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FANTI NE.

PREFACE

So long as there shall exist, by virtue of |law and custom decrees of
dammat i on pronounced by society, artificially creating hells amd
the civilization of earth, and adding the el ement of human fate to

di vine destiny; so long as the three great problens of the century--
t he degradation of nman through pauperism the corruption of wonman

t hr ough hunger, the crippling of children through Iack of light--

are unsol ved; so long as social asphyxia is possible in any part

of the world;--in other words, and with a still w der significance,
so long as ignorance and poverty exist on earth, books of the nature
of Les M serables cannot fail to be of use.

HAUTEVI LLE HOUSE, 1862.

FANTI NE

BOOK FI RST--A JUST MAN
CHAPTER |
M  MYRI EL

In 1815, M Charl es-Francois-Bi envenu Myriel was Bishop of D---
He was an old man of about seventy-five years of age; he had occupied
the see of D---- since 1806

Al though this detail has no connection whatever with the rea

subst ance of what we are about to relate, it will not be superfluous,
if merely for the sake of exactness in all points, to nention here

the various runors and remarks which had been in circul ati on about him
fromthe very nmonent when he arrived in the diocese. True or false,
that which is said of nen often occupies as inportant a place in

their lives, and above all in their destinies, as that which they do.
M Mrriel was the son of a councillor of the Parliament of A Xx;
hence he bel onged to the nobility of the bar. It was said that

his father, destining himto be the heir of his own post, had married
himat a very early age, eighteen or twenty, in accordance with a
customwhich is rather widely prevalent in parlianmentary famlies.

In spite of this marriage, however, it was said that Charles Mriel
created a great deal of talk. He was well formed, though rather short
in stature, elegant, graceful, intelligent; the whole of the first
portion of his |ife had been devoted to the world and to gallantry.



The Revol uti on came; events succeeded each other with precipitation
the parlianentary famlies, decimted, pursued, hunted down,

were dispersed. M Charles Myriel emgrated to Italy at the very
begi nning of the Revolution. There his wife died of a mal ady of

the chest, fromwhich she had long suffered. He had no children

VWhat took place next in the fate of M Mriel? The ruin of the French
society of the olden days, the fall of his own famly, the tragic
spectacl es of '93, which were, perhaps, even nore alarmng to the

em grants who viewed themfroma distance, with the magnifying powers
of terror,--did these cause the ideas of renunciation and solitude

to germinate in hin? Was he, in the mdst of these distractions,

t hese affections which absorbed his life, suddenly smitten with one
of those nysterious and terrible bl ows which soneti mes overwhel m

by striking to his heart, a man whom public catastrophes woul d

not shake, by striking at his existence and his fortune? No one
could have told: all that was known was, that when he returned
fromltaly he was a priest.

In 1804, M Mriel was the Cure of B---- [Brignolles]. He was already
advanced in years, and lived in a very retired nmanner

About the epoch of the coronation, sone petty affair connected

with his curacy--just what, is not precisely known--took him

to Paris. Anmong ot her powerful persons to whomhe went to solicit
aid for his parishioners was M |e Cardinal Fesch. One day,

when the Enperor had cone to visit his uncle, the worthy Cure,

who was waiting in the anteroom found hinself present when Hi s

Maj esty passed. Napoleon, on finding hinmself observed with a certain
curiosity by this old man, turned round and said abruptly:--

"Who is this good man who is staring at nme?"

"Sire," said M Mriel, "you are |ooking at a good nman, and
at a great man. Each of us can profit by it."

That very evening, the Enperor asked the Cardi nal the nane of the Cure,
and some tine afterwards M Mriel was utterly astonished to |earn
that he had been appoi nted Bi shop of D ---

VWhat truth was there, after all, in the stories which were invented
as to the early portion of M Mriel's life? No one knew.

Very few famlies had been acquainted with the Mriel famly before
t he Revol ution

M Mriel had to undergo the fate of every newconer in a little town,
where there are many nouths which talk, and very few heads which think
He was obliged to undergo it although he was a bi shop, and because he
was a bishop. But after all, the runors with which his nane was
connected were runors only, --noi se, sayings, words; |ess than words--
pal abres, as the energetic | anguage of the South expresses it.

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



M Mrriel had arrived at D---- acconpanied by an elderly spinster
Madenoi sel | e Baptistine, who was his sister, and ten years his junior.

Their only donestic was a fenal e servant of the sane age

as Madenoi sell e Bapti stine, and naned Madane WMagl oire, who,

after having been the servant of M |le Cure, now assuned

the double title of maid to Madenoi sell e and housekeeper to MNbnsei gheur

Madenoi sel l e Baptistine was a long, pale, thin, gentle creature;
she realized the ideal expressed by the word "respectable"; for it
seens that a wonman nust needs be a nother in order to be venerable.
She had never been pretty; her whole life, which had been nothing
but a succession of holy deeds, had finally conferred upon her

a sort of pallor and transparency; and as she advanced in years
she had acquired what nmay be called the beauty of goodness.

VWhat had been | eanness in her youth had become transparency in

her maturity; and this diaphaneity allowed the angel to be seen
She was a soul rather than a virgin. Her person seened nade

of a shadow, there was hardly sufficient body to provide for sex;
alittle matter enclosing a light; |large eyes forever drooping;--
a nere pretext for a soul's remaining on the earth

Madane Magloire was a little, fat, white old woman, corpul ent
and bustling; always out of breath,--in the first place,
because of her activity, and in the next, because of her asthma

On his arrival, M Mriel was installed in the episcopal palace with
the honors required by the Inperial decrees, which class a bishop

i Mmedi ately after a major-general. The mayor and the president

paid the first call on him and he, in turn, paid the first cal

on the general and the prefect.

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

CHAPTER |

M MYRI EL BECOMES M WELCOVE

The epi scopal palace of D---- adjoins the hospital

The epi scopal pal ace was a huge and beautiful house, built of stone
at the beginning of the last century by M Henri Puget, Doctor of
Theol ogy of the Faculty of Paris, Abbe of Sinore, who had been Bi shop
of D--- in 1712. This pal ace was a genui ne seignorial residence.
Everything about it had a grand air,--the apartnents of the Bi shop
t he draw ng-roons, the chanbers, the principal courtyard, which was
very large, with wal ks encircling it under arcades in the old

Fl orenti ne fashion, and gardens planted with nagnificent trees.

In the dining-room a long and superb gallery which was situated

on the ground-fl oor and opened on the gardens, M Henri Puget had
entertained in state, on July 29, 1714, My Lords Charles Brulart

de CGenlis, archbishop; Prince d' Enbrun; Antoine de Mesgrigny,

t he capuchin, Bishop of G asse; Philippe de Vendome, G and Prior



of France, Abbe of Saint Honore de Lerins; Francois de Berton

de Crillon, bishop, Baron de Vence; Cesar de Sabran de Forcal quier

bi shop, Seignor of @ andeve; and Jean Soanen, Priest of the Oratory,
preacher in ordinary to the king, bishop, Seignor of Senez.

The portraits of these seven reverend personages decorated this apartnment;
and this nmenorable date, the 29th of July, 1714, was there engraved
inletters of gold on a table of white narble.

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

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

"Monsi eur the director of the hospital,” said he to him "how nany
si ck people have you at the present nonent ?"

"Twenty-si x, Monsei gneur."
"That was the number which | counted,"” said the Bishop

"The beds," pursued the director, "are very nuch crowded agai nst
each other."

"That is what | observed."

"The halls are nothing but roonms, and it is with difficulty
that the air can be changed in them"

"So it seens to ne."

"And then, when there is a ray of sun, the garden is very snal
for the conval escents.”

"That was what | said to nyself."

"In case of epidemcs,--we have had the typhus fever this year
we had the sweating sickness two years ago, and a hundred patients
at tinmes,--we know not what to do."

"That is the thought which occurred to nme."

"What woul d you have, Mbnseigneur?" said the director. "One nust
resign one's self.”

Thi s conversation took place in the gallery dining-roomon the
ground-f | oor.

The Bi shop renained silent for a noment; then he turned abruptly
to the director of the hospital

"Monsi eur, "
woul d hol d?"

said he, "how many beds do you think this hall alone

"Monsei gneur' s di ni ng-roon?" excl ai ned the stupefied director



The Bi shop cast a gl ance round the apartnent, and seened to be
t aki ng neasures and cal cul ations with his eyes.

"I't would hold full twenty beds," said he, as though speaking
to hinmself. Then, raising his voice:--

"Hol d, Monsieur the director of the hospital, I will tell you sonething.
There is evidently a m stake here. There are thirty-six of you

in five or six small roons. There are three of us here,

and we have roomfor sixty. There is some mistake, | tell you

you have ny house, and | have yours. G ve ne back ny house;

you are at home here.”

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

M Mriel had no property, his fam |y having been ruined by

the Revolution. H's sister was in receipt of a yearly incone

of five hundred francs, which sufficed for her personal wants at

the vicarage. M Mriel received fromthe State, in his quality
of bishop, a salary of fifteen thousand francs. On the very day
when he took up his abode in the hospital, M Mriel settled on

the disposition of this sumonce for all, in the foll ow ng manner
W transcribe here a note nmade by his own hand: - -

NOTE ON THE REGULATI ON OF MY HOUSEHOLD EXPENSES

For the little semnary . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 1,500 livres
Society of the mssion . . . Coe e e e 100 "
For the Lazarists of hmntd|d|er . G 100 '
Sem nary for foreign mssions in Parls G 200 "
Congregation of the Holy Spirit . . . G 150 "
Rel i gi ous establishments of the Holy Land G 100 "
Charitable maternity societies . . . . . . . . . . 300 "
Extra, for that of Arles . . . e 50 '
Wrk for the anelioration of prlsons A Co. 400 "
Wrk for the relief and delivery of prlsoners Co. 500 '

To liberate fathers of famlies incarcerated for debt 1,000 "
Addition to the salary of the poor teachers of the

di ocese . . . e 2,000 "
Public granary of the Fbutes Alpes G e 100 "
Congregation of the |adies of D----, of Mnosque, and of

Sisteron, for the gratuitous instruction of poor

girls . . . . oL 1, 500 "
For the poor . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. 6, 000 "
My personal expenses . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. 1, 000 "

Total . . . . . . . L 15,000 "

M Mrriel made no change in this arrangenent during the entire
period that he occupied the see of D---- As has been seen, he called
it regulating his househol d expenses.

Thi s arrangenent was accepted with absol ute subm ssion by
Madenoi sel l e Baptistine. This holy woman regarded MNonsei gneur of D----



as at one and the sane tinme her brother and her bishop, her friend
according to the flesh and her superior according to the Church
She sinmply | oved and venerated him \When he spoke, she bowed;
when he acted, she yielded her adherence. Their only servant,
Madane Magloire, grunbled a little. It will be observed that

Monsi eur the Bi shop had reserved for hinself only one thousand
livres, which, added to the pension of Madenoiselle Baptistine,
made fifteen hundred francs a year. On these fifteen hundred
francs these two old wonen and the old man subsi sted.

And when a village curate cane to D----, the Bishop still found neans
to entertain him thanks to the severe econony of Madane WMagloire,
and to the intelligent admnistration of Madenpi selle Baptistine.

One day, after he had been in D---- about three nonths, the Bishop said:--
"And still | amquite cranped with it all!l"
"I should think so!" exclainmed Madane Magloire. "NMonsei gneur has

not even clainmed the all owance which the departnment owes him
for the expense of his carriage in town, and for his journeys
about the diocese. It was custonmary for bishops in former days."

"Hol d!'" cried the Bishop, "you are quite right, Madame Magloire."
And he made his denand.

Sone tinme afterwards the General Council took this demand under
consi deration, and voted himan annual sum of three thousand francs,
under this heading: Allowance to M the Bishop for expenses

of carriage, expenses of posting, and expenses of pastoral visits.

Thi s provoked a great outcry anong the |ocal burgesses;

and a senator of the Enpire, a former nenber of the Counci

of the Five Hundred which favored the 18 Brumaire, and who was
provided with a magnificent senatorial office in the vicinity

of the towmn of D----, wote to M Bigot de Preanmeneu

the mnister of public worship, a very angry and confidentia

note on the subject, fromwhich we extract these authentic lines:--

"Expenses of carriage? Wat can be done with it in a town of |ess
than four thousand inhabitants? Expenses of journeys? What is the
use of these trips, in the first place? Next, how can the posting
be acconplished in these nmountai nous parts? There are no roads.

No one travels otherw se than on horseback. Even the bridge

bet ween Durance and Chat eau- Arnoux can barely support ox-teans.
These priests are all thus, greedy and avaricious. This man played
the good priest when he first came. Now he does |ike the rest;

he must have a carriage and a posting-chai se, he must have | uxuries,
i ke the bishops of the olden days. ©On, all this priesthood!

Things will not go well, M le Conte, until the Enperor has freed us
fromthese bl ack-capped rascals. Down with the Popel [Matters were
getting enbroiled with Rome.] For ny part, | amfor Caesar al one."
Etc., etc.



On the other hand, this affair afforded great delight to Madane Maglooire.
"CGood," said she to Madenoi selle Baptistine; "Mnseigneur began with

ot her people, but he has had to wind up with hinself, after all

He has regulated all his charities. Now here are three thousand

francs for us! At last!”

That sane evening the Bi shop wote out and handed to his sister
a menorandum conceived in the followi ng terns:--

EXPENSES OF CARRI AGE AND Cl RCUI T.

For furnishing neat soup to the patients in the hospital. 1,500 livres

For the maternity charitable society of Ax . . . . . . . 250 "
For the maternity charitable society of Draguignan . . . 250 "
For foundlings . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . ... 500 "
For orphans C e e e e 500 "

Total . . . . . . . . . . . . .. ... ... ... 3000 "

Such was M Mriel's budget.

As for the chance episcopal perquisites, the fees for nmarriage bans,
di spensations, private baptisns, sernmons, benedictions, of churches
or chapels, marriages, etc., the Bishop levied themon the wealthy
with all the nore asperity, since he bestowed them on the needy.

After a time, offerings of noney flowed in. Those who had and

t hose who | acked knocked at M Myriel's door,--the latter in search

of the alnms which the former canme to deposit. In less than a year

t he Bi shop had becone the treasurer of all benevol ence and the cashier

of all those in distress. Considerable suns of nmobney passed through

hi s hands, but nothing could induce himto make any change whatever

in his node of life, or add anything superfluous to his bare necessities.

Far fromit. As there is always nore wetchedness bel ow than there
i s brotherhood above, all was given away, so to speak, before it
was received. It was like water on dry soil; no matter how nmuch
noney he received, he never had any. Then he stripped hinself.

The usage being that bishops shall announce their baptisnma

nanes at the head of their charges and their pastoral letters,

t he poor people of the country-side had selected, with a sort of
affectionate instinct, anmong the nanes and prenonens of their bishop
that which had a nmeaning for them and they never called him
anyt hi ng except Mbonsei gneur Bienvenu [Welcone]. W will foll ow

their exanple, and will also call himthus when we have occasi on

to name him Moreover, this appellation pleased him

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

We do not claimthat the portrait herewith presented i s probable;
we confine ourselves to stating that it resenbles the original

CHAPTER 1 |



A HARD Bl SHOPRI C FOR A GOOD Bl SHOP

The Bishop did not omt his pastoral visits because he had converted
his carriage into alms. The diocese of D---- is a fatiguing one

There are very few plains and a great many nountains; hardly any roads,
as we have just seen; thirty-two curacies, forty-one vicarships,

and two hundred and eighty-five auxiliary chapels. To visit al

these is quite a task

The Bi shop managed to do it. He went on foot when it was in

t he nei ghborhood, in a tilted spring-cart when it was on the plain,
and on a donkey in the nountains. The two old wonen acconpani ed hi m
When the trip was too hard for them he went al one.

One day he arrived at Senez, which is an ancient episcopal city.

He was nounted on an ass. Hi s purse, which was very dry at that nonent,
did not permit himany other equipage. The mayor of the town came

to receive himat the gate of the town, and watched hi m di snount
fromhis ass, with scandalized eyes. Sone of the citizens were

[ aughi ng around him "Monsieur the Mayor," said the Bishop

"and Messieurs Citizens, | perceive that I shock you. You think
it very arrogant in a poor priest to ride an ani mal which was used
by Jesus Christ. | have done so fromnecessity, | assure you

and not fromvanity."

In the course of these trips he was kind and indul gent, and tal ked

rat her than preached. He never went far in search of his argunents

and his exanples. He quoted to the inhabitants of one district

t he exanpl e of a neighboring district. In the cantons where they

were harsh to the poor, he said: "Look at the people of Briancon

They have conferred on the poor, on wi dows and orphans, the right

to have their meadows nown three days in advance of every one el se.

They rebuild their houses for them gratuitously when they are ruined.
Therefore it is a country which is blessed by God. For a whole century,
there has not been a single nurderer ambng them "

In villages which were greedy for profit and harvest, he said:

"Look at the people of Enbrun! |If, at the harvest season, the father
of a family has his son away on service in the arny, and his daughters
at service in the town, and if he is ill and incapacitated, the cure

recommends himto the prayers of the congregation; and on Sunday,
after the mass, all the inhabitants of the village--nmen, wonen,

and children--go to the poor man's field and do his harvesting

for him and carry his straw and his grain to his granary.”

To fam lies divided by questions of noney and inheritance he said:
"Look at the nountaineers of Devolny, a country so wild that the
nightingale is not heard there once in fifty years. Well, when the
father of a famly dies, the boys go off to seek their fortunes,

| eaving the property to the girls, so that they may find husbands."
To the cantons which had a taste for |awsuits, and where the farners
rui ned thensel ves in stanped paper, he said: "Look at those good peasants
in the valley of Queyras! There are three thousand souls of them
Mon Dieu! it is like alittle republic. Neither judge nor bailiff
is known there. The mayor does everything. He allots the inposts,

t axes each person conscientiously, judges quarrels for nothing,



di vi des inheritances w thout charge, pronounces sentences gratuitously;
and he is obeyed, because he is a just man anong sinple nen.”

To villages where he found no school master, he quoted once nore the
peopl e of Queyras: "Do you know how t hey nmanage?" he said. "Since a
little country of a dozen or fifteen hearths cannot always support

a teacher, they have school -masters who are paid by the whol e valley,
who make the round of the villages, spending a week in this one,

ten days in that, and instruct them These teachers go to the fairs.
| have seen themthere. They are to be recognized by the quil

pens which they wear in the cord of their hat. Those who teach
readi ng only have one pen; those who teach readi ng and reckoni ng

have two pens; those who teach readi ng, reckoning, and Latin have
three pens. But what a disgrace to be ignorant! Do |ike the people
of Queyras!”

Thus he di scoursed gravely and paternally; in default of exanples,
he invented parables, going directly to the point, with few phrases
and many i mages, which characteristic forned the real el oquence

of Jesus Christ. And being convinced hinself, he was persuasive.

CHAPTER 1V

WORKS CORRESPONDI NG TO WORDS

H s conversation was gay and affable. He put hinself on a | eve

with the two old wonen who had passed their |ives beside him

VWen he | aughed, it was the [augh of a school boy. WMadane Magloire
liked to call himYour Grace [ Votre Grandeur]. One day he rose
fromhis armchair, and went to his library in search of a book

Thi s book was on one of the upper shelves. As the bishop was rather
short of stature, he could not reach it. "Madane Magloire," said he
"fetch me a chair. M (greatness [grandeur] does not reach as far as
that shelf."

One of his distant relatives, Madane |la Contesse de Lo, rarely

al  owed an opportunity to escape of enumerating, in his presence
what she designated as "the expectations"” of her three sons.

She had nunerous rel atives, who were very old and near to death,
and of whom her sons were the natural heirs. The youngest of the
three was to receive froma grand-aunt a good hundred thousand
livres of incone; the second was the heir by entail to the title

of the Duke, his uncle; the eldest was to succeed to the peerage

of his grandfather. The Bishop was accustonmed to listen in silence
to these innocent and pardonabl e maternal boasts. On one occasion
however, he appeared to be nore thoughtful than usual, while Madane
de Lo was relating once again the details of all these inheritances

and all these "expectations.”" She interrupted herself inpatiently:
"Mon Dieu, cousin! Wat are you thinking about?" "I amthinking,"
replied the Bishop, "of a singular remark, which is to be found,

| believe, in St. Augustine,--"Place your hopes in the man from whom

you do not inherit.

At another time, on receiving a notification of the decease of
a gentleman of the country-side, wherein not only the dignities



of the dead man, but al so the feudal and noble qualifications

of all his relatives, spread over an entire page: "Wuat a stout
back Death has!" he exclainmed. "Wat a strange burden of titles
is cheerfully inposed on him and how much wit nmust men have,

in order thus to press the tonb into the service of vanity!"

He was gifted, on occasion, with a gentle raillery, which al nost

al ways conceal ed a serious nmeaning. |In the course of one Lent,

a yout hful vicar came to D----, and preached in the cathedral

He was tolerably eloquent. The subject of his sermon was charity.

He urged the rich to give to the poor, in order to avoid hell

whi ch he depicted in the nost frightful manner of which he was capabl e,
and to win paradi se, which he represented as charm ng and desirable.
Among the audi ence there was a wealthy retired nmerchant, who was
sonmewhat of a usurer, named M Geborand, who had amassed two nmillions
in the manufacture of coarse cloth, serges, and wool |l en gall oons.

Never in his whole life had M Geborand bestowed al ms on any poor wetch.
After the delivery of that sernon, it was observed that he gave a sou
every Sunday to the poor ol d beggar-wonen at the door of the cathedral
There were six of themto share it. One day the Bishop caught sight

of himin the act of bestowing this charity, and said to his sister
with a smle, "There is M Geborand purchasi ng paradi se for

a sou."

VWen it was a question of charity, he was not to be rebuffed even

by a refusal, and on such occasi ons he gave utterance to remarks

whi ch induced reflection. Once he was begging for the poor in a

drawi ng-room of the town; there was present the Marquis de Chanptercier
a weal thy and avaricious old nan, who contrived to be, at one

and the sane time, an ultra-royalist and an ultra- Voltairian. This
variety of man has actually existed. Wen the Bishop came to him

he touched his arm "You must give me something, M |le Marquis."

The Marquis turned round and answered dryly, "I have poor people

of my own, Mbonseignheur." "Gve themto ne," replied the Bishop

One day he preached the followi ng sernon in the cathedral:--

"My very dear brethren, mnmy good friends, there are thirteen hundred
and twenty thousand peasants' dwellings in France whi ch have but

t hree openings; eighteen hundred and seventeen t housand hovel s which
have but two openi ngs, the door and one w ndow, and three hundred
and forty-six thousand cabi ns besi des whi ch have but one opening

the door. And this arises froma thing which is called the tax

on doors and wi ndows. Just put poor famlies, old wonen and little
children, in those buildings, and behold the fevers and nal adi es
which result! Alas! God gives air to nmen; the law sells it to them
| do not blane the law, but | bless God. In the departnent

of the Isere, in the Var, in the two departnents of the Al pes

the Hautes, and the Basses, the peasants have not even wheel barrows;
they transport their manure on the backs of nen; they have no candl es,
and they burn resinous sticks, and bits of rope dipped in pitch.

That is the state of affairs throughout the whole of the hilly
country of Dauphine. They make bread for six nmonths at one tine;
they bake it with dried cowdung. In the winter they break this
bread up with an axe, and they soak it for twenty-four hours,

in order to render it eatable. M brethren, have pity! behold



the suffering on all sides of you!"

Born a Provencal, he easily famliarized hinmself with the dial ect of
the south. He said, "En be! noussu, ses sage?" as in |ower Languedoc;
"Onte anaras passa?" as in the Basses- Al pes; "Puerte un bouen noutu
enbe un bouen fromage grase,” as in upper Dauphine. This pleased

the people extrenely, and contributed not a little to win him

access to all spirits. He was perfectly at honme in the thatched
cottage and in the nmountains. He understood how to say the grandest
things in the nost vulgar of idionms. As he spoke all tongues,

he entered into all hearts.

Mor eover, he was the sane towards people of the world and towards
the | ower classes. He condemmed nothing in haste and w t hout
taking circunstances into account. He said, "Exam ne the road
over which the fault has passed.”

Bei ng, as he described hinmself with a smle, an ex-sinner, he had none
of the asperities of austerity, and he professed, with a good dea

of distinctness, and without the frown of the ferociously virtuous,

a doctrine which may be sunmed up as follows:--

"Man has upon himhis flesh, which is at once his burden

and his tenptation. He drags it with himand yields to it.

He must watch it, cheek it, repress it, and obey it only at the
| ast extremity. There may be sonme fault even in this obedience;
but the fault thus commtted is venial; it is a fall, but a fal

on the knees which may terminate in prayer

"To be a saint is the exception; to be an upright man is the rule.

Err, fall, sinif you will, but be upright.
"The | east possible sinis the law of man. No sin at all is the
dreamof the angel. Al which is terrestrial is subject to sin.

Sinis agravitation.”

VWen he saw everyone exclaimng very loudly, and grow ng angry
very quickly, "Ch! oh!" he said, with a smle; "to all appearance,
this is a great crine which all the world conmts. These are
hypocri si es whi ch have taken fright, and are in haste to nake
protest and to put thensel ves under shelter."”

He was indul gent towards wonen and poor people, on whomthe burden
of human society rest. He said, "The faults of wonen, of children
of the feeble, the indigent, and the ignorant, are the fault

of the husbands, the fathers, the masters, the strong, the rich
and the wise."

He said, noreover, "Teach those who are ignorant as many things

as possible; society is culpable, in that it does not afford
instruction gratis; it is responsible for the night which it produces.
This soul is full of shadow, sin is therein commtted. The guilty
one is not the person who has conmtted the sin, but the person

who has created the shadow. '

It will be perceived that he had a peculiar manner of his own
of judging things: | suspect that he obtained it fromthe Gospel



One day he heard a crimnal case, which was in preparation and on
the point of trial, discussed in a drawing-room A wetched man
being at the end of his resources, had coined counterfeit noney,

out of love for a wonman, and for the child which he had had by her
Counterfeiting was still punishable with death at that epoch

The worman had been arrested in the act of passing the first false

pi ece made by the man. She was held, but there were no proofs
except agai nst her. She alone could accuse her |over, and destroy
hi m by her confession. She denied; they insisted. She persisted in
her denial. Thereupon an idea occurred to the attorney for the crown.
He invented an infidelity on the part of the |over, and succeeded,
by means of fragments of letters cunningly presented, in persuading
the unfortunate woman that she had a rival, and that the nan was
decei ving her. Thereupon, exasperated by jeal ousy, she denounced
her |over, confessed all, proved all

The man was ruined. He was shortly to be tried at Aix with

his acconplice. They were relating the matter, and each one was
expressi ng ent husi asm over the cl everness of the nmagistrate

By bringing jealousy into play, he had caused the truth to burst

forth in wath, he had educed the justice of revenge. The Bi shop
listened to all this in silence. Wen they had finished, he inquired,--

"Where are this man and woman to be tried?"
"At the Court of Assizes."
He went on, "And where will the advocate of the crown be tried?"

A tragic event occurred at D---- A man was condemed to death

for nurder. He was a wetched fellow, not exactly educated,

not exactly ignorant, who had been a mountebank at fairs, and a witer
for the public. The town took a great interest in the trial

On the eve of the day fixed for the execution of the condemed man
the chaplain of the prison fell ill. A priest was needed to attend
the crimnal in his last nonents. They sent for the cure.

It seens that he refused to cone, saying, "That is no affair

of mne. | have nothing to do with that unpleasant task, and with
that mountebank: |, too, amill; and besides, it is not nmy place."
This reply was reported to the Bishop, who said, "Mnsieur le Cure
isright: it is not his place; it is mne."

He went instantly to the prison, descended to the cell of the

"mount ebank, " cal |l ed hi mby name, took him by the hand, and spoke to him
He passed the entire day with him forgetful of food and sl eep

praying to God for the soul of the condemmed man, and praying the
condemmed man for his own. He told himthe best truths, which are

also the nost sinple. He was father, brother, friend; he was bishop
only to bless. He taught himeverything, encouraged and consol ed him
The man was on the point of dying in despair. Death was an abyss to him
As he stood trenbling on its mournful brink, he recoiled with horror

He was not sufficiently ignorant to be absolutely indifferent.

H s condemnati on, which had been a profound shock, had, in a manner

br oken through, here and there, that wall which separates us

fromthe nystery of things, and which we call life. He gazed

i ncessantly beyond this world through these fatal breaches,



and behel d only darkness. The Bi shop nade him see |ight.

On the follow ng day, when they canme to fetch the unhappy wetch,

the Bishop was still there. He followed him and exhibited hinself
to the eyes of the crowd in his purple camail and with his episcopa
cross upon his neck, side by side with the crimnal bound with cords.

He mounted the tunbril with him he nounted the scaffold with him
The sufferer, who had been so gl oony and cast down on the precedi ng day,
was radiant. He felt that his soul was reconciled, and he hoped

in God. The Bishop enbraced him and at the nonent when the knife
was about to fall, he said to him "God raises fromthe dead him
whom man sl ays; he whom his brothers have rejected finds his Father
once nore. Pray, believe, enter into life: the Father is there."
VWen he descended fromthe scaffold, there was sonething in his | ook
whi ch nade the people draw aside to let himpass. They did not know
whi ch was nmobst worthy of admiration, his pallor or his serenity.

On his return to the hunble dwelling, which he designated,

with a smle, as his palace, he said to his sister, "I have just
officiated pontifically."

Since the nost subline things are often those which are the
| east understood, there were people in the town who said,
when commenting on this conduct of the Bishop, "It is affectation.”

This, however, was a remark which was confined to the draw ng-roons.
The popul ace, which perceives no jest in holy deeds, was touched
and admred him

As for the Bishop, it was a shock to himto have beheld the guillotine,
and it was a long tine before he recovered fromit.

In fact, when the scaffold is there, all erected and prepared,

it has sonething about it which produces hallucination

One may feel a certain indifference to the death penalty,

one may refrain from pronouncing upon it, from saying yes or no,

so long as one has not seen a guillotine with one's own eyes:

but if one encounters one of them the shock is violent;

one is forced to decide, and to take part for or against.

Sonme admire it, like de Maistre; others execrate it, |ike Beccaria.
The guillotine is the concretion of the law, it is called vindicte;
it is not neutral, and it does not permt you to renmain neutral

He who sees it shivers with the nost mysterious of shivers.

Al'l social problens erect their interrogation point around

thi s choppi ng-knife. The scaffold is a vision. The scaffold

is not a piece of carpentry; the scaffold is not a nachi ne;

the scaffold is not an inert bit of nechani smconstructed of wood,
iron and cords.

It seens as though it were a being, possessed of | know not what
sonbre initiative; one would say that this piece of carpenter's

work saw, that this machine heard, that this mechani sm understood,
that this wood, this iron, and these cords were possessed of wll.
In the frightful nmeditation into which its presence casts the soul
the scaffold appears in terrible guise, and as though taking part in
what is going on. The scaffold is the acconplice of the executioner
it devours, it eats flesh, it drinks blood; the scaffold is a sort



of nmonster fabricated by the judge and the carpenter, a spectre
whi ch seens to live with a horrible vitality conposed of all the death
which it has inflicted.

Therefore, the inpression was terrible and profound; on the day
foll ow ng the execution, and on many succeedi ng days, the Bishop
appeared to be crushed. The alnost violent serenity of the
funereal noment had di sappeared; the phantom of social justice
tormented him He, who generally returned fromall his deeds

with a radiant satisfaction, seemed to be reproaching hinself.

At times he talked to hinself, and stamrered | ugubrious nonol ogues
inalowvoice. This is one which his sister overheard one evening
and preserved: "I did not think that it was so nobnstrous.

It is wong to becone absorbed in the divine |law to such a degree
as not to perceive human |law. Death bel ongs to God al one.

By what right do nen touch that unknown thing?"

In course of tine these inpressions weakened and probabl y vani shed.
Neverthel ess, it was observed that the Bi shop thenceforth avoi ded
passi ng the place of execution.

M Mriel could be summoned at any hour to the bedside of the sick
and dying. He did not ignore the fact that therein lay his greatest
duty and his greatest |labor. Wdowed and orphaned famlies had

no need to sumon him he canme of his own accord. He understood

how to sit down and hold his peace for |ong hours beside the man

who had lost the wife of his |love, of the nother who had | ost

her child. As he knew the nonent for silence he knew al so the nonent
for speech. ©Ch, adm rable consoler! He sought not to efface sorrow
by forgetful ness, but to magnify and dignify it by hope. He said:--

"Have a care of the manner in which you turn towards the dead.

Thi nk not of that which perishes. Gaze steadily. You will perceive
the living light of your well-bel oved dead in the depths of heaven.”
He knew that faith is whol esome. He sought to counsel and calm

the despairing man, by pointing out to himthe resigned nman

and to transformthe grief which gazes upon a grave by show ng him
the grief which fixes its gaze upon a star

CHAPTER V

MONSEI GNEUR Bl ENVENU MADE HI S CASSOCKS LAST TOO LONG

The private life of M Mriel was filled with the sane thoughts
as his public Iife. The voluntary poverty in which the Bi shop
of D---- lived, would have been a solemm and charm ng si ght

for any one who could have viewed it cl ose at hand.

Like all old nmen, and like the majority of thinkers, he slept little.
This brief slunmber was profound. In the norning he neditated for an hour
then he said his nass, either at the cathedral or in his own house.

H s nmass said, he broke his fast on rye bread dipped in the mlk

of his own cows. Then he set to work



A Bishop is a very busy man: he nust every day receive the
secretary of the bishopric, who is generally a canon, and nearly
every day his vicars-general. He has congregations to reprove,
privileges to grant, a whole ecclesiastical library to exam ne, --
prayer - books, diocesan catechi snms, books of hours, etc.,--charges
to wite, sernons to authorize, cures and nmayors to reconcile,

a clerical correspondence, an adm ni strative correspondence;

on one side the State, on the other the Holy See; and a thousand
matters of business.

VWhat time was left to him after these thousand details of business,
and his offices and his breviary, he bestowed first on the necessitous,
the sick, and the afflicted; the time which was left to himfrom

the afflicted, the sick, and the necessitous, he devoted to work.
Sonetimes he dug in his garden; again, he read or wote. He had

but one word for both these kinds of toil; he called them gardening.
"The mind is a garden,” said he.

Towar ds m d-day, when the weather was fine, he went forth and took

a stroll in the country or in town, often entering lowy dwellings.
He was seen wal ki ng al one, buried in his own thoughts, his eyes

cast down, supporting hinmself on his long cane, clad in his wadded
purpl e garnment of silk, which was very warm wearing purple stockings
i nside his coarse shoes, and surnmounted by a flat hat which all owed
three gol den tassels of large bullion to droop fromits three points.

It was a perfect festival wherever he appeared. One would have said
that his presence had somnething warm ng and | um nous about it.

The children and the ol d people cane out to the doorsteps for the Bishop
as for the sun. He bestowed his blessing, and they bl essed him

They pointed out his house to any one who was in need of anything.

Here and there he halted, accosted the little boys and girls,
and sm |l ed upon the nothers. He visited the poor so |ong as he
had any noney; when he no | onger had any, he visited the rich

As he nmade his cassocks last a long while, and did not wish to
have it noticed, he never went out in the town w thout his wadded
purpl e cloak. This inconveni enced hi msonmewhat in summer.

On his return, he dined. The dinner resenbl ed his breakfast.

At hal f-past eight in the evening he supped with his sister

Madane Magl oi re standi ng behind them and serving them at table.
Not hi ng could be nore frugal than this repast. 1f, however, the Bishop
had one of his cures to supper, Madane Magloire took advant age

of the opportunity to serve Mnseigneur with some excellent fish
fromthe | ake, or with sone fine game fromthe nountains. Every cure
furnished the pretext for a good neal: the Bishop did not interfere.
Wth that exception, his ordinary diet consisted only of vegetables
boiled in water, and oil soup. Thus it was said in the town,

when the Bi shop does not indulge in the cheer of a cure, he indul ges
in the cheer of a trappist.

After supper he conversed for half an hour wi th Madenoi selle Baptistine
and Madane Magloire; then he retired to his own roomand set to witing,



someti mes on | oose sheets, and again on the margin of sone folio.

He was a man of letters and rather |earned. He left behind him
five or six very curious nmanuscripts; anmong others, a dissertation
on this verse in Genesis, In the beginning, the spirit of God
floated upon the waters. Wth this verse he conpares three texts:
the Arabic verse which says, The winds of God blew, Flavius Josephus
who says, A wind fromabove was precipitated upon the earth;

and finally, the Chal dai c paraphrase of Onkel os, which renders it,

A wind comng from God bl ew upon the face of the waters

In anot her dissertation, he exam nes the theol ogi cal works of Hugo,
Bi shop of Ptol emais, great-grand-uncle to the witer of this book
and establishes the fact, that to this bishop nust be attributed

the divers little works published during the |last century, under the
pseudonym of Barl eycourt.

Sonetimes, in the mdst of his reading, no matter what the book

m ght be which he had in his hand, he would suddenly fall into

a profound neditation, whence he only emerged to wite a few

lines on the pages of the volune itself. These |ines have often

no connection whatever with the book which contains them W now

have under our eyes a note witten by himon the margin of a quarto
entitled Correspondence of Lord Germain with Generals dinton

Cornwal lis, and the Admirals on the American station. Versailles,

Poi ncot, book-seller; and Paris, Pissot, bookseller, Quai des Augustins

Here is the note:--
"Ch, you who are!

"Eccl esiastes calls you the Al -powerful; the Maccabees call you

the Creator; the Epistle to the Ephesians calls you liberty;

Baruch calls you Immensity; the Psalns call you Wsdom and Trut h;
John calls you Light; the Books of Kings call you Lord; Exodus calls
you Providence; Leviticus, Sanctity; Esdras, Justice; the creation
calls you God; man calls you Father; but Sol onmon calls you Conpassi on
and that is the nost beautiful of all your names."”

Toward nine o' 'clock in the evening the two wonen retired and bet ook
t hensel ves to their chanbers on the first floor, |eaving himalone
until morning on the ground floor

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

CHAPTER VI

WHO GUARDED HI S HOUSE FOR H M

The house in which he lived consisted, as we have said, of a ground fl oor
and one story above; three roons on the ground floor, three chanbers

on the first, and an attic above. Behind the house was a garden

a quarter of an acre in extent. The two wonen occupied the first floor

t he Bi shop was | odged below. The first room opening on the street,
served himas dining-room the second was his bedroom and the



third his oratory. There was no exit possible fromthis oratory,
except by passing through the bedroom nor fromthe bedroom

wi t hout passing through the dining-room At the end of the suite
in the oratory, there was a detached alcove with a bed, for use

in cases of hospitality. The Bishop offered this bed to country
curat es whom busi ness or the requirements of their parishes brought
to D----

The pharmacy of the hospital, a small buil ding which had been added
to the house, and abutted on the garden, had been transformed into
a kitchen and cellar. 1In addition to this, there was in the garden
a stable, which had fornerly been the kitchen of the hospital

and in which the Bishop kept two cows. No matter what the quantity
of mlk they gave, he invariably sent half of it every norning

to the sick people in the hospital. "I ampaying ny tithes,"

he sai d.

H s bedroomwas tolerably large, and rather difficult to warm

in bad weather. As wood is extrenely dear at D----, he hit upon
the idea of having a conpartnent of boards constructed in the

cow shed. Here he passed his evenings during seasons of severe cold:
he called it his winter salon

In this winter salon, as in the dining-room there was no other furniture
than a square table in white wood, and four straw seated chairs.

In addition to this the dining-roomwas ornamented with an

anti que sideboard, painted pink, in water colors. Qut of a simlar

si deboard, properly draped with white napery and inmitation | ace,

t he Bi shop had constructed the altar which decorated his oratory.

H s wealthy penitents and the sainted women of D---- had nore than
once assessed thenselves to raise the noney for a new altar for
Monsei gneur's oratory; on each occasion he had taken the noney and
had given it to the poor. "The nost beautiful of altars,” he said,
"is the soul of an unhappy creature consol ed and thanki ng God."

In his oratory there were two straw prie-Di eu, and there was

an armchair, also in straw, in his bedroom Wen, by chance

he received seven or eight persons at one tine, the prefect,

or the general, or the staff of the reginment in garrison, or severa
pupils fromthe little semnary, the chairs had to be fetched from

the winter salon in the stable, the prie-Dieu fromthe oratory,

and the armchair fromthe bedroom in this way as many as el even

chairs could be collected for the visitors. A roomwas dismantled

for each new guest.

It sonetines happened that there were twelve in the party;

the Bishop then relieved the enbarrassnment of the situation by
standing in front of the chimmey if it was winter, or by strolling
inthe garden if it was sumer.

There was still another chair in the detached al cove, but the straw
was hal f gone fromit, and it had but three legs, so that it was of
service only when propped against the wall. Madenoiselle Baptistine

had al so in her own rooma very | arge easy-chair of wood, which had
formerly been gilded, and which was covered with flowered pekin;
but they had been obliged to hoist this bergere up to the first story



t hrough the wi ndow, as the staircase was too narrow, it could not,
therefore, be reckoned anong the possibilities in the way of furniture.

Madenoi sel l e Baptistine's anbition had been to be able to purchase

a set of drawing-roomfurniture in yellow Urecht velvet,

stanped with a rose pattern, and with mahogany in swan's neck style,
with a sofa. But this would have cost five hundred francs at |east,
and in view of the fact that she had only been able to lay by forty-two
francs and ten sous for this purpose in the course of five years,

she had ended by renouncing the idea. However, who is there who has
attained his ideal ?

Nothing is nore easy to present to the imagination than the Bi shop's
bedchanmber. A gl azed door opened on the garden; opposite this was

the bed,--a hospital bed of iron, with a canopy of green serge; in the
shadow of the bed, behind a curtain, were the utensils of the toilet,
which still betrayed the el egant habits of the man of the world:

there were two doors, one near the chimmey, opening into the oratory;

t he other near the bookcase, opening into the dining-room The bookcase
was a | arge cupboard with glass doors filled with books; the chi mey
was of wood painted to represent nmarble, and habitually w thout fire.
In the chimey stood a pair of firedogs of iron, ornamented above

with two garl anded vases, and flutings which had fornerly been
silvered with silver leaf, which was a sort of episcopal |uxury;

above the chi mey-piece hung a crucifix of copper, with the silver
worn of f, fixed on a background of threadbare velvet in a wooden

frame fromwhich the gilding had fallen; near the glass door

a large table with an inkstand, |oaded with a confusion of papers

and with huge vol unes; before the table an armchair of straw,

in front of the bed a prie-D eu, borrowed fromthe oratory.

Two portraits in oval franes were fastened to the wall on each side

of the bed. Small gilt inscriptions on the plain surface of the cloth
at the side of these figures indicated that the portraits represented,
one the Abbe of Chaliot, bishop of Saint d aude; the other, the Abbe
Tourteau, vicar-general of Agde, abbe of G and-Chanp, order of Giteaux
di ocese of Chartres. Wen the Bi shop succeeded to this apartnent,
after the hospital patients, he had found these portraits there,

and had left them They were priests, and probably donors--two reasons
for respecting them Al that he knew about these two persons was,

that they had been appointed by the king, the one to his bishopric,

the other to his benefice, on the sanme day, the 27th of April,

1785. Madane Magl oire having taken the pictures down to dust,

t he Bi shop had di scovered these particulars witten in whitish

ink on alittle square of paper, yellowed by tinme, and attached

to the back of the portrait of the Abbe of G and-Chanp with four wafers

At his wi ndow he had an antique curtain of a coarse woollen stuff,
which finally becane so old, that, in order to avoid the expense

of a new one, Madame Magloire was forced to take a | arge seam
inthe very mddle of it. This seamtook the formof a cross.

The Bi shop often called attention to it: "How delightful that is!"
he sai d.

Al the roonms in the house, w thout exception, those on the ground
floor as well as those on the first floor, were white-washed,
which is a fashion in barracks and hospitals.



However, in their latter years, Madane Magloire di scovered beneath

t he paper which had been washed over, paintings, ornanmenting the
apartnent of Madenvoiselle Baptistine, as we shall see further on

Bef ore becom ng a hospital, this house had been the ancient

parliament house of the Bourgeois. Hence this decoration

The chanbers were paved in red bricks, which were washed every week,
with straw mats in front of all the beds. Altogether, this dwelling,
whi ch was attended to by the two wonmen, was exquisitely clean fromtop
to bottom This was the sole |luxury which the Bi shop permtted.

He said, "That takes nothing fromthe poor."

It nmust be confessed, however, that he still retained fromhis

former possessions six silver knives and forks and a soup-| adl e,

whi ch Madame Magl oire contenpl ated every day wth delight,

as they glistened splendidly upon the coarse |inen cloth.

And since we are now painting the Bishop of D---- as he was in reality,
we nust add that he had said nore than once, "I find it difficult

to renounce eating fromsilver dishes.™

To this silverware nust be added two | arge candl esti cks of

massi ve silver, which he had inherited froma great-aunt. These

candl esticks held two wax candl es, and usually figured on the Bishop's
chi mey- pi ece. Wien he had any one to di nner, Madane WMagloire

lighted the two candl es and set the candl esticks on the table.

In the Bishop's own chanber, at the head of his bed, there was
a small cupboard, in which Madane Magloire | ocked up the six
silver knives and forks and the big spoon every night.

But it is necessary to add, that the key was never renoved

The garden, which had been rather spoiled by the ugly buil dings

whi ch we have nenti oned, was conposed of four alleys in cross-form
radiating froma tank. Another walk made the circuit of the garden

and skirted the white wall which enclosed it. These alleys left

behi nd them four square plots rimed with box. In three of these,

Madane Magloire cultivated vegetables; in the fourth, the Bishop

had pl anted sone flowers; here and there stood a few fruit-trees.

Madane Magl oire had once remarked, with a sort of gentle malice:

"Monsei gneur, you who turn everything to account, have, neverthel ess, one

useless plot. It would be better to grow sal ads there than bouquets.”
"Madane Magloire,"” retorted the Bishop, "you are m staken.
The beautiful is as useful as the useful.” He added after a pause,

"More so, perhaps.”

This plot, consisting of three or four beds, occupied the Bi shop al nost
as much as did his books. He liked to pass an hour or two there

trimm ng, hoeing, and naking holes here and there in the earth,

into which he dropped seeds. He was not as hostile to insects

as a gardener could have wi shed to see him Mreover, he made no
pretensions to botany; he ignored groups and consi stency; he made not
the slightest effort to deci de between Tournefort and the natural method
he took part neither with the buds agai nst the cotyl edons, nor with
Jussi eu agai nst Linnaeus. He did not study plants; he |oved fl owers.
He respected |l earned nen greatly; he respected the ignorant still nore;
and, wi thout ever failing in these two respects, he watered his

fl ower - beds every sumrer evening with a tin watering-pot painted green



The house had not a single door which could be | ocked. The door

of the dining-room which, as we have said, opened directly on the

cat hedral square, had formerly been ornanmented with | ocks and bolts
like the door of a prison. The Bishop had had all this ironwork renoved,
and this door was never fastened, either by night or by day,

wi th anything except the latch. Al that the first passerby had

to do at any hour, was to give it a push. At first, the two wonen
had been very nuch tried by this door, which was never fastened,

but Monsieur de D---- had said to them "Have bolts put on your roons,
if that will please you." They had ended by sharing his confidence,
or by at |least acting as though they shared it. Madane Magloire
alone had frights fromtime to time. As for the Bishop, his thought
can be found explained, or at least indicated, in the three Iines

whi ch he wote on the margin of a Bible, "This is the shade

of difference: the door of the physician should never be shut,

the door of the priest should al ways be open.”

On anot her book, entitled Phil osophy of the Medical Science

he had witten this other note: "Amnot | a physician |Iike thenf
| al so have ny patients, and then, too, | have some whom | cal

nmy unfortunates.”

Again he wote: "Do not inquire the name of himwho asks a shelter
of you. The very man who is enbarrassed by his nane is the one
who needs shelter.”

It chanced that a worthy cure, | know not whether it was the cure

of Coul oubroux or the cure of Ponpierry, took it into his head

to ask himone day, probably at the instigation of Madane Magl oire,
whet her Monsi eur was sure that he was not committing an indiscretion
to a certain extent, in |leaving his door unfastened day and night,

at the nmercy of any one who should choose to enter, and whet her

in short, he did not fear |est sone m sfortune m ght occur

in a house so little guarded. The Bishop touched his shoul der

with gentle gravity, and said to him "N si Dom nus custodierit donmum
in vanumvigilant qui custodiunt eam" Unless the Lord guard the house,
in vain do they watch who guard it

Then he spoke of sonething el se.
He was fond of saying, "There is a bravery of the priest as well

as the bravery of a colonel of dragoons,--only," he added,
"ours must be tranquil."

CHAPTER VI |

CRAVATTE

It is here that a fact falls naturally into place, which we nust

not omt, because it is one of the sort which show us best what sort

of a man the Bishop of D--- was.

After the destruction of the band of Gaspard Bes, who had infested



the gorges of Alioules, one of his lieutenants, Cravatte, took refuge
in the nountains. He concealed hinself for some time with his bandits,
the remant of Gaspard Bes's troop, in the county of N ce;

then he made his way to Piednont, and suddenly reappeared in France,
inthe vicinity of Barcelonette. He was first seen at Jauziers,

then at Tuiles. He hid hinself in the caverns of the Joug-de-I|'Aigle,
and thence he descended towards the ham ets and villages through

t he ravi nes of Ubaye and Ubayette.

He even pushed as far as Enbrun, entered the cathedral one night,

and despoiled the sacristy. H's highway robberies laid waste the
country-side. The gendarmes were set on his track, but in vain.

He al ways escaped; sonetimes he resisted by main force. He was a
bold wetch. In the mdst of all this terror the Bishop arrived

He was making his circuit to Chastelar. The nmayor canme to neet him
and urged himto retrace his steps. Cravatte was in possession

of the nmountains as far as Arche, and beyond; there was danger even
with an escort; it nmerely exposed three or four unfortunate gendarnes
to no purpose.

"Therefore,” said the Bishop, "I intend to go w thout escort."
"You do not really mean that, Monseigneur!" exclained the mayor

"I do mean it so thoroughly that | absolutely refuse any gendarnes,
and shall set out in an hour."

"Set out?"

"Set out."

"A one?"

"Al one."

"Monsei gneur, you will not do that!"

"There exi sts yonder in the nmountains,"” said the Bishop, a tiny
conmuni ty no bigger than that, which | have not seen for three years.
They are ny good friends, those gentle and honest shepherds. They own
one goat out of every thirty that they tend. They make very pretty
wool | en cords of various colors, and they play the nmountain airs

on little flutes with six holes. They need to be told of the good
God now and then. What would they say to a bishop who was afraid?
VWhat would they say if | did not go?"

"But the brigands, Mnseigneur?"

"Hol d," said the Bishop, "I must think of that. You are right.
| may neet them They, too, need to be told of the good God."

"But, Monseigneur, there is a band of them A flock of wolves!™
"Monsieur le maire, it may be that it is of this very flock

of wolves that Jesus has constituted nme the shepherd. Who knows
t he ways of Provi dence?"



"They will rob you, Mnseigneur."
"l have nothing."
“"They will kill you."

"An ol d goodman of a priest, who passes along munbling his prayers?
Bah! To what purpose?”

"Ch, non Dieu! what if you should neet them"”

"I should beg alnms of themfor ny poor."

"Do not go, Monseigneur. In the nane of Heaven! You are risking
your lifel™
"Monsieur le maire," said the Bishop, "is that really all?

I amnot in the world to guard ny owmn life, but to guard souls.”

They had to allow himto do as he pleased. He set out, acconpanied
only by a child who offered to serve as a guide. Hi s obstinacy
was bruited about the country-side, and caused great consternation

He woul d take neither his sister nor Madane Magloire. He traversed

the nmountain on nul e-back, encountered no one, and arrived safe

and sound at the residence of his "good friends," the shepherds.

He remained there for a fortnight, preaching, adm nistering the sacranent,
teachi ng, exhorting. Wen the tinme of his departure approached,

he resolved to chant a Te Deumpontifically. He mentioned it to

the cure. But what was to be done? There were no episcopal ornanents.
They could only place at his disposal a wetched village sacristy, with

a few anci ent chasubl es of threadbare damask adorned with imtation |ace.

"Bah!" said the Bishop. "Let us announce our Te Deum fromthe pul pit,
neverthel ess, Monsieur le Cure. Things will arrange thenselves."

They instituted a search in the churches of the nei ghborhood.
Al'l the magnificence of these hunbl e parishes conbi ned woul d not have
sufficed to clothe the chorister of a cathedral properly.

Wil e they were thus enbarrassed, a | arge chest was brought and
deposited in the presbytery for the Bi shop, by two unknown horsenen
who departed on the instant. The chest was opened; it contained

a cope of cloth of gold, a mtre ornanented w th di anonds

an archbi shop's cross, a magnificent crosier,--all the pontifica
vestments whi ch had been stolen a nonth previously fromthe treasury
of Notre Dane d' Enbrun. In the chest was a paper, on which

these words were witten, "From Cravatte to Mnsei gneur Bi envenu."

"Did not | say that things would cone right of thenselves?" said

the Bi shop. Then he added, with a smle, "To himwho contents hinself
with the surplice of a curate, God sends the cope of an archbi shop.”
"Monsei gneur,” murmured the cure, throwi ng back his head with a smle
"Cod--or the Devil.'

The Bi shop | ooked steadily at the cure, and repeated



with authority, "God!"

VWhen he returned to Chastelar, the people came out to stare at him
as at a curiosity, all along the road. At the priest's house in
Chastel ar he rejoined Madenoi sell e Baptistine and Madame Magl oire,
who were waiting for him and he said to his sister: "Wll! was

Il inthe right? The poor priest went to his poor nountaineers
with enpty hands, and he returns fromthemw th his hands full.

| set out bearing only ny faith in CGod; | have brought back the
treasure of a cathedral.”

That eveni ng, before he went to bed, he said again: "Let us

never fear robbers nor nurderers. Those are dangers from w thout,

petty dangers. Let us fear ourselves. Prejudices are the real robbers;
vices are the real nmurderers. The great dangers lie w thin ourselves.
VWhat matters it what threatens our head or our purse! Let us think
only of that which threatens our soul."

Then, turning to his sister: "Sister, never a precaution on the part
of the priest, against his fell owman. That which his fell ow does,
CGod permits. Let us confine ourselves to prayer, when we think

that a danger is approaching us. Let us pray, not for ourselves,

but that our brother may not fall into sin on our account."

However, such incidents were rare in his life. W relate those
of which we know, but generally he passed his life in doing the
same things at the sanme nonment. One nonth of his year resenbled
one hour of his day.

As to what becane of "the treasure" of the cathedral of Enbrun

we shoul d be enbarrassed by any inquiry in that direction

It consisted of very handsone things, very tenpting things,

and things which were very well adapted to be stolen for the benefit
of the unfortunate. Stolen they had al ready been el sewhere

Hal f of the adventure was conpleted; it only remained to inpart

a new direction to the theft, and to cause it to take a short trip
in the direction of the poor. However, we make no assertions

on this point. Only, a rather obscure note was found anong

t he Bi shop's papers, which nmay bear sone relation to this mtter,
and which is couched in these ternms, "The question is, to decide
whet her this should be turned over to the cathedral or to the hospital."

CHAPTER VI I']

PHI LOSOPHY AFTER DRI NKI NG

The senator above nentioned was a cl ever nman, who had nmde

his own way, heedl ess of those things which present obstacles,

and whi ch are called conscience, sworn faith, justice, duty: he had
marched straight to his goal, wi thout once flinching in the line

of his advancenent and his interest. He was an old attorney,
softened by success; not a bad man by any neans, who rendered

all the small services in his power to his sons, his sons-in-Iaw,
his relations, and even to his friends, having w sely seized upon,



inlife, good sides, good opportunities, good wi ndfalls.

Everything el se seemed to himvery stupid. He was intelligent,

and just sufficiently educated to think hinself a disciple of Epicurus;
while he was, in reality, only a product of Pigault-Lebrun. He

| aughed willingly and pleasantly over infinite and eternal things,

and at the "Crotchets of that good old fell ow the Bi shop.™

He even sonetinmes |aughed at himw th an am able authority in the
presence of M Mriel hinmself, who listened to him

On sonme sem -official occasion or other, | do not recollect what,
Count*** [this senator] and M Mriel were to dine with the prefect.
At dessert, the senator, who was slightly exhilarated, though stil
perfectly dignified, exclained:--

"Egad, Bishop, let's have a discussion. It is hard for a senator and
a bishop to | ook at each other w thout winking. W are two augurs.
I amgoing to nmake a confession to you. | have a phil osophy of ny own."

"And you are right," replied the Bishop. "As one nakes one's phil osophy,
so one lies onit. You are on the bed of purple, senator.”

The senator was encouraged, and went on:--
"Let us be good fellows."
"CGood devils even," said the Bishop

"I declare to you," continued the senator, "that the Marquis
d' Argens, Pyrrhon, Hobbes, and M Nai geon are no rascals.
I have all the philosophers in ny library gilded on the edges.™

"Li ke yoursel f, Count," interposed the Bishop
The senator resuned:--

"I hate Diderot; he is an ideol ogist, a declainmer, and a revol utionist,
a believer in God at bottom and nore bigoted than Voltaire.

Vol taire nmade sport of Needham and he was wong, for Needham s

eel s prove that God is useless. A drop of vinegar in a spoonfu

of flour paste supplies the fiat lux. Suppose the drop to be |arger

and the spoonful bigger; you have the world. Man is the eel

Then what is the good of the Eternal Father? The Jehovah hypothesis
tires me, Bishop. It is good for nothing but to produce shall ow peopl e,
whose reasoning is hollow Down with that great All, which tornments ne!
Hurrah for Zero which | eaves nme in peace! Between you and ne,

and in order to enpty ny sack, and nake confession to mnmy pastor

as it behooves me to do, | will admt to you that | have good sense.
I am not enthusiastic over your Jesus, who preaches renunciation and
sacrifice to the last extremty. 'Tis the counsel of an avaricious

man to beggars. Renunciation; why? Sacrifice; to what end?

I do not see one wolf imolating hinmself for the happi ness of
another wolf. Let us stick to nature, then. W are at the top

| et us have a superior philosophy. What is the advantage of

being at the top, if one sees no further than the end of other

peopl e's noses? Let us live nmerrily. Life is all. That man has
anot her future el sewhere, on high, below, anywhere, | don't believe;
not one single word of it. Ah! sacrifice and renunciation are



recommended to ne; | nust take heed to everything |I do; | mnust

cudgel ny brains over good and evil, over the just and the unjust,
over the fas and the nefas. Wy? Because | shall have to render

an account of ny actions. Wen? After death. Wat a fine dream
After ny death it will be a very clever person who can catch ne.

Have a handful of dust seized by a shadow hand, if you can

Let us tell the truth, we who are initiated, and who have rai sed

the veil of Isis: there is no such thing as either good or evil
there is vegetation. Let us seek the real. Let us get to the bottom
of it. Let us gointo it thoroughly. Wat the deuce! let us go

to the bottomof it! W nust scent out the truth; dig in the

earth for it, and seize it. Then it gives you exquisite joys.

Then you grow strong, and you laugh. | am square on the bottom

I am Imortality, Bishop, is a chance, a waiting for dead

men's shoes. Ah! what a charming promse! trust toit, if you like!
VWat a fine | ot Adam has! W are souls, and we shall be angels,

with blue wings on our shoul der-bl ades. Do cone to ny assistance

is it not Tertullian who says that the bl essed shall travel fromstar

to star? Very well. W shall be the grasshoppers of the stars.
And then, besides, we shall see God. Ta, ta, ta! What twaddl e all
t hese paradises arel God is a nonsensical nonster. | would not say

that in the Mniteur, egad! but | nmay whisper it among friends.

Inter pocula. To sacrifice the world to paradise is to let

slip the prey for the shadow. Be the dupe of the infinitel

I"mnot such a fool. 1 ama nought. | call nyself Mnsieur le

Cont e Nought, senator. Did | exist before nmy birth? No. Shall | exist
after death? No. What amI1? A little dust collected in an organi sm
VWhat am | to do on this earth? The choice rests with ne:

suffer or enjoy. Wither will suffering Iead me? To nothi ngness;

but I shall have suffered. Wither will enjoynment |ead ne?

To not hi ngness; but | shall have enjoyed nyself. M/ choice is nmade.
One nust eat or be eaten. | shall eat. It is better to be the tooth
than the grass. Such is ny wisdom After which, go whither

push thee, the grave-digger is there; the Pantheon for sone of us:

all falls into the great hole. End. Finis. Total |iquidation

This is the vani shing-point. Death is death, believe ne.

I laugh at the idea of there being any one who has anything to tel

me on that subject. Fables of nurses; bugaboo for children

Jehovah for nmen. No; our to-nmorrow is the night. Beyond the tonb
there is nothing but equal nothingness. You have been Sardanapal us,

you have been Vincent de Paul--it makes no difference. That is
the truth. Then live your life, above all things. Mke use of
your | _while you have it. In truth, Bishop, | tell you that I
have a phil osophy of ny own, and | have ny phil osophers. | don't

let nyself be taken in with that nonsense. O course, there nust

be sonething for those who are down, --for the barefooted beggars,
kni fe-grinders, and m serable wetches. Legends, chineras, the soul
imortality, paradise, the stars, are provided for themto swall ow
They gobble it down. They spread it on their dry bread.

He who has nothing el se has the good. God. That is the |east

he can have. | oppose no objection to that; but | reserve

Monsi eur Nai geon for nyself. The good God is good for the

popul ace. "

The Bi shop cl apped hi s hands.

"That's tal king!" he exclainmed. "What an excellent and really



marvel lous thing is this materialism Not every one who wants it

can have it. Ah! when one does have it, one is no | onger a dupe

one does not stupidly allow one's self to be exiled like Cato,

nor stoned |ike Stephen, nor burned alive Iike Jeanne d' Arc. Those

who have succeeded in procuring this admirable materialismhave the joy
of feeling thenselves irresponsible, and of thinking that they can devour
everyt hi ng wi t hout uneasi ness, --pl aces, sinecures, dignities, power,
whether well or ill acquired, lucrative recantations, useful treacheries,
savory capitul ati ons of conscience,--and that they shall enter

the tomb with their digestion acconplished. How agreeable that is!

| do not say that with reference to you, senator. Nevertheless, it is

i npossible for me to refrain fromcongratul ating you. You great

| ords have, so you say, a philosophy of your own, and for yourselves,
which is exquisite, refined, accessible to the rich al one,

good for all sauces, and whi ch seasons the vol uptuousness of

life admrably. This phil osophy has been extracted fromthe depths,

and unearthed by special seekers. But you are good-natured princes,

and you do not think it a bad thing that belief in the good

CGod shoul d constitute the phil osophy of the people, very much

as the goose stuffed with chestnuts is the truffled turkey of the poor."

CHAPTER | X

THE BROTHER AS DEPI CTED BY THE SI STER

In order to furnish an idea of the private establishnment of the Bi shop

of D----, and of the manner in which those two sainted wonen subordi nat ed
their actions, their thoughts, their fem nine instincts even

which are easily alarned, to the habits and purposes of the Bishop

wi thout his even taking the trouble of speaking in order to explain them
we cannot do better than transcribe in this place a letter from
Madenoi sel | e Bapti stine to Madame the Vicontess de Boi schevron

the friend of her childhood. This letter is in our possession.

D----, Dec. 16, 18--.
My GOOD MADAM  Not a day passes wi thout our speaking of you
It is our established custom but there is another reason besides.
Just imagi ne, while washing and dusting the ceilings and walls,
Madam Magl oi re has nmade sone di scoveries; now our two chanbers hung
wi th antique paper whitewashed over, would not discredit a chateau
in the style of yours. Madam Magloire has pulled off all the paper.
There were things beneath. M draw ng-room which contains no furniture,
and whi ch we use for spreading out the Iinen after washing,
is fifteen feet in height, eighteen square, with a ceiling which
was formerly painted and gilded, and with beans, as in yours.
This was covered with a cloth while this was the hospital
And t he woodwork was of the era of our grandnothers. But ny room
is the one you ought to see. Madam Magl oire has di scovered,
under at |east ten thicknesses of paper pasted on top, sone paintings,
whi ch wi t hout being good are very tolerable. The subject is
Tel emachus bei ng kni ghted by M nerva in sone gardens, the name
of which escapes ne. |In short, where the Ronan | adies repaired
on one single night. What shall | say to you? | have Romans,



and Roman | adies [here occurs an illegible word], and the whole train.
Madam Magl oire has cleaned it all off; this sumrer she is going

to have sone small injuries repaired, and the whol e revarni shed,

and ny chanber will be a regular museum She has also found in a
corner of the attic two wooden pier-tables of ancient fashion.

They asked us two crowns of six francs each to regild them

but it is nmuch better to give the nmoney to the poor; and they

are very ugly besides, and | should nmuch prefer a round table

of mahogany.

I am al ways very happy. M brother is so good. He gives all he
has to the poor and sick. W are very nuch cranped. The country
istrying in the winter, and we really nust do something for those
who are in need. W are alnost confortably |ighted and war nmed

You see that these are great treats.

My brot her has ways of his own. Wen he tal ks, he says that a bishop
ought to be so. Just inmagine! the door of our house is never fastened.
VWoever chooses to enter finds hinself at once in my brother's room

He fears nothing, even at night. That is his sort of bravery,

he says.

He does not wi sh ne or Madane Magloire feel any fear for him
He exposes hinself to all sorts of dangers, and he does not like to
have us even seemto notice it. One nust know how to understand him

He goes out in the rain, he walks in the water, he travels in wnter
He fears neither suspicious roads nor dangerous encounters,
nor ni ght.

Last year he went quite alone into a country of robbers. He would

not take us. He was absent for a fortnight. On his return nothing
had happened to him he was thought to be dead, but was perfectly well,
and said, "This is the way | have been robbed!" And then he opened
atrunk full of jewels, all the jewels of the cathedral of Enbrun

whi ch the thieves had given him

When he returned on that occasion, | could not refrain from
scolding hima little, taking care, however, not to speak except
when the carriage was maki ng a noi se, so that no one m ght hear ne.

At first | used to say to nyself, "There are no dangers which wll
stop him he is terrible.” Now |l have ended by getting used to it.
| make a sign to Madam Magl oire that she is not to oppose him

He risks hinself as he sees fit. | carry off Madam Magl oire,

| enter ny chanber, | pray for himand fall asleep. | am at ease,
because I know that if anything were to happen to him it would
be the end of ne. | should go to the good God with my brother

and ny bishop. It has cost Madam Magloire nore trouble than it did
me to accustom herself to what she terns his inprudences. But now
the habit has been acquired. W pray together, we tremnble together
and we fall asleep. |If the devil were to enter this house,

he woul d be allowed to do so. After all, what is there for us

to fear in this house? There is always sonme one with us who is
stronger than we. The devil may pass through it, but the good Cod
dwel I s here.



This suffices me. M brother has no | onger any need of saying
a word to me. | understand himw thout his speaking, and we
abandon ourselves to the care of Providence. That is the way
one has to do with a man who possesses grandeur of soul

| have interrogated ny brother with regard to the infornmation

whi ch you desire on the subject of the Faux famly. You are aware
that he knows everything, and that he has nenories, because he

is still a very good royalist. They really are a very ancient
Norman fami|ly of the general ship of Caen. Five hundred years ago
there was a Raoul de Faux, a Jean de Faux, and a Thonas de Faux,
who were gentlenen, and one of whomwas a sei gneur de Rochefort.
The | ast was CQuy-Eti enne- Al exandre, and was conmander of a reginent,
and something in the light horse of Bretagne. H s daughter

Mari e-Loui se, nmarried Adrien-Charles de G anont, son of the Duke
Louis de Granont, peer of France, colonel of the French guards,
and |ieutenant-general of the arny. It is witten Faux, Fauq,

and Faoucg.

Good Madane, reconmend us to the prayers of your sainted relative,

Monsi eur the Cardinal. As for your dear Sylvanie, she has done wel
in not wasting the few noments which she passes with you in witing
tome. She is well, works as you would wi sh, and | oves ne.

That is all that | desire. The souvenir which she sent through you
reached ne safely, and it nmakes ne very happy. M health is not

so very bad, and yet | grow thinner every day. Farewell; ny paper
is at an end, and this forces ne to | eave you. A thousand good w shes.
BAPTI STI NE.

P.S. Your grand nephew is charmng. Do you know that he will soon
be five years ol d? Yesterday he saw sone one riding by on horseback
who had on knee-caps, and he said, "What has he got on his knees?"
He is a charming child! Hs little brother is dragging an old broom
about the room like a carriage, and saying, "Hu!"

As will be perceived fromthis letter, these two wonen under st ood

how to nmoul d thensel ves to the Bishop's ways with that special fem nine
geni us whi ch conmprehends the man better than he conprehends hinsel f.
The Bishop of D----, in spite of the gentle and candid air which

never deserted him sonetinmes did things that were grand, bold,

and magni ficent, w thout seeming to have even a suspicion of the fact.
They trenbl ed, but they let himalone. Sonetines Madanme Magl oi re essayed
a renonstrance in advance, but never at the tinme, nor afterwards.

They never interfered with himby so nuch as a word or sign

in any action once entered upon. At certain nonments, w thout his
havi ng occasion to nmention it, when he was not even consci ous

of it hinself in all probability, so perfect was his sinplicity,

they vaguely felt that he was acting as a bishop; then they were
not hi ng nore than two shadows in the house. They served hi m passively;
and i f obedi ence consisted in disappearing, they disappeared.

They understood, with an admrable delicacy of instinct, that certain
cares may be put under constraint. Thus, even when believing

himto be in peril, they understood, I will not say his thought,

but his nature, to such a degree that they no | onger watched over him



They confided himto CGod.

Mor eover, Baptistine said, as we have just read, that her brother's
end woul d prove her own. Madame Magloire did not say this,
but she knew it.

CHAPTER X

THE BI SHOP | N THE PRESENCE OF AN UNKNOWN LI GHT

At an epoch a little later than the date of the letter cited

in the preceding pages, he did a thing which, if the whole town
was to be believed, was even nore hazardous than his trip across
the nmountains infested with bandits.

In the country near D---- a man lived quite alone. This man
we will state at once, was a fornmer nenber of the Convention
H's nane was G ---

Menber of the Convention, G--- was nmentioned with a sort of horror
inthe little world of D---- A nmenber of the Convention--can you

i magi ne such a thing? That existed fromthe tinme when people

call ed each other thou, and when they said "citizen." This man
was al nost a nonster. He had not voted for the death of the king,
but alnmpbst. He was a quasi-regicide. He had been a terrible man
How did it happen that such a man had not been brought before

a provost's court, on the return of the legitimte princes?

They need not have cut off his head, if you please; clenency nust
be exercised, agreed; but a good banishnent for life. An exanple,
in short, etc. Besides, he was an atheist, like all the rest of

t hose people. Cossip of the geese about the vulture.

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

He dwelt at a distance of three-quarters of an hour fromthe city,

far fromany hamet, far fromany road, in some hidden turn

of a very wild valley, no one knew exactly where. He had there,

it was said, a sort of field, a hole, a lair. There were no nei ghbors,
not even passers-by. Since he had dwelt in that valley, the path

which | ed thither had di sappeared under a growth of grass.

The locality was spoken of as though it had been the dwelling of

a hangman.

Nevert hel ess, the Bishop nmeditated on the subject, and fromtine

to time he gazed at the horizon at a point where a clunmp of trees

mar ked the valley of the former nenber of the Convention, and he said,
"There is a soul yonder which is lonely."

And he added, deep in his own mnd, "I owe hima visit."

But, et us avow it, this idea, which seened natural at the first blush



appeared to himafter a nmonent's reflection, as strange, inpossible,

and al nost repul sive. For, at bottom he shared the general inpression
and the ol d nmenber of the Convention inspired him w thout his being
clearly conscious of the fact hinself, with that sentinent which
borders on hate, and which is so well expressed by the word estrangenent.

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

The good Bi shop was perpl exed. Sonetines he set out in that direction
then he returned.

Finally, the runor one day spread through the town that a sort of
young shepherd, who served the nenber of the Convention in his hovel
had conme in quest of a doctor; that the old wetch was dying,

that paralysis was gaining on him and that he would not |ive over
ni ght.--"Thank God!" sone added.

The Bi shop took his staff, put on his cloak, on account of his too
t hr eadbar e cassock, as we have nentioned, and because of the evening
breeze which was sure to rise soon, and set out.

The sun was setting, and had al nost touched the horizon when the

Bi shop arrived at the excomunicated spot. Wth a certain beating

of the heart, he recognized the fact that he was near the lair.

He strode over a ditch, |eaped a hedge, made his way through a fence
of dead boughs, entered a negl ected paddock, took a few steps

with a good deal of bol dness, and suddenly, at the extremty of the
waste | and, and behind lofty branbles, he caught sight of the cavern.

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

Near the door, in an old wheel-chair, the armchair of the peasants,
there was a white-haired man, smling at the sun

Near the seated man stood a young boy, the shepherd | ad.
He was offering the old man a jar of mlk.

VWil e the Bishop was watching him the old man spoke: "Thank you,"
he said, "I need nothing." And his smle quitted the sun to rest
upon the child.

The Bi shop stepped forward. At the sound which he nmade in wal ki ng,
the old man turned his head, and his face expressed the sumtotal
of the surprise which a man can still feel after a long life.

"This is the first time since | have been here," said he, "that any
one has entered here. W0 are you, sir?"

The Bi shop answered: - -
"My name is Bienvenu Myriel."

"Bi envenu Myriel ? | have heard that name. Are you the man whom
t he peopl e call Mnseigneur Wl conme?"



"I am"
The old man resunmed with a half-snle
"In that case, you are ny bi shop?"

"Somet hi ng of that sort."

"Enter, sir.

The nenber of the Convention extended his hand to the Bishop
but the Bishop did not take it. The Bishop confined hinself
to the remark: --

"I ampleased to see that | have been m sinfornmed. You certainly
do not seemto nme to be ill."

"Monsieur,” replied the old man, "I amgoing to recover."

He paused, and then said:--
"l shall die three hours hence."
Then he conti nued: - -

"I am sonething of a doctor; | know in what fashion the |ast hour
draws on. Yesterday, only nmy feet were cold; to-day, the chil

has ascended to ny knees; now | feel it mounting to nmy waist;

when it reaches the heart, | shall stop. The sun is beautiful
isit not? 1 had nyself wheeled out here to take a | ast | ook

at things. You can talk to nme; it does not fatigue nme. You have
done well to come and | ook at a man who is on the point of death.
It is well that there should be w tnesses at that nmonent. One has

one's caprices; | should have liked to last until the dawn, but
know that | shall hardly live three hours. It will be night then
VWhat does it matter, after all? Dying is a sinple affair.

One has no need of the light for that. So be it. | shall die

by starlight."”

The old man turned to the shepherd | ad: --
"Go to thy bed; thou wert awake all last night; thou art tired."
The child entered the hut.

The old man followed himw th his eyes, and added, as though
speaking to hinmself:--

"I shall die while he sleeps. The two slunbers may be good nei ghbors."

The Bi shop was not touched as it seens that he shoul d have been

He did not think he discerned God in this manner of dying; let us

say the whole, for these petty contradictions of great hearts mnust
be indicated like the rest: he, who on occasion, was so fond of

| aughing at "H s Grace," was rather shocked at not being addressed
as Monsei gneur, and he was al nbst tenpted to retort "citizen."

He was assailed by a fancy for peevish famliarity, conmon enough



to doctors and priests, but which was not habitual with him

This man, after all, this menber of the Convention, this representative
of the people, had been one of the powerful ones of the earth;

for the first tine in his life, probably, the Bishop felt in a nood to
be severe.

Meanwhi | e, the nenber of the Convention had been

surveying himwi th a nodest cordiality, in which one

coul d have di stingui shed, possibly, that humlity

which is so fitting when one is on the verge of returning to dust.

The Bi shop, on his side, although he generally restrained his curiosity,
whi ch, in his opinion, bordered on a fault, could not refrain from
exam ni ng the nenber of the Convention with an attention which

as it did not have its course in synpathy, would have served his
conscience as a matter of reproach, in connection with any other nan

A menber of the Convention produced on hi msonmewhat the effect of being
outside the pale of the |law, even of the |aw of charity. G---, calm
hi s body al nost upright, his voice vibrating, was one of those

oct ogenari ans who formthe subject of astonishment to the physiol ogist.
The Revol uti on had nany of these nmen, proportioned to the epoch

In this old man one was consci ous of a man put to the proof.

Though so near to his end, he preserved all the gestures of health.

In his clear glance, in his firmtone, in the robust novenent of

hi s shoul ders, there was sonething cal cul ated to di sconcert death.
Azrael, the Mbhamredan angel of the sepul chre, would have turned back
and t hought that he had m staken the door. G --- seened to be dying
because he willed it so. There was freedomin his agony. H s |egs
alone were notionless. It was there that the shadows held himfast.
Hs feet were cold and dead, but his head survived with all the power
of life, and seened full of light. G---, at this solem nonent,
resenbled the king in that tale of the Oient who was flesh above

and mar bl e bel ow.

There was a stone there. The Bishop sat down. The exordi um
was abrupt.

"I congratul ate you," said he, in the tone which one uses for

a reprimand. "You did not vote for the death of the king, after all."

The ol d menber of the Convention did not appear to notice the
bitter meani ng underlying the words "after all." He replied.
The smle had quite di sappeared fromhis face

"Do not congratulate me too nmuch, sir. | did vote for the death
of the tyrant."

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

"What do you nmean to say?" resumed the Bishop

"I mean to say that man has a tyrant,--ignorance. | voted for the death
of that tyrant. That tyrant engendered royalty, which is authority

fal sel y understood, while science is authority rightly understood.

Man shoul d be governed only by science.”

"And consci ence," added the Bi shop.



"It is the same thing. Conscience is the quantity of innate science
whi ch we have within us."

Monsei gneur Bi envenu |istened in sonme astoni shment to this | anguage
whi ch was very newto him

The nenmber of the Convention resuned:--

"So far as Louis XVI. was concerned, | said "no.'" | did not think
that | had the right to kill a man; but | felt it ny duty to
extermnate evil. | voted the end of the tyrant, that is to say,

the end of prostitution for worman, the end of slavery for man

the end of night for the child. 1In voting for the Republic,

| voted for that. | voted for fraternity, concord, the dawn.

| have aided in the overthrow of prejudices and errors. The crunbling
away of prejudices and errors causes light. W have caused the

fall of the old world, and the old world, that vase of m series,

has becone, through its upsetting upon the human race, an urn

of joy."

"M xed joy," said the Bishop.

"You may say troubled joy, and to-day, after that fatal return

of the past, which is called 1814, joy which has di sappeared!

Al as! The work was inconplete, | admit: we denolished the ancient
reginme in deeds; we were not able to suppress it entirely in ideas.
To destroy abuses is not sufficient; custons nust be nodified.

The mll is there no longer; the wind is still there.™

"You have denolished. It nmay be of use to demolish, but | distrust
a denolition conplicated with wath."

"Right has its wath, Bishop; and the wath of right is an el enent

of progress. In any case, and in spite of whatever may be said,

the French Revolution is the nost inportant step of the human race
since the advent of Christ. Inconplete, it may be, but subline.

It set free all the unknown social quantities; it softened spirits,

it cal med, appeased, enlightened; it caused the waves of civilization
to flow over the earth. It was a good thing. The French Revolution is
t he consecration of humanity."

The Bi shop could not refrain from nurnuring:--
"Yes? '93!"

The nenber of the Convention straightened hinself up in his
chair with an al nost |ugubrious solemity, and excl ai ned,
so far as a dying man i s capable of exclamation:--

"Ah, there you go; '93! | was expecting that word. A cloud had
been formng for the space of fifteen hundred years; at the end

of fifteen hundred years it burst. You are putting the thunderbolt
onits trial."

The Bishop felt, w thout, perhaps, confessing it, that something
within himhad suffered extinction. Nevertheless, he put a good



face on the matter. He replied:--

"The judge speaks in the name of justice; the priest speaks

in the name of pity, which is nothing but a nore lofty justice.

A thunderbolt should commit no error.” And he added, regarding the
menber of the Convention steadily the while, "Louis XVII.?"

The conventionary stretched forth his hand and grasped the Bi shop's arm

"Louis XVII.! let us see. For whomdo you mourn? is it for
the innocent child? very good; in that case | nourn with you
Is it for the royal child? | demand tinme for reflection

To me, the brother of Cartouche, an innocent child who was hung
up by the arnpits in the Place de Greve, until death ensued

for the sole crine of having been the brother of Cartouche, is no
| ess painful than the grandson of Louis XV., an innocent child,
martyred in the tower of the Tenple, for the sole crinme of having
been grandson of Louis XV."

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

"Cartouche? Louis XV.? To which of the two do you object?"

A nmomentary silence ensued. The Bishop al nost regretted havi ng cone,
and yet he felt vaguely and strangely shaken.

The conventionary resuned: - -

"Ah, Monsieur Priest, you love not the crudities of the true.

Christ loved them He seized a rod and cl eared out the Tenple.

H s scourge, full of lightnings, was a harsh speaker of truths.

When he cried, “Sinite parvulos,' he made no distinction between the

l[ittle children. 1t would not have enbarrassed himto bring together
t he Dauphi n of Barabbas and the Dauphin of Herod. |nnocence, Mnsieur
is its own crown. Innocence has no need to be a highness.

It is as august inrags as in fleurs de lys."

"That is true,"” said the Bishop in a | ow voi ce.

"I persist,"” continued the conventionary G --- "You have nentioned
Louis XVI1. to me. Let us cone to an understanding. Shall we
weep for all the innocent, all martyrs, all children, the lowy

as well as the exalted? | agree to that. But in that case, as |
have told you, we nust go back further than '93, and our tears nust
begin before Louis XVII. | will weep with you over the children

of kings, provided that you will weep with me over the children
of the people.”

"I weep for all,"” said the Bishop

"Equal | y!'" excl ai ned conventionary G---; "and if the bal ance
must incline, let it be on the side of the people. They have been
suffering | onger."

Anot her silence ensued. The conventionary was the first to break it.
He raised hinself on one el bow, took a bit of his cheek between
his thunb and his forefinger, as one does nechanically when one



i nterrogates and judges, and appealed to the Bishop with a gaze ful
of all the forces of the death agony. It was al nost an expl osion

"Yes, sir, the people have been suffering a long while. And hol d!
that is not all, either; why have you just questioned nme and tal ked
to me about Louis XVII.? | know you not. Ever since | have been

in these parts | have dwelt in this enclosure alone, never setting
foot outside, and seeing no one but that child who hel ps ne.

Your nane has reached ne in a confused manner, it is true, and very

badly pronounced, | nust admit; but that signifies nothing: clever men
have so many ways of inposing on that honest goodman, the people.

By the way, | did not hear the sound of your carriage; you have |left

it yonder, behind the coppice at the fork of the roads, no doubt.

| do not know you, | tell you. You have told ne that you are the Bishop
but that affords me no information as to your noral personality.

In short, | repeat ny question. Who are you? You are a bishop

that is to say, a prince of the church, one of those gilded nen

wi th heral di c bearings and revenues, who have vast prebends, --

the bishopric of D---- fifteen thousand francs settled incone,

ten thousand in perquisites; total, twenty-five thousand francs, --
who have kitchens, who have liveries, who nake good cheer

who eat noor-hens on Friday, who strut about, a | ackey before,

a | ackey behind, in a gala coach, and who have pal aces, and who rol
intheir carriages in the name of Jesus Christ who went barefoot!
You are a prel ate,--revenues, pal ace, horses, servants, good table,
all the sensualities of life; you have this |like the rest,

and like the rest, you enjoy it; it is well; but this says

either too nmuch or too little; this does not enlighten nme upon

the intrinsic and essential value of the man who cones with the
probabl e intention of bringing wisdomto ne. To whomdo | speak?
VWo are you?"

The Bi shop hung his head and replied, "Verms sum-1 ama worm"
"A wormof the earth in a carriage?" grow ed the conventi onary.

It was the conventionary's turn to be arrogant, and the Bishop's
to be hunble.

The Bi shop resumed mldly:--

"So be it, sir. But explain to ne how iy carriage, which is a few
paces off behind the trees yonder, how ny good table and the noor-hens
which | eat on Friday, how ny twenty-five thousand francs incone,

how ny pal ace and ny | ackeys prove that clenmency is not a duty,

and that '93 was not inexorable.

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

"Before replying to you,"” he said, "I beseech you to pardon ne.
| have just committed a wong, sir. You are at ny house, you are
nmy guest, | owe you courtesy. You discuss ny ideas, and it becones

me to confine nyself to conbating your arguments. Your riches and
your pl easures are advantages which I hold over you in the debate;

but good taste dictates that | shall not nmake use of them | prom se
you to make no use of themin the future.”



"I thank you," said the Bishop
G --- resuned.

"Let us return to the explanati on which you have asked of ne.
VWere were we? What were you saying to me? That '93 was inexorabl e?”

"I nexorabl e; yes," said the Bishop. "Wat think you of Marat
cl apping his hands at the guillotine?"

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

The retort was a harsh one, but it attained its mark with the
directness of a point of steel. The Bishop quivered under it;

no reply occurred to him but he was of fended by this node of all uding
to Bossuet. The best of minds will have their fetiches, and they
someti mes feel vaguely wounded by the want of respect of |ogic.

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

"Let ne say a few words nore in this and that direction

I amwilling. Apart fromthe Revolution, which, taken as a whol e,
is an imense human affirmation, '93 is, alas! a rejoinder.

You think it inexorable, sir; but what of the whole nonarchy, sir?
Carrier is a bandit; but what nane do you give to Mntrevel ?
Fouquier-Tainville is a rascal; but what is your opinion as to
Lanoi gnon-Baville? Maillard is terrible; but Saul x-Tavannes,

if you please? Duchene senior is ferocious; but what epithet

will you allow ne for the elder Letellier? Jourdan-Coupe-Tete is
a nonster; but not so great a one as M the Marquis de Louvois.
Sir, sir, | amsorry for Marie Antoinette, archduchess and queen
but I amalso sorry for that poor Huguenot wonman, who, in 1685,
under Louis the Great, sir, while with a nursing infant, was bound
naked to the waist, to a stake, and the child kept at a distance;
her breast swelled with mlk and her heart w th anguish

the little one, hungry and pale, beheld that breast and cried

and agoni zed; the executioner said to the wonan, a nother and a nurse,
“Abjure!' giving her her choice between the death of her infant
and the death of her conscience. What say you to that torture

of Tantalus as applied to a nother? Bear this well in mnd sir:
the French Revolution had its reasons for existence; its wath wll
be absolved by the future; its result is the world nade better
Fromits nost terrible blows there cones forth a caress for the
human race. | abridge, | stop, | have too much the advantage;

nor eover, | amdying."

And ceasing to gaze at the Bishop, the conventionary concl uded
his thoughts in these tranquil words:--

"Yes, the brutalities of progress are called revol utions.
VWen they are over, this fact is recognized,--that the human race
has been treated harshly, but that it has progressed.”

The conventionary doubted not that he had successively conquered



all the innost intrenchnents of the Bishop. One remained, however,
and fromthis intrenchment, the |ast resource of Monsei gneur

Bi envenu' s resi stance, came forth this reply, wherein appeared
nearly all the harshness of the beginning:--

"Progress should believe in God. Good cannot have an i npious servitor
He who is an atheist is but a bad | eader for the human race.”

The forner representative of the people nade no reply. He was seized
with a fit of trenbling. He |ooked towards heaven, and in his glance
a tear gathered slowy. Wen the eyelid was full, the tear trickled
down his livid cheek, and he said, alnost in a stammer, quite | ow,
and to hinmself, while his eyes were plunged in the depths:--

"Othou! Oideal! Thou alone existest!"

The Bi shop experienced an indescribabl e shock

After a pause, the old man raised a finger heavenward and said: - -
"The infinite is. He is there. |If the infinite had no person
person would be without limt; it would not be infinite;

in other words, it would not exist. There is, then, an _I
That | _of the infinite is God."

The dyi ng man had pronounced these | ast words in a | oud voice,

and with the shiver of ecstasy, as though he beheld some one.

VWhen he had spoken, his eyes closed. The effort had exhausted him
It was evident that he had just lived through in a noment the

few hours which had been left to him That which he had said
brought himnearer to himwho is in death. The suprene nonent

was approachi ng.

The Bi shop understood this; time pressed; it was as a priest that

he had conme: fromextrene col dness he had passed by degrees to
extrene enotion; he gazed at those cl osed eyes, he took that wi nkled,
aged and ice-cold hand in his, and bent over the dying man

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

The conventionary opened his eyes again. A gravity mngled
with gloomwas inprinted on his countenance.

"Bi shop," said he, with a sl owness which probably arose nore
fromhis dignity of soul than fromthe failing of his strength

"I have passed nmy life in neditation, study, and contenpl ation

I was sixty years of age when ny country called ne and comuanded

me to concern nyself with its affairs. | obeyed. Abuses existed,

| conmbated them tyrannies existed, | destroyed them rights and
principles existed, | proclaimed and confessed them CQur territory
was invaded, | defended it; France was nenaced, | offered ny breast.
I was not rich; I ampoor. | have been one of the masters of

the state; the vaults of the treasury were encunbered with specie
to such a degree that we were forced to shore up the walls,

whi ch were on the point of bursting beneath the wei ght of gold

and silver; | dined in Dead Tree Street, at twenty-two sous.



| have succored the oppressed, | have conforted the suffering.
| tore the cloth fromthe altar, it is true; but it was to bind up

t he wounds of my country. | have always upheld the march forward
of the human race, forward towards the light, and | have sonetines
resisted progress without pity. | have, when the occasion of fered,

protected nmy own adversaries, nen of your profession. And there
is at Peteghem in Flanders, at the very spot where the Merovingian
ki ngs had their summer pal ace, a convent of Urbanists, the Abbey

of Sainte Claire en Beaulieu, which | saved in 1793. | have done
nmy duty according to ny powers, and all the good that | was able.
After which, | was hunted down, pursued, persecuted, bl ackened,

jeered at, scorned, cursed, proscribed. For nany years past,

I with ny white hair have been conscious that nany peopl e think they
have the right to despise ne; to the poor ignorant nasses | present
the visage of one dammed. And | accept this isolation of hatred

wi t hout hating any one nyself. Now | ameighty-six years old;

| amon the point of death. Wat is it that you have come to ask

of nme?"

"Your blessing,"” said the Bi shop
And he knelt down.

Wen the Bi shop raised his head again, the face of the conventionary
had becone august. He had just expired.

The Bi shop returned hone, deeply absorbed in thoughts which

cannot be known to us. He passed the whole night in prayer.

On the follow ng norning some bold and curious persons attenpted
to speak to himabout nenber of the Convention G---; he contented
hi nsel f with pointing heavenward.

From t hat nonment he redoubl ed his tenderness and brotherly feeling
towards all children and sufferers.

Any allusion to "that old wetch of a G---" caused himto fal
into a singular preoccupation. No one could say that the passage

of that soul before his, and the reflection of that grand consci ence
upon his, did not count for sonething in his approach to perfection

This "pastoral visit" naturally furni shed an occasion for a mnurmnur
of comment in all the little [ocal coteries.

"Was the bedside of such a dying man as that the proper place

for a bishop? There was evidently no conversion to be expected.

Al'l those revolutionists are backsliders. Then why go there?

VWhat was there to be seen there? He nust have been very curious indeed
to see a soul carried off by the devil."

One day a dowager of the inpertinent variety who thinks

hersel f spiritual, addressed this sally to him "NMonseigneur

peopl e are inquiring when Your Greatness will receive the red
cap!"--"0Ch! oh! that's a coarse color," replied the Bi shop

"It is lucky that those who despise it in a cap revere it in a hat."



CHAPTER Xl

A RESTRI CTI ON

W shoul d incur a great risk of deceiving ourselves, were we to concl ude
fromthis that Monsei gneur Wl come was "a phil osophi cal bishop,”

or a "patriotic cure.” H's neeting, which may al nost be desi gnated
as his union, with conventionary G---, left behind it in his mnd
a sort of astonishment, which rendered himstill nore gentle.

That is all.

Al t hough Monsei gneur Bi envenu was far from being a politician

this is, perhaps, the place to indicate very briefly what his
attitude was in the events of that epoch, supposing that Monsei gheur
Bi envenu ever dreaned of having an attitude.

Let us, then, go back a few years.

Sone tinme after the elevation of M Myriel to the episcopate,

t he Enperor had nade hima baron of the Enpire, in conmpany wth nmany
ot her bishops. The arrest of the Pope took place, as every one knows,
on the night of the 5th to the 6th of July, 1809; on this occasion
M Mriel was summoned by Napol eon to the synod of the bishops

of France and Italy convened at Paris. This synod was hel d at

Not r e- Dame, and assenbled for the first tinme on the 15th of June
1811, under the presidency of Cardinal Fesch. M Mriel was one

of the ninety-five bishops who attended it. But he was present

only at one sitting and at three or four private conferences.

Bi shop of a nountain diocese, living so very close to nature,
inrusticity and deprivation, it appeared that he inported anong

t hese em nent personages, ideas which altered the tenperature

of the assenbly. He very soon returned to D---- He was interrogated
as to this speedy return, and he replied: "I enbarrassed them
The outside air penetrated to themthrough ne. | produced on them

the effect of an open door."

On anot her occasi on he said, "Wat would you have? Those gentl enen
are princes. | amonly a poor peasant bishop."

The fact is that he di spleased them Anong ot her strange things,
it is said that he chanced to remark one eveni ng, when he found

hi nsel f at the house of one of his nost notable coll eagues: "What
beauti ful clocks! Wat beautiful carpets! What beautiful |iveries!
They must be a great trouble. | would not have all those superfluities,
crying incessantly in nmy ears: ~There are people who are hungry!

There are people who are cold! There are poor people! There are
poor people!"™"

Let us remark, by the way, that the hatred of luxury is not

an intelligent hatred. This hatred would involve the hatred of

the arts. Nevertheless, in churchnen, luxury is wong, except in
connection with representati ons and cerenonies. It seens to revea
habits which have very little that is charitable about them

An opulent priest is a contradiction. The priest nust keep close

to the poor. Now, can one come in contact incessantly night and day
with all this distress, all these misfortunes, and this poverty,



wi t hout having about one's own person a little of that m sery,

like the dust of labor? 1Is it possible to inmagine a man near a brazier
who is not warn? Can one inmagi ne a worknman who i s working near

a furnace, and who has neither a singed hair, nor blackened nails,

nor a drop of sweat, nor a speck of ashes on his face? The first

proof of charity in the priest, in the bishop especially, is poverty.

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

It nust not be supposed, however, that he shared what we call the "ideas
of the century” on certain delicate points. He took very little part
in the theol ogical quarrels of the nmoment, and naintai ned sil ence

on questions in which Church and State were inplicated; but if he

had been strongly pressed, it seens that he woul d have been found

to be an ultramontane rather than a gallican. Since we are making

a portrait, and since we do not wi sh to conceal anything, we are
forced to add that he was gl acial towards Napol eon in his decline.
Begi nning with 1813, he gave in his adherence to or appl auded al
hostile mani festations. He refused to see him as he passed through
on his return fromthe island of El ba, and he abstained from ordering
public prayers for the Enperor in his diocese during the Hundred Days.

Besi des his sister, Madenvoiselle Baptistine, he had two brothers,

one a general, the other a prefect. He wote to both with tolerable
frequency. He was harsh for a tinme towards the forner, because,

hol ding a command i n Provence at the epoch of the disenbarkation

at Cannes, the general had put hinself at the head of twelve hundred
men and had pursued the Enmperor as though the latter had been a person
whom one is desirous of allowing to escape. H s correspondence

with the other brother, the ex-prefect, a fine, worthy man who

lived in retirenent at Paris, Rue Cassette, remained nore affectionate.

Thus Monsei gneur Bi envenu al so had his hour of party spirit, his hour
of bitterness, his cloud. The shadow of the passions of the nonent
traversed this grand and gentle spirit occupied with eternal things.
Certainly, such a man woul d have done well not to entertain any
political opinions. Let there be no mstake as to our neaning:

we are not confounding what is called "political opinions" with the
grand aspiration for progress, with the sublime faith, patriotic,
denocratic, humane, which in our day should be the very foundation

of every generous intellect. Wthout going deeply into questions
which are only indirectly connected with the subject of this book,

we will sinmply say this: It would have been well if Monsei gneur

Bi envenu had not been a Royalist, and if his glance had never been

for a single instant, turned away fromthat serene contenplation

in which is distinctly discernible, above the fictions and the hatreds
of this world, above the storny vicissitudes of human things,

t he beam ng of those three pure radiances, truth, justice, and charity.

VWhile admtting that it was not for a political office that God
created Monsei gneur Wl conme, we shoul d have understood and admired
his protest in the nane of right and liberty, his proud opposition
his just but perilous resistance to the all-powerful Napol eon

But that which pleases us in people who are rising pleases us |ess
in the case of people who are falling. W only love the fray

so long as there is danger, and in any case, the conbatants

of the first hour have alone the right to be the exterm nators



of the last. He who has not been a stubborn accuser in prosperity
shoul d hold his peace in the face of ruin. The denunci ator

of success is the only legitinmate executioner of the fall.

As for us, when Providence intervenes and strikes, we let it work.
1812 commenced to disarmus. In 1813 the cowardly breach of silence
of that taciturn |egislative body, enbol dened by cat astrophe,
possessed only traits which aroused indignation. And it was a crine
to applaud, in 1814, in the presence of those nmarshal s who betrayed;
in the presence of that senate which passed from one dunghill

to another, insulting after having deified; in the presence of that

i dolatry which was |loosing its footing and spitting on its idol,--
it was a duty to turn aside the head. In 1815, when the suprene

di sasters filled the air, when France was seized with a shiver

at their sinister approach, when Waterl oo could be dimy discerned
openi ng before Napol eon, the nournful acclamation of the arny

and the people to the condemmed of destiny had nothi ng | aughabl e
init, and, after making all allowance for the despot, a heart

like that of the Bishop of D----, ought not perhaps to have fail ed
to recogni ze the august and touching features presented by the enbrace
of a great nation and a great man on the brink of the abyss.

Wth this exception, he was in all things just, true, equitable,
intelligent, hunble and dignified, beneficent and kindly,

which is only another sort of benevolence. He was a priest,

a sage, and a man. It nust be admtted, that even in the politica
views with which we have just reproached him and which we are

di sposed to judge alnbst with severity, he was tol erant and easy,
nore so, perhaps, than we who are speaking here. The porter of
the town-hall had been placed there by the Enperor. He was an old
non- conm ssi oned officer of the old guard, a nenber of the Legion
of Honor at Austerlitz, as much of a Bonapartist as the eagle.
Thi s poor fellow occasionally let slip inconsiderate remarks,
which the law then stignmatized as seditious speeches. After the

i nperial profile disappeared fromthe Legi on of Honor, he never
dressed hinself in his reginmentals, as he said, so that he should
not be obliged to wear his cross. He had hinself devoutly renoved
the inmperial effigy fromthe cross which Napol eon had gi ven him
this made a hole, and he would not put anything in its place.

"I wll die,” he said, "rather than wear the three frogs upon

ny heart!™ He liked to scoff aloud at Louis XVII1. "The gouty
old creature in English gaiters!” he said; "let himtake hinself
off to Prussia with that queue of his.” He was happy to conbine

in the sanme inprecation the two things which he nost detested,
Prussia and England. He did it so often that he | ost his place.
There he was, turned out of the house, with his wife and children
and without bread. The Bishop sent for him reproved himgently,
and appoi nted himbeadl e in the cathedral.

In the course of nine years Mnseigneur Bi envenu had, by dint

of holy deeds and gentle manners, filled the town of D---

with a sort of tender and filial reverence. Even his conduct

t owar ds Napol eon had been accepted and tacitly pardoned, as it were,
by the people, the good and weakly fl ock who adored their enperor
but | oved their bishop.



CHAPTER Xl

THE SOLI TUDE OF MONSElI GNEUR WELCOVE

A bishop is al nost always surrounded by a full squadron of

little abbes, just as a general is by a covey of young officers.

This is what that charm ng Saint Francois de Sales calls somewhere "l es
pretres bl ancs-becs,” callow priests. Every career has its aspirants,
who forma train for those who have attained emnence init.

There is no power which has not its dependents. There is no fortune
whi ch has not its court. The seekers of the future eddy around

the splendid present. Every metropolis has its staff of officials.
Every bi shop who possesses the |east influence has about him

his patrol of cherubimfromthe sem nary, which goes the round,

and mai ntai ns good order in the episcopal palace, and mounts guard
over nonseigneur's smle. To please a bishop is equivalent to getting
one's foot in the stirrup for a sub-diaconate. It is necessary to walk
one's path discreetly; the apostleship does not disdain the canonship

Just as there are bigw gs el sewhere, there are big mtres in the Church
These are the bishops who stand well at Court, who are rich

wel | endowed, skilful, accepted by the world, who know how to pray,
no doubt, but who know al so how to beg, who feel little scruple

at maki ng a whol e di ocese dance attendance in their person

who are connecting |inks between the sacristy and di pl omacy,

who are abbes rather than priests, prelates rather than bi shops.
Happy those who approach them Being persons of influence,

they create a shower about them upon the assiduous and the favored,
and upon all the young nen who understand the art of pleasing,

of large parishes, prebends, archidiaconates, chaplaincies,

and cat hedral posts, while awaiting episcopal honors. As they
advance thensel ves, they cause their satellites to progress also

it is a whole solar systemon the march. Their radiance casts a gl eam
of purple over their suite. Their prosperity is crunbled up behind
the scenes, into nice little promotions. The |arger the diocese

of the patron, the fatter the curacy for the favorite. And then
there is Rome. A bishop who understands how to becone an archbi shop
an archbi shop who knows how to becone a cardinal, carries you

with himas conclavist; you enter a court of papal jurisdiction

you receive the pallium and behold! you are an auditor, then a
papal chanberlain, then nonsignor, and froma Gace to an Em nence
is only a step, and between the Em nence and the Holiness there is
but the snoke of a ballot. Every skull-cap may dream of the tiara.
The priest is nowadays the only man who can becone a king in a
regul ar manner; and what a king! the suprene king. Then what a
nursery of aspirations is a sem nary! How many bl ushing choristers,
how many yout hful abbes bear on their heads Perrette's pot of mlKk!
VWho knows how easy it is for anbition to call itself vocation?

in good faith, perchance, and deceiving itself, devotee that

it is.

Monsei gneur Bi envenu, poor, hunble, retiring, was not accounted
among the big mtres. This was plain fromthe conpl ete absence
of young priests about him W have seen that he "did not take"
in Paris. Not a single future dreanmed of engrafting itself on
this solitary old man. Not a single sprouting anbition commtted



the folly of putting forth its foliage in his shadow. H s canons

and grand-vicars were good old nmen, rather vulgar |ike hinself,
walled up like himin this diocese, without exit to a cardinal ship,
and who resenbl ed their bishop, with this difference, that they

were finished and he was conpleted. The inpossibility of grow ng
great under Monsei gneur Bi envenu was so well understood, that no
sooner had the young nmen whom he ordained left the sem nary than they
got thensel ves recomended to the archbi shops of A x or of Auch

and went off in a great hurry. For, in short, we repeat it,

men wi sh to be pushed. A saint who dwells in a paroxysm of abnegation
i s a dangerous nei ghbor; he m ght conmunicate to you, by contagion

an incurable poverty, an anchylosis of the joints, which are useful

i n advancenent, and in short, nore renunciation than you desire;

and this infectious virtue is avoided. Hence the isolation of

Monsei gneur Bienvenu. W live in the mdst of a gloony society.
Success; that is the I esson which falls drop by drop fromthe sl ope
of corruption

Be it said in passing, that success is a very hideous thing. Its false
resenbl ance to nerit deceives nen. For the masses, success has al nost
the sanme profile as supremacy. Success, that Menaechnmus of talent,
has one dupe,--history. Juvenal and Tacitus alone grunble at it.

In our day, a philosophy which is alnost official has entered into
its service, wears the livery of success, and perforns the service

of its antechanber. Succeed: theory. Prosperity argues capacity.
Wn in the lottery, and behold! you are a clever man. He who
triunphs is venerated. Be born with a silver spoon in your nouth!
everything lies in that. Be lucky, and you will have all the rest;

be happy, and people will think you great. Qutside of five or six

i mmense exceptions, which conpose the splendor of a century,
contenporary admiration is nothing but short-sightedness. G| ding

is gold. It does no harmto be the first arrival by pure chance

so long as you do arrive. The common herd is an old Narci ssus who
adores hinsel f, and who appl auds the vul gar herd. That enornmous ability
by virtue of which one is Mses, Aeschylus, Dante, M chael Angel o,

or Napol eon, the nultitude awards on the spot, and by accl amation

to whonsoever attains his object, in whatsoever it may consist.

Let a notary transfigure hinself into a deputy: let a false
Corneille conmpose Tiridate; let a eunuch conme to possess a harem

let a mlitary Prudhonre accidentally win the decisive battle of

an epoch; let an apothecary invent cardboard shoe-soles for the arny
of the Sanbre-and- Meuse, and construct for hinself, out of this
cardboard, sold as |eather, four hundred thousand francs of incone;

| et a pork-packer espouse usury, and cause it to bring forth seven

or eight mllions, of which he is the father and of which it is

the nother; let a preacher becone a bishop by force of his nasal draw;
let the steward of a fine famly be so rich on retiring fromservice
that he is made minister of finances,--and nen call that Genius,

just as they call the face of Musqueton Beauty, and the m en

of Claude Majesty. Wth the constell ati ons of space they confound
the stars of the abyss which are made in the soft mire of the puddle
by the feet of ducks.

CHAPTER XI I'



WHAT HE BELI EVED

We are not obliged to sound the Bishop of D---- on the score

of orthodoxy. 1In the presence of such a soul we feel ourselves
in no nood but respect. The conscience of the just man shoul d

be accepted on his word. Moreover, certain natures being given
we admit the possible devel opnent of all beauties of human virtue
in a belief that differs fromour own.

VWhat did he think of this dogma, or of that nystery? These secrets
of the inner tribunal of the conscience are known only to the tonb,
where soul s enter naked. The point on which we are certain is,

that the difficulties of faith never resolved thensel ves into
hypocrisy in his case. No decay is possible to the dianond

He believed to the extent of his powers. "Credo in Patrem?"”

he often exclained. Mreover, he drew from good works that ampunt
of satisfaction which suffices to the consci ence, and whi ch whi spers
to a man, "Thou art with Cod!"

The point which we consider it our duty to note is, that outside

of and beyond his faith, as it were, the Bishop possessed an excess
of love. In was in that quarter, quia multumanmavit, --because he

| oved nmuch--that he was regarded as vul nerable by "serious nen,"”
"grave persons" and "reasonabl e people"; favorite |ocutions of our
sad world where egotismtakes its word of comrand from pedantry.

What was this excess of love? It was a serene benevol ence

whi ch overfl owed nmen, as we have al ready pointed out, and which,

on occasion, extended even to things. He lived w thout disdain.

He was indul gent towards Cod's creation. Every nman, even the best,
has within hima thoughtless harshness which he reserves for ani mals.
The Bi shop of D---- had none of that harshness, which is peculiar

to many priests, nevertheless. He did not go as far as the Brahm n
but he seemed to have wei ghed this saying of Ecclesiastes: "Wo knoweth
whi ther the soul of the ani mal goeth?" H deousness of aspect,
deformty of instinct, troubled himnot, and did not arouse

his indignation. He was touched, al nbst softened by them

It seened as though he went thoughtfully away to seek beyond

the bounds of life which is apparent, the cause, the explanation

or the excuse for them He seened at tinmes to be asking God to
conmut e these penalties. He exam ned without wath, and with the
eye of a linguist who is deciphering a palinpsest, that portion

of chaos which still exists in nature. This revery sonetinmes

caused himto utter odd sayings. One norning he was in his garden
and t hought hinself al one, but his sister was wal ki ng behi nd hi m
unseen by him suddenly he paused and gazed at sonething on the ground;
it was a large, black, hairy, frightful spider. H's sister heard

hi m say: - -

"Poor beast! It is not its fault!"

Wy not nention these al nost divinely childish sayings of kindness?
Puerile they may be; but these subline puerilities were peculiar

to Saint Francis d' Assisi and of Marcus Aurelius. One day he
sprained his ankle in his effort to avoid stepping on an ant.

Thus lived this just man. Sonetines he fell asleep in his garden
and then there was nothing nore venerabl e possible.



Monsei gneur Bi envenu had fornmerly been, if the stories anent

his youth, and even in regard to his manhood, were to be believed,

a passionate, and, possibly, a violent man. H's universal suavity
was | ess an instinct of nature than the result of a grand conviction
which had filtered into his heart through the nediumof life,

and had trickled there slowy, thought by thought; for, in a character
as in a rock, there may exi st apertures nmade by drops of water.

These hol | ows are uneffaceable; these formations are indestructible.

In 1815, as we think we have already said, he reached his seventy-fifth
bi rt hday, but he did not appear to be nore than sixty. He was

not tall; he was rather plunp; and, in order to conbat this tendency,
he was fond of taking long strolls on foot; his step was firm

and his formwas but slightly bent, a detail from which we do not
pretend to draw any conclusion. Gegory XVl., at the age of eighty,
hel d hinself erect and smling, which did not prevent himfrom

bei ng a bad bi shop. Mnsei gneur Wl cone had what the people term

a "fine head," but so am able was he that they forgot that it was fine.

VWhen he conversed with that infantile gayety which was one of his charns,
and of which we have al ready spoken, people felt at their ease with him
and joy seened to radiate fromhis whole person. H's fresh and

ruddy conplexion, his very white teeth, all of which he had preserved,
and whi ch were di splayed by his smle, gave himthat open and easy

air which cause the remark to be made of a man, "He's a good fell ow'
and of an old man, "He is a fine man." That, it will be recalled,

was the effect which he produced upon Napol eon. On the first encounter
and to one who saw himfor the first time, he was nothing, in fact,

but a fine man. But if one remained near himfor a few hours,

and beheld himin the | east degree pensive, the fine nan becane
gradual |y transfigured, and took on sone inposing quality,

I know not what; his broad and serious brow, rendered august

by his white | ocks, becane august also by virtue of neditation;

maj esty radi ated from his goodness, though his goodness ceased not

to be radi ant; one experienced sonething of the enotion which one
woul d feel on beholding a smling angel slowy unfold his w ngs,

wi thout ceasing to smile. Respect, an unutterabl e respect,

penetrated you by degrees and nounted to your heart, and one felt

that one had before himone of those strong, thoroughly tried,

and i ndul gent souls where thought is so grand that it can no | onger

be anyt hi ng but gentle.

As we have seen, prayer, the celebration of the offices of religion
al ms-gi ving, the consolation of the afflicted, the cultivation

of a bit of land, fraternity, frugality, hospitality, renunciation
confidence, study, work, filled every day of his life. Filled is
exactly the word; certainly the Bishop's day was quite full to the brim
of good words and good deeds. Nevertheless, it was not conplete

if cold or rainy weather prevented his passing an hour or two in his
garden before going to bed, and after the two wonen had retired.

It seened to be a sort of rite with him to prepare hinself for
slumber by meditation in the presence of the grand spectacl es of the
noct urnal heavens. Sonetines, if the two old wonen were not asleep
they heard himpacing slowy along the wal ks at a very advanced

hour of the night. He was there al one, conmuning with hinself,
peaceful , adoring, conparing the serenity of his heart with the



serenity of the ether, noved am d the darkness by the visible

spl endor of the constellations and the invisible splendor of God,
opening his heart to the thoughts which fall fromthe Unknown.

At such nonents, while he offered his heart at the hour when

nocturnal flowers offer their perfume, illumnated |like a |anp amd
the starry night, as he poured hinself out in ecstasy in the m dst

of the universal radiance of creation, he could not have told hinself,
probably, what was passing in his spirit; he felt sonmething take

its flight fromhim and sonething descend into him Msterious
exchange of the abysses of the soul with the abysses of the universe!

He t hought of the grandeur and presence of Cod; of the future eternity,
that strange nystery; of the eternity past, a nystery stil

nore strange; of all the infinities, which pierced their way into

all his senses, beneath his eyes; and, w thout seeking to conprehend

t he i nconprehensi bl e, he gazed upon it. He did not study God;

he was dazzled by him He considered those magnificent conjunctions

of atoms, which communi cate aspects to matter, reveal forces by
verifying them create individualities in unity, proportions in extent,
the innunmerable in the infinite, and, through |ight, produce beauty.
These conjunctions are formed and di ssol ved incessantly;

hence |ife and death.

He seated hinself on a wooden bench, with his back against a
decrepit vine; he gazed at the stars, past the puny and stunted
sil houettes of his fruit-trees. This quarter of an acre,

so poorly planted, so encunbered with mean buil di ngs and sheds,
was dear to him and satisfied his wants.

VWhat nore was needed by this old man, who divided the |eisure

of his life, where there was so little |eisure, between gardening

in the daytime and contenplation at night? WAs not this narrow

encl osure, with the heavens for a ceiling, sufficient to enable
himto adore God in his nost divine works, in turn? Does not this
conprehend all, in fact? and what is there left to desire beyond it?
Alittle garden in which to walk, and imensity in which to dream

At one's feet that which can be cultivated and pl ucked; over head

t hat which one can study and meditate upon: some flowers on earth,
and all the stars in the sky.

CHAPTER XI V

WHAT HE THOUGHT

One | ast word.

Since this sort of details mght, particularly at the present nonent,
and to use an expression now in fashion, give to the Bishop of D ---

a certain "pantheistical" physiognony, and induce the belief,

either to his credit or discredit, that he entertai ned one of

t hose personal phil osophies which are peculiar to our century,

whi ch sonetines spring up in solitary spirits, and there take on a form
and grow until they usurp the place of religion, we insist upon it,

that not one of those persons who knew Monsei gneur Wl cone woul d



have thought hinself authorized to think anything of the sort.
That which enlightened this nman was his heart. H's wi sdomwas made
of the light which comes fromthere.

No systens; many works. Abstruse specul ations contain vertigo; no,

there is nothing to indicate that he risked his mnd in apocal ypses.
The apostle may be daring, but the bishop nust be timd. He would

probably have felt a scruple at sounding too far in advance certain
probl ens which are, in a manner, reserved for terrible great m nds.

There is a sacred horror beneath the porches of the eni gna

t hose gl oony openi ngs stand yawni ng there, but something

tells you, you, a passer-by in life, that you nust not enter

We to himwho penetrates thither

Geniuses in the inpenetrabl e depths of abstraction and pure

specul ati on, situated, so to speak, above all dogmas, propose their

ideas to God. Their prayer audaciously offers discussion

Their adoration interrogates. This is direct religion, which is

full of anxiety and responsibility for himwho attenpts its steep cliffs.

Human neditation has no limts. At his own risk and peril, it analyzes
and digs deep into its own bedazzl enent. One m ght al nost say,

that by a sort of splendid reaction, it with it dazzles nature;

the nysterious world which surrounds us renders back what it

has received; it is probable that the contenplators are contenpl at ed.
However that may be, there are on earth men who--are they nen?--
perceive distinctly at the verge of the horizons of revery the

hei ghts of the absolute, and who have the terrible vision of the
infinite nountain. Mbnseigneur Wl come was one of these nen;

Monsei gneur Wl come was not a genius. He would have feared those
sublimties whence sone very great men even, |ike Swedenborg and Pascal
have slipped into insanity. Certainly, these powerful reveries

have their noral utility, and by these arduous paths one approaches

to ideal perfection. As for him he took the path which shortens,--

t he Gospel's.

He did not attenpt to inpart to his chasuble the folds of Elijah's mantle;
he projected no ray of future upon the dark groundswell of events;

he did not see to condense in flane the Iight of things; he had

not hi ng of the prophet and nothing of the magician about him

Thi s hunbl e soul loved, and that was all.

That he carried prayer to the pitch of a superhuman aspiration
is probable: but one can no nore pray too much than one can

| ove too nmuch; and if it is a heresy to pray beyond the texts,
Sai nt Theresa and Saint Jerone woul d be heretics.

He inclined towards all that groans and all that expiates.

The uni verse appeared to himlike an i nmense nal ady; everywhere he
felt fever, everywhere he heard the sound of suffering, and,

wi t hout seeking to solve the enigma, he strove to dress the wound.
The terrible spectacle of created things devel oped tenderness in him
he was occupied only in finding for hinself, and in inspiring others
with the best way to conpassionate and relieve. That which exists
was for this good and rare priest a permanent subject of sadness

whi ch sought consol ati on.



There are nen who toil at extracting gold; he toiled at the extraction
of pity. Universal msery was his mne. The sadness which reigned
everywhere was but an excuse for unfailing kindness. Love each other
he declared this to be conplete, desired nothing further, and that was
the whol e of his doctrine. One day, that man who believed hinsel f

to be a "phil osopher,” the senator who has al ready been alluded to,
said to the Bishop: "Just survey the spectacle of the world:

all war against all; the strongest has the nost wit. Your |ove

each other is nonsense."--"Well," replied Mnsei gneur W\l cone,

wi t hout contesting the point, "if it is nonsense, the soul should shut
itself upinit, as the pearl in the oyster." Thus he shut hinmself up
he lived there, he was absolutely satisfied with it, |eaving on one side
t he prodi gi ous questions which attract and terrify, the fathonl ess
perspecti ves of abstraction, the precipices of netaphysics--all those
profundities which converge, for the apostle in God, for the atheist

i n not hi ngness; destiny, good and evil, the way of being agai nst being,
t he consci ence of man, the thoughtful sommanbulism of the ani mal

the transformation in death, the recapitul ati on of existences

whi ch the tonb contains, the inconprehensible grafting of successive

| oves on the persistent _| _, the essence, the substance, the Nle,

and the Ens, the soul, nature, liberty, necessity; perpendicul ar problens,
sinister obscurities, where | ean the gigantic archangels of the

human mi nd; form dabl e abysses, which Lucretius, Manou, Saint Paul
Dante, contenplate with eyes flashing |ightning, which seens

by its steady gaze on the infinite to cause stars to blaze forth there.

Monsei gneur Bi envenu was sinply a man who took note of the exterior
of nysterious questions w thout scrutinizing them and w thout
troubling his own mnd with them and who cherished in his own

soul a grave respect for darkness.

BOOK SECOND- - THE FALL

CHAPTER |

THE EVENI NG OF A DAY OF WALKI NG

Early in the nonth of Cctober, 1815, about an hour before sunset,

a man who was travelling on foot entered the little town of D ---

The few inhabitants who were at their wi ndows or on their thresholds
at the nonent stared at this traveller with a sort of uneasiness.

It was difficult to encounter a wayfarer of nore w etched appearance.
He was a man of medium stature, thickset and robust, in the prine

of life. He might have been forty-six or forty-eight years old.

A cap with a drooping | eather visor partly conceal ed his face,

burned and tanned by sun and wind, and dripping w th perspiration.

H's shirt of coarse yellow |inen, fastened at the neck by a smnal
silver anchor, permtted a view of his hairy breast: he had a cravat
twisted into a string; trousers of blue drilling, worn and threadbare,
white on one knee and torn on the other; an old gray, tattered bl ouse,
pat ched on one of the elbows with a bit of green cloth sewed on

with twine; a tightly packed sol di er knapsack, well buckled and
perfectly new, on his back; an enormous, knotty stick in his hand;



i ron-shod shoes on his stockingless feet; a shaved head and a | ong
beard.

The sweat, the heat, the journey on foot, the dust, added |I know
not what sordid quality to this dilapidated whole. H's hair was
closely cut, yet bristling, for it had begun to growa little,
and did not seemto have been cut for sonme tine.

No one knew him He was evidently only a chance passer-by. \Wence
cane he? Fromthe south; fromthe seashore, perhaps, for he made his
entrance into D---- by the sane street which, seven nonths previously,
had w tnessed the passage of the Enperor Napol eon on his way

from Cannes to Paris. This nman nmust have been wal king all day.

He seened very nuch fatigued. Sone wonen of the ancient nmarket town
which is situated bel ow the city had seen hi m pause beneath the trees
of the boul evard Gassendi, and drink at the fountain which stands

at the end of the promenade. He must have been very thirsty:

for the children who followed himsaw himstop again for a drink

two hundred paces further on, at the fountain in the market-place.

On arriving at the corner of the Rue Poichevert, he turned to the left,
and directed his steps toward the town-hall. He entered, then came

out a quarter of an hour later. A gendarne was seated near the door
on the stone bench which General Drouot had nounted on the 4th

of March to read to the frightened throng of the inhabitants of D----
the proclamation of the Gulf Juan. The man pulled off his cap

and hunbly sal uted the gendarne.

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

There then existed at D--- a fine inn at the sign of the Cross

of Colbas. This inn had for a landlord a certain Jacquin Labarre,

a man of consideration in the town on account of his relationship

to anot her Labarre, who kept the inn of the Three Dauphins in G enoble
and had served in the Guides. At the tinme of the Enperor’'s | anding,
many runors had circul ated t hroughout the country with regard to this
inn of the Three Dauphins. It was said that General Bertrand,

di sgui sed as a carter, had made frequent trips thither in the nonth
of January, and that he had distributed crosses of honor to the

sol diers and handfuls of gold to the citizens. The truth is,

that when the Enperor entered Grenoble he had refused to instal
hinself at the hotel of the prefecture; he had thanked the mayor,
saying, "I amgoing to the house of a brave man of ny acquai ntance"
and he had betaken hinmself to the Three Dauphins. This glory

of the Labarre of the Three Dauphins was refl ected upon the Labarre
of the Cross of Col bas, at a distance of five and twenty | eagues.

It was said of himin the town, "That is the cousin of the man

of Grenoble.”

The man bent his steps towards this inn, which was the best in

the country-side. He entered the kitchen, which opened on a |eve
with the street. Al the stoves were lighted; a huge fire bl azed
gayly in the fireplace. The host, who was al so the chief cook

was going fromone stew pan to another, very busily superintending
an excel I ent dinner designed for the wagoners, whose |oud tal king,



conversation, and | aughter were audi ble from an adj oi ni ng apartnent.
Any one who has travelled knows that there is no one who indul ges
in better cheer than wagoners. A fat marnot, flanked by white
partri dges and heat her-cocks, was turning on a long spit before

the fire; on the stove, two huge carps from Lake Lauzet and a trout
from Lake Al l oz were cooking.

The host, hearing the door open and seeing a newconer enter
said, without raising his eyes fromhis stoves:--

"What do you wish, sir?"

"Food and | odging," said the nan.
"Not hing easier,” replied the host. At that monent he turned his head,
took in the traveller's appearance with a single glance, and added,

"By paying for it."

The man drew a |l arge | eather purse fromthe pocket of his blouse
and answered, "I have noney."

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

The man put his purse back in his pocket, removed his knapsack from
his back, put it on the ground near the door, retained his stick
in his hand, and seated hinself on a |l ow stool close to the fire.
D---- is in the mountains. The evenings are cold there in Cctober.

But as the host went back and forth, he scrutinized the traveller.
"WIl dinner be ready soon?" said the nman
"Inredi ately," replied the |andl ord.

VWil e the newconer was warm ng hinself before the fire, with his back
turned, the worthy host, Jacquin Labarre, drew a pencil from his pocket,
then tore off the corner of an ol d newspaper which was |ying on a snal
table near the window On the white nargin he wote a |line or two,
folded it without sealing, and then intrusted this scrap of paper

to a child who seened to serve himin the capacity both of scullion

and | ackey. The | andl ord whispered a word in the scullion's ear,

and the child set off on a run in the direction of the town-hall

The travell er saw nothing of all this.
Once nore he inquired, "WII dinner be ready soon?”
"I nredi ately," responded the host.

The child returned. He brought back the paper. The host unfol ded

it eagerly, like a person who is expecting a reply. He seened to
read it attentively, then tossed his head, and remained thoughtfu

for a moment. Then he took a step in the direction of the traveller
who appeared to be imersed in reflections which were not very serene.

"l cannot receive you, sir," said he.



The man hal f rose.

"What! Are you afraid that I will not pay you? Do you want ne
to pay you in advance? | have noney, | tell you."

"It is not that."

"What then?"

"You have noney--"

"Yes," said the man

"And |," said the host, "have no room"

The man resuned tranquilly, "Put me in the stable.™
"l cannot."

" \Why 2"

"The horses take up all the space.”

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

"I cannot give you any dinner."

This declaration, made in a neasured but firmtone, struck the
stranger as grave. He rose.

"Ah! bah! But | amdying of hunger. | have been wal ki ng since sunri se.

| have travelled twelve |leagues. | pay. | wish to eat.”
"I have nothing," said the |andl ord.

The man burst out |aughing, and turned towards the fireplace
and the stoves: "Nothing! and all that?"

"All that is engaged."”

"By whon®"

"By nessieurs the wagoners.”

"How many are there of then?"

"Twel ve. "

"There is enough food there for twenty."

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

The man seated hinself again, and said, without raising his voice,
"I amat an inn; | amhungry, and | shall remain."

Then the host bent down to his ear, and said in a tone which nade



himstart, "Go away!"

At that noment the traveller was bending forward and thrusting

some brands into the fire with the iron-shod tip of his staff;

he turned quickly round, and as he opened his nmouth to reply,

t he host gazed steadily at himand added, still in a | ow voice:
"Stop! there's enough of that sort of talk. Do you want nme to tel
you your nanme? Your nane is Jean Valjean. Now do you want nme to tel
you who you are? Wien | saw you conme in | suspected sonet hing;

| sent to the town-hall, and this was the reply that was sent to ne.
Can you read?"

So saying, he held out to the stranger, fully unfol ded, the paper
whi ch had just travelled fromthe inn to the town-hall, and from
the town-hall to the inn. The nman cast a gl ance upon it.

The | andl ord resuned after a pause.

"I amin the habit of being polite to every one. Go away!"

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

He chose the principal street. He walked straight on at a venture,
keeping close to the houses like a sad and hum liated nman

He did not turn round a single tine. Had he done so, he would have
seen the host of the Cross of Col bas standing on his threshold,
surrounded by all the guests of his inn, and all the passers-by in
the street, tal king vivaciously, and pointing himout with his finger
and, fromthe glances of terror and distrust cast by the group,

he m ght have divined that his arrival would speedily become an event
for the whole town.

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

Thus he proceeded for sone tinme, wal king on w thout ceasing,

traversing at random streets of which he knew not hing, forgetful of

his fatigue, as is often the case when a man is sad. Al at once

he felt the pangs of hunger sharply. N ght was draw ng near

He gl anced about him to see whether he could not discover sone shelter

The fine hostelry was closed to him he was seeking sonme very hunbl e
public house, sonme hovel, however |owy.

Just then a light flashed up at the end of the streets; a pine
branch suspended from a cross-beam of iron was outlined agai nst
the white sky of the twilight. He proceeded thither

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

The wayfarer halted for a nonent, and peeped through the w ndow into

the interior of the | owstudded room of the public house, illum nated by
a small lanmp on a table and by a large fire on the hearth. Sone nen
were engaged in drinking there. The landlord was warm ng hinsel f.

An iron pot, suspended froma crane, bubbled over the flane.



The entrance to this public house, which is also a sort of an inn

is by two doors. One opens on the street, the other upon a small yard
filled with manure. The traveller dare not enter by the street door
He slipped into the yard, halted again, then raised the latch timdly
and opened the door

"Who goes there?" said the master
"Some one who wants supper and bed.”
"Good. W furnish supper and bed here.™

He entered. Al the nen who were drinking turned round.
The lanmp illum nated himon one side, the firelight on the other.
They exam ned himfor sonme time while he was taking off his knapsack

The host said to him "There is the fire. The supper is cooking
in the pot. Cone and warm yourself, conrade."

He approached and seated hinself near the hearth. He stretched

out his feet, which were exhausted with fatigue, to the fire

a fine odor was emtted by the pot. Al that could be distinguished
of his face, beneath his cap, which was well pulled down,

assuned a vague appearance of confort, mingled with that other

poi gnant aspect which habitual suffering bestows.

It was, noreover, a firm energetic, and melancholy profile.

Thi s physi ognonmy was strangely conposed; it began by seem ng hunbl e,
and ended by seem ng severe. The eye shone beneath its | ashes

like a fire beneath brushwood.

One of the nen seated at the table, however, was a fishnonger who,
before entering the public house of the Rue de Chaffaut,

had been to stable his horse at Labarre's. It chanced that he

had that very norning encountered this unprepossessing stranger

on the road between Bras d' Asse and--1 have forgotten the nane.

I think it was Escoublon. Now, when he net him the man, who then
seened already extrenmely weary, had requested himto take him

on his crupper; to which the fishnmonger had nmade no reply except
by redoubling his gait. This fishnmonger had been a nmenber half

an hour previously of the group which surrounded Jacqui n Labarre
and had hinself related his disagreeabl e encounter of the norning
to the people at the Cross of Col bas. Fromwhere he sat he nade
an inperceptible sign to the tavern-keeper. The tavern-keeper went
to him They exchanged a few words in a low tone. The man had
agai n becone absorbed in his reflections.

The tavern-keeper returned to the fireplace, laid his hand abruptly
on the shoul der of the nman, and said to him--

"You are going to get out of here.”
The stranger turned round and replied gently, "Ah! You know?--"
"Yes. "

"I was sent away fromthe other inn



"And you are to be turned out of this one."

"Where woul d you have nme go?"

"El sewhere. "

The man took his stick and his knapsack and departed.

As he went out, sone children who had followed himfromthe Cross
of Col bas, and who seened to be lying in wait for him threw stones
at him He retraced his steps in anger, and threatened them

with his stick: the children dispersed |ike a flock of birds.

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

The wi cket opened.

"Turnkey," said he, renoving his cap politely, "will you have
the kindness to admt ne, and give me a |odging for the night?"

A voice replied:--

"The prison is not an inn. Get yourself arrested, and you will
be admtted. "

The wi cket cl osed agai n.

He entered a little street in which there were many gardens.

Sone of them are enclosed only by hedges, which | ends a cheerfu
aspect to the street. In the mdst of these gardens and hedges

he caught sight of a small house of a single story, the w ndow

of which was lighted up. He peered through the pane as he had

done at the public house. Wthin was a | arge whitewashed room

with a bed draped in printed cotton stuff, and a cradle in one corner
a few wooden chairs, and a doubl e-barrelled gun hangi ng on the wall
A table was spread in the centre of the room A copper |anp

illum nated the tablecloth of coarse white linen, the pewer

jug shining like silver, and filled with wine, and the brown,

snoki ng soup-tureen. At this table sat a man of about forty,

with a merry and open countenance, who was dandling a little child
on his knees. Cose by a very young woman was nursi ng anot her child.
The father was | aughing, the child was |aughing, the nother

was smling.

The stranger paused a nonent in revery before this tender

and cal mi ng spectacle. Wat was taking place within hinf

He al one could have told. It is probable that he thought that

this joyous house woul d be hospitable, and that, in a place

where he behel d so nmuch happi ness, he would find perhaps a little pity.
He tapped on the pane with a very small and feebl e knock.

They did not hear him

He tapped again.



He heard the woman say, "It seenms to me, husband, that sone one
i s knocking."

"No," replied the husband.
He tapped a third tine.
The husband rose, took the lanp, and went to the door, which he opened.

He was a man of lofty stature, half peasant, half artisan.

He wore a huge | eat her apron, which reached to his |eft shoul der,
and whi ch a hanmer, a red handkerchi ef, a powder-horn, and al
sorts of objects which were upheld by the girdle, as in a pocket,
caused to bulge out. He carried his head thrown backwards;

his shirt, wi dely opened and turned back, displayed his bull neck
white and bare. He had thick eyel ashes, enornmous bl ack whiskers,
prom nent eyes, the |lower part of his face |like a snout;

and besides all this, that air of being on his own ground,

whi ch is indescribable.

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

For noney?"

"Who are you?" denmanded the master of the house.

The man replied: "I have just conme from Puy-Misson. | have
wal ked all day long. | have travelled twelve | eagues. Can you?--
if I pay?"

"I would not refuse,” said the peasant, "to | odge any respectabl e
man who woul d pay ne. But why do you not go to the inn?"

"There is no room"

"Bah! Inpossible. This is neither a fair nor a market day.
Have you been to Labarre?"

"Yes "
n WI I ?II
The traveller replied with enbarrassnment: "1 do not know.

He did not receive ne."
"Have you been to Wiat's-his-nane's, in the Rue Chaffaut?"

The stranger's enbarrassnent increased; he stamered, "He did
not receive ne either.”

The peasant's countenance assumed an expression of distrust;
he surveyed the newconer fromhead to feet, and suddenly excl ai ned,
with a sort of shudder:--

"Are you the man?--"



He cast a fresh glance upon the stranger, took three steps backwards,
pl aced the lanp on the table, and took his gun down fromthe wall

Meanwhi | e, at the words, Are you the man? the wonman had risen

had cl asped her two children in her arnms, and had taken refuge

preci pitately behind her husband, staring in terror at the stranger,
wi th her bosom uncovered, and with frightened eyes, as she mnurnured
in alowtone, "Tso-nmaraude."[ 1]

[1] Patois of the French Al ps: chat de maraude, rascally marauder

Al this took place inless tine than it requires to picture it

to one's self. After having scrutinized the man for several nonents,
as one scrutinizes a viper, the master of the house returned

to the door and said:--

"Clear out!"

"For pity's sake, a glass of water," said the man

"A shot fromny gun!" said the peasant.

Then he cl osed the door violently, and the nman heard hi m shoot
two large bolts. A monent |later, the wi ndow shutter was cl osed,
and the sound of a bar of iron which was placed against it was
audi bl e out si de.

Ni ght continued to fall. A cold wind fromthe A ps was bl ow ng.

By the light of the expiring day the stranger perceived,

in one of the gardens which bordered the street, a sort of hut,

whi ch seenmed to himto be built of sods. He clinbed over the wooden
fence resolutely, and found hinself in the garden. He approached
the hut; its door consisted of a very | ow and narrow aperture,

and it resenbl ed those buil di ngs which road-|aborers construct for

t hensel ves al ong the roads. He thought wi thout doubt, that it was,
in fact, the dwelling of a road-laborer; he was suffering fromcold
and hunger, but this was, at |east, a shelter fromthe cold.

This sort of dwelling is not usually occupied at night. He threw
hinmself flat on his face, and crawed into the hut. It was warmthere,
and he found a tolerably good bed of straw. He lay, for a nonent,
stretched out on this bed, w thout the power to nmake a novenent,

so fatigued was he. Then, as the knapsack on his back was in

his way, and as it furnished, noreover, a pillow ready to his hand,
he set about unbuckling one of the straps. At that nonent,

a ferocious grow becane audible. He raised his eyes. The head

of an enornmous dog was outlined in the darkness at the entrance of
the hut.

It was a dog's kennel
He was hinself vigorous and form dable; he arned hinself with his staff,

made a shield of his knapsack, and made his way out of the kenne
in the best way he could, not without enlarging the rents in his rags.



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

VWhen he had, not without difficulty, repassed the fence, and found

hi nsel f once nore in the street, alone, w thout refuge, wthout shelter
wi thout a roof over his head, chased even fromthat bed of straw

and fromthat m serabl e kennel, he dropped rather than seated hinself
on a stone, and it appears that a passer-by heard hi mexclaim

"I amnot even a dog!"

He soon rose again and resuned his march. He went out of the town,
hoping to find sone tree or haystack in the fields which would afford
hi m shel ter.

He wal ked thus for sone tinme, with his head still drooping.

VWen he felt hinself far fromevery human habitation, he raised

his eyes and gazed searchingly about him He was in a field.

Bef ore hi mwas one of those low hills covered with cl ose-cut stubble,
whi ch, after the harvest, resenble shaved heads

The horizon was perfectly black. This was not al one the obscurity
of night; it was caused by very | ow hangi ng cl ouds whi ch seened

to rest upon the hill itself, and which were nmounting and filling
t he whol e sky. Meanwhile, as the noon was about to rise, and as
there was still floating in the zenith a remmant of the brightness

of twilight, these clouds forned at the summt of the sky a sort
of whitish arch, whence a gleamof light fell upon the earth.

The earth was thus better lighted than the sky, which produces

a particularly sinister effect, and the hill, whose contour was poor
and nean, was outlined vague and wan agai nst the gl oony horizon

The whol e effect was hideous, petty, |ugubrious, and narrow.

There was nothing in the field or on the hill except a deforned tree,
whi ch withed and shivered a few paces distant fromthe wayfarer.

This man was evidently very far from having those delicate habits

of intelligence and spirit which render one sensible to the mysterious
aspects of things; neverthel ess, there was sonmething in that sky,
inthat hill, in that plain, in that tree, which was so profoundly
desol ate, that after a nonment of imuobility and revery he turned

back abruptly. There are instants when nature seens hostile.

He retraced his steps; the gates of D---- were closed. D----, which had
sust ai ned sieges during the wars of religion, was still surrounded
in 1815 by ancient walls flanked by square towers whi ch have been
denol i shed since. He passed through a breach and entered the town again.

It m ght have been eight o' clock in the evening. As he was not
acquainted with the streets, he recommenced his wal k at random

In this way he canme to the prefecture, then to the sem nary.
As he passed through the Cathedral Square, he shook his fist at
t he church.



At the corner of this square there is a printing establishnent.

It is there that the proclamati ons of the Enperor and of the Inperia
Guard to the army, brought fromthe Island of El ba and dictated

by Napol eon hinself, were printed for the first tinme.

Wrn out with fatigue, and no | onger entertaining any hope,

he Iay down on a stone bench which stands at the doorway of this
printing office.

At that nonent an old worman cane out of the church. She saw the nan
stretched out in the shadow. "Wat are you doing there, ny friend?"
said she

He answered harshly and angrily: "As you see, ny good wonan,

| am sl eeping.” The good wonman, who was well worthy the name,

in fact, was the Marquise de R----

"On this bench?" she went on

"I have had a mattress of wood for nineteen years," said the man

"to-day | have a mattress of stone.”

"You have been a sol dier?"

"Yes, nmy good woman, a soldier.”

"Why do you not go to the inn?"

"Because | have no noney."

"Alas!" said Madane de R----, "I have only four sous in ny purse.”
"Gve it to ne all the sane.”

The man took the four sous. Madane de R---- continued: "You cannot
obtain lodgings in an inn for so small a sum But have you tried?
It is inpossible for you to pass the night thus. You are cold

and hungry, no doubt. Some one m ght have given you a | odgi ng out
of charity."

"l have knocked at all doors."

"WVl ?"

"I have been driven away everywhere."

The "good worman" touched the man's arm and pointed out to him

on the other side of the street a small, |ow house, which stood
besi de the Bishop's pal ace

"You have knocked at all doors?"

"Yes. "

"Have you knocked at that one?"



"Knock there."

CHAPTER |

PRUDENCE COUNSELLED TO W SDOM

That evening, the Bishop of D----, after his pronenade through the town,
remai ned shut up rather late in his room He was busy over a great
work on Duties, which was never conpleted, unfortunately. He was
carefully compiling everything that the Fathers and the doctors

have said on this inportant subject. H s book was divided into

two parts: firstly, the duties of all; secondly, the duties

of each individual, according to the class to which he bel ongs.

The duties of all are the great duties. There are four of these.

Saint Matthew points themout: duties towards God (Matt. vi.);

duties towards one's self (Matt. v. 29, 30); duties towards one's

nei ghbor (Matt. vii. 12); duties towards animals (Matt. vi.

20, 25). As for the other duties the Bishop found them poi nted out

and prescribed el sewhere: to sovereigns and subjects, in the Epistle
to the Romans; to nmagistrates, to wives, to nothers, to young nen,

by Saint Peter; to husbands, fathers, children and servants,

in the Epistle to the Ephesians; to the faithful, in the Epistle

to the Hebrews; to virgins, in the Epistle to the Corinthians.

Qut of these precepts he was | aboriously constructing a harnoni ous whol e,
whi ch he desired to present to souls.

At eight o' clock he was still at work, witing with a good dea

of inconvenience upon little squares of paper, with a big book open
on his knees, when Madane Magloire entered, according to her wont,

to get the silver-ware fromthe cupboard near his bed. A nonment |ater
t he Bi shop, knowi ng that the table was set, and that his sister

was probably waiting for him shut his book, rose fromhis table,

and entered the dining-room

The di ni ng-room was an obl ong apartment, with a firepl ace,
whi ch had a door opening on the street (as we have said),
and a wi ndow openi ng on the garden.

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

As she performed this service, she was conversing
wi th Madenoi sel | e Bapti sti ne.

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

One can easily picture to one's self these two wonen, both of whom
were over sixty years of age. Madame Magloire small, plunp, vivacious;
Madenoi sel | e Baptistine gentle, slender, frail, sonmewhat taller

than her brother, dressed in a gown of puce-colored silk, of the
fashion of 1806, which she had purchased at that date in Paris,

and whi ch had | asted ever since. To borrow vul gar phrases,



whi ch possess the nerit of giving utterance in a single word to an idea
whi ch a whol e page would hardly suffice to express, Madame Magloire

had the air of a peasant, and Madenpi selle Baptistine that of a | ady.
Madane Magloire wore a white quilted cap, a gold Jeannette cross

on a vel vet ribbon upon her neck, the only bit of femnine jewelry

that there was in the house, a very white fichu puffing out froma gown
of coarse black woollen stuff, with |arge, short sleeves, an apron

of cotton cloth in red and green checks, knotted round the wai st

with a green ribbon, with a stomacher of the same attached by two pins
at the upper corners, coarse shoes on her feet, and yell ow stockings,

i ke the wonen of Marseilles. Madenoiselle Baptistine' s gown

was cut on the patterns of 1806, with a short waist, a narrow,
sheath-like skirt, puffed sleeves, with flaps and buttons.

She conceal ed her gray hair under a frizzed wi g known as the baby w g.
Madane Magl oire had an intelligent, vivacious, and kindly air;

the two corners of her mouth unequally raised, and her upper lip,

whi ch was larger than the lower, inparted to her a rather crabbed

and i nperious |ook. So |ong as Mnseigneur held his peace,

she talked to himresolutely with a mxture of respect and freedom

but as soon as Mnsei gneur began to speak, as we have seen

she obeyed passively like her mstress. Madenoiselle Baptistine did
not even speak. She confined herself to obeying and pl easing him

She had never been pretty, even when she was young; she had | arge,

bl ue, prom nent eyes, and a | ong arched nose; but her whol e vi sage,

her whol e person, breathed forth an ineffable goodness, as we stated

in the beginning. She had al ways been predestined to gentl eness;

but faith, charity, hope, those three virtues which mldly warmthe soul
had gradual ly el evated that gentleness to sanctity. Nature had nmade
her a lanb, religion had made her an angel. Poor sainted virgin

Sweet menory whi ch has vani shed!

Madenoi sel | e Bapti stine has so often narrated what passed at
t he epi scopal residence that evening, that there are many people
now living who still recall the nost mnute details.

At the monent when the Bi shop entered, Madane Magl oire was tal king
wi th considerable vivacity. She was harangui ng Madenoi sell e Bapti stine
on a subject which was famliar to her and to which the Bi shop was
al so accustomed. The question concerned the | ock upon the entrance door

It appears that while procuring sone provisions for supper

Madane Magl oire had heard things in divers places. People had spoken
of a prow er of evil appearance; a suspicious vagabond had arrived
who nust be sonmewhere about the town, and those who should take it
into their heads to return hone |late that night m ght be subjected
to unpl easant encounters. The police was very badly organized,

nor eover, because there was no | ove | ost between the Prefect and

t he Mayor, who sought to injure each other by maki ng things happen
It behooved wi se people to play the part of their own police,

and to guard thensel ves well, and care must be taken to duly close,
bar and barricade their houses, and to fasten the doors well.

Madane Magl oi re enphasi zed these | ast words; but the Bishop had just
cone fromhis room where it was rather cold. He seated hinself

in front of the fire, and warmed hinmself, and then fell to thinking
of other things. He did not take up the remark dropped with design
by Madanme Magloire. She repeated it. Then Madenoiselle Baptistine,



desirous of satisfying Madame Magl oire wi thout displeasing her brother,
ventured to say timdly:--

"Did you hear what Madane Magloire is saying, brother?"

"I have heard sonmething of it in a vague way," replied the Bishop
Then hal f-turning in his chair, placing his hands on his knees,
and raising towards the old servant wonan his cordial face,

whi ch so easily grew joyous, and which was illum nated from bel ow
by the firelight,--"Conme, what is the matter? What is the matter?
Are we in any great danger?"

Then Madanme Magl oi re began the whole story afresh, exaggerating it
alittle without being aware of the fact. It appeared that

a Bohem an, a bare-footed vagabond, a sort of dangerous nendi cant,
was at that nonment in the town. He had presented hinself at Jacquin
Labarre's to obtain | odgings, but the latter had not been wlling

to take himin. He had been seen to arrive by the way of the

boul evard Gassendi and roam about the streets in the gl oam ng.

A gallows-bird with a terrible face

"Real ly!" said the Bi shop

This willingness to interrogate encouraged Madanme Magl oire;
it seemed to her to indicate that the Bi shop was on the point
of becomi ng al armed; she pursued triunphantly:--

"Yes, Monseigneur. That is howit is. There will be sone sort

of catastrophe in this town to-night. Every one says so. And withal
the police is so badly regul ated" (a useful repetition). "The idea
of living in a nmountainous country, and not even having lights

in the streets at night! One goes out. Black as ovens, indeed!

And | say, Monseigneur, and Madenoiselle there says with me--"

"I," interrupted his sister, "say nothing. Wat ny brother does
is well done.”

Madane Magl oire continued as though there had been no protest:--

"W say that this house is not safe at all; that if Monsei gneur

will permt, I will go and tell Paulin Misebois, the | ocksnith,

to come and replace the ancient |ocks on the doors; we have them

and it is only the work of a nonment; for | say that nothing is nore
terrible than a door which can be opened fromthe outside with a latch
by the first passer-by; and | say that we need bolts, Mnseigneur

if only for this night; noreover, Monseigneur has the habit of always
saying “conme in'; and besides, even in the mddle of the night,

O non Dieu! there is no need to ask perm ssion.”

At that noment there cane a tolerably violent knock on the door

"Come in," said the Bishop

CHAPTER 1 |



THE HERO SM OF PASSI VE OBEDI ENCE.

The door opened.

It opened wide with a rapid novenent, as though some one had given
it an energetic and resol ute push.

A man entered.

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

He entered, advanced a step, and halted, |eaving the door open
behind him He had his knapsack on his shoul ders, his cudge

in his hand, a rough, audacious, weary, and violent expression in
his eyes. The fire on the hearth Ilighted himup. He was hideous.
It was a sinister apparition

Madane Magl oire had not even the strength to utter a cry.
She trenbl ed, and stood with her mouth w de open

Madenoi sel | e Bapti stine turned round, beheld the man entering,
and half started up in terror; then, turning her head by degrees
towards the fireplace again, she began to observe her brother
and her face becane once nore profoundly cal mand serene.

The Bishop fixed a tranquil eye on the man

As he opened his nouth, doubtless to ask the new conmer what he desired,
the man rested both hands on his staff, directed his gaze at the old
man and the two wonen, and wi thout waiting for the Bi shop to speak

he said, in a |oud voice:--

"See here. M/ nane is Jean Valjean. | ama convict fromthe gall eys.
| have passed nineteen years in the galleys. | was |iberated four
days ago, and amon ny way to Pontarlier, which is ny destination

| have been wal king for four days since | left Toulon. | have
travell ed a dozen | eagues to-day on foot. This evening, when
arrived in these parts, | went to an inn, and they turned nme out,
because of ny yell ow passport, which | had shown at the town-hall

| had to doit. | went to an inn. They said to nme, “~Be off,"’

at both places. No one would take ne. | went to the prison

the jailer would not admt nme. | went into a dog' s kennel

the dog bit nme and chased ne off, as though he had been a man

One woul d have said that he knew who | was. | went into the fields,
intending to sleep in the open air, beneath the stars. There were
no stars. | thought it was going to rain, and I re-entered

the town, to seek the recess of a doorway. Yonder, in the square,
I meant to sleep on a stone bench. A good wonan poi nted out your
house to me, and said to ne, "Knock there!' | have knocked

VWhat is this place? Do you keep an inn? | have nobney--savings.
One hundred and nine francs fifteen sous, which | earned

in the galleys by ny labor, in the course of nineteen years.

I will pay. Wiat is that to me? | have noney. | amvery weary;
twel ve | eagues on foot; | amvery hungry. Are you willing that
shoul d remai n?"



"Madane Magloire," said the Bishop, "you will set another place.”

The man advanced three paces, and approached the | anp which was on

the table. "Stop," he resuned, as though he had not quite understood,
"that's not it. D d you hear? | ama galley-slave; a convict.
| come fromthe galleys.” He drew fromhis pocket a |arge sheet

of yell ow paper, which he unfolded. "Here's ny passport. Yellow,
as you see. This serves to expel me fromevery place where | go

WIl you read it? | know howto read. | learned in the galleys.
There is a school there for those who choose to learn. Hold, this is
what they put on this passport: “Jean Valjean, discharged convict,

native of'--that is nothing to you--"has been nineteen years
inthe galleys: five years for house-breaking and burglary;
fourteen years for having attenpted to escape on four occasions.
He is a very dangerous man.' There! Every one has cast ne out.
Are you willing to receive ne? Is this an inn? WII you give ne
something to eat and a bed? Have you a stabl e?"

"Madane Magloire,” said the Bishop, "you will put white sheets on
the bed in the alcove.” W have already expl ained the character
of the two wonen's obedi ence.

Madane Magloire retired to execute these orders.
The Bi shop turned to the nman

"Sit down, sir, and warmyourself. W are going to sup
in a few nonents, and your bed will be prepared while you are supping.”

At this point the man suddenly conprehended. The expression

of his face, up to that tine sonbre and harsh, bore the inprint
of stupefaction, of doubt, of joy, and becane extraordinary.

He began stammering |like a crazy man:--

"Real ly? What! You will keep me? You do not drive ne forth?
A convict! You call nme sir! You do not address me as thou?

“CGet out of here, you dog!' is what people always say to ne. | felt sure
that you would expel nme, so | told you at once who I am Ch, what a

good woman that was who directed nme hither! | amgoing to sup

A bed with a mattress and sheets, like the rest of the world! a bed!

It is nineteen years since | have slept in a bed! You actually do

not want nme to go! You are good people. Besides, | have noney.

I will pay well. Pardon ne, nonsieur the inn-keeper, but what is

your name? | will pay anything you ask. You are a fine man

You are an inn-keeper, are you not?"

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

"A priest!" said the man. "Ch, what a fine priest! Then you are
not going to demand any noney of ne? You are the cure, are you
not? the cure of this big church? Well! | ama fool, truly!

I had not perceived your skull-cap."”

As he spoke, he deposited his knapsack and his cudgel in a corner
repl aced his passport in his pocket, and seated hinself.
Madenoi sel l e Baptistine gazed mldly at him He continued:



"You are humane, Mnsieur |le Cure; you have not scorned ne.
A good priest is a very good thing. Then you do not require ne
to pay?"

"No," said the Bishop; "keep your noney. How nuch have you?
Did you not tell nme one hundred and ni ne francs?"

"And fifteen sous,"” added the man.

"One hundred and nine francs fifteen sous. And howlong did it
take you to earn that?"

"N neteen years."
"N neteen years!"”
The Bi shop si ghed deeply.

The man continued: "I have still the whole of ny noney.

In four days | have spent only twenty-five sous, which I earned

by hel pi ng unl oad sonme wagons at Grasse. Since you are an abbe

Il will tell you that we had a chaplain in the galleys. And one day
| saw a bishop there. Monseigneur is what they call him He was
the Bishop of Majore at Marseilles. He is the cure who rul es over
the other cures, you understand. Pardon nme, | say that very badly;
but it is such a far-off thing to me! You understand what we are!
He said mass in the mddle of the galleys, on an altar. He had a
poi nted thing, made of gold, on his head; it glittered in the bright
light of mdday. W were all ranged in lines on the three sides,
with cannons with |lighted matches facing us. W could not see

very well. He spoke; but he was too far off, and we did not hear
That is what a bishop is like."

VWil e he was speaki ng, the Bi shop had gone and shut the door
whi ch had renmai ned wi de open.

Madane Magl oire returned. She brought a silver fork and spoon,
whi ch she placed on the table.

"Madane Magloire," said the Bishop, "place those things as near
the fire as possible.” And turning to his guest: "The night w nd
is harsh on the Alps. You nust be cold, sir."

Each tinme that he uttered the word sir, in his voice which was so gently
grave and polished, the man's face lighted up. Monsieur to a convict

is like a glass of water to one of the shipwecked of the Medusa
Ignomny thirsts for consideration

"This |lanp gives a very bad light," said the Bi shop

Madane Magl oi re understood him and went to get the two silver
candl esticks fromthe chi mey-piece i n Mnsei gneur's bed-chanber,
and placed them lighted, on the table.

"Monsieur le Cure,"” said the man, "you are good; you do not despise ne.
You receive me into your house. You light your candles for ne.



Yet | have not conceal ed fromyou whence | conme and that | am an
unfortunate man."

The Bi shop, who was sitting close to him gently touched his hand.
"You could not help telling me who you were. This is not ny house;
it is the house of Jesus Christ. This door does not demand of him
who enters whether he has a nane, but whether he has a grief.

You suffer, you are hungry and thirsty; you are wel cone.

And do not thank nme; do not say that | receive you in ny house.

No one is at hone here, except the man who needs a refuge.

| say to you, who are passing by, that you are nuch nore at hone
here than | amnyself. Everything here is yours. What need have
to know your nanme? Besides, before you told me you had one which

I knew "

The man opened his eyes in astonishnent.

"Real ly? You knew what | was call ed?"

"Yes," replied the Bishop, "you are called ny brother."

"Stop, Monsieur le Cure," exclained the man. "I was very hungry
when | entered here; but you are so good, that | no | onger know
what has happened to ne."

The Bi shop | ooked at him and said,--

"You have suffered nuch?"

"Ch, the red coat, the ball on the ankle, a plank to sleep on

heat, cold, toil, the convicts, the thrashings, the double
chain for nothing, the cell for one word; even sick and in bed,
still the chain! Dogs, dogs are happier! N neteen years! | am

forty-six. Now there is the yell ow passport. That is what it is like."

"Yes," resuned the Bishop, "you have come froma very sad pl ace.

Listen. There will be nore joy in heaven over the tear-bathed face

of a repentant sinner than over the white robes of a hundred just nen.

If you enmerge fromthat sad place with thoughts of hatred and of wath
agai nst manki nd, you are deserving of pity; if you enmerge with thoughts
of good-will and of peace, you are nore worthy than any one of us."

In the meanti me, Madane Magl oire had served supper: soup, made with
water, oil, bread, and salt; a little bacon, a bit of mutton, figs, a
fresh cheese, and a |l arge | oaf of rye bread. She had, of her own accord,
added to the Bishop's ordinary fare a bottle of his old Mauves w ne.

The Bi shop's face at once assumed that expression of gayety which is
peculiar to hospitable natures. "To table!" he cried vivaciously.
As was his customwhen a stranger supped with him he made the man
sit on his right. Madenpiselle Baptistine, perfectly peaceabl e

and natural, took her seat at his left.

The Bi shop asked a bl essing; then hel ped the soup hinself,
according to his custom The man began to eat with avidity.

Al at once the Bishop said: "It strikes me there is sonething



mssing on this table.”

Madane Magl oire had, in fact, only placed the three sets of forks
and spoons which were absolutely necessary. Now, it was the usage
of the house, when the Bi shop had any one to supper, to lay out the
whol e six sets of silver on the table-cloth--an i nnocent ostentation
Thi s graceful senblance of luxury was a kind of child s play,

whi ch was full of charmin that gentle and severe househol d,

whi ch rai sed poverty into dignity.

Madane Magl oi re understood the remark, went out w thout saying a word,
and a monent later the three sets of silver forks and spoons denmanded
by the Bishop were glittering upon the cloth, synmretrically arranged
before the three persons seated at the table.

CHAPTER 1V

DETAI LS CONCERNI NG THE CHEESE- DAl RI ES OF PONTARLI ER

Now, in order to convey an idea of what passed at that table,
we cannot do better than to transcribe here a passage from one
of Madenoi selle Baptistine's letters to Madane Boi schevron
wherein the conversati on between the convict and the Bi shop

i s described w th ingenious m nuteness.

". . . This man paid no attention to any one. He ate with the

voracity of a starving man. However, after supper he said:

"“Monsieur le Cure of the good God, all this is far too good for ne;

but I nmust say that the carters who would not allow nme to eat with

them keep a better table than you do.'

"Bet ween ourselves, the remark rather shocked nme. M brother replied:--
"“They are nore fatigued than |.'

"“No,"' returned the man, "they have nore nobney. You are poor

| see that plainly. You cannot be even a curate. Are you really

a cure? Ah, if the good God were but just, you certainly ought

to be a curel’

"*The good CGod is nore than just,' said nmy brother

"A nonment |ater he added:--

"“Monsi eur Jean Valjean, is it to Pontarlier that you are going?

"Wth ny road nmarked out for ne.'

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

"1 must be on ny way by daybreak to-nmorrow. Travelling is hard.
If the nights are cold, the days are hot.



"“You are going to a good country,' said ny brother. “During the

Revolution ny famly was ruined. | took refuge in Franche-Conte
at first, and there | lived for some time by the toil of my hands.
My will was good. | found plenty to occupy ne. One has only to choose

There are paper mlls, tanneries, distilleries, oil factories,
watch factories on a large scale, steel nills, copper works,
twenty iron foundries at |east, four of which, situated at Lods,
at Chatillon, at Audincourt, and at Beure, are tolerably large.’

"I think I amnot m staken in saying that those are the names which
nmy brother nentioned. Then he interrupted hinself and addressed ne:--

"“Have we not sone relatives in those parts, ny dear sister?
"I replied,--

"“We did have sone; anong others, M de Lucenet, who was captain
of the gates at Pontarlier under the old regine.’

"“Yes,' resunmed ny brother; “but in '93, one had no | onger

any relatives, one had only one's arms. | worked. They have,

in the country of Pontarlier, whither you are going, Mnsieur Valjean
atruly patriarchal and truly charmng industry, ny sister

It is their cheese-dairies, which they call fruitieres.'

"Then my brother, while urging the nman to eat, explained to him
with great mnuteness, what these fruitieres of Pontarlier were;

that they were divided into two classes: the big barns which bel ong
to the rich, and where there are forty or fifty cows which produce
from seven to eight thousand cheeses each sumrer, and the associ at ed
fruitieres, which belong to the poor; these are the peasants of

m d- mount ai n, who hold their cows in conmmon, and share the proceeds.
"They engage the services of a cheese-naker, whomthey call the grurin;
the grurin receives the mlk of the associates three tinmes a day,
and marks the quantity on a double tally. It is towards the end

of April that the work of the cheese-dairies begins; it is towards
the mddle of June that the cheese-nmakers drive their cows to

the nmountains.'

"The man recovered his animation as he ate. M/ brother nmade him

drink that good Mauves wi ne, which he does not drink hinself,

because he says that wine is expensive. M brother inparted all these
details with that easy gayety of his with which you are acquai nt ed,

i nterspersing his words with graceful attentions to me. He recurred
frequently to that confortable trade of grurin, as though he w shed

the man to understand, w thout advising himdirectly and harshly,

that this would afford hima refuge. One thing struck ne.

This man was what | have told you. Well, neither during supper

nor during the entire evening, did ny brother utter a single word,

with the exception of a few words about Jesus when he entered,

whi ch could rem nd the man of what he was, nor of what ny brother was

To all appearances, it was an occasion for preaching hima little sernon
and of inpressing the Bishop on the convict, so that a mark of the
passage mght remain behind. This mght have appeared to any one el se
who had this, unfortunate man in his hands to afford a chance to nourish
his soul as well as his body, and to bestow upon hi m some reproach



seasoned with noralizing and advice, or a little conm seration

with an exhortation to conduct hinself better in the future

My brother did not even ask himfromwhat country he cane,

nor what was his history. For in his history there is a fault,

and ny brother seenmed to avoid everything which could rem nd him

of it. To such a point did he carry it, that at one time, when ny
br ot her was speaki ng of the nmountaineers of Pontarlier, who exercise
a gentle | abor near heaven, and who, he added, are happy because
they are innocent, he stopped short, fearing lest in this remark
there m ght have escaped hi m sonet hi ng which m ght wound the man

By dint of reflection, | think I have conmprehended what was passing
in ny brother's heart. He was thinking, no doubt, that this man
whose nane is Jean Val jean, had his misfortune only too vividly
present in his mnd; that the best thing was to divert himfromit,
and to make himbelieve, if only nmonentarily, that he was a person
like any other, by treating himjust in his ordinary way. |s not
this indeed, to understand charity well? 1Is there not, dear Mdane,
something truly evangelical in this delicacy which abstains from sernon,
frommnoralizing, fromallusions? and is not the truest pity,

when a man has a sore point, not to touch it at all? It has seened
to me that this m ght have been ny brother's private thought.

In any case, what | can say is that, if he entertained all these ideas,
he gave no sign of them from beginning to end, even to ne he

was the same as he is every evening, and he supped with this Jean
Valjean with the sane air and in the same manner in which he would
have supped with M GCedeon | e Provost, or with the curate of

t he pari sh.

"Towards the end, when he had reached the figs, there cane a knock

at the door. It was Mdther Gerbaud, with her little one in her arns.
My brot her kissed the child on the brow, and borrowed fifteen sous
which I had about ne to give to Mdther Gerbaud. The man was not paying
much heed to anything then. He was no |onger tal king, and he seened
very much fatigued. After poor old Gerbaud had taken her departure,
nmy brother said grace; then he turned to the nman and said to him

“You nmust be in great need of your bed.' Madane Magl oire cleared

the table very pronptly. | understood that we nust retire,

in order to allowthis traveller to go to sleep, and we both went

up stairs. Nevertheless, | sent Madame Magl oire down a nonent | ater
to carry to the man's bed a goat skin fromthe Bl ack Forest,

which was in nmy room The nights are frigid, and that keeps one warm
It is apity that this skinis old; all the hair is falling out.

My brot her bought it while he was in Germany, at Tottlingen, near the
sources of the Danube, as well as the little ivory-handl ed knife
which | use at table.

"Madane Magloire returned i mediately. W said our prayers in the

drawi ng-room where we hang up the linen, and then we each retired
to our own chanmbers, w thout saying a word to each other."

CHAPTER V

TRANQUI LLI TY



After bidding his sister good night, Mnseigneur Bi envenu took
one of the two silver candl esticks fromthe table, handed the
other to his guest, and said to him--

"Monsieur, | will conduct you to your room"
The man fol |l owed him

As m ght have been observed from what has been said above,

t he house was so arranged that in order to pass into the oratory
where the al cove was situated, or to get out of it, it was necessary
to traverse the Bi shop's bedroom

At the monent when he was crossing this apartnment, Madane Magl oire was
putting away the silverware in the cupboard near the head of the bed.
This was her |ast care every evening before she went to bed

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

"Wl | ," said the Bishop, "may you pass a good night. To-norrow norning,
bef ore you set out, you shall drink a cup of warmmlk fromour cows."

"Thanks, Mbnsieur |'Abbe," said the man

Hardly had he pronounced these words full of peace, when all

of a sudden, and without transition, he nmade a strange novenent,
whi ch woul d have frozen the two sainted wonmen with horror

had they witnessed it. Even at this day it is difficult for us
to explain what inspired himat that noment. Did he intend to
convey a warning or to throw out a nenace? Was he sinply obeying
a sort of instinctive inpulse which was obscure even to hinsel f?
He turned abruptly to the old nman, folded his arns, and bendi ng
upon his host a savage gaze, he exclaimed in a hoarse voice: --

"Ah! really! You |lodge nme in your house, close to yourself |ike this?"

He broke off, and added with a | augh in which there | urked
somet hi ng nonstrous: - -

"Have you really reflected well? How do you know that | have not
been an assassi n?"

The Bi shop replied:--
"That is the concern of the good God."

Then gravely, and nmoving his lips |like one who is praying or talking
to hinmself, he raised two fingers of his right hand and best owed

hi s benediction on the man, who did not bow, and w thout turning

hi s head or |ooking behind him he returned to his bedroom

VWen the al cove was in use, a |large serge curtain drawn from
wall to wall concealed the altar. The Bishop knelt before this
curtain as he passed and said a brief prayer. A nonment |ater he
was in his garden, wal king, neditating, conteplating, his heart
and soul wholly absorbed in those grand and nysterious things



whi ch God shows at night to the eyes which remain open

As for the man, he was actually so fatigued that he did not even profit
by the nice white sheets. Snuffing out his candle with his nostrils
after the manner of convicts, he dropped, all dressed as he was,

upon the bed, where he inmmediately fell into a profound sleep

M dni ght struck as the Bishop returned fromhis garden to his apartnent.

A fewmnutes later all were asleep in the little house.

CHAPTER VI

JEAN VALJEAN

Towards the mddl e of the night Jean Valjean woke.

Jean Val jean canme froma poor peasant famly of Brie. He had not |earned
to read in his childhood. When he reached nman's estate, be becane

a tree-pruner at Faverolles. H's nother was naned Jeanne Mat hieu

his father was called Jean Valjean or WV ajean, probably a sobriquet,

and a contraction of viola Jean, "here's Jean.”

Jean Val jean was of that thoughtful but not gl oony disposition

whi ch constitutes the peculiarity of affectionate natures.

On the whol e, however, there was sonething decidedly sluggish

and insignificant about Jean Valjean in appearance, at |east.

He had lost his father and nother at a very early age. Hi s nother
had died of a mlk fever, which had not been properly attended to.
H's father, a tree-pruner, like hinself, had been killed by a fal

froma tree. Al that renmained to Jean Valjean was a sister ol der
than hinself,--a widow with seven children, boys and girls.

This sister had brought up Jean Valjean, and so |long as she had a
husband she | odged and fed her young brother.

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

Jean Val jean had just attained his twenty-fifth year. He took

the father's place, and, in his turn, supported the sister who had
brought himup. This was done sinply as a duty and even a little
churlishly on the part of Jean Valjean. Thus his youth had been spent
inrude and ill-paid toil. He had never known a "kind wonan friend"
in his native parts. He had not had the time to fall in |ove.

He returned at night weary, and ate his broth without uttering a word.
H s sister, nother Jeanne, often took the best part of his repast
fromhis bow while he was eating,--a bit of neat, a slice of bacon
the heart of the cabbage,--to give to one of her children

As he went on eating, with his head bent over the table and al nost
into his soup, his long hair falling about his bow and concealing
his eyes, he had the air of perceiving nothing and allowing it.

There was at Faverolles, not far fromthe Valjean thatched cottage,

on the other side of the lane, a farnmer's w fe naned Marie-d aude;



the Valjean children, habitually fam shed, sonetines went to borrow
fromMarie-Claude a pint of mlk, in their nother's name, which they
drank behind a hedge or in sone alley corner, snatching the jug
fromeach other so hastily that the little girls spilled it on

their aprons and down their necks. |If their nother had known of
thi s maraudi ng, she woul d have puni shed the delinquents severely.
Jean Val jean gruffly and grunblingly paid Marie-C aude for the

pint of mlk behind their nother's back, and the children were

not puni shed.

In pruni ng season he earned ei ghteen sous a day; then he hired out

as a hay-meker, as |laborer, as neat-herd on a farm as a drudge.

He did whatever he could. H's sister worked al so but what coul d she
do with seven little children? It was a sad group envel oped in m sery,
whi ch was being gradually annihilated. A very hard wi nter cane.

Jean had no work. The famly had no bread. No bread literally.

Seven children

One Sunday eveni ng, Maubert I|sabeau, the baker on the Church

Square at Faverolles, was preparing to go to bed, when he heard

a violent blowon the grated front of his shop. He arrived in tine
to see an arm passed through a hole nmade by a blow froma fist,
through the grating and the glass. The arm seized a | oaf of bread

and carried it off. |sabeau ran out in haste; the robber fled at
the full speed of his legs. |Isabeau ran after himand stopped him
The thief had flung away the loaf, but his armwas still bl eeding.

It was Jean Valj ean.

This took place in 1795. Jean Valjean was taken before the tribunals
of the time for theft and breaking and entering an inhabited

house at night. He had a gun which he used better than any one

else in the world, he was a bit of a poacher, and this injured

his case. There exists a legitimte prejudi ce agai nst poachers.

The poacher, |ike the smuggler, smacks too strongly of the brigand.
Neverthel ess, we will remark cursorily, there is still an abyss

bet ween these races of nmen and the hideous assassin of the towns.
The poacher lives in the forest, the snuggler lives in the nountains
or on the sea. The cities make feroci ous nmen because they nake
corrupt nen. The nountain, the sea, the forest, make savage nen;
they develop the fierce side, but often wi thout destroying the
hurmane si de.

Jean Val j ean was pronounced guilty. The ternms of the Code

were explicit. There occur formidable hours in our civilization
there are nonments when the penal |aws decree a shi pweck

VWhat an omi nous minute is that in which society draws back and
consunmat es the irreparabl e abandonnent of a sentient being

Jean Val j ean was condemmed to five years in the gall eys.

On the 22d of April, 1796, the victory of Mntenotte, won by the
general -in-chief of the arny of Italy, whomthe nmessage of the
Directory to the Five Hundred, of the 2d of Floreal, year 1V., calls
Buona- Parte, was announced in Paris; on that same day a great gang

of galley-slaves was put in chains at Bicetre. Jean Valjean forned

a part of that gang. An old turnkey of the prison, who is now nearly
eighty years old, still recalls perfectly that unfortunate wetch

who was chained to the end of the fourth line, in the north angle



of the courtyard. He was seated on the ground |like the others.

He did not seemto conprehend his position, except that it was horrible.
It is probable that he, also, was disentangling fromamd the vague

i deas of a poor man, ignorant of everything, sonething excessive.
VWhile the bolt of his iron collar was being riveted behind his head

wi th heavy blows fromthe hamrer, he wept, his tears stifled him

t hey i npeded his speech; he only nmanaged to say fromtinme to tinme,

"I was a tree-pruner at Faverolles.” Then still sobbing, he raised
his right hand and |l owered it gradually seven tines, as though

he were touching in succession seven heads of unequal heights,

and fromthis gesture it was divined that the thing which he had done,
whatever it was, he had done for the sake of clothing and nouri shing
seven little children

He set out for Toulon. He arrived there, after a journey of
twenty-seven days, on a cart, with a chain on his neck. At Toul on
he was clothed in the red cassock. Al that had constituted

his life, even to his nane, was effaced; he was no | onger even

Jean Val j ean; he was nunber 24,601. Wat became of his sister?

What becane of the seven children? Who troubled hinself about that?
VWhat becones of the handful of |eaves fromthe young tree which

is sawed off at the root?

It is always the sanme story. These poor |iving beings,

these creatures of God, henceforth w thout support, without guide,

wi t hout refuge, wandered away at random --who even knows?- -

each in his own direction perhaps, and little by little buried

thensel ves in that cold mst which engulfs solitary destinies;

gl oony shades, into which di sappear in succession so nmany unl ucky heads,
in the sonbre march of the human race. They quitted the country.

The cl ock-tower of what had been their village forgot them the boundary
[ine of what had been their field forgot them after a few years
residence in the galleys, Jean Valjean hinself forgot them

In that heart, where there had been a wound, there was a scar

That is all. Only once, during all the tinme which he spent at Toul on
did he hear his sister nentioned. This happened, | think
towards the end of the fourth year of his captivity. | know not

t hr ough what channel s the news reached him Some one who had known
themin their own country had seen his sister. She was in Paris.

She lived in a poor street Rear Saint-Sulpice, in the Rue du G ndre
She had with her only one child, a little boy, the youngest.

VWere were the other six? Perhaps she did not know herself.

Every norning she went to a printing office, No. 3 Rue du Sabot,

where she was a folder and stitcher. She was obliged to be there

at six o'clock in the norning--long before daylight in wnter

In the sane building with the printing office there was a school

and to this school she took her little boy, who was seven years ol d.
But as she entered the printing office at six, and the school only
opened at seven, the child had to wait in the courtyard, for the schoo
to open, for an hour--one hour of a winter night in the open air!

They would not allow the child to come into the printing office,
because he was in the way, they said. Wen the workmen passed in

the norning, they beheld this poor little being seated on the pavenent,
overcome with drowsi ness, and often fast asleep in the shadow,

crouched down and doubl ed up over his basket. Wen it rained,

an old woman, the portress, took pity on him she took himinto her den
where there was a pallet, a spinning-wheel, and two wooden chairs,



and the little one slunbered in a corner, pressing hinself close
to the cat that he mght suffer less fromcold. At seven o' clock
t he school opened, and he entered. That is what was told to Jean
Val j ean.

They talked to himabout it for one day; it was a nonent, a flash

as though a wi ndow had suddenly been opened upon the destiny of

t hose things whom he had | oved; then all closed again. He heard
not hi ng nore forever. Nothing fromthem ever reached hi m again;

he never beheld them he never met them again; and in the continuation
of this nmournful history they will not be met with any nore

Towards the end of this fourth year Jean Valjean's turn to escape
arrived. Hi s conrades assisted him as is the customin that sad pl ace.
He escaped. He wandered for two days in the fields at |iberty,

if being at liberty is to be hunted, to turn the head every instant,
to quake at the slightest noise, to be afraid of everything,--of a
snoki ng roof, of a passing man, of a barking dog, of a galloping horse,
of a striking clock, of the day because one can see, of the night
because one cannot see, of the highway, of the path, of a bush

of sleep. On the evening of the second day he was captured

He had neither eaten nor slept for thirty-six hours. The maritime
tribunal condemmed him for this crinme, to a prolongation of his
termfor three years, which nade eight years. 1In the sixth year

his turn to escape occurred again; he availed hinself of it,

but could not acconplish his flight fully. He was m ssing at
roll-call. The cannon were fired, and at night the patrol found

hi m hi dden under the keel of a vessel in process of construction

he resisted the galley guards who seized him Escape and rebellion
This case, provided for by a special code, was punished by an addition
of five years, two of themin the double chain. Thirteen years.

In the tenth year his turn canme round again; he again profited by it;
he succeeded no better. Three years for this fresh attenpt.

Si xteen years. Finally, | think it was during his thirteenth year

he made a |last attenpt, and only succeeded in getting retaken at

the end of four hours of absence. Three years for those four hours.

Ni neteen years. In Cctober, 1815, he was rel eased; he had entered
there in 1796, for having broken a pane of glass and taken a | oaf

of bread.

Room for a brief parenthesis. This is the second tine,

during his studies on the penal question and dammati on by | aw,
that the author of this book has cone across the theft of a | oaf
of bread as the point of departure for the disaster of a destiny.
O aude Gaux had stolen a |l oaf; Jean Valjean had stolen a | oaf.
English statistics prove the fact that four thefts out of five in
London have hunger for their inmedi ate cause.

Jean Val jean had entered the galleys sobbing and shudderi ng;
he energed i npassive. He had entered in despair; he energed gl oony.

VWhat had taken place in that soul ?

CHAPTER VI |



THE | NTERI OR OF DESPAI R

Let us try to say it.

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

He was, as we have said, an ignorant man, but he was not a fool

The light of nature was ignited in him Unhappi ness, which al so
possesses a clearness of vision of its own, augnented the small
amount of daylight which existed in this mnd. Beneath the cudgel
beneath the chain, in the cell, in hardship, beneath the burning sun
of the galleys, upon the plank bed of the convict, he withdrew into
hi s own consci ousness and nedit at ed.

He constituted hinself the tribunal
He began by putting hinmself on trial

He recogni zed the fact that he was not an innocent nman unjustly puni shed.
He admitted that he had commtted an extrene and bl ameworthy act;

that that |oaf of bread would probably not have been refused to him

had he asked for it; that, in any case, it would have been better

to wait until he could get it through conpassion or through work;

that it is not an unanswerabl e argument to say, "Can one wait when one
is hungry?" That, in the first place, it is very rare for any one to die
of hunger, literally; and next, that, fortunately or unfortunately,

man is so constituted that he can suffer long and nmuch, both norally

and physically, without dying; that it is therefore necessary to

have patience; that that woul d even have been better for those poor
little children; that it had been an act of nadness for him a mserable,
unfortunate wetch, to take society at large violently by the collar,

and to i magi ne that one can escape fromm sery through theft;

that that is in any case a poor door through which to escape from

m sery through which infamy enters; in short, that he was in the wong.

Then he asked hinsel f--

Wet her he had been the only one in fault in his fatal history.
VWhether it was not a serious thing, that he, a |laborer, out of work,
that he, an industrious man, should have | acked bread. And whether
the fault once conmmtted and confessed, the chastisenent had not been
feroci ous and di sproportioned. Wether there had not been nore abuse
on the part of the law, in respect to the penalty, than there had been
on the part of the culprit in respect to his fault. Wether there
had not been an excess of weights in one bal ance of the scale,

in the one which contains expiation. Whether the over-weight

of the penalty was not equivalent to the annihilation of the crineg,
and did not result in reversing the situation, of replacing the fault
of the delinquent by the fault of the repression, of converting

the guilty man into the victim and the debtor into the creditor,

and of ranging the law definitely on the side of the man who had
violated it.

VWet her this penalty, conplicated by successive aggravations for
attenpts at escape, had not ended in becom ng a sort of outrage



perpetrated by the stronger upon the feebler, a crinme of society
agai nst the individual, a crine which was being commtted afresh
every day, a crinme which had | asted ni neteen years.

He asked hinsel f whet her human society could have the right to force
its menbers to suffer equally in one case for its own unreasonabl e

| ack of foresight, and in the other case for its pitiless foresight;
and to seize a poor nman forever between a defect and an excess,

a default of work and an excess of punishnent.

VWhether it was not outrageous for society to treat thus precisely
those of its nmenbers who were the | east well endowed in the division
of goods made by chance, and consequently the nost deserving

of consideration

These questions put and answered, he judged society and condemed it.
He condemmed it to his hatred.

He made it responsible for the fate which he was suffering, and he said
to hinmself that it m ght be that one day he should not hesitate to cal
it to account. He declared to hinself that there was no equilibrium
bet ween t he harm whi ch he had caused and t he harm whi ch was bei ng

done to him he finally arrived at the conclusion that his punishnment
was not, in truth, unjust, but that it nost assuredly was iniquitous.

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

And besi des, human soci ety had done hi m nothing but harm he had never
seen anything of it save that angry face which it calls Justice,

and which it shows to those whomit strikes. Men had only touched
himto bruise him Every contact with them had been a bl ow

Never, since his infancy, since the days of his nother, of his sister,
had he ever encountered a friendly word and a kindly gl ance.

From suffering to suffering, he had gradually arrived at the conviction
that life is a war; and that in this war he was the conquered.

He had no ot her weapon than his hate. He resolved to whet it

in the galleys and to bear it away with hi mwhen he departed.

There was at Toul on a school for the convicts, kept by the
Ignorantin friars, where the nost necessary branches were taught

to those of the unfortunate nen who had a nmind for them He was of
t he number who had a mind. He went to school at the age of forty,
and learned to read, to wite, to cipher. He felt that to fortify
his intelligence was to fortify his hate. |In certain cases,
educati on and enlightennent can serve to eke out evil

This is a sad thing to say; after having judged society, which had
caused hi s unhappi ness, he judged Provi dence, which had nade society,
and he condemmed it al so.

Thus during nineteen years of torture and slavery, this soul
mounted and at the sane tinme fell. Light entered it on one side
and darkness on the ot her



Jean Val j ean had not, as we have seen, an evil nature. He was stil
good when he arrived at the galleys. He there condemed soci ety,
and felt that he was becom ng w cked; he there condemmed Provi dence,
and was consci ous that he was becom ng i npi ous.

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

Does human nature thus change utterly and fromtop to bottonf

Can the man created good by God be rendered w cked by man?

Can the soul be conpletely made over by fate, and become evil,

fate being evil? Can the heart becone m sshapen and contract

i ncurable deformities and infirmties under the oppression of a

di sproportionate unhappi ness, as the vertebral colum beneath

too low a vault? |Is there not in every human soul, was there

not in the soul of Jean Valjean in particular, a first spark

a divine element, incorruptible in this world, immrtal in the other
whi ch good can devel op, fan, ignite, and make to gl ow with spl endor
and whi ch evil can never wholly extingui sh?

G ave and obscure questions, to the Iast of which every physiol ogi st
woul d probably have responded no, and that w thout hesitation,

had he beheld at Toul on, during the hours of repose, which were

for Jean Valjean hours of revery, this gloony galley-slave, seated
with folded arns upon the bar of some capstan, with the end of his
chain thrust into his pocket to prevent its dragging, serious, silent,
and thoughtful, a pariah of the | aws which regarded the nan with wath,
condemmed by civilization, and regardi ng heaven with severity.

Certainly,--and we make no attenpt to dissimulate the fact, --

t he observing physiol ogi st woul d have beheld an irrenedi abl e m sery;
he woul d, perchance, have pitied this sick man, of the | aw s making;
but he woul d not have even essayed any treatnment; he would have
turned aside his gaze fromthe caverns of which he woul d have caught
a glinpse within this soul, and, |like Dante at the portals of hell,

he woul d have effaced fromthis exi stence the word which the finger

of CGod has, neverthel ess, inscribed upon the brow of every nan, --hope.

Was this state of his soul, which we have attenpted to anal yze,

as perfectly clear to Jean Valjean as we have tried to render it

for those who read us? Did Jean Valjean distinctly perceive,

after their formation, and had he seen distinctly during the process
of their formation, all the elenments of which his noral msery

was conposed? Had this rough and unlettered man gathered a perfectly
cl ear perception of the succession of ideas through which he had

by degrees, nounted and descended to the | ugubrious aspects which had,
for so many years, forned the inner horizon of his spirit?

Was he conscious of all that passed within him and of all that was
wor ki ng there? That is something which we do not presune to state;

it is sonething which we do not even believe. There was too much

i gnorance in Jean Val jean, even after his msfortune, to prevent nuch
vagueness fromstill lingering there. At times he did not rightly know
hi nsel f what he felt. Jean Valjean was in the shadows; he suffered
in the shadows; he hated in the shadows; one m ght have said that he
hated i n advance of hinmself. He dwelt habitually in this shadow,
feeling his way like a blind man and a dreaner. Only, at intervals,
there suddenly came to him fromw thout and fromw thin, an access

of wath, a surcharge of suffering, a livid and rapid flash which



illum nated his whole soul, and caused to appear abruptly al
around him in front, behind, amd the gleans of a frightful Iight,
t he hi deous precipices and the sonbre perspective of his destiny.

The flash passed, the night closed in again; and where was he?
He no | onger knew. The peculiarity of pains of this nature,

in which that which is pitiless--that is to say, that which

is brutalizing--predonminates, is to transforma man, little by
little, by a sort of stupid transfiguration, into a wild beast;
sonetinmes into a ferocious beast.

Jean Val jean's successive and obstinate attenpts at escape would

al one suffice to prove this strange working of the I aw upon

the human soul. Jean Valjean woul d have renewed these attenpts,
utterly useless and foolish as they were, as often as the opportunity
had presented itself, without reflecting for an instant on the result,
nor on the experiences which he had al ready gone through

He escaped i npetuously, like the wolf who finds his cage open
Instinct said to him "Flee!"™ Reason would have said, "Remain!"

But in the presence of so violent a tenptation, reason vani shed;
not hi ng remai ned but instinct. The beast al one acted. Wen he

was recaptured, the fresh severities inflicted on himonly served

to render himstill nmore wld.

One detail, which we must not omt, is that he possessed a physica
strength whi ch was not approached by a single one of the denizens of
the galleys. At work, at paying out a cable or winding up a capstan
Jean Val jean was worth four nen. He sonetines lifted and sustai ned
enor nous wei ghts on his back; and when the occasion demanded it,

he repl aced that inplenment which is called a jack-screw, and was
formerly called orgueil [pride], whence, we may remark in passing,

is derived the nane of the Rue Montorgueil, near the Halles [Fi shmarket]
in Paris. H's conrades had ni cknaned hi mJean the Jack-screw. Once,
when they were repairing the bal cony of the town-hall at Toul on

one of those admirable caryatids of Puget, which support the bal cony,
becane | oosened, and was on the point of falling. Jean Valjean,

who was present, supported the caryatid with his shoul der, and gave
the workmen tinme to arrive

H s suppl eness even exceeded his strength. Certain convicts

who were forever dream ng of escape, ended by making a veritable
science of force and skill combined. It is the science of nuscles.
An entire systemof nysterious statics is daily practised

by prisoners, nen who are forever envious of the flies and birds.
To clinmb a vertical surface, and to find points of support

where hardly a projection was visible, was play to Jean Valjean

An angle of the wall being given, with the tension of his back

and legs, with his elbows and his heels fitted into the unevenness
of the stone, he raised hinself as if by nagic to the third story.
He sonetinmes nounted thus even to the roof of the galley prison

He spoke but little. He laughed not at all. An excessive enotion
was required to wing fromhim once or twice a year, that |ugubrious
| augh of the convict, which is |like the echo of the I augh of a denon.
To all appearance, he seened to be occupied in the constant
contenpl ati on of sonething terrible.



He was absorbed, in fact.

At hwart the unheal thy perceptions of an inconmplete nature and

a crushed intelligence, he was confusedly consci ous that sone
nmonstrous thing was resting on him |In that obscure and wan
shadow wi t hi n which he crawl ed, each tinme that he turned his

neck and essayed to raise his glance, he perceived with terror,
mngled with rage, a sort of frightful accumul ation of things,

coll ecting and nmounting above him beyond the range of his vision,--
| aws, prejudices, nen, and deeds, --whose outlines escaped him

whose nass terrified him and which was nothing el se than that
prodi gi ous pyramid which we call civilization. He distinguished
here and there in that swarm ng and form ess nass, now near him

now afar off and on inaccessible table-lands, sone group, sone detail,

vividly illum nated; here the galley-sergeant and his cudgel
there the gendarne and his sword; yonder the mtred archbi shop
away at the top, like a sort of sun, the Enperor, crowned and dazzli ng.

It seened to himthat these distant splendors, far from dissipating
his night, rendered it nore funereal and nore black. Al this--

| aws, prejudices, deeds, men, things--went and came above him

over his head, in accordance with the conplicated and nysterious novenent
which God inparts to civilization, wal king over himand crushing him
with I know not what peacefulness in its cruelty and inexorability
inits indifference. Souls which have fallen to the bottom of al
possi bl e m sfortune, unhappy nmen lost in the | owest of those |inbos at
whi ch no one any | onger |ooks, the reproved of the |law, feel the whole
wei ght of this human society, so form dable for himwho is w thout,

so frightful for himwho is beneath, resting upon their heads.

In this situation Jean Valjean neditated; and what coul d
be the nature of his neditation?

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

Al these things, realities full of spectres, phantasmagories ful
of realities, had eventually created for hima sort of interior
state which is al nost indescribable.

At times, amd his convict toil, he paused. He fell to thinking
H s reason, at one and the sane time riper and nore troubl ed

than of yore, rose in revolt. Everything which had happened

to himseened to himabsurd; everything that surrounded him
seenmed to himinpossible. He said to hinself, "It is a dream™
He gazed at the galley-sergeant standing a few paces fromhim
the gal | ey-sergeant seenmed a phantomto him Al of a sudden the
phantom dealt hima blow with his cudgel

Visible nature hardly existed for him It would al nost be

true to say that there existed for Jean Valjean neither sun

nor fine sumrer days, nor radiant sky, nor fresh April dawns.

I know not what vent-hole daylight habitually illumned his soul

To sumup, in conclusion, that which can be summed up and transl at ed
into positive results in all that we have just pointed out,

we will confine ourselves to the statenment that, in the course

of nineteen years, Jean Valjean, the inoffensive tree-pruner



of Faverolles, the form dabl e convict of Toul on, had becone capabl e,
thanks to the manner in which the galleys had noul ded him of two

sorts of evil action: firstly, of evil action which was rapid,

unprenedi tated, dashing, entirely instinctive, in the nature of

reprisals for the evil which he had undergone; secondly, of evil action
whi ch was serious, grave, consciously argued out and preneditated,

with the fal se ideas which such a msfortune can furnish. H s deliberate
deeds passed through three successive phases, which natures of a

certain stanp can alone traverse,--reasoning, wll, perseverance

He had for noving causes his habitual wath, bitterness of soul

a profound sense of indignities suffered, the reaction even agai nst

t he good, the innocent, and the just, if there are any such

The point of departure, like the point of arrival, for all his thoughts,
was hatred of human |aw, that hatred which, if it be not arrested

inits devel opnent by sone providential incident, becones, within a

given tinme, the hatred of society, then the hatred of the human race,
then the hatred of creation, and which manifests itself by a vague,

i ncessant, and brutal desire to do harmto sone |iving being,

no matter whom It will be perceived that it was not wi thout

reason that Jean Valjean's passport described himas a very dangerous man

Fromyear to year this soul had dried away slowy, but with fata
sureness. Wen the heart is dry, the eye is dry. On his departure
fromthe galleys it had been nineteen years since he had shed a tear

CHAPTER VI I

Bl LLOAS AND SHADOWS

A man over boar d!

VWhat matters it? The vessel does not halt. The w nd bl ows.
That sonbre ship has a path which it is forced to pursue.
It passes on.

The man di sappears, then reappears; he plunges, he rises again to

the surface; he calls, he stretches out his arns; he is not heard.

The vessel, trenbling under the hurricane, is wholly absorbed in its

own wor ki ngs; the passengers and sailors do not even see the drowni ng nman
his m serable head is but a speck amid the i mensity of the waves.

He gives vent to desperate cries fromout of the depths. Wat a spectre
is that retreating sail! He gazes and gazes at it frantically.

It retreats, it grows dim it dimnishes in size. He was there

but just now, he was one of the crew, he went and came al ong

the deck with the rest, he had his part of breath and of sunlight,

he was a living man. Now, what has taken place? He has slipped

he has fallen; all is at an end.

He is in the tremendous sea. Under foot he has nothing but what
flees and crunbles. The billows, torn and | ashed by the w nd,
enconpass hi m hi deously; the tossings of the abyss bear hi m away;
all the tongues of water dash over his head; a popul ace of waves
spits upon him confused openings half devour him every tine

that he sinks, he catches glinpses of precipices filled with night;



frightful and unknown vegetations seize him knot about his feet,

draw himto them he is conscious that he is becom ng an abyss,

that he fornms part of the foam the waves toss himfromone to another
he drinks in the bitterness; the cowardly ocean attacks himfuriously,
to drown him the enormty plays with his agony. It seens as though al
that water were hate.

Nevert hel ess, he struggl es.

He tries to defend hinself; he tries to sustain hinself; he nakes
an effort; he swins. He, his petty strength all exhausted instantly,
conbats the inexhaustible.

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

The wind blows in gusts; all the foam overwhel ns him

He rai ses his eyes and beholds only the Iividness of the clouds.

He wi tnesses, am d his death-pangs, the i mense nadness of the sea.
He is tortured by this madness; he hears noi ses strange to man

whi ch seemto conme frombeyond the limts of the earth, and from one
knows not what frightful region beyond.

There are birds in the clouds, just as there are angel s above
human di stresses; but what can they do for hin? They sing and fly
and float, and he, he rattles in the death agony.

He feels hinself buried in those two infinities, the ocean and the sky,
at one and the same tine: the one is a tonb; the other is a shroud.

Ni ght descends; he has been swimmng for hours; his strength

i s exhausted; that ship, that distant thing in which there were nmen
has vani shed; he is alone in the formdable tw light gulf;

he sinks, he stiffens hinself, he twists hinself; he feels under
hi m the nmonstrous billows of the invisible;, he shouts.

There are no nore nmen. \Were is God?
He shouts. Help! Help! He still shouts on
Not hi ng on the horizon; nothing in heaven

He inplores the expanse, the waves, the seaweed, the reef;
they are deaf. He beseeches the tempest; the inperturbable tenpest
obeys only the infinite.

Around hi m dar kness, fog, solitude, the stormy and nonsentient tumult,
the undefined curling of those wild waters. In himhorror and fati gue.
Beneath himthe depths. Not a point of support. He thinks

of the gloony adventures of the corpse in the limtless shadow.

The bottom ess cold paral yzes him H s hands contract convul sively;
they cl ose, and grasp not hi ngness. Wnds, clouds, whirlw nds, gusts,
usel ess stars! Wiat is to be done? The desperate nan gives up

he is weary, he chooses the alternative of death; he resists not;

he I ets hinmself go; he abandons his grip; and then he tosses forevernore
in the lugubrious dreary depths of engul fent.



Ch, inplacable march of human societies! Onh, |osses of nen and of
souls on the way! GCcean into which falls all that the law lets slip!
Di sastrous absence of help! Ch, noral death!

The sea is the inexorable social night into which the penal |aws
fling their condermed. The sea is the imensity of wetchedness.

The soul, going down streamin this gulf, nmay becone a corpse
Who shall resuscitate it?

CHAPTER | X

NEW TROUBLES

VWen the hour came for himto take his departure fromthe galleys,

when Jean Val jean heard in his ear the strange words, Thou art free!

t he nonment seened inprobabl e and unprecedented; a ray of vivid |light,
aray of the true light of the living, suddenly penetrated within him
But it was not long before this ray paled. Jean Valjean had been

dazzl ed by the idea of liberty. He had believed in a new life.

He very speedily perceived what sort of liberty it is to which a yell ow
passport is provided.

And this was enconpassed with nuch bitterness. He had cal cul at ed

that his earnings, during his sojourn in the galleys, ought to amount
to a hundred and seventy-one francs. It is but just to add that he had
forgotten to include in his calculations the forced repose of Sundays
and festival days during nineteen years, which entailed a dimnution

of about eighty francs. At all events, his hoard had been reduced

by various local levies to the sumof one hundred and ni ne francs
fifteen sous, which had been counted out to himon his departure

He had understood nothing of this, and had thought hinmself w onged.

Let us say the word--robbed.

On the day following his liberation, he saw, at Grasse, in front

of an orange-flower distillery, some nmen engaged in unl oadi ng bal es.
He offered his services. Business was pressing; they were accepted.
He set to work. He was intelligent, robust, adroit; he did his best;
the master seemed pleased. While he was at work, a gendarne passed,
observed him and demanded his papers. It was necessary to show him
t he yel | ow passport. That done, Jean Valjean resumed his | abor
Alittle while before he had questioned one of the worknen

as to the anobunt which they earned each day at this occupation

he had been told thirty sous. Wen evening arrived, as he was
forced to set out again on the foll ow ng day, he presented hinsel f
to the owner of the distillery and requested to be paid. The owner
did not utter a word, but handed himfifteen sous. He objected.

He was told, "That is enough for thee." He persisted. The nmaster

| ooked him straight between the eyes, and said to him"Beware of

the prison.™

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

Society, the State, by dimnishing his hoard, had robbed hi mwhol esal e.



Now it was the individual who was robbing himat retail

Li beration is not deliverance. One gets free fromthe galleys
but not fromthe sentence.

That is what happened to himat Gasse. W have seen in what manner
he was received at D---

CHAPTER X

THE MAN AROUSED

As the Cathedral clock struck two in the norning, Jean Val jean awoke.

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

He had slept nore than four hours. H's fatigue had passed away.
He was accustoned not to devote many hours to repose.

He opened his eyes and stared into the gl oom which surrounded him
then he closed themagain, with the intention of going to sleep
once nore.

VWhen many varied sensations have agitated the day, when various natters
preoccupy the mind, one falls asleep once, but not a second tine.

Sl eep cones nore easily than it returns. This is what happened

to Jean Valjean. He could not get to sleep again, and he fel

to thi nki ng.

He was at one of those noments when the thoughts which one has in one's
mnd are troubled. There was a sort of dark confusion in his brain.
H's nmenories of the olden tinme and of the imredi ate present fl oated
there pell-mell and mingled confusedly, |osing their proper forns,
becom ng di sproportionately |arge, then suddenly di sappeari ng,

as in a nuddy and perturbed pool. Many thoughts occurred to him

but there was one which kept constantly presenting itself afresh

and whi ch drove away all others. W will nmention this thought at once:
he had observed the six sets of silver forks and spoons and the | adle
whi ch Madanme Magl oire had placed on the table.

Those six sets of silver haunted him--They were there.--A few

paces distant.--Just as he was traversing the adjoining roomto reach
the one in which he then was, the old servant-woman had been in the
act of placing themin a little cupboard near the head of the bed.--
He had taken careful note of this cupboard.--On the right, as you
entered fromthe dining-room--They were solid.--And old silver.--
Fromthe [ adle one could get at |east two hundred francs.--

Doubl e what he had earned in nineteen years.--1t is true that he
woul d have earned nore if "the adm nistration had not robbed him"

H s mnd wavered for a whole hour in fluctuations with which there
was certainly mngled sone struggle. Three o' clock struck. He opened



his eyes again, drew hinself up abruptly into a sitting posture,
stretched out his armand felt of his knapsack, which he had thrown
down on a corner of the alcove; then he hung his | egs over the edge
of the bed, and placed his feet on the floor, and thus found hinself,
al nost without knowing it, seated on his bed.

He remained for a tine thoughtfully in this attitude, which would
have been suggestive of sonething sinister for any one who had seen
himthus in the dark, the only person awake in that house where all
were sleeping. Al of a sudden he stooped down, renoved his shoes
and placed themsoftly on the mat beside the bed; then he resuned
his thoughtful attitude, and becane notionl ess once nore.

Thr oughout this hideous nmeditation, the thoughts which we have above

i ndi cated noved incessantly through his brain; entered, wthdrew,
re-entered, and in a manner oppressed him and then he thought, also,

wi t hout knowi ng why, and with the nechanical persistence of revery,

of a convict named Brevet, whom he had known in the galleys, and whose
trousers had been upheld by a single suspender of knitted cotton

The checkered pattern of that suspender recurred incessantly to his mind

He remained in this situation, and woul d have so renmai ned indefinitely,
even until daybreak, had not the clock struck one--the half

or quarter hour. It seemed to himthat that stroke said to him
"Cone on!"
He rose to his feet, hesitated still another nonent, and |i stened;

all was quiet in the house; then he wal ked strai ght ahead,

with short steps, to the wi ndow, of which he caught a glinpse.

The ni ght was not very dark; there was a full noon, across which
coursed large clouds driven by the wind. This created, outdoors,

al ternate shadow and gl eans of |ight, eclipses, then bright openings
of the clouds; and indoors a sort of twilight. This twlight,
sufficient to enable a person to see his way, intermttent on

account of the clouds, resenbled the sort of livid Iight which falls
through an air-hole in a cellar, before which the passersby cone

and go. On arriving at the wi ndow, Jean Valjean examined it.

It had no grating; it opened in the garden and was fastened,
according to the fashion of the country, only by a small pin.

He opened it; but as a rush of cold and piercing air penetrated

the room abruptly, he closed it again i mediately. He scrutinized
the garden with that attentive gaze which studies rather than | ooks.
The garden was enclosed by a tolerably low white wall, easy to clinb.
Far away, at the extremty, he perceived tops of trees, spaced at
regul ar intervals, which indicated that the wall separated the garden
froman avenue or lane planted with trees.

Havi ng taken this survey, he executed a nmovenent |ike that of a man
who has nmade up his mind, strode to his al cove, grasped his knapsack
opened it, funbled init, pulled out of it something which he placed
on the bed, put his shoes into one of his pockets, shut the whole
thing up again, threw the knapsack on his shoul ders, put on his cap
drew the visor down over his eyes, felt for his cudgel, went and
placed it in the angle of the wi ndow, then returned to the bed,

and resolutely seized the object which he had deposited there.

It resenbled a short bar of iron, pointed |like a pike at one end

It would have been difficult to distinguish in that darkness



for what enploynment that bit of iron could have been desi gned.
Perhaps it was a lever; possibly it was a club

In the daytine it would have been possible to recognize it as nothing
nore than a miner's candlestick. Convicts were, at that period,
sometimes enployed in quarrying stone fromthe lofty hills which
environ Toulon, and it was not rare for themto have mners' tools at
their command. These miners' candl esticks are of nmssive iron
termnated at the lower extremty by a point, by neans of which

they are stuck into the rock

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

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

CHAPTER Xl

WHAT HE DCES

Jean Val jean listened. Not a sound.
He gave the door a push

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

The door yielded to this pressure, and nmade an inperceptible
and silent novement, which enlarged the opening a little.

He waited a nonent; then gave the door a second and a bol der push

It continued to yield in silence. The opening was now | arge enough
to allow himto pass. But near the door there stood a little table,
whi ch forned an enbarrassing angle with it, and barred the entrance.

Jean Val j ean recogni zed the difficulty. 1t was necessary, at any cost,
to enlarge the aperture still further

He decided on his course of action, and gave the door a third push
nore energetic than the two preceding. This tinme a badly oil ed hinge
suddenly emtted amd the silence a hoarse and prol onged cry.

Jean Val j ean shuddered. The noise of the hinge rang in his ears
with something of the piercing and form dable sound of the trunp
of the Day of Judgment.

In the fantastic exaggerations of the first nmonent he al nost imagi ned
that that hinge had just becone ani mated, and had suddenly assumed
aterrible life, and that it was barking |like a dog to arouse every one,
and warn and to wake those who were asleep. He halted, shuddering,



bewi | dered, and fell back fromthe tips of his toes upon his heels.
He heard the arteries in his tenples beating |like two forge hamers,
and it seemed to himthat his breath issued fromhis breast with

the roar of the wind issuing froma cavern. It seened inpossible
to himthat the horrible clanor of that irritated hinge should not
have disturbed the entire household, |ike the shock of an earthquake;

t he door, pushed by him had taken the alarm and had shout ed;

the old man would rise at once; the two old wonmen woul d shriek out;
peopl e woul d cone to their assistance; in less than a quarter of an
hour the town would be in an uproar, and the gendarnerie on hand
For a nonent he thought hinself |ost.

He remai ned where he was, petrified |ike the statue of salt,

not daring to nake a novenent. Several mnutes el apsed. The door
had fallen wi de open. He ventured to peep into the next room
Not hi ng had stirred there. He lent an ear. Nothing was novi ng
in the house. The noise made by the rusty hinge had not awakened
any one.

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

This roomwas in a state of perfect calm Here and there vague

and confused forms were distinguishable, which in the daylight were
papers scattered on a table, open folios, volunmes piled upon a stool
an armchair heaped with clothing, a prie-D eu, and which at that hour
were only shadowy corners and whitish spots. Jean Valjean advanced
with precaution, taking care not to knock against the furniture.

He could hear, at the extremty of the room the even and tranqui
breat hi ng of the sl eeping Bi shop.

He suddenly cane to a halt. He was near the bed. He had arrived
t here sooner than he had thought for

Nat ure sonetinmes mngles her effects and her spectacles with our
actions with sonbre and intelligent appropriateness, as though she
desired to nake us reflect. For the last half-hour a | arge cloud
had covered the heavens. At the nonent when Jean Valjean paused

in front of the bed, this cloud parted, as though on purpose,

and a ray of light, traversing the | ong wi ndow, suddenly illum nated
the Bishop's pale face. He was sleeping peacefully. He lay in

his bed al nost conpletely dressed, on account of the cold of the
Basses-Al ps, in a garnent of brown wool, which covered his arnms to
the wists. H's head was thrown back on the pillow, in the carel ess
attitude of repose; his hand, adorned with the pastoral ring,

and whence had fallen so many good deeds and so many holy actions,
was hangi ng over the edge of the bed. H s whole face was illum ned
with a vague expression of satisfaction, of hope, and of felicity.

It was nore than a smle, and al nost a radiance. He bore upon his
brow the indescribable reflection of a |ight which was invisible.
The soul of the just contenmplates in sleep a nysterious heaven

A reflection of that heaven rested on the Bi shop



It was, at the sane time, a lum nous transparency, for that heaven
was within him That heaven was hi s consci ence.

At the nmonent when the ray of noonlight superposed itself, so to speak
upon that inward radi ance, the sl eeping Bishop seened as in a glory.

It remai ned, however, gentle and veiled in an ineffable half-Iight. That
moon in the sky, that slumbering nature, that garden w thout a quiver

t hat house which was so calm the hour, the nmonent, the silence,

added sone sol etm and unspeakabl e quality to the venerabl e repose

of this man, and envel oped in a sort of serene and mmjestic aureole

that white hair, those closed eyes, that face in which all was hope

and all was confidence, that head of an old man, and that sl unber

of an infant.

There was sonething alnost divine in this man, who was thus august,
wi t hout being hinself aware of it.

Jean Val jean was in the shadow, and stood notionless, with his iron
candl estick in his hand, frightened by this |um nous old man

Never had he beheld anything like this. This confidence terrified him
The noral world has no grander spectacle than this: a troubled and
uneasy consci ence, which has arrived on the brink of an evil action
contenpl ating the slumber of the just.

That slunmber in that isolation, and with a nei ghbor |ike hinself,
had about it sonething sublinme, of which he was vaguel y but
i mperiously consci ous.

No one could have told what was passing within him not even hinself.
In order to attenpt to forman idea of it, it is necessary to think
of the nost violent of things in the presence of the nost gentle.
Even on his visage it woul d have been inpossible to distinguish
anything with certainty. It was a sort of haggard astoni shnent.

He gazed at it, and that was all. But what was his thought?

It would have been inpossible to divine it. What was evident was,
that he was touched and astounded. But what was the nature of this
enot i on?

H s eye never quitted the old man. The only thing which was clearly to be
inferred fromhis attitude and his physi ognony was a strange indecision
One woul d have said that he was hesitating between the two abysses, --

the one in which one | oses one's self and that in which one saves

one's self. He seenmed prepared to crush that skull or to kiss that hand.

At the expiration of a fewmnutes his left armrose slowy towards
his brow, and he took off his cap; then his armfell back with the
same del i beration, and Jean Valjean fell to nmeditating once nore
his cap in his left hand, his club in his right hand, his hair
bristling all over his savage head.

The Bi shop continued to sleep in profound peace beneath that
terrifying gaze

The gl eam of the moon rendered confusedly visible the crucifix
over the chi mey-piece, which seemed to be extending its arns
to both of them wth a benediction for one and pardon for the other



Suddenly Jean Val jean replaced his cap on his brow, then stepped
rapidly past the bed, w thout glancing at the Bishop, straight to
t he cupboard, which he saw near the head; he raised his iron

candl estick as though to force the | ock; the key was there;

he opened it; the first thing which presented itself to himwas
the basket of silverware; he seized it, traversed the chanber with
long strides, without taking any precautions and w thout troubling
hi nsel f about the noi se, gained the door, re-entered the oratory,
opened the wi ndow, seized his cudgel, bestrode the w ndow sil

of the ground-floor, put the silver into his knapsack, threw away
t he basket, crossed the garden, |eaped over the wall like a tiger
and fled.

CHAPTER XI

THE BI SHOP WORKS

The next norning at sunrise Mnseigneur Bi envenu was strolling

in his garden. Madane Magloire ran up to himin utter consternation

"Monsei gneur, Mnseigneur!" she excl ai ned, "does your G ace know
where the basket of silver is?"

"Yes," replied the Bi shop

"Jesus the Lord be bl essed!" she resuned; "I did not know what had
becone of it."

The Bi shop had just picked up the basket in a flower-bed. He
presented it to Madanme Magl oire.

"Here it is.”
"Wel|!" said she. "Nothing init! And the silver?"

"Ah," returned the Bishop, "so it is the silver which troubles you?
| don't know where it is.”

"Great, good God! It is stolen! That man who was here | ast night
has stolen it."

In a twinkling, with all the vivacity of an alert old woman,
Madane Magl oire had rushed to the oratory, entered the al cove,

and returned to the Bishop. The Bishop had just bent down,

and was sighing as he examined a plant of cochlearia des Quillons,
whi ch the basket had broken as it fell across the bed. He rose up
at Madane Magloire's cry.

"Monsei gneur, the man is gone! The silver has been stolen!”
As she uttered this exclamation, her eyes fell upon a corner of

t he garden, where traces of the wall having been scal ed were visible.
The coping of the wall had been torn away.



"Stay! yonder is the way he went. He junped over into
Cochefil et Lane. Ah, the abomi nation! He has stolen our silver!"

The Bi shop renained silent for a nonent; then he raised his grave eyes,
and said gently to Madane Magloire: --

"And, in the first place, was that silver ours?"

Madane Magl oi re was speechl ess. Another silence ensued; then the
Bi shop went on:--

"Madane Magloire, | have for a long tine detained that silver wongfully.
It belonged to the poor. Wo was that man? A poor nan, evidently."

"Alas! Jesus!" returned Madane Magloire. "It is not for ny sake,
nor for Madenoiselle's. It nmakes no difference to us. But it is
for the sake of Mnseigneur. Wat is Mnseigneur to eat with now?"

The Bi shop gazed at her with an air of anmazenent.

"Ah, cone! Are there no such things as pewter forks and spoons?”
Madane Magl oi re shrugged her shoul ders.

"Pewt er has an odor."

"Iron forks and spoons, then."

Madane Magl oi re made an expressive grinmace.

"lron has a taste."

"Very well," said the Bishop; "wooden ones then."

A few nonents |ater he was breakfasting at the very table at which Jean
Val j ean had sat on the previous evening. As he ate his breakfast,
Monsei gneur Wl cone remarked gayly to his sister, who said nothing,

and to Madane Magloire, who was grunbling under her breath,

that one really does not need either fork or spoon, even of wood,

in order to dip a bit of bread in a cup of mlk.

"A pretty idea, truly," said Madame Magloire to herself, as she
went and cane, "to take in a man like that! and to | odge himcl ose
to one's self! And how fortunate that he did nothing but steal!
Ah, nmon Dieu! it makes one shudder to think of it!"

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

"Come in," said the Bishop.

The door opened. A singular and violent group nmade its appearance
on the threshold. Three nmen were holding a fourth man by the collar.
The three nen were gendarnes; the other was Jean Valj ean.

A brigadi er of gendarnes, who seened to be in comuand of the group,
was standi ng near the door. He entered and advanced to the Bi shop,



making a mlitary sal ute.

"Monsei gneur--" said he.
At this word, Jean Val jean, who was dejected and seened overwhel ned
rai sed his head with an air of stupefaction

"Monsei gneur!" he murmured. "So he is not the cure?”
"Silence!" said the gendarne. "He is Mnseigneur the Bishop."

In the meanti me, Mbonsei gneur Bi envenu had advanced as quickly
as his great age permtted.

"Ah! here you are!" he excl ai ned, |ooking at Jean Valjean

"I amglad to see you. Well, but howis this? | gave you
the candl esticks too, which are of silver |ike the rest,

and for which you can certainly get two hundred francs.

Wy did you not carry themaway with your forks and spoons?”

Jean Val j ean opened his eyes wi de, and stared at the venerabl e Bishop
wi th an expression which no human tongue can render any account of.
"Monsei gneur,"” said the brigadier of gendarnes, "so what this man
said is true, then? W came across him He was wal king like a nman
who is running away. W stopped himto ook into the matter

He had this silver--"

"And he told you," interposed the Bishop with a smle, "that it
had been given to himby a kind old fellow of a priest with whom
he had passed the night? | see how the matter stands. And you
have brought hi m back here? It is a m stake."

"In that case," replied the brigadier, "we can |let himgo?"
"Certainly," replied the Bishop

The gendarnes rel eased Jean Val jean, who recoil ed.

"Is it true that | amto be rel eased?" he said, in an al npst
inarticul ate voice, and as though he were talking in his sleep

"Yes, thou art rel eased; dost thou not understand?" said one
of the gendar nes.

"My friend,"” resuned the Bishop, "before you go, here are
your candl esticks. Take them"”

He stepped to the chi nmey-piece, took the two silver candl esti cks,
and brought themto Jean Valjean. The two woren | ooked on wi t hout
uttering a word, without a gesture, without a | ook which could

di sconcert the Bishop.

Jean Val jean was trenbling in every linb. He took the two
candl esticks mechanically, and with a bew | dered air.

"Now, " said the Bishop, "go in peace. By the way, when you return,



nmy friend, it is not necessary to pass through the garden
You can always enter and depart through the street door. It is never
fastened with anything but a latch, either by day or by night."

Then, turning to the gendarnes: --

"You may retire, gentlenen.”

The gendarnes retired

Jean Val jean was |ike a man on the point of fainting.
The Bi shop drew near to him and said in a | ow voi ce: --

"Do not forget, never forget, that you have prom sed to use this
noney in becom ng an honest man."

Jean Val j ean, who had no recollection of ever having prom sed anyt hi ng,
remai ned speechl ess. The Bi shop had enphasi zed the words when he
uttered them He resunmed with solemity:--

"Jean Val jean, my brother, you no |longer belong to evil, but to good.
It is your soul that | buy fromyou; | withdraw it from bl ack
t houghts and the spirit of perdition, and | give it to God."

CHAPTER XI I'

LI TTLE GERVAI S

Jean Val jean left the town as though he were fleeing fromit.

He set out at a very hasty pace through the fields, taking whatever
roads and pat hs presented thenselves to him wi thout perceiving

that he was incessantly retracing his steps. He wandered thus the
whol e norni ng, w thout having eaten anything and wi thout feeling hungry.
He was the prey of a throng of novel sensations. He was conscious

of a sort of rage; he did not know agai nst whomit was directed.

He coul d not have told whether he was touched or hum i ated

There came over himat nonents a strange enoti on which he resisted
and to whi ch he opposed the hardness acquired during the | ast twenty
years of his life. This state of mnd fatigued him He perceived
with dismay that the sort of frightful cal mwhich the injustice

of his misfortune had conferred upon himwas giving way within him

He asked hinsel f what would replace this. At tines he would have
actually preferred to be in prison with the gendarnes, and that things
shoul d not have happened in this way; it would have agitated himl ess.
Al t hough the season was tolerably far advanced, there were stil

a fewlate flowers in the hedge-rows here and there, whose odor

as he passed through themin his march recalled to himmenories

of his childhood. These nenories were alnost intolerable to him

it was so long since they had recurred to him

Unutterabl e thoughts assenbled within himin this manner all day | ong.

As the sun declined to its setting, casting |long shadows at hwart the soi



fromevery pebble, Jean Valjean sat down behind a bush upon a | arge
ruddy plain, which was absolutely deserted. There was nothing on the
hori zon except the Alps. Not even the spire of a distant vill age.
Jean Val jean m ght have been three | eagues distant fromD- ---

A path which intersected the plain passed a few paces fromthe bush

In the mddle of this meditation, which woul d have contri buted
not alittle to render his rags terrifying to any one who m ght
have encountered him a joyous sound becane audi bl e.

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

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

W thout stopping his song, the lad halted in his march fromtine
to time, and played at knuckl e-bones with sone coi ns which he
had in his hand--his whole fortune, probably.

Among this noney there was one forty-sou piece.

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

This tine the forty-sou piece escaped him and went rolling towards
t he brushwood until it reached Jean Valjean

Jean Val jean set his foot upon it.

In the meantime, the child had | ooked after his coin and had caught
sight of him

He showed no astoni shnent, but wal ked straight up to the nman

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

"Sir," said the little Savoyard, with that childish confidence
whi ch is conposed of ignorance and i nnocence, "mnmy noney."

"What is your nanme?" said Jean Valjean

"Little Gervais, sir.

"CGo away," said Jean Valjean
"Sir," resuned the child, "give ne back ny noney."

Jean Val j ean dropped his head, and nmade no reply.



The child began again, "My noney, sir.
Jean Val jean's eyes renained fixed on the earth.
"My piece of noney!" cried the child, "my white piece! ny silver!”

It seened as though Jean Val jean did not hear him The child grasped
himby the collar of his blouse and shook him At the sane tine

he made an effort to displace the big iron-shod shoe which rested

on his treasure.

"I want ny piece of noney! ny piece of forty sous!”

The child wept. Jean Valjean raised his head. He stil

remai ned seated. Hi s eyes were troubled. He gazed at

the child, in a sort of amazenent, then he stretched out

his hand towards his cudgel and cried in a terrible voice, "Wo's there?"
"I, sir,”" replied the child. "Little Gervais! 1! Gve nme back ny
forty sous, if you pleasel! Take your foot away, sir, if you please!"

Then irritated, though he was so small, and becom ng al nost nenaci ng: - -

"Come now, will you take your foot away? Take your foot away,
or we'll seel™

"Ah! It's still you!" said Jean Valjean, and rising abruptly
to his feet, his foot still resting on the silver piece, he added:--

"WIl you take yourself off!"

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

Nevert hel ess, |ack of breath forced himto halt after a certain distance,
and Jean Val jean heard hi msobbing, in the mdst of his own revery.

At the end of a few nonments the child had di sappear ed.
The sun had set.

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

He had remai ned standi ng and had not changed his attitude after the
child s flight. The breath heaved his chest at long and irregul ar
intervals. His gaze, fixed ten or twelve paces in front of him

seenmed to be scrutinizing with profound attention the shape of an

anci ent fragment of blue earthenware which had fallen in the grass.

Al'l at once he shivered; he had just begun to feel the chill of evening.

He settled his cap nore firmly on his brow, sought nechanically
to cross and button his bl ouse, advanced a step and stopped to pick
up his cudgel



At that noment he caught sight of the forty-sou piece, which his
foot had half ground into the earth, and whi ch was shini ng anong

the pebbles. It was as though he had received a gal vani ¢ shock
"What is this?" he nuttered between his teeth. He recoiled

three paces, then halted, wi thout being able to detach his gaze
fromthe spot which his foot had trodden but an instant before,

as though the thing which lay glittering there in the gl oom had been
an open eye riveted upon him

At the expiration of a few noments he darted convul sively towards
the silver coin, seized it, and straightened hinself up again

and began to gaze afar off over the plain, at the sanme tinme casting
his eyes towards all points of the horizon, as he stood there erect
and shivering, like a terrified wild animal which is seeking refuge.

He saw nothing. N ght was falling, the plain was cold and vague
great banks of violet haze were rising in the gleamof the twlight.

He said, "Ah!" and set out rapidly in the direction in which

the child had di sappeared. After about thirty paces he paused,

| ooked about hi m and saw not hi ng.

Then he shouted with all his mght:--

"Little Gervais! Little Gervais!"

He paused and waited.

There was no reply.

The | andscape was gl oony and deserted. He was enconpassed by space.
There was not hi ng around hi m but an obscurity in which his gaze
was | ost, and a silence which engulfed his voice.

An icy north wind was bl owing, and inparted to things around him
a sort of lugubrious life. The bushes shook their thin little
arms wWith incredible fury. One would have said that they were

t hr eat eni ng and pursui ng sonme one.

He set out on his march again, then he began to run; and fromtinme
to time he halted and shouted into that solitude, with a voice

whi ch was the nost form dable and the nost disconsolate that it
was possible to hear, "Little Gervais! Little Gervais!”
Assuredly, if the child had heard him he woul d have been al ar med
and woul d have taken good care not to show hinmself. But the child
was no doubt already far away.

He encountered a priest on horseback. He stepped up to him and said: --
"Monsieur |le Cure, have you seen a child pass?”

"No," said the priest.

"One naned Little Gervais?"



"l have seen no one."

He drew two five-franc pieces fromhis noney-bag and handed them
to the priest.

"Monsieur le Cure, this is for your poor people. Mnsieur |le Cure,
he was a little lad, about ten years old, with a marnot, | think,
and a hurdy-gurdy. One of those Savoyards, you know?"

"l have not seen him"
"Little Gervais? There are no villages here? Can you tell me?"

"I'f he is like what you say, ny friend, he is a little stranger
Such persons pass through these parts. W know nothing of them?"”

Jean Val j ean seized two nore coins of five francs each with viol ence,
and gave themto the priest.

"For your poor," he said.

Then he added, wildly:--
"Monsi eur |' Abbe, have ne arrested. | ama thief."
The priest put spurs to his horse and fled in haste, nuch al arned.

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

In this way he traversed a tolerably | ong distance, gazing,

calling, shouting, but he net no one. Two or three tines he ran
across the plain towards something which conveyed to himthe effect
of a human being reclining or crouching down; it turned out to be
not hi ng but brushwood or rocks nearly on a level with the earth.

At length, at a spot where three paths intersected each ot her

he stopped. The noon had risen. He sent his gaze into the distance
and shouted for the last time, "Little Gervais! Little Gervais!

Little Gervais!™ His shout died away in the m st, w thout even
awakeni ng an echo. He nurnured yet once nore, "Little Gervais!”
but in a feeble and alnost inarticulate voice. It was his |last effort;

his | egs gave way abruptly under him as though an invisible power
had suddenly overwhel ned himwi th the weight of his evil conscience;
he fell exhausted, on a large stone, his fists clenched in his hair
and his face on his knees, and he cried, "I ama wetch!"

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

VWhen Jean Val jean | eft the Bishop's house, he was, as we have seen
quite thrown out of everything that had been his thought hitherto.

He could not yield to the evidence of what was going on within him
He hardened hinsel f against the angelic action and the gentle words
of the old man. "You have prom sed me to becone an honest nan

| buy your soul. | take it away fromthe spirit of perversity;

| give it to the good God."



This recurred to his mnd unceasingly. To this celestial kindness
he opposed pride, which is the fortress of evil within us.

He was indistinctly conscious that the pardon of this priest

was the greatest assault and the nost form dable attack which

had noved himyet; that his obduracy was finally settled if he
resisted this clenency; that if he yielded, he should be obliged
to renounce that hatred with which the actions of other nen had
filled his soul through so many years, and whi ch pleased him

that this time it was necessary to conquer or to be conquered;

and that a struggle, a colossal and final struggle, had been begun
bet ween hi s viciousness and the goodness of that man

In the presence of these lights, he proceeded |Iike a man who

is intoxicated. As he wal ked thus with haggard eyes, did he

have a distinct perception of what might result to himfromhis
adventure at D----? Did he understand all those mysterious nurnurs
whi ch warn or inportune the spirit at certain nonments of |ife?

Did a voice whisper in his ear that he had just passed the sol emm
hour of his destiny; that there no |longer renained a mddle

course for him that if he were not henceforth the best of nen

he woul d be the worst; that it behooved himnow, so to speak

to mount higher than the Bishop, or fall lower than the convict;
that if he wished to becone good be nust beconme an angel; that if he
wi shed to remain evil, he nust becone a nonster?

Here, again, sone questions nmust be put, which we have already put
to ourselves elsewhere: did he catch sonme shadow of all this in
his thought, in a confused way? M sfortune certainly, as we have said,
does formthe education of the intelligence; nevertheless, it is
doubt ful whether Jean Valjean was in a condition to disentangle
all that we have here indicated. |If these ideas occurred to him
he but caught glinpses of, rather than saw them and they only
succeeded in throwing himinto an unutterabl e and al nost painfu
state of enotion. On emerging fromthat black and deforned

thing which is called the galleys, the Bishop had hurt his soul

as too vivid a light woul d have hurt his eyes on energing from
the dark. The future life, the possible life which offered itself
to himhenceforth, all pure and radiant, filled himwth trenors
and anxiety. He no |onger knew where he really was. Like an ow,
who shoul d suddenly see the sun rise, the convict had been dazzl ed
and blinded, as it were, by virtue.

That which was certain, that which he did not doubt, was that he
was no | onger the sanme man, that everything about hi mwas changed,
that it was no longer in his power to make it as though the Bishop
had not spoken to himand had not touched him

In this state of mnd he had encountered little Gervais, and had robbed
himof his forty sous. Wy? He certainly could not have explained it;
was this the last effect and the suprene effort, as it were,

of the evil thoughts which he had brought away fromthe galleys,--

a remant of inpulse, a result of what is called in statics,

acquired force? It was that, and it was al so, perhaps, even |ess

than that. Let us say it sinply, it was not he who stole;

it was not the man; it was the beast, who, by habit and instinct,

had sinply placed his foot upon that noney, while the intelligence

was struggling anmid so many novel and hitherto unheard-of thoughts



besetting it.

VWen intelligence re-awakened and behel d that action of the brute,
Jean Val jean recoiled with anguish and uttered a cry of terror.

It was because, --strange phenonenon, and one whi ch was possible only
in the situation in which he found hinself,--in stealing the noney
fromthat child, he had done a thing of which he was no | onger capabl e.

However that may be, this last evil action had a decisive effect

on him it abruptly traversed that chaos which he bore in his m nd,
and dispersed it, placed on one side the thick obscurity, and on
the other the light, and acted on his soul, in the state in which it
then was, as certain chemical reagents act upon a troubled m xture
by precipitating one el enent and clarifying the other

First of all, even before exam ning hinmself and reflecting,

all bew | dered, |ike one who seeks to save hinself, he tried to
find the child in order to return his noney to him then, when he
recogni zed the fact that this was inpossible, he halted in despair.
At the monent when he exclainmed "I ama wetch!"™ he had just
percei ved what he was, and he was already separated from hi nsel f
to such a degree, that he seemed to hinself to be no I onger
anything nore than a phantom and as if he had, there before him
in flesh and bl ood, the hideous galley-convict, Jean Valjean
cudgel in hand, his blouse on his hips, his knapsack filled with
stol en objects on his back, with his resolute and gl oony vi sage,
with his thoughts filled w th abom nabl e projects.

Excess of unhappi ness had, as we have remarked, nade himin sone
sort a visionary. This, then, was in the nature of a vision

He actually saw that Jean Valjean, that sinister face, before him
He had al nost reached the point of asking hinmself who that man was,
and he was horrified by him

H s brain was goi ng through one of those violent and yet perfectly

cal mnonents in which revery is so profound that it absorbs reality.

One no | onger behol ds the object which one has before one, and one sees,
as though apart fromone's self, the figures which one has in one's

own m nd.

Thus he contenpl ated hinself, so to speak, face to face,

and at the sane tinme, athwart this hallucination, he perceived

in a nysterious depth a sort of light which he at first took

for a torch. On scrutinizing this Iight which appeared

to his conscience with nore attention, he recogni zed the

fact that it possessed a human formand that this torch was the Bi shop

H s conscience weighed in turn these two nen thus placed before it,--
the Bi shop and Jean Valjean. Nothing |less than the first was

required to soften the second. By one of those singular effects,

which are peculiar to this sort of ecstasies, in proportion as his
revery continued, as the Bishop grew great and resplendent in his eyes,
so did Jean Valjean grow | ess and vanish. After a certain tinme he

was no | onger anything nore than a shade. Al at once he di sappeared.
The Bi shop al one renmai ned; he filled the whole soul of this wetched
man with a magnificent radi ance.



Jean Val jean wept for a long tine. He wept burning tears, he sobbed
wi th nmore weakness than a woman, with nore fright than a child.

As he wept, daylight penetrated nore and nore clearly into his soul
an extraordinary light; a light at once ravishing and terrible.

Hs past life, his first fault, his long expiation, his externa

bruti shness, his internal hardness, his dismssal to liberty,
rejoicing in mani fold plans of vengeance, what had happened to him

at the Bishop's, the last thing that he had done, that theft of forty
sous froma child, a crinme all the nore cowardly, and all the nore
nmonstrous since it had come after the Bishop's pardon,--all this
recurred to his mnd and appeared clearly to him but with a clearness
whi ch he had never hitherto witnessed. He examined his life, and it
seenmed horrible to him his soul, and it seenmed frightful to him

In the meantime a gentle light rested over this life and this soul.

It seened to himthat he beheld Satan by the |ight of Paradise.

How many hours did he weep thus? Wat did he do after he had wept?
VWi ther did he go! No one ever knew. The only thing which seens

to be authenticated is that that sanme night the carrier who served
G enobl e at that epoch, and who arrived at D---- about three o' cl ock
in the norning, saw, as he traversed the street in which the

Bi shop' s residence was situated, a man in the attitude of prayer,
kneeling on the pavenent in the shadow, in front of the door

of Mbnsei gneur Vel cone.

BOOK TH RD. --1 N THE YEAR 1817

CHAPTER |

THE YEAR 1817

1817 is the year which Louis XVIIl., with a certain royal assurance

whi ch was not wanting in pride, entitled the twenty-second of his reign
It is the year in which M Brugui ere de Sorsum was cel ebr at ed.

Al the hairdressers' shops, hoping for powder and the return of the
royal bird, were besneared with azure and decked with fleurs-de-Ilys.

It was the candid tinme at which Count Lynch sat every Sunday as
church-warden in the church-warden's pew of Saint-Gernai n-des-Pres,

in his costunme of a peer of France, with his red ribbon and his

| ong nose and the majesty of profile peculiar to a nman who has
performed a brilliant action. The brilliant action performed

by M Lynch was this: being mayor of Bordeaux, on the 12th

of March, 1814, he had surrendered the city a little too pronptly

to M the Duke d' Angoul eme. Hence his peerage. |In 1817 fashion

swal lowed up little boys of fromfour to six years of age in vast

caps of norocco |leather with ear-tabs resenbling Esqui maux mtres.

The French arny was dressed in white, after the node of the Austrian;
the regiments were called | egions; instead of nunmbers they bore the
nanes of departnents; Napol eon was at St. Hel ena; and since Engl and
refused himgreen cloth, he was having his old coats turned.

In 1817 Pelligrini sang; Madenoiselle Bigottini danced; Potier reigned;



Qdry did not yet exist. WMadane Saqui had succeeded to Fori oso.

There were still Prussians in France. M Delalot was a personage.
Legiti macy had just asserted itself by cutting off the hand,

then the head, of Pleignier, of Carbonneau, and of Toll eron

The Prince de Talleyrand, grand chanberlain, and the Abbe Louis,

appoi nted minister of finance, |aughed as they | ooked at each ot her
with the | augh of the two augurs; both of them had cel ebrated,

on the 14th of July, 1790, the mass of federation in the Chanp de Mars;
Tal l eyrand had said it as bishop, Louis had served it in the capacity
of deacon. In 1817, in the side-alleys of this sane Chanp de Mars,
two great cylinders of wood m ght have been seen lying in the rain,
rotting amd the grass, painted blue, with traces of eagles and bees,
fromwhich the gilding was falling. These were the colums which two
years before had upheld the Enperor's platformin the Chanp de Mi
They were bl ackened here and there with the scorches of the bivouac
of Austrians encanped near Gros-Caillou. Two or three of these

col ums had di sappeared in these bivouac fires, and had warned

the | arge hands of the Inperial troops. The Field of May had this
remarkabl e point: that it had been held in the nonth of June

and in the Field of March (Mars). In this year, 1817, two things

were popul ar: the Voltaire-Touquet and the snuff-box a la Charter
The nost recent Parisian sensation was the crine of Dautun

who had thrown his brother's head into the fountain of the

FI ower - Mar ket .

They had begun to feel anxious at the Naval Department, on account
of the lack of news fromthat fatal frigate, The Medusa, which was
destined to cover Chaumareix with infany and Gericault with glory.
Col onel Sel ves was going to Egypt to becone Soli man-Pasha. The pal ace
of Thermes, in the Rue de La Harpe, served as a shop for a cooper

On the platformof the octagonal tower of the Hotel de d uny,

the little shed of boards, which had served as an observatory to Messier
t he naval astrononer under Louis XVI., was still to be seen

The Duchesse de Duras read to three or four friends her unpublished
Qurika, in her boudoir furnished by X in sky-blue satin. The N s
were scratched off the Louvre. The bridge of Austerlitz had abdicated,
and was entitled the bridge of the King's Garden [du Jardin du Roi],
a doubl e eni gma, which disguised the bridge of Austerlitz and the
Jardin des Plantes at one stroke. Louis XVIII1., much preoccupied
whi |l e annotating Horace with the corner of his finger-nail, heroes
who have becone enperors, and nakers of wooden shoes who have
becone dauphins, had two anxieties, --Napol eon and Mat hurin Bruneau.
The French Acadeny had given for its prize subject, The Happi ness
procured through Study. M Bellart was officially el oquent.

In his shadow coul d be seen germinating that future advocate-genera
of Broe, dedicated to the sarcasns of Paul -Louis Courier

There was a fal se Chateaubriand, named Marchangy, in the interim
until there should be a fal se Marchangy, named d' Arlincourt.

Claire d' Al be and Mal ek- Adel were masterpi eces; Madane Cottin

was proclaimed the chief witer of the epoch. The Institute

had the academ ci an, Napol eon Bonaparte, stricken fromits |ist

of menbers. A royal ordinance erected Angoul ene into a naval school
for the Duc d' Angoul emre, being lord high admiral, it was evident
that the city of Angoulerme had all the qualities of a seaport;

ot herwi se the nonarchi cal principle wuld have received a wound.

In the Council of Mnisters the question was agitated whet her

vi gnettes representing sl ack-rope performances, whi ch adorned



Franconi's advertising posters, and which attracted throngs of

street urchins, should be tolerated. M Paer, the author of Agnese,
a good sort of fellow, with a square face and a wart on his cheek,
directed the little private concerts of the Marqui se de Sasenaye
inthe Rue Ville |'Eveque. Al the young girls were singing the
Hermt of Saint-Avelle, with words by Ednmond Geraud. The Yel |l ow
Dwnarf was transferred into Mrror. The Cafe Lenblin stood up for

t he Enperor, against the Cafe Val ois, which upheld the Bourbons.

The Duc de Berri, already surveyed fromthe shadow by Louvel,

had just been nmarried to a princess of Sicily. Madanme de Stael had
died a year previously. The body-guard hissed Madenoi selle Mars.

The grand newspapers were all very small. Their formwas restricted,
but their liberty was great. The Constitutionnel was constitutional.
La M nerve call ed Chateaubriand Chateaubriant. That t nmade the good
m ddl e-cl ass peopl e | augh heartily at the expense of the great witer.
In journals which sold thensel ves, prostituted journalists,

insulted the exiles of 1815. David had no | onger any talent,

Arnault had no | onger any wit, Carnot was no | onger honest, Soult had
won no battles; it is true that Napol eon had no | onger any geni us.

No one is ignorant of the fact that letters sent to an exile by post
very rarely reached him as the police nade it their religious

duty to intercept them This is no new fact; Descartes conpl ai ned
of it in his exile. Now David, having, in a Belgian publication,
shown some di spl easure at not receiving |letters which had been
witten to him it struck the royalist journals as anusing;

and they derided the prescribed nman well on this occasion.

VWhat separated two nmen nore than an abyss was to say, the regicides,
or to say the voters; to say the enemes, or to say the allies;

to say Napol eon, or to say Buonaparte. Al sensible people were
agreed that the era of revolution had been cl osed forever by King
Louis XVII1., surnaned "The Immortal Author of the Charter.”

On the platformof the Pont-Neuf, the word Redivivus was carved

on the pedestal that awaited the statue of Henry IV. M Piet,

in the Rue Therese, No. 4, was making the rough draft of his privy
assenbly to consolidate the nonarchy. The |eaders of the R ght

said at grave conjunctures, "W must wite to Bacot.” MM Canuel,
O Mahoney, and De Chappedel ai ne were preparing the sketch,

to some extent with Monsieur's approval, of what was to becone

| ater on "The Conspiracy of the Bord de |'Eau"--of the waterside.

L' Epingle Noire was already plotting in his own quarter.

Del averderie was conferring with Trogoff. M Decazes, who was
liberal to a degree, reigned. Chateaubriand stood every norning at
his wi ndow at No. 27 Rue Saint-Dom nique, clad in footed trousers,
and slippers, with a madras kerchief knotted over his gray hair,
with his eyes fixed on a mrror, a conplete set of dentist's instrunents
spread out before him cleaning his teeth, which were charm ng,
whil e he dictated The Mnarchy according to the Charter to M Pil orge,
his secretary. Criticism assumng an authoritative tone,

preferred Lafon to Talma. M de Fel etez signed hinself A ;

M Hof f mann signed hinself Z. Charles Nodier wote Therese Aubert.

Di vorce was abolished. Lyceuns called thensel ves coll eges.

The col | egi ans, decorated on the collar with a golden fleur-de-lys,
fought each other apropos of the King of Rone. The counter-police
of the chateau had denounced to her Royal H ghness Madane, the portrait,
everywhere exhibited, of M the Duc d' Ol eans, who made a better
appearance in his uniformof a col onel -general of hussars than

M the Duc de Berri, in his uniformof colonel-general of dragoons--



a serious inconvenience. The city of Paris was having the done

of the Invalides regilded at its own expense. Serious nmen asked

t hensel ves what M de Trinquel ague woul d do on such or such an occasion
M Cl ausel de Montals differed on divers points fromM d ause

de Coussergues; M de Sal aberry was not satisfied. The conedi an Picard,
who bel onged to the Acadeny, which the comedi an Moliere had not been
able to do, had The Two Philiberts played at the CQdeon, upon whose

pedi rent the renoval of the letters still allowed THEATRE OF THE
EMPRESS to be plainly read. People took part for or agai nst Cugnet

de Montarlot. Fabvier was factious; Bavoux was revol utionary.

The Liberal, Pelicier, published an edition of Voltaire, with the
following title: Wrks of Voltaire, of the French Acadeny.

"That will attract purchasers,” said the ingenious editor. The genera
opi nion was that M Charles Loyson would be the genius of the century;
envy was beginning to gnaw at him-a sign of glory; and this verse was
conposed on him--

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

As Cardinal Fesch refused to resign, M de Pins, Archbishop of Anasie,
adm ni stered the di ocese of Lyons. The quarrel over the valley

of Dappes was begun between Switzerland and France by a nenoir

from Captain, afterwards General Dufour. Saint-Sinon, ignored,

was erecting his sublime dream There was a cel ebrated Fourier

at the Acadeny of Science, whom posterity has forgotten; and in

some garret an obscure Fourier, whomthe future will recall

Lord Byron was beginning to make his mark; a note to a poem

by M|l evoye introduced himto France in these terns: a certain

Lord Baron. David d Angers was trying to work in marble. The Abbe
Caron was speaking, in terns of praise, to a private gathering of

sem narists in the blind alley of Feuillantines, of an unknown priest,
nanmed Felicite-Robert, who, at a latter date, becane Lanennais.

A thing which snoked and clattered on the Seine with the noise of

a swi nm ng dog went and cane beneath the wi ndows of the Tuileries,
fromthe Pont Royal to the Pont Louis XV.; it was a piece of nmechani sm
whi ch was not good for nuch; a sort of plaything, the idle dream

of a dreamridden inventor; an utopia--a steanboat. The Pari si ans
stared indifferently at this useless thing. M de Vaubl anc,

the reformer of the Institute by a coup d' etat, the distingui shed

aut hor of numerous academ ci ans, ordi nances, and batches of nenbers,
after having created them could not succeed in becom ng one hinself.
The Faubourg Saint-Germain and the pavilion de Marsan wi shed to

have M Del aveau for prefect of police, on account of his piety.
Dupuytren and Recami er entered into a quarrel in the anphitheatre

of the School of Medicine, and threatened each other with their fists
on the subject of the divinity of Jesus Christ. Cuvier, with one

eye on Cenesis and the other on nature, tried to pl ease bigoted
reaction by reconciling fossils with texts and by maki ng nastodons
flatter Mses.

M Francoi s de Neufchateau, the prai seworthy cultivator of the nenory
of Parmentier, made a thousand efforts to have porme de terre

[ potat o] pronounced parnentiere, and succeeded therein not at all

The Abbe Gregoire, ex-bishop, ex-conventionary, ex-senator, had passed,
in the royalist polemics, to the state of "Infamus Gegoire.”



The | ocution of which we have nmade use--passed to the state of--has been
condemmed as a neol ogismby M Royer Collard. Under the third arch

of the Pont de Jena, the new stone with which, the two years previously,
the m ning aperture made by Blucher to blow up the bridge had been

stopped up, was still recogni zabl e on account of its whiteness.
Justice sunmoned to its bar a man who, on seeing the Conte d Artois
enter Notre Dane, had said aloud: "Sapristi! | regret the tine

when | saw Bonaparte and Tal ma enter the Bel Sauvage, armin arm"

A seditious utterance. Six nonths in prison. Traitors showed

t hensel ves unbuttoned; men who had gone over to the eneny on the eve
of battle made no secret of their reconpense, and strutted i nmodestly
inthe light of day, in the cynicismof riches and dignities;
deserters fromLigny and Quatre-Bras, in the brazenness of their
wel | -paid turpitude, exhibited their devotion to the monarchy in the
nost barefaced manner.

This is what floats up confusedly, pell-nell, for the year 1817,

and is now forgotten. Hi story neglects nearly all these particul ars,
and cannot do otherwi se; the infinity would overwhelmit.
Nevert hel ess, these details, which are wongly called trivial,--
there are no trivial facts in humanity, nor little | eaves

in vegetation,--are useful. It is of the physiognony of the

years that the physiognony of the centuries is conposed.

In this year of 1817 four young Parisians arranged "a fine farce."

CHAPTER |

A DOUBLE QUARTETTE

These Parisians came, one from Toul ouse, another from Li noges,
the third from Cahors, and the fourth from Montauban; but they
were students; and when one says student, one says Parisian

to study in Paris is to be born in Paris.

These young nmen were insignificant; every one has seen such faces;
four specinens of humanity taken at random neither good nor bad
neither wi se nor ignorant, neither geniuses nor fools; handsone,
with that charmng April which is called twenty years. They were
four Gscars; for, at that epoch, Arthurs did not yet exist.

Burn for himthe perfumes of Araby! exclained ronmance

Gscar advances. Gscar, | shall behold himl People had just

enmerged from Gssi an; el egance was Scandi navi an and Cal edoni an

the pure English style was only to prevail later, and the first

of the Arthurs, Wellington, had but just won the battle of Waterl oo.

These Oscars bore the names, one of Felix Thol onyes, of Toul ouse

the second, Listolier, of Cahors; the next, Faneuil, of Linoges;

the | ast, Blachevelle, of Mntauban. Naturally, each of them

had his mstress. Blachevelle |oved Favourite, so nanmed because

she had been in Engl and; Listolier adored Dahlia, who had taken

for her nickname the name of a flower; Fameuil idolized Zephine,

an abridgment of Josephine; Thol omyes had Fantine, called the Bl onde,
because of her beautiful, sunny hair.



Favourite, Dahlia, Zephine, and Fantine were four ravishing young wonen,
perfuned and radiant, still a little |ike working-wonen, and not yet
entirely divorced fromtheir needles; somewhat disturbed by intrigues,
but still retaining on their faces sonething of the serenity

of toil, and in their souls that flower of honesty which survives

the first fall in woman. One of the four was called the young,
because she was the youngest of them and one was called the old;

the ol d one was twenty-three. Not to conceal anything, the three
first were nmore experienced, nore heedl ess, and nore emanci pated

into the tumult of life than Fantine the Bl onde, who was stil

in her first illusions.

Dahlia, Zephine, and especially Favourite, could not have said as nuch.
There had al ready been nore than one episode in their romance,

t hough hardly begun; and the | over who had borne the nane of Adol ph

in the first chapter had turned out to be Al phonse in the second

and CGustave in the third. Poverty and coquetry are two fatal counsellors;
one scolds and the other flatters, and the beautiful daughters

of the people have both of them whispering in their ear, each on

its own side. These badly guarded souls listen. Hence the falls

whi ch they acconplish, and the stones which are thrown at them

They are overwhel med with splendor of all that is inmmacul ate

and i naccessible. Al as! what if the Jungfrau were hungry?

Favourite having been in England, was admred by Dahlia and Zephi ne.

She had had an establishment of her own very early in life.

Her father was an old unmarried professor of mathematics, a brutal man
and a braggart, who went out to give lessons in spite of his age

Thi s professor, when he was a young nman, had one day seen a chanbermaid's
gown catch on a fender; he had fallen in love in consequence of

this accident. The result had been Favourite. She net her father
fromtine to time, and he bowed to her. One norning an ol d wonan

with the air of a devotee, had entered her apartnments, and had said

to her, "You do not know ne, Manenoiselle?" "No." "I amyour nother."
Then the ol d woman opened the sideboard, and ate and drank

had a mattress which she owned brought in, and installed herself.

This cross and pious old nother never spoke to Favourite, remnained hours
wi thout uttering a word, breakfasted, dined, and supped for four,

and went down to the porter's quarters for company, where she spoke

ill of her daughter.

It was having rosy nails that were too pretty which had drawn
Dahlia to Listolier, to others perhaps, to idleness. How could

she make such nails work? She who wi shes to renain virtuous nust
not have pity on her hands. As for Zephine, she had conquered
Faneui | by her roguish and caressing little way of saying "Yes, sir."
The young nen were conrades; the young girls were friends.

Such | oves are al ways acconpani ed by such friendshi ps.

Goodness and phil osophy are two distinct things; the proof

of this is that, after naking all due allowances for these
little irregular househol ds, Favourite, Zephine, and Dahlia
wer e phil osophi cal young wonen, while Fantine was a good girl.

Cood! sone one will exclaim and Thol onyes? Sol onon would reply
that | ove forns a part of wisdom We wll confine ourselves



to saying that the love of Fantine was a first love, a sole |ove,
a faithful |ove

She al one, of all the four, was not called "thou" by a single
one of them

Fanti ne was one of those beings who bl ossom so to speak

fromthe dregs of the people. Though she had enmerged fromthe nost

unf at homabl e dept hs of soci al shadow, she bore on her brow the sign

of the anonymous and the unknown. She was born at M sur M O

what parents? W0 can say? She had never known father or nother.

She was called Fantine. Wy Fantine? She had never borne any

other nane. At the epoch of her birth the Directory still existed.

She had no family nane; she had no famly; no baptismal nane;

the Church no | onger existed. She bore the nane which pleased the first
random passer-by, who had encountered her, when a very snall child,
runni ng bare-legged in the street. She received the name as she
received the water fromthe cl ouds upon her brow when it rained.

She was called little Fantine. No one knew nore than that. This human
creature had entered life in just this way. At the age of ten

Fantine quitted the town and went to service with some farmers in

t he nei ghborhood. At fifteen she came to Paris "to seek her fortune.”
Fanti ne was beautiful, and remai ned pure as |ong as she coul d.

She was a lovely blonde, with fine teeth. She had gold and pearls

for her dowy; but her gold was on her head, and her pearls were in

her nout h.

She worked for her living; then, still for the sake of her living,--
for the heart, also, has its hunger,--she | oved.

She | oved Thol onyes.
An amour for him passion for her. The streets of the Latin quarter

filled with throngs of students and grisettes, saw the begi nni ng
of their dream Fantine had | ong evaded Thol onyes in the mazes

of the hill of the Pantheon, where so nmany adventurers tw ne
and untwi ne, but in such a way as constantly to encounter hi m again.
There is a way of avoiding which resenbl es seeking. 1In short,

t he ecl ogue took place.

Bl achevel l e, Listolier, and Faneuil forned a sort of group
of which Thol onyes was the head. It was he who possessed the wit.

Thol omyes was the antique old student; he was rich; he had an incone
of four thousand francs; four thousand francs! a splendid scanda

on Mount Sainte-CGenevi eve. Thol onyes was a fast man of thirty,

and badly preserved. He was winkled and toothless, and he had

t he begi nning of a bald spot, of which he hinself said with sadness,
the skull at thirty, the knee at forty. H's digestion was nediocre,
and he had been attacked by a watering in one eye. But in proportion
as his youth disappeared, gayety was kindl ed; he replaced his teeth
with buffooneries, his hair with mirth, his health with irony, his weeping
eye | aughed incessantly. He was dil apidated but still in flower.

H s youth, which was packing up for departure | ong before its tinmne,
beat a retreat in good order, bursting with laughter, and no one saw
anything but fire. He had had a piece rejected at the Vaudeville.

He made a few verses now and then. 1In addition to this he doubted



everything to the | ast degree, which is a vast force in the eyes
of the weak. Being thus ironical and bald, he was the |eader
Iron is an English word. 1Is it possible that irony is derived
fromit?

One day Thol onyes took the three others aside, with the gesture
of an oracle, and said to them--

"Fantine, Dahlia, Zephine, and Favourite have been teasing us

for nearly a year to give thema surprise. W have prom sed t hem
solemmly that we would. They are forever tal king about it to us, to nme
in particular, just as the old wonen in Naples cry to Saint Januarius,
"Faccia gialluta, fa o mracolo, Yellow face, performthy nmracle,’

so our beauties say to nme incessantly, "Thol onyes, when will you bring
forth your surprise? At the same tine our parents keep witing to us.
Pressure on both sides. The nonent has arrived, it seens to ne;

| et us discuss the question.™

Ther eupon, Thol onyes | owered his voice and articul ated somnet hi ng
so mirthful, that a vast and enthusiastic grin broke out upon the four
nmout hs si mul t aneously, and Bl achevel | e excl ained, "That is an idea."

A snoky tap-room presented itself; they entered, and the remai nder
of their confidential colloquy was | ost in shadow.

The result of these shades was a dazzling pleasure party which took
pl ace on the foll ow ng Sunday, the four young men inviting the four
young girls.

CHAPTER 1 |

FOUR AND FOUR

It is hard nowadays to picture to one's self what a pleasure-trip of
students and grisettes to the country was like, forty-five years ago.
The suburbs of Paris are no | onger the same; the physiognony of what
may be called circunparisian |life has changed conpletely in the

| ast half-century; where there was the cuckoo, there is the railway car
where there was a tender-boat, there is now the steanboat; people speak
of Fecanp nowadays as they spoke of Saint-C oud in those days.

The Paris of 1862 is a city which has France for its outskirts.

The four coupl es conscientiously went through with all the country
follies possible at that time. The vacation was beginning, and it
was a warm bright, summer day. On the preceding day, Favourite

the only one who knew how to wite, had witten the foll ow ng

to Thol omyes in the nane of the four: "It is a good hour to energe
from happi ness.” That is why they rose at five o' clock in the norning.
Then they went to Saint-doud by the coach, |ooked at the dry cascade
and excl aimed, "This must be very beautiful when there is water!"”
They breakfasted at the Tete-Noir, where Castaing had not yet been
they treated thensel ves to a gane of ring-throwi ng under the

qui ncunx of trees of the grand fountain; they ascended D ogenes

| antern, they ganbled for macaroons at the roul ette establishment



of the Pont de Sevres, picked bouquets at Pateaux, bought reed-pipes
at Neuilly, ate apple tarts everywhere, and were perfectly happy.

The young girls rustled and chatted |i ke warblers escaped from

their cage. It was a perfect delirium Fromtinme to tinme they
bestowed little taps on the young men. Matutinal intoxication of |ife!
ador abl e years! the wi ngs of the dragonfly quiver. Ch, whoever you
may be, do you not renenber? Have you ranbled through the brushwod
hol di ng asi de the branches, on account of the charm ng head

whi ch is com ng on behind you? Have you slid, |aughing, down a

slope all wet with rain, with a bel oved worman hol di ng your hand,

and crying, "Ah, ny new boots! what a state they are in!"

Let us say at once that that nmerry obstacle, a shower, was | acking
in the case of this good-hunored party, although Favourite had said
as they set out, with a magi sterial and maternal tone, "The slugs
are crawing in the paths,--a sign of rain, children.”

Al four were nmadly pretty. A good old classic poet, then fanous,

a good fellow who had an El eonore, M |e Chevalier de Labouisse,

as he strolled that day beneath the chestnut-trees of Saint-C oud,
saw t hem pass about ten o' clock in the norning, and excl ai ned,

"There is one too many of them" as he thought of the G aces.
Favourite, Blachevelle's friend, the one aged three and twenty,

the old one, ran on in front under the great green boughs,

junped the ditches, stal ked distractedly over bushes, and presided
over this merry-making with the spirit of a young fermal e faun

Zephi ne and Dahlia, whom chance had nmade beautiful in such a way

that they set each off when they were together, and conpl eted

each other, never left each other, nore froman instinct of coquetry
than fromfriendship, and clinging to each other, they assumed
Engl i sh poses; the first keepsakes had just made their appearance,

mel anchol y was dawni ng for wonen, as |later on, Byroni smdawned for nen;
and the hair of the tender sex began to droop dolefully. Zephine and
Dahlia had their hair dressed in rolls. Listolier and Faneuil

who were engaged in discussing their professors, explained to Fantine
the difference that existed between M Delvincourt and M Bl ondeau

Bl achevel | e seened to have been created expressly to carry Favourite's
singl e-bordered, imtation India shaw of Ternaux's manufacture,
on his arm on Sundays.

Thol omyes fol |l owed, dom nating the group. He was very gay, but one felt
the force of governnent in him there was dictation in his joviality;
his principal ornanment was a pair of trousers of elephant-leg pattern

of nankeen, with straps of brai ded copper wire; he carried a stout
rattan worth two hundred francs in his hand, and, as he treated

hinself to everything, a strange thing called a cigar in his nouth.
Not hi ng was sacred to hin he snpoked.

"That Thol onyes is astounding!"” said the others, with veneration.
"What trousers! \hat energy!"”

As for Fantine, she was a joy to behold. Her splendid teeth had
evidently received an office from God, --1aughter. She preferred

to carry her little hat of sewed straw, with its long white strings,
in her hand rather than on her head. Her thick blond hair,



whi ch was inclined to wave, and which easily uncoiled, and which it
was necessary to fasten up incessantly, seened made for the flight

of Galatea under the willows. Her rosy |ips babbled enchantingly.

The corners of her nouth vol uptuously turned up, as in the antique nmasks
of Erigone, had an air of encouragi ng the audaci ous; but her |ong,
shadowy | ashes drooped discreetly over the jollity of the | ower

part of the face as though to call a halt. There was sonet hi ng

i ndescri babl y harnoni ous and striking about her entire dress.

She wore a gown of mauve barege, little reddi sh brown buskins,

whose ri bbons traced an X on her fine, white, open-worked stockings,
and that sort of nuslin spencer, a Marseilles invention, whose nane,
canezou, a corruption of the words qui nze aout, pronounced after the
fashion of the Canebiere, signifies fine weather, heat, and m dday.
The three others, less timd, as we have already said, wore | ow necked
dresses wi thout disguise, which in sumer, beneath fl ower-adorned
hats, are very graceful and enticing; but by the side of these

audaci ous outfits, blond Fantine's canezou, with its transparencies,
its indiscretion, and its reticence, concealing and di splaying

at one and the sane tinme, seened an alluring godsend of decency,

and the famous Court of Love, presided over by the Vicontesse de Cette,
with the sea-green eyes, would, perhaps, have awarded the prize for
coquetry to this canezou, in the contest for the prize of nodesty.

The nost ingenious is, at tines, the wisest. This does happen

Brilliant of face, delicate of profile, with eyes of a deep bl ue
heavy lids, feet arched and small, wists and ankl es admrably forned,
a white skin which, here and there allowed the azure branching

of the veins to be seen, joy, a cheek that was young and fresh

the robust throat of the Juno of AEgina, a strong and suppl e nape

of the neck, shoul ders nodelled as though by Coustou, with a

vol uptuous dinple in the nmddle, visible through the nmuslin; a gayety
cool ed by dream ness; scul ptural and exquisite--such was Fantine

and beneat h these fem nine adornnments and these ribbons one could
divine a statue, and in that statue a soul

Fantine was beautiful, w thout being too conscious of it.

Those rare dreaners, nysterious priests of the beautiful who silently
confront everything with perfection, would have caught a glinpse

inthis little working-woman, through the transparency of her

Pari sian grace, of the ancient sacred euphony. This daughter of

t he shadows was thoroughbred. She was beautiful in the two ways--

style and rhythm Style is the formof the ideal; rhythmis its novenent.

W& have said that Fantine was joy; she was al so nodesty.

To an observer who studied her attentively, that which breathed from
her athwart all the intoxication of her age, the season, and her

| ove affair, was an invincible expression of reserve and nodesty.
She remained a little astonished. This chaste astoni shnent

is the shade of difference which separates Psyche from Venus.
Fantine had the long, white, fine fingers of the vestal virgin who
stirs the ashes of the sacred fire with a golden pin. Although she
woul d have refused nothing to Thol omyes, as we shall have nore than
anpl e opportunity to see, her face in repose was suprenely virginal
a sort of serious and al nost austere dignity suddenly overwhel med
her at certain tines, and there was nothing nore singul ar and

di sturbing than to see gayety beconme so suddenly extinct there,



and neditation succeed to cheerful ness without any transition state.
Thi s sudden and sonetines severely accentuated gravity resenbl ed the

di sdai n of a goddess. Her brow, her nose, her chin, presented that

equi libriumof outline which is quite distinct fromequilibrium

of proportion, and from which harnmony of countenance results;

in the very characteristic interval which separates the base of the nose
fromthe upper lip, she had that inperceptible and charmng fold,

a nysterious sign of chastity, which makes Barberousse fall in |ove

with a Diana found in the treasures of |conia.

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

CHAPTER 1V

THOLOWES IS SO MERRY THAT HE SINGS A SPANI SH DI TTY

That day was conposed of dawn, fromone end to the other

Al nature seened to be having a holiday, and to be | aughi ng.

The fl ower-beds of Saint-Coud perfumed the air; the breath of the Seine
rustled the | eaves vaguely; the branches gesticulated in the w nd,

bees pillaged the jasm nes; a whole bohem a of butterflies swooped

down upon the yarrow, the clover, and the sterile oats; in the

august park of the King of France there was a pack of vagabonds,

t he birds.

The four merry couples, mngled with the sun, the fields, the flowers,
the trees, were respl endent.

And in this community of Paradise, talking, singing, running, dancing,
chasing butterflies, plucking convolvulus, wetting their pink
open-work stockings in the tall grass, fresh, wild, wthout malice,
all received, to sone extent, the kisses of all, with the exception
of Fantine, who was hedged about w th that vague resistance of

hers conposed of dream ness and wi | dness, and who was in | ove.

"You al ways have a queer | ook about you," said Favourite to her

Such things are joys. These passages of happy couples are a
prof ound appeal to life and nature, and make a caress and |i ght
spring forth fromeverything. There was once a fairy who created

the fields and forests expressly for those in love,--in that
et ernal hedge-school of |overs, which is forever begi nning anew,
and which will last as long as there are hedges and schol ars.

Hence the popularity of spring anong thinkers. The patrician

and the knife-grinder, the duke and the peer, the linb of the |aw,
the courtiers and townspeople, as they used to say in olden tines,
all are subjects of this fairy. They |augh and hunt, and there is
inthe air the brilliance of an apotheosis--what a transfiguration
effected by lovel Notaries' clerks are gods. And the little cries,
the pursuits through the grass, the waists enbraced on the fly,

t hose jargons which are nel odi es, those adorati ons which burst
forth in the manner of pronouncing a syllable, those cherries

torn fromone nmouth by another,--all this blazes forth and takes
its place anong the celestial glories. Beautiful wonmen waste



t hensel ves sweetly. They think that this will never cone to an end.
Phi | osophers, poets, painters, observe these ecstasies and know not
what to nmake of it, so greatly are they dazzled by it. The departure
for Cythera! exclains Watteau; Lancret, the painter of plebeians,
contenpl ates his bourgeois, who have flitted away into the azure sky;
Di derot stretches out his arns to all these love idyls, and d' Urfe

m ngles druids with them

After breakfast the four couples went to what was then called the King's
Square to see a newy arrived plant fromlIndia, whose nane escapes

our nenmory at this nmoment, and which, at that epoch, was attracting

all Paris to Saint-Cloud. It was an odd and charm ng shrub with a

| ong stem whose numerous branches, bristling and | eafl ess and as

fine as threads, were covered with a mllion tiny white rosettes;

this gave the shrub the air of a head of hair studded with flowers.
There was al ways an adm ring crowd about it.

After view ng the shrub, Thol onyes exclained, "I offer you asses!”
and havi ng agreed upon a price with the owner of the asses, they
returned by way of Vanvres and Issy. At Issy an incident occurred.
The truly national park, at that time owned by Bourguin the contractor
happened to be w de open. They passed the gates, visited the manikin
anchorite in his grotto, tried the nysterious little effects of

t he fanmous cabinet of mrrors, the wanton trap worthy of a satyr
beconme a nmillionaire or of Turcaret netanorphosed into a Priapus.
They had stoutly shaken the swing attached to the two chestnut-trees
cel ebrated by the Abbe de Bernis. As he swung these beauti es,

one after the other, producing folds in the fluttering skirts

whi ch Greuze woul d have found to his taste, am d peals of |aughter

t he Toul ousan Thol onyes, who was sonewhat of a Spani ard,

Toul ouse being the cousin of Tol osa, sang, to a mel ancholy chant,

the old ballad gallega, probably inspired by sone |ovely maid dashing
in full flight upon a rope between two trees:--

"Soy de Badaj oz, "Badaj oz is ny hone,
Anor e || ans, And Love is ny nane;
Toda m al ma, To ny eyes in flame,
Es en m o0j os, Al ny soul doth cone;
Por que ensenas, For instruction neet
A tuas piernas. | receive at thy feet”

Fanti ne al one refused to swi ng.

"I don't like to have people put on airs like that,"” nuttered Favourite,
with a good deal of acrinony.

After |eaving the asses there was a fresh delight; they crossed the
Seine in a boat, and proceedi ng from Passy on foot they reached the
barrier of |'Etoile. They had been up since five o' clock that norning,
as the reader will remenber; but bah! there is no such thing

as fatigue on Sunday, said Favourite; on Sunday fatigue does not work.

About three o' clock the four couples, frightened at their happiness,
were sliding down the Russian nountains, a singular edifice which

t hen occupi ed the hei ghts of Beaujon, and whose undul ating |ine

was visible above the trees of the Chanps El ysees.



Fromtime to time Favourite exclai med: - -
"And the surprise? | claimthe surprise.”

"Patience," replied Thol onyes.

CHAPTER V

AT BOVBARDA' S

The Russi an nmount ai ns havi ng been exhausted, they began to think about

di nner; and the radiant party of eight, somewhat weary at |ast, becane
stranded in Bonbarda's public house, a branch establishnent which had been
set up in the Chanps-El ysees by that fanmous restaurant-keeper, Bonbarda,
whose sign could then be seen in the Rue de Rivoli, near Delorme Alley.

A large but ugly room with an alcove and a bed at the end (they
had been obliged to put up with this accommodation in view of the
Sunday crowd); two w ndows whence they could survey beyond the el ns,
the quay and the river; a magnificent August sunlight lightly
touchi ng the panes; two tables; upon one of thema tri unphant
nmount ai n of bouquets, mngled with the hats of nmen and wonen;

at the other the four couples seated round a merry confusion

of platters, dishes, glasses, and bottles; jugs of beer m ngled
with flasks of wine; very little order on the table, sone disorder
beneath it;

"They made beneath the table
A noise, a clatter of the feet that was abom nable,"

says Moli ere.

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

The Chanps-El ysees, filled with sunshine and with people, were nothing
but light and dust, the two things of which glory is conposed.

The horses of Marly, those neighing marbles, were prancing in

a cloud of gold. Carriages were going and com ng. A squadron

of magni ficent body-guards, with their clarions at their head,

wer e descendi ng the Avenue de Neuilly; the white flag, showing faintly
rosy in the setting sun, floated over the donme of the Tuileries.

The Pl ace de | a Concorde, which had becone the Place Louis XV.

once nore, was choked with happy promenaders. Many wore the silver
fleur-de-1ys suspended fromthe white-watered ribbon, which had

not yet wholly di sappeared frombutton-holes in the year 1817

Here and there choruses of little girls threwto the w nds,

am d the passersby, who formed into circles and appl auded, the then
cel ebrated Bourbon air, which was destined to strike the Hundred

Days with |ightning, and which had for its refrain:--

"Rendez- nous notre pere de Gand,



Rendez-nous notre pere."

"G ve us back our father from Ghent,
G ve us back our father."

G oups of dwellers in the suburbs, in Sunday array, sometimes even
decorated with the fleur-de-lys, like the bourgeois, scattered over
the | arge square and the Marigny square, were playing at rings

and revol ving on the wooden horses; others were engaged in drinking;
some journeyman printers had on paper caps; their |aughter was audi bl e.
Every thing was radiant. It was a time of undisputed peace

and profound royalist security; it was the epoch when a specia

and private report of Chief of Police Angeles to the King,

on the subject of the suburbs of Paris, termnated with these lines:--

"Taking all things into consideration, Sire, there is nothing to be
feared fromthese people. They are as heedl ess and as indolent as cats.
The popul ace is restless in the provinces; it is not in Paris.

These are very pretty nen, Sire. It would take all of two of them

to make one of your grenadiers. There is nothing to be feared on

the part of the popul ace of Paris the capital. It is remarkable

that the stature of this popul ati on shoul d have di m ni shed in the

last fifty years; and the popul ace of the suburbs is still nore

puny than at the time of the Revolution. It is not dangerous.

In short, it is an ami able rabble."

Prefects of the police do not deemit possible that a cat can transform
itself into a lion; that does happen, however, and in that lies

the mracle wought by the popul ace of Paris. Mreover, the cat so
despi sed by Count Angl es possessed the esteem of the republics of old.
In their eyes it was liberty incarnate; and as though to serve

as pendant to the Mnerva Aptera of the Piraeus, there stood on

the public square in Corinth the col ossal bronze figure of a cat.

The ingenuous police of the Restoration beheld the popul ace of Paris
intoo "rose-colored” a light; it is not so much of "an am abl e rabbl e"
as it is thought. The Parisian is to the Frenchman what the Athenian
was to the Greek: no one sleeps nore soundly than he, no one is

nmore frankly frivolous and | azy than he, no one can better assune

the air of forgetfulness; let himnot be trusted neverthel ess;

he is ready for any sort of cool deed; but when there is glory at

the end of it, he is worthy of admiration in every sort of fury.

Gve hima pike, he will produce the 10th of August; give hima gun
you will have Austerlitz. He is Napoleon's stay and Danton's resource.
Is it a question of country, he enlists; is it a question of |iberty,
he tears up the pavenents. Beware! his hair filled with wath, is epic;
his bl ouse drapes itself like the folds of a chlamys. Take care! he
will make of the first Rue Grenetat which conmes to hand Caudi ne Forks
VWhen the hour strikes, this man of the faubourgs will grow in stature;
this little man will arise, and his gaze will be terrible, and his
breath will become a tenpest, and there will issue forth fromthat

sl ender chest enough wind to disarrange the folds of the Al ps.

It is, thanks to the suburban nman of Paris, that the Revol ution

m xed with arnms, conquers Europe. He sings; it is his delight.
Proportion his song to his nature, and you will see! As long as he
has for refrain nothing but |a Carmagnol e, he only overthrows

Louis XVI.; make himsing the Marseillaise, and he will free



t he worl d.
This note jotted down on the margin of Angles' report, we will return

to our four couples. The dinner, as we have said, was draw ng
toits close.

CHAPTER VI

A CHAPTER | N WH CH THEY ADORE EACH OTHER

Chat at table, the chat of love; it is as inpossible to reproduce
one as the other; the chat of love is a cloud; the chat at table
i s snoke.

Faneui | and Dahlia were humm ng. Thol onyes was dri nki ng.

Zephi ne was | aughi ng, Fantine smling, Listolier blow ng a wooden
trunpet which he had purchased at Saint-d oud.

Favourite gazed tenderly at Bl achevelle and said:--

"Bl achevell e, | adore you."

This called forth a question from Bl achevel | e: --

"What woul d you do, Favourite, if | were to cease to | ove you?"

"I''" cried Favourite. "Ah! Do not say that even in jest!
If you were to cease to love me, | would spring after you, | would
scratch you, | should rend you, I would throw you into the water,

I would have you arrested.”

Bl achevel l e smled with the vol uptuous self-conceit of a man
who is tickled in his self-love. Favourite resuned: --

"Yes, | would screamto the police! Ah! | should not restrain nyself,
not at all! Rabble!™

Bl achevel l e threw hinself back in his chair, in an ecstasy,
and cl osed both eyes proudly.

Dahlia, as she ate, said in a |low voice to Favourite, amd the uproar:--

"So you really idolize himdeeply, that Bl achevelle of yours?"

"I? 1 detest him" replied Favourite in the sane tone, seizing her
fork again. "He is avaricious. | love the little fell ow opposite
me in ny house. He is very nice, that young man; do you know hi nf?
One can see that he is an actor by profession. | |ove actors.

As soon as he cones in, his nother says to him ~Ah! non Dieu! ny
peace of mnd is gone. There he goes with his shouting. But, ny dear
you are splitting ny head!" So he goes up to rat-ridden garrets,

to black holes, as high as he can nount, and there he sets to singing,
decl ai m ng, how do | know what? so that he can be heard down stairs!
He earns twenty sous a day at an attorney's by penning qui bbl es.



He is the son of a former precentor of Saint-Jacques-du-Haut- Pas.

Ah! he is very nice. He idolizes ne so, that one day when he saw

ne meki ng batter for some pancakes, he said to me: "~ Manselle, neke
your gloves into fritters, and I will eat them' It is only

artists who can say such things as that. Ah! he is very nice.

| amin a fair way to go out of nmy head over that little fellow

Never mind; | tell Blachevelle that | adore him-how! lie! Hey! Howl
do liel"

Favourite paused, and then went on:--

"I amsad, you see, Dahlia. It has done nothing but rain all summer;
the wind irritates me; the wind does not abate. Blachevelle is

very stingy; there are hardly any green peas in the market;

one does not know what to eat. | have the spleen, as the English say,
butter is so dear! and then you see it is horrible, here we are
dining in a roomwith a bed init, and that disgusts ne with life."

CHAPTER VI |

THE W SDOM OF THOLOWES

In the meantime, while sone sang, the rest tal ked together
tumul tuously all at once; it was no |onger anything but noise.
Thol onmyes i nt er vened.

"Let us not talk at random nor too fast," he exclai ned.
"Let us reflect, if we wish to be brilliant. Too nuch inprovisation
enpties the mind in a stupid way. Running beer gathers no froth.

No haste, gentlemen. Let us mingle najesty with the feast. Let us
eat with neditation; let us make haste slowy. Let us not hurry.
Consider the springtime; if it makes haste, it is done for

that is to say, it gets frozen. Excess of zeal ruins peach-trees
and apricot-trees. Excess of zeal kills the grace and the mrth

of good dinners. No zeal, gentlemen! Ginpd de |a Reyniere agrees
with Talleyrand. "

A hol | ow sound of rebellion runbled through the group

"Leave us in peace, Thol onyes," said Bl achevelle.

"Down with the tyrant!" said Faneuil

"Bonbar da, Bonbance, and Banbochel!" cried Listolier

"Sunday exists,"” resumed Faneui l

"We are sober," added Listolier

"Thol omyes, " remarked Bl achevelle, "contenplate ny cal mess [non cal ne]."

"You are the Marquis of that,"” retorted Thol onyes.

Thi s medi ocre play upon words produced the effect of a stone in a pool.



The Marquis de Montcal mwas at that time a cel ebrated royalist.
Al the frogs held their peace.

"Friends," cried Thol onyes, with the accent of a man who had
recovered his enpire, "Come to yourselves. This pun which has

fallen fromthe skies nust not be received with too nuch stupor
Everything which falls in that way is not necessarily worthy of

ent husi asm and respect. The pun is the dung of the m nd which soars.
The jest falls, no matter where; and the mnd after producing a piece
of stupidity plunges into the azure depths. A whitish speck flattened
agai nst the rock does not prevent the condor from soaring al oft.

Far be it fromnme to insult the pun! | honor it in proportion

toits nerits; nothing more. Al the npbst august, the nost sublinme,
the nost charm ng of humanity, and perhaps outside of humanity,

have made puns. Jesus Christ nade a pun on St. Peter, Mdses on |saac,
AEschyl us on Pol yni ces, O eopatra on Cctavius. And observe that
Cleopatra's pun preceded the battle of Actium and that had it

not been for it, no one would have remenbered the city of Toryne

a Geek nanme which signifies a ladle. That once conceded, | return

to ny exhortation. | repeat, brothers, | repeat, no zeal, no hubbub
Nno excess; even in witticisns, gayety, jollities, or plays on words.
Listen to me. | have the prudence of Anphiaraus and the bal dness

of Caesar. There nust be a limt, even to rebuses. Est nodus
in rebus.

"There nust be a limt, even to dinners. You are fond of

appl e turnovers, |adies; do not indulge in themto excess.

Even in the matter of turnovers, good sense and art are requisite.
G uttony chastises the glutton, Gula punit Gulax. Indigestionis
charged by the good God with preaching norality to stomachs.

And renenber this: each one of our passions, even |ove, has a stomach
whi ch nust not be filled too full. In all things the word finis
must be witten in good season; self-control nust be exercised
when the matter becones urgent; the bolt must be drawn on appetite;
one nust set one's own fantasy to the violin, and carry one's self
to the post. The sage is the man who knows how, at a gi ven nonent,
to effect his owm arrest. Have some confidence in nme, for | have
succeeded to sonme extent in ny study of the law, according to the
verdict of ny exam nations, for | know the difference between the
guestion put and the question pending, for | have sustained a thesis
in Latin upon the manner in which torture was adm nistered at Rome
at the epoch when Minatius Denens was quaestor of the Parricide;
because | amgoing to be a doctor, apparently it does not foll ow
that it is absolutely necessary that | should be an inbecile.

I reconmend you to noderation in your desires. It is true that ny
nane is Felix Thol onyes; | speak well. Happy is he who, when the
hour strikes, takes a heroic resolve, and abdicates like Sylla

or Origenes.”

Favourite listened with profound attention

"Felix," said she, "what a pretty word! | |ove that nane.
It is Latin; it means prosper.”

Thol omyes went on: - -

"Quirites, gentlenen, caballeros, ny friends. Do you wi sh never to



feel the prick, to do without the nuptial bed, and to brave |ove?

Not hing nore sinple. Here is the receipt: |enonade, excessive exercise,
hard | abor; work yourself to death, drag bl ocks, sleep not, hold vigil
gorge yourself with nitrous beverages, and potions of nynphaeas;

drink emul sions of poppies and agnus castus; season this wth

a strict diet, starve yourself, and add thereto cold bat hs,

girdles of herbs, the application of a plate of lead, |otions made

with the subacetate of |ead, and fomentations of oxycrat."

"I prefer a woman," said Listolier.

"Wman, " resunmed Thol onyes; "distrust her. We to himwho yields
hinself to the unstable heart of woman! Wman is perfidious

and di si ngenuous. She detests the serpent from professional jeal ousy.
The serpent is the shop over the way."

"Thol omyes!" cried Bl achevelle, "you are drunk!"
"Pardieu," said Thol onyes.

"Then be gay," resuned Bl achevelle.

"I agree to that," responded Thol onyes

And, refilling his glass, he rose.

"dory to winel MNunc te, Bacche, canaml Pardon ne | adies;

that is Spanish. And the proof of it, senoras, is this: [|ike people,
i ke cask. The arrobe of Castile contains sixteen litres; the cantaro
of Alicante, twelve; the al mude of the Canaries, twenty-five;

the cuartin of the Balearic Isles, twenty-six; the boot of

Tzar Peter, thirty. Long live that Tzar who was great, and |ong

live his boot, which was still greater! Ladies, take the advice

of a friend; make a m stake in your neighbor if you see fit.

The property of love is to err. A love affair is not nmade to crouch
down and brutalize itself |like an English serving-maid who has

cal | ouses on her knees fromscrubbing. It is not nade for that;
it errs gayly, our gentle love. 1t has been said, error is human
| say, error is love. Ladies, | idolize you all. O Zephine,

O Josephine, face nore than irregular, you would be charm ng were you
not all askew. You have the air of a pretty face upon which sone one
has sat down by mi stake. As for Favourite, O nynphs and nuses! one day
when Bl achevell e was crossing the gutter in the Rue Gueri n-Boi sseau

he espied a beautiful girl with white stockings well drawn up

whi ch di spl ayed her legs. This prologue pleased him and Bl achevell e
fell inlove. The one he |oved was Favourite. O Favourite,

thou hast lonian lips. There was a Greek painter nanmed Euphorion

who was surnanmed the painter of the lips. That Geek al one woul d

have been worthy to paint thy nouth. Listen! before thee, there was
never a creature worthy of the nane. Thou wert nade to receive the
apple like Venus, or to eat it |like Eve; beauty begins with thee

I have just referred to Eve; it is thou who hast created her

Thou deservest the letters-patent of the beautiful wonman. O Favourite,
| cease to address you as "thou,' because | pass from poetry to prose.
You were speaking of ny name a little while ago. That touched ne;

but let us, whoever we may be, distrust nanes. They may del ude us.

| amcalled Felix, and I amnot happy. Wrds are liars. Let us



not blindly accept the indications which they afford us. It would

be a mstake to wite to Liege[2] for corks, and to Pau for gl oves.

M ss Dahlia, were | in your place, | would call nyself Rosa

A flower should snell sweet, and woman should have wit. | say nothing
of Fantine; she is a dreanmer, a nusing, thoughtful, pensive person

she is a phantom possessed of the formof a nynph and the nodesty

of a nun, who has strayed into the life of a grisette, but who takes
refuge in illusions, and who sings and prays and gazes into the

azure wthout very well knowi ng what she sees or what she is doing,

and who, with her eyes fixed on heaven, wanders in a garden where
there are nore birds than are in existence. O Fantine, know this:

I, Tholonyes, | amall illusion; but she does not even hear ne,

that blond maid of Chineras! as for the rest, everything about her

is freshness, suavity, youth, sweet norning light. O Fantine,

mai d worthy of being called Marguerite or Pearl, you are a woman
fromthe beauteous Orient. Ladies, a second piece of advice:

do not marry; marriage is a graft; it takes well or ill;

avoid that risk. But bah! what am| saying? | amwasting ny words.
Grls are incurable on the subject of narriage, and all that we

Wi se men can say will not prevent the waistcoat-makers and the
shoe-stitchers from dream ng of husbands studded wi th di anonds.

Well, so be it; but, ny beauties, renenber this, you eat too nuch sugar
You have but one fault, O wonan, and that is nibbling sugar

O ni bbling sex, your pretty little white teeth adore sugar

Now, heed nme well, sugar is a salt. Al salts are wthering.

Sugar is the nost desiccating of all salts; it sucks the liquids

of the blood through the veins; hence the coagul ation, and then the
solidification of the blood; hence tubercles in the |ungs, hence death.
That is why diabetes borders on consunption. Then, do not crunch sugar
and you will live. |1 turn to the nmen: gentlenen, make conquest,

rob each other of your well-bel oved without renorse. Chassez across.
In love there are no friends. Everywhere where there is a pretty
worman hostility is open. No quarter, war to the death! a pretty

worman is a casus belli; a pretty woman is flagrant m sdeneanor

Al'l the invasions of history have been determ ned by petticoats.

Wrman is man's right. Romulus carried off the Sabines; WIlliamcarried
of f the Saxon wonen; Caesar carried off the Roman wonen. The man

who is not |oved soars like a vulture over the m stresses of other nen;
and for ny owmn part, to all those unfortunate nmen who are w dowers,

| throw the sublinme proclamati on of Bonaparte to the arny of Italy:
"Soldiers, you are in need of everything; the eneny has it."

[2] Liege: a cork-tree. Pau: a jest on peau, skin.

Thol onmyes paused.
"Take breath, Thol onyes," said Bl achevelle.

At the sane nonent Bl achevelle, supported by Listolier and Faneuil,
struck up to a plaintive air, one of those studio songs conposed

of the first words which come to hand, rhymed richly and not at all
as destitute of sense as the gesture of the tree and the sound

of the wind, which have their birth in the vapor of pipes, and are
di ssipated and take their flight with them This is the couplet

by which the group replied to Thol onyes' harangue: - -



"The father turkey-cocks so grave

Sonme noney to an agent gave,

That master good C ernont-Tonnerre

M ght be nade pope on Saint Johns' day fair.
But this good dernont could not be

Made pope, because no priest was he;

And then their agent, whose w ath burned,
Wth all their noney back returned.”

This was not cal culated to cal m Thol onyes' inprovisation; he enptied
his glass, filled, refilled it, and began again: --

"Dowmn with wi sdom Forget all that | have said. Let us be neither
prudes nor prudent men nor prudhonmes. | propose a toast to mrth;
be merry. Let us conplete our course of law by folly and eating

I ndi gestion and the digest. Let Justinian be the nmale, and Feasting,
the female! Joy in the depths! Live, Ocreation! The world

is a great dianond. | am happy. The birds are astonishing
VWhat a festival everywhere! The nightingale is a gratuitous Elleviou.
Sunmer, | salute thee! O Luxembourg! O CGeorgics of the Rue Madane,

and of the Allee de |' Cbservatoire! O pensive infantry sol diers!

O all those charm ng nurses who, while they guard the children

amuse thensel ves! The panpas of America would please ne if | had not
the arcades of the Gdeon. M soul flits away into the virgin forests
and to the savannas. Al is beautiful. The flies buzz in the sun
The sun has sneezed out the humm ng bird. Enbrace ne, Fantine!"

He made a ni stake and enbraced Favourite

CHAPTER VI I

THE DEATH OF A HORSE

"The dinners are better at Edon's than at Bonbarda's," exclaimed Zephi ne.
"I prefer Bonmbarda to Edon," declared Bl achevelle. "There is

nmore luxury. It is nore Asiatic. Look at the room downstairs;

there are mrrors [glaces] on the walls."

"I prefer them[glaces, ices] on ny plate,” said Favourite.

Bl achevel | e persisted:--

"Look at the knives. The handles are of silver at Bonbarda's
and of bone at Edon's. Now, silver is nore val uabl e than bone."

"Except for those who have a silver chin," observed Thol onyes.

He was | ooking at the done of the Invalides, which was visible
from Bonbarda' s wi ndows.



A pause ensued.

"Thol onmyes, " excl ai med Faneuil, "Listolier and | were having
a di scussion just now "

"A discussion is a good thing,"
is better.”

replied Thol onyes; "a quarre

"W were disputing about philosophy.”
"Wl ?"

"Whi ch do you prefer, Descartes or Spinoza?"

"Desaugi ers, " said Thol onyes.

Thi s decree pronounced, he took a drink, and went on:--

"l consent to live. Al is not at an end on earth since we can stil
tal k nonsense. For that | return thanks to the immortal gods.

W lie. One lies, but one |aughs. One affirns, but one doubts.

The unexpected bursts forth fromthe syllogism That is fine.

There are still human bei ngs here bel ow who know how to open

and close the surprise box of the paradox merrily. This, |adies,
whi ch you are drinking with so tranquil an air is Madeira w ne,

you must know, fromthe vineyard of Coural das Freiras, which is
three hundred and seventeen fathons above the | evel of the sea.
Attention while you drink! three hundred and seventeen fathons!

and Monsi eur Bonbarda, the magnificent eating-house keeper, gives you
those three hundred and seventeen fathonms for four francs and

fifty centimes."”

Again Faneuil interrupted him--

"Thol omyes, your opinions fix the law. W is your favorite author?"

"Ber--"
"Qui n?"
"No; Choux."

And Thol onyes conti nued: - -

"Honor to Bombarda! He would equal Minophis of Elephanta if he

could but get ne an Indian dancing-girl, and Thygelion of Chaeronea
if he could bring me a G eek courtesan; for, oh, |adies! there

were Bonbardas in G eece and in Egypt. Apuleius tells us of them

Al as! always the same, and not hing new, nothi ng nore unpubli shed

by the creator in creation! NI sub sole novum says Sol onon;

anmor omi bus idem says Virgil; and Carabine mounts with Carabin into
the bark at Saint-Cdoud, as Aspasia enbarked with Pericles upon the
fleet at Sambs. One last word. Do you know what Aspasia was, |adies?
Al t hough she lived at an epoch when wonen had, as yet, no soul

she was a soul; a soul of a rosy and purple hue, nore ardent hued
than fire, fresher than the dawn. Aspasia was a creature in whom
two extremes of womanhood met; she was the goddess prostitute;



Socrates plus Manon Lescaut. Aspasia was created in case a mistress
shoul d be needed for Pronetheus."

Thol onmyes, once started, would have found sone difficulty in stopping,
had not a horse fallen down upon the quay just at that nonent.

The shock caused the cart and the orator to cone to a dead halt.

It was a Beauceron mare, old and thin, and one fit for the knacker

whi ch was dragging a very heavy cart. On arriving in front of Bonbarda's,
t he worn-out, exhausted beast had refused to proceed any further.

This incident attracted a crowd. Hardly had the cursing and indi gnant
carter had tinme to utter with proper energy the sacranental word,

Matin (the jade), backed up with a pitiless cut of the whip,

when the jade fell, never to rise again. On hearing the hubbub nade

by the passersby, Thol onyes' merry auditors turned their heads,

and Thol onyes t ook advantage of the opportunity to bring his allocution
to a close with this nel ancholy strophe: --

"Elle etait de ce nonde ou coucous et carrosses| 3]
Ont e nmene destin;

Et, rosse, elle a vecu ce que vivant |es rosses,
L' espace d' un matin!"

[3] She belonged to that circle where cuckoos and carriages share
the sanme fate; and a jade herself, she lived, as jades live,

for the space of a norning (or jade).

"Poor horse!" sighed Fantine.

And Dahl i a excl ai ned: - -

"There is Fantine on the point of crying over horses. How can
one be such a pitiful fool as that!"

At that noment Favourite, folding her arns and throw ng her head back,
| ooked resolutely at Thol onyes and said: - -

"Come, now the surprise?”

"Exactly. The nmonent has arrived," replied Thol onyes.

"Centl enmen, the hour for giving these | adies a surprise has struck
Wait for us a nonent, |adies."

"It begins with a kiss," said Blachevelle.

"On the brow," added Thol onyes.

Each gravely bestowed a kiss on his mstress's brow, then all four
filed out through the door, with their fingers on their |ips.

Favourite cl apped her hands on their departure.
"It is beginning to be amusing already," said she.

"Don't be too long," murmured Fantine; "we are waiting for you."



CHAPTER | X

A MERRY END TO M RTH

VWen the young girls were left alone, they | eaned two by two on
the wi ndowsills, chatting, craning out their heads, and talking
fromone wi ndow to the other

They saw the young nen enmerge fromthe Cafe Bonbarda armin arm

The latter turned round, nade signs to them smled, and di sappeared
in that dusty Sunday throng which makes a weekly invasion into the
Chanps- El ysees.

"Don't be long!" cried Fantine.

"What are they going to bring us?" said Zephine.

"It will certainly be something pretty," said Dahlia

"For ny part," said Favourite, "I want it to be of gold."

Their attention was soon distracted by the novenents on the shore
of the | ake, which they could see through the branches of the
large trees, and which diverted themgreatly.

It was the hour for the departure of the mail-coaches and dili gences.
Nearly all the stage-coaches for the south and west passed through

t he Chanps-El ysees. The majority followed the quay and went through
the Passy Barrier. Fromnonent to nonent, some huge vehicle,

pai nted yel |l ow and bl ack, heavily | oaded, noisily harnessed,

render ed shapel ess by trunks, tarpaulins, and valises, full of heads
whi ch i mredi at el y di sappeared, rushed through the cromd with al

the sparks of a forge, with dust for smoke, and an air of fury,
grinding the pavenents, changing all the paving-stones into steels.
This uproar delighted the young girls. Favourite exclained:--

"What a row One would say that it was a pile of chains flying away."
It chanced that one of these vehicles, which they could only see

with difficulty through the thick elns, halted for a nonent,

then set out again at a gallop. This surprised Fantine.

"That's odd!" said she. "I thought the diligence never stopped."”

Favourite shrugged her shoul ders.

"This Fantine is surprising. | amconming to take a | ook at her out
of curiosity. She is dazzled by the sinplest things. Suppose a case:
| ama traveller; | say to the diligence, "I will go on in advance;
you shall pick ne up on the quay as you pass.' The diligence passes,

sees me, halts, and takes me. That is done every day. You do not
know life, ny dear."

In this manner a certain tine elapsed. Al at once Favourite made



a novement, |ike a person who is just waking up

"Wel|," said she, "and the surprise?”

"Yes, by the way," joined in Dahlia, "the fanous surprise?”

"They are a very long time about it!" said Fantine.

As Fantine concluded this sigh, the waiter who had served them
at dinner entered. He held in his hand sonething which resenbl ed
aletter.

"What is that?" denmanded Favourite.

The waiter replied:--

"It is a paper that those gentlenen left for these ladies.”
"Way did you not bring it at once?"

"Because,"” said the waiter, "the gentlemen ordered nme not to deliver
it to the ladies for an hour."

Favourite snatched the paper fromthe waiter's hand. It was,
in fact, a letter.

"Stop!" said she; "there is no address; but this is what is witten
on it--"

"TH S | S THE SURPRI SE. "

She tore the letter open hastily, opened it, and read [she knew
how to read]:--

"QUR BELOVED: - -

"You nust know that we have parents. Parents--you do not know much
about such things. They are called fathers and nothers by the

civil code, which is puerile and honest. Now, these parents groan
these old fol ks inmplore us, these good nmen and t hese good wonen call us
prodi gal sons; they desire our return, and offer to kill calves for us.
Bei ng virtuous, we obey them At the hour when you read this,

five fiery horses will be bearing us to our papas and manmas. W are
pul ling up our stakes, as Bossuet says. W are going; we are gone.

W flee in the arns of Lafitte and on the wings of Caillard

The Toul ouse diligence tears us fromthe abyss, and the abyss

is you, Oour little beauties! W return to society, to duty,

to respectability, at full trot, at the rate of three | eagues an hour
It is necessary for the good of the country that we shoul d be,

like the rest of the world, prefects, fathers of famlies, rural police,
and councillors of state. Venerate us. W are sacrificing ourselves.
Mourn for us in haste, and replace us with speed. |If this letter

| acerates you, do the sane by it. Adieu

"For the space of nearly two years we have nmade you happy.



W bear you no grudge for that.
" Si gned:
BLACHEVELLE.
FAMUEI L.
LI STOLI ER
FELI X THOLOWES

"Postscriptum The dinner is paid for."

The four young wormen | ooked at each ot her

Favourite was the first to break the silence.

"Wl l!" she exclainmed, "it's a very pretty farce, all the sanme.”

"It is very droll," said Zephine.

"That must have been Bl achevelle's idea," resuned Favourite

"It makes me in love with him No sooner is he gone than he is |oved.
This is an adventure, indeed."

"No," said Dahlia; "it was one of Thol onmyes' ideas. That is evident.

"In that case," retorted Favourite, "death to Bl achevelle, and | ong
live Thol onyes!™

"Long |live Thol onyes! " excl ai ned Dahlia and Zephi ne.
And t hey burst out | aughing.
Fantine | aughed with the rest.

An hour |ater, when she had returned to her room she wept.
It was her first love affair, as we have said; she had given herself
to this Thol onyes as to a husband, and the poor girl had a child.

BOOK FOURTH. - - TO CONFI DE | S SOVETI MES TO DELI VER | NTO A PERSON S
PONER

CHAPTER |

ONE MOTHER MEETS ANOTHER MOTHER

There was, at Montferneil, near Paris, during the first quarter

of this century, a sort of cook-shop which no | onger exists.

Thi s cook-shop was kept by some peopl e named Thenardi er

husband and wife. It was situated in Boul anger Lane. Over the door
there was a board nailed flat against the wall. Upon this board
was pai nted sonet hi ng which resenbled a man carryi ng anot her nan on
his back, the latter wearing the big gilt epaulettes of a general
with large silver stars; red spots represented bl ood; the rest of



the picture consisted of snmoke, and probably represented a battle.
Bel ow ran this inscription: AT THE SI GN OF SERGEANT OF WATERLQO
(Au Sargent de \Waterl 00).

Not hing is nore common than a cart or a truck at the door of

a hostelry. Nevertheless, the vehicle, or, to speak nore accurately,
the fragment of a vehicle, which encunbered the street in front

of the cook-shop of the Sergeant of Waterl oo, one evening in the
spring of 1818, would certainly have attracted, by its nass,

the attention of any painter who had passed that way.

It was the fore-carriage of one of those trucks which are used

in wooded tracts of country, and which serve to transport thick

pl anks and the trunks of trees. This fore-carriage was comnmposed

of a massive iron axle-tree with a pivot, into which was fitted

a heavy shaft, and whi ch was supported by two huge wheels.

The whol e thing was conpact, overwhel m ng, and m sshapen

It seened |like the gun-carriage of an enornmous cannon. The ruts of
the road had bestowed on the wheels, the fellies, the hub, the axle,
and the shaft, a layer of nud, a hideous yell owi sh daubi ng hue,
tolerably like that with which people are fond of ornanenting cathedral s.
The wood was di sappearing under mud, and the iron beneath rust.

Under the axle-tree hung, like drapery, a huge chain, worthy of

some CGoliath of a convict. This chain suggested, not the beans,

which it was its office to transport, but the mastodons and mammot hs
which it m ght have served to harness; it had the air of the galleys,
but of cycl opean and superhuman galleys, and it seened to have been

det ached from sone nonster. Homer woul d have bound Pol yphenus with it,
and Shakespeare, Cali ban.

Wy was that fore-carriage of a truck in that place in the street?
In the first place, to encunber the street; next, in order

that it mght finish the process of rusting. There is a throng

of institutions in the old social order, which one cones across

in this fashion as one wal ks about outdoors, and which have

no other reasons for existence than the above.

The centre of the chain swung very near the ground in the mddle,

and in the loop, as in the rope of a swing, there were seated

and grouped, on that particular evening, in exquisite interlacenent,
two little girls; one about two years and a half old, the other

ei ghteen nont hs; the younger in the arns of the other. A handkerchief,
cleverly knotted about them prevented their falling out.

A not her had caught sight of that frightful chain, and had said,

"Come! there's a plaything for ny children.”

The two children, who were dressed prettily and with sone el egance,
were radiant with pleasure; one would have said that they were two
roses amd old iron; their eyes were a triunph; their fresh cheeks
were full of laughter. One had chestnut hair; the other, brown.
Their innocent faces were two delighted surprises; a blosson ng
shrub whi ch grew near wafted to the passers-by perfunes which seened
to emanate fromthem the child of eighteen nonths displayed her
pretty little bare stomach with the chaste i ndecency of chil dhood.
Above and around these two delicate heads, all made of happi ness
and steeped in light, the gigantic fore-carriage, black with rust,
alnost terrible, all entangled in curves and wild angl es,



rose in a vault, like the entrance of a cavern. A few paces apart,
crouchi ng down upon the threshold of the hostelry, the nother

not a very prepossessing wonan, by the way, though touching at

that nmonent, was swinging the two children by neans of a |ong cord,
wat ching them carefully, for fear of accidents, with that aninma

and cel estial expression which is peculiar to maternity. At every
backward and forward swing the hideous links emtted a strident sound,
whi ch resenbled a cry of rage; the little girls were in ecstasies;

the setting sun mngled in this joy, and nothing could be nore charm ng
than this caprice of chance which had nade of a chain of Titans the
swi ng of cherubi m

As she rocked her |little ones, the nother humred in a di scordant
voi ce a romance then cel ebrated: --

"It nmust be, said a warrior."

Her song, and the contenplation of her daughters, prevented her
heari ng and seeing what was going on in the street.

In the meanti me, sone one had approached her, as she was begi nni ng
the first couplet of the romance, and suddenly she heard a voice
saying very near her ear:--

"You have two beautiful children there, Madane."

"To the fair and tender |nogene--"

replied the nother, continuing her romance; then she turned her head.

A woman stood before her, a few paces distant. This wonan al so
had a child, which she carried in her arns.

She was carrying, in addition, a |large carpet-bag, which seened
very heavy.

This woman's child was one of the nost divine creatures that it

is possible to behold. It was a girl, two or three years of age
She coul d have entered into competition with the two other little ones,
so far as the coquetry of her dress was concerned; she wore a cap of
fine linen, ribbons on her bodice, and Val enci ennes | ace on her cap
The folds of her skirt were raised so as to permt a view of her
white, firm and dinpled leg. She was admrably rosy and healt hy.
The little beauty inspired a desire to take a bite fromthe apples
of her cheeks. O her eyes nothing could be known, except that

they must be very large, and that they had nagnificent |ashes.

She was asl eep

She slept with that slunber of absolute confidence peculiar
to her age. The arns of nothers are nade of tenderness; in them
children sl eep profoundly.

As for the nother, her appearance was sad and poverty-stricken



She was dressed |ike a working-woman who is inclined to turn into

a peasant again. She was young. WAs she handsonme? Perhaps; but in
that attire it was not apparent. Her hair, a golden |ock of which
had escaped, seened very thick, but was severely conceal ed beneath

an ugly, tight, close, nun-like cap, tied under the chin. A smle

di spl ays beautiful teeth when one has them but she did not smle

Her eyes did not seemto have been dry for a very long tine.

She was pal e; she had a very weary and rather sickly appearance.

She gazed upon her daughter asleep in her arns with the air peculiar
to a mother who has nursed her own child. A large blue handkerchi ef,
such as the Invalides use, was folded into a fichu, and conceal ed her
figure clunsily. Her hands were sunburnt and all dotted w th freckles,
her forefinger was hardened and | acerated with the needl e; she wore

a cl oak of coarse brown woollen stuff, a |inen gown, and coarse shoes.
It was Fanti ne.

It was Fantine, but difficult to recognize. Nevertheless, on scrutinizing
her attentively, it was evident that she still retained her beauty.

A nel ancholy fold, which resenbled the begi nning of irony,

wrinkled her right cheek. As for her toilette, that aerial toilette

of muslin and ribbons, which seened made of mrth, of folly,

and of nmusic, full of bells, and perfuned with lilacs had vani shed

i ke that beautiful and dazzling hoar-frost which is mstaken

for dianonds in the sunlight; it nmelts and | eaves the branch quite bl ack

Ten nonths had el apsed since the "pretty farce.”
VWhat had taken place during those ten nonths? It can be divined

After abandonment, straightened circunstances. Fantine had

i medi ately | ost sight of Favourite, Zephine and Dahlia; the bond
once broken on the side of the nen, it was | oosed between the wonen;

t hey woul d have been greatly astoni shed had any one told them

a fortnight later, that they had been friends; there no | onger

exi sted any reason for such a thing. Fantine had renained al one

The father of her child gone,--alas! such ruptures are irrevocable, --
she found herself absolutely isolated, mnus the habit of work and plus
the taste for pleasure. Drawn away by her |iaison with Thol onyes

to disdain the pretty trade which she knew, she had negl ected to keep
her market open; it was now closed to her. She had no resource.
Fantine barely knew how to read, and did not know how to wite;

i n her chil dhood she had only been taught to sign her nang;

she had a public letter-witer indite an epistle to Thol onyes,

then a second, then a third. Tholomyes replied to none of them
Fantine heard the gossips say, as they | ooked at her child:

"Who takes those children seriously! One only shrugs one's shoul ders
over such children!" Then she thought of Thol onyes, who had shrugged
hi s shoul ders over his child, and who did not take that innocent
bei ng seriously; and her heart grew gl oonmy toward that man

But what was she to do? She no |onger knew to whomto apply.

She had committed a fault, but the foundation of her nature,

as will be renmenbered, was nodesty and virtue. She was vaguely
conscious that she was on the verge of falling into distress,

and of gliding into a worse state. Courage was necessary;

she possessed it, and held herself firm The idea of returning to
her native towmn of M sur M occurred to her. There, sone one m ght
possi bly know her and give her work; yes, but it would be necessary



to conceal her fault. 1In a confused way she perceived the necessity
of a separation which would be nore painful than the first one.

Her heart contracted, but she took her resolution. Fantine, as we
shall see, had the fierce bravery of life. She had al ready
valiantly renounced finery, had dressed herself in |linen, and had
put all her silks, all her ornaments, all her ribbons, and al

her |aces on her daughter, the only vanity which was left to her,
and a holy one it was. She sold all that she had, which produced
for her two hundred francs; her little debts paid, she had only
about eighty francs left. At the age of twenty-two, on a beautifu
spring norning, she quitted Paris, bearing her child on her back
Any one who had seen these two pass woul d have had pity on them
This wonman had, in all the world, nothing but her child, and the
child had, in all the world, no one but this woman. Fantine had
nursed her child, and this had tired her chest, and she coughed
alittle.

W shall have no further occasion to speak of M Felix Thol onyes.
Let us confine ourselves to saying, that, twenty years later

under King Louis Philippe, he was a great provincial |awer,

weal thy and influential, a wise elector, and a very severe juryman;
he was still a man of pleasure.

Towards the mddl e of the day, after having, fromtine to tineg,

for the sake of resting herself, travelled, for three or four sous

a | eague, in what was then known as the Petites Voitures des Environs
de Paris, the "little suburban coach service,"” Fantine found herself
at Montferneil, in the alley Boul anger

As she passed the Thenardier hostelry, the two little girls,
blissful in the nonster swing, had dazzled her in a manner, and she
had halted in front of that vision of joy.

Charns exist. These two little girls were a charmto this nother

She gazed at themin much enmotion. The presence of angels is

an announcenent of Paradise. She thought that, above this inn

she behel d the nysterious HERE of Providence. These two little
creatures were evidently happy. She gazed at them she admired them
in such enotion that at the nonent when their nother was recovering
her breath between two couplets of her song, she could not refrain
from addressing to her the remark which we have just read:--

"You have two pretty children, Madane."

The nost ferocious creatures are disarnmed by caresses best owed
on their young.

The not her raised her head and thanked her, and bade the wayfarer
sit down on the bench at the door, she herself being seated

on the threshold. The two wonen began to chat.

"My name i s Madane Thenardier,"
"W keep this inn."

said the nother of the two little girls.

Then, her mnd still running on her romance, she resuned hunm ng
bet ween her teeth:--



"It nust be so; | ama knight,
And | amoff to Pal estine.”

Thi s Madanme Thenardi er was a sandy-conpl exi oned woman, thin and angul ar - -
the type of the soldier's wife in all its unpl easantness;

and what was odd, with a | angui shing air, which she owed to her
perusal of romances. She was a sinpering, but masculine creature.

A d romances produce that effect when rubbed agai nst the inmagi nation
of cook-shop woman. She was still young; she was barely thirty.

If this crouching woman had stood upright, her lofty stature and her
frame of a peranbul ating col ossus suitable for fairs, mght have
frightened the traveller at the outset, troubled her confidence,

and di sturbed what caused what we have to relate to vanish.

A person who is seated instead of standing erect--destinies hang upon
such a thing as that.

The traveller told her story, with slight nodifications.

That she was a wor ki ng-wonan; that her husband was dead;

that her work in Paris had failed her, and that she was on her way
to seek it elsewhere, in her ow native parts; that she had left
Paris that norning on foot; that, as she was carrying her child,
and felt fatigued, she had got into the Villenonbl e coach when she
met it; that fromVillenonbl e she had cone to Montferneil on foot;
that the little one had walked a little, but not much, because she
was so young, and that she had been obliged to take her up

and the jewel had fallen asleep.

At this word she bestowed on her daughter a passionate kiss,

whi ch woke her. The child opened her eyes, great blue eyes like
her nother's, and | ooked at--what? Nothing; with that serious

and sometimes severe air of little children, which is a nystery

of their |um nous innocence in the presence of our twlight

of virtue. One would say that they feel thenselves to be angels,
and that they know us to be men. Then the child began to |augh

and al t hough the nother held fast to her, she slipped to the ground
wi th the unconquerable energy of a little being which wi shed to run
Al'l at once she caught sight of the two others in the sw ng,
stopped short, and put out her tongue, in sign of admiration

Mot her Thenardi er rel eased her daughters, nade them descend from
the swing, and said:--

"Now amuse yourselves, all three of you."

Chil dren becone acquai nted quickly at that age, and at the expiration
of a mnute the little Thenardiers were playing with the new coner
at maki ng holes in the ground, which was an i mense pl easure.

The new- coner was very gay; the goodness of the nother is witten
in the gayety of the child; she had seized a scrap of wood

whi ch served her for a shovel, and energetically dug a cavity big
enough for a fly. The grave-digger's business becones a subject
for |aughter when performed by a child.



The two wonen pursued their chat.
"What is your little one's nane?"
"Cosette."

For Cosette, read Euphrasie. The child' s name was Euphrasie.

But out of Euphrasie the nother had nade Cosette by that sweet

and graceful instinct of nothers and of the popul ace whi ch changes
Josepha into Pepita, and Francoise into Sillette. It is a sort

of derivative which disarranges and di sconcerts the whol e science

of etymnol ogists. W have known a grandnot her who succeeded in turning
Theodore into Gion

"How ol d is she?"
"She is going on three."
"That is the age of ny eldest."

In the meantime, the three little girls were grouped in an attitude
of profound anxi ety and blissful ness; an event had happened;

a big worm had energed fromthe ground, and they were afraid,

and they were in ecstasies over it.

Their radi ant brows touched each ot her; one would have said
that there were three heads in one aureole.

"How easily children get acquai nted at once!" exclai med Mot her Thenardi er
"one would swear that they were three sisters!”

This remark was probably the spark which the other nother had been
waiting for. She seized the Thenardier's hand, |ooked at her fixedly,
and said: --

"WIl you keep nmy child for ne?"

The Thenardi er made one of those novenents of surprise which signify
nei t her assent nor refusal.

Cosette's not her continued: - -

"You see, | cannot take my daughter to the country. M work

will not permt it. Wth a child one can find no situation

People are ridiculous in the country. 1t was the good God who caused
me to pass your inn. Wen | caught sight of your little ones,

so pretty, so clean, and so happy, it overwhelned nme. | said:

"Here is a good nother. That is just the thing; that will nake

three sisters.” And then, it will not be long before | return

WIl you keep ny child for ne?"

"I must see about it," replied the Thenardier.
"I will give you six francs a nmonth."

Here a man's voice called fromthe depths of the cook-shop:--



"Not for |less than seven francs. And six nonths paid in advance
"Six times seven nakes forty-two," said the Thenardier
"I wll giveit," said the nother

"And fifteen francs in addition for prelimnary expenses,"
added the man's voice

"Total, fifty-seven francs,"” said Madane Thenardier. And she
humred vaguely, with these figures:--

"It nmust be, said a warrior."

"I wll pay it," said the nother. "I have eighty francs. | shal
have enough left to reach the country, by travelling on foot.

I shall earn noney there, and as soon as | have a little | will return
for ny darling."

The man's voi ce resuned: - -
"The little one has an outfit?"
"That is my husband," said the Thenardier

"Of course she has an outfit, the poor treasure.--I understood
perfectly that it was your husband.--And a beautiful outfit,

too! a senseless outfit, everything by the dozen, and silk gowns
like a lady. It is here, in ny carpet-bag."

"You nust hand it over," struck in the man's voi ce again.
"OfF course | shall give it to you," said the mother. "It would
be very queer if | were to | eave ny daughter quite naked!"

The master's face appeared.
"That's good," said he.

The bargain was concluded. The nother passed the night at the inn
gave up her nmoney and left her child, fastened her carpet-bag

once nore, now reduced in volume by the removal of the outfit,

and |ight henceforth and set out on the follow ng norning,

intending to return soon. People arrange such departures tranquilly;
but they are despairs!

A nei ghbor of the Thenardiers net this nother as she was setting out,
and canme back with the remark:--

"I have just seen a woman crying in the street so that it was enough
to rend your heart.”

VWen Cosette's nother had taken her departure, the man said
to the woman: - -



"That will serve to pay nmy note for one hundred and ten francs
which falls due to-norrow, | lacked fifty francs. Do you know
that 1 should have had a bailiff and a protest after ne?

You pl ayed the nmouse-trap nicely with your young ones."

"Wthout suspecting it,"” said the woman.

CHAPTER |

FI RST SKETCH OF TWD UNPREPOSSESSI NG FI GURES

The nouse whi ch had been caught was a pitiful specinmen; but the cat
rej oi ces even over a | ean nouse.

Who were these Thenardi ers?

Let us say a word or two of themnow W wll complete the sketch
| ater on.

These bei ngs bel onged to that bastard cl ass conposed of coarse
peopl e who have been successful, and of intelligent people who have
descended in the scale, which is between the class called "m ddl e"
and the class denominated as "inferior," and which conbi nes sone

of the defects of the second with nearly all the vices of the first,
wi t hout possessing the generous inpul se of the worki ngman nor

t he honest order of the bourgeois.

They were of those dwarfed natures which, if a dull fire chances

to warmthemup, easily becone nonstrous. There was in the woman a
substratumof the brute, and in the man the material for a bl ackguard.
Both were susceptible, in the highest degree, of the sort of hideous
progress which is acconplished in the direction of evil. There exist
crab-like souls which are continually retreating towards the darkness,
retrograding in life rather than advanci ng, enploying experience

to augrment their deformty, growi ng incessantly worse, and becom ng
nore and nore inpregnated with an ever-augnenting bl ackness.

This man and worman possessed such soul s.

Thenardier, in particular, was troubl esone for a physi ognom st.

One can only |l ook at sone nen to distrust them for one feels that
they are dark in both directions. They are uneasy in the rear and
threatening in front. There is sonething of the unknown about them
One can no nore answer for what they have done than for what they
wi Il do. The shadow which they bear in their glance denounces them
Fromnerely hearing themutter a word or seeing them make a gesture
one obtains a glinpse of sonbre secrets in their past and of sonbre
nysteries in their future.

This Thenardier, if he hinself was to be believed, had been a sol dier--
a sergeant, he said. He had probably been through the canpai gn of 1815,
and had even conducted hinself with tolerable valor, it would seem

W shall see later on how nmuch truth there was in this. The sign

of his hostelry was in allusion to one of his feats of arns.



He had painted it hinself; for he knew howto do a little of everything,
and badly.

It was at the epoch when the ancient classical romance which, after having
been delie, was no | onger anything but Lodoiska, still noble, but ever
nore and nore vul gar, having fallen from Madenoi sell e de Scuder

t o Madane Bournon- Mal arme, and from Madane de Lafayette to Madame

Bart hel eny- Hadot, was setting the |oving hearts of the portresses

of Paris aflanme, and even ravagi ng the suburbs to sone extent.

Madane Thenardi er was just intelligent enough to read this sort of books.
She lived on them In them she drowned what brai ns she possessed.
Thi s had gi ven her, when very young, and even a little later, a sort
of pensive attitude towards her husband, a scanp of a certain depth,
aruffian lettered to the extent of the grammar, coarse and fine at
one and the sanme tine, but, so far as sentinentalismwas concerned,
given to the perusal of Pigault-Lebrun, and "in what concerns the sex,
as he said in his jargon--a downright, unmtigated lout. H s wife was
twel ve or fifteen years younger than he was. Later on, when her hair,
arranged in a romantically drooping fashion, began to grow gray,

when t he Magaera began to be devel oped fromthe Panela, the female
Thenar di er was not hing but a coarse, vicious woman, who had dabbl ed
in stupid romances. Now, one cannot read nonsense with inpunity.

The result was that her el dest daughter was naned Eponine; as for

t he younger, the poor little thing cane near being called Gl nare;

I know not to what diversion, effected by a romance of Ducray-Dunenil
she owed the fact that she nerely bore the nanme of Azelma

However, we will remark by the way, everything was not ridicul ous
and superficial in that curious epoch to which we are all uding,

and whi ch may be designated as the anarchy of baptismal nanes.

By the side of this romantic el enent which we have just indicated
there is the social synptom It is not rare for the neatherd' s

boy nowadays to bear the nanme of Arthur, Alfred, or Al phonse,

and for the vicome--if there are still any vicontes--to be called
Thomas, Pierre, or Jacques. This displacenent, which places the

"el egant” name on the plebeian and the rustic name on the aristocrat,
is nothing el se than an eddy of equality. The irresistible
penetration of the newinspiration is there as everywhere el se.
Beneath this apparent discord there is a great and a profound thing,--
the French Revol ution

CHAPTER 1 |

THE LARK

It is not all in all sufficient to be wicked in order to prosper.
The cook-shop was in a bad way.

Thanks to the traveller's fifty-seven francs, Thenardier had been
able to avoid a protest and to honor his signature. On the follow ng
nmonth they were again in need of noney. The woman took Cosette's
outfit to Paris, and pawned it at the pawnbroker's for sixty francs.
As soon as that sumwas spent, the Thenardi ers grew accustonmed

to look on the little girl nmerely as a child whomthey were caring



for out of charity; and they treated her accordingly. As she had

no | onger any clothes, they dressed her in the cast-off petticoats

and chemi ses of the Thenardier brats; that is to say, in rags.

They fed her on what all the rest had left--a little better than the dog,
alittle worse than the cat. Moreover, the cat and the dog were her
habi t ual tabl e-conpani ons; Cosette ate with themunder the table,

froma wooden bow similar to theirs

The not her, who had established herself, as we shall see later on

at M sur M, wote, or, nore correctly, caused to be witten,

a letter every nmonth, that she m ght have news of her child.

The Thenardiers replied invariably, "Cosette is doing wonderfully well."

At the expiration of the first six nmonths the nother sent seven
francs for the seventh nonth, and continued her remttances

with tolerable regularity fromnmonth to nonth. The year was not
conpl eted when Thenardier said: "A fine favor she is doing us,

in sooth! \What does she expect us to do with her seven francs?"
and he wote to demand twel ve francs. The not her, whomthey had
persuaded into the belief that her child was happy, "and was com ng
on well," submtted, and forwarded the twelve francs.

Certain natures cannot |ove on the one hand wi thout hating on
the other. Mbdther Thenardier |oved her two daughters passionately,
whi ch caused her to hate the stranger.

It is sad to think that the [ove of a nother can possess

vill ai nous aspects. Little as was the space occupi ed by Cosette

it seemed to her as though it were taken from her own, and that

that little child dimnished the air which her daughters breathed.
Thi s wonman, |ike many wonen of her sort, had a | oad of caresses

and a burden of blows and injuries to di spense each day.

If she had not had Cosette, it is certain that her daughters,
idolized as they were, would have received the whole of it;

but the stranger did themthe service to divert the blows to herself.
Her daughters received nothing but caresses. Cosette could not make
a notion which did not draw down upon her head a heavy shower of

viol ent blows and unnerited chastisenment. The sweet, feeble being,
who shoul d not have understood anything of this world or of God,

i ncessantly puni shed, scolded, ill-used, beaten, and seei ng beside
her two little creatures like herself, who lived in a ray of dawn!

Madane Thenardi er was vicious with Cosette. Eponine and Azel ma
were vicious. Children at that age are only copies of their nother
The size is smaller; that is all.

A year passed; then another

People in the village said:--

"Those Thenardiers are good people. They are not rich, and yet they
are bringing up a poor child who was abandoned on their hands!"

They thought that Cosette's nother had forgotten her

In the meanwhil e, Thenardier, having learned, it is inpossible
to say by what obscure nmeans, that the child was probably a bastard,



and that the nother could not acknow edge it, exacted fifteen francs
a nonth, saying that "the creature" was grow ng and "eating," and

threatening to send her away. "Let her not bother ne," he exclai ned,
"or I'Il fire her brat right into the m ddle of her secrets.
I rmust have an increase.” The nother paid the fifteen francs.

Fromyear to year the child grew, and so did her wetchedness.

As long as Cosette was little, she was the scape-goat of the
two other children; as soon as she began to develop a little,
that is to say, before she was even five years old, she becane
the servant of the househol d.

Five years old! the reader will say; that is not probable.

Alas! it is true. Social suffering begins at all ages.

Have we not recently seen the trial of a man named Dunol | ard

an orphan turned bandit, who, fromthe age of five, as the officia
docunents state, being alone in the world, "worked for his living
and stole"?

Cosette was made to run on errands, to sweep the roons, the courtyard,
the street, to wash the dishes, to even carry burdens. The Thenardiers
consi dered thenselves all the nore authorized to behave in this manner
since the nother, who was still at M sur M, had becone irregul ar

in her payments. Some nonths she was in arrears.

If this nother had returned to Montferneil at the end of these three
years, she would not have recogni zed her child. Cosette, so pretty
and rosy on her arrival in that house, was now thin and pal e.

She had an indescribably uneasy |ook. "The sly creature,”

said the Thenardi ers.

I njustice had nmade her peevish, and m sery had made her ugly.
Not hi ng remai ned to her except her beautiful eyes, which inspired
pai n, because, large as they were, it seened as though one beheld
inthema still larger anobunt of sadness.

It was a heart-breaking thing to see this poor child, not yet

six years old, shivering in the winter in her old rags of linen

full of holes, sweeping the street before daylight, with an enornous
broomin her tiny red hands, and a tear in her great eyes.

She was called the Lark in the nei ghborhood. The popul ace, who are
fond of these figures of speech, had taken a fancy to bestow this
nane on this trenbling, frightened, and shivering little creature,
no bi gger than a bird, who was awake every norni ng before any one
el se in the house or the village, and was always in the street

or the fields before daybreak

Only the little lark never sang.

BOOK FI FTH. - - THE DESCENT.



CHAPTER |

THE H STORY OF A PROGRESS | N BLACK GLASS TRI NKETS

And in the nmeantinme, what had becone of that nother who according
to the people at Montferneil, seenmed to have abandoned her chil d?
VWere was she? Wat was she doi ng?

After leaving her little Cosette with the Thenardiers, she had
conti nued her journey, and had reached M sur M

This, it will be renenbered, was in 1818

Fantine had quitted her province ten years before. M sur M had
changed its aspect. Wiile Fantine had been sl owly descendi ng
from w et chedness to wetchedness, her native town had prospered

About two years previously one of those industrial facts which are
the grand events of small districts had taken pl ace.

This detail is inportant, and we regard it as useful to develop it
at length; we should alnbst say, to underline it.

Fromtinme imenorial, M sur M had had for its special industry

the imtation of English jet and the black glass trinkets of Gernmany.
This industry had al ways vegetated, on account of the high

price of the raw material, which reacted on the nmanufacture

At the nonment when Fantine returned to M sur M, an unheard- of
transformati on had taken place in the production of "black goods."
Towards the close of 1815 a nan, a stranger, had established hinself
in the town, and had been inspired with the idea of substituting

in this manufacture, gumlac for resin, and, for bracelets in particular,
slides of sheet-iron sinply laid together, for slides of sol dered
sheet-iron

This very small change had effected a revol ution

This very small change had, in fact, prodigiously reduced the cost

of the raw material, which had rendered it possible in the first place,
to raise the price of manufacture, a benefit to the country;

in the second place, to inprove the workmanshi p, an advant age

to the consuner; in the third place, to sell at a |ower price

while trebling the profit, which was a benefit to the manufacturer

Thus three results ensued from one i dea.

In less than three years the inventor of this process had

becone rich, which is good, and had nade every one about himrich
which is better. He was a stranger in the Departnent. O his origin,
not hi ng was known; of the beginning of his career, very little.

It was runored that he had come to town with very little noney,

a few hundred francs at the nost.

It was fromthis slender capital, enlisted in the service of an
i ngeni ous idea, devel oped by nmethod and thought, that he had drawn
his own fortune, and the fortune of the whol e countryside.



On his arrival at M sur M he had only the garnents, the appearance,
and the | anguage of a wor ki ngnan.

It appears that on the very day when he nmade his obscure entry into

the little town of M sur M, just at nightfall, on a Decenber evening,
knapsack on back and thorn club in hand, a large fire had broken
out in the town-hall. This man had rushed into the flanes and saved,

at the risk of his own life, two children who belonged to the
captain of the gendarmerie; this is why they had forgotten to ask
himfor his passport. Afterwards they had | earned his nane.

He was cal | ed Fat her Madel ei ne.

CHAPTER |

MADELEI NE

He was a man about fifty years of age, who had a preoccupied air,
and who was good. That was all that could be said about him

Thanks to the rapid progress of the industry which he had so
admrably re-constructed, M sur M had becone a rather inportant
centre of trade. Spain, which consunmes a good deal of black jet,
made enor nous purchases there each year. M sur M alnost rivalled
London and Berlin in this branch of commerce. Father Madel eine's
profits were such, that at the end of the second year he was able

to erect a large factory, in which there were two vast workroons,
one for the men, and the other for wonen. Any one who was hungry
could present hinmself there, and was sure of finding enpl oynent

and bread. Father Madel eine required of the men good wll,

of the women pure norals, and of all, probity. He had separated

the work-roonms in order to separate the sexes, and so that the wonen
and girls mght remain discreet. On this point he was inflexible.

It was the only thing in which he was in a manner intolerant.

He was all the nore firmy set on this severity, since M sur M,
being a garrison town, opportunities for corruption abounded.
However, his com ng had been a boon, and his presence was a godsend.
Bef ore Fat her Madel eine's arrival, everything had | angui shed

in the country; now everything lived with a healthy life of toil

A strong circul ation warned everything and penetrated everywhere

Sl ack seasons and w et chedness were unknown. There was no pocket so
obscure that it had not a little nmoney in it; no dwelling so lowy that
there was not sone little joy within it.

Fat her Madel ei ne gave enpl oynment to every one. He exacted
but one thing: Be an honest man. Be an honest woman.

As we have said, in the mdst of this activity of which he was the
cause and the pivot, Father Madel ei ne nade his fortune; but a singular
thing in a sinple man of business, it did not seemas though that

were his chief care. He appeared to be thinking nmuch of others,

and little of hinself. 1In 1820 he was known to have a sum of six
hundred and thirty thousand francs lodged in his nane with Laffitte;
but before reserving these six hundred and thirty thousand francs,



he had spent nore than a mllion for the town and its poor

The hospital was badly endowed; he founded six beds there. M sur

M is divided into the upper and the |ower town. The |ower town,

in which he lived, had but one school, a miserable hovel, which was
falling to ruin: he constructed two, one for girls, the other for boys.
He allotted a salary fromhis own funds to the two instructors,

a salary twice as large as their nmeagre official salary, and one

day he said to sone one who expressed surprise, "The two prinme
functionaries of the state are the nurse and the school naster."

He created at his own expense an infant school, a thing then al nost
unknown in France, and a fund for aiding old and infirm worknen.

As his factory was a centre, a new quarter, in which there were a good
many indigent famlies, rose rapidly around him he established there
a free dispensary.

At first, when they watched his begi nnings, the good souls said,

"He's a jolly fellow who nmeans to get rich." Wen they saw him
enriching the country before he enriched hinself, the good souls said,
"He is an anbitious man." This seened all the nore probable

since the man was religious, and even practised his religion

to a certain degree, a thing which was very favorably vi ewed

at that epoch. He went regularly to | ow nass every Sunday.

The | ocal deputy, who nosed out all rivalry everywhere, soon began
to grow uneasy over this religion. This deputy had been a nenber

of the legislative body of the Enpire, and shared the religious

i deas of a father of the Oratoire, known under the nanme of Fouche,
Duc d' Grante, whose creature and friend he had been. He indul ged
ingentle raillery at God with closed doors. But when he beheld

t he weal t hy manuf acturer Madel eine going to | ow mass at seven o' cl ock
he perceived in hima possible candi date, and resolved to outdo him
he took a Jesuit confessor, and went to high nass and to vespers.
Anbition was at that tinme, in the direct acceptation of the word,

a race to the steeple. The poor profited by this terror as well

as the good CGod, for the honorable deputy al so founded two beds in
the hospital, which made twelve

Neverthel ess, in 1819 a runmor one norning circul ated through the

town to the effect that, on the representations of the prefect

and in consideration of the services rendered by himto the country,

Fat her Madel ei ne was to be appointed by the King, mayor of M sur

M Those who had pronounced this new coner to be "an anbitious fellow "
seized with delight on this opportunity which all nen desire,

to exclaim "There! what did we say!" Al M sur M was in an uproar
The runmor was well founded. Several days |ater the appoi ntment appeared
in the Moniteur. On the foll owi ng day Father Madel ei ne refused.

In this same year of 1819 the products of the new process invented
by Madel eine figured in the industrial exhibition; when the jury
made their report, the King appointed the inventor a chevalier

of the Legion of Honor. A fresh excitement in the little town.
Wll, so it was the cross that he wanted! Father Madel ei ne refused
the cross.

Decidedly this man was an eni gma. The good souls got out of their
predi canment by saying, "After all, he is some sort of an adventurer."



W have seen that the country owed much to him the poor owed

hi m everyt hi ng; he was so useful and he was so gentle that people had been
obliged to honor and respect him H's workmen, in particular, adored him
and he endured this adoration with a sort of mnelancholy gravity.

VWhen he was known to be rich, "people in society” bowed to him

and he received invitations in the tow; he was called, in town,

Monsi eur Madel ei ne; his workmen and the children continued to call him
Fat her Madel ei ne, and that was what was npost adapted to make himsmle.

In proportion as he nounted, throve, invitations rai ned down upon him
"Society" clainmed himfor its own. The primlittle draw ng-roons on

M sur M, which, of course, had at first been closed to the artisan
opened both | eaves of their fol ding-doors to the mllionnaire.

They made a thousand advances to him He refused.

This tine the good gossips had no trouble. "He is an ignorant man
of no education. No one knows where he canme from He woul d not
know how t o behave in society. It has not been absolutely proved
that he knows how to read."

VWen they saw hi m nmaki ng noney, they said, "He is a nan of business."
VWhen they saw him scattering his noney about, they said, "He is

an anbitious man." Wen he was seen to decline honors, they said,
"He is an adventurer."” Wen they saw hi mrepul se society, they said,
"He is a brute.”

In 1820, five years after his arrival in M sur M, the services
whi ch he had rendered to the district were so dazzling, the opinion
of the whole country round about was so unani nous, that the King
agai n appoi nted hi mmayor of the town. He again declined;

but the prefect resisted his refusal, all the notabilities of the
pl ace cane to inplore him the people in the street besought him
the urging was so vigorous that he ended by accepting.

It was noticed that the thing which seened chiefly to bring him

to a decision was the alnost irritated apostrophe addressed to him
by an old woman of the people, who called to himfrom her threshold,
in an angry way: "A good mayor is a useful thing. 1|s he draw ng
back before the good which he can do?"

This was the third phase of his ascent. Father Madel ei ne had becone
Monsi eur Madel ei ne. Monsi eur Madel ei ne becane Monsieur |le Mire.

CHAPTER 1 |

SUMS DEPGCSI TED W TH LAFFI TTE

On the other hand, he remained as sinple as on the first day.

He had gray hair, a serious eye, the sunburned conpl exi on of a | aborer

t he thoughtful visage of a philosopher. He habitually wore a hat with
a wde brim and a |long coat of coarse cloth, buttoned to the chin.

He fulfilled his duties as mayor; but, with that exception, he lived

in solitude. He spoke to but few people. He avoided polite attentions;
he escaped quickly; he snmled to relieve hinself of the necessity

of talking; he gave, in order to get rid of the necessity for smling,
The woren said of him "What a good-natured bear!"™ H s pleasure



consisted in strolling in the fields.

He always took his neals alone, with an open book before him
which he read. He had a well-selected little library. He |oved books;

books are cold but safe friends. |In proportion as |eisure cane
to himw th fortune, he seened to take advantage of it to cultivate
his mind. It had been observed that, ever since his arriva

at M sur M. his |l anguage had grown nore polished, nore choice,

and nore gentle with every passing year. He liked to carry

a gun with himon his strolls, but he rarely made use of it.

VWen he did happen to do so, his shooting was sonething so infallible
as to inspire terror. He never killed an inoffensive aninal

He never shot at a little bird.

Al t hough he was no | onger young, it was thought that he was stil
prodi giously strong. He offered his assistance to any one who was
in need of it, lifted a horse, released a wheel clogged in the nud,
or stopped a runaway bull by the horns. He always had his pockets
full of nmoney when he went out; but they were enpty on his return
VWhen he passed through a village, the ragged brats ran joyously
after him and surrounded himlike a swarm of gnats.

It was thought that he nust, in the past, have lived a country life,
since he knew all sorts of useful secrets, which he taught

to the peasants. He taught them how to destroy scurf on wheat,

by sprinkling it and the granary and inundating the cracks in

the floor with a solution of common salt; and how to chase away
weevils by hanging up orviot in bloomeverywhere, on the walls

and the ceilings, anmong the grass and in the houses.

He had "recipes" for exterminating froma field, blight, tares,
foxtail, and all parasitic growhs which destroy the wheat.

He defended a rabbit warren against rats, sinply by the odor

of a guinea-pig which he placed in it.

One day he saw sone country people busily engaged in pulling up nettles;
he exami ned the plants, which were uprooted and al ready dri ed,

and said: "They are dead. Nevertheless, it would be a good thing

to know how to make use of them \Wen the nettle is young, the |eaf
makes an excellent vegetable; when it is older, it has filanments and
fibres like hemp and flax. Nettle cloth is as good as |inen cloth.
Chopped up, nettles are good for poultry; pounded, they are good

for horned cattle. The seed of the nettle, mixed with fodder

gives gloss to the hair of animals; the root, mxed with salt,
produces a beautiful yellow coloring-matter. Mreover, it is an
excel l ent hay, which can be cut twice. And what is required for

the nettle? Alittle soil, no care, no culture. Only the seed falls
as it isripe, and it is difficult to collect it. That is all

Wth the exercise of a little care, the nettle could be nade useful

it is neglected and it becones hurtful. It is exterm nated. How nmany
men resenble the nettle!™ He added, after a pause: "Renenber this,
ny friends: there are no such things as bad plants or bad nen.

There are only bad cultivators.”

The children | oved hi m because he knew how to nmake charming little
trifles of straw and cocoanuts.



VWhen he saw the door of a church hung in black, he entered:

he sought out funerals as other nen seek christenings. Wdowhood and
the grief of others attracted him because of his great gentleness;
he mingled with the friends clad in nourning, with famlies

dressed in black, with the priests groaning around a coffin

He seened to like to give to his thoughts for text these funerea

psal nodies filled with the vision of the other world. Wth his eyes
fixed on heaven, he listened with a sort of aspiration towards

all the nysteries of the infinite, those sad voi ces which sing

on the verge of the obscure abyss of death.

He perfornmed a nultitude of good actions, concealing his agency in them
as a man conceal s hinsel f because of evil actions. He penetrated
houses privately, at night; he ascended staircases furtively.

A poor wetch on returning to his attic would find that his door

had been opened, sonetinmes even forced, during his absence.

The poor man nade a clamor over it: sonme nal efactor had been therel

He entered, and the first thing he beheld was a piece of gold |ying
forgotten on some piece of furniture. The "mal efactor” who had been
there was Fat her Madel ei ne

He was affable and sad. The people said: "There is a rich nan who has
not a haughty air. There is a happy man who has not a contented air."

Sone peopl e maintai ned that he was a nysterious person, and that no
one ever entered his chanber, which was a regular anchorite's cell,
furnished with wi nged hour-gl asses and enlivened by cross-bones

and skulls of dead nen! This was nuch tal ked of, so that one

of the elegant and malicious young wonren of M sur M cane to him

one day, and asked: "Mbonsieur le Maire, pray show us your chanber.
It is said to be a grotto." He snmiled, and introduced theminstantly
into this "grotto." They were well punished for their curiosity.

The roomwas very sinply furnished in mahogany, which was rather ugly,
like all furniture of that sort, and hung with paper worth twel ve sous.
They coul d see not hing renmarkabl e about it, except two candl esticks

of antique pattern which stood on the chi mey-pi ece and appeared

to be silver, "for they were hall-nmarked,"” an observation ful

of the type of wit of petty towns.

Nevert hel ess, people continued to say that no one ever got into
the room and that it was a hermt's cave, a nysterious retreat,
a hole, a tonb.

It was al so whi spered about that he had "i mense" suns deposited
with Laffitte, with this peculiar feature, that they were al ways

at his inmedi ate di sposal, so that, it was added, M Madel ei ne coul d
make hi s appearance at Laffitte's any norning, sign a receipt,

and carry off his two or three mllions in ten mnutes. In reality,
"these two or three mllions" were reducible, as we have said,

to six hundred and thirty or forty thousand francs.

CHAPTER 1V

M MADELEI NE | N MOURNI NG



At the beginning of 1820 t he newspapers announced the death
of M Myriel, Bishop of D----, surnamed "Mnsei gneur Bi envenu,"
who had died in the odor of sanctity at the age of eighty-two.

The Bishop of D---- --to supply here a detail which the papers omtted--
had been blind for many years before his death, and content to be blind,
as his sister was beside him

Let us remark by the way, that to be blind and to be |oved, is,

in fact, one of the nost strangely exquisite forns of happi ness
upon this earth, where nothing is conplete. To have continually at
one's side a woman, a daughter, a sister, a charm ng being, who is
t here because you need her and because she cannot do wi thout you

to know that we are indispensable to a person who is necessary to us;
to be able to incessantly measure one's affection by the anount

of her presence which she bestows on us, and to say to oursel ves,
"Since she consecrates the whole of her tine to ne, it is because
possess the whole of her heart"; to behold her thought in lieu

of her face; to be able to verify the fidelity of one being amd
the eclipse of the world; to regard the rustle of a gowmn as the sound
of wings; to hear her come and go, retire, speak, return, sing,

and to think that one is the centre of these steps, of this speech
to mani fest at each instant one's personal attraction; to fee

one's self all the nore powerful because of one's infirmty;

to becone in one's obscurity, and through one's obscurity, the star
around which this angel gravitates,--few felicities equal this.

The suprenme happiness of life consists in the conviction that one
is loved; loved for one's own sake--let us say rather, loved in
spite of one's self; this conviction the blind nman possesses.

To be served in distress is to be caressed. Does he | ack anythi ng?
No. One does not |ose the sight when one has |ove. And what | ove!
A love wholly constituted of virtue! There is no blindness where
there is certainty. Soul seeks soul, gropingly, and finds it.

And this soul, found and tested, is a woman. A hand sustains you
it is hers: a nouth lightly touches your brow, it is her nouth:
you hear a breath very near you; it is hers. To have everything

of her, fromher worship to her pity, never to be left, to have

t hat sweet weakness aiding you, to | ean upon that imovable reed

to touch Providence with one's hands, and to be able to take

it in one's arns,--Cod nmade tangi bl e,--what bliss! The heart,

t hat obscure, celestial flower, undergoes a nysterious bl ossom ng
One woul d not exchange that shadow for all brightness!

The angel soul is there, uninterruptedly there; if she departs,

it is but to return again; she vanishes |like a dream and reappears
like reality. One feels warnth approachi ng, and behol d! she is there.
One overflows with serenity, with gayety, with ecstasy; one is a
radi ance amid the night. And there are a thousand little cares.
Not hi ngs, which are enornous in that void. The nost ineffable
accents of the fem nine voice enployed to lull you, and supplying

t he vani shed universe to you. One is caressed with the soul

One sees nothing, but one feels that one is adored. It is a paradise
of shadows.

It was fromthis paradi se that Mnsei gneur Wl come had passed
to the other.



The announcenent of his death was reprinted by the |ocal journa
of M sur M On the followi ng day, M Madel ei ne appeared cl ad
whol Iy in black, and with crape on his hat.

Thi s mourning was noticed in the town, and commented on. It seened
to throwa light on M Madeleine's origin. 1t was concluded that sone
rel ati onshi p exi sted between him and the venerabl e Bi shop. "He has

gone into mourning for the Bishop of D----" said the draw ng-roons;
this raised M Madeleine's credit greatly, and procured for him
instantly and at one blow, a certain consideration in the noble
world of M sur M The mcroscopi c Faubourg Saint-CGermain of the

pl ace neditated raising the quaranti ne agai nst M WMadel ei ne,

the probable relative of a bishop. M Madel ei ne perceived the
advancenent which he had obtained, by the nmore numerous courtesies
of the old wonen and the nore plentiful smles of the young ones.
One evening, a ruler in that petty great world, who was curious

by right of seniority, ventured to ask him "M |e Maire is doubtless
a cousin of the late Bishop of D----?"

He said, "No, Madane."
"But," resuned the dowager, "you are wearing mourning for him"
He replied, "It is because | was a servant in his famly in ny youth.”

Anot her thing which was remarked, was, that every tine that he
encountered in the town a young Savoyard who was roam ng about the
country and seeki ng chi mmeys to sweep, the mayor had hi m sunmoned,
i nquired his nane, and gave himnoney. The little Savoyards told
each other about it: a great many of them passed that way.

CHAPTER V

VAGUE FLASHES ON THE HORI ZON

Little by little, and in the course of tine, all this opposition
subsided. There had at first been exercised agai nst M Madel ei ne,
invirtue of a sort of |law which all those who rise nust submt to,

bl ackeni ng and cal umies; then they grew to be nothing nore

than ill-nature, then nerely malicious remarks, then even this
entirely di sappeared; respect becanme conpl ete, unani nous, cordi al

and towards 1821 the nonent arrived when the word "Monsieur |le Mire"
was pronounced at M sur M with al nost the sanme accent as "Mnsei gneur
t he Bi shop"” had been pronounced in D---- in 1815. People cane from

a distance of ten |eagues around to consult M Madel eine. He put

an end to differences, he prevented | awsuits, he reconcil ed enenies.
Every one took himfor the judge, and with good reason

It seened as though he had for a soul the book of the natural |aw

It was |ike an epidem c of veneration, which in the course

of six or seven years gradually took possession of the whole district.

One single man in the town, in the arrondi ssenent, absolutely escaped
thi s contagi on, and, whatever Father Mdel eine did, remained his
opponent as though a sort of incorruptible and inperturbable



instinct kept himon the alert and uneasy. It seens, in fact,

as though there existed in certain nen a veritable bestial instinct,

t hough pure and upright, like all instincts, which creates antipathies
and synpat hies, which fatally separates one nature from anot her nature,
whi ch does not hesitate, which feels no disquiet, which does not hold
its peace, and which never belies itself, clear in its obscurity,
infallible, inperious, intractable, stubborn to all counsels of the
intelligence and to all the dissolvents of reason, and which, in whatever
manner destinies are arranged, secretly warns the man-dog of the
presence of the man-cat, and the man-fox of the presence of the man-lion

It frequently happened that when M WMadel ei ne was passi ng al ong

a street, calm affectionate, surrounded by the bl essings of all

a man of lofty stature, clad in an iron-gray frock-coat, arned

with a heavy cane, and wearing a battered hat, turned round abruptly
behind him and followed himw th his eyes until he di sappeared,
with folded arns and a sl ow shake of the head, and his upper lip
raised in conpany with his lower to his nose, a sort of significant

grimace which mght be translated by: "Wat is that nman, after all?
| certainly have seen hi msonewhere. |In any case, | am not
hi s dupe. ™

This person, grave with a gravity which was al nost nenaci ng,
was one of those nmen who, even when only seen by a rapid glinpse
arrest the spectator's attention

H s nanme was Javert, and he belonged to the police.

At M sur M he exercised the unpl easant but useful functions of

an inspector. He had not seen Madel ei ne's begi nnings. Javert owed
t he post which he occupied to the protection of M Chabouillet,

the secretary of the Mnister of State, Conte Angeles, then prefect
of police at Paris. Wen Javert arrived at M sur M the fortune
of the great manufacturer was already nade, and Father Madel ei ne
had becone Monsi eur Madel ei ne

Certain police officers have a peculiar physiognony, which is
conplicated with an air of baseness mngled with an air of authority.
Javert possessed this physiognony m nus the baseness.

It is our conviction that if souls were visible to the eyes,

we should be able to see distinctly that strange thing that each one
i ndi vi dual of the human race corresponds to some one of the species
of the animal creation; and we could easily recognize this truth,
hardly perceived by the thinker, that fromthe oyster to the eagle,
fromthe pig to the tiger, all animals exist in man, and that each
one of themis in a man. Sonetines even several of themat a tine.

Animal s are nothing el se than the figures of our virtues and our vices,
strayi ng before our eyes, the visible phantons of our souls.

God shows themto us in order to induce us to reflect. Only since

ani mal s are mere shadows, God has not nade them capabl e of education
inthe full sense of the word; what is the use? On the contrary,

our souls being realities and having a goal which is appropriate

to them God has bestowed on themintelligence; that is to say,

the possibility of education. Social education, when well done,

can always draw froma soul, of whatever sort it may be, the utility



which it contains.

This, be it said, is of course fromthe restricted point of view

of the terrestrial life which is apparent, and wi thout prejudging

t he profound question of the anterior or ulterior personality of

t he beings which are not man. The visible _I_ in now se authorizes
the thinker to deny the latent _I . Having nade this reservation

| et us pass on.

Now, if the reader will admit, for a nmonent, with us, that in every
man there is one of the animal species of creation, it will be easy
for us to say what there was in Police Oficer Javert.

The peasants of Asturias are convinced that in every litter of
wol ves there is one dog, which is killed by the nother because,
ot herwi se, as he grew up, he would devour the other little ones.

Gve to this dog-son of a wolf a human face, and the result wll
be Javert.

Javert had been born in prison, of a fortune-teller, whose husband
was in the galleys. As he grew up, he thought that he was outside
the pale of society, and he despaired of ever re-entering it.

He observed that society unpardoningly excludes two classes of nen,--
those who attack it and those who guard it; he had no choi ce except
bet ween these two cl asses; at the sanme tinme, he was conscious of

an indescribable foundation of rigidity, regularity, and probity,
conplicated with an inexpressible hatred for the race of bohem ans
whence he was sprung. He entered the police; he succeeded there

At forty years of age he was an inspector

During his youth he had been enployed in the convict establishnments
of the Sout h.

Bef ore proceeding further, let us cone to an understandi ng
as to the words, "human face," which we have just applied to Javert.

The human face of Javert consisted of a flat nose, with two deep
nostrils, towards which enornous whi skers ascended on his cheeks.
One felt ill at ease when he saw these two forests and these two
caverns for the first time. Wen Javert |aughed,--and his |augh
was rare and terrible,--his thin |lips parted and reveal ed to view
not only his teeth, but his guns, and around his nose there forned
a flattened and savage fold, as on the muzzle of a wild beast.
Javert, serious, was a watchdog; when he | aughed, he was a tiger.
As for the rest, he had very little skull and a great deal of jaw
his hair concealed his forehead and fell over his eyebrows;

bet ween his eyes there was a permanent, central frown, like an inprint
of wath; his gaze was obscure; his nmouth pursed up and terri bl e;
his air that of ferocious command.

This man was conposed of two very sinple and two very good
sentiments, conparatively; but he rendered them al nost bad, by dint
of exaggerating them--respect for authority, hatred of rebellion
and in his eyes, nurder, robbery, all crines, are only forns

of rebellion. He enveloped in a blind and profound faith every
one who had a function in the state, fromthe prime mnister to



the rural policeman. He covered with scorn, aversion, and di sgust
every one who had once crossed the | egal threshold of evil.

He was absolute, and admitted no exceptions. On the one hand,

he said, "The functionary can nake no m stake; the nagistrate

is never the wong." On the other hand, he said, "These nen are
irremedi ably lost. Nothing good can cone fromthem™ He fully
shared the opinion of those extreme mnds which attribute to human
law | know not what power of making, or, if the reader will have

it so, of authenticating, denons, and who place a Styx at the base
of society. He was stoical, serious, austere; a nel ancholy dreaner
hunbl e and haughty, like fanatics. Hi s glance was like a ginmet,
cold and piercing. H's whole life hung on these two words:

wat chf ul ness and supervision. He had introduced a straight |ine
into what is the nost crooked thing in the world; he possessed

t he consci ence of his useful ness, the religion of his functions,
and he was a spy as other nen are priests. We to the man who fel
into his hands! He would have arrested his own father, if the latter
had escaped fromthe galleys, and woul d have denounced hi s not her
if she had broken her ban. And he would have done it with that sort
of inward satisfaction which is conferred by virtue. And, withal
alife of privation, isolation, abnegation, chastity, w th never

a diversion. It was inplacable duty; the police understood,

as the Spartans understood Sparta, a pitiless lying in wait,

a feroci ous honesty, a marble inforner, Brutus in Vidocq.

Javert's whol e person was expressive of the man who spies and

who wi thdraws hinself from observation. The nystical school

of Joseph de Maistre, which at that epoch seasoned with lofty
cosnogony those things which were called the ultra newspapers,
woul d not have failed to declare that Javert was a synbol.

H s brow was not visible; it disappeared beneath his hat:

his eyes were not visible, since they were | ost under his eyebrows:
his chin was not visible, for it was plunged in his cravat:

his hands were not visible; they were drawn up in his sl eeves:

and his cane was not visible; he carried it under his coat.

But when the occasion presented itself, there was suddenly seen

to energe fromall this shadow, as from an anbuscade, a narrow and
angul ar forehead, a baleful glance, a threatening chin, enornmous hands,
and a nonstrous cudgel

In his | eisure nonments, which were far fromfrequent, he read,
al t hough he hated books; this caused himto be not wholly illiterate.
Thi s coul d be recogni zed by sonme enphasis in his speech

As we have said, he had no vices. Wen he was pleased w th hinself,
he pernmitted hinself a pinch of snuff. Therein lay his connection
with humanity.

The reader will have no difficulty in understanding that Javert
was the terror of that whole class which the annual statistics

of the Mnistry of Justice designates under the rubric, Vagrants.
The name of Javert routed themby its nere utterance; the face
of Javert petrified themat sight.

Such was this form dabl e man

Javert was like an eye constantly fixed on M Madel ei ne. An eye ful



of suspicion and conjecture. M Madel eine had finally perceived
the fact; but it seemed to be of no inportance to him He did not
even put a question to Javert; he neither sought nor avoi ded him
he bore that enbarrassing and al nost oppressive gaze without
appearing to notice it. He treated Javert with ease and courtesy,
as he did all the rest of the world.

It was divined, fromsone words which escaped Javert, that he had
secretly investigated, with that curiosity which belongs to the race,
and into which there enters as nmuch instinct as will, all the
anterior traces which Father Madel ei ne m ght have | eft el sewhere.

He seemed to know, and he sonetinmes said in covert words

t hat sone one had gl eaned certain information in a certain

district about a famly which had di sappeared. Once he chanced

to say, as he was talking to hinself, "I think I have him"

Then he remai ned pensive for three days, and uttered not a word.

It seened that the thread which he thought he held had broken

Moreover, and this furnishes the necessary corrective for the too
absol ute sense which certain words m ght present, there can be
nothing really infallible in a human creature, and the peculiarity
of instinct is that it can becone confused, thrown off the track
and defeated. Oherwise, it would be superior to intelligence,
and the beast would be found to be provided with a better 1ight

t han man.

Javert was evidently somewhat disconcerted by the perfect natural ness
and tranquillity of M Madel ei ne.

One day, neverthel ess, his strange manner appeared to produce
an inpression on M Madeleine. It was on the follow ng occasion

CHAPTER VI

FATHER FAUCHELEVENT

One norning M Madel ei ne was passi ng through an unpaved al |l ey of

M sur M; he heard a noise, and saw a group sone di stance away.

He approached. An old man named Fat her Fauchel event had just fallen
beneath his cart, his horse having tunbl ed down.

Thi s Fauchel event was one of the few enem es whom M MNadel ei ne had at
that tine. Wien Madel eine arrived in the nei ghborhood, Fauchel event,
an ex-notary and a peasant who was al nost educated, had a busi ness
whi ch was beginning to be in a bad way. Fauchel event had seen this
simpl e workman grow rich, while he, a | awer, was bei ng ruined.

This had filled himw th jeal ousy, and he had done all he coul d,

on every occasion, to injure Madel eine. Then bankruptcy had cone;
and as the old man had nothing left but a cart and a horse,

and neither famly nor children, he had turned carter.

The horse had two broken | egs and could not rise. The old man was
caught in the wheels. The fall had been so unlucky that the whole
wei ght of the vehicle rested on his breast. The cart was quite



heavily | aden. Father Fauchel event was rattling in the throat

in the nost |anentable manner. They had tried, but in vain,

to drag himout. An unnethodical effort, aid awkwardly given

a wrong shake, might kill him It was inpossible to di sengage hi m
otherwi se than by lifting the vehicle off of him Javert, who had
cone up at the nmonent of the accident, had sent for a jack-screw

M Madel ei ne arrived. People stood aside respectfully.

"Hel p!'" cried old Fauchel event. "Wo will be good and save
the old man?"

M Madel ei ne turned towards those present:--
"Is there a jack-screw to be had?"

"One has been sent for," answered the peasant.

"How long will it take to get it?"

"They have gone for the nearest, to Flachot's place, where there
is afarrier; but it makes no difference; it will take a good
gquarter of an hour."

"A quarter of an hour!" exclai med Madel ei ne.

It had rained on the preceding night; the soil was soaked.

The cart was sinking deeper into the earth every noment,

and crushing the old carter's breast nore and nore.

It was evident that his ribs would be broken in five mnutes nore.

"It is inpossible to wait another quarter of an hour," said Madel ei ne
to the peasants, who were staring at him

"W nust!*”

"But it will be too late then! Don't you see that the cart is sinking?"

IIWI I ! n

"Listen," resuned Madel eine; "there is still room enough under the
cart to allowa man to craw beneath it and raise it with his back
Only half a mnute, and the poor man can be taken out. |Is there

any one here who has stout loins and heart? There are five louis
d or to be earned!"

Not a man in the group stirred.

"Ten |l ouis," said Mdel eine.

The persons present dropped their eyes. One of themnuttered:

"A man woul d need to be devilish strong. And then he runs the risk

of getting crushed!"

"Come, " began Madel ei ne again, "twenty louis."



The sane sil ence.
"It is not the will which is lacking," said a voice.

M Madel ei ne turned round, and recogni zed Javert. He had not
noti ced himon his arrival

Javert went on:--

"It is strength. One would have to be a terrible man to do such
athing as lift a cart like that on his back."

Then, gazing fixedly at M Madel ei ne, he went on, enphasizing every
word that he uttered:--

"Monsi eur Madel ei ne, | have never known but one man capabl e of doi ng
what you ask."

Madel ei ne shudder ed.

Javert added, with an air of indifference, but w thout renoving
his eyes from Madel ei ne: - -

"He was a convict."

"Ah!" said Madel ei ne.

"I'n the galleys at Toul on.™
Madel ei ne turned pal e.

Meanwhi | e, the cart continued to sink slowy. Father Fauchel event
rattled in the throat, and shrieked: --

"I amstrangling! M ribs are breaking! a screw sonething! Ah!"
Madel ei ne gl anced about him

"I's there, then, no one who wishes to earn twenty |ouis and save
the life of this poor old man?"

No one stirred. Javert resuned:--

"I have never known but one man who coul d take the place of a screw,
and he was that convict."

"Ah! It is crushing me!" cried the old man

Madel ei ne raised his head, net Javert's falcon eye still fixed

upon him | ooked at the notionless peasants, and smiled sadly.

Then, without saying a word, he fell on his knees, and before the
crowmd had even had time to utter a cry, he was underneath the vehicle.
A terrible noment of expectation and sil ence ensued.

They behel d Madel ei ne, alnost flat on his stomach beneath that
terrible weight, make two vain efforts to bring his knees and his



el bows together. They shouted to him "Father Madel eine, come out!"
A d Fauchel event hinself said to him "Monsieur Madel ei ne, go away!
You see that | amfated to die! Leave me! You will get yourself
crushed al so!" WMadel ei ne nade no reply.

Al the spectators were panting. The wheels had continued to sink
and it had become al nost inpossible for Madel ei ne to make his way
from under the vehicle.

Suddenly the enornobus mass was seen to quiver, the cart rose slowy,
the wheels half emerged fromthe ruts. They heard a stifled

voi ce crying, "Mike haste! Help!"™ It was Mdel eine, who had j ust
made a final effort.

They rushed forwards. The devotion of a single man had given
force and courage to all. The cart was raised by twenty arns.
A d Fauchel event was saved.

Madel ei ne rose. He was pale, though dripping with perspiration
H's clothes were torn and covered with nud. Al wept. The old
man ki ssed his knees and called himthe good God. As for him

he bore upon his countenance an indescribabl e expressi on of happy
and celestial suffering, and he fixed his tranquil eye on Javert,
who was still staring at him

CHAPTER VI |

FAUCHELEVENT BECOVES A GARDENER | N PARI S

Fauchel event had dislocated his kneepan in his fall. Father Madel eine
had hi m conveyed to an infirmary which he had established for his
workmen in the factory building itself, and which was served by two
sisters of charity. On the follow ng nmorning the old man found

a thousand-franc bank-note on his night-stand, with these words

in Father Madeleine's witing: "I purchase your horse and cart."

The cart was broken, and the horse was dead. Fauchel event recovered,
but his knee remained stiff. M Madeleine, on the reconmendati on

of the sisters of charity and of his priest, got the good man a pl ace
as gardener in a female convent in the Rue Saint-Antoine in Paris.

Sone tinme afterwards, M WMadel ei ne was appoi nted mayor. The first
time that Javert beheld M Madel eine clothed in the scarf which gave
hi mauthority over the town, he felt the sort of shudder which a

wat ch- dog mi ght experience on snelling a wolf in his master's cl ot hes.
Fromthat time forth he avoided himas nuch as he possibly coul d.

VWen the requirements of the service inperatively denmanded it,

and he could not do otherw se than neet the mayor, he addressed him
wi th profound respect.

This prosperity created at M sur M by Father Madel ei ne had,

besi des the visible signs which we have nmentioned, another synptom
whi ch was none the |l ess significant for not being visible.

Thi s never deceives. Wen the popul ation suffers, when work

is lacking, when there is no commerce, the tax-payer resists inmposts



t hr ough penury, he exhausts and oversteps his respite, and the
state expends a great deal of noney in the charges for conpelling
and collection. Wen work i s abundant, when the country is rich
and happy, the taxes are paid easily and cost the state not hing.
It may be said, that there is one infallible thernoneter of the
public msery and riches,--the cost of collecting the taxes.

In the course of seven years the expense of collecting the taxes
had di m ni shed three-fourths in the arrondi ssenent of M sur M,
and this led to this arrondi ssement being frequently cited from al
the rest by M de Villele, then Mnister of Finance

Such was the condition of the country when Fantine returned thither
No one renenbered her. Fortunately, the door of M Madel ei ne's
factory was like the face of a friend. She presented herself there,
and was admitted to the wonen's workroom The trade was entirely
new to Fantine; she could not be very skilful at it, and she
therefore earned but little by her day's work; but it was sufficient;
t he probl emwas sol ved; she was earning her |iving.

CHAPTER VI I']

MADAME VI CTURNI EN EXPENDS THI RTY FRANCS ON MORALI TY

When Fantine saw that she was making her living, she felt joyfu

for a moment. To live honestly by her own | abor, what nercy

from heaven! The taste for work had really returned to her.

She bought a | ooki ng-gl ass, took pleasure in surveying in it her youth,
her beautiful hair, her fine teeth; she forgot many things; she thought
only of Cosette and of the possible future, and was al nost happy.

She hired a little roomand furnished on credit on the strength

of her future work--a lingering trace of her inprovident ways.

As she was not able to say that she was nmarri ed she took good care,

as we have seen, not to mention her little girl.

At first, as the reader has seen, she paid the Thenardiers pronptly.
As she only knew how to sign her name, she was obliged to wite
through a public letter-witer.

She wote often, and this was noticed. It began to be said in
an undertone, in the wonen's workroom that Fantine "wote letters”
and that "she had ways about her."

There is no one for spying on people's actions |ike those who are
not concerned in them Wy does that gentleman never cone except
at nightfall? Wy does M. So-and-So never hang his key on its
nail on Tuesday? Wy does he always take the narrow streets?

Wy does Madanme al ways descend from her hackney-coach before
reachi ng her house? Wy does she send out to purchase six sheets
of note paper, when she has a "whole stationer's shop full of it?"
etc. There exist beings who, for the sake of obtaining the key
to these eni gnas, which are, noreover, of no consequence whatever
to them spend nore nmoney, waste nore tine, take nore trouble
than woul d be required for ten good actions, and that gratuitously,
for their own pleasure, wthout receiving any other paynment



for their curiosity than curiosity. They will follow up such

and such a man or wonan for whole days; they will do sentry duty
for hours at a time on the corners of the streets, under alley-way
doors at night, in cold and rain; they will bribe errand-porters,
they will nake the drivers of hackney-coaches and | ackeys ti psy,
buy a waiting-maid, suborn a porter. Wy? For no reason

A pure passion for seeing, knowi ng, and penetrating into things.
A pure itch for talking. And often these secrets once known,
these nysteries nade public, these enigmas illum nated by the
[ight of day, bring on catastrophies, duels, failures, the ruin
of famlies, and broken lives, to the great joy of those who have
"found out everything," without any interest in the matter

and by pure instinct. A sad thing.

Certain persons are nalicious solely through a necessity for talking.
Their conversation, the chat of the draw ng-room gossip of

the anteroom is |like those chimeys which consunme wood rapidly;

they need a great anount of conbustibles; and their combustibles

are furnished by their neighbors.

So Fanti ne was wat ched.

In addition, many a one was jeal ous of her golden hair and of her
white teeth.

It was renmarked that in the workroom she often turned aside,
inthe mdst of the rest, to wipe away a tear. These were the
nmonent s when she was thinking of her child; perhaps, also, of the
man whom she had | oved.

Br eaki ng the gl oony bonds of the past is a mournful task

It was observed that she wote twice a nonth at |east, and that she
paid the carriage on the letter. They nanaged to obtain the address:
Monsi eur, Monsi eur Thenardier, inn-keeper at Mntferneil.

The public witer, a good old man who could not fill his stomach

with red wine without enptying his pocket of secrets, was nade to tal k
in the wine-shop. In short, it was discovered that Fantine had a child.

"She nust be a pretty sort of a woman.” An old gossip was found
who made the trip to Montferneil, talked to the Thenardiers, and said
on her return: "For my five and thirty francs | have freed ny ni nd.

| have seen the child."

The gossip who did this thing was a gorgon named Madane Vi cturnien

t he guardi an and door - keeper of every one's virtue.

Madane Victurnien was fifty-six, and re-enforced the mask of ugliness
with the nask of age. A quavering voice, a whinsical mnd.

This ol d dame had once been young--astoni shing fact! In her youth,
in '93, she had married a nmonk who had fled fromhis cloister

in ared cap, and passed fromthe Bernardi nes to the Jacobins.

She was dry, rough, peevish, sharp, captious, alnst venonous;

all this in menory of her nonk, whose wi dow she was, and who

had rul ed over her masterfully and bent her to his wll.

She was a nettle in which the rustle of the cassock was visible.

At the Restoration she had turned bigot, and that with so nuch energy
that the priests had forgiven her her nonk. She had a small property,
whi ch she bequeathed with nmuch ostentation to a religious comunity.



She was in high favor at the episcopal palace of Arras. So this
Madanme Victurnien went to Montferneil, and returned with the remark
"l have seen the child."

Al this took time. Fantine had been at the factory for nore than

a year, when, one norning, the superintendent of the workroom handed
her fifty francs fromthe mayor, told her that she was no | onger

enpl oyed in the shop, and requested her, in the mayor's nane,

to | eave the nei ghborhood.

This was the very nonth when the Thenardiers, after havi ng denanded
twel ve francs instead of six, had just exacted fifteen francs
i nstead of twel ve.

Fanti ne was overwhel med. She could not |eave the nei ghborhood;

she was in debt for her rent and furniture. Fifty francs was not
sufficient to cancel this debt. She stanmrered a few supplicating words.
The superintendent ordered her to | eave the shop on the instant.

Besi des, Fantine was only a noderately good wor kwoman.

Overcome with shane, even nore than with despair, she quitted the shop
and returned to her room So her fault was now known to every one.

She no longer felt strong enough to say a word. She was advised to see
the mayor; she did not dare. The mayor had given her fifty francs
because he was good, and had di sm ssed her because he was just.

She bowed before the decision

CHAPTER | X

MADAME VI CTURNI EN' S SUCCESS

So the nmonk's wi dow was good for sonething.

But M Madel ei ne had heard nothing of all this. Life is ful
of just such conbinations of events. M Madel eine was in the habit
of al nbst never entering the wonen's wor kroom

At the head of this roomhe had placed an el derly spinster

whom the priest had provided for him and he had full confidence

in this superintendent,--a truly respectable person, firm equitable,
upright, full of the charity which consists in giving, but not having
in the sane degree that charity which consists in understandi ng and

in forgiving. M Madeleine relied wholly on her. The best nen are
often obliged to delegate their authority. It was with this full power,
and the conviction that she was doing right, that the superintendent

had instituted the suit, judged, condemmed, and executed Fantine

As regards the fifty francs, she had given themfroma fund
which M Madel eine had intrusted to her for charitabl e purposes,
and for giving assistance to the workwonen, and of which she
rendered no account.

Fantine tried to obtain a situation as a servant in the nei ghborhood;
she went from house to house. No one would have her. She could



not | eave town. The second-hand deal er, to whom she was in debt

for her furniture--and what furniturel--said to her, "If you | eave,
I will have you arrested as a thief." The househol der, whom she
owed for her rent, said to her, "You are young and pretty;

you can pay." She divided the fifty francs between the |andl ord
and the furniture-dealer, returned to the latter three-quarters

of his goods, kept only necessaries, and found herself w thout work,
wi thout a trade, with nothing but her bed, and still about fifty
francs in debt.

She began to make coarse shirts for soldiers of the garrison
and earned twel ve sous a day. Her daughter cost her ten. It was
at this point that she began to pay the Thenardiers irregularly.

However, the old woman who |ighted her candle for her when she
returned at night, taught her the art of living in msery.

Back of living on little, there is the living on nothing.

These are the two chanbers; the first is dark, the second is bl ack

Fantine |l earned howto live without fire entirely in the w nter
how to give up a bird which eats a half a farthing's worth of
mllet every two days; how to nake a coverlet of one's petticoat,
and a petticoat of one's coverlet; howto save one's candle,

by taking one's nmeals by the light of the opposite w ndow.

No one knows all that certain feeble creatures, who have grown old
in privation and honesty, can get out of a sou. It ends by being
a talent. Fantine acquired this subline talent, and regained a
l[ittle courage.

At this epoch she said to a neighbor, "Bah! | say to nyself, by only
sl eeping five hours, and working all the rest of the tinme at ny sew ng,
I shall always nanage to nearly earn ny bread. And, then, when one

is sad, one eats less. Well, sufferings, uneasiness, alittle

bread on one hand, trouble on the other,--all this will support nme."

It would have been a great happiness to have her little girl with her
inthis distress. She thought of having her come. But what then
Make her share her own destitution! And then, she was in debt

to the Thenardi ers! How could she pay then? And the journey!

How pay for that?

The ol d wonman who had given her lessons in what may be called

the life of indigence, was a sainted spinster named Marguerite,

who was pious with a true piety, poor and charitable towards the poor,
and even towards the rich, knowing howto wite just sufficiently

to sign herself Marguerite, and believing in God, which is science.

There are many such virtuous people in this |ower world; sone day
they will be in the world above. This life has a norrow.

At first, Fantine had been so ashaned that she had not dared to go out.

Wen she was in the street, she divined that people turned round
behi nd her, and pointed at her; every one stared at her and no one
greeted her; the cold and bitter scorn of the passers-by penetrated
her very flesh and soul like a north w nd.



It seens as though an unfortunate woman were utterly bare beneath

the sarcasmand the curiosity of all in small towns. |In Paris,
at least, no one knows you, and this obscurity is a garnent.
On! how she woul d have |iked to betake herself to Paris! |npossiblel

She was obliged to accustom herself to disrepute, as she had accust oned
hersel f to indigence. Gadually she decided on her course.

At the expiration of two or three nonths she shook off her shane,

and began to go about as though there were nothing the matter.

"It is all the sane to ne," she said.

She went and came, bearing her head well up, with a bitter snmle
and was consci ous that she was becom ng brazen-faced.

Madane Vi cturni en sonetines saw her passing, from her w ndow,

noti ced the distress of "that creature" who, "thanks to her,”

had been "put back in her proper place,” and congratul ated herself.
The happi ness of the evil-mnded is bl ack

Excess of toil wore out Fantine, and the little dry cough which
troubl ed her increased. She sonetinmes said to her nei ghbor
Marguerite, "Just feel how hot my hands are!"”

Nevert hel ess, when she conmbed her beautiful hair in the norning
with an old broken conb, and it flowed about her like floss silk
she experienced a noment of happy coquetry.

CHAPTER X

RESULT OF THE SUCCESS

She had been dismi ssed towards the end of the winter; the summer passed,
but winter cane again. Short days, less work. Wnter: no warnth

no light, no noonday, the evening joining on to the norning,

fogs, twilight; the windowis gray; it is inpossible to see

clearly at it. The sky is but a vent-hole. The whole day is

a cavern. The sun has the air of a beggar. A frightful season

Wnter changes the water of heaven and the heart of man into a stone.
Her creditors harrassed her.

Fantine earned too little. Her debts had increased. The Thenardiers,
who were not pronptly paid, wote to her constantly letters whose
contents drove her to despair, and whose carriage rui ned her

One day they wote to her that her little Cosette was entirely

naked in that cold weather, that she needed a wool |l en skirt,

and that her nother nust send at |east ten francs for this.

She received the letter, and crushed it in her hands all day | ong.

That evening she went into a barber's shop at the corner of the street,
and pulled out her comb. Her adm rable golden hair fell to

her knees.

"What splendid hair!" exclainmed the barber

"How nmuch will you give me for it?" said she.



"Ten francs."
"Cut it off."

She purchased a knitted petticoat and sent it to the Thenardi ers.
This petticoat made the Thenardiers furious. It was the noney that
they wanted. They gave the petticoat to Eponine. The poor Lark
continued to shiver

Fantine thought: "My child is no |Ionger cold. | have clothed
her with ny hair.” She put on little round caps which conceal ed
her shorn head, and in which she was still pretty.

Dar k thoughts hel d possession of Fantine's heart.

Wen she saw that she could no | onger dress her hair, she began

to hate every one about her. She had | ong shared the universa
veneration for Father Madel eine; yet, by dint of repeating to herself
that it was he who had di scharged her, that he was the cause

of her unhappi ness, she cane to hate him al so, and nost of all

When she passed the factory in working hours, when the workpeople
were at the door, she affected to | augh and sing.

An ol d wor kwoman who once saw her |aughing and singing in this
fashion said, "There's a girl who will come to a bad end.

She took a lover, the first who offered, a man whom she did not | ove,
out of bravado and with rage in her heart. He was a m serable scanp,
a sort of mendicant nusician, a |azy beggar, who beat her, and who
abandoned her as she had taken him in disgust.

She adored her child.

The | ower she descended, the darker everything grew about her

the nore radi ant shone that little angel at the bottom of her heart.
She said, "When | get rich, I will have ny Cosette with ne;"

and she | aughed. Her cough did not |eave her, and she had sweats on
her back.

One day she received fromthe Thenardiers a letter couched in the
following terns: "Cosette is ill with a malady which is going
the rounds of the neighborhood. A mliary fever, they call it.
Expensive drugs are required. This is ruining us, and we can no
| onger pay for them |If you do not send us forty francs before
the week is out, the little one will be dead."

She burst out |aughing, and said to her old neighbor: "Ah! they

are good! Forty francs! the idea! That nakes two napol eons!

VWere do they think | amto get then? These peasants are stupid, truly."
Nevert hel ess she went to a dorner window in the staircase and read

the letter once nore. Then she descended the stairs and energed

runni ng and | eaping and still | aughing.

Sone one nmet her and said to her, "Wat makes you so gay?"



She replied: "A fine piece of stupidity that sonme country people
have witten to me. They demand forty francs of me. So nuch for you
you peasants!"

As she crossed the square, she saw a great many people coll ected
around a carriage of eccentric shape, upon the top of which stood
a man dressed in red, who was holding forth. He was a quack
dentist on his rounds, who was offering to the public full sets
of teeth, opiates, powders and elixirs.

Fantine mngled in the group, and began to |l augh with the rest

at the harangue, which contained slang for the popul ace and jargon

for respectable people. The tooth-puller espied the |ovely,

[ aughing girl, and suddenly exclaimed: "You have beautiful teeth,

you girl there, who are |laughing; if you want to sell me your palettes,
I will give you a gold napol eon apiece for them"”

"What are ny pal ettes?" asked Fanti ne.

"The palettes,” replied the dental professor, "are the front teeth,
the two upper ones.”

"How horrible!" exclainmed Fanti ne.

"Two napol eons! "™ grunbled a toothl ess old wonan who was present.
"Here's a lucky girl!"

Fantine fled and stopped her ears that she m ght not hear the hoarse
voi ce of the man shouting to her: "Reflect, ny beauty! two napol eons;
they may prove of service. |If your heart bids you, come this

evening to the inn of the Tillac d Argent; you will find me there."

Fantine returned hone. She was furious, and related the occurrence

to her good nei ghbor Marguerite: "Can you understand such a thing?

Is he not an abomi nabl e man? How can they all ow such people to go about
the country! Pull out nmy two front teeth! Wy, | should be horrible!
My hair will grow again, but ny teeth! Ah! what a nonster of a man

| should prefer to throw nyself head first on the pavenent fromthe
fifth story! He told ne that he should be at the Tillac d' Argent

this evening."

"And what did he offer?" asked Marguerite.

"Two napol eons. "

"That makes forty francs."

"Yes," said Fantine; "that makes forty francs."

She remai ned t houghtful, and began her work. At the expiration
of a quarter of an hour she |left her sewing and went to read
the Thenardiers' letter once nore on the staircase.

On her return, she said to Marguerite, who was at work beside her:--

"What is a mliary fever? Do you know?"



"Yes," answered the old spinster; "it is a disease.”
"Does it require nmany drugs?"

"Ch! terrible drugs.”

"How does one get it?"

"It is a mal ady that one gets w thout knowi ng how "
"Then it attacks chil dren?”

"Children in particular."

"Do people die of it?"

"They may," said Marguerite.

Fantine left the roomand went to read her |etter once nore on
t he staircase

That eveni ng she went out, and was seen to turn her steps in the
direction of the Rue de Paris, where the inns are situated.

The next norning, when Marguerite entered Fantine's room

bef ore daylight,--for they always worked together, and in this

manner used only one candle for the two,--she found Fantine

seated on her bed, pale and frozen. She had not |ain down.

Her cap had fallen on her knees. Her candle had burned all night,

and was al nost entirely consuned. Marguerite halted on the threshold,
petrified at this trenendous wasteful ness, and excl ai ned: - -

"Lord! the candle is all burned out! Something has happened.”

Then she | ooked at Fantine, who turned toward her her head bereft
of its hair.

Fantine had grown ten years ol der since the precedi ng night.
"Jesus!" said Marguerite, "what is the matter with you, Fantine?"

"Not hing," replied Fantine. "Quite the contrary. M/ child wll
not die of that frightful malady, for lack of succor. | amcontent."

So saying, she pointed out to the spinster two napol eons which were
glittering on the table.

"Ah! Jesus Cod!" cried Marguerite. "Wy, it is a fortune!
VWere did you get those louis d or?"

"I got them" replied Fantine.

At the sane tine she smled. The candle illum nated her countenance.

It was a bloody smle. A reddish saliva soiled the corners of her lips,
and she had a bl ack hole in her nouth.

The two teeth had been extracted.



She sent the forty francs to Montferneil

After all it was a ruse of the Thenardiers to obtain noney.
Cosette was not ill.

Fantine threw her mrror out of the window She had |ong since
quitted her cell on the second floor for an attic with only a latch

to fasten it, next the roof; one of those attics whose extremty forns
an angle with the floor, and knocks you on the head every instant.

The poor occupant can reach the end of his chanber as he can

the end of his destiny, only by bending over nore and nore.

She had no | onger a bed; a rag which she called her coverlet,

a mattress on the floor, and a seatless chair still remained.

Alittle rosebush which she had, had dried up, forgotten, in one corner
In the other corner was a butter-pot to hold water, which froze

in winter, and in which the various levels of the water renai ned

| ong marked by these circles of ice. She had | ost her sharmeg;

she lost her coquetry. A final sign. She went out, with dirty caps.
VWether fromlack of tinme or fromindifference, she no | onger nended
her linen. As the heels wore out, she dragged her stocki ngs down

into her shoes. This was evident fromthe perpendi cul ar winkl es.

She pat ched her bodi ce, which was old and worn out, wth scraps

of calico which tore at the slightest novenent. The people

to whom she was i ndebted nade "scenes" and gave her no peace.

She found themin the street, she found them agai n on her staircase.
She passed nmany a ni ght weeping and thinking. Her eyes were

very bright, and she felt a steady pain in her shoul der towards

the top of the left shoul der-blade. She coughed a great deal

She deeply hated Fat her Madel ei ne, but made no conplaint. She sewed
seventeen hours a day; but a contractor for the work of prisons,

who made the prisoners work at a discount, suddenly made prices fall,
whi ch reduced the daily earnings of working-wonmen to nine sous.
Seventeen hours of toil, and nine sous a day! Her creditors were nore
pitiless than ever. The second-hand deal er, who had taken back nearly
all his furniture, said to her incessantly, "Wen will you pay ne,

you hussy?" What did they want of her, good God! She felt that she
was bei ng hunted, and sonething of the wild beast devel oped in her.
About the same time, Thenardier wote to her that he had waited

with decidedly too much amability and that he nmust have a hundred
francs at once; otherwi se he would turn little Cosette out of doors,

conval escent as she was from her heavy illness, into the cold
and the streets, and that she m ght do what she liked with herself,
and die if she chose. "A hundred francs," thought Fantine.

"But in what trade can one earn a hundred sous a day?"
"Cone!" said she, "let us sell what is left."

The unfortunate girl becane a woman of the town.

CHAPTER Xl

CHRI STUS NOS LI BERAVI T



VWhat is this history of Fantine? 1t is society purchasing a slave.
From whon? From mi sery

From hunger, cold, isolation, destitution. A dol orous bargain.
A soul for a norsel of bread. Msery offers; society accepts.

The sacred | aw of Jesus Christ governs our civilization, but it

does not, as yet, permeate it; it is said that slavery has disappeared
from European civilization. This is a mstake. It still exists;

but it weighs only upon the woman, and it is called prostitution

It weighs upon the woman, that is to say, upon grace, weakness,
beauty, maternity. This is not one of the | east of man's disgraces.

At the point in this nelancholy drama which we have now reached,
nothing is left to Fantine of that which she had fornmerly been.

She has become marble in becoming mre. \Woever touches her feels cold.
She passes; she endures you; she ignhores you; she is the severe

and di shonored figure. Life and the social order have said their

last word for her. Al has happened to her that will happen to her

She has felt everything, borne everything, experienced everything,
suffered everything, |ost everything, nourned everything.

She is resigned, with that resignation which resenbles indifference,

as death resenbles sleep. She no |onger avoids anything.

Let all the clouds fall upon her, and all the ocean sweep over her!

VWhat matters it to her? She is a sponge that is soaked.

At | east, she believes it to be so; but it is an error to inmagine
that fate can be exhausted, and that one has reached the bottom
of anyt hi ng what ever.

Alas! Wiat are all these fates, driven on pell-nell? Whither
are they going? Wy are they thus?

He who knows that sees the whol e of the shadow.

He is alone. H s nane is God.

CHAPTER Xl

M BAVMATABO S'S | NACTIM TY

There is in all small towns, and there was at M sur M in particular
a class of young nen who ni bble away an incone of fifteen hundred
francs with the same air with which their prototypes devour

two hundred thousand francs a year in Paris. These are beings

of the great neuter species: inpotent men, parasites, cyphers,

who have a little land, a little folly, alittle wit; who would

be rustics in a draw ng-room and who think thensel ves gentl enen

in the dram shop; who say, "My fields, ny peasants, nmy woods"

who hiss actresses at the theatre to prove that they are persons



of taste; quarrel with the officers of the garrison to prove that

they are men of war; hunt, snoke, yawn, drink, snell of tobacco,

play billiards, stare at travellers as they descend fromthe diligence,
live at the cafe, dine at the inn, have a dog which eats the bones
under the table, and a mstress who eats the dishes on the table;

who stick at a sou, exaggerate the fashions, admre tragedy,

despi se wonen, wear out their old boots, copy London through Paris,

and Paris through the nmedi um of Pont-A-Musson, grow old as dull ards,
never work, serve no use, and do no great harm

M Fel i x Thol onyes, had he remained in his own province and never
behel d Paris, would have been one of these nen.

If they were richer, one would say, "They are dandies;" if they
were poorer, one would say, "They are idlers.” They are sinply
men w t hout enploynent. Anong these unenpl oyed there are bores,
the bored, dreaners, and sone knaves.

At that period a dandy was conmposed of a tall collar, a big cravat,
a watch with trinkets, three vests of different colors, worn one
on top of the other--the red and bl ue inside; of a short-waisted
olive coat, with a codfish tail, a double row of silver buttons
set close to each other and running up to the shoulder; and a pair
of trousers of a lighter shade of olive, ornamented on the two
seans wWith an indefinite, but always uneven, nunber of |ines,
varying fromone to eleven--a limt which was never exceeded.

Add to this, high shoes with little irons on the heels, a tal

hat with a narrow brim hair worn in a tuft, an enornous cane,

and conversation set off by puns of Potier. Over all, spurs and
a nmustache. At that epoch mustaches indicated the bourgeois,

and spurs the pedestrian.

The provincial dandy wore the | ongest of spurs and the fiercest
of nustaches.

It was the period of the conflict of the republics of South
Arerica with the King of Spain, of Bolivar against Mrillo.
Narrow bri mmed hats were royalist, and were called norillos;
liberals wore hats with wide brins, which were called bolivars.

Ei ght or ten nonths, then, after that which is related in the

precedi ng pages, towards the first of January, 1823, on a snhowy eveni ng,
one of these dandies, one of these unenployed, a "right thinker,"

for he wore a norillo, and was, noreover, warmy envel oped in one

of those | arge cl oaks which conpl eted the fashi onabl e costune

in cold weat her, was anusing hinself by tormenting a creature

who was prow i ng about in a ball-dress, with neck uncovered and

flowers in her hair, in front of the officers' cafe. This dandy

was snoking, for he was deci dedly fashionabl e.

Each tinme that the woman passed in front of him he bestowed on her
together with a puff fromhis cigar, some apostrophe which he
considered witty and mrthful, such as, "How ugly you are!--

WIl you get out of ny sight?--You have no teeth!" etc., etc.

This gentl eman was known as M Bamatabois. The woman, a nel ancholy,
decorated spectre which went and cane through the snow,

made himno reply, did not even glance at him and nevert hel ess



conti nued her pronenade in silence, and with a sonbre regularity,

whi ch brought her every five mnutes within reach of this sarcasm

i ke the condemmed sol di er who returns under the rods. The smal

ef fect which he produced no doubt piqued the |ounger; and taking
advant age of a nmonent when her back was turned, he crept up behind
her with the gait of a wolf, and stifling his |augh, bent down,

pi cked up a handful of snow fromthe pavenent, and thrust it abruptly
into her back, between her bare shoulders. The wonman uttered a roar
whirled round, gave a leap |like a panther, and hurled herself upon
the man, burying her nails in his face, with the nost frightful words
which could fall fromthe guard-roominto the gutter. These insults,
poured forth in a voi ce roughened by brandy, did, indeed, proceed in
hi deous wi se froma nouth which lacked its two front teeth.

It was Fanti ne.

At the noise thus produced, the officers ran out in throngs from
the cafe, passers-by collected, and a large and nmerry circle,
hooti ng and appl audi ng, was formed around this whirlw nd conposed
of two beings, whomthere was sone difficulty in recognizing

as a man and a wonan: the man struggling, his hat on the ground
the woman striking out with feet and fists, bareheaded, how ing,
mnus hair and teeth, livid with wath, horrible.

Suddenly a man of lofty stature emerged vivaciously fromthe crowd,
sei zed the wonan by her satin bodice, which was covered w th nud,
and said to her, "Follow ne!"

The worman rai sed her head; her furious voice suddenly died away.
Her eyes were gl assy; she turned pale instead of livid, and she
trenmbled with a quiver of terror. She had recogni zed Javert.

The dandy took advantage of the incident to make his escape

CHAPTER XI I'

THE SOLUTI ON OF SOVE QUESTI ONS CONNECTED W TH THE MUNI Cl PAL PQLI CE

Javert thrust aside the spectators, broke the circle, and set out
with long strides towards the police station, which is situated at
the extremty of the square, dragging the wetched woman after him
She yi el ded mechanically. Neither he nor she uttered a word.

The cl oud of spectators followed, jesting, in a paroxysmof delight.
Suprene nisery an occasion for obscenity.

On arriving at the police station, which was a | ow room warmnmed by

a stove, with a glazed and grated door opening on the street, and guarded
by a detachnent, Javert opened the door, entered with Fantine, and shut
the door behind him to the great disappointnment of the curious,

who rai sed thensel ves on tiptoe, and craned their necks in front

of the thick glass of the station-house, in their effort to see.
Curiosity is a sort of gluttony. To see is to devour.

On entering, Fantine fell down in a corner, notionless and nute,
crouching down like a terrified dog.



The sergeant of the guard brought a lighted candle to the table.
Javert seated hinself, drew a sheet of stanped paper from his pocket,
and began to wite.

This class of wonen is consigned by our laws entirely to the discretion
of the police. The latter do what they pl ease, punish them

as seemnms good to them and confiscate at their will those two

sorry things which they entitle their industry and their |iberty.

Javert was inpassive; his grave face betrayed no enotion whatever
Nevert hel ess, he was seriously and deeply preoccupied. It was

one of those noments when he was exercising wthout control

but subject to all the scruples of a severe conscience, his redoubtable
di scretionary power. At that monent he was conscious that his

police agent's stool was a tribunal. He was entering judgnent.

He judged and condemmed. He summoned all the ideas which could
possibly exist in his mnd, around the great thing which he was doing.
The nore he exami ned the deed of this wonman, the nmore shocked he felt.
It was evident that he had just w tnessed the comm ssion of a crine.

He had just beheld, yonder, in the street, society, in the person

of a freeholder and an elector, insulted and attacked by a creature

who was outside all pales. A prostitute had nmade an attenpt on

the life of a citizen. He had seen that, he, Javert. He wote

in silence.

VWhen he had finished he signed the paper, folded it, and said
to the sergeant of the guard, as he handed it to him "Take three
men and conduct this creature to jail."

Then, turning to Fantine, "You are to have six nonths of it."
The unhappy woman shudder ed.

"Six nonths! six nonths of prison!" she exclainmed. "Six nonths
in which to earn seven sous a day! But what will becone of Cosette?
My daughter! ny daughter! But | still owe the Thenardiers over a

hundred francs; do you know that, Monsieur |nspector?”

She dragged herself across the danp floor, anong the nuddy boots
of all those men, without rising, with clasped hands, and taking
great strides on her knees.

"Monsi eur Javert," said she, "I beseech your nercy. | assure
you that I was not in the wong. |If you had seen the begi nning,
you woul d have seen. | swear to you by the good God that | was

not to blanme! That gentleman, the bourgeois, whomI| do not know,

put snow in ny back. Has any one the right to put snow down our backs
when we are wal ki ng al ong peaceably, and doing no harmto any one?

| amrather ill, as you see. And then, he had been saying inpertinent
things to nme for a long tinme: ~You are ugly! you have no teeth!

I know well that | have no |onger those teeth. | did nothing;

| said to nyself, “The gentleman is amusing hinself.' | was

honest with him | did not speak to him It was at that nonent

that he put the snow down ny back. Monsieur Javert, good Mbnsieur

I nspector! is there not sonme person here who saw it and can tel

you that this is quite true? Perhaps | did wong to get angry.

You know that one is not nmaster of one's self at the first nonent.

One gives way to vivacity; and then, when sone one puts something



col d down your back just when you are not expecting it! | did wong

to spoil that gentleman's hat. Wy did he go away? | would ask

his pardon. Ch, ny God! It makes no difference to me whether | ask
his pardon. Do me the favor to-day, for this once, Monsieur Javert.
Hol d! you do not know that in prison one can earn only seven sous a day;
it is not the governnment's fault, but seven sous is one's earnings;

and just fancy, | must pay one hundred francs, or ny little gir

will be sent to me. ©Ch, ny God! | cannot have her with ne.

VWat | dois so vilel Onh, ny Cosette! Ch, nmy little angel of the Holy
Virgin!l what will become of her, poor creature? | wll tell you

it is the Thenardiers, inn-keepers, peasants; and such people

are unreasonable. They want noney. Don't put ne in prison

You see, there is alittle girl who will be turned out into the street
to get along as best she may, in the very heart of the winter

and you nust have pity on such a being, ny good Monsieur Javert.

If she were ol der, she mght earn her living; but it cannot be done

at that age. | amnot a bad woman at bottom It is not cowardliness
and gluttony that have nade nme what | am If | have drunk brandy,
it was out of misery. | do not love it; but it benunbs the senses.

VWen | was happy, it was only necessary to glance into ny closets,
and it would have been evident that I was not a coquettish and
untidy woman. | had linen, a great deal of linen. Have pity on ne,
Monsi eur Javert!™

She spoke thus, rent in twain, shaken with sobs, blinded with tears,
her neck bare, wringing her hands, and coughing with a dry,

short cough, stanmmering softly with a voice of agony. Geat sorrow
is adivine and terrible ray, which transfigures the unhappy.

At that nonent Fantine had becone beautiful once nore. Fromtime

to time she paused, and tenderly kissed the police agent's coat.

She woul d have softened a heart of granite; but a heart of wood cannot
be softened.

"Come!" said Javert, "l have heard you out. Have you entirely finished?
You will get six months. Now march! The Eternal Father in person
could do nothing nore."

At these solemm words, "the Eternal Father in person could

do nothing nore,"” she understood that her fate was seal ed.

She sank down, murmuring, "Mercy!"

Javert turned his back

The sol diers seized her by the arnms.

A few nonents earlier a man had entered, but no one had paid
any heed to him He shut the door, |eaned his back against it,
and |listened to Fantine's despairing supplications.

At the instant when the soldiers laid their hands upon the

unf ortunate woman, who would not rise, he enmerged fromthe shadow,
and said: --

"One nonment, if you pl ease.”

Javert raised his eyes and recognized M Madel ei ne. He renoved
his hat, and, saluting himwith a sort of aggrieved awkwar dness: - -



"Excuse me, M. Mayor--"

The words "M . Mayor" produced a curious effect upon Fantine.

She rose to her feet with one bound, like a spectre springing from
the earth, thrust aside the soldiers with both arns, wal ked strai ght
up to M Madel ei ne before any one coul d prevent her, and gazi ng
intently at him with a bewildered air, she cried:--

"Ah! so it is you who are M |le Maire!"

Then she burst into a |laugh, and spit in his face.
M Madel ei ne wi ped his face, and said:--

"I nspector Javert, set this woman at liberty."

Javert felt that he was on the verge of going mad. He experienced
at that nonment, blow upon bl ow and al nost sinultaneously, the nost
vi ol ent enotions which he had ever undergone in all his life.

To see a woman of the town spit in the mayor's face was a

thing so nonstrous that, in his nost daring flights of fancy,

he woul d have regarded it as a sacrilege to believe it possible.

On the other hand, at the very bottom of his thought, he nade

a hi deous conparison as to what this woman was, and as to what this
mayor night be; and then he, with horror, caught a glinpse of I
know not what sinple explanation of this prodigious attack.

But when he beheld that mayor, that magistrate, calmy w pe his
face and say, "Set this woman at liberty,” he underwent a sort

of intoxication of amazement; thought and word failed himequally;
the sumtotal of possible astoni shnent had been exceeded in his case.
He remai ned nute.

The words had produced no | ess strange an effect on Fantine.

She rai sed her bare arm and clung to the danper of the stove,
like a person who is reeling. Nevertheless, she glanced about her
and began to speak in a | ow voice, as though talking to herself:--

"At liberty! | amto be allowed to go! | amnot to go to prison
for six months! W said that? It is not possible that any one
could have said that. | did not hear aright. It cannot have been
that nmonster of a mayor! Was it you, ny good Mnsieur Javert,

who said that | was to be set free? Oh, see here! | wll tel

you about it, and you will let me go. That nonster of a mayor

that ol d bl ackguard of a mayor, is the cause of all. Just inagine,

Monsi eur Javert, he turned ne out! all because of a pack of
rascal |y wonen, who gossip in the workroom If that is not a horror
what is? To disnmiss a poor girl who is doing her work honestly!
Then | could no | onger earn enough, and all this msery foll owed.
In the first place, there is one inprovenent which these gentl enen
of the police ought to nake, and that is, to prevent prison
contractors fromw ongi ng poor people. | will explainit to you
you see: you are earning twelve sous at shirt-making, the

price falls to nine sous; and it is not enough to live on

Then one has to beconme whatever one can. As for nme, | had ny
little Cosette, and | was actually forced to beconme a bad wonan.
Now you understand how it is that that blackguard of a mayor caused



all the mschief. After that | stanped on that gentleman's hat

in front of the officers' cafe; but he had spoiled ny whol e dress
with snow. W wonen have but one silk dress for evening wear.

You see that | did not do wong deliberately--truly, Mnsieur Javert;
and everywhere | behol d wonen who are far nore w cked than |

and who are much happier. O Mnsieur Javert! it was you who gave
orders that | amto be set free, was it not? Make inquiries,

speak to ny landlord; | ampaying ny rent now, they will tel

you that | amperfectly honest. Ah! ny God! | beg your pardon

| have unintentionally touched the danper of the stove, and it has nade
it snoke."

M Madel eine listened to her with profound attention. Wile she
was speaking, he funbled in his waistcoat, drew out his purse
and opened it. It was enpty. He put it back in his pocket.

He said to Fantine, "How much did you say that you owed?"

Fanti ne, who was | ooking at Javert only, turned towards him --
"Was | speaking to you?"
Then, addressing the soldiers:--

"Say, you fellows, did you see how | spit in his face?

Ah! you old wetch of a mayor, you cane here to frighten ne,
but 1'mnot afraid of you. | amafraid of Mnsieur Javert.
| amafraid of ny good Monsieur Javert!”

So saying, she turned to the inspector again:--

"And yet, you see, M. Inspector, it is necessary to be just.

| understand that you are just, M. Inspector; in fact, it is
perfectly sinple: a man anmuses hinself by putting snow down a
worman' s back, and that nmakes the officers |augh; one nust divert

t hensel ves in sone way; and we--well, we are here for themto amuse
t hemsel ves with, of course! And then, you, you cone; you are
certainly obliged to preserve order, you |lead off the wonman who is
in the wong; but on reflection, since you are a good nan, you say
that | amto be set at liberty; it is for the sake of the little one,
for six months in prison would prevent ny supporting ny child.

"Only, don't do it again, you hussy!" Ch! | won't do it again,
Monsi eur Javert! They may do whatever they please to ne now,

I will not stir. But to-day, you see, | cried because it hurt nme.
I was not expecting that snow fromthe gentleman at all; and then
as | told you, I amnot well; | have a cough; | seemto have a
burning ball in nmy stomach, and the doctor tells nme, "“Take care
of yourself.' Here, feel, give ne your hand; don't be afraid--

it is here.”

She no | onger wept, her voice was caressing; she placed Javert's
coarse hand on her delicate, white throat and | ooked smlingly
at him

Al'l at once she rapidly adjusted her disordered garnents, dropped the
folds of her skirt, which had been pushed up as she dragged hersel f al ong,
al nost to the height of her knee, and stepped towards the door

saying to the soldiers in a low voice, and with a friendly nod:--



"Children, Mnsieur |'lInspecteur has said that | amto be rel eased,
and | am going."

She laid her hand on the latch of the door. One step nore and she
woul d be in the street.

Javert up to that noment had renmai ned erect, notionless, with his
eyes fixed on the ground, cast athwart this scene |ike sone
di spl aced statue, which is waiting to be put away sonmewhere.

The sound of the latch roused him He raised his head with an
expressi on of sovereign authority, an expression all the nore
alarming in proportion as the authority rests on a |l ow | evel,
ferocious in the wild beast, atrocious in the man of no estate.

"Sergeant!" he cried, "don't you see that that jade is wal king of f!
VWho bade you Il et her go?"

"1," said Madel ei ne.

Fantine trenbled at the sound of Javert's voice, and let go of the

latch as a thief relinquishes the article which he has stol en.

At the sound of Madel eine's voice she turned around, and fromthat nonent
forth she uttered no word, nor dared so nmuch as to breathe freely,

but her gl ance strayed from Madel ei ne to Javert, and from Javert

to Madel eine in turn, according to which was speaki ng.

It was evident that Javert nust have been exasperated beyond
nmeasure before he would pernmit hinself to apostrophize the sergeant
as he had done, after the mayor's suggestion that Fantine should
be set at liberty. Had he reached the point of forgetting the
mayor's presence? Had he finally declared to hinself that it was
i npossi bl e that any "authority"” should have gi ven such an order,
and that the mayor nust certainly have said one thing by m stake
for another, without intending it? O, in viewof the enormties
of which he had been a witness for the past two hours, did he say
to hinmself, that it was necessary to recur to supremne resol utions,
that it was indispensable that the small should be nade great,
that the police spy should transformhinself into a nagistrate,
that the policeman shoul d beconme a di spenser of justice, and that,
in this prodigious extremty, order, law, norality, governnent,
society inits entirety, was personified in him Javert?

However that may be, when M WMadeleine uttered that word, _|I_, as we
have just heard, Police Inspector Javert was seen to turn toward

the mayor, pale, cold, with blue lips, and a | ook of despair,

hi s whol e body agitated by an inperceptible quiver and an unprecedented
occurrence, and say to him with downcast eyes but a firmvoice:--

"M . Myor, that cannot be."
"Way not?" said M Madel ei ne.
"This m serable woman has insulted a citizen."

"I nspector Javert," replied the mayor, in a calmand conciliating



tone, "listen. You are an honest man, and | feel no hesitation

in explaining matters to you. Here is the true state of the case:
| was passing through the square just as you were leading this
worman away; there were still groups of people standi ng about,

and | made inquiries and | earned everything; it was the townsman
who was in the wong and who shoul d have been arrested by properly
conduct ed police."

Javert retorted: --
"This wetch has just insulted Monsieur le Maire."

"That concerns me," said M Madeleine. "My own insult belongs to ne,
I think. | can do what | please about it."

"I beg Monsieur le Maire's pardon. The insult is not to him
but to the law "

"I nspector Javert," replied M WMadel ei ne, "the highest |aw

is conscience. | have heard this wonman; | know what | am doing."

"And I, M. Mayor, do not know what | see.”
"Then content yourself w th obeying."

"I amobeying ny duty. M/ duty demands that this woman shall serve
six nonths in prison.”

M Madel ei ne replied gently:--
"Heed this well; she will not serve a single day."

At this decisive word, Javert ventured to fix a searching | ook
on the mayor and to say, but in a tone of voice that was stil
profoundly respectful:--

"I amsorry to oppose Monsieur le Maire; it is for the first tine
inny life, but he will permit me to remark that | amw thin the
bounds of ny authority. | confine nyself, since Monsieur le Miire
desires it, to the question of the gentleman. | was present.
Thi s woman flung hersel f on Mnsieur Bamatabnois, who is an

el ector and the proprietor of that handsone house with a bal cony,
whi ch forns the corner of the esplanade, three stories high and
entirely of cut stone. Such things as there are in the world!

In any case, Monsieur le Maire, this is a question of police
regulations in the streets, and concerns ne, and | shall detain
this woman Fantine."”

Then M Madel ei ne folded his arnms, and said in a severe voi ce
whi ch no one in the town had heard hitherto:--

"The matter to which you refer is one connected with the

muni ci pal police. According to the terns of articles nine,

el even, fifteen, and sixty-six of the code of crimnal exam nation
| amthe judge. | order that this woman shall be set at liberty."

Javert ventured to nake a final effort.



"But, M. Myor--"

"I refer you to article eighty-one of the Iaw of the 13th
of Decenber, 1799, in regard to arbitrary detention.”

"Monsieur le Maire, permt me--"
"Not anot her word."

"But--"

"Leave the room" said M Madel ei ne.

Javert received the blow erect, full in the face, in his breast,
like a Russian soldier. He bowed to the very earth before the nayor
and |l eft the room

Fanti ne stood aside fromthe door and stared at himin anazenent
as he passed.

Nevert hel ess, she also was the prey to a strange confusion. She had
just seen herself a subject of dispute between two opposi ng powers.
She had seen two nen who held in their hands her liberty, her life,
her soul, her child, in conbat before her very eyes; one of these nen
was drawi ng her towards darkness, the other was | eadi ng her back
towards the light. 1In this conflict, viewed through the exaggerations
of terror, these two men had appeared to her like two giants;

t he one spoke |ike her denon, the other |ike her good angel

The angel had conquered the denon, and, strange to say, that which
made her shudder from head to foot was the fact that this angel

this liberator, was the very man whom she abhorred, that mayor whom she
had so | ong regarded as the author of all her woes, that Madel ei nel
And at the very monent when she had insulted himin so hideous

a fashion, he had saved her! Had she, then, been m staken?

Must she change her whole soul? She did not know, she trenbl ed.

She listened in bew | derment, she |ooked on in affright, and at every
word uttered by M Madel eine she felt the frightful shades of hatred
crunble and nmelt within her, and sonethi ng warm and i neffabl e,

i ndescri babl e, which was both joy, confidence and | ove, dawn in

her heart.

VWen Javert had taken his departure, M Madel eine turned to her
and said to her in a deliberate voice, |like a serious man who does
not wi sh to weep and who finds sone difficulty in speaking:--

"I have heard you. | knew nothing about what you have nentioned

| believe that it is true, and | feel that it is true. | was even

i gnorant of the fact that you had left ny shop. Wy did you not apply
to me? But here; | will pay your debts, | will send for your child,

or you shall go to her. You shall live here, in Paris, or where

you please. | undertake the care of your child and yourself. You shal
not work any longer if you do not like. | wll give all the noney

you require. You shall be honest and happy once nore. And listen

| declare to you that if all is as you say,--and | do not doubt it,--
you have never ceased to be virtuous and holy in the sight of God.

Cnh! poor wonan. "



This was nore than Fantine could bear. To have Cosette! To |eave this
life of infany. To live free, rich, happy, respectable with Cosette;
to see all these realities of paradise blossomof a sudden in the

m dst of her msery. She stared stupidly at this man who was tal ki ng
to her, and could only give vent to two or three sobs, "Ch! Ch! On!'"

Her |inbs gave way beneath her, she knelt in front of M Madel ei ne,
and before he could prevent her he felt her grasp his hand and press
her lips toit.

Then she fainted.

BOOK SI XTH. - - JAVERT

CHAPTER |

THE BEG NNI NG OF REPGCSE

M Madel ei ne had Fantine renoved to that infirmary which he had
established in his own house. He confided her to the sisters,

who put her to bed. A burning fever had cone on. She passed a part

of the night in deliriumand raving. At |length, however, she fell asleep

On the norrow, towards m dday, Fantine awoke. She heard sone one
breat hing close to her bed; she drew aside the curtain and saw

M Madel ei ne standing there and | ooki ng at sonet hi ng over her head.
H s gaze was full of pity, anguish, and supplication. She followed
its direction, and saw that it was fixed on a crucifix which was
nailed to the wall

Thenceforth, M Madel eine was transfigured in Fantine's eyes. He seened
to her to be clothed in light. He was absorbed in a sort of prayer

She gazed at himfor a long time without daring to interrupt him

At |last she said timdly:--

"What are you doi ng?"

M Madel ei ne had been there for an hour. He had been waiting
for Fantine to awake. He took her hand, felt of her pul se,
and replied:--

"How do you feel ?"

"Well, | have slept,’
It is nothing."

she replied; "I think that I am better

He answered, responding to the first question which she had put
to himas though he had just heard it:--

"I was praying to the martyr there on high."



And he added in his own mind, "For the martyr here bel ow "

M Madel ei ne had passed the night and the

nmorning in making inquiries. He knew all now.

He knew Fantine's history in all its heart-rending details. He went on:--

"You have suffered much, poor mother. GCh! do not conplain; you now

have the dowy of the elect. It is thus that nmen are transfornmed
into angels. It is not their fault they do not know howto go to
work otherwi se. You see this hell from which you have just energed
is the first formof heaven. It was necessary to begin there."

He sighed deeply. But she smiled on himwith that sublinme smle
in which two teeth were | acking.

That sane night, Javert wote a letter. The next norning be posted
it hinself at the office of M sur M It was addressed to Pari s,
and the superscription ran: To Mnsieur Chabouillet, Secretary of
Monsieur |le Prefet of Police. As the affair in the station-house
had been bruited about, the post-nmistress and sone other persons
who saw the letter before it was sent off, and who recogni zed
Javert's handwiting on the cover, thought that he was sending

in his resignation

M Madel ei ne nmade haste to wite to the Thenardiers. Fantine owed them
one hundred and twenty francs. He sent themthree hundred francs,
telling themto pay thenselves fromthat sum and to fetch the child
instantly to M sur M, where her sick nother required her presence.

This dazzled Thenardier. "The devil!" said the man to his wife;
"don't let's allowthe child to go. This lark is going to turn
into a mlch cow | see through it. Some ninny has taken a fancy

to the nother."

He replied with a very well drawn-up bill for five hundred and sone

odd francs. In this menorandum two indisputable itens figured up

over three hundred francs,--one for the doctor, the other for the

apot hecary who had attended and physi cked Eponi ne and Azel ma t hrough two
long illnesses. Cosette, as we have already said, had not been ill.

It was only a question of a trifling substitution of nanes.

At the foot of the menorandum Thenardi er wote, Received on account,
three hundred francs.

M Madel ei ne i medi ately sent three hundred francs nore, and wote,
"Make haste to bring Cosette.”

"Christi!" said Thenardier, "let's not give up the child."

In the nmeantine, Fantine did not recover. She still renained
inthe infirmary.

The sisters had at first only received and nursed "that woman"
wi th repugnance. Those who have seen the bas-reliefs of Rheins
will recall the inflation of the lower lip of the wise virgins
as they survey the foolish virgins. The ancient scorn of the
vestals for the anbubajae is one of the nost profound instincts
of femnine dignity; the sisters felt it with the double force



contributed by religion. But in a few days Fantine di sarned them
She said all kinds of humble and gentle things, and the nother
in her provoked tenderness. One day the sisters heard her say

am d her fever: "l have been a sinner; but when | have ny

child beside ne, it will be a sign that God has pardoned ne.

VWile | was leading a bad life, I should not have liked to have ny
Cosette with nme; | could not have borne her sad, astonished eyes.

It was for her sake that | did evil, and that is why God pardons ne.

| shall feel the benediction of the good God when Cosette is here.

| shall gaze at her; it will do nme good to see that innocent creature.
She knows nothing at all. She is an angel, you see, ny sisters.

At that age the wings have not fallen off."

M Madel ei ne went to see her twice a day, and each tinme she asked him --
"Shall | see ny Cosette soon?"

He answered: - -

"To-norrow, perhaps. She may arrive at any nonent. | am expecting her."
And the nother's pale face grew radi ant.

"Ch!" she said, "how happy | amgoing to be!"

W have just said that she did not recover her health. On the contrary,
her condition seened to beconme nore grave fromweek to week.

That handful of snow applied to her bare skin between her
shoul der - bl ades had brought about a sudden suppression of perspiration
as a consequence of which the mal ady whi ch had been snoul deri ng

within her for many years was violently devel oped at |ast.

At that time people were beginning to follow the fine Laennec's

fine suggestions in the study and treatnment of chest mal adi es.

The doctor sounded Fantine's chest and shook his head.

M Madel ei ne said to the doctor:--

"WVl ?"

"Has she not a child which she desires to see?" said the doctor

"Yes. "

"Well! Make haste and get it here!”

M WMadel ei ne shudder ed.

Fanti ne inquired:--

"What did the doctor say?"

M Madel eine forced hinself to smle.

"He said that your child was to be brought speedily. That that
woul d restore your health.”

"Ch!" she rejoined, "he is right! But what do those Thenardiers



mean by keeping nmy Cosette fromnme! On! she is coming. At |ast |
behol d happi ness cl ose beside ne!"

In the meantime Thenardier did not "let go of the child,"” and gave
a hundred insufficient reasons for it. Cosette was not quite well
enough to take a journey in the winter. And then, there stil

remai ned sone petty but pressing debts in the nei ghborhood,

and they were collecting the bills for them etc., etc.

"l shall send sone one to fetch Cosette!" said Father Madel ei ne.
"I'f necessary, | will go nyself."

He wote the following letter to Fantine's dictation, and made
her signit:--

" MONSI EUR THENARD! ER: - -
You will deliver Cosette to this person
You will be paid for all the little things.
| have the honor to salute you with respect.
" FANTI NE. "

In the meantime a serious incident occurred. Carve as we w |l
the nysterious block of which our life is made, the bl ack vein
of destiny constantly reappears init.

CHAPTER |

HOW JEAN NMAY BECOMVE CHAMP

One norning M Madel eine was in his study, occupied in arranging

i n advance sone pressing matters connected with the mayor's office,
in case he should decide to take the trip to Montferneil, when he

was inforned that Police Inspector Javert was desirous of speaking
with him Madel eine could not refrain froma di sagreeabl e i npression
on hearing this name. Javert had avoi ded hi mnore than ever since
the affair of the police-station, and M Madel ei ne had not seen him

"Admit him" he said.
Javert entered.

M Madel ei ne had retained his seat near the fire, pen in hand,

his eyes fixed on the docket which he was turning over and annotati ng,
and whi ch contained the trials of the comm ssion on hi ghways for

the infraction of police regulations. He did not disturb hinself

on Javert's account. He could not hel p thinking of poor Fantine

and it suited himto be glacial in his manner.

Javert bestowed a respectful salute on the mayor, whose back
was turned to him The mayor did not | ook at him but went
on annotating this docket.



Javert advanced two or three paces into the study, and halted,
wi t hout breaking the silence.

I f any physi ognoni st who had been famliar with Javert,

and who had nmade a |l engthy study of this savage in the service

of civilization, this singular conposite of the Ronan, the Spartan

t he nonk, and the corporal, this spy who was incapable of a lie,

this unspotted police agent--if any physi ognom st had known his

secret and | ong-cherished aversion for M Madel ei ne, his conflict

with the mayor on the subject of Fantine, and had exam ned Javert at
that monent, he would have said to hinself, "Wat has taken place?"

It was evident to any one acquainted with that clear, upright, sincere,
honest, austere, and ferocious conscience, that Javert had but just
gone through some great interior struggle. Javert had not hing

in his soul which he had not also in his countenance. Like violent
people in general, he was subject to abrupt changes of opinion

H s physi ognony had never been nmore peculiar and startling.

On entering he bowed to M Madeleine with a look in which there was
nei t her rancor, anger, nor distrust; he halted a few paces in the

rear of the mayor's armchair, and there he stood, perfectly erect,

in an attitude al nost of discipline, with the cold, ingenuous roughness
of a man who has never been gentle and who has al ways been patient;

he waited without uttering a word, wthout maki ng a novenent,

in genuine humlity and tranquil resignation, calm serious, hat in
hand, with eyes cast down, and an expression which was hal f-way between
that of a soldier in the presence of his officer and a crimna

in the presence of his judge, until it should please the mayor

toturn round. Al the sentinments as well as all the nenories

whi ch one mi ght have attributed to himhad di sappeared. That face,

as inpenetrable and sinple as granite, no | onger bore any trace

of anything but a nel ancholy depression. H's whole person breathed

I owl i ness and firmess and an indescri babl e courageous despondency.

At |last the mayor laid down his pen and turned half round.
"Vell! What is it? Wuat is the natter, Javert?"

Javert remained silent for an instant as though collecting
his ideas, then raised his voice with a sort of sad solemity,
whi ch did not, however, preclude sinplicity.

"This is the matter, M. Mayor; a cul pable act has been commtted. "
"What act?"

"An inferior agent of the authorities has failed in respect,
and in the gravest manner, towards a nmagistrate. | have cone
to bring the fact to your know edge, as it is ny duty to do."
"Who is the agent?" asked M Madel ei ne.

"1," said Javert.

"You?"



"And who is the magi strate who has reason to conplain of the agent?"
"You, M. Mayor."

M Madel eine sat erect in his armchair. Javert went on, with a
severe air and his eyes still cast down.

"M . Myor, | have come to request you to instigate the authorities
to dismss ne."

M Madel ei ne opened his nouth in amazenent. Javert interrupted him--
"You will say that | mght have handed in nmy resignation, but that
does not suffice. Handing in one's resignation is honorable.

| have failed in ny duty; | ought to be punished; | nust be turned out."

And after a pause he added: - -

"M . Myor, you were severe with me the other day, and unjustly.
Be so to-day, with justice."

"Come, now \Why?" exclainmed M Madel eine. "Wat nonsense is this?
VWhat is the neaning of this? What cul pabl e act have you been guilty

of towards ne? What have you done to ne? Wat are your w ongs
with regard to ne? You accuse yourself; you wish to be superseded--"

"Turned out," said Javert.
"Turned out; so it be, then. That is well. | do not understand."
"You shall understand, M. Mayor."

Javert sighed fromthe very bottomof his chest, and resuned,
still coldly and sadly: --

"M . Myor, six weeks ago, in consequence of the scene over that woman,
I was furious, and | informed agai nst you."

"I nformed agai nst ne!"
"At the Prefecture of Police in Paris."

M Madel ei ne, who was not in the habit of |aughing nuch oftener
than Javert hinself, burst out |aughing now --

"As a mayor who had encroached on the province of the police?"

"As an ex-convict."

The mayor turned livid.

Javert, who had not raised his eyes, went on:--

"I thought it was so. | had had an idea for a long tinmeg;

a resenbl ance; inquiries which you had caused to be made at Faverol |l es;

the strength of your |oins; the adventure with old Fauchel evant;
your skill in marksmanship; your |eg, which you drag a little;--



| hardly know what all,--absurdities! But, at all events, | took you
for a certain Jean Valjean."

"A certain--Wuat did you say the nane was?"

"Jean Valjean. He was a convict whom| was in the habit of seeing

twenty years ago, when | was adjutant-guard of convicts at Toul on

On leaving the galleys, this Jean Valjean, as it appears, robbed a bishop
then he conmtted another theft, acconpanied with violence, on a public
hi ghway on the person of a little Savoyard. He di sappeared ei ght

years ago, no one knows how, and he has been sought, | fancied.

In short, | did this thing! Wath inpelled me; | denounced you

at the Prefecturel”

M Madel ei ne, who had taken up the docket again several noments
before this, resumed with an air of perfect indifference:--

"And what reply did you receive?"

"That | was nad."

"Wl ?"

"Wll, they were right."

"It is lucky that you recognize the fact."

"I amforced to do so, since the real Jean Valjean has been found."
The sheet of paper which M Madel ei ne was hol di ng dropped from
hi s hand; he raised his head, gazed fixedly at Javert, and said
with his indescribable accent:--

llAh! n

Javert continued: --

"This is the way it is, M. Mayor. It seens that there was in

t he nei ghbor hood near Ailly-Ie-Haut-CO ocher an old fell ow who was
cal |l ed Father Chanpmathieu. He was a very wetched creature.

No one paid any attention to him No one knows what such people
subsist on. Lately, last autumm, Father Chanpmathieu was arrested

for the theft of sone cider apples from-Wll, no matter, a theft
had been committed, a wall scal ed, branches of trees broken
My Chanpmat hi eu was arrested. He still had the branch of apple-tree

in his hand. The scanp is locked up. Up to this point it was nerely
an affair of a m sdeneanor. But here is where Providence intervened.

"The jail being in a bad condition, the exam ning magi strate finds it
convenient to transfer Chanpmathieu to Arras, where the departnenta
prison is situated. In this prison at Arras there is an ex-convi ct
nanmed Brevet, who is detained for I know not what, and who has

been appoi nted turnkey of the house, because of good behavi or

M. Mayor, no sooner had Chanpmat hi eu arrived than Brevet exclains:

“Eh! Wy, | know that man! He is a fagot![4] Take a good | ook at ne,

ny good man! You are Jean Valjean!' “Jean Valjean! who's Jean Valjean?'
Chanpmat hi eu fei gns astonishnent. “Don't play the innocent dodge,'



says Brevet. “You are Jean Valjean! You have been in the galleys

of Toulon; it was twenty years ago; we were there together.
Chanmpmat hi eu denies it. Parbleu! You understand. The case

is investigated. The thing was well ventilated for me. This is

what they di scovered: This Chanpnat hieu had been, thirty years ago,

a pruner of trees in various localities, notably at Faverolles.

There all trace of himwas lost. A long tine afterwards he was seen
again in Auvergne; then in Paris, where he is said to have been

a wheelwight, and to have had a daughter, who was a | aundress;

but that has not been proved. Now, before going to the galleys for theft,
what was Jean Valjean? A pruner of trees. Were? At Faverolles.
Another fact. This Valjean's Christian nane was Jean, and his

not her' s surnane was Mat hi eu. Wat nore natural to suppose than that,
on energing fromthe galleys, he should have taken his nother's

nane for the purpose of concealing hinself, and have called hinself
Jean Mathieu? He goes to Auvergne. The local pronunciation turns Jean
into Chan--he is called Chan Mathieu. Qur man offers no opposition
and behold himtransforned i nto Chanpmat hieu. You foll ow ne,

do you not? Inquiries were made at Faverolles. The famly of Jean
Valjean is no longer there. It is not known where they have gone.

You know that anong those classes a famly often disappears.

Search was nmade, and not hing was found. Wen such people are not mnud,
they are dust. And then, as the beginning of the story dates thirty
years back, there is no | onger any one at Faverolles who knew

Jean Valjean. Inquiries were made at Toul on. Besides Brevet,

there are only two convicts in existence who have seen Jean Valjean
they are Cochepaille and Chenildieu, and are sentenced for life.

They are taken fromthe galleys and confronted with the

pret ended Chanpmat hi eu. They do not hesitate; he is Jean Valjean

for themas well as for Brevet. The sane age,--he is fifty-four,--
the sanme height, the same air, the sane nman; in short, it is he.

It was precisely at this nonent that | forwarded ny denunciation

to the Prefecture in Paris. | was told that | had | ost ny reason

and that Jean Valjean is at Arras, in the power of the authorities.
You can i magi ne whether this surprised me, when | thought that I

had that sane Jean Valjean here. | wite to the exam ning judge

he sends for ne; Chanpnathieu is conducted to ne--"

[4] An ex-convict.

"Wl | ?" interposed M WMadel ei ne.
Javert replied, his face incorruptible, and as nel ancholy as ever:--

"M. Myor, the truth is the truth. | amsorry; but that man
is Jean Valjean. | recognized himalso."

M Madel ei ne resuned in, a very |ow voice: --
"You are sure?"

Javert began to | augh, with that nmournful |augh which conmes from
pr of ound convi cti on.

"a Sure!”



He stood there thoughtfully for a nmonent, nechanically taking
pi nches of powdered wood for blotting ink fromthe wooden bow
whi ch stood on the table, and he added: --

"And even now that | have seen the real Jean Valjean, | do not see
how | coul d have thought otherwi se. | beg your pardon, M. Mayor."

Javert, as he addressed these grave and supplicating words to the man
who six weeks before had humiliated himin the presence of the whole
station-house, and bade him "l eave the room"--Javert, that haughty nman
was unconsciously full of sinplicity and dignity,--M Madel ei ne

made no other reply to his prayer than the abrupt question:--

"And what does this nman say?"

"Ah! Indeed, M. Mayor, it's a bad business. |If he is Jean Valjean,
he has his previous conviction against him To clinb a wall, to break
a branch, to purloin apples, is a mschievous trick in a child;

for aman it is a msdeneanor; for a convict it is a crine.

Robbi ng and housebreaking--it is all there. It is no |onger a question
of correctional police; it is a matter for the Court of Assizes.

It is no longer a matter of a few days in prison; it is the galleys

for life. And then, there is the affair with the little Savoyard,

who will return, | hope. The deuce! there is plenty to dispute

inthe matter, is there not? Yes, for any one but Jean Valjean

But Jean Valjean is a sly dog. That is the way | recogni zed him

Any ot her man would have felt that things were getting hot for him

he woul d struggle, he would cry out--the kettle sings before the fire;
he woul d not be Jean Val jean, et cetera. But he has not the appearance
of understandi ng; he says, “| am Chanpnathieu, and | won't depart
fromthat!' He has an astonished air, he pretends to be stupid;

it is far better. On! the rogue is clever! But it makes no difference.
The proofs are there. He has been recogni zed by four persons;

the old scamp will be condemmed. The case has been taken to the
Assizes at Arras. | shall go there to give ny testinony. | have

been sunmmoned. "

M Madel ei ne had turned to his desk again, and taken up his docket,
and was turning over the leaves tranquilly, reading and witing
by turns, like a busy man. He turned to Javert:--

"That will do, Javert. In truth, all these details interest ne

but little. W are wasting our time, and we have pressing business
on hand. Javert, you will betake yourself at once to the house

of the woman Buseaupi ed, who sells herbs at the corner of the Rue
Saint-Saulve. You will tell her that she nust enter her conpl aint
agai nst carter Pierre Chesnelong. The man is a brute, who cane near
crushing this woman and her child. He must be punished. You wll
then go to M Charcellay, Rue Montre-de-Chanpi gny. He conpl ai ned t hat
there is a gutter on the adjoining house which di scharges rain-water
on his premi ses, and is underm ning the foundations of his house.
After that, you will verify the infractions of police regul ations

whi ch have been reported to nme in the Rue Gui bourg, at Wdow Doris's,
and Rue du Garraud-Bl anc, at Madanme Renee | e Bosse's, and you will
prepare docunents. But | amgiving you a great deal of work

Are you not to be absent? Did you not tell me that you were going



to Arras on that matter in a week or ten days?"
"Sooner than that, M. Myor."
"On what day, then?"

"Way, | thought that | had said to Monsieur le Maire that the case

was to be tried to-nmorrow, and that | amto set out by diligence to-night."

M Madel ei ne made an i npercepti bl e nmovenent.
"And how long will the case |ast?"

"One day, at the nost. The judgnent will be pronounced to-norrow evening
at latest. But | shall not wait for the sentence, which is certain;
I shall return here as soon as ny deposition has been taken."

"That is well,"” said M Madel ei ne.
And he dism ssed Javert with a wave of the hand.

Javert did not withdraw

"Excuse ne, M. Mayor," said he.

"Whaat is it now?" demanded M Madel ei ne.

"M. Mayor, there is still sonething of which I nust rem nd you."
"What is it?"

"That | nust be dism ssed.”

M WMadel ei ne rose.

"Javert, you are a man of honor, and | esteemyou. You exaggerate
your fault. Moreover, this is an offence which concerns ne.
Javert, you deserve pronotion instead of degradation. | w sh

you to retain your post.”

Javert gazed at M Madeleine with his candid eyes, in whose depths
his not very enlightened but pure and rigid consci ence seenmed vi sibl e,
and said in a tranquil voice:--

"M . Myor, | cannot grant you that."

"I repeat,” replied M Madel eine, "that the nmatter concerns ne."

But Javert, heeding his own thought only, continued:--

"So far as exaggeration is concerned, | amnot exaggerating. This is
the way | reason: | have suspected you unjustly. That is nothing.

It is our right to cherish suspicion, although suspicion directed

above ourselves is an abuse. But without proofs, in a fit of rage,

with the object of weaking ny vengeance, | have denounced you

as a convict, you, a respectable man, a mayor, a magi strate!

That is serious, very serious. | have insulted authority in your person,



I, an agent of the authorities! |If one of ny subordinates had done
what | have done, | should have decl ared hi munworthy of the service,
and have expelled him Well? Stop, M. Myor; one word nore.

I have often been severe in the course of ny life towards others.

That is just. | have done well. Now, if | were not severe towards
nyself, all the justice that | have done woul d becone injustice.

Qught | to spare nyself nore than others? No! Wat! | should be good
for nothing but to chastise others, and not nyself! Wy, | should

be a bl ackguard! Those who say, "~That bl ackguard of a Javert!'

would be in the right. M. Myor, | do not desire that you should
treat me kindly; your Kkindness roused sufficient bad blood in ne

when it was directed to others. | want none of it for nyself.

The ki ndness whi ch consists in upholding a woman of the town agai nst
a citizen, the police agent against the mayor, the man who i s down
against the man who is up in the world, is what | call false kindness.
That is the sort of kindness which disorganizes society. Good God!

it is very easy to be kind; the difficulty lies in being just.

Cone! if you had been what | thought you, | should not have been kind
to you, not I! You would have seen! M. Myor, | nust treat nyself
as | would treat any other man. Wen | have subdued nal ef act ors,

when | have proceeded with vigor against rascals, | have often said
to nyself, “If you flinch, if | ever catch you in fault, you may rest
at your ease!' | have flinched, | have caught nyself in a fault.

So much the worse! Cone, discharged, cashiered, expelled! That is well.
I have arms. | will till the soil; it makes no difference to ne.

M. Mayor, the good of the service demands an exanple. | sinply
require the di scharge of |nspector Javert.”

Al this was uttered in a proud, hunble, despairing, yet convinced tone,
whi ch | ent indescribable grandeur to this singular, honest man

"W shall see,"” said M Madel ei ne.
And he offered him his hand.
Javert recoiled, and said in a wild voice: --

"Excuse ne, M. Mayor, but this nust not be. A mayor does not offer
his hand to a police spy."

He added between his teeth:--

"A police spy, yes; fromthe noment when | have m sused the police.
I amno nore than a police spy."

Then he bowed profoundly, and directed his steps towards the door
There he wheel ed round, and with eyes still downcast: --
"M. Myor," he said, "I shall continue to serve until | am superseded.”

He withdrew. M Madel ei ne remai ned thoughtfully listening to the firm
sure step, which died away on the pavenent of the corridor

BOOK SEVENTH. - - THE CHAMPMATHI EU AFFAI R



CHAPTER |

SI STER SI MPLI CE

The incidents the reader is about to peruse were not all known

at M sur M But the small portion of them which becane known | eft
such a nenory in that town that a serious gap would exist in this
book if we did not narrate themin their nost mnute details.

Among these details the reader will encounter two or three inprobable
ci rcunst ances, which we preserve out of respect for the truth.

On the afternoon following the visit of Javert, M Madel ei ne went
to see Fantine according to his wont.

Before entering Fantine's room he had Sister Sinplice sumobned.

The two nuns who perfornmed the services of nurse in the infirmry,
Lazariste ladies, like all sisters of charity, bore the nanes of
Si ster Perpetue and Sister Sinplice.

Si ster Perpetue was an ordinary villager, a sister of charity

in a coarse style, who had entered the service of God as one enters
any other service. She was a nun as other wonmen are cooks.

This type is not so very rare. The nonastic orders gladly accept this
heavy peasant earthenware, which is easily fashioned into a Capuchin
or an Ursuline. These rustics are utilized for the rough work

of devotion. The transition froma drover to a Carnelite is not in
the least violent; the one turns into the other w thout nuch effort;
the fund of ignorance common to the village and the cloister is

a preparation ready at hand, and pl aces the boor at once on the

same footing as the monk: a little nore anplitude in the snock

and it becones a frock. Sister Perpetue was a robust nun from

Mari nes near Pontoise, who chattered her patois, droned, grunbled,
sugared the potion according to the bigotry or the hypocrisy of

the invalid, treated her patients abruptly, roughly, was crabbed

with the dying, alnost flung God in their faces, stoned their

death agony with prayers munbled in a rage; was bold, honest, and ruddy.

Sister Sinplice was white, with a waxen pallor. Beside Sister Perpetue,
she was the taper beside the candle. Vincent de Paul has divinely
traced the features of the Sister of Charity in these adm rabl e words,

i n which he mngles as much freedom as servitude: "They shall have for
their convent only the house of the sick; for cell only a hired room
for chapel only their parish church; for cloister only the streets of
the town and the wards of the hospitals; for enclosure only obedi ence;
for gratings only the fear of God; for veil only nodesty.” This idea
was realized in the living person of Sister Sinplice: she had never
been young, and it seemed as though she woul d never grow ol d.

No one could have told Sister Sinplice's age. She was a person--

we dare not say a woman--who was gentle, austere, well-bred, cold,

and who had never lied. She was so gentle that she appeared fragile;
but she was nore solid than granite. She touched the unhappy

with fingers that were charmngly pure and fine. There was,



so to speak, silence in her speech; she said just what was necessary,
and she possessed a tone of voice which would have equally edified

a confessional or enchanted a drawi ng-room This delicacy accomvodat ed
itself to the serge gown, finding in this harsh contact a continua
rem nder of heaven and of God. Let us enphasize one detail

Never to have lied, never to have said, for any interest whatever
even in indifference, any single thing which was not the truth,

the sacred truth, was Sister Sinplice's distinctive trait;

it was the accent of her virtue. She was alnpbst renowned in the
congregation for this inperturbable veracity. The Abbe Sicard

speaks of Sister Sinplice in a letter to the deaf-nmute Mssieu
However pure and sincere we may be, we all bear upon our candor

the crack of the little, innocent lie. She did not. Little lie,

i nnocent |ie--does such a thing exist? To lie is the absolute
formof evil. Tolie alittle is not possible: he who |lies,

lies the whole lie. To lie is the very face of the denbn. Satan has
two nanmes; he is called Satan and Lying. That is what she thought;
and as she thought, so she did. The result was the whiteness which
we have nentioned--a whiteness which covered even her |ips and her
eyes with radiance. Her smle was white, her glance was white.

There was not a single spider's web, not a grain of dust, on the gl ass
wi ndow of that conscience. On entering the order of Saint Vincent

de Paul, she had taken the nane of Sinplice by special choice.
Sinplice of Sicily, as we know, is the saint who preferred to

all ow both her breasts to be torn off rather than to say that she

had been born at Segesta when she had been born at Syracuse--

a lie which woul d have saved her. This patron saint suited

this soul

Sister Sinplice, on her entrance into the order, had had two
faults which she had gradually corrected: she had a taste

for dainties, and she liked to receive letters. She never read
anyt hing but a book of prayers printed in Latin, in coarse type.
She did not understand Latin, but she understood the book

Thi s pi ous wonan had conceived an affection for Fantine,
probably feeling a latent virtue there, and she had devoted
hersel f al nost exclusively to her care.

M Madel ei ne took Sister Sinplice apart and reconmended Fanti ne
to her in a singular tone, which the sister recalled | ater on.

On leaving the sister, he approached Fanti ne.

Fanti ne awaited M Madel ei ne' s appearance every day as one awaits
aray of warnmth and joy. She said to the sisters, "I only live
when Monsieur |le Maire is here.™

She had a great deal of fever that day. As soon as she saw
M Madel ei ne she asked him --

"And Cosette?"
He replied with a smle:--

"Soon. "



M Madel ei ne was the sane as usual with Fantine. Only he renai ned

an hour instead of half an hour, to Fantine's great delight.

He urged every one repeatedly not to allowthe invalid to want

for anything. It was noticed that there was a nonent when his

count enance becane very sonbre. But this was explained when it becane
known that the doctor had bent down to his ear and said to him

"She is losing ground fast."

Then he returned to the town-hall, and the clerk observed him
attentively exam ning a road map of France which hung in his study.
He wote a few figures on a bit of paper with a pencil.

CHAPTER |

THE PERSPI CACI TY OF MASTER SCAUFFLAI RE

Fromthe town-hall he betook hinmself to the extremty of the town,
to a Flem ng named Master Scaufflaer, French Scaufflaire, who |et
out "horses and cabriolets as desired.”

In order to reach this Scaufflaire, the shortest way was to take

the little-frequented street in which was situated the parsonage

of the parish in which M Madel ei ne resided. The cure was,

it was said, a worthy, respectable, and sensible man. At the noment
when M Madel eine arrived in front of the parsonage there was but one
passer-by in the street, and this person noticed this: After the
mayor had passed the priest's house he halted, stood notionless,

then turned about, and retraced his steps to the door of the parsonage,
whi ch had an iron knocker. He laid his hand quickly on the knocker
and lifted it; then he paused again and stopped short, as though

in thought, and after the | apse of a few seconds, instead of allow ng
the knocker to fall abruptly, he placed it gently, and resumed

his way with a sort of haste which had not been apparent previously.

M Madel ei ne found Master Scaufflaire at home, engaged in stitching
a harness over.

"Master Scaufflaire,” he inquired, "have you a good horse?"

"M. Myor," said the Fl emng,
you mean by a good horse?"

all ny horses are good. What do

"I mean a horse which can travel twenty |eagues in a day."
"The deuce!" said the Flemng. "Twenty |eagues!”

"Yes. "

"Hitched to a cabriolet?"

"Yes. "

"And how |l ong can he rest at the end of his journey?"



"He nmust be able to set out again on the next day if necessary."
"To traverse the sane road?"

"Yes. "

"The deuce! the deuce! And it is twenty |eagues?”

M Madel ei ne drew from his pocket the paper on which he had
pencilled sone figures. He showed it to the Flem ng. The figures
were 5, 6, 8 1/2.

"You see,"” he said, "total, nineteen and a half; as well say
twenty | eagues.”

"M . Myor," returned the Flem ng, "l have just what you want.

My little white horse--you may have seen hi m pass occasionally;

he is a snall beast fromLower Boulonnais. He is full of fire.

They wanted to make a saddl e-horse of himat first. Bah! He reared,
he ki cked, he laid everybody flat on the ground. He was thought

to be vicious, and no one knew what to do with him | bought him

| harnessed himto a carriage. That is what he wanted, sir; he is
as gentle as a girl; he goes like the wind. Ah! indeed he nust not
be mounted. It does not suit his ideas to be a saddl e-horse. Every
one has his anbition. “Draw? Yes. Carry? No.' W nust suppose that
is what he said to hinself."

"And he will acconplish the trip?"

"Your twenty |leagues all at a full trot, and in |l ess than eight hours.
But here are the conditions."

"State them"”

"In the first place. you will give himhalf an hour's breathing
spell mdway of the road; he will eat; and some one nust be by while
he is eating to prevent the stable boy of the inn fromstealing

his oats; for | have noticed that in inns the oats are nore often
drunk by the stable nen than eaten by the horses.”

"Some one will be by."

"In the second place--is the cabriolet for Monsieur le Mire?"
"Yes. "

"Does Monsieur |e Miire know how to drive?"

"Yes."

"Well, Monsieur le Maire will travel alone and wi thout baggage,
in order not to overload the horse?"

"Agreed."

"But as Monsieur e Maire will have no one with him he will be obliged
to take the trouble hinself of seeing that the oats are not stolen.”



"That is understood."

"I amto have thirty francs a day. The days of rest to be paid
for also--not a farthing less; and the beast's food to be at
Monsi eur e Maire's expense.”

M Madel ei ne drew t hree napol eons fromhis purse and laid them
on the table.

"Here is the pay for two days in advance."

"Fourthly, for such a journey a cabriolet would be too heavy,
and woul d fatigue the horse. Monsieur |e Miire must consent
to travel in alittle tilbury that I own."

"l consent to that."

"It is light, but it has no cover."

"That makes no difference to ne."

"Has Monsieur le Maire reflected that we are in the mddle of w nter?"

M Madel eine did not reply. The Flem ng resuned:--
"That it is very col d?"

M Madel ei ne preserved sil ence.

Mast er Scaufflaire continued: --

"That it may rain?"

M Madel ei ne rai sed his head and said: --

"The tilbury and the horse will be in front of ny door to-norrow
nmorni ng at hal f-past four o'clock."

"OfF course, Monsieur le Miire," replied Scaufflaire; then,
scratching a speck in the wood of the table with his thunb-nail,
he resumed with that carel ess air which the Fl em ngs understand
so well howto mngle with their shrewdness: --

"But this is what | amthinking of now Mnsieur |e Mire has
not told me where he is going. Where is Monsieur |e Mire going?"

He had been thinking of nothing el se
since the beginning of the conversation,
but he did not know why he had not dared to put the question.

"Are your horse's forel egs good?" said M Madel ei ne.
"Yes, Monsieur le Maire. You must hold himin a little when going

down hill. Are there many descends between here and the pl ace
whi t her you are goi ng?"



"Do not forget to be at my door at precisely hal f-past four o'clock
to-morrow norning," replied M Madel ei ne; and he took his departure.

The Flem ng remained "utterly stupid,” as he hinself said some
time afterwards.

The mayor had been gone two or three m nutes when the door opened again;
it was the mayor once nore.

He still wore the sane inpassive and preoccupied air.

"Monsi eur Scaufflaire,” said he, "at what sumdo you estinmate
the value of the horse and til bury which you are to let to ne,--
t he one bearing the other?"

"The one dragging the other, Mnsieur le Miire," said the Fl emng,
with a broad smile.

"So be it. WelI?"
"Does Monsieur e Maire wish to purchase themor nme?"

"No; but I wish to guarantee you in any case. You shall give ne
back the sumat nmy return. At what value do you estimate your horse
and cabriol et?"

"Five hundred francs, Mnsieur |le Miire."
"Here it is."

M Madeleine laid a bank-bill on the table, then left the room
and this tine he did not return.

Mast er Scaufflaire experienced a frightful regret that he had not
said a thousand francs. Besides the horse and til bury together
were worth but a hundred crowns.

The Fleming called his wife, and related the affair to her.

"Where the devil could Mnsieur |e Maire be going?" They held
counsel together. "He is going to Paris,” said the wife. "I don't
believe it," said the husband.

M Madel ei ne had forgotten the paper with the figures onit, and it

lay on the chi mey-piece. The Flem ng picked it up and studied it.
"Five, six, eight and a half? That nust designate the posting relays.”
He turned to his wife:--

"1 have found out."
n W]at ?II

"It is five |l eagues fromhere to Hesdin, six fromHesdin to Saint-Pol,
eight and a half fromSaint-Pol to Arras. He is going to Arras.”

Meanwhi |l e, M WMadel ei ne had returned hone. He had taken the | ongest way
to return from Master Scaufflaire's, as though the parsonage door had
been a tenptation for him and he had wished to avoid it. He ascended



to his room and there he shut hinself up, which was a very sinple act,
since he liked to go to bed early. Nevertheless, the portress of

the factory, who was, at the sane tinme, M Madeleine's only servant,
noticed that the latter's |light was extingui shed at hal f-past eight,
and she nentioned it to the cashier when he cane honme, adding:--

"I's Monsieur le Maire ill? | thought he had a rather singular air."

Thi s cashier occupied a roomsituated directly under M Madel ei ne's
chanmber. He paid no heed to the portress's words, but went

to bed and to sleep. Towards m dnight he woke up with a start;

in his sleep he had heard a noi se above his head. He |istened;

it was a footstep pacing back and forth, as though sone one were
wal king in the roomabove him He listened nore attentively,

and recogni zed M Madel eine's step. This struck himas strange;
usual ly, there was no noise in M Madel ei ne's chanber until he rose
in the norning. A nonent |later the cashier heard a noi se which
resenbl ed that of a cupboard bei ng opened, and then shut again;
then a piece of furniture was di sarranged; then a pause ensued;
then the step began again. The cashier sat up in bed, quite awake now,
and staring; and through his w ndow panes he saw the reddi sh
gleamof a lighted wi ndow reflected on the opposite wall

fromthe direction of the rays, it could only come fromthe w ndow
of M Madel ei ne's chanber. The reflection wavered, as though it
cane rather froma fire which had been lighted than froma candl e.
The shadow of the wi ndowfranme was not shown, which indicated

that the wi ndow was w de open. The fact that this wi ndow was open
in such cold weather was surprising. The cashier fell asleep again.
An hour or two |ater he waked again. The same step was stil
passing slowy and regularly back and forth overhead.

The reflection was still visible on the wall, but nowit was pale
and peaceful, like the reflection of a lanp or of a candle.
The wi ndow was still open

This is what had taken place in M Madel ei ne's room

CHAPTER 1 |

A TEMPEST I N A SKULL

The reader has, no doubt, already divined that M Madel ei ne
is no other than Jean Valjean

W have al ready gazed into the depths of this conscience;

the nmonment has now cone when we nust take another look into it.

W& do so not without enotion and trepidation. There is nothing

nore terrible in existence than this sort of contenplation

The eye of the spirit can nowhere find nore dazzling brilliance

and nore shadow than in man; it can fix itself on no other thing
which is nore formdable, nore conplicated, nore nysterious,

and nore infinite. There is a spectacle nore grand than the sea;

it is heaven: there is a spectacle nore grand than heaven; it is the
i nnost recesses of the soul



To make the poem of the human conscience, were it only with reference
to a single man, were it only in connection with the basest of nen,
woul d be to blend all epics into one superior and definitive epic.
Consci ence is the chaos of chimeras, of lusts, and of tenptations;

the furnace of dreans; the lair of ideas of which we are ashaned,

it is the pandenoni um of sophisns; it is the battlefield of the passions.
Penetrate, at certain hours, past the livid face of a human bei ng

who is engaged in reflection, and | ook behind, gaze into that soul,
gaze into that obscurity. There, beneath that external silence,
battles of giants, |like those recorded in Homer, are in progress;
skirm shes of dragons and hydras and swarns of phantons, as in MIton;
visionary circles, as in Dante. What a solem thing is this

infinity which every man bears within him and whi ch he neasures

wi th despair against the caprices of his brain and the actions of

his |ifel!

Alighieri one day net with a sinister-1ooking door, before which
he hesitated. Here is one before us, upon whose threshold we hesitate.
Let us enter, nevertheless.

W& have but little to add to what the reader already knows of what had
happened to Jean Valjean after the adventure with Little Gervais.

From that nonent forth he was, as we have seen, a totally different man
VWat the Bishop had wi shed to nake of him that he carried out.

It was nore than a transformation; it was a transfiguration

He succeeded in disappearing, sold the Bishop's silver, reserving only
the candl esticks as a souvenir, crept fromtown to town, traversed France,
came to M sur M, conceived the idea which we have nentioned,
acconpl i shed what we have rel ated, succeeded in rendering hinself

safe from sei zure and i naccessible, and, thenceforth, established at

M sur M, happy in feeling his consci ence saddened by the past and

the first half of his existence belied by the last, he lived in peace,
reassured and hopeful, having henceforth only two thoughts,--to concea
his nanme and to sanctify his life; to escape nen and to return to God.

These two thoughts were so closely intertwined in his mnd that

they formed but a single one there; both were equally absorbing

and i nperative and ruled his slightest actions. |In general

they conspired to regul ate the conduct of his life; they turned
himtowards the gloom they rendered himkindly and sinple;

they counselled himto the same things. Sonetines, however,

they conflicted. |In that case, as the reader will renenber,

the man whomall the country of M sur M called M WMadel ei ne did

not hesitate to sacrifice the first to the second--his security to
his virtue. Thus, in spite of all his reserve and all his prudence,
he had preserved the Bi shop's candl esticks, worn mourning for him
sumoned and interrogated all the little Savoyards who passed

that way, collected information regarding the famlies at Faverolles,
and saved ol d Fauchelevent's life, despite the disquieting

i nsi nuations of Javert. It seemed, as we have al ready renarked,

as though he thought, follow ng the exanple of all those who have
been wi se, holy, and just, that his first duty was not towards hinself.

At the sane tinme, it nust be confessed, nothing just like this
had yet presented itself.



Never had the two ideas which governed the unhappy man whose
sufferings we are narrating, engaged in so serious a struggle.

He understood this confusedly but profoundly at the very first words
pronounced by Javert, when the latter entered his study. At the
nmonent when that nanme, which he had buried beneath so nmany | ayers,
was so strangely articul ated, he was struck with stupor, and as

t hough intoxicated with the sinister eccentricity of his destiny;
and through this stupor he felt that shudder which precedes

great shocks. He bent |ike an oak at the approach of a storm
like a soldier at the approach of an assault. He felt shadows
filled with thunders and |ightni ngs descendi ng upon his head.

As he listened to Javert, the first thought which occurred to him
was to go, to run and denounce hinself, to take that Chanpnathieu
out of prison and place hinself there; this was as painful and as
poi gnant as an incision in the living flesh. Then it passed away,
and he said to hinself, "W will see! W wll seel”™ He repressed
this first, generous instinct, and recoil ed before heroi sm

It would be beautiful, no doubt, after the Bishop's holy words,
after so many years of repentance and abnegation, in the m dst

of a penitence admrably begun, if this man had not flinched for

an instant, even in the presence of so terrible a conjecture, but had
continued to walk with the sane step towards this yawni ng precipice,
at the bottom of which |ay heaven; that woul d have been beauti ful
but it was not th