘¢ And,” demanded Geneviéve, “ do you know what has
become of the Chevalier de Maison Rouge ? ”

‘¢ Bah!” said Dixmer, ‘“in all probability he did not
wish to remain longer, and, finding his attempt abortive,

uitted Paris immediately.”

¢¢ And perhaps France even,” added Morand.

¢ Not at all, not at all,” said Maurice.

¢“What ! has he had the imprudence to remain in
Paris ?” asked Geneviéve.

¢“ Ie has not stirred.”

A movement of general astonishment followed this
assertion, which Maurice had stated with so much confi-
dence.

¢ This is enly a supposition, citizen, on your part,” said
Morand ; ‘“merely a supposition, that is all.”

¢ No; it is a positive fact that I affirm.”

¢ Ah 1” said Geneviéve, “1 acknowledge, for my part,
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I cannot believe it is as you say; it would be such an un-
pardonable imprudence.”

““You are a woman, citoyenne, and can comprehend,
then, what would ontweigh, with a man of such a charac-
ter as the Chevalier de Maison Rouge, all considerations
of personal security ?”

¢ And what can outweigh the dread of losing his life
in a moment so dreadful ?”

‘“Eh ! mon Dien! citoyenne,” said Maurice, ‘“love.”

‘¢ Love ! ” repeated Geneviéve.

“Doubtless. Do yonnot know, then, that the chevalier
de Maison Rouge is enamored of Marie Antoinette ? »

Two or three incredulous laughs were faintly heard.
Dixmer looked at Maurice as if he songht to penetrate the
very depths of his soul. Geneviéve felt the tears suffuse
her eyes, and a shuddering she could not conceal from
Maurice ran through her frame.

The Citizen Morand poured some wine into his glass,
and at this moment carried it to his lips. His paleness
would have alarmed Maurice, had not all the young mar’s
attention been at the time centered on Geneviéve.

¢ You are silent, citoyenne,” murmured Maurice.

¢« Have you not said I should understand this because I
was a woman ? Well, we women, even if opposed to our
princes, feel for snch devotion.”

¢ And that of the Chevalier de Maison Rouge is the
height of devotion, as it is said he has never spoken to
the queen.”

“ Ah | there now, Citizen Lindey,” said the man of ex-
treme measures, ¢ it seems to me, permit me to ohserve,
that you are very indulgent to the chevalier 7

‘¢ Monsieur,” said Maurice, perhaps intentionally mak-
ing use of a word which had ceased to be in vogue, ¢ Ilove
all brave and courageouns natures, which do not refuse to
fight when I meet them in the ranks of my enemies. I
do not despair of one day encountering the Chevalier de
Maison Rouge.”

¢ And——" said Geneviéve,

¢¢ If I meet him—— Well, I shall fight him.”

D—Dumas—Vor, XI.
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The supper was finished. Geneviéve set the example
of retiring by herself rising from table. At this moment
the pendulum struck.

¢ Midnight ! ” said Morand, coolly.

¢ Midnight ! ” said Maurice, ¢ Midnight already ?”

‘“ That exclamation affords me much pleasure,” said
Dixmer ; ¢ it proves you are not ennuyé, and induces me
to hope we may see you again. It is the door of a true
patriot which opens to receive you ; and, I trust, ere long,
you will find it that of a sincere friend.”

Maurice bowed, and, turning toward Geneviéve :

““Will the citoyenne also permit me to repeat my visit ? *’
demanded he.

““I do more than permit, I request you to do so,
Adieu, citizen ; ” and Geneviéve retired.

Maurice took leave of all the guests, particnlarly salut-
ing Morand, with whom he was much pleased ; squeezed
Dixmer’s hand, and went away bewildered, but, on the
whole, more joyful than sad, from the various and unex-
pected events of the evening.

¢ Unfortunate encounter, unfortunate encounter !>
said the young woman, after Maurice’s departure, and then
bursting into tears in the presence of her husband, who
had conducted her to her room.

¢ Bah 1” gaid Dixmer, ‘‘ the Citizen Lindey, a known
patriot, secretary to a section, admired, worshiped, and
highly popular, is, on the contrary, & great acquisition
to a poor tanner who has contraband merchandise on his
premises.”

‘““Do you think so, mon ami?” asked Geneviéve,
timidly.

1 think it isa warrant of patriotism, a seal of absolu-
tion, placed upon our house ; and I thought, when part-
ing this evening, that the Chevalier de Maison Rouge
himself would be safe at our house.”

And Dixmer kissed his wife with an affection more pater-
nal than conjugal, and left her in the pavilion set apart
for her special benefit, passing himself into another part
of the building, which he inhabited with the guests we
have seen assembled round his table.
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CHAPTER X.
SIMON THE SHOEMAKER.

THE month of May had commenced. A bright, clear
day expanded the lungs tired of inhaling the icy fogs of
winter, and the rays of the sun, warm and exhilarating,
shone upon the back walls of the Temple. At the wicket
of the interior, which separated the tower from the
gardens, the soldiers of the post were smoking and langh-
ing. But, notwithstanding the beanty of the day, and
the offer made to the prisoners to descend and walk in the
garden, the three females refused to do so ; as, since the
execution of her husband, the queen had obstinately se-
cluded herself in her chamber, dreading to pass the door
of the apartment lately occupied by the king on the
second story. When by any chance she took the air, since
the fatal occurrence of the 21st of January, she did so on
the platform of the tower, where even the battlements
were inclosed with shutters.

The National Guards on duty, who knew the three
females had received permission to go out, waited in vain
all day, wishing much to turn this same authority to
some account. Toward five o’clock a man descended
and approached the sergeant in command of the post.

¢ Ah, ah! is that you, Father Tison ?” said he, who
appeared to be a right merry fellow.

“Yes, it is I, citizen ; I bring you, on the part of the
municipal, Maurice Lindey, your friend, who is now up-
stairs, this permission, granted by the Council of the
Temple to my daughter, to pay a visit to her mother this
evening.”

¢ And you are going out just as your daughter is com-
ing in ? Unnatural father !” said the sergeant.

1 am going much against my inclination, Citizen
Sergeant. I also hope to see my poor child, whom I
have not seen for two months, and to embrace her this
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evening. I am going out now. This service, this
damned service, compels me to go out. It is necessary I
should go to the Commune to make my report. A fiacre
is waiting for me at the door, with two gendarmes, and
it is exactly the time when my poor Sophie will arrive.”

«Unhappy parent ! ” said the sergeant.

¢ And, Citizen Sergeant, when my child comes to see
her poor mother, who is dying to see her, you will allow
her to pass ?” .

¢ The order is correct,” replied the sergeant, whom the
reader has no doubt recognized as our friend Louis; ¢ so
I have nothing to say against it. When your daughter
comes, she can pass.”

“ Thanks, brave Thermopyle, thanks,” said Tison ; and
he went out to make his report to the Commune, mui
muring, ¢ My poor wife ! how happy she will be ! ”

‘Do you know, sergeant,” said one of the National
Guard, seeing Tison depart, and overhearing the last
words, “do you know there is something in this that
makes my blood run cold ?*

““ What is it, Citizen Devaux ?” demanded Lonuis.

“Why,” replied the compassionate National Guard,
¢ to see this man, with his surly face and heart of stone,
this pitiless guardian of the queen, go out with his eyes
full of tears, partly of joy, partly of grief, thinking that
his wife will see his daughter, and he shall not. It does
not do to reflect upon it too much, sergeant ; it really is
grievous.”

“Doubtless that is why he does not reflect upon it
himself, this man who goes out with tears in his eyes, as
you term it.”

“Upon what should he reflect ?”

““That it is three months since this woman he so bru-
tally uses has seen her child, He does not think of her
grief, only of his own, that is all. It is true, this woman
was queen,” continued the sergeant, in an ironical tone,
rather difficult of comprehension, ‘““and one is not
obliged to feel the same respect for a queen as for the
wife of a journeyman.”
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¢¢ Notwithstanding, all this is very sad,” said Devaunx.
‘“Sad, but necessary,” said Louis. ¢“The best way,
then, is, as you say, not to reflect.” And he began to
sing :
¢Where the branches met
On a rocky stone,
There I found Nicette
Seated all alone.”

Louis was in the midst of his pastoral ditty, when
suddenly a loud noise was heard from the left side of the
post, composed of oaths, menaccs, and tears.

-““What is that ?” demanded Devaux.

It sounded like the voice of a child,” said Louis,
listening.

“In fact,” said the National Guard, ‘it is a poor
little one they are beating. Truly they ought only to
send here those who have no children.”

¢ Will you sing ?” said a hoarse and drunken voice.

And the voice sung, in example :

¢ Madame Veto promised
That all our heads should fall-—"

¢ No,” said the child, I will not sing.”
¢Will you sing ?”
And the voice recommenced :

¢ Madame Veto promised—"

¢ No, ro | ” said the child. ¢ No, no, no!”

¢ Ah, little beggar!” said the hoarse voice; and the
noise of a lash whirring through the air was distinctly
heard. The infant screamed with agony.

¢ Ah, sacre blew!” said Louis, it iz that rascally
Simon beating the little Capet.”

Several of the National Guards shrugged their shoul-
ders. Two or three tried to smile. Devaux rose and
went out.

¢TI gaid truly,” murmured he, ¢ that parents should
never enter here.”

All at once a low door opened, and the royal child,
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chased by the whip of his guardian, made a flying leap
into the court, when something hard struck his leg and
fell on the ground behind him.

He stumbled and fell upon his knee.

¢ Bring me my last, little monster, or else——"

The child rose, and shook his head, in token of refusal.

¢ Ah ! this is it, is it P ” said the same voice. *¢ Wait,
you shall see.”

And the shoemaker, Simon, rushed into his hut as a
wild beast to its den.

¢“Halloo! halloo !” said Louis, frowning. ¢ Where
are you going so fast, Master Simon ? ”

¢ To chastise this little wolf’s cub,” said the shoemaker.

¢“To chastise him, for what ?»

““ For what ?”

“Yes.”

‘“Because the little beggar will neither sing like a
good patriot, nor work like a good citizen.”

‘“Well, what have you to do with that ?” said Louis.
‘“Did the nation confide Capet to you that you might
teach him to sing ?”

¢ And what business have you to interfere, I should
like to know, Citizen Sergeant ? ”said Simon, astonished.

¢ I interfere, as it becomes every man of feeling to do.
It is unworthy of a man fo see a child beaten, and to
guffer him to be beaten.”

¢“Bah ! the son of a tyrant.”

¢ He is a child ; and the child has not participated in
the crimes of the father. The child is not culpable, and,
consequently, ought not to be punished.”

‘“ And I tell you he was placed with me to do what I
choose with him. I choose him to sing Madame Veto,”
and he shall sing it.”

¢“ Contemptible wretch!” said Louis. ¢ ‘Madame
Veto’ is mother to this child. Would you yourself like
your child to be made to sing that you were one of the
canaille?”

“Me!” cried Simon. ¢¢Vile aristocrat of a ser-
geant ! ”
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“No names,” said Louis. ‘I am not Capet ; and
they will not make me sing by force.”

< I will have you arrested, vile ci-devant!”

““You!” said Louis, ‘‘you have me arrested ? You
had better try to arrest a Thermopyle.”

“ Good, good ! He laughs best who laughs last. And
now, Capet, pick up my last, and come and finish your
shoe, or, mille tonnerres !”

““And I,” said Louis, turning deathly pale, and ad-
vancing a few steps forward, his hands clinched and his
teeth set—<¢ I tell you he shall not pick up your last, he
shall not make shoes ; do you hear, idiot ? ”

““Ah, yes; you talk very largely, but that will not
make me fear you any the more. ‘¢ Ah, massacre!”
roared Simon, turning pale with rage.

At this moment two women entered the court. One
held a paper in her hand. She addressed herself to the
sentinel.

¢“Sergeant,” cried the sentinel, ¢ it is Tison’s daughter,
who asks to see her mother.”

““Let her pass, since the Council of the Temple per-
mit it,” said Louis, who did not wish to leave for a
moment, for fear Simon should avail himself of his ab-
sence and again beat the child.

The sentinel passed the two women ; but hardly had
they ascended four steps on the dark staircase, when
they encountered Maurice Lindey, who at that moment
was desoending into the court. It was almost dark, so
that he was. unable to distinguish their features.
Maurice stopped.

¢ Who are you, citizens ? ” said he, ¢‘ and what do you
want ?”

¢¢ I am Sophie Tison,” said one of the women ; I ob-
tained permission to visit my mother, and have come to
gee her.”

¢ Yes,” said Maurice ; ¢ but this permission was for
yourself only, citoyenne.”

¢¢ T brought my friend, that there might be two of us
in the midst of the soldiers, at least.”
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“Very good ; but your friend- cannot go up.”

¢ Ag you please, citizen,” said Sophie Tison, pressing
the hand of her friend, who, close against the wall,
seemed paralyzed with surprise and terror.

‘¢ Citizen Sentinels,” said Maurice, raising his voice,
and addressing the sentinels who were stationed on every
landing, ¢‘allow the Citoyenne Tison to pass, but do not
permit her friend to pass ; she will remain on' the stair-
cage ; see that zhe is treated with all due respect.”

¢« Yes, citizen,” replied the sentinels.

““ Go up, then,” said Maurice.

The two women then passed on, and Maurice, leaping
over the remaining five or six stairs, advanced rapidly
into the court.

¢ What is all this ?” said he, to the National Guard ;
“and what is the caunse of this noise? The cries of a
child were heard in the prisoner’s ante-chamber.”

¢TIt is this,” said Simon, who, accustomed to the
manners of the municipals, believed, on perceiving
Maurice, that he came as an ally ; ¢ this traitor, thisspy,
this ci-devant, this aristocrat, prevents me from belabor-
ing Capet ; ” and he shook his fists at Louis.

‘“ Yes, mon Diew! I did prevent it,” said Louis, draw-
ing his sword ; ‘“and if you again call me ci-devant, aristo-
crat, or traitor, 1 will run my sword through your
body.”

¢ A threat ! ” cried Simon ; ‘“the guard, the guard ! ”

“I am the gnard,” said Louis ; ‘“so you had better
not call, for if I come to you, I will exterminate you.”

‘“Come here, Citizen Municipal, come here,” said
Simon, now seriously alarmed at Louis’ threats.

¢ The sergeant is quite right,” said the municipal to
whom he had appealed for assistance ; ‘“you are a dis-
grace to the nation, coward, to beat a child.”

¢ And why did he beat him ? Do you comprehend ? ”
said Manrice.

““ Becanse the child would not sing ¢ Madame Veto,’
because the child wonld not insult his mother.”

¢ Miserable wretch !” said Maurice.



THE CHEVALIER DE MAISON ROUGE. 81

‘“And you also!” said Simon. ‘I am surrounded
with traitors.”

““Rogue !” cried the municipal, seizing Simon by the
throat and tearing the last from his hand, ¢“try to prove
that Maurice Lindey is a traitor.”

And he applied the leather strap pretty heavily to the
shoulders of the shoemaker.

“ Thanks, monsieur,” said the child, who regarded
this scene with the air of a stoic ; ¢ but he will revenge
himself upon me.”

¢ Come, Capet, come, my child,” said Louis ; <if he
beats you again, call for help ; I will chastise him, the
hangman ! And now, Capet, return to your tower.”

““Why do you call me Capet ? You know very well
that Capet is not my name.”

“ Not your name ?” said Louis. ¢ What is your name,
then ?”

¢“I am called Louis Charles de Bourbon. Capet is the
name of one of my ancestors. I know the history of
France ; my father taught me.”

‘¢ And you want to teach a child to make old shoes to
whom a king has taught the history of France?” cried
Louis. ¢ Allons donc!”

¢“Ah, rest assured,” said Maurice, ““I will make my
report.”

‘¢ And I mine,” said Simon ; “and, among other things,
I shall say that, instead of one woman being allowed to
enter the tower, two were permitted to pass.”

At this moment two women went out from the keep.
Maaurice ran after them.

“ Well, citoyenne,” said he, addressing the one by his
side, ¢ have you seen your mother ?”

““Yes, citizen, thank you,” said she.

Maurice had wished to see the young girl’s friend, or,
at least, to hear her voice ; but she was enveloped in her
mantle, and seemed determined not to utter a single
word. He also thought she trembled. This appearance
of fear excited his suspicion. He reascended the stairs
quickly, and through the glazed partition saw the queen
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endeavoring to hide something in her pocket which
looked like a billet.

‘¢ Ah, ah !” said he, ‘I have been duped.”

He called his colleague.

‘¢ Citizen Agricola,” said he, ‘“enter Marie Antoinette’s
room, and do not lose sight of her.”

‘“Heyday ! ” said the municipal, ¢ isg it because—"

¢ Enter, I tell you, and do not lose gight of her for an
instant, a moment, a second.”

The municipal entered the queen’s apartment.

¢ Call the woman Tison,” said he to one of the National
Guard.

Five minutes afterward Tison’s wife arrived in high
spirits.

““1 have seen my daughter,” said she.

““ Where was that ? ” demanded Maurice.

¢ Here, of course, in this ante-chamber.”

“Well, and did your daughter ask to see the Aus-
trian ?”

“No.”

¢¢Did she not enter her room ?”

11 NO.”

“And during the time youwere conversing with your
daughter, did no one come out of the prisoners’ cham-
ber ? ”

‘“How should I know ? I was fully occupied with my
daughter, whom I had not seen for three months.”

“ Recollect yourself.”

““Ah, yes ; I think I remember.”

‘“What ?”

¢ The young girl came out,”

¢ Marie Thérése ?”

¢ es.”

““ Did she speak to your daughter ?”

“No.”

“Your daughter restored nothing to her ?”

“No.”

“Did she pick up nothing from the ground ?”

¢ My daughter ? ”
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¢“No, the daughter of Marie Antoinette ?”

¢¢She picked up her pocket-handkerchief.”

¢¢ Ah, malheureuse !” cried Maurice.

And he rushed toward the string of a bell, which he
pulled violently. It was an alarm-bell.

CHAPTER XI.
THE BILLET.

THE other two municipal guards came up hastily. A
detachment of the post accompanied them. The doors
were shut, and two sentinels intercepted the egress from
each chamber.

¢ What do you want, monsieur ?” said the queen to
Maurice, when he entered. ‘¢ Iwas retiring to bed, when,
five minutes since, the citizen municipal suddenly forced
his entrance into my chamber, withont informing me
what may be desired.”

¢¢ Madame,” said Maurice, bowing, ‘it is not my
colleague who desires anything from you, it is myself.”

“You, monsienr ? >’ demanded Marie Antoinette, look-
ing at Maurice, whose courteons behavior had inspired
her with almost gratitude, ¢ and what do you desire ?”

¢¢1 request you will be kind enough to show me the
letter you were concealing in your pocket when I entered
just now.”

Mme. Royale and Mme. Elizabeth trembled. The queen
turned very pale.

‘“You are mistaken, monsieur ; I concealed nothing.”

¢ You lie, Austrian !” cried Agricola.

Maurice quickly placed his hand on the arm of his col-
league.

‘“One moment, my dear colleague,” said he; ‘leave
me to speak to the citoyenne ; I am a little bit of a law-
yer.”

¢ Go on, then ; but you will not contrive it, mordlew ! ”

‘¢ You have concealed a letter, citoyenne,” said Maurice,
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austerely. ‘“Now, it is necessary we should see this
letter.”

¢ But what letter 27

“The letter that Tison’s daughter brought you, and
which the citoyenne, your danghter” (Maurice alluded
to the young princess), ¢ picked up with her pocket-
handkerchief.”

The three females looked at one another with terror.

¢ But, monsieur, this is worse than tyranny,” said the
queen ; ‘“ these women ! these women !”

‘Do not mistake,” said Maurice, with firmness; ‘“ we
are neither judges nor execntioners, we are overseers ;
that is to say, your fellow-citizens, commissioned to guard
you. We have our order ; to violate it is treason. Cito-
yenne, I pray you to give me the letter you have con-
cealed.”

¢ Messieurs,” said the queen, with much hanteur,
‘¢ gince you are overseers, search, and deprive ns of our
rest to-night, as usnal.”

¢ God forbid we should lay our hands upon these women.
I am now going to inform the Commune and await its
orders; but yon cannot retire to bed; you must sleep
upon these fanteuils, if yon please, and we must guard
you. If necessary, they will search you.”

‘“ What is the matter ? ” said Tison’s wife, appearing
at the door, quite bewildered.

““It is this, citoyenne,” said Maurice, ¢‘that bylending
yourself to treasonable practises, you will debar yourself
{rom seeing your danghter any more.”

“From seeing my daughter 7 What do you tell me,
then, citizen ?”’ demanded Tison’s wife, who could not
yet comprehend why she was not to see her daughter.

‘I tell yon that your daughter did not come here to
see you, but to bring a letter to the Citoyenne Capet ;
and, therefore, she will return here no more.”

¢ But if she does not come here, I shall not be able to
see her, as we are forbidden to go out.”

¢¢ This time you have no one to blame but yourself—it
was your fault,” said Maurice.
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¢ QOh!” screamed the poor woman, ‘why do you say
it is my fault # Nothing has happened, I tell you. If I
thought anything would happen, woe to you, Marie An-
toinette ; you should pay dearly for it.”

And the exasperated woman shook her fist at the
queen.

““Threaten no one,” said Maurice; ‘“but rather gain
by kindness what we demand ; for you are a woman, and
the Citoyenne Marie Antoinette, who is herself a mother,
will take pity on you. To-morrow your danghter will be
arrested—to-morrow imprisoned ; then, if they discover
anything, and you know that when they choose they al-
ways can do so, she is lost, and also her companion.”

The woman Tison, who had listened to Maurice with
terrified credulity, turned wildly toward the queen.

“You hear, Antoinette? My daughter! It is yon
who will ruin my child !”

The queen, in her turn, appeared bewildered, not by
the fury which sparkled in the eyes of her female jailer,
but by the despair legible there :

¢ Come, Madame Tison,” said she, ¢‘I have something
to say to yon.”

¢ Halloo ! No cajolery ; there are not too many of us,”
said Maurice’s colleague. ¢ Before the municipality—
always before the municipality.”

“ Never mind, Citizen Agricola,” said Maurice ; ¢ pro-
vided the permission comes from us, it does not matterin
what fashion.”

““You are right, Citizen Maurice ; but——"

‘“Let us pass behind the glazed partition, Citizen
Agricola ; and if you think with me, we will turn our
backs, and I am certain the individual for whom we
evince this consideration will not make us repent it.”

The queen heard these words, intended for her to hear,
and cast upon the young man a look of grateful acknowl-
edgment. Maurice carelessly turned his head, and
walked to the other side of the glazed partition. Agricola
followed him.

““You see this queen,” said he to Agricola; “as a
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queen she is very culpable, as a woman she is high-minded
and dignified. They destroyed the crown—woe to the
model !

¢ Sacre blew! you speak well, Citizen Maurice ; I love
to listen to you and your friend Tison. Is thisalso poetry
you are reciting ?”

Maurice smiled.

During this conversation, the scene which Maurice had
anticipated was passing on the other side.

The woman Tison approached the queen.

‘¢ Madame,” said the queen, ‘‘your despair grievesme.
I do not wish to deprive you of your daughter—that
would be too cruel ; but do you consider that by doing
what these men require your child will be equally
lost ?”

¢ Do as they tell you,
say.”

¢ But first, at least, hear what the question is.”

¢ What the question is ? ” demanded the woman, with
an almost savage curiosity.

¢ Your danghter brought a friend with her.”

¢ Yeg, an artificial, like herself. She did not like to
come alone, because of the soldiers. This friend com-
mitted a letter to your danghter—your daughter let it
fall. Marie, who was passing, picked it up. It is, doubt-
less, a paper of no consequence, but still one upon which
evil-minded people might put a bad construction. Has
not the municipal just told you, if they wish to do so,
they can do so ?”

‘“ What next ? What next ?” )

““Well, this is all ; you wish me to send back this paper
—do you wish me to sacrifice a friend, without, perhaps,
benefiting your daughter ?»

¢“ Do as they say,” cried the woman, ¢‘ do as they say.”

¢ But if this paper implicates your daughter,” said the
queen ; ‘‘do you understand ?”

“My daughter is, like myself, a good patriot,” ecried
the housekeeper. ¢ Diew merci! The Tisons are well
known. Do what they tell you.”

” cried the woman, “do as they
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“ Mon Diew!” said the queen, ‘what can I say to
convince you ?”

“ My child ! I want them to return me my child !” cried
Tison’s wife, stamping her feet. ¢‘Give me the paper,
Antoinette, give me the paper !”

¢ There it is, madame.”

And the quneen tendered a paper to the wretched
creature, which she seized, and held joyfully above her
head, crying :

¢ Come here, come here, Citizen Municipals. I have
the paper ; take it, and give me back my child !”

¢ You would sacrifice our friends, my sister,” said Mme.
Elizabeth.

“No, my sister,” replied the queen, mournfully, I
only sacrifice ourselves. This paper implicates no
one.”

At the cries of the woman Tison, Maurice and his col-
league came toward her, when she immediately held out
the paper to them. They opened and read :

¢¢ A P’Orient ! again an old friend.”

Maurice had no sooner cast his eyes on this paper, than
he started.

The writing was not quite unknown to him.

¢ Mon Dien !” cried he, “ can it be that of Genevidve ?
But no ; it is impossible, and I am mad. It resembles
hers, certainly ; but what communication can she have
with the queen? ”

He turned round, and ohserved that Marie Antoinette
was watching him attentively. As for the woman Tison,
as she awaited her fate, she devoured Maurice with her
eyes.

y“You have done a good action,” said he to Tison’s
wife; ‘‘and you, citoyenne, a great one,” addressing the
queen. :

¢ Then, monsieur,” replied Marie Antoinette, ‘¢ follow
my example. Burn this paper, and you will perform a
charitable one.”

““You are joking, Aunstrian,” said Agricola. ‘‘Burn a
paper that may, perhaps, enable us to discover a whole
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covey of aristocrats? Mz foi ! no; that would be too
much like blockheads.”

“Do what? Burn it! That might compromise my
dsughter,” said the woman Tison.

I believe you ; your daughter and some others,” said
Agricols, taking the paper from the hands of Maurice,
which, had he been alone, would most assuredly have been
destroyed.

Ten minates afterward, the letter was deposited on the
burean of the members of the Commune, and commented
upon in various ways.

¢ ¢ A 'Orient—an old friend.” What the devil can this
mean ? > said a voice.

< Pardiew ! ” replied a geographer; ‘“to Lorient, that
is clear enough. Lorient is a little town of Brittany,
situated between Vannes and Quimper.”

¢ Mordlew ! they ought to burn the town, if it be true
that it shelters aristocrats, who keep watch still upon the
Austrian.”

¢ It is the more dangerous,” said another, ¢ that Lori-
ent being a seaport, they might establish communication
with England.”

¢¢ propose,” said a third, ‘““that a mandate be for-
warded to Lorient, that an inquiry may be made.”

This proposition made the minority smile, but excited
the majority ; they decreed a mandate should be sent to
Lorient to watch the aristocrats.

Mavurice had been informed of the consultation.

“I think it may, perhaps, mean the Esst,” said he;
“but I am quite sure it is not in Brittany.”

The next day the queen, who, as we have previously
said, would no more enter the garden to avoid passing
the door of the apartment where her husband had been
imprisoned, requested permission to ascend the tower to
take the air, with her danghter and Mme. Elizabeth. Her
wish was instantly acceded to; but Maurice followed her,
and, mounting the stairs, ensconced himself behind s
little turret. There, concealed, he awaited the result of
the letter of the preceding evening. The queen at first
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walked indifferently with Mme. Elizabeth and her daugh-
ter, then stopped, while the two princesses continmed
their promenade ; then turned toward the ¢ East,” and
observed very attentively a house, at the windows of
which were visible several persons. One of the number
held a white pocket-handkerchief,

Manrice, on his part, drew a telescope from his pocket,
acd while he adjusted it, the quneen madea quick move-
ment, ag if to request those at the window to retire ; but
Manrice had already remarked the head of a man, with
fair bair and pale complexion, whose salutation was so
respectful as almost to border on humility. Behind this
young man, for he appeared to be five or six and twenty
years of age, a woman remained partially concealed from
view. Manurice directed his glass toward her, and thought
he recognized Geneviéve. Immediately the female, who
also held a telescope in her hand, drew back, dragging the
young man away with her. Was thisreally Geneviéve?
Had she also recognized Maurice ? Had this couple only
retired at the signal given him by the queen ? Maurice
waited a moment to see if this young man and woman
would reappear ; but seeing the window remain unoccu-
pied, he recommended the strictest vigilance to his col-
league, Agricola, quickly descended the staircase, and went
to lie in ambush at the angle of La Rue Porte Foin, to see
if they came out of the house. It was in vain ; no one
appeared. He could not resist the suspicion which had
entered his mind at the moment the companion of
Tison’s daughter had persisted in maintaining so ob-
stinate a silence. Maurice directed his course toward the
Old Rue St. Jacques, where he arrived, bewildered by
the strangest suspicions, doubts, and fears. When he
entered, Geneviéve, attired in a white morning-dress, was
seated under an arbor of jasmine, where they were accus-
stomed to take their breakfast. She, as usual, accorded
Maaurice a friendly greeting, and invited him to take a cup
of chocolate with her. Dixmer, on his part, who had in
the meantime arrived, expressed the greatest joy at meet-
ing Maurice at this unexpected hour of the day; but be-
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fore he permitted Maurice to take the cup of chocolate
he had accepted (always enthusiastically attached to his
trade), he insisted that his friend, the secretary to the
‘¢ Section Lepelletier,” should make a tour through the
manufactory with him. Maurice consented.

¢“ My dear Maurice,” said he, ‘I have important news
for you.”

¢ Political ? ” asked Maurice, always occupied with one
idea.

““Ah ! dear citizen,” said Dixmer, smiling, and taking
the young man’s arm, ‘‘ do you think we trouble ourselves
about politics ? No, no ; relating to business, Diew merci!/
My honored friend, Morand, who, asyou know, isa cele-
brated chemist, has discovered the secret of staining
leather red in an unequaled manner ; that is to say, unal-
terable—a process never discovered until now. It is this
color I want to show you. Besides, you will see Morand
at work ; he is quite an ¢ artiste.””

Maurice did not exactly comprehend how making a red
dye constituted an ‘“artiste ; ” but, nevertheless, accepted
his offer, and followed Dixmer across the tan-yards, and
in a separate sort of office saw the Citizen Morand at work.
He wore blue spectacles, was in his working-dress, and
seemed fully occupied in changing a skin from dirty white
to purple. His hands and arms, visible under his sleeves,
which were turned up, were red to the elbow.

He merely moved his head to Maurice, so entirely was
he preoccupied.

¢ Well, Citizen Morand,” said Dixmer, ‘‘ what say we ?*

‘“We shall gain one hundred thousand livres by this
process alone ; but I have not slept for elght days, and
these acids have affected my sight.”

Maurice left Dixmer with Morand, and joined Gene-
véive, murmuring softly :

It must be confessed the trade of municipal stupefies
the hero. About eight days in the Temple, one might
fancy one’s self an aristocrat, and denounce one’s self.
Good Dixmer ! Brave Morand! Sweet Geneviéve! And
for an instant they suspected me.”
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Geneviéve awaited Maurice with a sweet smile calcu-
lated to make him forget all his latent cause for sus-
picion. She was, as usual, sweet, amiable, and charming.
The hours passed in Geneviéve’s society were those only
in which Maurice could be said really to exist.

At all other times he was infected with that fever
which might be termed the fever of ’93, by which Paris
was separated into two camps, and existence rendered a
perpetual combat. Toward noon he quitted Geneviéve,
and returned to the tower of the Temple.

At the extremity of La Rue St. Avoie, he encountered
Louis, now relieved from guard. He left the ranks and
came to meet Maurice, who still wore upon his counte-
nance the impress of the happiness he had enjoyed in the
society of the lovely Geneviéve.

¢“Ah !” said Louis, cordially shaking his friend by the
hand :

¢ In vain you seek your anguish
‘Within your heart to hide,
I know for whom you languish,
For whom so long you've sighed ;
‘Within your heart, within your eyes,
Love reigns, and triumphs in his prize.”

Maurice put his hand in his pocket to search for the
key. This was the method he adopted to put a stop to
his friend’s poetical vein. But he saw the movement and
ran away, laughing.

¢ Apropos,” said Louis, retracing his steps, ¢ you have
three days more at the Temple; I recommend the little
Capet to your care.”

CHAPTER XII.
LOVE.

IN fact, Maurice for some time had experienced a
strange mixture of happiness and misery. It is always
thus at the commencement of des grandes passions. His
daily occupation at the Section Lepelletier, his evening
visits to the Old Rue St. Jacques, and some occasional
visits to the club of the Thermopyles, filled up his days.
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He did not dissimulate. He well knew that to see
Geneviéve daily was to imbibe large draughts of love,
unaccompanied by hope. Geneviéve was a woman of re-
tired manners and pleasing appearance, who would frankly
tender her hand to a friend, and would innocently ap-
proach his face with her lips, with the confidence of
a sister and the ignorance of a vestal, before whom the
words of love appear as blasphemy.

Thus, in the purest dreams that the first style of
Raphael has traced upon the canvas, is a Madonna with
smiling lips, chaste eyes, and heavenly expression. It is
necessary to borrow from the divine pupil of Perugino to
portray the likeness of Geneviéve.

In the midst of flowers, she imbibed their freshness and
perfume ; isolated by the occupation of her husband, and
by her husband himself, she appeared to Maurice each
time he saw her like a living enigma, of which he could
not divine the meaning, and dare not ask it. One eve-
ing, when, as usual, he remained alone with her, they
were both seated at the same window by which he had
entered, a few nights since, with so little ceremony ; the
perfume of the lilacs in full bloom floated upon the soft
breeze that had succeeded the radiant sunset.

After a long silence, Maurice, having, during this
silence, followed the intelligent and holy eye of Gene-
viéve, as she watched the appearance of the stars in the
azure vault of heaven, ventured to inquire concerning the
great disparity between herself and husband. She so
young, and he already past the middle age ; she so
distingué, while everything around announced him a
man of inferior birth and education ; she so refined in
her tastes, while her husband had not an idea beyond his
manufactory.

¢ Here, at the abode of a master tanner, are harp, piano,
and drawings, which you acknowledge to be your own.
How is it that this aristocracy which I detest in others I
adore in you ?”

Geneviéve fixed upon Maurice a look full of candor.

¢ Thanks,” said she, “‘for this inquiry ; it proves to me
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you have not sought information concerning me from
any one else.”

“Never | madame,” said Maurice, ‘I have a devoted
friend who would die for me; I have a hundred comrades
ready to follow wherever I may lead them ; but among
all these hearts, when a woman is concerned, and, above
all, such a woman as Geneviéve, I know but of one I
would trust, and that one is myself.”

¢“Thanks, Maurice,” said the young woman ; “ I will
myself tell yon all you desire to know.”

“Your maiden name first,” said Maurice. “I only
know your married one at present.”

Genevidve detected the selfishness of love in this ques-
tion, and smiled.

‘¢ Geneviéve du Treilly,” said she.

Maurice repeated, ‘¢ Geneviéve du Treilly.”

¢“My family,” continued Genevidve, ‘“‘was runined
after the American war, in which both my father and
elder brother had taken part.”

““Both gentlemen ?” said Maurice.

¢No, no,” said Geneviéve, blushing.

¢ And yet you said your maiden name was Genevidve
du Treilly.”

¢«My family, Monsieur Maurice, was rich, but not
noble.”

¢ You challenge me,” said the young man, smiling.

¢ Oh, no, no,” replied Geneviéve. ‘‘In America my
father was connected with the father of Monsieur Morand.
Monsieur Dixmer wag managing man to Monsieur Morand.
We were ruined, and Monsieur Morand, knowing that
Monsieur Dixmer was a man of independent fortune,
presented him to my father, who, in his turn, presented
him to me.”

1 saw he had beforehand formed a resolution of mar-
riage. I understood it was the wish of my family. Idid
not love, neither had I ever loved any one, and I accepted
him,

¢¢T have now been Dixmer’s wife for three years, and
I am bound to say he has proved to me so good and excel-

»
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lent a husband, that notwithstanding the difference of
taste and the disparity of age, I have never even for a
moment experienced the slightest feeling of regret.”

¢ But,” said Maurice, “ when you married Monsieur
Dixmer he was not at the head of this manufactory ?”

“No ; we lived at Blois. After the 10th of August,
Monsieur Dixmer purchased thie house and the adjoin-
ing work-shops, and that I might not be annoyed by the
workmen, and to spare me the sight of many things re-
pulsive to a person of my habits, which are, as you ob-
served, Maurice, a little aristocratic, he gave me this
pavilion, where Ilive alone, retired, gratifying my various
fancies and desires, and happy when a friend like your-
self, Maurice, comes either to distract or partake in my
reveries.”

And Geneviéve tendered her hand to Maurice, which
he ardently kissed. Geneviéve blushed slightly.

¢ Now, my friend,” said the young woman, drawing
away her hand, “you know how I became the wife of
Monsieur Dixmer.”

¢¢Yes,” said Maurice, regarding Geneviéve with great
attention ; ““but you have not told me how Monsieur
Morand came to be associated with your husband.”

¢ Oh, that is very simple,” said Geneviéve. ¢‘ Monsieur
Dixmer had, as I have told you, some fortune, but still
not sufficient to engage alone in a large concern like this.
The son of Monsieur Morand, his protector, as I have be-
fore said, this friend of my father, you will remember,
provided half the funds, and as he possesses a good knowl-
edge of chemistry, he devotes himsell to various improve-
ments with the energy you have remarked, and, thanks
to which, the business of Monsieur Dixmer has extended
considerably.”

¢ Monsieur Morand is also a great friend of yours, is he
not, madame ? ” said Maurice.

¢ Monsieur Morand is a noble-hearted being, one of the
worthiest men in existence,” gravely replied Genevidve.

¢“If he has given you no other proofs,” said Maurice,
a little piqued at the importance accorded by Geneviéve
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to the young man, the partner of her husband, than,
dividing the expenses of this establishment with Monsieur
Dixmer, and inventing a new color for the morocco, allow
me to say you rather overrate his merits.”

‘“ I{e has given me many other proofs, monsieur,” said
Genevidve.

““He is young, is he not ? ” said Maurice. ‘‘ His wear-
ing green spectacles renders it difficult to tell his age.”

‘“He ig thirty-five.”

‘“You have known him, then, a long time ?”

¢ From infancy.”

Maurice bit his lips ; he had always suspected Morand
loved Geneviéve,

“Oh! '” said Maurlce, ‘“that explains his familiarity
with youn.”

‘It seems to me, monsieur,” said Genevi¢ve, smiling,
““that this familiarity, which at least is only that of a
friend, does not need any explanation.”

¢ Oh, pardon me, madame ; you know all affectionate
natures are jealous, and my friendship was jealous of that
you appear to feel for Monsieur Morand.”

He was silent. Geneviéve also remained silent. There
were no more questions to-day respecting Morand, and
Maurice quitted Geneviéve more than ever in love, for he
was jealous.

So blinded was the young man by his passion, that he
had not remarked, during the recital of Geneviéve, many
gaps, much hesitation, and many concealments, which,
although at the moment had escaped his notice, now re-
turned to his memory, and strangely tortured him ; and
then he might not be able to secure to himself the liberty
allowed him by Dixmer, of conversing with Geneviéve as
often and as long as he pleased, and in solitude, as they
now found themselves every evening ; and more, not only
had he become a constant and expected guest at the
house—not only remained in perfect security with Gene-
vidve, who seemed guarded by her angelic purity from any
advances on the part of the young man, but he now es-
corted her in all the excursions made from time to time
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in that quarter. In the midst of this established intimacy
one thing surprised him, The more he sought (perhaps
the better to watch his sentiments for Genevidve) the
friendship of Morand, by whose genius, notwithstanding
his prejudice, he felt himself captivated, and whose pleas-
ing manners won him more and more every day, the
greater the inclination evinced by this whimsical man to
avoid him.

Of this he complained bitterly to Geneviéve ; for he did
not doubt but that Morand had discerned in him a rival,
and therefore his conduct was actuated by jealousy.

“The Citizen Morand hates me,” said he, one day, to
Geneviéve.

““You ?” said Geneviéve, with a look of astonishment.
““You—Monsieur Morand hate you ?

“Yes; I am sure of it.”

““ And why should he hate you ?”

““ Do you wish me totell you ?” cried Maurice.

““ Without doubt,” replied Geneviéve.

¢ Well, then, because I ”?

Maurice stopped ; he was going to say, ‘ Because I love
you.”

‘1 cannot tell you why,” replied Maurice, coloring.

The fierce Republican near Geneviéve was timid and
confused as a young girl.

Geneviéve smiled.

““Say,” replied she, ‘‘there is no sympathy between
you, and I may, perhaps, believe you. You possess an
ardent mind, an ambitious spirit, are a man of birth and
education ; while Morand is a merchant grafted on a
chemist. He is timid and retiring. It is this timidity
that deters him from taking the first step toward your
acquaintance.”

¢ And who asks him to make the first advance toward
me ? I have made fifty to him, and he has never re-
gponded.”

¢ What ig it, then ? ¥ said Geneviéve.

Maurice chose to remain silent.

The day after this conversation with Geneviéve, he
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arrived there at two o’clock in the afternoon, and found
her ready dressed to go out.

‘“ Welcome,” said she ; ¢ you will act as my chevalier ?”

¢ Where are we going ? ” demanded Maurice.

1 am going to Auteuil. It will be a delightful excur-
sion. I mean to walk part of the way. Our carriage will
convey us to the barrier, where it will wait for us. We
will then walk to Auteuil, and when I have finished my
business there,we will return to take——"

¢ Oh !” said Maurice, ‘‘what a delightful day you offer
me'!”

The two young people went out. Beyond Passy the
carriage put them down. They sauntered along slowly,
and continued their journey on foot.

On arriving at Auteunil, Geneviéve stopped.

¢ Wait for me,” said she, *‘ at the entrance to the park.
When I have finished, I will rejoin you.”

¢ Where are you going, then ?” demanded Maurice.

“To a friend’s house.”

¢ Where I cannot accompany you ?”

Geneviéve smilingly shook her head.

““Impossible ! ” said she. )

Maurice bit his lips.

‘¢ Very well,” said he ; I will wait.”

¢ Ah ! what ?” said Geneviéve.

¢¢ Nothing,” replied Maurice. ‘¢ Shall you be long ?”

¢ If I had thought it would inconvenience you, Maurice,
if I had known you were engaged,” said Geneviéve, I
would not have requested you to do me the slight favor
to accompany me to-day. I might have asked—"

‘¢ Monsieur Morand,” interrupted Maurice, sharply.

¢“No ; you are aware Monsieur Morand is at the manu-
factory, at Rambouillet, and does- not return till this
evening.”

‘‘Then, to what do I owe the preference ? ”

¢ Maurice,” said Geneviéve, softly, ““I cannot keep
the person I came to see waiting ; but if I am the least
constraint upon your return to Paris, only send back the
carriage.”

E—Duxas—VoL XL
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“No, no, madame,” replied Maurice, quickly; ¢“Iam
at your service.”

He bowed to Geneviéve, who, sighing softly, proceeded
on her way, and entered Auteunil.

Maurice went to the appointed place, and continued
walking backward and forward with long, impatient
strides, cutting off with his cane, like Tarquin, all the
heads of the weeds, and flowers of the thistles, which he
found upon the road ; and this road being narrow and
retired, left him at full liberty to trace and retrace his
footsteps as often as he pleased. And what occupied his
thoughts ? The desire to know whether Geneviéve loved
him or not. Her manner to him was that of a friend or
sister ; but he felt this was not sufficient. He loved her
with an entire love. She had become his sole thought
by day, his renewed dream by night. At one time he only

- agked to see her again ; he now required her to love him.
Genevi¢ve was absent for an hour, which to him had ap-
peared an age ; when he saw her returning with a smile
upon her lips, Maurice, on the contrary, went to meet her
with a frowning brow.

Geneviéve, smiling, took his arm.

‘“Here I am,” said she ; ‘‘pardon me, mon ami, for
having made you wait.”

Maurice only replied by a bow ; and they then entered
a shady lane, which, by a winding path, conducted them
into the high-road.

It was one of those delicious evenings in spring, when
every plant sends its fragrance on high, when every bird,
either seated on the branches, or skipping from spray to
spray, warbles its song of praise to God ; one of those
evenings that seem destined to live forever in our memory.
Maurice was silent, Geneviéve pensive. She plucked with
one hand flowers for a bouquet, the other rested on the
arm of Maurice.

““ What is the matter with you ?” said he, all at once,
to Geneviéve ; ““and what makes you so sad to-day ?”

Geneviéve might have answered—my happiness. She
regarded him tenderly.



THE CHEVALIER DE MAISON ROUGE. 99

““ But you,” said she, ‘“are you not more than usually
sad to-day ?”

¢“L” said Maurice, ‘ have reason to be sad ; I am un-
happy ; but you—-"

‘“ You unhappy ?”

¢ Doubtless ; do you not perceive sometimes from my
tremulous tones how much I suffer ? Does it not often
happen, when I am talking with you, or your husband, I
am compelled suddenly to seek the air, because I feel as
if my heart would burst ?”

‘“ But,” demanded Geneviéve, embarrassed, ¢‘ to what
do you attribute this suffering ? »

““If T were an affected lady,” said Maurice, attempting
a laugh, ‘1 should say it was a nervous attack.”

“ And at this moment do you suffer ¢ *

¢¢ Much,” said Maurice. g

¢ Let us return, then.”

‘“What, already, madame ?”

¢ Without doubt.”

‘“True,” said the young man; ¢TI forgot Monsieur
Morand would return from Rambouillet this evening ; and
it is fast approaching.”

Geneviéve looked at him reproachfully.

¢ QOh, again ! ” said she.

¢ Why, then, did you the other day, favor me with so
high an eulogium on Monsieur Morand ? It is your own
faunlt.”

‘“ How long isit since, to people we esteem,” demanded
Geneviéve, ‘“we may not express our real opinion of an
estimable man ?”

‘It must be a very lively esteem to cause you to ac-
celerate your pace, as you at this moment are doing, for
fear of being too late by a few minutes.”

““You are to-day absolutely unjust, Maurice. Have I
not passed part of the day with you ?”

“Youare right ; and Iam indeed too exacting,” replied
Maarice, subduing his impetunosity. ‘‘Let us return to
meet Monsieur Morand.”

Geneviéve felt her anger pass from her mind to her heart

-
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“ Yes,” said she. ¢“Letu return to Monsieur Morand.
He, at least, is a friend who never causes me pain.”

¢ They are, indeed, valuable friends,” said Maurice,
““and I, for my part, should like a few such.”

They were now upon the high-road ; thehorizon, crim-
soned as the departing rays of the setting sun, glistened up-
on the gilt moldings of the Dome des Invalides. A star,
which on the previous evening had attracted the attention
of Geneviéve, sparkled in the azure of heaven. Genevidve
quitted Maurice’s arm with melancholy submission.

¢“ Why have you made me suffer ? ” gaid she.

¢“Ah!” gaid Maurice, ‘I am not so clever as some
people, and do not know how to make love.”

¢“ Maurice ! ” said Geneviéve.

¢ Oh, madame, if he is certainly so worthy and so just,
he ought not to suffer.”

Geneviéve again placed her white hand within the power-
ful arm of Maurice. :

¢¢ I pray you,” said she, in an altered tone, * to speak
no more—to speak no more !”

‘¢ And why is that ?”

¢ Because your voice makes me ill.”

¢ You are displeased with everything, even my voice ?”

¢¢ Besilent, I conjure you.”

1 will obey you, madame.”

And the impetuous young man passed his hand over
his face, damp with perspiration.

Geneviéve saw that he really suffered.

‘“You are my friend, Maurice,” said Geneviéve, looking
at him kindly; ‘“do not deprive me of your valuable
friendship.”

“Oh! you would not long regret it,” said Manrice.

¢ You are mistaken,” said Geneviéve ; ‘I should regret
it very long, and forever.”

¢“ Geneviéve, Geneviéve !” cried Maurice, ‘“have pity
on me.”

Geneviéve shuddered. It was the first time Maurice
had uttered her name in these passionate accents.

¢ And now,” continned Maurice, ‘‘since you have di-
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vined me, let me tell you all, Genevidve, for might you
kill me with a look, I have been silent too long; I will
speak, Geneviéve.”

¢‘ Mongicur,” said the young woman, ‘“I have sup-
plicated you, in the name of our friendship, to remain
silent ; I still pray you to do so, if not for my sake, for
your own. Not another word ; in the name of Heaven,
not another word.”

‘“ Friendship, friendship ! if it be a friendship like this
you profess for me, that you feel for Monsieur Morand, I
wish for no more of your friendship—I, Geneviéve, require
more than others.”

¢ Enough,” said Mme. Dixmer, with the gesture of a
queen, ‘‘ enough, Monsieur Lindey ; here is our carriage,
please to conduct me to my husband’s house.”

Maurice trembled with fever and emotion when Gene-
viéve, to rejoin the carriage, which indeed was only a few
paces distant, placed her hand on his arm.

They both entered the carriage ; Geneviéve took the
front seat, and Maurice the one opposite. They traversed
Paris without either one or the other having uttered a
word. Only, all the way, Geneviéve had held her hand-
kerchief before her eyes. When they entered the build-
ing, Dixmer was occupied in his counting house, Morand
had just returned from Rambouillet, and was changing
his dress. Geneviéve held out her hand to Maurice, as
she entered her chamber.

¢ Adieu, Maurice ; you have wished it.”

Maurice said nothing, but walked directly to the
mantelpiece, where hung & portrait of Geneviéve. He
ardently kissed it, pressed it to his heart, replaced it, and
went out. Maurice reached home without knowing how
he arrived there; he had passed through Paris without
seeing anything, without hearing anything; all that
surrounded him appeared like a dream ; he was unable to
account for his actions, his words, or the sentiments
which induced them. There are moments when the
most serene spirits succumb under the violence of their
own emotions.
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It was, as we have said, rather a race than a return on
the part of Maurice. He undressed himself without the
assistance of his vale? de chambre, neither replied to his
cook, who disgplayed his supper duly prepared for him, but
taking the day’s letters from the table, he read them all,
one after the other, without comprehending a single word.
The burning jealousy, that intoxication of reason, was not
yet dissipated. At ten o’clock, Maurice mechanically
sought his bed, as, indeed, he had done everything else
since his parting with Geneviéve.

If Maurice, in his cooler moments, had been told of this
extraordinary behavior in another, he would not have been
able to comprehend it, but would have considered him
mad to have pursued this desperate conduct, totally un-
anthorized either by too much reserve or too much abandon
on the part of Geneviéve. He now only felt this wasa
terrible blow to all his hopes, of which he had never, even
to himself, rendered an account, and upon which, vague
as they were, reposed all his visions of happiness, dreams
which, like an unseizable vapor, floated shapelessly towards
the horizon, and there disappeared. Thus it happened,
as in similar cases, that Maurice, stunned by this blow,
dropped asleep directly he found himself in bed, where he
remained free from all sentiment till the morrow. He
was awakened by the noise of the official opening the door,
who came as usual to unclose the windows, which opened
upon a large garden, and to bring some flowers.

At that time, in the year ’93, much attention was paid
to the culture of forced flowers, and Maurice dearly loved
all flowers ; but now, without even bestowing a glance
upon them, he half raised his heavy head, and supporting
it on his hand, endeavored to recall the events of the
preceding evening. Maurice asked himself, without being
able to account for it, the cause of this mad folly ; the
sole cause was jealousy of Morand ; but the moment was
certainly badly chosen to amuse himself by being jealous
of a man, when this man was at Rambouillet, and while
enjoying a féfe-d-téte with the woman one loves, surrounded
by the most enchanting scenery, on one of the lovely days
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of spring. It was not suspicion of the inmates at the
house at Aunteuil, where Geneviéve had remained an hour;
no, the incessant torment of his life was the idea that
Morand loved Geneviéve, and yet, singular fantasy of the
brain, strange combination of caprice, not a gestare, a
look, not even a word from Dixmer’s partner had afforded
the slightest grounds for this belief. The voice of the
valet de chambre aroused him from this reverie.

¢¢ Citizen,” said he, showing him the open letters on
the table, ‘“ have you selected those you wish to keep, or
ghall they all be burned ? ”

““Burn what ?” said Maurice.

¢ The letters the citizen read last night before he re-
tired to bed.”

Maurice could not remember having read one.

¢ Burn all,” said he.

¢ Here are two days’ letters, citizen,” said the official.

He presented a packet of letters to Maurice, and threw
the others under the grate. Maurice took the letters, felt
the impression of a seal, and fancied that he recognized
the perfume of a friend, and looking over his correspond-
ence, he found an envelope and handwriting that made
him tremble. This man, who bravely faced danger, trem-
bled before the odor of a letter. The official approached
Maurice, to inquire what he would take, but he signified
a wish to be alone. Maurice turned and re-turned this
letter ; he felt a presentiment it contained misery for
him, and started and trembled before unknown misfor-
tune. Having collected all his courage, he at length
opened it, and read as follows:

‘¢ C1T1ZEN MAURICE,—It has become necessary that
we should burst these bonds—bonds which, on your side,
affect to exceed the bounds of friendship. You are a man
of honor, citizen, and now a night has passed since the
occurrences of yesterday evening, you ought to compre-
hend that your presence at our house is no longer desir-
able. I leave it to you to excuse yourself in any way yon
think best to my husband. On the arrival this day of
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your letter to Monsieur Dixmer, I am convinced I shall
regret the loss of an unfortunate friend, whom all social
propriety will deter me from meeting for the future.
Adieu forever. GENEVIEVE,

¢¢ P.S.—The bearer awaits your reply.”

Maurice called ; the walet de chambre reappeared.

¢ Who brought this letter ?*

¢ A citizen commissionaire.”

¢ Is he waiting ?”

“Yes.”

Maurice did not for a moment hesitate, but, partly
dressing, seated himself before his writing-desk, and tak-
ing the first sheet of paper that came to hand (he found
it had on it the impression of a heart with the name of
the section), he wrote :

*¢ C1r1zEN DixMER,—I respected you, and I still do so,
but I cannot visit you any longer.”

Maurice considered what reason he could assign for not
visiting Dixmer, and one idea alone presented itself to
his mind, that which at this epoch occurred to every
one. He thus continued :

¢ Certain rumors are afloat relative to your lukewarm-

ness in public affairs. I haveno wish to accuse you, and

no mission to defend you. Receive my respects, and feel

. assureed your secrets will remain forever buried in my
heart.”

Maurice did not even read this letter, written, as we
have.said, under the impression of the first idea that
presented itelf. He did not doubt the effect it would
produce. Dixmer, an excellent patriot, as Maurice im-
agined from his conversation, at least, would be much
grieved at receiving it, his wife and M. Morand would no
doubt influence him not to reply, and forgetfulness would
gradually spread itself like a dark veil over the past,
laughing at the melancholy transformation. Maurice
gigned and sealed his letter, gave it the official, and
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the commissionaire departed. Then a slight sigh escaped
the Republican ; he took his hat and gloves and pro-
ceeded to the section. He hoped, poor Brutus, to re-
cover his stoicism by occupying himself with public
affairs. These were indeed terrible ; the 31st of May was
preparing. The ferreur, which like a torrent, precipi-
tated itself from the height of La Montagne, endeavored
to carry away this dike, opposed to it by the Girondins,
those audacious Modérés who had dared to demand
vengeance for the massacres of September, and to wrestle
for an instant to save the life of the king.

While Maurice pursued his way with a rapidity that
drove the fever from his heart to his head, the messenger
had reentered the Old Rue St. Jacques, filling the dwell-
ing there with terror and astonishment. The letter,
after passing through Genevidve’s hands, was given by
her to Dixmer. Dixmer opened and read it, without at
first understanding it ; he then communicated the con-
tents to the Citizen Morand, who supported his head
upon his hand. His face was pale as death. In the sit-
nation in which Dixmer, Morand, and their companions
found themselves (a situation totally unknown to Mau-
rice, but which our readers have penetrated) this letter
was like a thunder-bolt.

“Is this an upright, honest man ?” asked Dixmer,
much grieved.

““Yes,” replied Morand, without the least hesitation.

‘¢ Never mind,” said the advocate for extreme measures,
¢ you see we were very wrong not to kill him.”

‘¢ My friend,” said Louis, ‘‘ we strnggle against vio-
lence, we brand it with the name of crime. We have
acted rightly, whatever may be the result, in not assas-
ginating this man. I again repeat, I believe Maurice to
possess a noble, generous spirit.”

““Yes ; but if so noble and generous a spirit belongs to
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