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CHAPTER L

THE NARRATIVE OF M. LE MAIRE :
THE CONDITION OF THE CITY.

I, MarTIN DupIN (de la Clairiére), had the
honour of holding the office of Maire in the
town of Semur, in the Haute Bourgogne,
at the time when the following events
occurred. It will be perceived, therefore,
that no one could have more complete
knowledge of the facts—at once from my
official position, and from the place of
eminence in the affairs of the district
generally which my family has held for
many generations—by what citizen-like
virtues and unblemished integrity I will
not be vain enough to specify. Nor is it

_necessary; for no one who knows Semur

can be ignorant of the position held by
& B
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the Dupins, from father to son. The
estate La Clairiére has been so long in the
family that we might very well, were we
disposed, add . its name to our own, as so
many families in France do; and, indeed,
I do not prevent my wife (whose prejudices
I respect) from making this use of it upon
her cards. But, for myself, dourgeois 1 was
born and bourgeois 1 mean to die. My
residence, like that of my father and grand-
father, is at No. 29 in the Grande Rue,
opposite the Cathedral, and not far from
the Hospital of St. Jean. We inhabit the
first floor, along with the 7ez-de-chaussee,
which has been turned into domestic offices
suitable for the needs of the family. My
mother, holding a respected place in my
household, lives with us in the most perfect
family union. My wife (zé¢ de Champ-
fleurie) is everything that is calculated
to render a household happy; but, alas!
one only of our two children survives to
bless us. I have thought these details of my
private circumstances necessary, to explain
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the following narrative; to which I will
also add, by way of introduction, a simple
sketch of the town itself and its general
conditions before these remarkable events
occurred.

It was on a summer evening about sun-
set, the middle of the month of June, that
my attention was attracted by an incident
of no importance which occurred in the
street, when I was making my way home,
after an inspection of the young vines in
my new vineyard to the left of La Clairiére.
All were in perfectly good condition, and
none of the many signs which point to the
arrival of the insect were apparent. I had
come back in good spirits, thinking of the
prosperity which I was happy to believe I
had merited by a conscientious performance
_of all my duties. I had little with which
to blame myself: not only my wife and
relations, but my dependants and neigh-
bours, approved my conduct as a man ; and
even.my fellow-citizens, exacting as they
are, had confirmed in my favour the good
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opinion which my family had been fortu-
nate enough to secure from father to son.
These thoughts were in my mind as I
turned the corner of the Grande Rue and
approached my own house. At this
moment the tinkle of a little bell warned
all the bystanders of the procession which
was about to pass, carrying the rites of the
Church to some dying person. Some of
the women, always devout, fell on their
knees. I did not go so far as this, for I
do not pretend, in these days of progress,
to have retained the same attitude of mind
as that which it is no doubt becoming to
behold in the more devout sex ; but I stood
respectfully out of the way, and took off
my hat, as good breeding alone, if nothing
else, demanded of me. Just in front of
me, however, was Jacques Richard, alwaysa
troublesome individual, standing doggedly,
with his hat upon his head and his hands
in his pockets, straight in the path of M. le
Curé. There is not in all France a more
obstinate fellow. He stood there, notwith-
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standing the efforts of a good woman to
draw him away, and though I myself called
to him. M. le Curé is not the man to
flinch; and as he passed, walking as usual
very quickly and straight, his soutane
brushed against the blouse of Jacques.
He gave one quick glance from beneath
his eyebrows at the profane interruption,
but he would not distract himself from his
sacred errand at such a moment. Itz a
sacred errand when any one, be he priest
or layman, carries the best he can give to
the bedside of the dying. I said this to
Jacques when M. le Curé had passed and
the bell went tinkling on along the street.
¢ Jacques,’ said I, ‘I do not call it impious,
like this good woman, but I call it inhuman,
What! a man goes to carry help to the
dying, and you show him no respect !’
This brought the colour to his face; and
I think, perhaps, that he might have be-
come ashamed of the part he had played;
but the women pushed in again, as they are
so fond of doing. ‘Oh, M. le Maire, he
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does not deserve that you should lose your
words upon him !I" they cried ; ‘and, besides,
is it likely he will pay any attention to you
when he tries to stop even the bon Dieu ?’

“The bon Dien !’ cried Jacques. ‘Why
doesn’t He clear the way for himself ? Look
here. I do not care one farthing for your
bon Diew. Here is mine; 1 carry him
about with me.” And he took a piece of a
hundred sous out of his pocket (how had it
got there ?) ¢ Vive largent I’ he said. ‘You
know it yourself, though you will not say
so. There is no édon Diew but money.
With money you can do anything. ZL’argent
Cest le bon Dien.

‘Be silent,’ I cried, ‘thou profane one!’
And the women were still more indignant
than I. “We shall see, we shall see ; when
he is ill and would give his soul for some-
thing to wet his lips, his o Diex will not
do much for him,’ cried one; and another
said, clasping her hands with a shrill cry,
‘It is enough to make the dead rise out of
their graves !’
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‘The dead rise out of their graves!’
These words, though one has heard them
before, took possession of my imagination.
I saw the rude fellow go along the street
as I went on, tossing the coin in his
hand. One time it fell to the ground and
rang upon the pavement, and he laughed
more loudly as he picked it up. He was
walking towards the sunset, and ‘I too, at a
distance after. The sky was full of rose-
tinted clouds floating across the blue, float-
ing high over the grey pinnacles of the
Cathedral, and filling the long open line of
the Rue St. Etienne down which he was
going. As I crossed to my own house I
caught him full against the light, in his blue
blouse, tossing the big silver piece in the
air, and heard him laugh and shout ‘ Vzve
largent! This is the only bon Diew’
Though there are many people who live as
if this were their sentiment, there are few
who give it such brutal expression; but
some of the people at the corner of the
street laughed too. ‘ Bravo, Jacques!’ they
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cried ; and one said, ‘ You are right, mon
ami, the only god to trust in nowadays.’
‘It is a short credo, M. le Maire,’ said
another, who caught my eye. He saw I
was displeased, this one, and his counten-
ance changed at once.

‘Yes, Jean Pierre, I said, ‘it is worse
than short—it is brutal. I hope no man
who respects himself will ever countenance
it. It is against the dignity of human
nature, if nothing more.’

“Ah, M. le Maire!’ cried a poor woman,
one of the good ladies of the market, with
entrenchments of baskets all round her, who
had been walking my way; ‘ah, M, le
Maire ! did not I say true ? it is enough to
bring the dead out of their graves.’

‘That would be something to see,” said
Jean Pierre, with a laugh; ‘and I hope,
ma bonne femme, that if you have any
interest with them, you will entreat these
gentlemen to appear before I go away.’

‘I do not like such jesting,’ said I. *The
dead are very dead and will not disturb
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anybody, but even the prejudices of respect-
able persons ought to be respected. A
ribald like Jacques counts for nothing, but
I did not expect this from you.’

‘ What would you, M. le Maire ?’ he said,
with a shrug of his shoulders. ‘We are
made like that. I respect prejudices as you
say. My wife is a good woman, she prays
for two—but me! How can I tell that
Jacques is not right after all? A grosse
préce of a hundred sous, one sees that, one
knows what it can do—but for the other!’
He thrust up one shoulder to his ear, and
turned up the palms of his hands.

“It is our duty at all times to respect the
convictions of others,’ I said, severely;
and passed on to my own house, having no
desire to encourage discussions at the street
corner. A man in my position is obliged
to be always mindful of the example he
ought to set. But I had not yet done with
this phrase, which had, as I have said,
caught my ear and my imagination. My
mother was in the great salle of the rez-de-
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chausée, as 1 passed, in altercation with a
peasant who had just brought us in some
loads of wood. There is often, it seems to
me, a sort of »¢frain in conversation, which
one catches everywhere as one comes and
goes. Figure my astonishment when I
heard from the lips of my good mother the
same words with which that good-for-
nothing Jacques Richard had made the
profession of his brutal faith. ‘Go!" she
cried, in anger; ‘you are all the same.
Money is your god. De grosses pidces,
that is all you think of in these days.’

¢ Eh, bien, madame,’ said the peasant;
‘and if so, what then? Don't you others,
gentlemen and ladies, do just the same?
What is there in the world but money to
think of ? If it is a question of marriage,
you demand what is the doz,; if it is a
question of office, you ask, Monsieur Untel,
is he rich? And it is perfectly just. We
know what money can do; but as for Z
bon Diew, whom our grandmothers used
to talk about——'
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And lo! our gros paysan made exactly
the same gesture as Jean Pierre. He put
up his shoulders to his ears, and spread out
the palms of his hands, as who should say,
There is nothing further to be said.

Then there occurred a still more remark-
able repetition. My mother, as may be
supposed, being a very respectable person,
and more or less dévofe, grew red with
indignation and horror.

“Oh, these poor gram{mothers " she
cried; ‘ God give them rest! It is enough
to make the dead rise out of their graves.’

“Oh, 1 will answer for les morts! they
will give nobody any trouble,’ he said with
a laugh. I went in and reproved the man
severely, finding that, as I supposed, he
had attempted to cheat my good mother in
the price of the wood. Fortunately she
had been quite as clever as he was. She
went upstairs shaking her head, while I
gave the man to understand that no one
should speak to her but with the pro-
foundest respect in my house. ‘She has
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her opinions, like all respectable ladies,’ I
said, ‘but under this roof these opinions
shall always be sacred.” And, to do him
justice, I will add that when it was put to
him in this way Gros-Jean was ashamed of
himself.

When I talked over these incidents with
my wife, as we gave each other the
narrative of our day's experiences, she was
greatly distressed, as may be supposed.
‘I try to hope they are not so bad as
Bonne Maman thinks. But oh, mo7 amz /'’
she said, ‘what will the world come to if
this is what they really believe ?’

‘Take courage,’ I said; ‘the world will
never come to anything much different
from what it is. So long as there are des
anges like thee to pray for us, the scale will
not go down to the wrong side.’

I said this, of course, to please my
Agnés, who is the best of wives; but on
thinking it over after, I could not but be
" struck with the extreme justice (not to
speak of the beauty of the sentiment) of
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this thought. The éon Dieu—if, indeed,
that great Being is as represented to us by
the Church—must naturally care as much
for one-half of His creatures as for the
other, though they have not the same
weight in the world ; and consequently the
faith of the women must hold the balance
straight, especially if, as is said, they ex-
ceed us in point of numbers. This leaves
a little margin for those of them who pro-
fess the same freedom of thought as is
generally accorded to men—a class, I must
add, which I abominate from the bottom of
my heart.

I need not dwell upon other little scenes
which impressed the same idea still more
upon my mind. Semur, I need not say, is
not the centre of the world, and might,
.therefore, be supposed likely to escape the
full current of worldliness. We amuse
ourselves little, and we have not any
opportunity of rising to the heights of am-
bition ; for our town is not even the ckef-
liew of the department,—though this is
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a subject upon which I cannot trust myself
to speak. Figure to yourself that La
Rochette—a place of yesterday, without
either the beauty or the antiquity of Semur
—has been chosen as the centre of affairs,
the residence of M. le Préfet! But I will
not enter upon this question. What I was
saying was, that, notwithstanding the fact
that we amuse ourselves but little, that
there is no theatre to speak of, little society,
few distractions, and none of those induce-
ments to strive for gain and to indulge the
senses, which exist, for instance, in Paris—
that capital of the world—yet, nevertheless,
the thirst for money and for pleasure has
increased among us to an extent which I
cannot but consider alarming. Gros-Jean,
our peasant, toils for money, and hoards;
Jacques, who is a cooper and maker of
wine casks, gains and drinks; Jean Pierre
snatches at every sous that comes in his
way, and spends it in yet worse dissipations.
He is one who quails when he meets my
eye; he sins en cachette,; but Jacques is
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bold, and defies opinion; and Gros-Jean
is firm in the belief that to hoard money is
the highest of mortal occupations. These
three are types of what the population is at
Semur. Themen would all sell their souls
for a grosse piece of fifty sous—indeed, they
would laugh, and express their delight that
any one should believe them to have souls,
if they could but have a chance of selling
them; and the devil, who was once sup-
pc;sed to deal in that commodity, would be
very welcome among us. And as for the
bon Dieu—pouff! that was an affair of the
grandmothers—/Z bon Dien c'est [argent.
This is their creed. I was very near the
beginning of my official year as Maire when
my attention was called to these matters
as I have described above. A man may
go on for years keeping quiet himself—
keeping out of tumult, religious or political
—and make no discovery of the general
current of feeling ; but when you are forced
to serve your country in any official capacity,
and when your eyes are opened to the state
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of affairs around you, then I allow that an
inexperienced observer might well cry out,
as my wife did,  What will become of the
world?’ I am not prejudiced myself—un-
necessary to say that the foolish scruples
of the women do not move me. But the
devotion of the community at large to this
pursuit of gain—money without any gran-
deur, and pleasure without any refinement
—that is a thing which cannot fail to wound
all who believe in human nature. Tobea
millionaire—that, I grant, would be pleasant.
A man as rich as Monte Christo, able to do
whatever he would, with the equipage of an
English duke, the palace of an Italian prince,
the retinue of a Russian noble—he, indeed,
might be excused if his money seemed to
him a kind of god. But Gros-Jean, who
lays up two sous at a time, and lives on
black bread and an onion; and Jacques,
whose grosse pzéce but secures him the head-
ache of a drunkard next morning—what to
them could be this miserable deity ? As
for myself, however, it was my business, as
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Maire of the commune, to take as little
notice 'as possible of the follies these people
might say, and to hold the middle course
between the prejudices of the respectable
and the levities of the foolish. With this,
without more, to think of, I had enough to
keep all my faculties employed.



CHAPTER IL

THE NARRATIVE OF M. LE MAIRE CONTINUED :
BEGINNING OF THE LATE REMARKABLE

EVENTS.

I po not attempt to make out any distinct
connection between the simple incidents
above recorded, and the extraordinary
events that followed. 1 have related them
as they happened ; chiefly by way of show-
ing the state of feeling in the city, and the
sentiment which pervaded the community
—a sentiment, I fear, too common in my
country. I need not say that to encourage
superstition is far from my wish. I am a
man of my century, and proud of being so;
very little disposed to yield to the domi-
nation of the clerical party, though desirous
of showing all just tolerance for conscien-
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tious faith, and every respect for the
prejudices of the ladies.of my family. I
am, moreover, all the more inclined to be
careful of giving in my adhesion to any
prodigy, in consequence of a consciousness
that the faculty of imagination has always
been one of my characteristics. It usually
is so, I am aware, in superior minds, and
it has procured me many pleasures un-
known to the common herd. Had it been
possible for me to believe that I had been
misled by this faculty, I should have care-
fully refrained from putting upon record
any account of my individual impressions ;
but my attitude here is not that of a man
recording his personal experiences only,
but of one who is the official mouthpiece
and representative of the commune, and
whose duty it is to render to government
and to the human race a true narrative of
the very wonderful facts to which every
citizen of Semur can bear witness. In this
capacity it has become my duty so to ar-
range and edit the different accounts of
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the mystery, as to present one coherent
and trustworthy chronicle to the world.
To proceed, however, with my narrative.
It is not necessary for me to describe
what summer is in the Haute Bourgogne.
Our generous wines, our glorious fruits, are
sufficient proof, without any assertion on
my part. The summer with us is as a
perpetual fZfe—at least, before the insect
appeared it was so, though now anxiety
about the condition of our vines may cloud
our enjoyment of the glorious sunshine
which ripens them hourly before our eyes.
Judge, then, of the astonishment of the
world when there suddenly came upon us
a darkness as in the depth of winter, falling,
without warning, into the midst of the bril-
liant weather to which we are accustomed,
and which had never failed us before in the
memory of man! It was the month of
July, when, in ordinary seasons, a cloud is
so rare that it is a joy to see one, merely
asa variety upon the brightness. Suddenly,
in the midst of our summer delights, this
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darkness came. Its first appearance took
us so entirely by surprise that life seemed
to stop short, and the business of the whole
town was delayed by an hour or two; no-
body being able to believe that at six o’clock
in the morning the sunhad notrisen. I do
.not assert that the sun did not rise; all I
~mean to say is that at Semur it was still
dark, as in a morning of winter, and when
it gradually and slowly became day many
hours of the morning were already spent.
And never shall I forget the aspect of day
when it came. It was like a ghost or pale
shadow of the glorious days of July with
whichwe are usuallyblessed. The barometer
did not go down, nor was there any rain, but
an unusual greyness wrapped earth and sky.
T heard people say in the streets, and I am
aware that the same words came to my own
lips: ¢ If it were not full summer, I should
say it was going to snow.” We have much
snow in the Haute Bourgogne, and we are
well acquainted with this aspect of the
skies. Of the depressing effect which this
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greyness exercised upon myself personally,
I will not speak. I have always been
noted as a man of fine perceptions, and I
was aware instinctively that such a state of
the atmosphere must mean something more
than was apparent on the surface. But, as
the danger was of an entirely unprecedented
character, it is not to be wondered at that
I should be completely at a loss to divine
what its meaning was. It was a blight
some people said; and many were of
opinion that it was caused by clouds of
animalcule coming, as is described in
ancient writings, to destroy the crops,
and even to affect the health of the
population. The doctors scoffed at this;
but they talked about malaria, which,
as far as I could understand, was likely to
produce exactly the same effect. The
night closed in early as the day had dawned
late; the lamps were lighted before six
oclock, and daylight had only begun about
ten! Figure to yourself, a July day!
There ought to have been a moon almost
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at the full; but no moon was visible, no
stars—nothing but a grey veil of clouds,
growing darker and darker as the moments
went on; such I have heard are the days
and the nights in England, where the sea-
fogs so often blot out the sky. But we are
unacquainted with anything of the kind in
our plaisant pays de France. There was
nothing else talked of in Semur all that
night, as may well be imagined. My own
mind was extremely uneasy. Do what I
would, I could not deliver myself from a
sense of something dreadful in the air
which was neither malaria nor animalcule.
I took a promenade through the streets
that evening, accompanied by M. Barbou,
my adjoint, to make sure that all was safe;
and the darkness was such that we almost
lost our way, though we were both born in
the town and had known every turning
from our boyhood. It cannot be denied
that Semur is very badly lighted. We
retain still the lanterns slung by cords
across the streets which once were general
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in France, but which, in most places, have
been superseded by the modern institution
of gas. Gladly would I have distinguished
my term of office by bringing gas to Semur.
But the expense would have been great,
and there were a hundred objections. In
summer generally, the lanterns were of
little consequence because of the brightness
of the sky; but to see them now, twinkling
dimly here and there, making us conscious
how dark it was, was strange indeed. It
was in the interests of order that we took
our round, with a fear, in my mind at least,
of I knew not what. M. I'Adjoint said
nothing, but no doubt he thought as I did.

While we were thus patrolling the city
with a special eye to the prevention of all
seditious assemblages, such as are too apt
to take advantage of any circumstances
that may disturb the ordinary life of a city,
or throw discredit on its magistrates, we
were accosted by Paul Lecamus, a man
whom I have always considered as some-
thing of a visionary, though his conduct is



A BELEAGUERED CITY. 25

irreproachable, and his life honourable and
industrious. He entertains religious con-
victions of a curious kind ; but, as the man
is quite free from revolutionary sentiments,
I have never considered it to be my duty
to interfere with him, or to investigate his
creed. Indeed, he has been treated gener-
ally in Semur as a dreamer of dreams—
one who holds a great many impracticable
and foolish opinions—though the respect
which I always exact for those whose lives
are respectable and worthy has been a pro-
tection to him. He was, I think, aware
that he owed something to my good offices,
and it was to me accordingly that he
addressed himself.

‘Good evening, M. le Maire,’ he said;
‘you are groping about, like myself, in this
strange night.’

‘Good evening M. Paul,’ I replied. ‘It
is, indeed, a strange night. It indicates, I
fear, that a storm is coming.’

M. Paul shook his head. There is a
solemnity about even his ordinary appear-
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ance. He has a long face, pale, and
adorned with a heavy, drooping moustache,
which adds much to the solemn impression
made by his countenance. He looked at me
with great gravity as he stood in the shadow
of the lamp, and slowly shook his head.

*You do not agree withme? Well! the
opinion of a man like M. Paul Lecamus is
always worthy to be heard.’

‘Oh! he said, ‘Iam called visionary.
I am not supposed to be a trustworthy
witness. Nevertheless, if M. Le Maire will
come with me, I will show him something
that is very strange—something that is
almost more wonderful than the darkness
—more strange,’ he went on with great
earnestness, ‘than any storm that ever
ravaged Burgundy.’

*That is much to say. A tempest now
when the vines are in full bearing——'

‘Would be nothing, nothing to what I
can show you. Only come with me to the
Porte St. Lambert.’

“If M. le Maire will excuse me,’ said M.
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Barbou, ‘I think I will go home. It is a
little cold, and you are aware that I am
always afraid of the damp.’ In fact, our
coats were beaded with a cold dew as in
November, and I could not but acknow-
ledge that my respectable colleague had
reason. Besides, we were close to his
house, and he had, no doubt, the sustaining
consciousness of having done everything
that was really incumbent upon him. ‘Our
ways lie together as far as my house,’ he
said, with a slight chattering of his teeth.
No doubt it was the cold. After we had
walked with him to his door, we proceeded
to the Porte St. Lambert. By this time
almost everybody had re-entered their
houses. The streets were very dark, and
they were also very still. When we
reached the gates, at that hour of the
night, we found them shut as a matter of
course. The officers of the octroi were
standing close together at the door of their
office, in which the lamp was burning. The
very lamp seemed oppressed by the heavy
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air ; it burnt dully, surrounded with a yellow
haze. The men had the appearance of
suffering greatly from cold. They received
me with a satisfaction which was very
gratifying to me. ‘At length here is M.
le Maire himself,’ they said.

‘My good friends,’ said I, ‘you have a
cold post to-night. The weather has
changed in the most extraordinary way. I
have no doubt the scientific gentlemen at
the Musée will be able to tell us all about
it—M.: de Clairon '

‘Not to interrupt M. le Maire,’ said Riou,
of the octroz, ‘1 think there is more in it
than any scientific gentleman can explain.’

‘Ah! You think so. But they explain
everything,” I said, with a smile. ‘They
tell us how the wind is going to blow.’

As I said this, there seemed to pass us,
from the direction of the closed gates, a
breath of air so cold that I could not restrain
a shiver. They looked at each other. It
was not a smile that passed between them
—they were too pale, too cold, to smile:
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but a look of intelligence. ‘M. le Maire,’
said one of them, ‘perceives it too; but
they did not shiver as I did. They were
like men turned into ice who could feel no
more.

‘It is, without doubt, the most extra-
ordinary weather, I said. My teeth
chattered like Barbou's. It was all I
could do to keep myself steady. No one
made any reply ; but Lecamus said,  Have
the goodness to open the little postern for
foot-passengers: M. le Maire wishes to
make an inspection outside.’

Upon these words, Riou, who knew me
well, caught me by the arm. ‘A thousand
pardons,’ he said, ‘M. le Maire; but I
entreat you, do not go. Who can tell what
is outside? Since this morning there is
something very strange on the other side
of the gates. If M. le Maire would listen
to me, he would keep them shut night and
day till 2a¢ is gone, he would not go out
into the midst of it. Mon Diex/a man
may be brave. I know the courage of M.
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le Maire; but to march without necessity
into the jaws of hell : mon Dieu I’ cried the
poor man again. He crossed himself, and
none of us smiled. Now a man may sign
himself at the church door—one does so
out of respect; but to use that ceremony
for one’s own advantage, before other men,
is rare—except in the case of members of
a very decided party. Riou was not one
of these. He signed himself in sight of us
all, and not one of us smiled.

The other was less familiar—he knew
me only in my public capacity—he was one
Gallais of the Quartier St. Médon. He
said, taking off his hat: ‘If I were M. le
Maire, saving your respect, I would not go
out into an unknown danger with this man
here, a man who is known as a pietist, as a
clerical, as one who sees visions

‘He is not a clerical, he is a good citizen,’
I said ; ‘come, lend us your lantern.  Shall
I shrink from my duty wherever it leads
me? Nay, my good friends, the Maire of
a French commune fears neither man nor
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devil in the exercise of his duty. M. Paul,
lead on’ When I said the word ‘devil’ a
spasm of alarm passed over Riou’s face.
He crossed himself again. This time I
could not but smile. ‘My little Riou,’ I
said, ‘do you know that you are a little
imbecile with your piety ? There is a time
for everything.’

‘Except religion, M. le Maire; that is
never out of place,’ said Gallais.

I could not believe my senses. ‘Isita
conversion?’ I said. ‘Some of our Carmes
déchaussés must have passed this way.’

‘M. le Maire will soon see other teachers
more wonderful than the Carmes dé-
chaussés,’ said Lecamus. He went and
took down the lantern from its nail, and
opened the little door. When it opened, I
was once more penetrated by the same icy
breath; once, twice, thrice, I cannot tell
how many times this crossed me, as if some
one passed. I looked round upon the
others—I gave way a step. I could not
help it. In spite of me, the hair seemed to
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rise erect on my head. The two officers
stood close together, and Riou, collecting
his courage, made an attempt to laugh.
‘M. le Maire perceives,” he said, his lips
trembling almost too much to form the
words, ‘that the winds are walking about.’
*Hush, for God’s sake!' said the other,
grasping him by the arm.

This recalled me to myself; and I followed
Lecamus, who stood waiting for me hold-
ing the door a little ajar. He went on
strangely, like—I can use no other words
to express it—a man making his way in
the face of a crowd, a thing very surprising
to me. I followed him close; but the
moment I emerged from the doorway
something caught my breath. The same
feeling seized me also. I gasped; a sense
of suffocation came upon me; I put out my
hand to lay hold upon my guide. The
solid grasp I got of his arm re-assured me a
little, and he did not hesitate, but pushed
his way on. We got out clear of the gate
and the shadow of the wall, keeping close



A BELEAGUERED CITY. 33

to the little watch-tower on the west side.
Then he made a pause, and so did I. We
stood against the tower and looked out be-
fore us. There was nothing there. The
darkness was great, yet through the gloom
of the night I could see the division of the
road from the broken ground on either side;
there was nothing there. I gasped, and
drew myself up close against the wall, as
Lecamus had also done, There was in the
air, in the night, a sensation the most strange
I have ever experienced. I have felt the
same thing indeed at other times, in face
of a great crowd, when thousands of people
were moving, rustling, struggling, breathing
around me, thronging all the vacant space,
filling up every spot. This was the sen-
sation that overwhelmed me here—a crowd:
yet nothing to be seen but the darkness,
the indistinct line of the road. We could
not move for them, so close were they
round us. What do I say? There was
nobody—nothing—not a form to be seen,

not a face but his and mine., I am obliged
D
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to confess that the moment was to me an
awful moment. I could not speak. My
heart beat wildly as if trying to escape from
my breast—every breath I drew was with
an effort. I clung to Lecamus with deadly
and helpless terror, and forced myself back
upon the wall, crouching against it; I did
not turn and fly, as would have been natural.
What say I? &7d not! 1 could not! they
pressed round us so. Ah! you would think
I must be mad to use such words, for there
was nobody near me—mnot a shadow even
upon the road. .
Lecamus would have gone farther on;
he would have pressed his way boldly into
the midst; but my courage was not equal
to this. I clutched and clung to him,
dragging myself along against the wall, my
whole mind intent upon getting back. I
was stronger than he, and he had no power
to resist me. I turned back, stumbling
blindly, keeping my face to that crowd
(there was no one), but struggling back
again, tearing the skin off my hands as I
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groped my way along the wall. Obh, the
agony of seeing the door closed! I have
buffeted my way through a crowd before
now, but I may say that I never before knew
what terror was. When I fell upon the
door, dragging Lecamus with me, it opened,
thank God! I stumbled in, clutching at Riou
with my disengaged hand, and fell upon
the floor of the octroz, where they thought
I had fainted. But this was not the case.
A man of resolution may give way to the
overpowering sensations of the moment.
His bodily faculties may fail him; but his
mind will not fail. As in every really
superior intelligence, my forces collected
for the emergency. While the officers ran
to bring me water, to search for the eau-de
vie which they had in a cupboard, I aston-
ished them all by rising up, pale, but with
full command of myself. ‘It is enough,’ I
said, raising my hand. ‘I thank you,
Messieurs, but nothing more is necessary;’
and I would not take any of their restora-
tives. They were impressed, as was only
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natural, by the sight of my perfect self-pos-
session : it helped them to acquire for them-
selves a demeanour befitting the occasion ;
and I felt, though still in great physical
weakness and agitation, the consoling con-
sciousness of having fulfilled my functions
as head of the community.

‘M. le Maire has seen a what there
is outside ?’ Riou cried, stammering in his
excitement; and the other fixed upon me
eyes which were hungering with eagerness
—if, indeed, it is permitted to use such
words,

‘I have seen—nothing, Riou,’ I said.

They looked at me with the utmost
wonder. ‘M. le Maire has seen—nothing?’
said Riou. ‘Ah, I see! you say so to
spare us. We have proved ourselves
cowards ; but if you will pardon me, M. le
Maire, you, too, re-entered precipitately—
you too! There are facts which may appal
the bravest—but I implore you to tell us
what you have seen.’

‘I have seen nothing,’ I said. As I
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spoke, my natural calm composure returned,
my heart resumed its usual tranquil beating.
‘There is nothing to be seen—it is dark,
and one can perceive the line of the road
for but a little way—that is all. There is
nothing to be seen

They looked at me, startled and incredu-
lous. They did not know what to think.
How could they refuse to believe me, sit-
ting there calmly raising my eyes to them,
making my statement with what they felt
to be an air of perfect truth ? But, then,
how account for the precipitate return which
they had already noted, the supposed faint,
the pallor of my looks? They did not
know what to think.

And here, let me remark, as in my con-
duct throughout these remarkable events,
may be seen the benefit, the high advan-
tage, of truth. Had not this been the truth,
I could not have borne the searching of
their looks. But it was true. There was
nothing—nothing to be seen ; in one sense,
this was the thing of all others which over-
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whelmed my mind. But why insist upon
these matters of detail to unenlightened
men? There was nothing, and I had
seen nothing. What I said was the
truth.

All this time Lecamus had said nothing.
As 1 raised myself from the ground, I had -
vaguely perceived him hanging up the
lantern where it had been before; now he
became distinct to me as I recovered the
full possession of my faculties. He had
seated himself upon a bench by the wall.
There was no agitation about him ; no sign
of the thrill of departing excitement, which
I felt going through my veins as through
the strings of a harp. He was sitting
against the wall, with his head drooping,
his eyes cast down, an air of disappointment
and despondency about him —nothing more.
I got up as soon as I felt that I could go
away with perfect propriety ; but, before I
left the place, called him. He got up
when he heard his name, but he did it
with reluctance. He came with me be-
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cause I asked him to do so, not from any
wish of his own. Very different were the
feelings of Riou and Gallais. They did
their utmost to engage me in conversation,
to consult me about a hundred trifles, to
ask me with the greatest deference what
they ought to do in such and such cases,
pressing close to me, trying every ex-
pedient to delay my departure. When we
went away they stood at the door of their
little office close together, looking after us
with looks which I found it difficult to
forget; they would not abandon their
post; but their faces were pale and con-
tracted, their eyes wild with anxiety and
distress.

It was only as I walked away, hearing
my own steps and those of Lecamus ring-
ing upon the pavement, that I began to
realise what had happened. The effort
of recovering my composure, the relief
from the extreme excitement of terror
(which, dreadful as the idea is, I am obliged
to confess I had actually felt), the sudden
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influx of life and strength to my brain, had
pushed away for the moment the recollec-
tion of what lay outside. When I thought
of it again, the blood began once more to
course in my veins, Lecamus went on by
my side with his head down, the eyelids
drooping over his eyes, not saying a word.
He followed me when I called him: but
cast a regretful look at the postern by which
we had gone out, through which I had
dragged him back in a panic (I confess it)
unworthy of me. Only when we had left
at some distance behind us that door into
the unseen, did my senses come fully back
to me, and I ventured to ask myself what it
meant. ‘Lecamus,’ I said—I could scarcely
put my question into words—* what do you
think ? what is your idea >—how do you
explain Even then I am glad to
think I had sufficient power of control not
to betray all that I felt.

‘One does not try to explain,’ he said
slowly ; ‘one longs to know—that is all.
If M. le Maire had not been—in such
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haste—had he been willing to go farther—
to investigate
“God forbid !I" I said ; and the impulse to
quicken my steps, to get home and put my-
self in safety, was almost more than I could
restrain. But I forced myself to go quietly, to
measure my steps by his, which were slow
and reluctant, as if he dragged himself away
with difficulty from that which was behind.
What was it? ‘Do not ask, do not
ask!" Nature seemed to say in my heart.
Thoughts came into my mind in such a
dizzy crowd, that the multitude of them
seemed to take away my senses. I put up
my hands to my ears, in which they seemed
" to be buzzing and rustling like bees, to stop
the sound. When I did so, Lecamus
turned and looked at- me-—grave and
wondering. This recalled me to a sense of
my weakness. But how I got home I
‘can scarcely say. My mother and wife
met me with anxiety. They were greatly
disturbed about the Hospital of St. Jean,
in respect to which it had been recently
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decided that certain changes should be
made. The great ward of the hospital,
which was the chief establishment for the
sick in the town, had hitherto been so
placed in communication with the chapel
that mass was heard daily by all the
patients—a thing which some had com-
plained of as an annoyance disturbing their
rest. So many, indeed, had been the com-
plaints received, that we had come to the
conclusion either that the opening should
be built up, or the office suspended.
Against this decision, it is needless to say,
the Sisters of St. Jean were moving heaven
and earth. Equally unnecessary for me to
add, that having so decided in my public
capacity, as at once the representative of
popular opinion and its guide, the covert
reproaches which were breathed in my pre-
sence, and even the personal appeals made
to me, had failed of any result. I respect
the Sisters of St. Jean. They are good
women and excellent nurses, and the com-
mune owes them much. Still, justice must
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be impartial ; and so long as I retain my
position at the head of the community, it is
my duty to see that all have their due.
My opinions as a private individual, were
I allowed to return to that humble position,
are entirely a different matter ; but this isa
thing which ladies, however excellent, are
slow to allow or to understand.

I will not pretend that this was to me a
night of rest. In the darkness, when all is
still, any anxiety which may afflict the soul
is apt to gain complete possession and
mastery, as all who have had true experience
of life will understand. The night was very.
dark and very still, the clocks striking out
the hours which went so slowly, and not
another sound audible. The streets of
Semur are always quiet, but they were more
still than usual that night. Now and then,
in a pause of my thoughts, I could hear the
soft breathing of my Agnes in the adjoining
room, which gave me a little comfort. But
this was only by intervals, when I was able
to escape from the grasp of the recollections
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that held me fast. Again I seemed to see
under my closed eyelids the faint line of the
high road which led from the Porte St.
Lambert, the broken ground with its ragged
bushes on either side, and no one—no one
there—not a soul, not a shadow: yet a
multitude! When I allowed myself to
think of this, my heart leaped into my
throat again, my blood ran in my veins like
a river in flood. I need not say that I
resisted this transport of the nerves with
all my might. As the night grew slowly
into morning my power of resistance in-
creased ; I turned my back, so to speak,
upon my recollections, and said to myself,
with growing firmness, that all sensations of
the body must have their origin in the body.
Some derangement of the system—easily
explainable, no doubt, if one but held the
clue—must have produced the impression
which otherwise it would be impossible to
explain. As I turned this over and over
in my mind, carefully avoiding all tempta-
tions to excitement— which is the only
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wise course in the case of a strong impres-
sion on the nerves—I gradually became.
able to believe that this was the cause.
It is one of the penalties, I said to myself,
which one has to pay for an organisation
more finely tempered than that of the
crowd.

This long struggle with myself made
the night less tedious, though, perhaps,
more terrible; and when at length I was
overpowered by sleep, the short inter-
val of unconsciousness restored me like a
cordial. I woke in the early morning,
feeling almost able to smile at the terrors of
the night. When one can assure oneself
that the day has really begun, even while it
is yet dark, there is a change of sensation,
an increase of strength and courage. One
by one the dark hours went on. I heard
them pealing from the Cathedral clock—
four, five, six, seven—all dark, dark. I had
got up and dressed before the last, but
found no one else awake when I went out
—no one stirring in the house,—no one
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moving in the street. The Cathedral doors
were shut fast, a thing I have never seen
before since I remember. Get up early
who will, Pére Laserques the sacristan is
always up still earlier. He is a good old
man, and I have often heard him say God’s
house should be open first of all houses, in
case there might be any miserable ones
about who had found no shelter in the
dwellings of men. But the darkness had
cheated even Pére Laserques. To see
those great doors closed which stood always
open gave me a shiver, I cannot well tell
why. Had they been open, there was an
inclination in my mind to have gone in,
though I cannot tell why; for I am not in
the habit of attending mass, save on Sunday
to set an example. There were no shops
open, not a sound about. I went out
upon the ramparts to the Mont St. Lam-
bert, where the band plays on Sundays.
In all the trees there was not so much as
the twitter of a bird. I could hear the
river flowing swiftly below the wall, but I
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could not see it, except as something dark,
a ravine of gloom below, and beyond the
walls I did not venture to look. Why
should I look? There was nothing, no-
thing, as I knew. But fancyis so uncon-
trollable, and one’s nerves so little to be
trusted, that it was a wise precaution to
refrain. The gloom itself was oppressive
enough; the air seemed to creep with
apprehensions, and from time to time my
heart fluttered with a sick movement, as if
it would escape from my control. But
everything was still, still as the dead who
had been so often in recent days called
out of their graves by one or another.
‘Enough to bring the dead out of their
graves.” What strange words to make
use of! It was rather now as if the world
had become a grave in which we, though
living, were held fast.

Soon after this the dark world began to
lighten faintly, and with the rising of a little
white mist, like a veil rolling upwards, I at
last saw the river and the fields beyond.
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To see anything at all lightened my heart
a little, and I turned homeward when this
faint daylight appeared. When I got back
into the street, I found that the people at
last were stirring. They had all a look of
half panic, half shame upon their faces.
Many were yawning and stretching them-
selves. ‘Good morning, M. le Maire,
said one and another; ‘you are early astir.’ .
‘Not so early either, I said; and then
they added, almost every individual, with a
look of shame, ¢ We were so late this morn-
ing; we overslept ourselves—like yesterday.
The weather is extraordinary.’ This was
repeated to me by all kinds of people.
They were half frightened, and they were
ashamed. Pére Laserques was sitting
moaning on the Cathedral steps. Such a
thing had never happened before. He
had not rung the bell for early mass; he
had not opened the Cathedral; he had
not called M. le Curé. ‘I think I must
be going out of my senses,” he said; ‘but
then, M. le Maire, the weather! Did any-
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one ever see such weather? I think there
must be some evil brewing. It is not for
nothing that the seasons change—that
winter comes in the midst of summer.’
After this I went home. My mother came
running to one door when I entered, and
my wife to another. ‘O mon fi/s /’ and ‘O
~ mon amt!’ they said, rushing upon me.
They wept, these dear women. I could
not at first prevail upon them to tell me
what was the matter. At last they con-
fessed that they believed something to
have happened to me, in punishment for
the wrong done to the Sisters at the
hospital. ¢ Make haste, my son, to amend
this error,’ my mother cried, ‘lest a worse
thing befall us!” And then I discovered
that among the women, and among many
of the poor people, it had come to be
believed that the darkness was a curse
upon us for what we had done in respect
to the hospital. This roused me to in-
dignation. ‘If they think I am to be
driven from my duty by their magic,’ I
E
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cried ; ‘it is no better than witchcraft!” not
that I believed for a moment that it was
they who had done it. My wife wept, and
my mother became angry with me; but
when a thing is duty, it is neither wife nor
mother who will move me out of my way.
It was a miserable day. There was not
light enough to see anything—scarcely to
see each other’s faces; and to add to our
alarm, some travellers arriving by the
diligence (we are still three leagues from
a railway, while that miserable little place,
La Rochette, being the chef-lien, has a
terminus) informed me that the darkness
only existed in Semur and the neighbour-
hood, and that within a distance of three
miles the sun was shining. The sun was
shining! was it possible? it seemed so
long since we had seen the sunshine; but
this made our calamity more mysterious
and more terrible. The people began to
gather into little knots in the streets to
talk of the strange thing that was happen-
ing. In the course of the day M. Barbou
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came to ask whether I did not think it
would be well to appease the popular feel-
ing by conceding what they wished to the
Sisters of the hospital. I would not hear
of it. ‘Shall we own that we are in the
wrong? I do not think we are in the
wrong,’ I said, and I would not yield.
‘Do you think the good Sisters have it in
their power to darken the sky with their
incantations?’ M. I'Adjoint shook his
head. He went away with a troubled
countenance; but then he was not like
myself, a man of natural firmness. All
the efforts that were employed to influence
him were also employed with me; but to
yield to the women was not in my thoughts.

We are now approaching, however, the
first important incident in this narrative.
The darkness increased as the afternoon
came on; and it became a kind of thick
twilight, no lighter than many a night. It
was between five and six o'clock, just the
time when our streets are the most crowded,
when, sitting at my window, from which I
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kept a watch upon the Grande Rue, not
knowing what might happen—I saw that
some fresh incident had taken place. Very
dimly through the darkness I perceived
a crowd, which increased every moment, in
front of the Cathedral. After watching it
for a few minutes, I got my hat and went
out. The people whom I saw—so many
that they covered the whole middle of the
Place, reaching almost to the pavement on
the other side—had their heads all turned
towards the Cathedral. ‘What are you
gazing at, my friend?’ I said to one by
whom I stood. He looked up at me with
a face which looked ghastly in the gloom.
‘Look, M. le Maire!’ he said; ‘cannot
you see it on the great door ?’

‘1 see nothing,’ said I; but as I uttered
these words I did indeed see something
which was very startling. Looking towards
the great door of the Cathedral, as they all
were doing, it suddenly seemed to me that
I saw an illuminated placard attached to
it, headed with the word ‘Sommation’ in
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gigantic letters. ‘Z%ens/’ 1 cried; but
when I looked again there was nothing.
‘What is this? it is some witchcraft!” I
said, in spite of myself. ‘Do you see any-
thing, Jean Pierre ?’ ‘

- ‘M. le Maire, he said, ‘one moment
one sees something—the next, one sees
nothing. Look! it comes again.” I have
always considered myself a man of courage,
but when I saw this extraordinary appear-
ance the panic which had seized upon me
the former night returned, though in
another form. Fly I could not, but I will
not deny that my knees smote together. I
stood for some minutes without being able
to articulate a word—which, indeed, seemed
the case with most of those before me.
Never have I seen a more quiét crowd.
They were all gazing, as if it was life or
death that was set before them—while I,
too, gazed with a shiver going over me.
It was as I have seen an illumination of
lamps in a stormy night; one moment the
whole seems black as the wind sweeps over



54 A BELEAGUERED CITY.

it, the next it springs into life again; and
thus you go on, by turns losing and
discovering the device formed by the
lights. Thus from moment to moment
there appeared before us, in letters that
seemed to blaze and flicker, something that
looked like a great official placard. *Son-
mation /'—this was how it was headed. I
read a few words at a time, as it came and
went ; and who can describe the chill that
ran through my veins as I made it out?
It was a summons to the people of Semur
by name—myself at the head as Maire
(and I heard afterwards that every man
who saw it saw his own name, though the
whole fagade of the Cathedral would not
have held a full list of all the people of
Semur)—to yield their places, which they
had not filled aright, to those who knew the
meaning of life, being dead. Nous AUTREs
MorTts—these were the words which blazed
out oftenest of all, so that every one saw
them. And ‘Go!’ this terrible placard
said—‘Go! leave this place to us who
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know the true signification of life’ These
words I remember, but not the rest; and
even at this moment it struck me that there
was no explanation, nothing but this vraze
signification de la vie. 1 felt like one in a
dream: the light coming and going before
me; one word, then another, appearing—
sometimes a phrase like that I have quoted,
blazing out, then dropping into darkness.
For the moment I was struck dumb; but
then it came back to my mind that I had
an example to give, and that for me, emi-
nently a man of my century, to yield cred-
ence to a miracle was something not to be
thought of. Also I knew the necessity of
doing something to break the impression
of awe and terror on the mind of the people.
“This isa trick,’ I cried loudly, that all might
hear. ‘Let some one go and fetch M. de
Clairon from the Musée. He will tell us
how it has been done.” .This, boldly uttered,
broke the spell. A number of pale faces
gathered round me. ‘Hereis M. le Maire
. —he will clear it up,’ they cried, making
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room for me that I might approach nearer.
‘M. le Maire is a man of courage—he has
judgment. Listen to M. le Maire’ It
was a relief to everybody that I had spoken.
And soon I found myself by the side of M.
le Curé, who was standing among the rest,
saying nothing, and with the air of one as
much bewildered as any of us. He gave me
one quick look from under his eyebrows to
see who it was that approached him, as was
his way, and made room for me, but said
nothing. I wasin too much emotion myself
to keep silence—indeed, I was in that con-
dition of wonder, alarm, and nervous excite-
ment, that I had to speak or die; and there
seemed an escape from something too ter-
rible for flesh and blood to contemplate in
the idea that there was trickery here. ‘M.
le Curé,’ I said, ‘this is a strange ornament
that you have placed on the front of your
church. You are standing here to enjoy
the effect. Now that you have seen how
successful it has been, will not you tell me
in confidence how it is done ?’
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I am conscious that there was a sneer in
my voice, but I was too much excited to
think of politeness.. He gave me another
of his rapid, keen looks.

‘M. le Maire,’ he said, ‘ you are injurious
to a man who is as little fond of tricks as
yourself.’

His tone, his glance, gave me a certain
sense of shame, but I could not stop myself.
‘One knows,’ I said, ‘that there are many
things which an ecclesiastic may do without
harm, which are not permitted to an ordi-
nary layman—one who is an honest man,
and no more.’ ;

M. le Curé made no reply. He gave
me another of his quick glances, with an
impatient turn of his head. Why should I
have suspected him? for no harm was
known of him. He was the Curé, that was
all; and perhaps we men of the world have
our prejudices too.  Afterwards, however,
as we waited for M. de Clairon—for the -
crisis was too exciting for personal resent-
ment—M. le Curé himself let drop some-
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thing which made it apparent that it was
the ladies of the hospital upon whom his
suspicions fell. It is never well to offend
women, M. le Maire,’ he said. ‘Women
do not discriminate the lawful from the
unlawful : so long as they produce an effect,
it does not matter to them.” This gave me
a strange impression, for it seemed to me
that M. le Curé was abandoning his own
side. However, all other sentiments were,
as may be imagined, but as shadows com-
pared with the overwhelming power that
held all our eyes and our thoughts to the
wonder before us. Every moment seemed
an hour till M. de Clairon appeared. He
was pushed forward through the crowd as by
magic, all making room for him ; and many
of us thought that when science thus came
forward capable of finding out everything,
the miracle would disappear. But instead
of this it seemed to glow brighter than ever.
That great word ¢ Sommation’ blazed out,
so that we saw his figure waver against the
light as if giving way before the flames that
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scorched him. He was so near that his
outline was marked out dark against the
glare they gave. It was as though his
close approach rekindled every light.
Then, with a flicker and trembling, word
by word and letter by letter went slowly
out before our eyes.

M. de Clairon came down very pale, but
with a sort of smile on his face. ‘No, M.
le Maire,” he said, ‘I cannot see how it is
done. It is clever. I will examine the
door further, and try the panels. Yes, I
have left some one to watch that nothing
is touched in the meantime, with the per-
mission of M. le Curé ’

‘You have my full permission, M. le
Curé said; and M. de Clairon laughed,
though he was still very pale. ‘You saw
my name there,’ he said. ‘I am amused
—I who am not one of your worthy citizens,
M. le Maire. What can Messieurs les
Morts of Semur want with a poor man of
science like me? But you shall have my
report before the evening is out.’
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With this I had to be content. The
darkness which succeeded to that strange
light seemed more terrible than ever. We
all stumbled as we turned to go away,
dazzled by it, and stricken dumb, though
some kept saying that it was a trick, and
some murmured exclamations with voices
full of terror. The sound of the crowd
breaking up was like a regiment marching
—all the world had been there. I was
thankful, however, that neither my mother
nor my wife had seen anything; and though
they were anxious to know why I was so
serious, I succeeded fortunately in keeping
the secret from them.

M. de Clairon did not appear till late,
and then he confessed to me he could
make nothing of it. “If it is a trick (as of
course it must be), it has been most cleverly
done,’ he said; and admitted that he was
baffled altogether. For my part, I was
not surprised. Had it been the Sisters
of the hospital, as M. le Curé thought,
would they have let the opportunity pass of
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preaching a sermon to us, and recommend-
ing their doctrines? Not so; here there
were no doctrines, nothing but that pregnant
phrase, a vrate signification de la vie. This
made a more deep impression upon me.
than anything else. The Holy Mother
herself (whom I wish to speak of with pro-
found respect), and the saints, and the for-
giveness of sins, would have all been there
had it been the Sisters, or even M. le Curé.
This, though I had myself suggested an
imposture, made it very unlikely to my
quiet thoughts, But if not an imposture,
what could it be supposed to be ?



CHAPTER IIIL
EXPULSION OF THE INHABITANTS.

I wWiLL not attempt to give any detailed
account of the state of the town during this
evening. For myself I was utterly worn
out, and went to rest as soon as M. de
Clairon left me, having satisfied, as well as
I could, the questions of the women. Even
in the intensest excitement weary nature
will claim her dues. Islept. I caneven
remember the grateful sense of being able
to put all anxieties and perplexities aside
for the moment, as I went to sleep. I felt
the drowsiness gain upon me, and I was
glad. To forget was of itself a happiness.

I woke up, however, intensely awake,
and in perfect possession of all my faculties,
while it was yet dark; and at once got up
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and began to dress. The moment of
hesitation which generally follows waking
—the little interval of thought in which one
turns over perhaps that which is past, per-
haps that which is to come—found no place
within me. I got up without a moment’s
pause, like one who has been called to go
on a journey ; nor did it surprise me at all
to see my wife moving about, taking a
cloak from her wardrobe, and putting up
linen in a bag. She was already fully
dressed ; but she asked no questions of me
any more than I did of her. We were in
haste, though we said nothing. When I
had dressed, I looked round me to see if I
had forgotten anything, as one does when
one leaves a place. I saw my watch sus-
pended to its usual hook, and my pocket-
book, which I had taken from my pocket
on the previous night. I took up also the
light overcoat which I had worn when I
made my rounds through the city on the
first night of the darkness. ‘Now,’ I said,
“Agnés, I am ready.’ I did not speak to
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her of where we were going, nor she to me.
Little Jean and my mother met us at the
door. Nor did s%e say anything, contrary
to her custom; and the child was quite
quiet. We went downstairs together with-
out saying a word. The servants, who
were all astir, followed us. I cannot give
any description of the feelings that were in
my mind. I had not any feelings. I was
only hurried out, hastened by something
which I could not define—a sense that I
must go; and perhaps I was too much
astonished to do anything but yield. It
seemed, however, to be no force or fear that
was moving me, but a desire of my own;
though I could not tell how it was, or why I
should be so anxious to get away. All the
servants, trooping after me, had the same
look in their faces; they were anxious to
be gone—it seemed their business to go—
there was no question, no consultation.
And when we came out into the street, we
encountered a stream of processions similar
to our own, The children went quite
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steadily by the side of their parents. Little
Jean, for example, on an ordinary occasion
would have broken away—would have run
to his comrades of the Bois-Sombre family,
and they to him. But no; the little ones,
like ourselves, walked along quite gravely.
They asked no questions, neither did we ask
any questions of each other, as, ‘Where are
you going ?’or, ‘What is the meaning of a so-
early promenade ?’ Nothing of the kind :
my mother took my arm, and my wife, lead-
ing little Jean by the hand, came to the
other side. The servants followed. The
street was quite full of people; but there
was no noise except the sound of their
footsteps.  All of us turned the same
way—turned towards the gates—and
though I was not conscious of any feeling
except the wish to go on, there were one
or two things which took a place in my
memory. The first was, that my wife
suddenly turned round as we were coming
out of the porte-cockére, her face lighting

up. [ need not say to any one who knows
F
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Madame Dupin de la Clairiére, that she is
a beautiful woman. Without any partiality
on my part, it would be impossible for me
to ignore this fact: for it is perfectly well
known and acknowledged by all. She was
pale this morning—a little paler than usual;
and her blue eyes enlarged, with a serious
look, which they always retain more or less.
But suddenly, as we went out of the door,
her face lighted up, her eyes were suffused
with tears—with light—how can I tell what
it was >—they became like the eyes of angels.
A little cry came from her parted lips—she
lingered a moment, stooping down as if
talking to some one less tall than herself,
then came after us, with that light still in
her face. At the moment I was too much
occupied to enquire what it was; but I
noted it, even in the gravity of the occasion.
The next thing I observed was M. le Curé,
who, as I have already indicated, is a man
of great composure of manner and presence
of mind, coming out of the door of the
Presbytery. There was a strange look on
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his face of astonishment and reluctance.
He walked very slowly, not as we did, but
with a visible desire to turn back, folding
his arms across his breast, and holding
himself as if against the wind, resisting
some gale which blew behind him, and
forced him on. We felt no gale; but there
seemed to be a strange wind blowing along
the side of the street on which M. le Curé
was. And there was an air of concealed
surprise in his face—great astonishment,
but a determination not to let any one see
that he was astonished, or that the situation
was strange to him. And I cannot tell how
it was, but I, too, though pre-occupied, was
surprised to perceive that M. le Curé was
going with the rest of us, though I could
not have told why.

Behind M. le Curé there was another
whom I remarked. This was Jacques
Richard, he of whom I have already
spoken. He was like a figure I have seen
somewhere in sculpture. No one was near
him, nobody touching him, and yet it was
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only necessary to look at the man to per-
ceive that he was being forced along against
his will. Every limb was in resistance;
his feet were planted widely yet firmly upon
the pavement ; one of his arms was stretched
out as if to lay hold on anything that should
come within reach. M. le Curé resisted
passively; but Jacques resisted with passion,
laying his back to the wind, and struggling
not to be carried away. Notwithstanding
his resistance, however, this rough figure
was driven along slowly, struggling at every
step. He did not make one movement
that was not against his will, but still he
was driven on. On our side of the street
all went, like ourselves, calmly. My
mother uttered now and then a low moan,
but said nothing. She clung to my arm,
and walked on, hurrying a little, sometimes
going quicker than I intended to go. As
for my wife, she accompanied us with her
light step, which scarcely seemed to touch
the ground, little Jean pattering by her
side. Our neighbours were all round us.
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We streamed down, as in a long procession,
to the Porte St. Lambert. It was only
when we got there that the strange cha-
racter of the step we were all taking sud-
denly occurred to me. It was still a kind
of grey twilight, not yet day. The bells
of the Cathedral had begun to toll, which
was very startling—not ringing in their
cheerful way, but tolling as if for a funeral ;
and no other sound was audible but the
noise of footsteps, like an army making a
silent march into an enemy’s country. We
had reached the gate when a sudden
wondering came over me. Why were we
all going out of our houses in the wintry
dusk to which our July days had turned ?
I stopped, and turning round, was about to
say something to the others, when I became
suddenly aware that here I was not my
own master. My tongue clave to the roof
of my mouth; I could not say a word.
Then I myself was turned round, and softly,
firmly, irresistibly pushed out of the gate.
My mother, who clung to me, added a
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little, no doubt, to the force against me,
whatever it was, for she was frightened,
and opposed herself to any endeavour on
my part to regain freedom of movement;
but all that her feeble force could do against
mine must have been little. Several other
men around me seemed to be moved as I
was. M. Barbou, for one, made a still
more decided effort to turn back, for, being
a bachelor, he had no one to restrain him.
Him I saw turned round as you would turn
a roulette. He was thrown against my
wife in his tempestuous course, and but
that she was so light and elastic in her
tread, gliding out straight and softly like
one of the saints, I think he must have
thrown her down. And at that moment,
silent as we all were, his ¢ Pardon, Madame,
mille pardons, Madame,' and his tone of
horror at his own indiscretion, seemed to
come to me like a voice out of another life.
Partially roused before by the sudden im-
pulse of resistance I have described, I was
yet more roused now. I turned round,
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disengaging myself from my mother.
‘Where are we going ? why are we thus
cast forth? My friends, help! I cried.
I looked round upon the others, who, as I
have said, had also awakened to a possi-
bility of resistance. M. de Bois-Sombre,
without a word, came and placed himself
by my side ; others started from the crowd.
We turned to resist this mysterious impulse
which had sent us forth. The crowd surged
round us in the uncertain light.

Just then there was a dull soft sound,
once, twice, thrice repeated. We rushed
forward, but too late. The gates were
closed upon us. The two folds of the
great Porte St. Lambert, and the little
postern for foot-passengers, all at once, not
hurriedly, as from any fear of us, but slowly,
softly, rolled on their hinges and shut—in
our faces. [ rushed forward with all my
force and flung myself upon the gate. To
what use ? it was so closed as no mortal
could open it. They told me after, for I
was not aware at the moment, that I burst
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forth with cries and exclamations, bidding
them ‘ Open, open in the name of God!" 1
was not aware of what I said, but it seemed
to me that I heard a voice of which nobody
said anything to me, so that it would seem
to have been unheard by the others, saying
with a faint sound as of a trumpet, ‘ Closed
—in the name of God." It might be only
an echo, faintly brought back to me, of the
words I had myself said.

There was another change, however, of
which no one could have any doubt. When
I turned round from these closed doors,
though the moment before the darkness

-was such that we could not see the gates
closing, I found the sun shining gloriously
round us, and all my fellow-citizens turning
with one impulse, with a sudden cry of joy,
to hail the full day.

Le grand jour ! Never in my life did I
feel the full happiness of it, the full sense
of the words before. The sun burst out
into shining, the birds into singing. The
sky stretched over us—deep and unfathom-
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able and blue,—the grass grew under our
feet, a soft air of morning blew upon us,
waving the curls of the children, the veils
of the women, whose faces were lit up by
the beautiful day. After three days of
darkness what a resurrection! It seemed
to make up to us for the misery of being
thus expelled from our homes. It was early,
and all the freshness of the morning was
upon the road and the fields, where the sun
had just dried the dew. The river ran
softly, reflecting the blue sky. How black
it had been, deep and dark as a stream of
ink, when I had looked down upon it from
the Mont St. Lambert! and now it ran as
clear and free as the voice of a little child.
We all shared this moment of joy—for to
us of the South the sunshine is as the
breath of life, and to be deprived of it had
been terrible. But when that first pleasure
was over, the evidence of our strange posi-
tion forced itself upon us with overpower-
ing reality and force, made stronger by the
very light. In the dimness it had not
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seemed so certain; now, gazing at each
other in the clear light of the natural
morning, we saw what had happened to us.
No more delusion was possible. We could
not flatter ourselves now that it was a trick
or a deception. M. de Clairon stood there
like the rest of us, staring at the closed
gates which science could not open. And
there stood M. le Curé, which was more
remarkable still. The Church herself had
not been able to do anything. We stood,
a crowd of houseless exiles, looking at each
other, our children clinging to us, our hearts
failing us, expelled from our homes. As
we looked in each other’s faces we saw our
own trouble. Many of the women sat
down and wept; some upon the stones in
the road, some on the grass. The children
took fright from them, and began to cry
too. What was to become of us? I looked
round upon this crowd with despair in my
heart. It was I to whom every one would
look—for lodging, for direction—every-
thing that human creatures want. It was
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my business to forget myself, though I also
had been driven from my home and my
city. Happily there was one thing I had
left. In the pocket of my overcoat was my
scarf of office. I stepped aside behind a
tree, and took it out, and tied it upon me.
That was something. There was thus a
representative of order and law in the midst
of the exiles, whatever might happen.
This action, which a great number of the
crowd saw, restored confidence. Many of
the poor people gathered round me, and

placed themselves near me, especially those
~ women who had no natural support. When
M. le Curé saw this, it seemed to make a
great impression upon him. He changed
colour, he who was usually so calm.
Hitherto he had appeared bewildered,
amazed to find himself as others. This, I
must add, though you may perhaps think
it superstitious, surprised me very much
too. But now he regained his self-posses-
sion. He stepped upon a piece of wood
that lay in front of the gate. *My child-
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ren’—he said. But just then the Cathedral
bells, which had gone on tolling, suddenly
burst into a wild peal. I do not know
what it sounded like. It was a clamour of
notes all run together, tone upon tone,
without time or measure, as though a
multitude had seized upon the bells and
pulled all the ropes at once. If it was joy,
what strange and terrible joy! It froze
the very blood in our veins. M. le Curé
became quite pale. He stepped down
hurriedly from the piece of wood. We all
made a hurried movement farther off from
the gate.

"It was now that I perceived the necessity
of doing something, of getting this crowd
disposed of, especially the women and the
children. I am not ashamed to own that
I trembled like the others; and nothing
less than the consciousness that all eyes
were upon me, and that my scarf of office
marked me out among all who stood around,
could have kept me from moving with pre-
cipitation as they did. I was enabled,



A BELEAGUERED CITY. 77

however, to retire at a deliberate pace, and
being thus slightly detached from the crowd,
I took advantage of the opportunity to
address them. Above all things, it was my
duty to prevent a tumult in these unprece-
dented circumstances. ‘ My friends,’ I said,
‘the event which has occurred is beyond
explanation for the moment. The very
nature of it is mysterious ; the circumstances
are such as require the closest investigation.
But take courage. I pledge myself not to
leave this place till the gates are open, and
you can return to your homes; in the
meantime, however, the women and the
children cannot remain here. Let those
who have friends in the villages near, go
and ask for shelter ; and let all who will, go
to my house of La Clairiére. My mother,
my wife! recall to yourselves the position
you occupy, and show an example. Lead
our neighbours, I entreat you, to La
Clairiére.’

My mother is advanced in years and no
longer strong, but she has a great heart.
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‘I will go,’ she said. ‘God bless thee, my
son! There will no harm happen; for if
this be true which we are told, thy father is
in Semur.’

There then occurred one of those inci-
dents for which calculation never will
prepare us. My mother's words seemed,
as it were to open the flood-gates; my wife
came up to me with the light in her face
which I had seen when we left our own
door. ‘It was our little Marie—our angel,’
she said. And then there arose a great
cry and clamour of others, both men
and women pressing round. ‘I saw my
mother,” said one, ‘who is dead twenty
years come the St. Jean’ ‘And I my
little René,’ said another. ‘And I my
Camille, who was killed in Africa’” And
lo, what did they do, but rush towards the
gate in a crowd—that gate from which
they had but this moment fled in terror—
beating upon it, and crying out, ‘Open to
us, open to us, our most dear! Do you
think we have forgotten you? We have
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never forgotten you!" What could we do
with them, weeping thus, smiling, holding
out their arms to—we knew not what? Even
my Agnés was beyond my reach. Marie
was aur little girl who was dead. Those
who were thus transported by a knowledge
beyond ours were the weakest among us;
most of them were women, the men old or
feeble, and some children. I can recollect
that I looked for Paul Lecamus among
them, with wonder not to see him there.
But though they were weak, they were
beyond our strength to guide. What could
we do with them? How could we force
them away while they held to the fancy
that those they loved were there? As it
happens in times of emotion, it was those
who were most impassioned who took the
first place. We were at our wits’ end.

But while we stood waiting, not knowing
what to do, another sound suddenly came
from the walls, which made them all silent
in a moment. The most of us ran to this
point and that (some taking flight alto-
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gether ; but with the greater part anxious
curiosity and anxiety had for the moment
extinguished fear), in a wild eagerness to
see who or what it was. But there was
nothing to be seen, though the sound came
from the wall close to the Mont St. Lam-
bert, which I have already described. It
was to me like the sound of a trumpet, and
so I heard others say; and along with the
trumpet were sounds as of words, though
I could not make them out. But those
others seemed to understand—they grew
calmer—they ceased to weep. They raised
their faces, all with that light upon them—
that light I had seen in my Agnés. Some
of them fell upon their knees. Imagine to
yourself what a sight it was, all of us stand-
ing round, pale, stupefied, without a word
to say! Then the women suddenly burst
forth into replies—* Oui, ma chérie! Oui,
mon ange!' they cried. And while we
looked they rose up; they came back,
calling the children around them. My
Agnés took that place which I had bidden
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her take. She had not hearkened to me,
to leave me—but she hearkened now; and
though I had bidden her to do this, yet to
see her do it bewildered me, made my heart
stand still. ¢ Mon ami, she said, ‘I must
leave thee; it is commanded : they will not
have the children suffer’ What could we
do? We stood pale and looked on, while
all the little ones, all the feeble, were
gathered in a little army. My mother
stood like me—to her nothing had been
revealed. She was very pale, and there
was a quiver of pain in her lips. She was
the one who had been ready to do my
bidding : but there was a rebellion in her
heart now. When the procession was
formed (for it was my care to see that
everything was done in order), she followed,
but among the last. Thus they went away,
many of them weeping, looking back, wav-
ing their hands to us. My Agnés covered
her face, she could not look at me; but
she obeyed. They went some to this side,

some to that, leaving us gazing. For a
G



82 A BELEAGUERED CITY.

long time we did nothing but watch them,
going along the roads. What had their
angels said to them? Nay, but God
knows. I heard the sound; it was like the
sound of the silver trumpets that travellers
talk of ; it was like music from heaven. I
turned to M. le Curé, who was standing by.
‘What is it?’ I cried, ‘you are their
director —you are an ecclesiastic — you
know what belongs to the unseen. What
is this that has been said to them?’ I
have always thought well of M. le Curé.
There were tears running down his cheeks.
‘I know not,’ he said. ‘I am a miserable
like the rest. What they know is between
God and them. Me! I have been of the
world, like the rest.’

This is how we were left alone—the men
of the city—to take what means were best
to get back to our homes. There were
several left among us who had shared the
enlightenment of the women, but these
were not persons of importance who could
put themselves at the head of affairs. And
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there were women who remained with us,
but these not of the best. To see our
wives go was very strange to us; it was
the thing we wished most to see, the
women and children in safety; yet it was
a strange sensation to see them go. For
me, who had the charge of all on my hands,
the relief was beyond description—yet was
it strange; I cannot describe it. Then
I called upon M. Barbou, who was trem-
bling like a leaf, and gathered the chief of
the citizens about me, including M. le Curé,
that we should consult together what we
should do.

I know no words that can describe our
state in the strange circumstances we were
now placed in. The women and the
children were safe: that was much. But
we—we were like an army suddenly formed,
but without arms, without any knowledge of
how to fight, without being able to see our
enemy. We Frenchmen have not been
without knowledge of such perils. We
have seen the invader enter our doors; we
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have been obliged to spread our table for
him, and give him of our best. But to be
put forth by forces no man could resist—to
be left outside, with the doors of our own
houses closed upon us—to be confronted
by nothing—by a mist, a silence, a dark-
ness,—this was enough to paralyse the
heart of any man. And it did so, more or
less, according to the nature of those who
were exposed to the trial. Some altogether
failed us, and fled, carrying the news into
the country, where most people laughed at
them, as we understood afterwards. Some
could do nothing but sit and gaze, huddled
together in crowds, at the cloud over
Semur, from which they expected to see
fire burst and consume the city altogether.
And a few, I grieve to say, took possession
of the little cabaret, which stands at about
half a kilometre from the St. Lambert gate,
and established themselves there, in hideous
riot, which was the worst thing of all for
serious men to behold. Those upon whom
I could rely I formed into patrols to go
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round the city, that no opening of a gate,
or movement of those who were within,
should take place without our knowledge.
Such an emergency shows what men are.
M. Barbou, though in ordinary times he
discharges his duties as adjoint satisfactorily
enough (though, it need not be added, a
good Maire who is acquainted with his
duties, makes the office of adjoint of but
little importance), was now found entirely
useless. He could not forget how he had
been spun round and tossed forth from the
city gates. When I proposed to put him
at the head of a patrol, he had an attack of
the nerves. Before nightfall he deserted
me altogether, going off to his country-
house, and taking a number of his neigh-
bours with him. ‘How can we tell when
we may be permitted to return to the
town ?’ he said, with his teeth chattering.
‘M. le Maire, I adjure you to put your-
self in a place of safety.’ ‘
¢Sir,’ I said to him, sternly, ‘for one who
deserts his post there is no place of safety.’
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But I do not think he was capable of
understanding me. Fortunately, I found
in M. le Curé a much more trustworthy
coadjutor. He was indefatigable ; he had
the habit of sitting up to all hours, of being
called at all hours, in which our dourgeoisie,
I cannot but acknowledge, is wanting.
The expression I have before described of
astonishment—but of astonishment which
he wished to conceal—never left his face.
He did not understand how such a thing
could have been permitted to happen while
he had no share in it; and, indeed, I will
not deny that this was a matter of great
wonder to myself too.

The arrangements I have described gave
us occupation ; and this had a happy effect
upon us in distracting our minds from what
had happened ; for I think that if we had
sat still and gazed at the dark city we should
soon have gone mad, as some did. In
our ceaseless patrols and attempts to find a
way of entrance, we distracted ourselves
from the enquiry, Who would dare to go in
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if the entrance were found? In the mean-
* time not a gate was opened, not a figure
was visible. We saw nothing, no more
than if Semur had been a picture painted
upon a canvas. = Strange sights indeed met
our eyes—sights which made even the
bravest quail. The strangest of them was
the boats that would go down and up the
river, shooting forth from under the fortified
bridge, which is one of the chief features of
our town, sometimes with sails perfectly
well managed, sometimes impelled by oars,
but with no one visible in them——no one
conducting them. To see one of these
boats impelled up the stream, with no rower
visible, was a wonderful sight. M. de
Clairon, who was by my side, murmured
something about a magnetic current; but
when I asked him sternly by what set in
motion, his voice died away in his moustache.
M. le Curé said very little : one saw his
lips move as he watched with us the passage
of those boats. He smiled when it was
proposed by some one to fire upon them.
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He read his Hours as he went round at the
head of his patrol. My fellow townsmen
and I conceived a great respect for him;
and he inspired pity in me also. He had
been the teacher of the Unseen among us,
till the moment when the Unseen was thus,
as it were, brought within our reach ; but
with the revelation he had nothing to do;
and it filled him with pain and wonder. It
made him silent; he said little about his
religion, but signed himself, and his lips
moved. He thought (I imagine) that he
had displeased Those who are over all.
When night came the bravest of us were
afraid. I speak for myself. It was bright
moonlight where we were, and Semur lay
like a blot between the earth and the sky,
all dark : even the Cathedral towers were
lost in it; nothing visible but the line of the
ramparts, whitened outside by the moon.
One knows what black and strange shadows
are cast by the moonlight; and it seemed
to all of us that we did not know what
might be lurking behind every tree. The
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shadows of the branches looked like terrible
faces. I sent all my people out on the
patrols, though they were dropping with
fatigue. Rather that than to be mad with
terror. For myself, I took up my post as
near the bank of the river as we could
approach; for there was a limit beyond
which we might not pass. I made the
experiment often ; and it seemed to me, and
to all that attempted it, that we did reach
the very edge of the stream ; but the next
moment perceived that we were at a certain
distance, say twenty metres or thereabout.
I placed myself there very often, wrapping
a cloak about me to preserve me from the
dew. (I may say that food had been sent
us, and wine from La Clairiére and many
other houses in the neighbourhood, where
the women had gone for this among other
reasons, that we might be nourished by
them.) And I must here relate a personal
incident, though I have endeavoured not to
* be egotistical. While I sat watching, I
distinctly saw a boat, a boat which belonged
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to myself, lying on the very edge of the
shadow. The prow, indeed, touched the
moonlight where it was cut clean across by
the darkness; and this was how I dis-
covered that it was.the Marie, a pretty
pleasure-boat which had been made for my
wife. The sight of it made my heart beat;
for what could it mean but that some one
who was dear to me, some one in whom I
took an interest, was there? I sprang up
from where I sat to make another effort -to
get nearer ; but my feet were as lead, and
would not move ; and there came a singing
in my ears, and my blood coursed through
my veinsasinafever. Ah! was it possible ?
I, who am a man, who have resolution, who
have courage, who can lead the people, /7
was afraid! 1 sat down again and wept
like a child. Perhaps it was my little Marie
that was in the boat. God, He knows if I
loved thee, my little angel ! but I was afraid.
O how mean is man! though we are so
proud. They came near to me who were
my own, and it was borne in upon my
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spirit that my good father was with the
child; but because they had died I was
afraid. I covered my face with my hands.
Then it seemed to me that I heard a long
quiver of a sigh ;"a long, long breath, such
as sometimes relieves a sorrow that is be-
yond words. Trembling, I uncovered my
eyes. There was nothing on the edge of
the moonlight ; all was dark, and all was
still, the white radiance making a clear line
across the river, but nothing more.

If my Agnés had been with me she
would have seen our child, she would have
heard that voice! The great cold drops of
moisture were on my forehead. My limbs
trembled, my heart fluttered in my bosom.
I could neither listen nor yet speak. And
those who would, have spoken to me, those
who loved me, sighing, went away. It is
not possible that such wretchedness should
be credible to noble minds; and if it had
not been for pride and for shame, I should
have fled away straight to La Clairiére, to
put myself under shelter, to have some one
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near me who was less a coward than I. 1,
upon whom all the others relied, the Maire
of the Commune! I make my confession.
I was of no more force than this.

A voice behind me made me spring to
my feet—the leap of a mouse would have
driven me wild. I was altogether demora-
lised. ¢Monsieur le Maire, it is but I,
said some one quite humble and frightened.
* Ttens /—it is thou, Jacques!' I said. 1
could have embraced him, though it is well
known how little I approve of him. But he
was living, he was a man like myself. I
put out my hand, and felt him warm and
breathing, and I shall never forget the ease
that came to my heart. Its beating calmed.
I was restored to myself.

‘M. le Maire,’ he said, ‘I wish to ask
you something. Is it true all that is said
about these people, I would say, these
Messieurs? I do not wish to speak with
disrespect, M. le Maire.’

‘What is it, Jacques, that is said?’ I
had called him thou’ not out of contempt,
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but because, for the moment, he seemed to
me as a brother, as one of my friends.

‘M. le Maire, is it indeed ZJes morts that
are in Semur ?’

He trembled, and so did I. ‘Jacques,’ I
said, ‘you know all that I know.’

‘Yes, M. le Maire, it is so, sure enough.
I do not doubt it. If it were the Prussians,
a man could fight. But ces Messteurs la !
What I want to know is : is it because of
what you did to those little Sisters, those
good little ladies of St. Jean ?’

‘What I did? You were yourself one of
the complainants. You were of those who
said, when a man is ill, when he is suffer-
ing, they torment him with their mass ; it
is quiet he wants, not their mass. These
were thy words, vaurien. And now you
say it was [ !’

“True, M. le Maire,” said Jacques; ‘but
look you, when a man is better, when he
has just got well, when he feels he is safe,
then you should not take what he says for
gospel. It would be strange if one had a
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new illness just when one is getting well
of the old ; and one feels now is the time
to enjoy one’s self, to kick up one’s heels
a little, while at least there is not likely
to be much of a watch kept up there—the
saints forgive me,’ cried Jacques, trembling
and crossing himself, ‘ if I speak with levity
at such a moment! And the little ladies
were very kind. It was wrong to close
their chapel, M. le Maire. From that
comes all our trouble.’

‘You good-for-nothing!’ I cried, ‘it is
you and such as you that are the beginning
of our trouble. You thought there was no
watch kept wp there,; you thought God
would not take the trouble to punish you;
you went about the streets of Semur tossing
a grosse piéce of a hundred sous, and calling
out, “ There is no God—this is my god;
Largent, cest le bon Diew.”’

‘M. le Maire, M. le Maire, be silent, I
implore you! It is enough to bring down
a judgment upon us.’

‘It has brought down a judgment upon
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us. Go thou and try what thy grosse piéce
will do for thee now—worship thy god.
Go, I tell you, and get help from your
money.’

‘1 have no money, M. le Maire, and
what could money do here? We would do
much better to promise a large candle for
the next festival, and that the ladies of St.
Jean '

‘Get away with thee to the end of the
world, thou and thy ladies of St. Jean!’ I
cried ; which was wrong, I do not deny it,
for they are good women, not like this
good-for-nothing fellow. And to think
that this man, whom I despise, was more
pleasant to me than the dear souls who
loved me! Shame came upon me at the
thought. I too, then, was like the others,
fearing the Unseen—capable of understand-
ing only that which was palpable. When
Jacques slunk away, which he did for a
few steps, not losing sight of me, I turned
my face towards the river and the town.
The moonlight fell upon the water, white
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as silver where that line of darkness lay,
shining, as if it tried, and tried in vain,
to penetrate Semur; and between that
and the blue sky overhead lay the city out
of which we had been driven forth—the
city of the dead. ‘O God,’ I cried, ‘ whom
I know not, am not I to Thee as my little
Jean is to me, a child and less than a child?
Do not abandon me in this darkness.
Would I abandon him were he ever so
disobedient? And God, if thou art God,
Thou art a better father than 1. When I
had said this, my heart was a little relieved.
It seemed to me that I had spoken to some
one who knew all of us, whether we were
dead or whether we were living. That is
a wonderful thing to think of, when it
appears to one not as a thing to believe,
but as something that is real. It gave me
courage. I got up and went to meet the
patrol which was coming in, and found
that great good-for-nothing Jacques running
close after me, holding my cloak. ‘Do not
send me away, M. le Maire,’ he said, ‘I
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dare not stay by myself with ZZem so near.’
Instead of his money, in which he had
trusted, it was I who had become his god
now.



CHAPTER IV,
OUTSIDE THE WALLS,

THERE are few who have not heard some-
thing of the sufferings of a siege. Whether
within or without, it is the most terrible of
all the experiences of war. [ am old
enough to recollect the trenches before
Sebastopol, and all that my countrymen
and the English endured there. Some-
times I endeavoured to think of this to dis-
tract me from what we ourselves endured.
But how different was it! We had neither
shelter nor support. We had no weapons,
nor any against whom to wield them. We
were cast out of our homes in the midst of
our lives, in the midst of our occupations,
and left there helpless, to gaze at each
other, to blind our eyes trying to penetrate
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the darkness before us. Could we have
done anything, the oppression might have
been less terrible—but what was there that
we could do? Fortunately (though I do
not deny that I felt each desertion) our
band grew less and less every day. Hour
by hour some one stole away—first one,
then another, dispersing themselves among
the villages near, in which many had
friends. The accounts which these men
gave were, I afterwards learnt, of the most
vague description. Some talked of wonders
they had seen, and were laughed at—and
some spread reports of internal division
among us. Not till long after did I know
all the reports that went abroad. It was
said that there had been fighting in Semur,
and that we were divided into two factions,
one of which had gained the mastery, and
driven the other out. This was the story
current in La Rochette, where they are
always glad to hear anything to the dis-
credit of the people of Semur; but no
credence could have been given to it by
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those in authority, otherwise M. le Préfet,
however indifferent to our interests, must
necessarily have taken some steps for our
relief. Our entire separation from the
world was indeed one of the strangest
details of this terrible period. Generally
the diligence, though conveying on the
whole few passengers, returned with two
or three, at least, visitors or commercial
persons, daily—and the latter class fre-
quently arrived in carriages of their own;
but during this period no stranger came to
see our miserable plight. We made shelter
for ourselves under the branches of the few
trees that grew in the uncultivated ground
on either side of the road—and a hasty
erection, half tent half shed, was put up for
a place .to assemble in, or for those who
were unable to bear the heat of the day or
the occasional chills of the night. But the
most of us were too restless to seek repose,
and could not bear to be out of sight of the
city. At any moment it seemed to us the
gates might open, or some loophole be
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visible by which we might throw ourselves
upon the darkness and vanquish it. This
was what we said to ourselves, forgetting
how we shook and trembled whenever any
contact had been possible with those who
were within. But one thing was certain,
that though we feared, we could not turn
our eyes from the place. We slept leaning
against a tree, or with our heads on our
hands, and our faces toward Semur. We
took no count of day or night, but ate
the morsel the women brought to us, and
slept thus, not sleeping, when want or
weariness overwhelmed us. There was
scarcely an hour in the day that some of
the women did not come to ask what news.
They crept along the roads in twos and
threes, and lingered for hours sitting by the
way weeping, starting at every breath of
wind. A ,
Meanwhile all was not silent within
Semur, The Cathedral bells rang often,
at first filling us with hope, for how familiar
was that sound! The first time, we all
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gathered together and listened, and many
wept. It was as if we heard our mother’s
voice. M. de Bois-Sombre burst into tears.
I have never seen him within the doors of
the Cathedral since his marriage; but he
burst into tears. ‘Mon Dien/ if 1 were
but there!” he said. We stood and
listened, our hearts melting, some falling
on their knees. M. le Curé stood up in
the midst of us and began to intone the
psalm: [He has a beautiful voice. It is
sympathetic, it goes to the heart.] ‘I was
glad when they said to me, Let us go up
‘And though there were few of us
who could have supposed themselves
capable of listening to that sentiment a
little while before with any sympathy, yet
a vague hope rose up within us while we
heard him, while we listened to the bells.
What man is there to whom the bells of
his village, the carillon of his city, is not
most dear ? It rings for him through all
his life ; it is the first sound of home in the
distance when he comes back—the last that
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follows him like a long farewell when he
goes away. While we listened, we forgot
our fears. They were as we were, they were
also our brethren, who rang those bells.
We seemed to see them trooping into our
beautiful Cathedral. Ah! only to see it
again, to be within its shelter, cool and
calm as in our mother’s arms! It seemed
to us that we should wish for nothing more.

When the sound ceased we looked into
each other's faces, and each man saw that
his neighbour was pale. Hope died in us
when the sound died away, vibrating sadly
through the air. Some men threw them-
selves on the ground in their despair.

And from this time forward many voices
were heard, calls and shouts within the
walls, and sometimes a sound like a
trumpet, and other instruments of music.
We thought, indeed, that noises as of bands
patrolling along the ramparts were audible
as our patrols worked their way round and
round. This was a duty which I never
allowed to be neglected, not because I put



104 A BELEAGUERED CITY,

very much faith in it, but because it gave
us a sort of employment. There is a story
somewhere which I recollect dimly of an
ancient city which its assailants did not
touch, but only marched round and round
till the walls fell, and they could enter.
Whether this was a story of classic times
or out of our own remote history, I could
not recollect. But I thought of it many
times while we made our way like a pro-
cession of ghosts, round and round, strain-
ing our ears to hear what those voices were '
which sounded above us, in tones that were
familiar, yet so strange. This story got so
much into my head (and after a time all
our heads seemed to get confused and full
of wild and bewildering expedients) that I
found myself suggesting—I, a man known
for sense and reason —that we should
blow trumpets at some time to be fixed,
which was a thing the ancients had done
in the strange tale which had taken posses-
sion of me. M. le Curé looked at me with
disapproval. He said, ‘I did not expect
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from M. le Maire anything that was dis-
respectful to religion.” Heaven forbid that
I should be disrespectful to religion at any
time of life, but then it was impossible
to me. I remembered after that the tale
of which I speak, which had so seized
upon me, was in the sacred writings; but
those who know me will understand that
no sneer at these writings or intention of
wounding the feelings of M. le Curé was
in my mind.

" I was seated one day upon a little
inequality of the ground, leaning my back
against a half-withered hawthorn, and doz-
ing with my head in my hands, when a
soothing, which always diffuses itself from
her presence, shed itself over me, and
opening my eyes, I saw my Agnés sitting
by me. She had come with some food
and a little linen, fresh and soft like her
own touch. My wife was not gaunt and
worn like me, but she was pale and as thin
as a shadow. I woke with a start, and
seeing her there, there suddenly came a



106 A BELEAGUERED CITY.

dread over me that she would pass away
before my eyes, and go over to Those who
were within Semur. 1 cried ‘Nox, morn
Agnés ; non, mon Agnés.: before you ask,
No !’ seizing her and holding her fast in
this dream, which was not altogether a
dream. She looked at me with a smile,
that smile that has always been to me as the
rising of the sun over the earth.

‘Mon ami,’ she said surprised, ‘I ask
nothing, except that you should take ‘a
little rest and spare thyself.’ Then she
added, with haste, what I knew she would
say, ‘ Unless it were this, mon ami, 1If 1
were permitted, I would go into the city—
I would ask those who are there what is
their meaning : and if no way can be found
—no act of penitence.—Oh! do not answer
in haste! I have no fear; and it would be
to save thee.’

A strong throb of anger came into my
throat. Figure to yourself that I looked
at my wife with anger, with the same feel-
ing which had moved me when the deserters
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left us; but far more hot and sharp. I
seized her soft hands and crushed them in
mine. ‘You would leave me! I said.
‘You would desert your husband. - You
would go over to our enemies !’

‘O Martin, say not so,” she cried, with
tears. ‘Not enemies. There is our little
Marie, and my mother, who died when I
was born.’

‘You love these dead tyrants. Yes, I
said, ‘you love them best. You will go to
—the majority, to the strongest. Do not
speak to me! Because your God is on
their side, you will forsake us too.’

Then she threw herself upon me and en-
circled me with her arms. The touch of
them stilled my passion; but yet I held
her, clutching her gown, so terrible a fear
came over me that she would go and come
back no more.

‘Forsake thee!’ she breathed out over
me with a moan. Then, putting her cool
cheek to mine, which burned, ¢ But I would
die for thee, Martin.’
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‘Silence, my wife: that is what you
shall not do,’ I cried, beside myself. I rose
up; I put her away from me. That is, I
know it, what has been done. Their God
does this, they do not hesitate to say—
takes from you what you love best, to make
you better—yox / and they ask you to love
Him when He has thus despoiled you! ‘Go
home, Agnés,” I said, hoarse with terror.
‘Let us face them as we may; you shall
not go among them, or put thyself in peril.
Die for me! Mon Dien /! and what then,
what should I do then? Turn your face
from them; turn from them; go! go! and
let me not see thee here again.’

My wife did not understand the terror
that seized me. She obeyed me, as she
always does, but, with the tears falling
from her white cheeks, fixed upon me the
most piteous look. ‘Mon ami,’ she said,
‘you are disturbed, you are not in posses-
sion of yourself; this cannot be what you
mean.’

‘Let me not see thee here again!’ I
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cried. ‘Would you make me mad in the
midst of my trouble? No! I will not
have you look that way. Go home! go
home!’ Then I took her into my arms
and wept, though I am not a man given to
tears. ‘Oh! my Agnés,’ I said, ‘give me
thy counsel. What you tell me I will do;
but rather than risk thee, I would live thus
for ever, and defy them.’

She put her hand upon my lips. ‘I will
not ask this again,” she said, bowing her
head; ‘but defy them—why should you
defy them? Have they come for nothing ?
Was Semur a city of the saints? They
have come to convert our people, Martin
—thee too, and the rest. If you will sub-
mit your hearts, they will open the gates,
they will go back to their sacred homes:
and we to ours. This has been borne in
upon me sleeping and waking; and it
seemed to me that if I could but go, and
say, “Oh! my fathers, oh! my brothers,
they submit,” all would be well. ForI do
not fear them, Martin. Would they harm
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me that love us? I would but give our
Marie one kiss—'

‘You are a traitor I’ I said. “You would
steal yourself from me, and do me the worst
wrong of all ’

But I recovered my calm. What she
said reached my understanding at last.
‘Submit !’ I said, ‘but to what? To come
and turn us from our homes, to wrap our
town in darkness, to banish our wives and
our children, to leave us here to be scorched
by the sun and drenched by the rain,—this
is not to convince us, my Agnés. And to
what then do you bid us submit ?

‘It is to convince you, mon amz, of the
love of God, who has permitted this great
tribulation to be, that we might be saved,’
said Agnés. Her face was sublime with
faith. Itis possible to these dear women ;
but for me the words she spoke were but
words without meaning. I shook my head.
Now that my horror and alarm were passed,
I could well remember often to have heard
words like these before.
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*My angel !’ I said, ‘all this I admire, I
adore in thee; but how is it the love of
God ?—and how shall we be saved by it ?
Submit! I will do anything that is reason-
able ; but of what truth have we here the
proof- 2’

Some one had come up behind as we
were talking. When I heard his voice
I smiled, notwithstanding my despair. It
was natural that the Church should come
to the woman’s aid. But I would not re-
fuse to give ear to M. le Curé, who had
proved himself a man, had he been ten
times a priest.

‘I have not heard what Madame has
been saying, M. le Maire, neither would I
interpose but for your question. You ask
of what truth have we the proof here? It
is the Unseen that has revealed itself. Do
we see anything, you and I? Nothing,
nothing, but a cloud. But that which we
cannot see, that which we know not, that
which we dread—look ! it is there.’

I turned unconsciously as he pointed
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with his hand. Oh, heaven, what did I
see! Above the cloud that wrapped Semur
there was a separation, a rent in the dark-
ness, and in mid heaven the Cathedral
towers, pointing to the sky. I paid no
more attention to M. le Curé. I sent forth
a shout that roused all, even the weary line
of the patrol that was marching slowly
with bowed heads round the walls; and
there went up such a cry of joy as shook
the earth. ‘The towers, the towers!’ I
cried. These were the towers, that could
be seen leagues off, the first sign of Semur;
our towers, which we had been born to love
like our father’s name. 1 have had joys in
my life, deep and great. I have loved,
I have won honours, I have conquered
difficulty ; but never had I felt as now.
It was as if one had been born again.
When we had gazed upon them, blessing
them and thanking God, I gave orders that
all our company should be called to the
tent, that we might consider whether any
new step could now be taken: Agnés with
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the other women sitting apart on one side
and waiting. I recognised even in the
excitement of such a time that theirs was
no easy part. To sit there silent, to wait
till we had spoken, to be bound by what
we decided, and to have no voice—yes,
that was hard. They thought they knew
better than we did: but they were silent,
devouring us with their eager eyes. I love
one woman more than all the world; I
count her the best thing that God has
made ; yet would I not be as Agnés for all
that life could give me. It was her part to
be silent, and she was so, like the angel she
is, while even Jacques Richard had the
right to speak. Mon Diex ! but it is hard,
I allow it; they have need to be angels.
This thought passed through my - mind
even at the crisis which had now arrived.
For at such moments one sees everything,
one thinks of everything, though it is only
after that one remembers what one has
seen and thought. When my fellow-citi-

zens gathered together (we were now less
I



114 A BELEAGUERED CITY.

than a hundred in number, so many had
gone from us), I took it upon myself to
speak. We were a haggard, worn-eyed
company, having had neither shelter nor
sleep nor even food, save in hasty snatches.
I stood at the door of the tent and they
below, for the ground sloped a little. Be-
side me were M. le Curé, M. de Bois-
Sombre, and one or two others of the chief
citizens. ‘My friends,’ I said, ‘you have
seen that a new circumstance has occurred.
It is not within our power to tell what its
meaning is, yet it must be a symptom of
good. For my own part, to see these
towers makes the air lighter. Let us think
of the Church as we may, no one can deny
that the towers of Semur are dear to our
hearts.’

‘M. le Maire,’ said M. de Bois-Sombre,
interrupting, ‘ I speak I am sure the senti-
ments of my fellow-citizens when I say
that there is no longer any question among
us concerning the Church; it is an admirable
institution, a universal advantage——’
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‘Yes, yes,’ said the crowd, ‘yes, certainly !
and some added, ‘It is the only safeguard,
it is our protection,’ and some signed them-
selves. In the crowd I saw Riou, who had
done this at the ocf7oi. But the sign did not
surprise me now.

M. le Curé stood by my side, but he did
not smile. His countenance was dark, al-
most angry. He stood quite silent, with
his eyes on the ground. It gave him no
pleasure, this profession of faith.

It is well, my friends,’ said I, ‘ we are all
in accord; and the good God has permitted
us again to see these towers. I have
called "you together to collect your ideas.
This change must have a meaning. It has
been suggested to me that we might send
an ambassador—a messenger, if that is
possible, into the city !

Here I stopped short; and a shiver ran
through me—a shiver which went over the
whole company. We were all pale as we
looked in each other’s faces; and for a
moment no one ventured to speak. After
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this pause it was perhaps natural that he
who first found his voice should be the last
who had any right to give an opinion.
Who should it be but Jacques Richard?
‘M. le Maire,’ cried the fellow, ‘speaks at
his ease—but who will thus risk himself ?’
Probably he did not mean that his grum-
bling should be heard, but in the silence
every sound was audible ; there was a gasp,
a catching of the breath, and all turned their
eyes again upon me. I did not pause to
think what answer I should give. ‘1!’ 1
cried. ‘Here stands one who will risk
himself, who will perish if need be !
Something stirred behind me. It was
Agnés who had risen to her feet, who stood
with her lips parted and quivering, with
her hands clasped, as if about to speak.
But she did not speak. Well! she had
proposed to do it. Then why not I ?
‘Let me make the observation,” said
another of our fellow-citizens, Bordereau
the ‘banker, ‘that this would not be just.
Without M. le Maire we should be a mob
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without a head. If a messenger is to be
sent, let it be some one not so indispen-
sable—' '

‘Why send a messenger ?’ said another,
Philip Leclerc. ‘Do we know that these
Messieurs will admit any one? and how
can you speak, how can you parley with
those—' and he too, was seized with a
shiver—‘ whom you cannot see ?’

Then there came another voice out of
the crowd. It was one who would not
show himself, who was conscious of the
mockery in his tone. *If there is any one
sent, let it be M. le Curé,’ it said.

M. le Curé stepped forward. His pale
countenance flushed red. ‘Here am I, he
said, ‘I am ready; but he who spoke
speaks to mock me. Is it befitting in this
presence ?’

There was a struggle among the men.
Whoever it was who had spoken (I did
not wish to know), I had no need to
condemn the mocker; they themselves
silenced him; then Jacques Richard (still
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less worthy of credit) cried out again with
a voice that was husky. What are men
made of? Notwithstanding everything,
it was from the cabaret, from the wine-
shop, that he had come. He said, ‘ Though
M. le Maire will not take my opinion, yet
it is this. Let them reopen the chapel in
the hospital. The ladies of St. Jean——

‘Hold thy peace,’ I said, ‘miserable!’
But a murmur rose. ¢ Though it is not his
part to speak, I agree,’ said one. ‘And I’
‘And 1. There was well-nigh a tumult
of consent; and this made me angry.
Words were on my lips which it might
have been foolish to utter, when M. de
Bois-Sombre, who is a man of judgment,
interfered.

‘M. le Maire,’ he said, ¢ as there are none
of us here who would show disrespect to
the Church and holy things—that is under-
stood—it is not necessary to enter into
details.  Every restriction that would
wound the most susceptible is withdrawn ;
not one more than another, but all. We
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have been indifferent in the past, but for
the future you will agree with me that
everything shall be changed. The ambas-
sador—whoever he may be—' .he added
with a catching of his breath, ‘must be
empowered to promise—everything—sub-
mission to all that may be required.’

Here the women could not restrain them-
selves; they all rose up with a cry, and many
of them began to weep. ‘Ah!’ said one with
a hysterical sound of laughter in her tears.

- “ Sainte Mére! it will be heaven upon earth.’

M. le Curé¢ said nothing ; a keen glance
of wonder, yet of subdued triumph, shot
from under his eyelids. As for me, I
wrung my hands: ‘What you say will be
superstition ; it will be hypocrisy,’ I cried.

But at that moment a further incident

. occurred. Suddenly, while we deliberated,
a long loud-peal of a trumpet sounded into
the air. I have already said that many
sounds had been heard before ; but this was
different ; there was not one of us that did
not feel that this was addressed to himself.
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The agitation was extreme; it was a
summons, the beginning of some distinct
communication. The crowd scattered ; but
for myself, after a momentary struggle, I
went forward resolutely. I did not even
look back. at my wife. I was no longer
Martin Dupin, but the Maire of Semur, the
saviour of the community. Even Bois-
Sombre quailed : but I felt that it was in me
to hold head against death itself ; and before
I had gone two steps I felt rather than saw
that M. le Curé had come to my side. We
went on without a word; gradually the
others collected behind us, following yet
straggling here and there upon the inequal-
ities of the ground.

Before us lay the cloud that was Semur,
a darkness defined by the shining of the
summer day around, the river escaping
from that gloom as from a cavern, the
towers piercing through, but the sunshine
thrown back on every side from that dark-
ness. I have spoken of the walls as if we
saw them, but there were no walls visible,
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. nor any gate, though we all turned like
blind men to where the Porte St. Lambert
was. There was the broad vacant road
leading up to it, leading into the gloom.
We stood there at a little distance.
Whether it was human weakness or an
invisible barrier, how can I tell? We
stood thus immovable, with the trumpet
pealing out over us, out of the cloud. It
summoned every man as by his name.
To me it was not wonderful that this im-
pression should come, but afterwards it
was elicited from all that this was the feel-
ing of each. Though no words were said,
it was as the calling of our names. We
all waited in such a supreme agitation as I
cannot describe for some communication
that was to come.

When suddenly, in a moment, the trumpet
ceased ; there was an interval of dead and
terrible silence; then, each with a leap of
his heart as if it would burst from his bosom,
we saw a single figure slowly detach itself
out of the gloom. ‘My God! I cried.
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My senses went from me; I felt my head
go round like a straw tossed on the winds.

To know them so near, those mysterious
visitors—to feel them, to hear them, was
not that enough ? But, to see! who could
bear it? . Our voices rang like broken
chords, like a tearing and rending of sound.
Some covered their faces with their hands;
for our very eyes seemed to be drawn out
of their sockets, fluttering like things with
a separate life.

Then there fell upon us a strange and
wonderful calm. The figure advanced
slowly; there was weakness in it. The
step, though solemn, was feeble ; and if you
can figure to yourself our consternation, the
pause, the cry—our hearts dropping back
as it might be into their places—the sudden
" stop of the wild panting in our breasts : when
there became visible to us a human face well
known, a man as we were. ‘ Lecamus!
I cried; and all the men round took it up,
crowding nearer, trembling yet delivered
from their terror; some even laughed
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in the relief. There was but one who had
an air of discontent, and that was M. le
Curé. As he said ‘Lecamus!’ like the
rest, there was impatience, disappointment,
anger in his tone.

And I, who had wondered where Le-
camus had gone; thinking sometimes that
he was one of the deserters who had left us!
But when he came nearer his face was as
the face of a dead man, and a cold chill
came over us. His eyes, which were cast
down, flickered under the thin eyelids in
which all the veins were visible. His face
was gray like that of the dying. ‘Is he
dead ?’ I said. But, except M.le Cur¢,
no one knew that I spoke.

‘Not even so,’ said M. le Curé, with a
mortification in his voice, which I have
never forgotten. ‘Not even so. That
might be something. They teach us not
by angels—by the fools and offscourings of
the earth.’

And he would have turned away. It
was a humiliation. Was not he the
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representative of the Unseen, the vice-
gerent, with power over heaven and hell ?
but something was here more strong than
he. He stood by my side in spite of him-
self to listen to the ambassador. 1 will
not deny that such a choice was strange,
strange beyond measure, to me also.

‘ Lecamus,’ I said, my voice trembling in
my throat, ‘ have you been among the dead,
and do you live ¥’

‘I live, he said; then looked around
with tears upon the crowd. ‘Good neigh-
bours, good friends,” he said, and put out
his hand and touched them; he was as
much agitated as they.

‘M. Lecamus,’ said I, ‘we are here in
very strange circumstances, as you know;
do not trifle with us. If you have indeed
been with those who have taken the
control of our city, do not keep us in
suspense. You will see by the emblems
of my office that it is to me you must
address yourself; if you have a mission,
speak.’
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Tt is just,’ he said, ‘it is just—but bear
with me one moment. It is good to be-
hold those who draw breath ; if I have not
loved you enough, my good neighbours,
forgive me now !’

‘Rouse yourself, Lecamus,’ said I with
some anxiety. ‘Three days we have been
suffering here; we are distracted with the
suspense. Tell us your message—if you
have anything to tell.’

‘Three days!’ he said, wondering; ‘I
should have said years. Time is long
when there is neither night nor day.” Then,
uncovering himself, he turned towards the
city. ‘They who have sent me. would
have you know that they come, not in
anger but in friendship : for the love they
bear you, and because it has been per-
mitted ’

As he spoke his feebleness disappeared.
He held his head high; and we clustered
closer and closer round him, not losing a
half word, not a tone, not a breath.

‘ They are not the dead. They are the
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immortal. They are those who dwell—
elsewhere. They have other work, which
has been interrupted because of this trial.
They ask, “ Do you know now—do you
know now ?” this is what I am bidden to
say.’

‘What '—I said (I tried to say it, but
my lips were dry), * What would they have
us to know ?’ )

But a clamour interrupted me. ‘Ah!
yes, yes, yes!’ the people cried, men and
women; some wept aloud, some signed
themselves, some held up their hands to the
skies. ¢ Never more will we deny religion,’
they cried, ‘never more fail in our duties.
They shall see how we will follow every
office, how the churches shall be full, how
we will observe the feasts and the days of
the saints! M. Lecamus,’ cried two or
three together; ‘go, tell these Messieurs
that we will have masses said for them,
that we will obey in everything. We have
seen what comes of it when a city is with-
out piety. Never more will we neglect the
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holy functions; we will vow ourselves to
the holy Mother and the saints ’

‘And if those ladies wish it cried
Jacques Richard, ‘there shall be as many
masses as there are priests to say them in
the Hospital of St. Jean.’

‘Silence, fellow!” I cried; ‘is it for you
to promise in the name of the Commune ?’
I was almost beside myself. ‘M. Lecamus.
is it for this that they have come ?’

His head had begun to droop again, and
a dimness came over his face, ‘Do I
know ?’ he said. ‘It was them I longed |
for, not to know their errand; but I have
not yet said all. You are to send two—
two whom you esteem the highest—to
speak with them face to face.’

Then at once there rose a tumult among
the people—an eagerness which nothing
could subdue. There was a cry that the
ambassadors were already elected, and we
were pushed forward, M. le Curé and my-
self, towards the gate. They would not
hear us speak. ‘We promise,’ they cried,
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‘we promise everything; let us but get
back’ Had it been to sacrifice us they
would have done the same; they would
have killed us in their passion, in order
to return to their city—and afterwards
mourned us and honoured us as martyrs.
But for the moment they had neither ruth
nor fear. Had it been they who were
going to reason not with flesh and blood,
it would have been different; but it was
we, not they; and they hurried us on as
not willing that a moment should be lost.
I had to struggle, almost to fight, in order
to provide them with a leader, which was
indispensable, before I myself went away.
For who could tell if we should ever come
back? For a moment I hesitated, thinking
that it might be well to invest M. de Bois-
Sombre as my deputy with my scarf of
office ; but then I reflected that when a
man goes to battle, when he goes to risk
his life, perhaps to lose it, for his people, it
is his right to bear those signs which dis-
tinguish him from common men, which
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show in what office, for what cause, he is
ready to die.

Accordingly I paused, struggling against
the pressure of the people, and said in a
loud voice, ‘In the absence of M. Barbou,
who has forsaken us, I constitute the excel-
lent M. Felix de Bois-Sombre my repre-
sentative. In my absence my fellow-citizens
will respect and obey him as myself” There
was a cry of assent. They would have
given their assent to anything that we might
but go on. What was it to them ? They
took no thought of the heaving of my bosom,
the beating of my heart. They left us on
the edge of the darkness with our faces
towards the gate. There we stood one
breathless moment. Then the little postern
slowly opened before us, and once more we
stood within Semur.



CHAPTER V.

THE NARRATIVE OF PAUL LECAMUS.

M. L MAIRE having requested me, on his
entrance into Semur, to lose no time in
drawing up an account of my residence in
the town, to be placed with his own narrative,
I have promised to do so to the best of my
ability, feeling that my condition is a very
precarious one, and my time for explana-
tion may be short. Many things, needless
to enumerate, press this upon my mind.
It was a pleasure to me to see my neigh-
bours when I first came out of the city;
but their voices, their touch, their vehe-
mence and eagerness wear me out. From
my childhood up I have shrunk from close
contact with my fellow-men. My mind
has been busy with other thoughts; I have
desired to investigate the mysterious and
unseen. When I have walked abroad I
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. have heard whispers in the air; I have felt
the movement of wings, the gliding of un-
seen feet. To my comrades these have
been a source of alarm and disquiet, but
not to me; is not God in the unseen with
all His angels? and not only so, but the
best and wisest of men. There was a time
indeed, when life acquired for me a charm.
There was a smile which filled me with
blessedness, and made the sunshine more
sweet. But when she died my earthly joys
died with her. Since then I have thought
of little but the depths profound, into which
she has disappeared like the rest.

I was in the garden of my house on that
night when all the others left Semur. I
was restless, my mind was disturbed. It
seemed to me that I approached the crisis
of my life. Since the time when I led M.
le Maire beyond the walls, and we felt both
of us the rush and pressure of that crowd,
a feeling of expectation had been in my
mind. I knew not what I looked for—but
something I looked for that should change
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the world. The ‘Sommation’ on the
Cathedral doors did not surprise me. Why
should it be a matter of wonder that the
dead should come back ? the wonder is that
they do not. Ah! that is the wonder.
How one can go away who loves you, and
never return, nor speak, nor send any
message—that is the miracle : not that the
heavens should bend down and the gates
of Paradise roll back, and those who have
left us return. All my life it has been a
marvel to me how they could be kept away.
I could not stay in-doors on this strange
night. My mind was full of agitation. I
came out into the garden though it was
dark. 1 sat down upon the bench under
the trellis—she loved it. Often had I
- spent half the night there thinking of her.

It was very dark that night : the sky all
veiled, no light anywhere—a night like
November. One would have said there
was snow in the air. I think I must have
slept toward morning (I have observed
throughout that the preliminaries of these
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occurrences have always been veiled in
sleep), and when I woke suddenly it was
to find myself, if I may so speak, the sub-
ject of a struggle. The struggle was with-
in me, yet it was not I. In my mind there
was a desire to rise from where I sat and
go away, I could not tell where or why;
but something in me said stay, and my
limbs were as heavy as lead. I could not
move; I sat still against my will ; against
one part of my will—but the other was
obstinate and would not let me go. Thus
a combat took place within me of which I
knew not the meaning. While it went on
I began to hear the sound of many feet,
the opening of doors, the people pouring
out into the streets. This gave me no
surprise; it seemed to me that I understood
why it was; only in my own case, I knew
nothing. I listened to the steps pouring
past, going on and on, faintly dying away
in the distance, and there was a great still-
ness. I then became convinced, though I
cannot tell how, that I was the only living
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man left in Semur; but neither did this
trouble me. . The struggle within me came
to an end, and I experienced a great calm.

I cannot tell how long it was till I per-
ceived a change in the air, in the darkness
round me. It was like the movement of
some one unseen. I have felt such a sen-
sation in the night, when all was still,
before now. 1 saw nothing. I heard
nothing. Yet I was aware, I cannot tell
how, that there was a great coming and
going, and the sensation as of a multitude
in the air. I then rose and went into my
_house, where Leocadie, my old house-
keeper, had shut all the doors so carefully
when she went to bed. They were now
all open, even the door of my wife’s room
of which I kept always the key, and where
no one entered but myself; the windows
also were open. I looked out upon the
Grande Rue, and all the other houses were
like mine. Everything was open, doors
and windows, and the streets were full.
There was in them a flow and movement
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of the unseen, without a sound, sensible
only to the soul. I cannot describe it, for
I neither heard nor saw, but felt. I have
often been in crowds; I have lived in
Paris, and once passed into England, and
walked about the London streets. But
never, it seemed to me, never was I aware
of so many, of so great a multitude. I
stood at my open window, and watched as
in a dream. M. le Maire is aware that his
house is visible from mine. Towards that
a stream seemed to be always going, and
at the windows and in the doorways was a
sensation of multitudes like that which I
have already described. Gazing out thus
upon the revolution which was happening
before my eyes, I did not think of my own
house or what was passing there, till sud-
denly, in a moment, I was aware that some
one had come in to me. Not a crowd as
elsewhere ; one. My heart leaped up like
a bird let loose ; it grew faint within me
with joy and fear. I was giddy so that I
could not stand. I called out her name,
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but low, for I was too happy, I had no
voice. Besides was it needed, when heart
already spoke to heart ?

I had no answer, but I needed none. 1
laid myself down on the floor where her
feet would be. Her presence wrapped me
round and round. It was beyond speech.
Neither did I need to see her face, nor to
touch her hand. She was more near to
me, mote near, than when I held her in my
arms. How long it was so, I cannot tell;
it was long as love, yet short as the draw-
ing of a breath. I knew nothing, felt
nothing but Her, alone; all my wonder
and desire to know departed from me.
We said to each other everything without
words—heart overflowing into heart. It
was beyond knowledge or speech.

But this is not of public signification that
I should occupy with it the time of M. le
Maire.

After a while my happiness came to an
end. I can no more tell how, than I can
tell how it came. One moment, I was
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warm in her presence ; the next, I was
alone. I rose up staggering with blindness
and woe—could it be that already, already
it was over? I went out blindly following
after her. My God, I shall follow, I shall
follow, till life is over. She loved me; but
she was gone.

Thus, despair came to me at the very
moment when the longing of my soul was
satisfied and 1 found myself among the
unseen ; but I cared for knowledge no
longer, I sought only her. Ilost a portion
of my time so. I regret to have to confess
it to M. le Maire. Much that I might
have learned will thus remain lost to my
fellow-citizens and the world. We are
made so. What we desire eludes us at the
moment of grasping it—or those affections
which are the foundation of our lives pre-
occupy us, and blind the soul. Instead of
endeavouring to establish my faith and
enlighten my judgment as to those
mysteries which have been my life-long
study, all higher purpose departed from me;
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and I did nothing but rush through the
city, groping among those crowds, seeing
nothing, thinking of nothing—save of One.

From this also 1 awakened as out of a
dream. What roused me was the pealing
of the Cathedral bells. I was made to
pause and stand still, and return to myself.
Then I perceived, but dimly, that the
thing which had happened to me was that
which I had desired all my life. I leave
this explanation of my failure! in public
duty to the charity of M. le Maire.

The bells of the Cathedral brought me
back to myself—to that which we call
reality in our language ; but of all that was
around me when I regained consciousness,
it now appeared to me that I only was a
dream. I was in the midst of a world
where all was in movement. What the
current was which flowed around me I

1 The reader will remember that the ringing of the
Cathedral bells happened in fact very soon after the
exodus of the citizens ; so that the self-reproaches of M.
Lecamus had less foundation than he thought.
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know not ; if it was thought which becomes
sensible among spirits, if it was action, I
cannot tell. But the energy, the force, the
living that was in them, that could no one
misunderstand. I stood in the streets,
lagging and feeble, scarcely able to wish,
much less to think. They pushed against
me, put me aside, took no note of me. In
the unseen world described by a poet whom
M. le Maire has probably heard of, the
man who traverses Purgatory (to speak of
no other place) is seen by all, and is a
wonder to all he meets—his shadow,
his breath separate him from those around
him. But whether the unseen life’ has
changed, or if it is I who am not worthy
their attention, this I know that I stood in
our city like a ghost, and no one took any
heed of me. When there came back upon
me slowly my old desire to inquire, to
understand, I was met with this difficulty
at the first—that no one heeded me. I
went through and through the streets,
sometimes I paused to look round, to
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implore that which swept by me to make
itself known. But the stream went along
like soft air, like the flowing of a river,
setting me aside from time to time, as the
air will displace a straw, or the water a
stone, but no more. There was neither
languor nor lingering. I was the only
passive thing, the being without occupation.
Would you have paused in your labours to
tell an idle traveller the meaning of our
lives, before the day when you left Semur ?
Nor would they: I was driven hither and
thither by the current of that life, but no
one stepped forth out of the unseen to hear
my questions or to answer me how this
might be.

You have been made to believe that all
was darkness in Semur. M. le Maire, it
was not so. The darkness wrapped the
walls as in a winding sheet; but within,
soon after you were gone, there arose a
sweet and wonderful light—a light that
was neither of the sun nor of the moon;
and presently, after the ringing of the bells,
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the silence departed as the darkness had
departed. I began to hear, first a murmur,
then the sound of the going which I had
felt without hearing it—then a faint tinkle
of voices—and at the last, as my mind
grew attuned to these wonders, the very
words they said. If they spoke in our
language or in another, I cannot tell; but
I understood. How long it was before
the sensation of their presence was aided
by the happiness of hearing I know not,
nor do I know how the time has passed, or
how long it is, whether years or days, that
. I have been in Semur with those who are
now there ; for the light did not vary—
there was no night or day. All I know is
that suddenly, on awakening from a sleep
(for the wonder was that I could sleep,
sometimes sitting on the Cathedral steps,
sometimes in my own house ; where some-
times also I lingered and searched about
for the crusts that Leocadie had left), I
found the whole world full of sound. They
sang going in bands about the streets;
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they talked to each other as they went
along every way. From the houses, all
open, where everyone could go who would,
there came the soft chiming of those voices.
And at first every sound wasfull of gladness
and hope. The song they sang first was
like this: ‘Send us, send us to our father’s
house. Many are our brethren, many and
dear. They have forgotten, forgotten,
forgotten! But when we speak, then will
they hear’ And the others answered:
‘We have come, we have come to the
house of our fathers. Sweet are the homes,
the homes we were born in. As we remem-
ber, so will they remember. When we
speak, when we speak, they will hear.’
Do not think that these were the words
they sang; but it was like thijs. And as
they sang there was joy and expectation
everywhere. It was more beautiful than
any of our music, for it was full of desire
and longing, yet hope and gladness ; where-
as among us, where there is longing, it is
always sad. Later a great singer, I know
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not who he was, one going past as on a
majestic soft wind, sang another song, of
which I shall tell you by and by. I do
not think he was one of them. They came
out to the windows, to the doors, into all
the streets and byways to hear him as he
went past.

M. le Maire will, however, be good
enough to remark that I did not under-
stand all that I heard. In the middle of a
phrase, in a word half breathed, a sudden
barrier would rise. For a time I laboured °
after their meaning, trying hard and vainly
to understand ; but afterwards I perceived
that only when they spoke of Semur, of
you who were gone forth, and of what was
being done, could I make it out. At first
this made me only more eager to hear;
but when thought came, then I perceived
that of all my longing nothing was satisfied.
Though I was alone with the unseen, I
comprehended it not ; only when it touched
upon what I knew, then I understood.

At first all went well. Those who were
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in the streets, and at the doors and win-
dows of the houses, and on the Cathedral
steps, where they seemed to throng, listen-
ing to the sounding of the bells, spoke
only of this that they had come todo. Of
you and you only I heard. They said to
each other, with great joy, that the women
had been instructed, that they had listened,
and were safe. There was pleasure in all
the city. The singers were called forth,
those who were best instructed (so I judged
from what I heard), to take the place of
the warders on the walls ; and all, as they
went along, sang that song : ¢ Our brothers
have forgotten ; but when we speak, they
will hear” How was it, how was it that
youdid not hear? One time I was by the
river porte in a boat ; and this song came
to me from the walls as sweet as Heaven.
Never have I heard such a song. The
music was beseeching, it moved the very
heart. ‘We have come out of the unseen,’
they sang; ‘for love of you; believe us,
believe us! Love brings us back to earth ;
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believe us, believe us!” How was it that you
did not hear ? When I heard those singers
sing, I wept ; they beguiled the heart out of
my bosom. They sang, they shouted, the
music swept about all the walls: ‘Love
brings us back to earth, believe us!” M. le
- Maire, I saw you from the river gate ; there
was a look of perplexity upon your face;
and one put his curved hand to his ear as
if to listen to some thin far-off sound, when
it was like a storm, like a tempest of music!
After that there was a great change in
the city. The choirs came back from the
walls marching more slowly, and with a
sighing through all the air. A sigh, nay,
something like a sob breathed through the
streets. ‘They cannot hear us, or they
will not hear us.” Wherever I turned, this
was what I heard : ‘ They cannot hear us.’
The whole town, and all the houses that
were teeming with souls, and all the street,
where so many were coming and going,
was full of wonder and dismay. (If you

will take my opinion, they know pain as
L
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well as joy, M. le Maire, Those who are in
Semur. They are not as gods, perfect and
sufficing to themselves, nor are they all-
knowing and all-wise, like the good God.
They hope like us, and desire, and are
mistaken ; but do no wrong. This is my
opinion. I am no more than other men,
that you should accept it without support ;
but I have lived among them, and this is
what I think.) They were taken by sur-
prise ; they did not understand it any more
than we understand when we have put
forth all our strength and fail. They were
confounded, if I could judge rightly. Then
there arose cries from one to another: ‘Do’
you forget what was said to us?’ and,
‘We were warned, we were warned.” There
went a sighing over all the city: ‘ They
cannot hear us, our voices are not as their
voices; they cannot see us. We have
taken their homes from them, and they
know not the reason.” My heart was wrung
for their disappointment. I longed to tell
them that neither had I heard at once ; but
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it was only after a time that I ventured
upon this. And whether I spoke, and was
heard; or if it was read in my heart, I
cannot tell. There was a pause made
round me as if of wondering and listening,
and then, in a moment, in the twinkling of
an eye, a face suddenly turned and looked
into my face.

M. le Maire, it was the face of your
father, Martin Dupin, whom I remember
as well as I remember my own father. He
was the best man I ever knew. Itappeared
to me for a moment, that face alone, look-
ing at me with questioning eyes.

There seemed to be agitation and doubt
for a time after this; some went out (so I
understood) on embassies among you, but
could get no.hearing; some through the
gates, some by the river. And the bells
were rung that you might hear and know ;
but neither could you understand the bells.
I wandered from one place to another,
listening and watching—till the unseen
became to me as the seen, and I thought
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of the wonder no more. Sometimes there
came to me vaguely a desire to question
them, to ask whence they came and what
was the secret of their living, and why they
were here ?  But if I had asked who would
have heard me? and desire had grown
faint in my heart; all I wished for was
that you should hear, that you should
understand ; with this wish Semur was
full. They thought but of this. They
went to the walls in bands, each in their
order, and as they came all the others
rushed to meet them, to ask, * What news ?’
I following, now with one, now with an-
other, breathless and footsore as they
glided along. It is terrible when flesh and
blood live with those who are spirits. 1
toiled after them. I sat on the Cathedral
steps, and slept and waked, and heard the
voices still in my dream. I prayed, but it
was hard to pray. Once following a crowd
I entered your house, M. le Maire, and
went up, though I scarcely could drag
myself along. There many were assembled
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as in council. Your father was at the head
of all. He was the one, he only, who
knew me. Again he looked at me and I
saw him, and in the light of his face an
assembly such as I have seen in pictures.
One moment it glimmered before me and
then it was gone. There were the captains
of all the bands waiting to speak, men and
women. I heard them repeating from one
to another the same tale. One voice was
small and soft like a child’s; it spoke of
you. ‘We went to him,’ it said; and your
father, M. le Maire, he too joined in, and
said : * We went to him—but he could not
hear us’ And some said it was enough—
that they had no commission from on high,
that they were but permitted—that it was
their own will to do it—and that the time
had come to forbear.

Now, while I listened, my heart was
grieved that they should fail. This gave
me a wound for myself who had trusted in
them, and also for them. But I, who am
I, a poor man without credit among my
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neighbours, a dreamer, one whom many

despise, that I should come to their aid?
Yet I could not listen and take no part. 1

cried out: ‘Send me. I will tell them in

words they understand.” The sound of my

voice was like a roar in that atmosphere.

It sent a tremble into the air. It seemed
to rend me as it came forth from me, and

made me giddy, so that I would have

fallen had not there been a support afforded

me. As the light was going out of my

eyes I saw again the faces looking at each

other, questioning, benign, beautiful heads
one over another, eyes that were clear as the
heavens, but sad. I trembled while I

gazed : there was the bliss of heaven in
their faces, yet they were sad. Then every-
thing faded. I was led away, I know not
how, and brought to the door and put forth.
I was not worthy to see the blessed grieve.

That is a sight upon which the angels look

with awe, and which brings those tears
which are salvation into the eyes of God.

I went back to my house, weary yet calm.
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There were many in my house; but be-
cause my heart was full of one who was
not there, I knew not those who were there.
I sat me down where she had been. I was
weary, more weary than ever before, but
calm. Then I bethought me that I knew
no more than at the first, that I had lived
among the unseen as if they were my
neighbours, neither fearing them, nor hear-
ing those wonders which they have to tell.
As I sat with my head in my hands, two
talked to each other close by: ‘Is it true
that we have failed ?’ said one; and the
-other answered, ¢ Must not all fail that is
not sent of the Father?” I was silent;
but I knew them, they were the voices of
my father and my mother. I listened as
out of a faint, in a dream.

While I sat thus, with these voices in my
ears, which a little while before would have
seemed to me more worthy of note than
anything on earth, but which now lulled me
and comforted me, as a child is comforted
by the voices of its guardians in the night,
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there occurred a new thing in the city like
nothing I had heard before. It roused me
notwithstanding my exhaustion and stupor.
It was the sound as of some one passing
through the city suddenly and swiftly,
whether in some wonderful chariot, whether
on some sweeping mighty wind, I cannot
tell. The voices stopped that were con-
versing beside me, and I stood up, and
with an impulse I could not resist went
out, as if a king were passing that way.
Straight, without turning to the right or
left, through the city, from one gate to
another, this passenger seemed going; and
as he went there was the sound as of a
proclamation, as if it were a herald de-
nouncing war or ratifying peace. Whoso-
ever he was, the sweep of his going moved
my hair like a wind. At first the procla-
mation was but as a great shout, and I
could not understand it; but as he came
nearer the words became distinct. ‘Neither
will they believe—though one rose from
the dead.” As it passed a murmur went
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up from the city, like the voice of a great
multitude.  Then there came sudden
silence.

At this moment, for a time—M. le Maire
will take my statement for what it is worth
—I became unconscious of what passed
further. Whether weariness overpowered
me and I slept, as at the most terrible
moment nature will demand to do, or if I
fainted I cannot tell ; but for a time I knew
no more. When I came to myself, I was
seated on the Cathedral steps with every-
thing silent around me. From thence
I rose up, moved by a will which was
not mine, and was led softly across the
Grande Rue, through the great square,
with my face towards the Porte St.
Lambert. I went steadily on without
hesitation, never deubting that the gates
would open to me, doubting nothing,
though I had never attempted to withdraw
from the city before. 'When I came to the
gate I said not a word, nor any one to me;
but the door rolled slowly open before me,
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and I was put forth into the morning light,
into the shining of the sun. 1 have now
said everything I had to say. The mes-
sage I delivered was said through me;
I can tell no more. Let me rest a little ;
figure to yourselves, I have known no night
of rest, nor eaten a morsel of bread for—
did you say it was but three days ?



CHAPTER VL
M. LE MAIRE RESUMES HIS NARRATIVE.

WE re-entered by the door for foot-passen-
gers which-is by the side of the great Porte
St. Lambert.

I will not deny that my heart was, as one
may say, in my throat. A man does what
is his duty, what his fellow-citizens expect
of him; but that is not to say that he
renders himself callous to natural emotion.
My veins were swollen, the blood coursing
through them like a high-flowing river;
my tongue was parched and dry. I am not
ashamed to admit that from head to foot
my body quivered and trembled. I was
afraid—but I went forward ; no mancan do
more. As for M. le Curé he said not a
word. If he had any fears he concealed
them as I did. But his occupation is with
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the ghostly and spiritual. To see men die,
to accompany them to the verge of the
grave, to create for them during the time
of their suffering after death (if it is true
that they suffer), an interest in heaven,
this his profession must necessarily give
him courage. My position is very different.
I have not made up my mind upon these
subjects. When one can believe frankly
in all the Church says, many things become
simple, which otherwise cause great diffi-
culty in the mind. The mysterious and
wonderful then find their natural place in
the course of affairs; but when a man
thinks for himself, and has to take every-
thing on his own responsibility, and make
all'the necessary explanations, there is often
great difficulty. So many things will not
fit into their places, they straggle like
weary men on a march. One cannot put
them together, or satisfy one’s self.

The sun was shining outside the walls
when we re-entered Semur; but the first
step we took was into a gloom as black as
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night, which did not re-assure us, it is un-
necessary to say. A chill was in the air,
of night and mist. We shivered, not with
the nerves only but with the cold. And as
all was dark, so all was still. I had ex-
pected to feel the presence of those who
were there, as I had felt the crowd of the
invisible before they entered the city. But
the air was vacant, there was nothing but
darkness and cold. We went on for a
little way with a strange fervour of expect-
ation. At each moment, at each step, it
seemed to me that some great call must be
made upon my self-possession and courage,
some event happen ; but there was nothing.
All was calm, the houses on either side of
the way were open, all but the office of the
octroz which was black as night with its
closed door. M. le Curé has told me since
that he believed Them to be there, though
unseen. This idea, however, was not in
my mind. I had felt the unseen multitude;
but here the air was free, there was no one
interposing between us, who breathed as



158 A BELEAGUERED CITY.

men, and the walls that surrounded us.
Just within the gate a lamp was burning,
hanging to its rope over our heads; and
the lights were in the houses as if some one
had left them there; they threw a strange
glimmer into the darkness, flickering in the
wind. By and by as we went on the
gloom lessened, and by the time we had
reached the Grande Rue, there was a clear
steady pale twilight by which we saw every-
thing, as by the light of day.

We stood at the corner of the square
and looked round. Although still I heard
the beating of my own pulses loudly work-
ing in my ears, yet it was less terrible than
at first. A city when asleep is wonderful
to look on, but in all the closed doors and
windows one feels the safety and repose
sheltered there which no man can disturb;
and the air has in it a sense of life, subdued,
yet warm. But here all was open, and all
deserted. The house of the miser Gros-
gain was exposed from the highest to the
lowest, but nobody was there to search for
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what was hidden. The hotel de Bois-
Sombre, with its great porfe-cockére, always
so jealously closed; and my own house,
which my mother and wife have always
guarded so carefully, that no damp nor
breath of night might enter, had every
door and window wide open. Desolation
seemed seated in all these empty places.
I feared to go into my own dwelling. It
seemed to me as if the dead must be lying
within. Bon Diex! Not a soul, not a
shadow ; all vacant in this soft twilight;
nothing moving, nothing visible. The
great doors of the Cathedral were wide
open, and every little entry. How spacious
the city looked, how silent, how wonder-
- ful! There was room for a squadron to
wheel in the great square, but not so
much as a bird, not a dog; all pale and -
empty. We stood for a long time (or it
seemed a long time) at the corner, look-
ing right and left. We were afraid to
make a step farther. We knew not what
to do. Nor could I speak; there was
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much I wished to say, but something
stopped my voice.

At last M. le Curé found utterance. His
voice so moved the silence, that at first my
heart was faint with fear; it was hoarse,
and the sound rolled round the great square
like muffled thunder. One did not seem to
know what strange faces might rise at the
open windows, what terrors might appear.
But all he said was, ‘ We are ambassadors
in vain.’

What was it that followed? My teeth
chattered. I could not hear. It was as if
‘in vain! ‘in vain!’ came back in echoes,
more and more distant from every opening.
They breathed all around us, then were
still, then returned louder from beyond the
river. M. le Curé, though he is a spiritual
person, was no more courageous than I.
With one impulse, we put out our hands and
grasped each other. We retreated back
to back, like men hemmed in by foes, and
I felt his heart beating wildly, and he mine.
Then silence, silence settled all around.
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It was now my turn to speak. I would
not be behind, come what might, though
my lips were parched with mental trouble,

I said, ‘Are we indeed too late? Le-
camus must have deceived himself.’

To this there came no echo and no
reply, which would be a relief, you may
suppose ; but it was not so. It was well-
nigh more appalling, more terrible than the
sound ; for though we spoke thus, we did
not believe the place was empty. Those
whom we approached seemed to be wrap-
ping themselves in silence, invisible, wait-
ing to speak with some awful purpose
when their time came.

There we stood for some minutes, like
two children, holding each other’s hands,
leaning against each other at the corner of
the square—as helpless as children, waiting
for what should come next. I say it frankly,
my brain and my heart were one throb.
They plunged and beat so wildly that I
could scarcely have heard any other sound.

In this respect I think he was more calm.
M
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There was on his face that look of intense
listening which strains the very soul. But
neither he nor I heard anything, not so
much as a whisper. At last, ‘Let us go
on,’ Isaid. We stumbled as we went, with
agitation and fear. We were afraid to turn
our backs to those empty houses, which
seemed to gaze at us with all their empty
windows pale and glaring. Mechanically,
scarce knowing what I was doing, I made
towards my own house.

There was no one there. The rooms
were all open and empty. I went from
one to another, with a sense of expectation
which made my heart faint; but no one was
there, nor anything changed. Yet I do
wrong to say that nothing was changed. In
my library, where I keep my books, where
my father and grandfather conducted their
affairs, like me, one little difference struck
me suddenly, as if some one had dealt me
a blow. The old bureau which my grand-
father had used, at which I remember
standing by his knee, had been drawn from



A BELEAGUERED CITY. 163 -

the corner where I had placed it out of the
way (to make room for the furniture I pre-
ferred), and replaced, as in old times, in the
middle of the room. It was nothing; yet
how much was in this! though only myself
could have perceived it. Some of the old
drawers were open, full of old papers. 1
glanced over them in my agitation, to see if
there might be any writing, any message
addressed to me; but there was nothing,
nothing but this silent sign of those who
had been here. Naturally M. le Curé,
who kept watch at the door, was unac-
quainted with the cause of my emotion.
The last room I entered was my wife's.
Her veil was lying on the white bed, as if
she had gone out that moment, and some
of her ornaments were on the table. It
seemed to me that the atmosphere of
mystery which filled the rest of the house
was not here. A ribbon, a little ring, what
nothings are these? Yet they make even
emptiness sweet. In my Agnés’s room
there is a little shrine, more sacred to us
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than any altar. There is the picture of our
little Marie. Itis covered with a veil, em-
broidered with needlework which it is a
wonder to see. Not always can even
Agnés bear to look upon the face of this
angel, whom God has taken from her. She .
has worked the little curtain with lilies, with
white and virginal flowers; and no hand,
not even mine, ever draws it aside. What
did I see? The veil was boldly folded
away ; the face of the child looked at me
across her mother’s bed, and upon the frame
of the picture was laid a branch of olive,
with silvery leaves. I know no more but
that I uttered a great cry, and flung myself
upon my knees before this angel-gift.
What stranger could know what was in my
heart? M. le Curé, my friend, my brother,
came hastily to me, with a pale counte-
nance; but when he looked at me, he drew
back and turned away his face, and a sob
came from his breast. Never child had
called him father, were it in heaven, were
it on earth, Well I knew whose tender
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fingers had placed the branch of olive
there.

I went out of the room and locked the
door. It was just that my wife should find
it where it had been laid.

I put my arm into his as we went
out once more into the street. That
moment had made us brother and brother.
And this union made us more strong.
Besides, the silence and the emptiness
began to grow less terrible to us. We
spoke in our natural voices as we came
out, scarcely knowing how great was the
difference between them and the whispers
which had been all we dared at first to
employ. Yet the sound of these louder
tones scared us when we heard them, for
we were still trembling, not assured of de-
liverance. It was he who showed himself
a man, not I; for my heart was over-
whelmed, the tears stood in my eyes, I had
no strength to resist my impressions.

‘Martin Dupin,’ he said suddenly, ‘it is
enough. We are frightening ourselves
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with shadows. We are afraid even of our
own voices. This must not be. Enough!
Whosoever they were who have been in
Semur, their visitation is over, and they are
gone.’

‘I think so,” I said faintly; ‘but God
knows.” Just then something passed me
as sure as ever man passed me. I started
back out of the way and dropped my friend’s
arm, and covered my eyes with my hands.
It was nothing that could be seen ; it was
an air, a breath. M. le Curé looked at me
wildly ; he was as a man beside himself.
He struck his foot upon the pavement and
gave a loud and bitter cry.

“Is it delusion?’ he said, ‘O my God!
or shall not even this, not even so much as
this be revealed to me ?’

To see a man who had so ruled himself,
who had resisted every disturbance and
stood fast when all gave way, moved thus
at the very last to cry out with passion
against that which had been denied to him,
brought me back to myself. How often
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had I read it in his eyes before! He—
the priest—the servant of the unseen—yet
to all of us lay persons had that been re-
vealed which was hid from him. A great
pity was within me, and gave me strength.
‘ Brother,” I said, ‘we are weak. If we
saw heaven opened, could we trust to our
vision now ? Our imaginations are masters
of us. So far as mortal eye can see, we
are alone in Semur. Have you forgotten
your psalm, and how you sustained us at
the first? And now, your Cathedral is
open to you, my brother. Letatus sum,’ 1
said. It was an inspiration from above,
and no thought of mine; for it is well
known, that though deeply respectful, I
have never professed religion. With one
impulse we turned, we went together, as in
a procession, across the silent place, and
up the great steps. We said not a word
to each other of what we meant to do.
All was fair and silent in the holy place;
a breath of incense still in the air; a mur-
mur of psalms (as one could imagine) far
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up in the high roof. There I served, while
he said his mass. It was for my friend
that this impulse came to my mind ; but I
was rewarded. The days of my childhood
seemed to come back to me. All trouble,
and care, and mystery, and pain, seemed
left behind. All I could see was the
glimmer on the altar of the great candle-
sticks, the sacred pyx in its shrine, the
chalice, and the book. I was again an
enfant de chaur robed in white, like the
angels, no doubt, no disquiet in my soul—
and my father kneeling behind among the
faithful, bowing his head, with a sweetness
which I too knew, being a father, because
it was his child that tinkled the bell and
swung the censer. Never since those days
have I served the mass. My heart grew
soft within me as the heart of a little child.
The voice of M. le Curé was full of tears
—it swelled out into the air and filled the
vacant place. I knelt behind him on the
steps of the altar and wept.

Then there came a sound that made our
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hearts leap in our bosoms. His voice
wavered as if it had been struck by a strong
wind ; but he was a brave man, and he
went on. It was the bells of the Cathedral
that pealed out over our heads. In the
midst of the office, while we knelt all alone,
they began to ring as at Easter or some
great festival. At first softly, almost sadly,
like choirs of distant singers, that died
away and were echoed and died again;
then taking up another strain, they rang
out into the sky with hurrying notes and
clang of joy. The effect upon myself was
wonderful. I no longer felt any fear. The
illusion was complete. I was a child again,
serving the mass in my little surplice—
aware that all who loved me were kneeling
behind, that the good God was smiling,
and the Cathedral bells ringing out their
majestic Amen.

M. le Curé came down the altar steps
when his mass was ended. Together we
put away the vestments and the holy
vessels. Our hearts were soft; the weight
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was taken from them. As we came out
the bells were dying away in long and low
echoes, now faint, now louder, like mingled
voices of gladness and regret. And whereas
it had been a pale twilight when we entered,
the clearness of the day had rolled sweetly
in, and now it was fair morning in all the
streets. We did not say a word to each
other, but arm and arm took our way to
the gates, to open to our neighbours, to call
all our fellow-citizens back to Semur.

If I record here an incident of another
kind, it is because of the sequel that
followed. As we passed by the hospital
of St. Jean, we heard distinctly, coming
from within, the accents of a feeble yet
impatient voice. The sound revived for
a moment the troubles that were stilled
within us—but only for a moment. This
was no visionary voice. It brought a smile
to the grave face of M. le Curé and tempted
me well nigh to laughter, so strangely did
this sensation of the actual, break and dis-
perse the visionary atmosphere. We went
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in without any timidity, with a conscious
relaxation of the great strain upon us. In
a little nook, curtained off from the great
ward, lay a sick man upon his bed. ‘Is
it M. le Maire?’ he said; ¢ 4 la bonne
heure! I have a complaint to make of the
nurses for the night. They have gone out
to amuse themselves; they take no notice
of poor sick people. They have known
for a week that I could not sleep; but
neither have they given me a sleeping
draught, nor endeavoured to distract me
with cheerful conversation. And to-day,
look you, M. le Maire, not one of the sisters
has come near me!’

‘Have you suffered, my poor fellow ?’
I said; but he would not go so far as
this.

‘I don’t want to make complaints, M. le
Maire ; but thesisters do not come them-
selves as they used to do. One does not
care to have a strange nurse, when one
knows that if the sisters did their duty
But if it does not occur any more I do not
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wish it to be thought that I am the one to
complain.’ )

‘Do not fear, mon ami,’ I said. ‘I will
say to the Reverend Mother that you have
been left too long alone.’

¢ And listen, M. le Maire,’ cried the man;
‘ those bells, will they never be done? My
head aches with the din they make. How
can one go to sleep with all that riot in
one’s ears ?’

We looked at each other, we could not
but smile.. So that which is joy and de-
liverance to one is vexation to another.
As we went out again into the street the
lingering music of the bells died out, and
(for the first time for all these terrible days
and nights) the great clock struck the hour.
And as the clock struck, the last cloud
rose like a mist and disappeared in flying
vapours, and the full sunshine of noon
burst on Semur.



CHAPTER VIIL
SUPPLEMENT BY M. DE BOIS-SOMBRE.

WHEN M. le Maire disappeared within the
mist, we all remained behind with troubled
hearts. For my own part I was alarmed for
my friend. M. Martin Dupin is not noble.
He belongs, indeed, to the Zaute bourgeoiste,
and all-his antecedents are most respect-
able; but it is his personal character and
admirable qualities which justify me in
calling him my friend. The manner in
which he has performed his duties to his
fellow-citizens during this time of distress
has been sublime. It is not my habit to
take any share in public life ; the unhappy
circumstances of France have made this
impossible for years. Nevertheless, I put
aside my scruples when it became necessary,
to leave him free for his mission. I gave
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no opinion upon that mission itself, or how
far he was right in obeying the advice of
a hare-brained enthusiast like Lecamus.
Nevertheless the moment had come at
which our banishment had become intoler-
able. Another day, and I should have
proposed an assault upon the place. Our
dead forefathers, though I would speak of
them with every respect,should not presume
upon their privilege. I do not pretend to
be braver than other men, nor have I shown
myself more equal than others to cope with
the present emergency. But I have the
impatience of my countrymen, and rather
than rot here outside the gates, parted
from Madame de Bois-Sombre and my
children, who, I am happy to state, are in
safety at the country house of the brave
Dupin, I should have dared any hazard.
This being the case, a new step of any kind
called for my approbation, and I could not
refuse under the circumstances—especially
as no ceremony of installation was required
or profession of loyalty to one government
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or another—to take upon me the office of
coadjutor and act as deputy for my friend
Martin outside the walls of Semur.

The moment at which I assumed the
authority was one of great discouragement
and depression. The men were tired to
death. Their minds were worn out as
well as their bodies. The excitement and
fatigue had been more than they could
bear. Some were for giving up the con-
test and seeking new homes for themselves.
These were they, I need not remark, who
had but little to lose ; some seemed to care
for nothing but to lie down and rest.
Though it produced a great movement
among us when Lecamus suddenly appeared
coming out of the city; and the undertaking
of Dupin and the excellent Curé was viewed
with great interest, yet there could not but
be signs apparent that the situation had
lasted too long. It was Zewdu in the
strongest degree, and when that is the case
a reaction must come. It is impossible
to say, for one thing, how great was our
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personal discomfort. We were as soldiers
campaigning without a commissariat, or
any precautions taken for our welfare ; no
food save what was sent to us from La
Clairiére and other places; no means of
caring for our personal appearance, in
which lies so much of the materials of self-
respect. I say nothing of the chief features
of all—the occupation of our homes by
others—the forcible expulsion of which we
had been the objects. No one could have
been more deeply impressed than myself at
the moment of these extraordinary pro-
ceedings; but we cannot go on with one
monotonous impression, however serious,
we other Frenchmen. Three daysisa very
long time to dwell in one thought; I my-
self had become impatient, I do not deny.
To go away, which would have been very
natural, and which Agathe proposed, was
contrary to my instincts and interests both.
I trust I can obey the logic of circum-
stances as well as another ; but to yield is
not easy, and to leave my hotel at Semur
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—now the chief residence, alas! of the
Bois-Sombres—probably to the licence of
a mob—for one can never tell at what
moment Republican institutions may break
down and sink back into the chaos from
which they arose—was impossible. Nor
would I forsake the brave Dupin without
the strongest motive ; but that the situation
was extremely Zendw, and a reaction close
at hand, was beyond dispute.

I resisted the movement which my ex-
cellent friend made to take off and transfer
to me his scarf of office. These things are
much thought of among the dourgeoisie.
‘Mon ami,’ 1 said, ‘you cannot tell what
use you may have for it; whereas our
townsmen know me, and that I am not one
to take up an unwarrantable position.” We
then accompanied him to the neighbour-
hood of the Porte St. Lambert. It was at
that time invisible ; we could but judge
approximately. My men were unwilling
to approach too near, neither did I myself

think it necessary. We parted, after giving
N
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the two envoys an honourable escort,
leaving a clear space between us and the
darkness. To see them disappear gave us
all a startling sensation. Up to the last
moment I had doubted whether they would
obtain admittance. When they disappeared
from our eyes, there came upon all of us an
impulse of alarm. I myself was so far
moved by it, that I called out after them
in a sudden panic. For if any catastrophe
had happened, how could I ever have for-
given myself, especially as Madame Dupin
de la Clairiére, a person entirely comme il
Jaut, and of the most distinguished char-
acter, went after her husband, with a touch-
ing devotion, following him to the very
edge of the darkness? I do not think, so
deeply possessed was he by his mission,
that he saw her. Dupin is very determined
in his way; but he is imaginative and
thoughtful, and it is very possible that, as
he required all his powers to brace him for
this enterprise, he made it a principle
neither to look to the right hand nor the
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left. When we paused, and following after
our two representatives, Madame Dupin
stepped forth, a thrill ran through us all.
Some would have called to her, for I heard
many broken exclamations ; but most of us
were too much startled to speak. We
thought nothing less than that she was
about to risk herself by going after them
into the city. If that was her intention—
and nothing is more probable ; for women
are very daring, though they are timid—
she was stopped, it is most likely, by that
curious inability to move a step farther
which we have all experienced. We saw
her pause, clasp her hands in despair (or
it might be in token of farewell to her
husband), then, instead of returning, seat
herself on the road on the edge of the
darkness. It was a relief to all who were
looking -on to see her there.

In the reaction after that excitement I
found myself in face of a great difficulty—
what to do with my men, to keep them
from demoralisation. They were greatly
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excited ; and yet there was nothing to be
done for them, for myself, for any of us,
but to wait. To organise the patrol again,
under the circumstances, would have been
impossible. Dupin, perhaps, might have
tried it with that dourgeoss determination
which so often carries its point in spite of
all higher intelligence; but to me, who
have not this commonplace way of looking
at things, it was impossible. The worthy
soul did not think in what a difficulty he
left us. That intolerable, good-for-nothing
Jacques Richard (whom Dupin protects
unwisely, I cannot tell why), and who was
already half-seas-over, had drawn several
of his comrades with him towards the
cabaret, which was always a danger to us.
We will drink success to M. le Maire,” he
said, ‘mes bons amis! That can do no
one any harm; and as we have spoken up,
as we have empowered him to offer hand-
some terms to Messieurs les Morts

It was intolerable. Precisely at the
moment when our fortune hung in the
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balance, and when, perhaps, an indiscreet
word ¢ Arrest that fellow,” I said.
‘Riou, you are an official; you under-
stand your duty. Arrest him on the spot,
and confine him in the tent out of the
way of mischief. Two of you mount
guard over him. And let a party be told
off, of which you will take the command,
Louis Bertin, to go at once to La Clairiére
and beg the Reverend Mothers of the
hospital to favour us with their presence.
It will be well to have those excellent
ladies in our front whatever happens ; and
you may communicate to them the un-
animous decision about their chapel. You,
Robert Lemaire, with an escort, will pro-
ceed to the campagne of M. Barbou, and
put him in possession of the circumstances.
Those of you who have a natural wish to
seek a little repose will consider yourselves
as discharged from duty and permitted to
do so. Your Maire having confided to me
his authority—not without your consent—
(this I avow I added with some difficulty,
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for who cared for their assent? but a Re-
publican Government offers a premium to
every insincerity), I wait with confidence
to see these dispositions carried out.’

This, I am happy to say, produced the
best effect. They obeyed me without
hesitation ; and, fortunately for me, slumber
seized upon the majority. Had it not been
for this, I can scarcely tell how I should
have got out of it. I felt drowsy myself,
having been with the patrol the greater
part of the night; but to yield to such weak-
ness was, in my position, of course impos-
sible.

This, then, was our attitude during the
last hours of suspense, which were perhaps
the most trying of all. In the distance
might be seen the little bands marching
towards La Clairiére, on one side, and M.
Barbou’s country-house (‘ La Corbeille des
Raisins’) on the other. It goes without
saying that I did not want M. Barbou, but
it was the first errand I could think of.
Towards the city, just where the darkness
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began that enveloped it, sat Madame Dupin.
That sainte-femme was praying for her hus-
band, who could doubt? And under the
trees, wherever they could find a favourable
spot, my men lay down on the grass, and
most of them fell asleep. My eyes were
heavy enough, but responsibility drives
away rest. I had but one nap of five
minutes’ duration, leaning against a tree,
when it occurred to me that Jacques
Richard, whom I sent under escort half-
drunk to the tent, was not the most admir-
able companion for that poor visionary
Lecamus, who had been accommodated
there. I roused myself, therefore, though
unwillingly, to see whether these two, so
discordant, could agree.

I met Lecamus at the tent-door. He
was coming out, very feeble and tottering,
with that dazed look which (according to
me) has always been characteristic of him.
He had a bundle of papers in his hand.
He had been setting in order his report of
what had happened to him, to be submitted
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to the Maire. ‘Monsieur,” he said, with
some irritation (which I forgave him), ‘you
have always been unfavourable to me. I
owe it to you that this unhappy drunkard
has been sent to disturb me in my feeble-
ness and the discharge of a public duty.’

‘My good Monsieur Lecamus,’ said I,
‘you do my recollection too much honour.
The fact is, I had forgotten all about you
and your public duty. Accept my excuses.
Though indeed your supposition that I
should have taken the trouble to annoy
you, and your description of that good-for-
nothing as an unhappy drunkard, are signs
of intolerance which I should not have
expected in a man so favoured.’

This speech, though too long, pleased
me, for a man of this species, a revolu-
tionary (are not all visionaries revolution-
aries ?) is always, when occasion offers, to
be put down. He disarmed me, however,
by his humility. He gave a look round.
‘Where can I go?’ he said, and there was
pathos in his voice. At length he per-
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ceived Madame Dupin sitting almost
motionless on the road. ‘Ah!’ he said,
‘there is my place.” The man, I could
not but perceive, was very weak. His
eyes were twice their natural size, his face
was the colour of ashes ; through his whole
frame there was a trembling; the papers
shook in his hand. A compunction seized
my mind : I regretted to have sent that
piece of noise and folly to disturb a poor
man so suffering and weak. ¢Monsieur
Lecamus,’ I said, ‘forgive me. I acknow-
ledge that it was inconsiderate. Remain
here in comfort, and I will find for this
unruly fellow another place of confinement.’

¢ Nay,” he said, ‘there is my place,’ point-
ing to where Madame Dupin sat. I felt
disposed for a moment to indulge in a
pleasantry, to say that I approved his taste ;
but on second thoughts I forebore. He
went tottering slowly across the broken
ground, hardly able to drag himself along.
‘Has he had any refreshment?’ I asked
of one of the women who were about.
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They told me yes, and this restored my
composure ; for after all I had not meant
to annoy him, I had forgotten he was there
—a trivial fault in circumstances so excit-
ing. I was more easy in my mind, how-
ever, I confess it, when I saw that he had
reached his chosen position safely. The
man looked so weak. It seemed to me that
he might have died on the road.

I thought I could almost perceive the
gate, with Madame Dupin seated under
the battlements, her charming figure re-
lieved against the gloom, and that poor
Lecamus lying, with his papers fluttering
at her feet. This was the last thing I was
conscious of.



CHAPTER VIIL

EXTRACT FROM THE NARRATIVE OF
MADAME DUPIN DE LA CLAIRIERE
(née DE CHAMPFLEURIE).

I wenT with my husband to the city gate.
I did not wish to distract his mind from
what he had undertaken, therefore I took
care he should not see me; but to follow
close, giving the sympathy of your whole
heart, must not that be a support? If I
am asked whether I was content to let him
go, I cannot answer yes; but had another
- than Martin been chosen, I could not have
borne it. What I desired, was to go my-
self. 1 was not afraid: and if it had
proved dangerous, if I had been broken
and crushed to pieces between the seen
and the unseen, one could not have had a
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more beautiful fate. It would have made
me happy to go. But perhaps it was
better that the messenger should not be a
woman ; they might have said it was delu-
sion, an attack of the nerves. We are not
trusted in these respects, though I find it
hard to tell why.

But I went with Martin to the gate.
To go as far as was possible, to be as near
as possible, that was something., If there
had been room for me to pass, I should
have gone, and with such gladness! for
God He knows that to help to thrust my
husband into danger, and not to share it,
was terrible to me. But no; the invisible
line was still drawn, beyond which I could
not stir. The door opened before him,
and closed upon me. But though to see
him disappear into the gloom was anguish,
yet to know that he was the man by whom
the city should be saved was sweet. I sat
down on the spot where my steps were
stayed. It was close to the wall, where
there is a ledge of stonework round the
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basement of the tower. There I sat down
to wait till he should come again.

If any one thinks, however, that we, who
were under the shelter of the roof of La
Clairiére were less tried than our hus-
bands, it is a mistake; our chief grief
was that we were parted from them, not
knowing what suffering, what exposure they
might have to bear, and knowing that they
would not accept, as most of us were will-
ing to accept, the interpretation of the
mystery ; but there was a certain comfort
in the fact that we had to be very busy,
preparing a little food to take to them, and
feeding the others. La Clairiére is a little
country house, not a great chéteau, and it
was taxed to the utmost to afford some
covert to the people. The children were
all sheltered and cared for ; but as for the
rest of us we did as we could. And how
gay they were, all the little ones! What
was it to them all that had happened ? It
was a féte for them to be in the country,
to be so many together, to run in the fields
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and the gardens. Sometimes their laughter
and their happiness were more than we
could bear. Agathe de Bois-Sombre, who
takes life hardly, who is more easily de-
ranged than I, was one who was much dis-
turbed by this. But was it not to preserve
the children that we were commanded to
go to La Clairiere? Some of the women
also were not easy to bear with. When
they were put into our rooms they too . .
found it a féte, and sat down among the
children, and ate and drank, and forgot
what it was; what awful reason had driven
us out of our homes. . These were not, oh
let no one think so! the majority; but
there were some, it cannot be denied ; and
it was difficult for me to calm down Bonne
Maman, and keep her from sending them
away with their babes. ‘But they are
misérables) she said. ‘If they were to
wander and be lost, if they were to suffer
as thou sayest, where would be the harm ?
I have no patience with the idle, with those
who impose upon thee. It is possible that
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Bonne Maman was right—but what then ?
¢ Preserve the children and the sick,’ was
the mission that had been given to me.
My own room was made the hospital.
Nor did this please Bonne Maman. She
bid me if I did not stay in it myself to give
it to the Bois-Sombres, to some who de-
served it. But is it not they who need
most who deserve most? Bonne Maman
cannot bear that the poor and wretched
should live in her Martin'schamber. He is
my Martin no less. But to give it up to our
Lord is not that to sanctify it ? There are
~ who have put Him into their own bed
when they imagined they were but shelter-
ing a sick beggar there; that He should
have the best was sweet to me : and could
not I pray all the better that our Martin
should be enlightened, should come to the
true sanctuary ? When I said this Bonne
Maman wept. It was the grief of her
heart that Martin thought otherwise than
as we do. Nevertheless she said, ¢ He is
so good; the éon Dien knows how good
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he is;’ as if even his mother could know
that so well as I

But with the women and the children
crowding everywhere, the sick in my
chamber, the helpless in every corner, it
will be seen that we, too, had much to do.
And our hearts were elsewhere, with those
who were watching the city, who were face
to face with those in whom they had not
believed. We were going and coming all
day long with food for them, and there
never was a time of the night or day that
there were not many of us watching on
the brow of the hill to see if any change
came in Semur. Agathe and I, and our
children, were all together in one little
room. She believed in God, but it was
not any comfort to her; sometimes she
would weep and pray all day long ; some-
times entreat her husband to abandon the
city, to go elsewhere and live, and fly from
this strange fate. She is one who cannot
endure to be unhappy—not to have what
she wishes. As for me, I was brought up
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in poverty, and it is no wonder if I can more
easily submit. She was not willing that
I should come this morning to Semur. In
the night the Mére Julie had roused us,
saying she had seen a procession of angels
coming to restore us to the city. Ah! to
those who have no knowledge it is easy to
speak of processions of angels. But to
those who have seen what an angel is—
how they flock upon us unawares in the
darkness, so that one is confused, and scarce
can tell if it is reality or a dream; to those
who have heard a little voice soft as the
dew coming out of heaven! I said to them
—for all were in a great tumult—that the
angels do not come in processions, they
steal upon us unaware, they reveal them-
selves in the soul. But they did not
listen to me ; even Agathe took pleasure in
hearing of the revelation. As for me, I had
denied myself, I had not seen Martin for a
night and a day. I took one of the great
baskets, and I went with the women who

were the messengers for the day. A pur-
o
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pose formed itself in my heart, it was to
make my way into the city, I know not
how, and implore them to have pity upon
us before the people were distraught.
Perhaps, had I been able to refrain from
speaking to Martin, I might have found
the occasion I wished; but how could I
conceal my desire from my husband ? And
now all is changed, I am rejected and he is
gone. He was more worthy. Bonne
Maman is right. Our good God, who is
our father, does He require that one should
make profession of faith, that all should
be alike? He sees the heart; and to
choose my Martin, does not that prove
that He loves best that which is best, not
I, or a priest, or one who makes profes-
sions? Thus, I sat down at the gate with
a great confidence, though also a trembling
in my heart. He who had known how to
choose him among all the others, would
not He guard him? It was a proof to me
once again that heaven is true, that the
good God loves and comprehends us all,



A BELEAGUERED CITY, 195

to see how His wisdom, which is unerr-
ing, had chosen the best man in Semur.

And M. le Curé, that goes without say-
ing, he is a priest of priests, a true servant
of God.

I saw my husband go: perhaps, God
knows, into danger, perhaps to some en-
counter such as might fill the world with
awe—to meet those who read the thought
in your mind before it comes to your lips.
Well! there is no thought in Martin that is
not noble and true. Me, I have follies in
my heart, every kind of folly ; but he '—the
tears came in a flood to my eyes, but I
would not shed them, as if I were weeping
for fear and sorrow—no—but for happiness
to know that falsehood was not in him.
My little Marie, a holy virgin, may look
into her father’s heart—1I do not fear the
test.

_The sun came warm to my feet as I sat
on the foundation of our city, but the pro-
jection of the tower gave me a little shade.
All about was a great peace. I thought of
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the psalm which says, ‘He will give it to
His beloved sleeping’—that is true; but
always there are some who are used as
instruments, who are not permitted to sleep.
The sounds that came from the people
gradually ceased ; they were all very quiet.
M. de Bois-Sombre I saw at a distance
making his dispositions. Then M. Paul
Lecamus, whom I had long known, came
up across the field, and seated himself close
to me upon the road. I have always had a
great sympathy with him since the death of
his wife ; ever since there has been an ab-
straction in his eyes, a look of desolation.
He has no children or any one to bring him
back to life. Now, it seemed to me that
he had the air of a man who was dying.
He had been in the city while all of us had
been outside.

‘ Monsieur Lecamus,’ I said, ‘you look
very ill, and this is not a place for you.
Could not I take you somewhere, where
you might be more at your ease ?’

¢It is true, Madame,” he said, ‘the road
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is hard, but the sunshine is sweet; and
when I have finished what I am writing
for M. le Maire, it will be over. There
will be no more need !

I did not understand what he meant.
I asked him to let me help him, but he
shook his head. His eyes were very
hollow, in great caves, and his face was the
colour of ashes. Still he smiled. “I thank
you, Madame,’ he said, ‘infinitely; every-
one knows that Madame Dupin is kind;
but when it is done, I shall be free.’

‘I am sure, M. Lecamus, that my hus-
band—that M. le Maire—would not wish
you to trouble yourself, to be hurried '

“No,” he said, ‘not he, but I. Who else
could write what I have to write ? It must
be done while it is day.’

‘Then there is plenty of time, M. Leca-
mus. All the best of the day is yet to
come; it is still morning. If you could
but get as far as La Clairiere. There we
would nurse you—restore you.’

He shook his head. ‘You have enough
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on your hands at La Clairi¢re,” he said ;
and then, leaning upon the stones, he began
to write again with his pencil. After a
time, when he stopped, I ventured to ask
—*Monsieur Lecamﬁs, is it, indeed, Those
whom we have known, who are in
Semur ?’

He turned his dim eyes upon me. ‘Does
Madame Dupin,’ he said, ‘require to
ask ?’

‘No, no. Itistrue. I have seen and
heard. But yet, when a little time passes,
you know ? one wonders ; one asks one’s
self, was it a dream ?’

‘That is what I fear,’ he said. ‘I, too,
if life went on, might ask, notwithstanding
all that has occurred to me, Was it a
dream ?’

‘M. Lecamus, you will forgive me if I
hurt you. You saw—#zer ?’

‘No. Seeing—what is seeing? It is
but a vulgar sense, it is not all; but I sat
at her feet. She was with me. We were
one, as of old——' A gleam of strange
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light came into his dim eyes. ‘Seeing is
not everything, Madame.’

‘No, M. Lecamus. I heard the dear
voice of my little Marie.’

‘Nor is hearing everything,’ he said
hastily. ‘Neither did she speak; but she
was there. We were one; we had no need
to speak. What is speaking or hearing
when heart wells into heart? For a very
little moment, only for a moment, Madame
Dupin.’

I put out my hand to him; I could not
say a word. How was it possible that she
could go away - again, and leave him so
feeble, so worn, alone ? '

‘Only a very little moment,” he said,
slowly. ‘There were other voices—but
not hers. I think I am glad it was in the
spirit we met, she and I—I prefer not to
see her till—after '

¢Oh, M. Lecamus, I am too much of
the world! To see them, to hear them—
it is for this I long.’

¢ No, dear Madame. I would not have
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it till—after——. But I must make haste,
I must write, I hear the hum approaching

I could not tell what he meant; but I
asked no more. How still everything was|
The people lay asleep on the grass, and I,
too, was overwhelmed by the great quiet.
I do not know if I slept, but I dreamed.
I saw a child very fair and tall always near
me, but hiding her face. It appeared to
me in my dream that all I wished for was
to see this hidden countenance, to know
her name ; and that I followed and watched
her, but for a long time in vain. All at
once she turned full upon me, held out her
arms tome. Do I need to say who it was ?
I cried out in my dream to the good God,
that He had done well to take her from
me—that this was worth it all. Wasit a
dream? I would not give that dream for
years of waking life. Then I started and
came back, in a moment, to the still morn-
ing sunshine, the sight of the men asleep,
the roughness of the wall against which I
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leant. Some one laid a hand on mine. I
opened my eyes, not knowing what it was
—if it might be my husband coming back,
or her whom I had seen in my dream. It
was M. Lecamus. He had risen up upon
his knees—his papers were all laid aside.
His eyes in those hollow caves were opened
wide, and quivering with a strange light.
He had caught my wrist with his worn
hand. ¢Listen!’ he said; his voice fell to
a whisper; a light broke over his face.
‘Listen!” he cried; ‘they are coming.’
While he thus grasped my wrist, holding
up his weak and wavering body in that
strained attitude, the moments passed very
slowly. I was afraid of him, of his worn
face and thin hands, and the wild eagerness
about him. I am ashamed to say it, but so
it was. And for this reason it seemed long
to me, though I think not more than a min-
ute, till suddenly the bells rang out, sweet
and glad as they ring at Easter for the
resurrection. There had been ringing of
bells before, but not like this. With a start
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and universal movement the sleeping men
got up from where they lay—not one but
every one, coming out of the little hollows
and from under the trees as if from graves.
They all sprang up to listen, with one im-
pulse; and as for me, knowing that Martin
was in the city, can it be wondered at if
my heart beat so loud that I was incapable
of thought of others! What brought me
to myself was the strange weight of M.
Lecamus on my arm. He put his other
hand upon me, all cold in the brightness,
all trembling. He raised himself thus
slowly to his feet. When I looked at him
I shrieked aloud. I forgot all else. His
face was transformed—a smile came upon
it that was ineffable—the light blazed up,
and then quivered and flickered in his eyes
like a dying flame. All this time he was
leaning his weight upon my arm. Then
suddenly he loosed his hold of me, stretched
out his hands, stood up, and—died. My
God! shall 1 ever forget him as he stood
—his head raised, his hands held out, his
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lips moving, the eyelids opened wide with
a quiver, the light flickering and dying!
He died first, standing up, saying something
with his pale lips—then fell. And it seemed
to me all at once, and for a moment, that [
heard a sound of many people marching
past, the murmur and hum of a great
multitude ; and softly, softly I was put out
of the way, and a voice said, ‘Adzen, ma
seur. ‘Ma seur! who called me ‘Ma
seur'? 1 have no sister. I cried out,
saying I know not what. They told me
after that I wept and wrung my hands, and
said, ‘Not thee, not thee, Marie!” But
after that I knew no more.



CHAPTER IX

THE NARRATIVE OF MADAME VEUVE DUPIN
(née LEPELLETIER).

To complete the procés verbal, my son
wishes me to give my account of the things
which happened out of Semur during its
miraculous occupation, as it is his desire,
in the interests of truth, that nothing
should be left out. In this I find a great
difficulty for many reasons; in the first
place, because I have not the aptitude of
expressing myself in writing, and it may
well be that the phrases I employ may
fail in the correctness which good French
requires; and again, because it is my mis-
fortune not to agree in all points with my
Martin, though I am proud to think that
he is, in every relation of life, so good a
man, that the women of his family need not
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hesitate to follow his advice—but neces-
sarily there are some points which one
reserves; and I cannot but feel the close-
ness of the connection between the late
remarkable exhibition of the power of
Heaven and the outrage done upon the
good Sisters of St. Jean by the administra-
tion, of which unfortunately my son is at
the head. I say unfortunately, since it is
the spirit of independence and pride in him
which has resisted all the warnings offered
by Divine Providence, and which refuses
even now to right the wrongs of the Sisters
of St. Jean; though, if it may be permitted
to me to say it, as his mother, it was very
fortunate in the late troubles that Martin
Dupin found himself at the head of the
Commune of Semur—since who else could
have kept his self-control as he did?—caring
for all things and forgetting nothing; who
else would, with so much courage, have
entered the city? and what other man, being
a person of the world and secular in all his
thoughts, as, alas! it is so common for men
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to be, would have so nobly acknowledged
his obligations to the good God when our
misfortunes were over? My constant
prayers for his conversion do not make me
incapable of perceiving the nobility of his
conduct. When the evidence has been
incontestible he has not hesitated to make
a public profession of his gratitude, which
all will acknowledge to be the sign of a
truly noble mind and a heart of gold.

I have long felt that the times were ripe
for some exhibition of the power of God.
Things have been going very badly
among us. Not only have the powers of
darkness triumphed over our holy church,
in a manner ever to be wept and mourned
by all the faithful, and which might have
been expected to bring down fire from
Heaven upon our heads, but the corruption
of popular manners (as might also have been
expected) has been daily arising to a pitch
unprecedented. The fétes may indeed be
said to be observed, but in what manner ?
In the cabarets rather than in the churches;
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and as for the fasts and vigils, who thinks of
them? who attends to those sacred moments
of penitence ? Scarcely even a few ladies
are found to do so, instead of the whole
population, as in duty bound. I have even
seen it happen that my daughter-in-law and
myself, and her friend Madame de Bois-
Sombre, and old Mére Julie from the
market, have formed the whole congrega-
tion. Figure to yourself the doz Diex and
all the blessed saints looking down from
heaven to hear—four persons only in our
great Cathedral! I trust that I know that
the good God does not despise even two or
three; but if any one will think of it—the
great bells rung, and the candles lighted,
and the curé in his beautiful robes, and all
the companies of heaven looking on—and
only us four! This shows the neglect of
all sacred ordinances that was in Semur,
While, on the other hand, what grasping
there was for money; what fraud and deceit;
what foolishness and dissipation! Even the
Mére Julie herself, though a devout person,
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the pears she sold to us on the last market
day before these events, were far, very far,
as she must have known, from being
satisfactory. In the same way Gros-Jean,
though a peasant from our own village near
La Clairi¢re, and a man for whom we have
often done little services, attempted to
impose upon me about the wood for the
winter’s use, the very night before these
occurrences. ‘It is enough,’ I cried out,
‘to bring the dead out of their graves.” I
did not know—the holy saints forgive me!—
how near it was to the moment when this
should come true.

And perhaps it is well that I should
admit without concealment that I am not
one of the women to whom it has been
given to see those who came back. There
are moments when I will not deny I have
asked myself why those others should
have been so privileged and never I. Not
even in a dream do I see those whom I
have lost; yet I think that I too have loved
them as well as any have been loved. I
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have stood by their beds to the last; I
have closed their beloved eyes. Mox
Diew! mon Diew! have not I drunk of
that cup to the dregs ? But never to me,
never to me, has it been permitted either
to see or to hear. Bzen/ it has been so
ordered. Agnés, my daughter-in-law, is a
good woman. I have not a word to say
against her; and if there are moments
when my heart rebels, when I ask myself
why she should have her eyes opened and
not I, the good God knows that I do not
complain against His will—it is in His
hand to do as He pleases. And if I
receive no privileges, yet have I the
privilege which is best, which is, as M. le
Curé justly observes, the highest of all—
that of doing my duty. In this I thank the
good Lord our Seigneur that my Martin
has never needed to be ashamed of his
mother.

I will also admit that when it was first
made apparent to me—not by the sounds

of voices which the others heard, but by
P
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the use of my reason which I humbly
believe is also a gift of God—that the way
in which I could best serve both those of
the city and my son Martin, who is over
them, was to lead the way with the children
and all the helpless to La Clairiére, thus
relieving the watchers, there was for a
time a great struggle in my bosom. What
were they all to me, that I should desert
my Martin, my only son, the child of my
old age; he who is as his father, as dear,
and yet more dear, because he is his father’s
son? ‘What! (I said in my heart) abandon
thee, my child? nay, rather abandon life
and every consolation ; for what is life to
me but thee?’ But while my heart swelled
with this cry, suddenly it became apparent
to me how many there were holding up
their hands helplessly to him, clinging to
him so that he could not move. To whom
else could they turn? He was the one
among all who preserved his courage, who
neither feared nor failed. When those
voices rang out from the walls—which some
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understood, but which I did not understand,
and many more with me—though my
heart was wrung with straining my ears to
listen if there was not a voice for me too,
yet at the same time this thought was
working in my heart. There was a poor
woman close to me with little children
clinging to her; neither did she know
what those voices said. Her eyes turned
from Semur, all lost in the darkness, to
the sky above us and to me beside her, all
confused and bewildered ; and the children
clung to her, all in tears, crying with that
wail which is endless—the trouble of
childhood which does not know why it is
troubled. ‘Maman! Maman! they cried,
‘let us go home.” ‘Oh! be silent, my little
ones,’ said the poor woman; ‘be silent;
we will go to M. le Maire—he will not
leave us without a friend.” It was then
that I saw what my duty was. But it was
with a pang—éon Diew /—when 1 turned
my back upon my Martin, when I went
away to shelter, to peace, leaving my son
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thus in face of an offended Heaven and all
the invisible powers, do you suppose it
was a whole heart I carried in my breast ?
But no! it was nothing save a great ache
—a struggle as of death. But what of
that? I had my duty to do, as he had—
and as he did not flinch, so did not I;
otherwise he would have been ashamed of
his mother—and I? I should have felt
that the blood was not mine which ran in
his veins.

No one can tell what it was, that march
to La Clairiere. Agnés at first was like an
angel. I hope I alwaysdo Madame Martin
justice. She is a saint. She is good to the
bottom of her heart. Nevertheless, with
those natures which are enthusiast—which
are upborne by excitement—there is also a
weakness. Though she was brave as the
holy Pucelle when we set out, after a while
she flagged like another. The colour went
out of her face, and though she smiled
still, yet the tears came to her eyes, and
she would have wept with the other women,
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and with the wail of the weary children,
and all the agitation, and the weariness,
and the length of the way, had not I
recalled her to herself. ‘Courage!’ I said
to her. ‘Courage, ma fille! We will
throw open all the chambers. 1 will give
up even that one in which my Martin
Dupin, the father of thy husband, died.’*
‘ Ma mére’ she said, holding my hand to
her bosom, ‘he is not dead —he is in
Semur.’ Forgive me, dear Lord! It gave
me a pang that she could see him and not
I. ‘For me, I cried, ‘it is enough to
know that my good man is in heaven : his
room, which I have kept sacred, shall be
given up to the poor.” But oh! the con-
fusion of the stumbling, weary feet; the
little children that dropped by the way,
and caught at our skirts, and wailed and
sobbed ; the poor mothers with babes upon
each arm, with sick hearts and failing limbs.
One cry seemed to rise round us as we
went, each infant moving the others to
sympathy, till it rose like one breath, a wail
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of ‘Maman! Maman!’ a cry that had no
meaning, through having so much meaning.
It was difficult not to cry out too in the
excitement, in the labouring of the long,
long, confused, and tedious way. ‘Maman!
Maman! The Holy Mother could not but
hear it. It is not possible but that she
must have looked out upon us, and heard
us, so helpless as we were, where she sits
in heaven.

When we got to La Clairiére we were
ready to sink down with fatigue like all the
rest—nay, even more than the rest, for we
were not used to it, and for my part I had
altogether lost the habitude of long walks.
But then you could see what Madame
Martin was. She is slight and fragile
and pale, not strong, as any one can per-
ceive ; but she rose above the needs of the
body. She was the one among us who
rested not. We threw open all the rooms,
and the poor people thronged in. Old
Léontine, who is the garde of the house,
gazed upon us and the crowd whom we
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brought with us with great eyes full of fear
and trouble. ¢But, Madame,’ she cried,
‘Madame!’ following me as I went above
to the better rooms. She pulled me by my
robe. She pushed the poor women with
their children away. ‘A/lez donc, allez I—
rest outside till these ladies have time to
speak to you,’ she said; and pulled me by my
sleeve. Then ‘Madame Martin is putting
all this cenaille into our very chambers,’
she cried. She had always distrusted
Madame Martin, who was taken by the
peasants for a clerical and a dévote, because
she was noble. ‘The don Dieu be praised
that Madame also is here, who has sense
and will regulate everything.” ‘These are
no canaille, 1 said: ‘be silent, ma bonne
Léontine, here is something which you
cannot understand. This is Semur which
has come out to us for lodging.” She let
the keys drop out of her hands. It was
not wonderful if she was amazed. All
day long she followed me about, her very
mouthopenwithwonder. ‘Madame Martin,
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that understands itself,” she would say.
‘She is romanesque—she has imagination
—but Madame, Madame has 6oz sens—who
would have believed it of Madame?’ Léon-
tine had been my femme de ménage long
before there was a Madame Martin, when
my son was young; and naturally it was
of me she still thought. But I cannot
put down all the trouble we had ere we
found shelter for every one. We filled
the stables and the great barn, and all the
cottages near ; and to get them food, and
to have something provided for those who
were watching before the city, and who
had no one but us to think of them, was a
task which was almost beyond our powers.
Truly it was beyond our powers—but the
Holy Mother of heaven and the good angels
helped us. I cannot tell to any one how
it was accomplished, yet it was accom-
plished. The wail of the little ones ceased.
They slept that first night as if they had
been in heaven. As for us, when the night
came, and the dews and the darkness, it
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seemed to us as if we were out of our
bodies, so weary were we, so weary that
we could not rest. From La Clairiére on
ordinary occasions it is a beautiful sight to
see the lights of Semur shining in all the
high windows, and the streets throwing up
a faint whiteness upon the sky; but how
strange it was now to look down and see
nothing but a darkness—a cloud, which was
the city! The lights of the watchers in their
camp were invisible to us,—they were so
small and low upon the broken ground
that we could not see them. Our Agneés
crept close to me; we went with one
accord to the seat before the door. We
did not say ‘I will go,” but went by one
impulse, for our hearts were there; and we
were glad to taste the freshness of the
night and be silent after all our labours.
We leant upon each other in our weariness.
‘ Ma mére,” she said, ¢ where is he now, our
Martin ?’ and wept. ‘He is where there
is the most to do, be thou sure of that,
I cried, but wept not. For what did I
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bring him into the world but for this
end?

Were | to go day by day and hour by
hour over that time of trouble, the story
would not please any one. Many were
brave and forgot their own sorrows to
occupy themselves with those of others,
but many also were not brave. There
were those among us who murmured and
complained. Some would contend with us
to let them go and call their husbands, and
leave the miserable country where such
things could happen. Some would rave
against the priests and the government,
and some against those who neglected and
offended the Holy Church. Among them
there were those who did not hesitate to
say it was our fault, though how we were
answerable they could not tell. We were
never at any time of the day or night with-
out a sound of some one weeping or be-
wailing herself, as if she were the only
sufferer, or crying out against those who
had brought her here, far from all her
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friends. By times it seemed to me that I
could bear it no longer, that it was but
justice to turn those murmurers ( pleureuses)
away, and let them try what better they
could do for themselves. But in this
point Madame Martin surpassed me. I do
not grudge to say it. She was better than
I was, for she was more patient. She wept
with the weeping women, then dried her
eyes and smiled upon them without a
thought of anger—whereas I could have
turned them to the door. One thing, how-
ever, which I could not away with, was that
Agnés filled her own chamber with the
poorest of the poor. ¢ How,’ I cried, ‘ thy-
self and thy friend Madame de Bois-Sombre,
were you not enough to fill it, that you
should throw open that chamber to good-
for-nothings, to wva-nu-preds, to the very -
rabble ?’ ‘ Ma mére’ said Madame Martin,
‘our good Lord died for them.” ¢And
surely for thee too, thou saint-imbécile !’ I
cried out in my indignation. What, my
Martin’s chamber which he had adorned
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for his bride! I was beside myself. And
they have an obstinacy these enthusiasts!
But for that matter her friend Madame
de Bois-Sombre thought the same. She
would have been one of the plexreuses her-
self had it not been for shame. ‘Agnés
. wishes to aid the oz Diex, Madame,’ she
said, ‘to make us suffer still a little more.’
The tone in which she spoke, and the
contraction in her forehead, as if our
hospitality was not enough for her, turned
my heart again to my daughter-in-law.
‘You have reason, Madame,’ 1 cried;
‘there are indeed many ways in which
Agnés does the work of the good God.
The Bois-Sombres are poor, 'they have
not a roof to shelter them save that
of the old hétel :in Semur, from whence
they were sent forth like the rest of us.
And she and her children owed all to Agnés.
Figure to yourself then my resentment
when this lady directed her scorn at my
daughter-in-law. I am not myself noble,



A BELEAGUERED CITY. 221

though of the Zaute bourgeoisie, which some
people think a purer race.

Long and terrible were the days we
spent in this suspense. For ourselves it
was well that there was so much to do—
the food to provide for all this multitude,
the little children to care for, and to pre-
pare the provisions for our men who were
before Semur. I was in the Ardennes dur-
ing the war, and I saw some of its perils—
but these were nothing to what we encoun-
tered now. § It is true that my son Martin
was not in the war, which made it very
different to me; but here the dangers were
such as we could not understand, and
they weighed upon our spirits. The seat
at the door, and that point where the road
turned, where there was always so beautiful
a view of the valley and of the town of
Semur—were constantly occupied by groups
of poor people gazing at the darkness in
which their homes lay. It was strange to
see them, some kneeling and praying with
moving lips; some taking but one look,
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not able to endure the sight. I was of
these last. From time to time, whenever
I had a moment, I came out, I know not
why, to see if there was any change. But
to gaze upon that altered prospect for hours,
as some did, would have been intolerable to
me. I could not linger nor try to imagine
what might be passing there, either among
those who were within (as was believed),
or those who were without the walls.
Neither could I pray as manydid. My
devotions of every day I will never, I trust,
forsake or forget, and that my Martin was
always in my mind is it needful to say ?
But to go over and over all the vague fears
that were in me, and all those thoughts
which would have broken my heart had
they been put into words, I could not do
this even to the good Lord Himself. When
I suffered myself to think, my heart grew
sick, my head swam round, the light went
from my eyes. They are happy who can
do so, who can take the oz Diex into their
confidence, and say all to Him; but me, I
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could not doit. I could not dwell upon
that which was so terrible, upon my home
abandoned, my son—Ah! now that it is
past, it is still terrible to think of. And
then it was all I was capable of, to trust
my God and do what was set before me.
God, He knows what it is we can do and
what we cannot. I could not tell even to
Him all the terror and the misery and the
darkness there was in me; but I put my
faith in Him. It was all of which I was
capable. We are not made alike, neither
in the body nor in the soul.

And there were many women like me at
La Clairiere. 'When we had done each
piece of work we would look out with a
kind of hope, then go back to find some-
thing else to do—not looking at each other,
not saying a word. Happily there was a
great deal to do. And to see how some of
the women, and those the most anxious,
would work, never resting, going on
from one thing to another, as if they were
hungry for more and more! Some did it
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with their mouths shut close, with their
countenances fixed, not daring to pause or
meet another’s eyes; but some, who were
more patient, worked with a soft word,
and sometimes a smile, and sometimes a
tear; but ever working on. Some of them
were an example to us all. In the morn-
ing, when we got up, some from beds,
some from the floor,—I insisted that all
should lie down, by turns at least, for we
could not make room for every one at the
same hours,—the very first thought of all
was to hasten to the window, or, better, to
the door. Who could tell what might have
happened while we slept? For the first
moment no one would speak,—it was the
moment of hope—and then there would be
a cry, a clasping of the hands, which told—
what we all knew. The one of the women
who touched my heart most was the wife
of Riou of the ocroi, She had been almost
rich for her condition in life, with a good
house and a little servant whom she
trained admirably, as I have had occasion
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to know. Her husband and her son were
both among those whom we had left
under the walls of Semur; but she had
three children with her at La Clairiére.
Madame Riou slept lightly, and so did I.
Sometimes I heard her stir in the middle of
the night, though so softly that no one woke.
We were in the same room, for it may be
supposed that to keep a room to one’s self
was not possible. I did not stir, but lay
and watched her as she went to the window,
her figure visible against the pale dawning
of the light, with an eager quick movement
as of expectation—then turning back with
slower step and a sigh. She was always
full of hope. As the days went on, there
came to be a kind of communication be-
tween us. We understood each other.
When one was occupied and the other
free, that one of us who went out to the
door to look across the valley where Semur
was would look at the other as if to say,
‘I go” When it was Madame Riou who

did this, I shook my head, and she gave
Q
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me a smile which awoke at every repeti-
tion (though I knew it was vain) a faint
expectation, a little hope. When she came
back, it was she who would shake her
head, with her eyes full of tears. ‘Did I
not tell thee ?’ I said, speaking to her as if
she were my daughter. ‘It will be for
next time, Madame,’ she would say, and
smile, yet put her apron to her eyes.
There were many who were like her, and
there were those of whom I have spoken
who were pleureuses, never hoping anything,
doing little, bewailing themselves and their
hard fate. Some of them we employed to
carry the provisions to Semur, and this
amused them, though the heaviness of the
baskets made again a complaint.

As for the children, thank God! they
were not disturbed as we were—to them it
was a beautiful holiday—it was like Heaven.
There is no place on earth that I love like
Semur, yet it is true that the streets are
narrow, and there is not much room for
the children. Here they were happy as
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the day; they strayed over all our gardens
and the meadows, which were full of
flowers; they sat in companies upon the
green grass, as thick as the daisies them-
selves, which they loved. Old Sister
Mariette, who is called Marie de la Consol-
ation, sat out in the meadow under an
acacia-tree and watched over them. She
was the one among us who was happy.
She had no son, no husband, among the °
watchers, and though, no doubt, she loved
her convent and her hospital, yet she sat
all day long in the shade and in the full
air, and smiled, and never looked towards
Semur. ‘The good Lord will do as He
wills,” she said, ‘and that will be well.” It
was true—we all knew it was true; but it
might be—who could tell >—that it was His
will to destroy our town, and take away
our bread, and perhaps the lives of those
who were dear to us; and something came
in our throats which prevented a reply.
“ Ma seeur, 1 said, ¢ we are of the world, we
tremble for those we love; we are not as
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youare.’ Sister Mariette did nothing but
smile upon us. ‘I have known my Lord
these sixty years,’ she said, ‘and He has
taken everything from me.’ To see her
smile as she said this was more than I
could bear. From me He had taken
something, but not all. Must we be
prepared to give up all if we would be
perfected ? There were many of the
others also who trembled at these words.
‘And now He gives me my consolation,’
she said, and called the little ones round
her, and told them a tale of the Good
Shepherd, which is out of the holy Gospel.
To see all the little ones round her knees
in a crowd, and the peaceful face with
which she smiled upon them, and the
meadows all full of flowers, and the sun-
shine coming and going through- the
branches : and to hear that tale of Him
who went forth to seek the lamb that was
lost, was like a tale out of a holy book,
where all was peace and goodness and joy.
But on the other side, not twenty steps off,
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was the house full of those who wept, and
at all the doors and windows anxious faces
gazing down upon that cloud in the valley
where Semur was. A procession of our
women was coming back, many with
lingering steps, carrying the baskets which
were empty. ‘Is there any news?’ we
asked, reading their faces before they could
answer. And some shook their heads, and
some wept. There was no other reply.
On the last night before our deliverance,
suddenly, in the middle of the night, there
was a great commotion in the house. We
all rose out of our beds at the sound of the
cry, almost believing that some one at the
window had seen the lifting of the cloud,
and rushed together, frightened, yet all in
an eager expectation to hear what it was.
It was in the room where the old Mere
Julie slept that the disturbance was. Meére
Julie was one of the market-women of
Semur, the one I have mentioned who was
devout, who never missed the Sa/«¢ in the
afternoon, besides all masses which are
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obligatory. But there were other matters
in which she had not satisfied my mind, as
I have before said. She was the mother
of Jacques Richard, who was a good-for-
nothing, as is well known. At La Clairiére
Mére Julie had enacted a strange part.
She had taken no part in anything that
was done, but had established herself in
the chamber allotted to her, and taken the
best bed in it, where she kept her place
night and day, making the others wait upon
her. She had always expressed a great
devotion for St. Jean; and the Sisters of
the Hospital had been very kind to her, and
also to her wawurien of a son, who was
indeed, in some manner, the occasion of all
our troubles—being thefirst who complained
of the opening of the chapel into the chief
ward, which was closed up by the adminis-
tration, and thus became, as I and many
others think, the cause of all the calamities
that have come upon us. It was her bed
that was the centre of the great commotion
we had heard, and a dozen voices immedi-
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ately began to explain to us as we entered.
‘Meére Julie has had a dream. She has
seen a vision,’ they said. It was a vision
of angels in the most beautiful robes, all
shining with gold and whiteness.

“The dress of the Holy Mother which she
wears on the great f2feswas nothing to them,’
Mére Julie told us, when she had composed
herself. For all had run here and there at
her first cry, and procured for her a Zzsane,
and a cup of dowzllon, and all that was good
for an attack of the nerves, which was what
it was at first supposed to be. ‘Their
wings were like the wings of the great
peacock on the terrace, but also like those
of eagles. And each one had a collar of
beautiful jewels about his neck, and robes
whiter than those of any bride.” This was
the description she gave: and to see the
women how they listened, head above head,
a cloud of eager faces, all full of awe
and attention! The angels had promised
her that they would come again, when we
had bound ourselves to observe all the
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functions of the Church, and when all these
Messieurs had been converted, and made
their submission—to lead us back gloriously
to Semur. There was a great tumult in
the chamber, and all cried out that they
were convinced, that they were ready to
promise. All except Madame Martin, who
stood and looked at them with a look which
surprised me, which was of pity rather than
sympathy. As there was no one else to
speak, I took the word, being the mother
of the present Maire, and wife of the last,
and in part mistress of the house. Had
Agnés spoken I would have yielded to
her, but as she was silent 1 took my
right. ‘Meére Julie, I said, ‘and mes
bonnes femmes, my friends, know you that
it is the middle of the night, the hour
at which we must rest if we are to be
able to do the work that is needful, which
the bon Diex has laid upon us? It is not
from us—my daughter and myself—who,
it is well known, have followed all the
functions of the Church, that you will meet
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with an opposition to your promise. But
what I desire is that you should calm your-
selves, that you should retire and rest till
the time of work, husbanding your strength,
since we know not what claim may be
made upon it. The holy angels,’ I said,
‘will comprehend, or if not they, then the
bon Dien, who understands everything.’
But it was with difficulty that I could in-
duce them to listen to me, to do that which
was reasonable. When, however, we had
quieted the agitation, and persuaded the
good women to repose themselves, it was
no longer possible for me to rest. I pro-
mised to myself a little moment of quiet, for
my heart longed to be alone. I stole out
as quietly as I might, not to disturb any
one, and sat down upon the bench outside
the door. It was still a kind of half-dark,
nothing visible, so that if any one should
gaze and gaze down the valley, it was not
possible to see what was there: and I was
glad that it was not possible, for my very
soul was tired. I sat down and leant my
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back upon the wall of our house, and opened
my lips to draw in the air of the morning.
How still it was! the very birds not yet
begun to rustle and stir in the bushes ; the
night air hushed, and scarcely the first faint
tint of blue beginning to steal into the
darkness. When I had sat there a little,
closing my eyes, lo, tears began to steal
into them like rain when there has been a
fever of heat. I have wept in my time
many tears, but the time of weeping is over
with me, and through all these miseries I
had shed none. Now they came without
asking, like a benediction refreshing my
eyes. Just then I felt a soft pressure upon
my shoulder, and there was Agnés coming
close, putting her shoulder to mine, as was
her way, that we might support each other.

‘You weep, ma mére,’ she said.

‘I think it is one of the angels Mére
Julie has seen,’ said I. ‘It is a refresh-
ment—a blessing ; my eyes were dry with
weariness.’

‘Mother,” said Madame Martin, ‘do you
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think it is angels with wings like peacocks
and jewelled collars that our Father sends
to us? Ah, not so—one of those whom we
love has touched your dear eyes,’ and with
that she kissed me upon my eyes, taking me
in her arms. My heart is sometimes hard
to my son’s wife, but not always—not with
my will, God knows! Her kiss was soft as
the touch of any angel could be.

“God bless thee, my child,” I said.

‘Thanks, thanks, ma meére!’ she cried.
‘Now I am resolved; now will I go and
speak to Martin—of something in my
heart.’ '
‘What will you do, my child ?’ I said, for
as the light increased I could see the
meaning in her face, and that it was
wrought up for some great thing. *Be-
ware, Agnes; risk not my son’s happiness
by risking thyself; thou art more to Martin
than all the world beside.’

‘ He loves thee dearly, mother,” she said.
My heart was comforted. I was able to
remember that I too had had my day.
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‘He loves his mother, thank God, but not
as he loves thee. Beware, ma fille. 1f you
risk my son’s happiness, neither will I for-
give you." She smiled upon me, and kissed
my hands.

‘I will go and take him his food and
some linen, and carry him your love and
mine.’

“You will go, and carry one of those
heavy baskets with the others!’

‘Mother,” cried Agnés, ‘ now you shame
me that I have never done it before.’

What could I say? Those whose turn
it was were preparing their burdens to set
out. She had her little packet made up,
besides, of our cool white linen, which I
knew would be so grateful to my son. I
went with her to the turn of the road, help-
ing her with her basket; but my limbs
trembled, what with the long continuance
of the trial, what with the agitation of the
night. It was but just daylight when they
went away, disappearing down the long
slope of the road that led to Semur. I
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went back to the bench at the door, and
there I sat down and thought. Assuredly
it was wrong to close up the chapel, to de-
prive the sick of the benefit of the holy
mass. But yet I could not but reflect that
the don Dien had suffered still more great
scandals to take place without such a
punishment. When, however, I reflected
on all that has been done by those who
have no cares of this world as we have,
but are brides of Christ, and upon all they
resign by their dedication, and the claim
they have to be furthered, not hindered, in
their holy work : and when I bethought
myself how many and great are the powers
of evil, and that, save in us poor women
who can do so little, the Church has few
friends : then it came back to me how
heinous was the offence that had been
committed, and that it might well be that
- the saints out of heaven should return to
earth to take the part and avenge the cause
of the weak. My husband would have
been the first to do it, had he seen with
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my eyes; but though in the flesh he did
not do so, is it to be doubted that in heaven
their eyes are enlightened—those who have
been subjected to the cleansing fires and
have ascended into final bliss? This all
became clear to me as I sat and pondered,
while the morning light grew around me,
and the sun rose and shed his first rays,
which are as precious gold, on the summits
of the mountains—for at La Clairi¢re we are
nearer the mountains than at Semur.

The house was more still than usual, and
all slept to a later hour because of the agita-
tion of the past night. I had been seated,
like old sister Mariette, with my eyes turned
rather towards the hills than to the valley,
being so deep in my thoughts that I did
not look, as it was our constant wont to
look, if any change had happened over Se-
mur. Thus blessings come unawares when
we are not looking for them. Suddenly
I lifted my eyes—but not with expectation
—languidly, as one looks without thought.
Then it was that 1 gave that great cry
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which brought all crowding to the windows,
to the gardens, to every spot from whence
that blessed sight was visible; for there
before us, piercing through the clouds,
were the beautiful towers of Semur, the
Cathedral with all its pinnacles, that are as
if they were carved out of foam, and the
solid tower of St. Lambert, and the others,
every one. They told me after that I flew,
though I am past running, to the farmyard
to call all the labourers and servants of the
farm, bidding them prepare every carriage
and waggon, and even the charrettes, to
carry back the children, and those who
could not walk to the city.

‘The men will be wild with privation
and trouble,” I said to myself; ‘they will
want the sight of their little children, the
comfort of their wives.’

I did not wait to reason nor to ask my-
self if I did well; and my son has told me
since that he scarcely was more thank-
ful for our great deliverance than, just
when the crowd of gaunt and weary men
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returned into Semur, and there was a
moment when excitement and joy were at
their highest, and danger possible, to hear
the roll of the heavy farm waggons, and to
see me arrive, with all the little ones and
their mothers, like a new army, to take
possession of their homes once more.



CHAPTER X.
M. LE MAIRE CONCLUDES HIS RECORD.

THE narratives which I have collected from
the different eye-witnesses during the time
of my own absence, will show how every-
thing passed while I, with M. le Curé, was
recovering possession of our city. Many
have reported to me verbally the occur-
rences of the last half-hour before my return;
and in their accounts there are naturally dis-
crepancies, owing to their different points
of view and different ways of regarding the
subject. But all are agreed that a strange
and universal slumber had seized upon all.
M. de Bois-Sombre even admits that he,
too, was overcome by this influence. They
slept while we were performing our danger-
ous and solemn duty in Semur. But when

the Cathedral bells began to ring, with one
R
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impulse all awoke, and starting from the
places where they lay, from the shade of the
trees and bushes and sheltering hollows,
saw the cloud and the mist and the darkness
which had enveloped Semur suddenly rise
from the walls. It floated up into the
higher air before their eyes, then was caught
and carried away, and flung about into
shreds upon the sky by a strong wind, of
which down below no influence was felt,
They all gazed, not able to get their breath,
speechless, beside themselves with joy, and
saw the walls reappear, and the roofs
of the houses, and our glorious Cathedral
against the blue sky. They stood for a
moment spell-bound. M. de Bois-Sombre
informs me that he was afraid of a wild rush
into the city, and himself hastened to the
front to lead and restrain it ; when suddenly
a great cry rang through the air, and some
. one was seen to fall across the high road,
straight in front of the Porte St. Lambert.
M. de Bois-Sombre was at once aware who
it was, for he himself had watched Lecamus
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taking his place at the feet of my wife, who
awaited my return there. This checked
the people in their first rush towards their
homes; and when it was seen that Madame
Dupin had also sunk down fainting on the
ground after her more than human exertions-
for the comfort of all, there was but one
impulse of tenderness and pity. When I
reached the gate on my return, I found my
wife lying there in all the pallor of death,
and for a moment my heart stood still
with sudden terror. What mattered Se-
mur to me, if it had cost me my Agnes?
or how could I think of Lecamus or any
other, while she lay between life and death?
I had her carried -back to our own house.
She was the first to re-enter Semur; and
after a time, thanks be to God, she came
back to herself. But Paul Lecamus was
a dead man. No need to carry him in, to
attempt unavailing cares. ‘He has gone,
that one ; he has marched with the others,’
said the old doctor, who had served in his
day, and sometimes would use the language
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of the camp. He cast but one glance at
him, and laid his hand upon his heart in
passing. ¢ Cover his face,” was all he said.

It is possible that this check was good
for the restraint of the crowd. It moder-
ated the rush with which they returned to
their homes, The sight of the motionless
figures stretched out by the side of the way
overawed them. Perhaps it may seem
strange, to any one who has known what
had occurred, that the state of the city
should have given me great anxiety the
first night of our return. The withdrawal
of the oppression and awe which had been’
on the men, the return of everything to its
natural state, the sight of their houses
unchanged, so that the brain turned round
of these common people, who seldom
reflect upon anything, and they already
began to ask themselves was it all a delu-
sion—added to the exhaustion of their
physical condition, and the natural desire
for ease and pleasure after the long strain
upon all their faculties—produced an excite-
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ment which might have led to very dis-
astrous consequences. Fortunately I had
foreseen this. I have always been con-
sidered to possess great knowledge of
human nature, and this has been matured
by recent events. I sent off messengers
instantly to bring home the women and
children, and called around me the men in
whom I could most trust. Though I need
not say that the excitement and suffering
of the past three days had told not less
upon myself than upon others, I abandoned
all idea of rest. The first thing that I did,
aided by my respectable fellow-townsmen,
was to take possession of all cabarets and
wine-shops, allowing indeed the proprietors
to return, but preventing all assemblages
within them. We then established a
patrol of respectable citizens throughout
the city, to preserve the public peace. I
calculated, with great anxiety, how many
hours it would be before my messengers
could reach La Clairiére, to bring back the
women—for in such a case the wives are



246 A BELEAGUERED CITY.

the best guardians, and can exercise an
influence more general and less suspected
than that of the magistrates; but this was
not to be hoped for for three or four hours
atleast. Judge, then, what was my joy and
satisfaction when the sound of wheels (in
itself a pleasant sound, for no wheels had
been audible on the high-road since these
events began) came briskly to us from the
distance ; and looking out from the watch-
tower over the Porte St. Lambert, I saw
the strangest procession. The wine-carts
and all the farm vehicles of La Clairiére,
and every kind of country waggon, were
jolting along the road, all in a tumult and
babble of delicious voices; and from under
the rude canopies and awnings and roofs
of vine branches, made up to shield them
from the sun, lo! there were the children
like birds in a nest, one little head peeping
over the other, And the cries and songs,
the laughter, and the shoutings! As they
came along the air grew sweet, the world
was made new. Many of us, who had
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borne all ‘the terrors and sufferings of
the past without fainting, now felt their .
strength fail them. Some broke out into
tears, interrupted with laughter. Some
called out aloud the names of their little
ones. We went out to meet them, every
man there present, myself at the head.
And I will not deny that a sensation of
pride- came over me when I saw my
mother stand up in the first waggon,
with all those happy ones fluttering
around her. ‘My son,’ she said, ‘I have
discharged the trust that was given me.
I bring thee back the blessing of God.’
‘And God bless thee, my mother!’ I
cried. The other men, who were fathers,
like me, came round me, crowding to kiss
her hand. It is not among the women
of my family that you will find those
who abandon their duties.

And then to lift them down in armfuls,
those flowers of paradise, all fresh with the
air of the fields, all joyous like the birds!
We put them down by twos and threes,
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some of us sobbing with joy. And to see
them dispersing hand in hand, running
here and there, each to its home, carrying
peace, and love, and gladness, through the
streets—that was enough to make the most
serious smile. No fear was in them, or
care. Every haggard man they met—
some of them feverish, restless, beginning
to think of riot and pleasure after forced
abstinence—there was a new shout, a rush
of little feet, a shower of soft kisses. The
women were following after, some packed
into the carts and waggons, pale and worn,
yet happy; some walking behind in groups;
the more strong, or the more eager, in
advance, and a long line of stragglers
behind. There was anxiety in their faces,
mingled with their joy. How did they
know what they might find in the houses
from which they had been shut out? And
many felt, like me, that in the very return,
in the relief, there was danger. But the
children feared nothing; they filled the
streets with their dear voices, and happi-
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ness came back with them. When I felt
my little Jean’s cheek against mine, then
for the first time did I know how much
anguish I had suffered—how terrible was
parting, and how sweet was life. But
strength and prudence melt away when
one indulges one’s self, even in one’s dear-
est affections. I had to call my guardians
together, to put mastery upon myself, that
a just vigilance might not be relaxed.
M. de Bois-Sombre, though less anxious
than myself, and disposed to believe (being
a soldier) that a little license would do
no harm, yet stood by me; and, thanks to
our precautions, all went well.

Before night three parts of the population
had returned to Semur, and the houses
were all lighted up as for a great festival.
The Cathedral stood open—even the great
west doors, which are only opened on great
occasions—with a glow of tapers gleaming
out on every side. As I stood in the
twilight watching, and glad at heart to
think that all was going well, my mother
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and my wife—still pale, but now recovered
from her fainting and weakness—came out
into the great square, leading my little
Jean. They were on their way to the
Cathedral, to thank God for their return.
They looked at me, but did not ask me to
go with them, those dear women; they
respected my opinions, as I had always
respected theirs. But this silence moved
me more than words; there came into my
heart a sudden inspiration. I was still in
my scarf of office, which had been, I say it
without vanity, the standard of authority
and protection during all our trouble ; and
thus marked out as representative of all,
I uncovered myself, after the ladies of my
family had passed, and, without joining
them, silently followed with a slow and
solemn step. A suggestion, a look, is
enough for my countrymen; those who
were in the Place with me perceived in a
moment what I meant. One by one they
uncovered, they put themselves behind me.
Thus we made such a procession as had
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never been seen in Semur. We were
gaunt and worn with watching and anxiety,
which only added to the solemn effect.
Those who were already in the Cathedral,
and especially M. le Curé, informed me
afterwards that the tramp of our male feet
as we came up the great steps gave to all
a thrill of expectation and awe. It was at
the moment of the exposition of the
Sacrament that we entered. Instinctively,
in a moment, all understood—a thing which
could happen nowhere but in France,
where intelligence is swift as the breath on
our lips. Those who were already there
yielded their places to us, most of the
women rising up, making as it were a ring
round us, the tears running down their
faces. When the Sagrament was replaced
upon the altar, M. le Curé, perceiving our
meaning, began at once in his noble voice
to intone the 7¢ Deum. Rejecting all
other music, he adopted the plain song in
which all could join, and with one voice,
every man in unison with his brother, we
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sang with him. The great Cathedral walls
seemed to throb with the sound that rolled
upward, mdle and deep, as no song has
ever risen from Semur in the memory of
man. The women stood up around us,
and wept and sobbed with pride and joy.

When this wonderful moment was over,
and all the people poured forth out of the
Cathedral walls into the soft evening, with
stars shining above, and all the friendly
lights below, there was such a tumult of
emotion and gladness as I have never seen
before. Many of the poor women sur-
rounded me, kissed my hand notwithstand-
ing my resistance, and called upon God to
bless me ; while some of the older persons
made remarks full of justice and feeling.

“The bon Diew is not used to such
singing,’ one of them cried, her old eyes
streaming with tears. ‘It must have sur-
prised the saints up in heaven!

‘It will bring a blessing,’ cried another.
‘ It is not like our little voices, that perhaps
only reach half-way.’
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This was figurative language, yet it was
impossible to doubt there was much truth in
it. Such a submission of our intellects, as
I felt in determining to make it, must have
been pleasing to heaven. The women,
they are always praying; but when we thus
presented ourselves to give thanks, it meant
something, a real homage; and with a
feeling of solemnity we separated, aware
that we had contented both earth and
heaven.

Next morning there was a great function
in the Cathedral, at which the whole city
assisted. Those who could not get admit-
tance crowded upon the steps,and knelt half-
way across the Place. It was an occasion
long remembered in Semur, though I have
heard many say not in itself so impressive
as the 7¢ Deum on the evening of our
return. After this we returned to our
occupations, and life was resumed under its
former conditions in our city.

It might be supposed, however, that the
place in which events so extraordinary had
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happened would never again be as it was
before. Had I not been myself so closely
involved, it would have appeared to me
certain, that the streets, trod once by such
inhabitants as those who for three nights
and days abode within Semur, would have
always retained some trace of their pre-
sence; that life there would have been
more solemn than in other places; and
that those families for whose advantage the
dead had risen out of their graves, would
have henceforward carried about with them
some sign of that interposition. It will
seem almost incredible when I now add
that nothing of this kind has happened
at Semur. The wonderful manifestation
which interrupted our existence has passed
absolutely as if it had never been. We
had not been twelve hours in our houses
ere we had forgotten, or practically for-
gotten, our expulsion from them. Even
myself, to whom everything was so vividly
brought home, I have to enter my wife’s
room, to put aside the curtain from little
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Marie’s picture, and to see and touch the
olive branch which is there, before I can
recall to myself anything that resembles
the feeling with which I re-entered that
sanctuary. My grandfather’s bureau still
stands in the middle of my library, where
I found it on my return; but I have got
used to it, and it no lenger affects me.
Everything is as it was; and I cannot
persuade myself that, for a time, I and
mine were shut out, and our places taken
by those who neither eat nor drink, and
whose life is invisible to our eyes. Every-
thing, I say, is as it was—everything goes
on as if it would endure for ever. We
know this cannot be, yet it does not move
us. Why, then, should the other move us ?
A little time, we are aware, and we, too,
shall be as they are—as shadows, and un-
seen. But neither has the one changed
us, and neither does the other. There
was, for some time, a greater respect
shown to religion in Semur, and a more
devout attendance at the sacred functions ;
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but I regret to say this did not continue.
Even in my own case—I say it with sorrow
—it did not continue. M. le Curé is an
admirable person. I know no more excel-
lent ecclesiasticc. He is indefatigable in
the performance of his spiritual duties;
and he has, besides, a noble and upright
soul. Since the .days when we suffered
and laboured together, he has been to me
as a brother. Still, it is undeniable that
he makes calls upon our credulity, which a
man obeys with reluctance. There are
ways of surmounting this; as I see in
Agnés for one, and in M. de Bois-Sombre
for another. My wife does not question,
she believes much ; and in respect to that
which she cannot acquiesce in, she is silent.
‘ There are many things I hear you talk of,
Martin, which are strange to me,’ she says;
‘of myself I cannot believe in them; but I
do not oppose, since it is possible you
may have reason to know better than I ;
and so with some things that we hear from
M. le Curé.” This is how she explains
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herself —but she is a woman. It is a
matter of grace to yield to our better judg-
ment. M. de Bois-Sombre has another
way. ‘Ma foi, he says, ‘1 have not the
time for all your delicacies, my good people;
I have come to see that these things are for
the advantage of the world, and it is not
my business to explain them. If M. le
Curé attempted to criticise me in military
matters, or thee, my excellent Martin, in
affairs of business, or in the culture of your
vines, I should think him not a wise man;
and in like manner, faith and religion, these
are his concern,’ Félix de Bois Sombre
is an excellent fellow ; but he smells a little
of the mousquetaire. 1, who am neither a
soldier nor a woman, I have hesitations.
Nevertheless, so long as I am Maire of
Semur, nothing less than the most absolute
respect shall ever be shown to all truly
religious persons, with whom it is my
earnest desire to remain in sympathy and
fraternity, so far as that may be.

It seemed, however, a little while ago as
s
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if my tenure of this office would not be
long, notwithstanding the services which
I am acknowledged, on every hand, to
have done to my fellow-townsmen. It will
be remembered that when M. le Curé and
myself found Semur empty, we heard a
voice of complaining from the hospital of
St. Jean, and found a sick man who had
been left there, and who grumbled against
the Sisters, and accused them of neglecting
him, but remained altogether unaware, in
the meantime, of what had happened in
the city. Will it be believed that after a
time this fellow was put faith in as a seer,
who had heard and beheld many things of
which we were all ignorant? It must be
said that, in the meantime, there had been
alittle excitement in the town on the subject
of the chapel in the hospital, to which re-
peated reference has already been made.
It was insisted on behalf of these ladies that
a promise had been given, taking, indeed,
the form of a vow, that, as soon as we were
again in possession of Semur, their full
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privileges should be restored to them.
Their advocates even went so far as to
send to me a deputation of those who had
been nursed in the hospital, the leader of
which was Jacques Richard, who since he
has been, as he says, ‘converted,’ thrusts
himself to the front of every movement.

‘Permit me to speak, M. le Maire,” he
said; ‘me, who was one of those so mis-
guided as to complain, before the great
lesson we have all received. The mass
did not disturb any sick person who was
of right dispositions. I was then a very
bad subject, indeed—as, alas ! M. le Maire
too well knows. It annoyed me only as
all pious observances annoyed me. I am
now, thank heaven, of a very different way
of thinking——’

But I would not listen to the fellow.
When he was a mauvais sujet he was less
abhorrent to me than now.

The men were aware that when I pro-
nounced myself so distinctly on any subject,
there was nothing more to be said, for,
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though gentle as a lamb and open to all
reasonable arguments, I am capable of mak-
ing the most obstinate stand for principle ;
and to yield to popular superstition, is that
worthy of a man who has been instructed ?
At the same time it raised a great anger
in my mind that all that should be thought
of was a thing so trivial. That they should
have given themselves, soul and body, for
a little money; that they should have
scoffed at all that was noble and generous,
both in religion and in earthly things; all
that was nothing to them. And now they
would insult the great God Himself by
believing that all He cared for was a little
mass in a convent chapel. What desecra-
tion! What debasement! When I went
to M. le Curé, he smiled at my vehemence.
There was pain in his smile, and it might
be indignation; but he was not furious
like me.

‘They will conquer you, my friend,’ he
said.

‘Never,' I cried. ‘Before I might have
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yielded. But to tell me the gates of death
have been rolled back, and Heaven re-
vealed, and the great God stooped down
from Heaven, in order that mass should
be said according to the wishes of the com-
munity in the midst of the sick wards!
They will never make me believe this, 1f I
were to die for it.’

¢ Nevertheless, they will conquer,’ M. le
Curé said.

It angered me that he should say so.
My heart was sore as if my friend had for-
saken me. And then it was that the worst
step was taken in this crusade of false
religion. It was from my mother that I
heard of it first. One day she came home
in great excitement, saying that now in-
deed a real light was to be shed upon
all that had happened to us.

‘It appears,’she said, ‘that Pierre Plastron
was in the hospital all the time, and heard
and saw many wonderful things. Sister
Géneviéve has just told me. It is wonder-
ful beyond anything you could believe.
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He has spoken with our holy patron him-
self, St. Lambert, and has received instruc-
tions for a pilgrimage——'

¢ Pierre Plastron!’ I cried ; ¢ Pierre Plas-
tron saw nothing, ma mére. He was not
even aware that anything remarkable had
occurred. He complained to us of the
Sisters that they neglected him; he knew
nothing more.’

‘My son,’ she said, looking upon me
with reproving eyes, ‘what have the good
Sisters done to thee? Why is it that you
look so unfavourably upon everything that
comes from the community of St. Jean ?’

‘What have I to do with the com-
munity ?’ I cried—‘when I tell thee,
Maman, that this Pierre Plastron knows
nothing ! I heard it from the fellow’s own
lips, and M. le Curé was present and heard
him too. He had seen nothing, he knew
nothing. Inquire of M. le Curé, if you have
doubts of me.’

‘I do not doubt you, Martin,’ said my
mother, with severity, ‘when you are not



A BELEAGUERED CITY. 263

biassed by prejudice. And, as for M. le
Curé, it is well known that the clergy are
often jealous of the good Sisters, when they
are not under their own control.’

Such was the injustice with which we
were treated. ‘And next day nothing was
talked of but the revelation of Pierre
Plastron. What he had seen and what he
had heard was wonderful. All the saints
had come and talked with him, and told
him what he was to say to his townsmen.
They told him exactly how everything
had happened : how St. Jean himself had
interfered on behalf of the Sisters, and how,
if we were not more attentive to the duties
of religion, certain among us would be
bound hand and foot and cast into the jaws
of hell. That I was one, nay the chief, of
these denounced persons, no one could
have any doubt. This exasperated me;
and as soon as I knew that this folly had
been printed and was in every house, I
hastened to M. le Curé, and entreated him
in his next Sunday’s sermon to tell the true
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story of Pierre Plastron, and reveal the
imposture. But M. le Curé shook his
head. ‘It will do no good,’ he said.

‘But how no good?’ said I. ‘What
good are we looking for? These are lies,
nothing but lies. Either he has deceived
the poor ladies basely, or they themselves
—but this is what I cannot believe.’

¢ Dear friend,” he said, ‘ compose thyself.
Have you never discovered yet how strong
is self-delusion ? There will be no lying
of which they are aware. Figure to your-
self what a stimulus to the imagination to
know that he was here, actually here.
Even I—it suggests a hundred things to
me. The Sisters will have said to him
(meaning no evil, nay meaning the edifica-
tion of the people),  But, Pierre, reflect!
You must have seen this and that. Re-
call thy recollections a little.” And by
degrees Pierre will have found out that
he remembered — more than could have
been hoped.’

‘Mon Diex/’ 1 cried, out of patience,
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‘and you know all this, yet you will not
tell them the truth—the very truth.’

‘To what good?’ he said. Perhaps
M. le Curé was right: but, for my part,
had I stood up in that pulpit, I should
have contradicted their lies and given
no quarter. This, indeed, was what I did
both in my private and public capacity;
but the people, though they loved me, did
not believe me. They said, ¢ The best
men have their prejudices. M. le Maire
is an excellent man; but what will you?
He is but human after all.’

M. le Curé and I said no more to each
other on this subject. He was a brave
man, yet here perhaps he was not quite
brave. And the effect of Pierre Plastron’s
revelations in other quarters was to turn
the awe that had been in many minds into
mockery and laughter. ‘Ma fo:, said
Félix de Bois-Sombre, ‘ Monseigneur St.
Lambert has bad taste, mon ami Martin, to
- choose Pierre Plastron for his confidant
when he might have had thee.” ‘M. de
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Bois-Sombre does ill to laugh,’ said my
mother (even my mother! she was not on
my side), ‘ when it is known that the foolish
are often chosen to confound the wise.’
But Agnés, my wife, it was she who gave
me the best consolation. She turned to
me with the tears in her beautiful eyes.

‘Mon ami,’ she said, ‘let Monseigneur
St. Lambert say what he will. He is
not God that we should put him above
all. There were other saints with other
thoughts that came for thee and for me!’

All this contradiction was over when
Agneés and I together took our flowers on
the jour des morts to the graves we love.
Glimmering among the rest was a new
cross which I had not seen before. This
was the inscription upon it :—

A PAUL LECAMUS
PARTI
LE 20 JUILLET, 1875
AVEC LES BIEN-AIMES

On it was wrought in the marble a little
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branch of olive. I turned to look at my
wife as she laid underneath this cross a
‘handful of violets. She gave me her hand
still fragrant with the flowers. There was
none of his family left to put up for him
any token of human remembrance. Who
but she should have done it, who had
helped him to join that company and army
of the beloved ? ¢ This was our brother,’
she said ; ‘he will tell my Marie what use
I made of her olive leaves.’

THE END.
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8vo. 6s. .
Young Musgrave. Crown 8vo. 6s.

Dress. Illustrated. Crown 8vo. 2s. 6d.
[Art at Home Sertes.

A Son of the Soil. New Edition. Crown

8vo. 6s.

MACMILLAN & CO., LONDON.



MACMILLAN'S POPULAR NOVELS.

In Crown 8vo, Cloth, price bs. eack Volume.

By WILLIAM BLACK.

A Princess of Thule. Madcap Violet.
The Maid of Killeena ; and other Tales.

The Strange Adventures of a Phaeton.
Ilustrated.

Green Pastures and Piccadilly.
Macleod of Dare. Illustrated.

By CHARLES KINGSLEY.

Two Years ago. “Westward Ho!”
~ Alton Locke. With Portrait.
Hypatia. Yeast.
Hereward the Wake,

By THE AUTHOR OF
“JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN.”

The Head of the Family. Illustrated.
The Ogilvies. Illustrated.

Agatha’s Husband. Illustrated.
Olive, Illustrated.

MACMILLAN & CO., LONDON.



MACMILLAN'S POPULAR NOVELS.

By CHARLOTTE M. YONGE.
The Heir of Redclyffe. With Illustrations
by KATE GREENAWAY.

'Heartsease. "With Illustrations by KatE
GREENAWAY.

The Daisy Chain, With Illustrations by

J. P. ATKINSON.

The Trial. With Illustrations by J. P.

ATKINSON.

Hopes and Fears, Illustrated by HERBERT
GANDY.

Dynevor Terrace. With Illustrations by
ADRIAN STOKES.

The Pillars of the House. 2 vols. Illus-

trated by HERBERT GANDY.
Clever Woman of the Family.
The Young Stepmother.
My Young Alcides.
The Dove in the Eagle’s Nest.
The Caged Lion. Illustrated.
The Chaplet of Pearls.
Lady Hester; or, Ursula’s Narrative.

MACMILLAN & CO., LONDON



MACMILLAN'S POPULAR NOVELS.

BY ANNIE KEARY.
Castle Daly. Oldbury.
A York and a Lancaster Rose,

By HENRY JAMES.
The Europeans. The American.
Daisy Miller.

Tom Brown’s School Days.

Tom Brown at Oxford.

Patty. By Mrs. Macquoip.

Old Sir Douglas. By the Hon. Mrs.

NORTON.

The Laughing Mill ; and other Tales. By

JULIAN HAWTHORNE.
A Nile Novel. By Georce FLEMING.
Mirage. By GEorGe FLEMING.
Owen Gwynne’s Great Work. By Lady

AUGUSTA NOEL.
Rose Turquand. By Eirrice Hopkins.

Realmah, By the Author of “Friends in

Council.”

My Time and what I've done with it. By

F. C. BURNAND.

MACMILLAN & CO., LONDON,



BEDFORD STREET, COVENT GARDEN, LONDON,
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Macmizzan & Co.s CATALOGIUE of Works:
in Brrres LETTRES, tncluding Poetry,
- Fiction, elc.

Allingham.—LAURENCE BLOOMFIELD IN IRELAND ;
or, THE NEW LANDLORD. By WILLIAM ALLINGHAM.
New and Cheaper Issue, with a Preface. Fcap. 8vo. cloth. 4s. 6d.

An Ancient City, and other Poems.—By A Narive
OF SURREY, Extra fcap. 8vo, 6s.

Anderson.—SONGS AND BALLADS. By ALEXANDER
ANDRRSON, Extra fcap. 8vo. 35s.

Archer.—CHRISTINA NORTH. By E. M. ARCHER. New
and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. :

Arnold. — THE POETICAL WORKS OF MATTHEW
ARNOLD. Vol I. EArLY POEMS, NARRATIVE POEMS, AND
SoNNETS. Vol. II. LyRic, DRAMATIC, AND ELEGIAC POEMS,
New and Complete Edition. Two Vols. Crown 8vo, Price
7s. 6d. each.

SELECTED POEMS OF MATTHEW ARNOLD. With
Vignette engraved by C. H. JEENS (GOLDEN TREASURY
SERIES). 18mo. 4. 6d. ’

Large

Paper Edition. Crown 8vo. 125 6d.

Art at Home Series.—Edited by W. J. LoFTig, F.S.A.

¢ Ifthe whole series but continue as it kas been begun—if the volumes
yet to be rival these two initial—it will be beyond price as a library
of housekold art.”—EXAMINER. )

A PLEA FOR ART IN THE HOUSE. With especial reference
tothe Economy of Collecting Works of Art, and the importance
of Taste in Education and Morals. By W, J. LoFTIE, B.A., F.S A,

* With Illustrations. Fifth Thousand, Crown 8vo. 2s. 6d.

SUGGESTIONS FOR. HOUSE DECORATION IN PAINT-
ING, WOODWORK, AND FURNITURE, By RHODA and
AGNES GARRETT. With Ilustrations, Sixth Thousand. Crown
8vo, 25, 6d.

MUSIC IN THE HOUSE. By JouN HurLLAH., With Illus.

trations. Fourth Thousand. Crown 8vo. 2s. 64. )

10000, 5, 1879 A
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Art at Home Series—cuntinucd,

THE DRAWING ROOM ; ITS DECORATIONS AND FUR-
NITURE. By Mrs. ORRINSMITH. Illustrated. Fifth Thousand.
Crown 8vo. 2s. 64.

THE DINING ROOM. By Mrs. LoFrig. Illustrated. Fourth
Thousand. Crown 8vo. 2. 64. -

THE BED ROOM AND BOUDOIR. By LADY BARKER.
Illustrated. Fourth Thousand. Crown 8vo. ~ 2s. 64.

DRESS. By Mrs. OLIPHANT. Tllustrated. Crown$vo. 2s. 64.

PRIVATE THEATRICALS. By Lady PoLLock. Illustrated.
[Skortly.
[Other vols, in preparation.]

Atkinson. — AN ART TOUR TO THE NORTHERN
gAPlTALs OF EUROPE. By J. BEAVINGTON ATKINSON.
vo. 1294,

 We can highly vecommend it ; not only for the valuable informa-
tion it gives ori the special subjects to whick # is dedicated, but also
Jor the interesting episodes of travel which are interwoven with, ana
lighten, the weightiey matters of judicious and varied criticism om

art and artists in northern capitals.”—ART JOURNAL,

Atkinson (J. P.)—A WEEK AT THE LAKES, AND WHAT

« CAME OF IT; ox, THE ADVENTURES OF MR. DOBBS
AND HIS FRIEND MR. POTTS. A Series of Sketches by
J. P. ATKiNsoN,. Oblong 4to. 7s. 64,

Baker.—CAST UP BY THE SEA; ox, THE ADVEN-
TURES OF NED GREY. By Sir SAMURL BAKER, Pasha,
F.R.G.S. WithIllustrations by HuarD, Sixth Edition, Crown
8vo, cloth gilt, 6s. '

““ An admirable tale of adventure, of marvellous incidents, wild
exploits, and terrible dbnouements”—DAILY NEWS. ‘A story of
Edwnluﬂ by sea and land in the good old style.”—PALL MALL

AZETTE,

Barker(Lady).—A YEAR’S HOUSEKEEPING IN SOUTH
AFRICA. :With Illustrations. Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.
 We doubt whether sn any of her previous books she has written

more pleasantly than in this. . . . The great charm of these
letters is that she is always natural, and tells of what she sees and
hears in.a strange country, just as if she were quictly chatting to
her friends by theiy own fireside,)’—~STANDARD,

Beesly.—STORIES FROM THE HISTORY OF ROME, By
Mrs. BeEesLy. Fcap. 8vo. 25, 64, .
“ A littie book for whick every cultivated and intelligent mother pill
be grateful .’ —EXAMINER,
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Betsy Lee; ‘A FO'C'S'LE YARN. Extrafcap. 8vo. “35. 64.
“ We can at least say that it.is the work -of @ true poet.”—ATHE-
NAEUM. ) '

Black (W.)—Works by W. BLACK, Author .of * A Danghter of
Heth.”

THE STRANGE ADVENTURES "OF A PHAETON.
Thirteenth Thousand. Illustrated. Crown 8vo. 6s.%
¢ The book is a rveally charming description of a thousand English
landscapes and of {he emergencies and the fun and the delight of a
Zicnic journey thiough them by a party determined to_enjoy them-
selves, and as well ‘matched as the paty of horses which drew the
phadion they sat in.'—TIMES,

A PRINCESS OF THULE. Fourteenth Thousand. Crown
8vo. 6s. .

..'The SATURDAY REVIEW says :—‘“ 4 novet which is both romantic
and natural, whick kas muck fecling, without amy towck of
mawkishness, whick goes deep into character without any suggestion
of painful analysis—ikis is a rave gem to find amongst the déoris of
current literature, and this, or nearly this, Mr. Black has given
us in the © Princess of Thule”” “A beautiful and nearly perfect
story.” —SPECTATOR, . .

THE MAID OF KILLEENA, and other Stories, Fifth Thousand.
Crown 8vo. 6s. '
¢ A collection of pretty stories told inm the casiest and  pleasantest manner
v imaginable.’—TIMES. * We skall not be satisfied tll ¢ The
Maid of Killeena’ rests on our shalves.”—SPECTATOR,

MADCAP: VIOLET. Eighth Thousand. Crown 8vo. 6s.
“In the very first vank of My. Black's heroines s proud as Sheila,
and sweet as Coquette; stands Mudeap Violet. The true, proud,

lender nature of her, her' beauty, her mischicf, her self-sacrifice,
endear her to the reader.”—DAILY NEWS,

GREEN PASTURES AND PICCADILLY. Cheaper Edition,
Seventh Thousand. Crown 8vo, 6s,

MACLEOD OF DARE. With Illustrations. | Cheaper Edition.
Crown 8vo. .65, .

¢ The best book that Mr. Black has writlen ; the best novel that has
been published in England for some years.”—ACADEMY,
A2
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Blackie.—THE WISE MEN OF GREECE. In a Series of
Dramatic Dialogues. By J. E. BLACKIE, Professor of Greek in
the University of Edinburgh, Crown 8vo. ¢s.

Blakiston.—MODERN SOCIETY IN ITS RELIGIOUS AND
SOCIAL ASPECTS. By PevToN BrakistoN, M.D., F.R.S.
Crown 8vo, §s.

Borland Hall.—By the Author of ** Olrig Grange,” Cr.8vo, 7s.

Bramston.—RALPH AND BRUNO. A Novel. By M.
BRAMSTON. 2 vols, crown 8vo, 2Is.

Brooke.—THE FOOL OF QUALITY ; or, THE HISTORY
OF HENRY, EARL OF MORELAND, By HENRY BROOKE.
Newly revised, with a Biog‘raghieal Preface by the Rev. CHARLES
KINGSLEY, MLA., Rector of Eversley. Crown 8vo, 6v,

Bunce.—FAIRY TALES, THEIR ORIGIN AND MEANING.
With some Account of the Dwellers in Fairy Land. By J.
THACKRAY BUNCE. Extra fcap. 8vo. 3¢, 6d.

Burnand.—MY TIME, AND WHAT I'VE DONE WITH IT.
By F. C. BURNAND, Crown 8vo. 61,

Carroll.— Works by * LEwis CARROLL ; "—

ALICE'S ADVENTURES IN WONDERLAND., With Forty-
two Illustrations by TENNIEL. §57th Thousand. Crown 8vo,
loth, 6o,

?‘?41: excellent piece of nonsense.”—TMES, * Elegant and delicious
nonsense.”—GUARDIAN. *“ That most delightful of children’s
stories,”—SATURDAY REVIEW,

A GERMAN TRANSLATION OF THE SAME. With TeN.
NIEL'S Illustrations, Crown 8vo. gilt. 6s. .

A FRENCH TRANSLATION OF THE SAME. With Tr~N-
N1EL’s llustrations. Crown 8vo. gilt. 6s.

AN ITALIAN TRANSLATION OF THE SAME. By T.
P. RosseTTE. With TENNIEL'S Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 6s.

THROUGH THE LOOKING-GLASS, AND WHAT ALICE
FOUND THERE. With Fifz Illustrations by TENNIEL. Crown
8vo, gilt. 6s. 45th Th .

“ Will fairly rank with the tale of her previous experiemces.”—
DAILY TELEGRAPH., * Ma? of Mr. Tennid's designs are
masterpicces of wise absurdity,”—ATHENEUM.
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Carroll (Lewis).—continued.

THE HUNTING OF THE SNARK. An Agony in Eight Fits.
With Nine Illustrations by H. Holiday. Crown 8vo. cloth extra,
Gilt edges. 4s. 64. 18th Thousand.
¢ This glorious piece of nonsense. . . . . Everybody ought to read it

—nearly everybody will—and all who deserve the treat will scream
with laughter.”—GRAPHIC,

Cautley.—A CENTURY OF EMBLEMS. By G. S. CAUTLEY,
Vicar of Nettleden, author of * The After Glow, etc. With
numerous Illustrations by LADY MARION ALFORD, REAR-
ADMIRAL LorD W. COMPTON, the VEN. LorD A. COMPTON, R.
BARNES, J. D. COOPER, and the author. Pott 4to. cloth elegant,
gilt edges. 10s. 64.

Christmas Carol (A). Printed in Colours from Original
Designs by Mr. and Mrs. TREVOR CRISPIN, with Illuminated
Borders from MSS. of the 14th and r5th Ccntunes Imp 4to: cloth
elegant. Cheaper Edition, 21s.

A most exquisitely got-up volume.”—TIMES.

Church (A. J.)—HORZ TENNYSONIANZX, Sive Eclo
e Tennysono Latine reddite. Cura A. J. Cnuxcn Ajw
Extra fcap. 8vo. 6s.

Clough (Arthur Hugh).—THE POEMS AND PROSE
REMAINS OF ARTHUR HUGH CLOUGH. With a
Selection from his Letters and a Memoir. Edited by his Wife.

-With Portrait. Two Vols. Crown 8vo. 21s.

¥ Taken as a whole,” the SPECTATOR says, * these volumes cannot
1ail to be a lasting monument of one of the most original men of
our age.”

THE POEMS OF ARTHUR HUGH CLOUGH, sometime Fellow
of Oriel College, Oxford. Fifth Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 6s.

“ From the higher mina of cultivated, all-guestioning, but stsll conser-
vative England, in this our pussled generation, we do not know
of any stlerance in literature so characteristic as the poems of
Arthur Hugh Clough."—FRASER'S MAGAZINE.

Clunes.—THE STORY OF PAULINE: an Autobiography,
By G. C. CLunNgs. Crown 8vo. 6.

Coleridge.—HUGH CRICHTON’S ROMANCE. A Novel,
By CHRISTABEL R. COLERIDGE. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.
« We have vead it with more than average inlerest.”’—SATURDAY
REVIEW, ““ We can heartily commend this very charming book.”—
STANDARD,
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Collects of the Church of England. with a besutifully
Coloured Floral Design to each' Collect, and Illuminated Cover.
Crown 8vo. 124 -Also kept in various styles of morocco.
¢ This is 6%»4 gusstion,” the ART JOURNAL says, *‘the most

beautiful book of the season.”- The GUARDIAN thimks it *‘ @ suc-
cessful attempt to associale in a natural and wnforced manner: the
Rowers of our fields and gardens with the course of the Chyistian
year. ' R

Colquhoun.—RHYMES AND: CHIMES. By F. S. CoLqu-
HOUN (née F, S, FYLLER MAITLAND): - Extra fcap, 8vo. 2s5./6d.

Cooper.—SEBASTIAN. A Novel. By KATHERINE COOPER.
Crown 8vo. .6s. .

Dante; AN ESSAY. With a Translation of the ‘De Mon-
archia.” By the Very Rev. W. R. CRURCH, D.C.L., Dean of
St. Paul’s. Crown 8vo. 6s.

THE “DE MONARCHIA.” Separately. 8vo. 4s. 6d.

Day.—BENGAL PEASANT LIFE. By the Rev. LAL BEHARI
Day. New Edition, Crown8vo. 6s.
“ The book presemss a carefwl, msnute, and well-drawn pictwre of
Hindoo peasant life,”—DAILY NEWS, '

Days of Old; STORIES FROM OLD ENGLISH HISTORY.
By the Author of ‘‘Ruth and her Friends,” New Edition.
xgmo. cloth, extra, 2. 64. o ot
$ Full of truthful and charming historic pictures, is. coprywhere vita?

with moral and religious principles, and is written with a brightmess

of description, and with a dramatic force in the representation o)

character, that have made, and will always make, it ome of the
© greatest favouriles with reading boys.”—NONCONFORMIST,

Duff (Grant).—~MISCELLANIES, POLITICAL aad ' LITE-
~ RARY. By M. E. GRANT DUFr, M.P. 8vo. 10s. 64.

Elsie.—A LOWLAND SKETCH. By A, C. M. Crawn 8vo.
6s. . ‘ . :

Estelle Russell.—By the Author of ‘‘The Private Life of

Galileo.” New Edition. Crown 8vo. "6s. . . .

Full of bright pictures of French life.. The English family, whose
fortunes form the main drifiof tke story, reside mostly in France, but |
there are also many Bnglish characters.and scemes of great intevest.

. It 3s cevtasnly the work of & fresh, viporous, and most interesting
wpiter, with a dash of sarcastic humowy which s refreshiug-and

© ot 200 bitter, ** We can send our seaders to i with confidenve.’’
—SPECTATOR. ’ r
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Evans.—Works by SEBASTIAN EVANs.
BROTHER FABIAN'S MAN USCRIPT ANDv OTHER
POEMS. Fecap. 8vo. cloth. 65, -
“ In this volume we have full assurance that ke kas * the vision and

the faculty divine.’ ... Clever and full_ of kindly humour’—
GLOBE.

IN THE STUDIO: A DECADE OF POEMS. Extra fcap.
8vo. 55 ¢
¢ The finest Mmg in the book is ‘ Dudman in Paradise,’ a wonderfully

vigorous and beawtsful story. The poem'is @ most remarkable one,
Jull of beauty, humour, and pomltd satire."—ACADEMY.

Farrell.—THE LECTURES OF A CERTAIN PROFESSOR.
By the Rev. JosePH FARRELL, Crown 8vo. 7s. 64.

Fawcett.—TALES IN POLITICAL ECONOMY. By -MriL-
LICENT FAWCETT, Author of ¢ Political Economy for Begmners. »
Globe 8vo. 3.

“ m:daan wdm, and it is ymtewoxdrﬁal‘wld a mmvf
ing the author manages to compress into a small

.rpacz. .. Tbe lrse doctyines of international trade, curvency,
and the ratio &d'wml production and ’poptdahon, are .m‘ before us
and dlustrated in a masterly manner, — ATHENZEUM.

Fleming.—wWorks by GRORGE FLEMING, '
A NILE NOVEL. Third and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo.
MIRAGE. ‘A Novel. Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s,’

Fletcher.—'rHOUGHTS FROM A GIRL'S LIFE. By LUCY
FLETCHER. Second Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 4s. 64.

Freeman. — HISTORICAL . AND ARcm'rEc'rulinL- ’
SKETCHES CHIEFLY ITALIAN, By E. A. FREEMAN,
D.C.L., LL. D With Illustrations by the Author. .Crown 8vo.

- 105, 6.
" Those who know Iialy well will retrace their steps fmtﬁ delight. in

My. Freemaw's comdany, and find him a most mtcra'lmg gutde
and instructor. ”~—EXAMINER

Gunett..-mYLLs AND EPIGRAMS. Cﬂleﬂy &‘mn the Greek
- Anthology. ' By RICHARD GARNETT. Fcap. 8vo. ‘ 2+ 64.
“A charming little book. For English readers, My. Garndt’s

translations will open a new world of thoug ”—Wr.s'mms'rn
ReVIEW.}
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Gilmore.—STORM WARRIORS ; or, LIFE-BOAT WORK
ON THE GOODWIN SANDS. Bythe Rev. JOHN GILMORE,
M.A., Rector of Holy Trinity, te, Author of ¢ The
Ramsgate Life-Boat,” in Macmillan's Magazine. Second Edition.
Crown 8vo. 6s.
¢4 The stories, whick are said to be literally exact, arve more thrilling

than ¢nyt‘ing in fiction. Mr. Gilmore has done a good work as
well as written a good book.”—DAILY NEWS.

Guesses at Truth.—By Two BroTHERS. 180, 4s. [6d.
Golden Treasury Series,
Hamerton.—A PAINTER'S CAMP. Second Edition, revised.
Extra fcap. 8vo. 6s.
8¢ These pages, written with infinite spirit and humour, bring into
close rooms, back wpon tired heads, the breesy airs of Lancashire
moors and Highland locks, with a [reshness which no racent
novelist has succeeded in preserving.”—NONCONFORMIST.

Harry.—A POEM. %y the Author of ‘M. Jerningham’s
Journal.,” Extra fcap. 8vo. 3s. 6d.

Hawthorne.—THE LAUGHING MILL; and Other Stories.
B};‘Jvunn HAWTHORNE. Crown 8vo. 105, 64.

““ A volume of permanent value, and among recent books quite alone

Jor subtle blending of individual and general human interest, poetic

aend p;ycﬁalog#al suggestion, and rare humour .. .. We

cordially commend the stories to readérs of all classes, "koping

they will not pay the slightest attention to any one who tells them

i orehand they are wanting in kuman inlerest.”—CONTEMPORARY

EVIEW,

Heine.—SELECTIONS *FROM THE POETICAL WORKS
(s)F HEIlngICH HEINE. Translated into English, Crown
vo. 4s. 6d.

Higginson.—MALBONE: An Oldport Romance. By T. W.
HIGGINSON. Fcap. 8vo. 2. 6d.

Hilda among the Broken Gods.—By the Author of
¢‘Olrig Grange.” Extra fcap. 8vo. 7. 64.

Hobday. — COTTAGE GARDENING; or, FLOWERS,
FRUITS AND VEGETABLES FOR SMALL GARDENS,
Ey E. HoBDAY. Crown 8vo, 1s. 64.

A sensible and suseful litlle book,” —ATHENEUM,

Hooper and Phillips.—A MANUAL OF MARKS ON
POTTERY AND PORCELAIN. A Dictionary of Eusy Refer-
ence. By W, H. HooPer and W, C. PHiLLIPS, With numerous
Illustrations. Second Edition, revised. 16mo. 4s. 64.

%It is one of the most complde, and beyond all comparison, the
handiest volume of the kind.” —ATHENAUM,
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Hopkins.— ROSE TURQUAND. ' A Novel. By ELLICE
Horkins. Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.
““ Rose Turquand s a noble heroine, and the story of her wﬂmng:
and of her sacrifice is most toucking. A lale of rarve excellence.”—
STANDARD.

Horace.—WORD FOR WORD FROM HORACE. ' The Odes
literally -versified. By W. T. THORNTON, C.B. Crown 8vo.
7s. 6d.

Hunt.—TALKS ABOUT ART. By WiLLiAM HUNT. With
a Letter by J. E. MiLLAls. Crown 8vo. 35 6d
“ They are singularly racy and suggestive”— —PALL MALL
GAZETTE. .

Irving.—Works by WASHINGTON IRVING.

OLD CHRISTMAS. From the Sketch Book. With upwards
of 100 Illustrations by Randolph Caldecott, engraved by J. D.
Cooper. Second Edition. . Crown 8vo. cloth elegant. 6s.
¢ This little volume is indeed a gem.”—DAILY NEWS.  Omne of the

Best and prettiest volumes we have seen this year. o . « « All the
illustrations are equally charming and equally worthy of the im-
mortal words to wlud; they are wedded.”—SATURDAY REVIEW. ~°

BRACEBRIDGE HALL. With 120 illustrations by R. Caldecott.
Crown 8vo. cloth gilt. 6s.
¢4 No one who has seen * Old Christmas,’ issucd last year 'wttlt
charming tllustrations by Mpy. Caldzcott is likely to forget the
Pleasure he derived from turning over its pages.  Text and illus-

trations, both having a fl of quaint; old- fa.fhwned humour,
fit into each other to perfed‘wn, and leave an impression ab:olutely
umique. . . . This work is in no respect bekind its pre-

decessor.” —GLOBE,

James.—Works by HENRY JAMES, jun.

FRENCH POETS AND NOVELISTS. Crown 8vo. 8s. 64.

CONTENTS :—Alfred de Musset—Theopbxle Gautier—Bandelaire—
Honoré de Balzac—George Sand—Turgénieff, etc. .-
¢ There has of late years appeared nothing upon French Izlerature
so intelligent as this boak-:o acute, so full of good .mu‘e, so free
. Jrom affectation and pretence.’ ——ATHBNEUM. '

" THE EUROPEANS. A Novel. Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo.
6s.

THE AMERICAN. Crown 8vo. 6s.
DAISY MILLER; and Other Stories. 2vols. Crpwn 8vo. 2Is.
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Joub?hrté—pENiklgs OF JOUI:::RT. Selected and.'l\'mshtg:
with the rench?peud by HeNRY ATTWELL, Knig]
of the Order of the Oak Crzwn 8vo. §s.

Keary (A.)—Works by ANNIE KEARY ;—
CASTLE DALY: THE STORY OF AN IRISH HOME
THIRTY YEARS AGO. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 6.

“ Extremely touching, and af the same time thoroughly amusing.”—
MORNING PoST.

JANET'S HOME. New Edition. Globe 8vo. 2s. 64,

CLEMENCY FRANKLYN,  New Edition. Globe 8vo, 2s. 64.
““Bull of wisdom and goodness, simple, truthful, and artistic. . « It
is capital as a story; batter still in its pure tome and wholesome

influence.”—GLOBR,
OLDBURY. New and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.
“This is a very powerfully written story. "—GLOBE. “This is a
. mweally mdlut novel,” Iyx.ws'rn'mn LonpoN NEWS, * Z7Ae

sketches of socidy in Oldbury are excellent. The pictures of child
life ave full of trutlz.”--w:mmsnn REVIEW, i ’

A YORK AND A LANCASTER ROSE. Crown 8vo, " 6s.
““ A very pleasant and thoroughly interesting book.” —JOHN BULL,

Keary SEP) THE MAGIC VALLEY; or, PATIENT
E. With Illustrations by E. V. B. Globe &o. gilt.

“A wr;/ pretty, tender, quaint little tole,” —TIMES.
Kingsley.—Works by the Rev. Cuazies Kinosizy, M.A.,
Rector of Eversley, and Canon of Westminster ;—

WESTWARD HO! or, -The Voyages and Adventures of Sir
Amyas Leigh, Forty-third Thousand Crown 8vo. G6s.
TWO YEARS AGO. 24th Thousand. Crown 8vo. 6s.

HYPATIA ; or, New Foes with an Old Face. Tcnth Edition.
Crown 8vo. ‘65,

HEREWARD THE WAKE—LAST OF THE ENGLISH.
Fifth Edition. Crown 8vo. B
YEAST: A Problem. Tenth Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.

ALTON LOCKE. New Edition, With a Prefatory Memoir by

g‘noms HucHES, Q.C., and Portrait of the Author. Clown
VO,

THE WATER BABIES. A Faity Tale for a Laad . ‘With

Illustrations Sir NozL PATON, R.S.A., and P. SEELTON.
" New ‘Ediﬂon.b’Crown 8vo. 6s. ' !
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Kingsley C.)—continued. : a I

“In fun, in humour, and in inmocent tmagmdwn, as-a child’s
book we do mot know its equal”—LONDON REVIEW. “Myr.
Kingsley must have the credit of rewalx'ngtn us-a new order of life.
e« o Thereis in the ‘ Water Babies’ an abdusidance of wit, fumn,
good humour, gema!zty, élan, &."—TIMEs. |

THE HEROES ; or, Greek Fa.lry Tales for my. Clu.ldren. Wlth

Tllustrations. New Edition. Crown 8vo, ¢, 65,

““ We do not think these Aevoic stories hatke ewer been more attvactively
told. . . Thereisa deep under-current of religious fedling traceable
tﬁrou{hout 125 pageswhich is sure to infiuence young readers power-

'—LONDON REVIEW. “ Oneof the children's books that
-w:!l surely become a classic,”—NONGONFORMIST, -

PHAETHON; or, Loose Thoughts for Loose 'I'hmkexs Third
Edition. Crown 8vo. 2s.

‘POEMS; including The .Safint’s Tragedy, Andromeda, Songd, -
Ba.llads, etc. Complete Collected Edition. . Extra fcap. 8vo. 6s.
The SPEGTATOR calfs “ Andvomeda” *the  Jinest piece of Englisk
. ARexameter verse that has ever beem’ wyitten. Bu‘ a volume

which many veaders will be glad to possess.”

PROSE IDYLLS. NEW AND OLD. Fourth detum. O:own
'8vo. 6. ;
CONTENTS :—4

Fens ; My W
“Alipgdhtr a .«
traits, and ca
and of out-do
‘bring a glean
bleak winter-t
could hardly !

GLAUCUS; or, THE! WONDERS OF THE SEA-SHORE.
. With Coloured Illnstratlons. Sixth. Edition. ; Crown:8vo." fs.!

MADAM HOW.AND LADY. WHY. -3 or, First Lessons m Earth-
Lore for Children. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.’

HEALTH EDUCATION. New Edition. ' Crown 8vo.\ ..§';;.\‘

Kingsley (H.) TALES OF OLD TRAVEL. ~Réharrated."
With Eight full-page Illnstmﬁans by Huarp;" Fﬁ't_h ‘Editieh, -
,Crown ' 8vo. cloth, extra gilt. . : S
W e know mo better book ﬂr Mou wﬁo want knowldgc or-sack to

refresh it.  As for the ‘sensational,’. most noowls: dve tume com-
pared with these nayratives,”—ATHENAUM, : SFxactly the book

0 intevest and to do good toontdhgmt&nd\hgﬁwm »—
LITERARY CHURCAMAN, & '
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Kingsley (H.)—Works by HENRY KINGSLEY :—
THE LOST CHILD., With Eight Illustrations by FRSLICH.
Crown 4to. cloth gilt. 3s. 6d. .
‘A pathetic story, and told se as to give children an interest in
Awustralian ways and scenery.”—GLOBE.  “Very charmingly and
very louchingly told.”—SATURDAY REVIEW,

Knatchbull-Hugessen.—Works by E. H. KNATCHBULL-
HucgsseN, M.P. :—

CRACKERS FOR CHRISTMAS. More Stories. With Illustra-
tions by JELLICOE and ELwgs. Fifth Edition. Crown 8vo, 5s.
‘“A fascinating little volume, which will make him friends in every

howsehold in whick theve ave childyen.”—DaiLy NEWS.

QUEER FOLK. FAIRY STORIES. Illustrated by S. E.
WALLER.  Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth gilt. 5.

“ Decidedly the author's happiest effart. . . . Ome-or the best story
books cf};k year.”—HOUR. .

Knox—SONGS OF CONSOLATION: By Isa Craic KNox.
Extra fcap. 8vo. Cloth extra, gilt edges. 4s. 64.
¢ The verses are truly sweet ; there is in them not only muck gensiine
poctic quality, but an ardent, flowing devotedness, and a ar
" Skl in propounding theological tenets in the most gmcm,
whick any divine might envy.” —SCOTSMAN.
Ledding Cases done into English. By an Apprentice of
Lincoln’s Inn. Third Edition. Crown 8vo. 2s. 64.
 The versifier of these * Leading Cases’ has been most successful.
He has surrounded his legal distinctions with a halo of mock
passion whick is in ttself in the highest degree entertaining, especs-
ally when the style of the different modern poets is so admirably
kit off that the cloud of associations whick hangs round one o
Mr. Swinburné's, or My. Rossetti’s, or My. Browning’s, or My,
Clough’s, or My. Tennyson's poems, is summoned up to set off
the mock tenderness or ‘mock patriotism of the strain ttself.’—
SPECTATOR. .

Leland.—JOHNNYKIN AND THE GOBLINS. By C. G.
LELAND, Author of “ Hans Breitmann'’s Ballads.” With numerous
Illustrations by the Author, Crown 8vo. 6s.

““My. Leland is rich in fantastic conception and full of rollicking
Jfun, and youngsters will amazingly enjoy his book.”—BRITISH
QUARTERLY REVIEW.

Life and Times of Conrad the Squirrel. A Story
for Children. By the Author of '* Wandering Willie,” * Effie’s
Friends,” &c. ith a Frontispiece by R. FARREN, Second

. Edition. Crown 8vo. 3s. 64.
 Having commenced on the first page, we were compelled to go on to
+the conclusion, and this we predict will be the case with every ome
who opens the book.”—PALL MALL GAZETTE. .
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Little Estella, and other FAIRY TALES FOR THE YOUNG.
18mo. cloth extra. 2s, 6d, . .
8¢ This is a fine story, and we thank Reaven for not being too wise to
enjoy it.”—DAILY NEWS.,

Loftie.—FORTY-SIX SOCIAL TWITTERS. By Mrs. LoFTIn.
Second Edition, 16mo. 2. 6d.
“ Many of these essays are bright and pleasans, and extremely sen-
sible vemarks are scattered about the book.”—ATHEN ZUM,

Lorne.—Works by the MARQUIS OF LORNE :—

GUIDO AND LI1TA: A TALE OF THE RIVIERA. A Poem.
Third Edition. Small 4to. cloth elegant; with Illustrations. 7s. 6d.
“ Lord Lorne has the gifts of expression as well as the feclings of a

poet.”—TIMES, *“ 4 volume of graceful and harmonious verse.”—
STANDARD. “¢ We may congratulate the Marquis on_something
more than a mere succds destime.”—GRAPHIC. ‘‘ Lucidity of
thought and gracejulness of expression abound in this attractive
poem.”—MORNING PosT.

THE BOOK OF THE PSALMS, LITERALLY RENDERED
IN VERSE. With Three Illustrations, Third Edition, Crown
8vo. 7s. 6d. :
¢ His version is suck a great improvement upon Rous that it will be

surprising showuld it not supplant the old version in the Scottish
churches. . . . on the whole, it would not be vask, to call Lord
Lorné's the best rhymed Psalter we have.’—ATHENZEUM,

Lowell.—COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS of JAMES RUSSELL

Lovev;u.. With Portrait, engraved by Jeens. 18mo. cloth extra.
4s. €d. !

“ All yeaders who are able to recognise and appreciate genuine verse

will give a glad welcome to this beautiful little volume.”—PALL
MALL GAZETTE. '

Lyttelton.—Works by Lorp LYTTELTON :—
THE “COMUS” OF MILTON, rendered into Greek Verse.
Extra fcap. 8vo. §s.

‘THE ‘“SAMSON AGONISTES” OF MILTON, rendered into
Greek Verse, Extra fcap. 8vo. 6v. 64,

Maclaren.—THE FATRY FAMILY. A series of Ballads and
Metrical Tales illustrating the Fairy Mythology of Europe. By
ARCHIBALD MACLAREN. With Frontispiece, Illustrated Title,
and Vignette, Crown 8vo. gilt. 5s.

Macmillan’s Magazine.—pPublished Monthly. Price 1s.
Volumes I. to XXXIX. are now ready. 7s. 64. each.
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Macquoid.—PATTY. By KATHARINE S. MAcqvom, Third
and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.
% A book to be yead.”—STANDARD, ‘A’ powerful and fascinating
story."—DAILY TELEGRAPH., ’

Maguire,—~YOUNG PRINCE MARIGOLD, AND OTHER
FAIRY STORIES. By the lateé OHN FRANCIS MAGUIRE, M.P.
lustrated by S. E. WALLER. Globe 8vo. gilt. 4s. 64.

“ TAe author has 2ly st *"Meway.mndta:mafchddrmand

gat at the secret of amusing them ; and has succeeded in what is not

ea.?'a task as it may seem—in prodndxga really good children's
bo0k.”—DAILY TELEGRAPH.

Mahaffy ——~Works by J. P. MAHAFFY, M.A., Fellow of Trinity
College, Dublin. ' -

SOCIAL LIFE IN GREECE FROM HOMER TO MENAN-
DER. Third Edition, enlarged, with New Chapter on Greek
Art. Crown 8vo. 9s.
¢ Should be in the hands of ajl who desire thoroughly to understand
. and Vo enjoy Greck literature, and 1o get an intelligent idea of the

old Greek life. »_GUARDIAN,

RAMBLES AND STUDIES IN GREECE. Illustrated. Second
Edition, revised and enlarged, with Map. Crown 8vo. 10s. 6d.
““ A singularly instructive and agreeable volume.”— ATHENEUM,
¢ This charmingly picturesque and lively volume.”—EXAMINER.

Massey.—SONGS OF THE NOONTIDE REST. By Lucy
MasseY, Author of ¢ Thoughts from a Girl’s Life.” Fecap. 8vo.
cloth extra. 4s. 6d.

Masson (Mrs.)—THREE CENTURIES OF ENGLISH
POETRY : being selections from Chaucer to Herrick, with Intro-
ductions and Notes by Mrs. MASSON and a general introduction by
PROFESSOR MASSON.  Extra fcap. 8vo, ' 3s. 64,
¢ Most excellently done. The selectons are made with good taste

and discrimination. The notes, too, are to the point. We can
_ most strongly recommend the book,”—WESTMINSTER REVIEW.

Masson (Professor).—Works by DAVID MassoN, M.A.,
Professor of Rhetoric and English Literature in the University
of Edinburgh.

WORDSWORTH, SHELLEY, KEATS, AND OTHER
ESSAYS. Crown 8vo. 5s. . ] .
CHATTERTON : A Story of the Year 1770. Crown 8vo. 5s.

. THE THREE DEVILS: LUTHER'S, MILTON’S, and

GOETHE’S ; and other Essays. Crown 8vo. §s.
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Mazini.—IN THE GOLDEN SH ; A Story of Palermo. By
LINDA MazINi. With Illustrations. Globe 8vo. cloth gilt. 4s. 64.

Merivale.—KEATS’ HYPERION, rendered into Ldtin Verse,
By 6%. M'l'.uvu.n, B.D. -Seeond -Edition. Extra -fcap. 8vo.
35

Milner. —THE LILY OF LUMLEY By Em’m MILNER.
Crown 8vo. 7s. 6d.

-Milton’s Poetlcal works.—‘Edlted 'with Text éollated from
the best Authorities, with Introduction and Notes.by DAvin
MassoN. Three vols. 8vo. 42s. With Three Portraits engraved by
C. H. JEENs, (Uniform’ with the Cambridge Shakespeare.)

““ An edition of Milton whith is certain to be the standard edition
Jfor many years to come, and whick is as complete and satisfactory
as can be conceived.” —EXAMINER. s

Golden Treasury Edition. By the same Editor. .With Two
Portraits. 2 vols. 18mo, 9:.

sttral (F.)—MIRELLE, a Pastoral Epic of Provence, Trans.
lated by H. CRICHTON. Extra fcap. 8vo. 6s.

Mitford (A. B.)—TALES OF OLD JAPAN.: By A. B.
MITFORD, Second Secretary to the British tion in Japan.
With Illustrations drawn and cut on Wood by Japanese Artists
New and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.
¢ They will always Be interasting as memorials of a most exceptional

soctety ; while, regarded simply as tales, they are sparkling, semsa-
tional, and dramatic.”—PALL MALL GAZETTE.

Molesworth. — Works by Mrs. MOLESWORTH: (ENNIS
GRAHAM) :— :

GRANDMOTHER DEAR.  Tllustrated by WALTER CRANE.
Eighth Thousand. Extra fcap. 8vo. cloth gilt, 4s. 64.

¢ Charmingly wrzttm pages, full of delightful but simple adwmlurn,
healthy in tone.”—EXAMINER.

TELL ME A STORY. ‘Illustrated by WALTER CRANE, Globe
8vo. gilt. 4s. 64. Fifth Thousand.
¢ So delightful that we are inclined to 1lom in the ptm‘wn and we
hope she may soon tell us more stories.”—ATHENZEUM.

“CARROTS”: JUST A LITTLE BOY. lllustrated by WALTER

CRANB. Ninth Thousand. Globe 8vo. gilt, 4s. 6d.

‘¢ One of the cleverest-and most pleasing stories & has been our good
Jortune to meet with for some time. ¢ Carvots’ and his_sister are
delighiful little beings, whom to réad about is at once to “be ﬁewme
very fond of. —EXAMINER..
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Molesworth (Mrs.)—ontinudd,

THE CUCKOO CLOCK. Illustrated by WALTER CRANE. Eighth

Thousand. Globe 8vo. gilt. 4. 64,

““A beautiful lithe story. . . . Jlwill be read with deligkt by
every child into whose handsit is placed, . . . Ennis Grakame
deserves all the praise that has been, is, and will be, bestowed on
¢ The Cuckoo Clock. Children's stories are plentiful, but one like
this is not to be met with every day.” —PALL MALL GAZETTE.

Moulton.—~SWALLOW FLIGHTS. Poems by LouisA CHAND-
LER MOULTON. Extra fcap, 8vo. 4+ 6d.
The ATHENEUM says :—** Mys, Moullon has a real claim to atter-
« tion. 1t is not too much to say of these poems that they exhibit
deicate and rarve beauty, marked originality, and perfection of
style. What is still better, ihey impress us with a sense of vivia
and subtle imagination, and that spontancous feeling whick is the
estence of lyrical poetry,”

Moultrie.—POEMS by Joun MouLTriz. Complete Edition.
2 vols. Crown 8vo. 7s. each.
Vol I. MY BROTHER'S GRAVE, DREAM OF LIFE, &c.
With Memoir by the Rev. Prebendary COLERIDGE,
Vol. IL. LAYS OF THE ENGLISH CHURCH, and other Poems.
;Viih Afxgticu of the Rectors of Rugby, by M., H. Broxuam.

Mrs. Jerningham's Journal. A Poem ing to be the
Jouwnal of a newly-married Lady, Third Edi cap. 8vo.

. 6d.,

}‘,It is nearly a perfect gem. We have had nothing so good jor a
long time, and those who neglect to read it are neglecting one of
the jewels of contemporary history.”—EDINBURGH DAILY RE-
VIEW., * One guality in the piece, suficient of stself to clasm a
moment's atlentlon, is thut it is unigue—original, indeed, is not too
strong & word—in the manner of its conception and execution.”
~PALL MALL GAZETTE.

Mudie.—STRAY LEAVES, ByC. E. Mubiz. New Edition.
Extra fcap, 8vo. 35 64, ntents :—*“ I1is and Mine”—
‘‘ Night and Day”—* One of Many,” &c. .
This little volume consists of a number of poems, mostly of a genuinely
devotional character. ** They are for the most part so exquisitely
sweet G:3d delicate as to be quite a marvel of composition.  They are
worthy of being laid up in the recesses of the heart, and recalled to
memory [ron lime to time.” —ILLUSTRATED LONDON NEWS,

Murray,—ROUND ABOUT FRANCE. By L. C. GRENVILLE

Murray. Crown 8vo, 7%s, 64,
“ 4 most amusing scries of articles,’—~ATHENAUM,
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Myers (Ernest).—Works by ERNEST MYERS :—
THE PURITANS. Extra fcap. 8vo. cloth. 2s. 64,

POEMS. Extra fca}:. 8vo. 4s. 6d.
¢ The diction is cxcellent, the rhythm fal.s pleasantly on the ear,
theve is a classical flavour in the verse which is eminently grateful,
Z}e thought and imagery are poetical in character)’—PALL MALL
FAZETTE.

Myers (F. W. H.)—POEMS. By F. W. H. Myers. Con
be.ini‘x;g “St. Paul,” ‘St, John,” and others. Extra fcap. 8vo

4s. 64.

2t is yare to find a writer who combines to suck an extent the faculty
of communicating feelings with the faculty of euphontous expyes-
Ston.”—SPECTATOR. . .

ST. PAUL., A Poem. New Edition. Extra fcap, 8vo. 2s. 6d.

Nichol.—HANNIBAL, A HISTORICAL DRAMA. By JoHN
NicHoL, B.A. Oxon., Regius Professor of English Language and
Literature in the University of Glasgow. Extra fcap. 8vo. 7s. 64.

Nine Years Old.—By the Author of *“St. Olave’s,” * When I
was a Little Girl,” &c. Illustrated by FRoniCH. Fourth Edition.
Extra fcap. 8vo. cloth gilt. 4s. 64.

It is belicved that this story, by the favourably known author of
“ St. Olaves,” will be found both highly interesting and instructive-
to the young. The volume conlains aght graphic illustrations by
Myr. L. Frolich. The EXAMINER says: * Whether the readers:
are nine years old, or twice, or seven times as old, they must enoy-
this pretty volume.”’

Noel.—BEATRICE AND OTHER POEMS. By the Hon.
RopeEN NoEL. Fcap. 8vo. 6s.

Noel (Lady Augusta)—~OWEN GWYNNE'S GREAT
WORK. Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo.

Norton.—Works by the Hon, Mrs, NORTON :—

THE LADY OF LA GARAYE. With Vignette and Frontispiece.
Eighth Edition, Fcap. 8vo. 4s. 6d.
¢ Finll of thought well expressed, and may be classed among hey best
efforts.”—TIMEs.

OLD SIR DOUGLAS. New Edition, Crown 8vo,. 6s.
¢ This varied and Lvely novel—this clever novel so full of character,
and of fine incidental yemark’’— SCOTSMAN, *‘ One of the
Pleasantest and Realthiest stoyies of modern fiction.”—GLOBE.
B
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Oliphant.—Works by Mrs. OLIPHANT :—

AGNES HOPETOUN’S SCHOOLS AND HOLIDAYS. New
Edition with Illustrations. Royal 16mo. gilt leaves. 4s. 64,
¢ There are few books of lale years more fitted to touck the heart,

purify the feeling, and quicken and sustain right principles.”’—
NONCONFORMIST. ‘‘ A4 more gracefully written story it is impos-
sible to desire.”—DAILY NEWS,

A SON OF THE SOIL. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.

“It is a very different work from the ordinary rum of novels.
The whole life of a $nan is portrayed in it, worked out with subtlety
and insight.””—ATHENEUM

THE CURATE IN CHARGE. Crown 8vo. 6s. Sixth Edition
o ';V: can pronmounce it one of the happiest of her recent efforts.”’—

IMES.

THE MAKERS OF FLORENCE: Dante, Giotto, Savonarola,
and their City. With Illustrations from Drawings by Professor
Delamotte, and a Steel Portrait of Savonarola, engraved by C. H.
JEENs. Second Edition with Preface. Medium 8vo. Cloth extra.
215,

The EDINBURGH REVIEW says “ We cannot leave this subject
without expressing our admiration for the beautiful volume whick
Mrs. Oliphant kas devoted lo the * Makers of Floresce’ —one of
the most elegant and interesting books whick has been inspived in
our time by the arts and annals of that celebrated Republic.”

YOUNG MUSGRAVE. Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6.

Our Year. A Child’s Book, in Prose and Verse. By the Author
of ¢ John Halifax, Gentleman.” Illustrated by CLARENCE
DosBELL. Royal 16mo. 3s. 64. .

STt is just the book we could wish to see in the hands of every child.”
—ENGLISH CHURCHMAN.

Palgrave.—Works by FraNCIs TURNER PALGRAVE, M.A., late
Fellow of Exeter College, Oxford :—

THE FIVE DAYS’ ENTERTAINMENTS AT WENTWORTH
GRANGE. A Bookfor Children. With Hlustrations by ARTHUR
HUGHEZ,J and Engraved Title-page by JEENS, Small 4to. cloth
extra, .
< If you want a really good book for both sexes and all ages, buy

this, as kandsome a volume of lales as you'll find in all the
marke.,”—ATHRNEUM. ““Exguisite botk sn form and substance.”
—GUARDIAN.

LYRICAL POEMS. Extra fcap. 8vo. 6s.

““ A volume of pure quict verse, sparkling with tender melodies, and
alive with thoughts of gemuine poetry. . . . Turn where we will
throughout the volume, we find tyaces of beauty, tenderness, and
truth ; true poet's work, touched and refined by the master-hand of
& real artist, who shows his genius even in tyifies,” —STANDARD.
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Palgrave—cntinued.

ORIGINAL HYMNS. Third Edition, enlarged, 18mo. 1s. 64.
“ So choice, so perfect, and so refined, so tender in fed:ng, and so
scholarly in expression, that we look with special intevest to every-
thing that ke gyves us.”—LITERARY CHURCHMAN.

GOLDEN TREASURY OF THE BEST SONGS AND LYRICS
Edited by F. T. PALGRAVE. 18mo. 4s. 6d.

SHAKESPEARE'S SONNETS AND SONGS. Edited by F. T,

PALGRAVE. Gem Edition. With Vignette Title by JEENs. 3. 6d.

“ For minute degance no volume could possibly excel the * Gem
Edition.” "—SCOTSMAN,

THE CHILDREN'S TREASURY OF LYRICAL POETRY.
Selected and arranged with Notes by F. T. PALGRAVE. 18mo.
2s. 6d., and in Two Parts, Is. each.

HERRICK : SELECTIONS FROM THE LYRICAL POEMS.
With Notes. 18mo. 4s. 64.

Pater.—THE RENAISSANCE. Studiesin Artand Poetry. By
WALTER PATER, Fellow of Brasenose College, Oxford. Second
Edition, Revised, with Vignette, engraved by C. H. Jeens. Crown
8vo. 10s. 64, .
¢ Mr. Pater's Studies in the history of the Remaissance, constiulz

the most remarkable example of this younger movement towards a
fresh and inner criticism, and they are in themselves a singular
und interesting addition to literature.  The subjects are of the very
kind in whick we need instruction and guidance, and there is a
moral in the very choice of them. From the point of view of form
and literary combosition they are striking in the highest degree.
They introduce to English readers a new and distinguished master
in the great ana difficult art of writing prose. Their style is
marked by a flavour at once jull and exquisite, by a guality that
mixes richness with delicacy and a firm cokerency with infinite
subtlety.”---FORTNIGHTLY REVIEW.

Patmore.—THE CHILDREN’S GARLAND, from the Best
Poets. Selected and arranged by COVENTRY PATMORE. New
Edition. With Illustrations by J, LAwsoN. Crown 8vo. gilt. 6s.

. Golden Treasury Edition. 18mo. 4s. 64.
¢ The charming illustrations added to many of the poems will add
greatly lo their value in the eyes of children.”—DAILY NEWS.

Peel. —ECHOES FROM HOREB, AND OTHER POEMS.
By EpDMUND PEEL, Author of ¢‘ An Ancient City,” etc. Crown
8vo. 3s. 6d.

B2
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Pember.—THE TRAGEDY OF LESBOS. A Dramatic Poem.

By E. H. PEMBER. Fcap. 8vo. 4s. 64. :

Founded upon the story of Saf:fa. “He tells his story with dramatic
force, and in lamguage that ofien rises almost to grandeur.”—
ATHENXEUM. :

Phillips.—BENEDICTA. A Novel. By Mrs. ALFRED PHILLIPS.

3 Vols. Crown 8vo. 31s. 64.

Phillips (S. K.)—ON THE SEABOARD ; and Other Poems.
B‘y SusaN K. PHILLIPS. Second Edition.™s Crown 8vo. 5s.
¢ There is muck that is charming in these poems, and well worth

preserving.”—EXAMINER.

Philpot. — A POCKET OF PEBBLES, WITH A FEW
SHELLS ; Being Fragments of Reflection, now and then with
Cadence, made up mostly by the Sea-shore. By the Rev. W, B.
PHILPOT. Second Edition, picked, sorted, and polished anew ;
with Two Illustrations by GEORGE SMITH. Fcap. 8vo. 35s.

Poole.—PICTURES OF COTTAGE LIFE IN THE WEST
OF ENGLAND. By MARGARET E., PooLE. New and Cheaper
Edition. With Frontispiece by R. Farren. Crown 8vo. 3. 6d.

Population of an Old Pear Tree. From the French
of E. VAN BruvsseL. Edited by the Author of * The Heir of
Redclyffe,” With Illustrations by BECKER. Cheaper Edition.
Crown 8vo. gilt. 4s. 6d. .

“ 4 whimsical and charming little book.” — ATHEN EUM.

Prince Florestan of Monaco, The Fall of. By
Himserr. New Edition, with Illustration and Map. 8vo. cloth.
Extra gilt edges, é:. A French Translation, §s. Also an Edition
for the People. Crown 8vo, 1Is.

Quin.-——GARDEN RECEIPTS. Edited by CHARLES QUIN.
Crown 8vo. 2s. 64. .
8¢ The most useful book for the garden that has been publisked for
some time.”’—FLORIST AND POMOLOGIST.

Rachel Olliver—a Novel. 3 vols. Crown 8vo. 3Is. 64,

Realmah.—By the! Author of “Friends in Council” Crown
8vo. 6s.

Rhoades.—POEMS. By James RHOADES. Fcap. 8vo. 4s. 64.

Richardson.—THE ILIAD OF THE EAST. A Selection of

Legends drawn from Valmiki’s Sanskrit Poem, *‘The Ramayana.”

By FREDERIKA RICHARDSON. Crown 8vo. 7. 6d. .

W Tt is smpossible to read it without yecognising the value and interest
of the Eastern epic. It is as fascimating as a fairy tale, this
romantic poem of India.”—GLOBR. ‘A charming volwme, which
at once enmeshes the reader in its snaves.”—ATHENEUM,
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Rimmer.—ANCIENT STREETS AND HOMESTEADS OF
ENGLAND. By ALFRED RiMMER. With Introduction’ by the
Very Rev. J. S. HowsoN, D.D., Dean of Chester. Royal 8vo.
with 150 Illustrations by the Author. Cloth elegant, 21+
““ AUl the illustrations are clear and good, and they are eminently
truthful. . . . A book whick gladdens the eye while it instructs
A and improves the mind.’~——STANDARD. *‘ One of the most
interesting and beautiful books we have seem this season. . .
2t is full of knowledge, the result of exact and faithful study, most
readable and interesting ; the Wlustrations ave simply exguisite.’
. —NONCONFORMIST.

Robinson.—GEORGE LINTON; or, THE FIRST YEARS
OF AN ENGLISH COLONY. By Jonn RosinsoN, F.R.G.S.
Crown 8vo. 7s. 64.

“If one may speak confidently on suck a.matter from one's own
experience, it must be a rare Iﬁmg Jfor a critic to put down a novel,
kaving read every word of it, and find kimself at the end aski
for more. Yet this is what Mppmed t0 us with George Linton.”
—SPECTATOR.

Rossetti.—Works by CHRISTINA ROSSETTI :—
POEMS. Complete Edition, containing ‘“ Goblin Market,” ¢¢ The
é’rince’éF Progress,” &c. With Four Illustrations, Extra fcap.
vo. s,

SPEAKING LIKENESSES. Illustrated by ARTHUR HUGHES.
Crown 8vo. gilt edges. 4s. 64.
¢ Certain to be a delight to many a juvenile ﬁrmde circle,”—
'MORNING PosT.

Ruth and her Friends. A Story for Girls. With a Frontis.
piece. Seventh Edition. Extra fcap. 8vo. 44. 64,

¢ We wisk all the school girls and home-taught giris in the land had
the opportunity of reading it.”—NONCONFORMIST,

Scouring of The White Horse; or, the Long
VACATION RAMBLE OF A LONDON CLERK. Illustrated
by DoyLE. Imp. 16mo. Cheaper Issue. 35 64, .

Shakespeare.—The Works of WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE, Cam-
bridge Edition. Edited by W, GEORGE CLARK, ML.A. and W,
ALp1s WRIGHT, M.A. ine vols. 8vo. cloth.

T%e GUARDIAN calls it an “‘excellent, and, to the student, almost
Zdupn,t;rable edition ;" and the Ex.umum calls it * an unrivalled
ition,

- Shakespeare’s Plays.—An attempt to determine the Chrono-
logical Order. By the Rev. H. PAINE STOKES, B.A. Extra
fcap. 8vo. 4. 6d.
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Shakespeare Scenes and Characters.— A Series of
Tllustrations designed by AvaMo, HOFMANN, MAKART, PECHT,
SCHWOERER, and Spriss, engraved on Steel by BANKEL, BAUER,
GOLDBERG, RaAB, and ScHMIDT; with Explanatory Text,
selected and amng;d by Professor DowDEN. Royal 8vo. Cloth
elegant. 2/, 12+ 64,

Also a LARGE PAPER EDITION, India Proofs. Folio, half-
morocco elegant. 4/, 14s. 64,

Shakespeare’s Tempest. Edited with Glossarial and Ex-
pwory Notes, by the Rev. J. M. JEpHsON. New Editiom.
 § .

1s.

Sli;; (A) 6i'n the Fens.—Illustrated by the Author. Crown
vo., 6s.
“ An artistic littlevolume, for every page is a picture’—T1MES. ‘It
will be read with pleasure, and with a pleasure that is altogether
innocent,” —SATURDAY REVIEW,

Smedley.—TWO DRAMATIC POEMS. By Mzngiia BuTe
SMEDLEY, Author of * Lady Grace,” &c. Extra fcap. 8vo. 6s.
* May be read with enjoyment ana profit.” ~SATURDAY REVIEW,

Smgth.—POEMS. By CATHERINE BARNARD SMiTH. Fecap.
vo. §s .

Smith (Rev. Waltcr).—HYMNS OF CHRIST AND THE
CHRISTIAN LIFE. By the Rev. WALTER C. SMITH, M.A.
Fcap. 8vo. 6s.

Southesk.—THE MEDA MAIDEN : AND OTHER POEMS.

By the Earl of Southesk, K.T. Extra fcap. 8vo. 7s.

v 1t is pleasant in these days, when there is so much artificial and
sensuous veyse published, to come across a book so thoroughly fresh
and healthy as Lord Southesk's. . . . There is an infini'e charm
about them in their spontancily and their healthful philosophy, in
the fervent love for natuve whick is their distinguishing character-
istic, and the manly and whilesome tone whick pervades every
page.)’—SCOTSMAN,

Stephen (C. E.)—THE SERVICE OF THE POOR ; being
an Inquiry into the Reasons for and against the Establishment of
Religions Sisterhoods for Charimble.ﬁ:;o-u. By CaroLINE
EMILIA STEPHEN. Crown 8vo, 6. 6d.

4 It touches incidentally and with much wisdom and tenderness o
s0 many of the relations of women, p‘aﬂaularly of single womes,
with society, that it may be read with ad by many whe
have never thought of entering a Sisterkood.” — SPECTATOR,
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Stephens (J. B.)—-CONVICT ONCE. A Poem. By J.
BRUNTON STEPHENS, Extra fcap. 8vo. 3s. 64,
“Jt is as far more interesting than ninety-nine novels out of a

hundred, as it is supevior lo them in power, worth, and baaul‘y.

We should most strongly advise everybody to vead ¢ Convict Once.””

—WESTMINSTER REVIEW.

Streets and Lanes of a City: Being the Reminiscences
of AMY DutroN. With a Preface by the BisHOP OF SALIs-
BURY, Second and Cheaper Edition. Globe 8vo. 2s. 64.

“One of the most really striking books that has ever come before us.”
—LITERARY CHURCHMAN.

Thompson.—A HANDBOOK TO THE PUBLIC PICTURE
GALLERIES OF EUROPE. With a brief sketch of the
History of the various schools of Painting from the thirteenth
century to the eighteenth, inclusivee By KATE THOMPSON.
Second Edition, Revised and Enlarged. Extra fcap. 8vo. 6s.

“ A very remarkable memoir of the several great schools of painting,
and a singularly lucid exhibition of the principal treasures of all
the chiet and some of 1he smaller picture galleries of Europe.
This unpretending book whick does so muck for the history of art
is also a traveller's guide-book; a guide-book, moreover, so con-
venient in arvangement and comprehensive in design that it will
not fail lo become the companion of the majority of English
tourists. . . . The large crowd of ordinary conmoisseurs who
only care to know a little about pictures, and the choicer body of
intelligent students of all artistic objects that fall in their way, will
extol the comtact little volume as the model of what an art
explorer’s vade mecum skould be. It will also be found in the
highest degree serviceable to the more lcarned connoisseurs and
erudite authorities on the matter of art,”—MORNING POST.

Thring.—SCHOOL SONGS. A Collection of Songs for Schools.
With the Music arranged for four Voices. Edited by the Rev. E.
THRING and H. Riccius. Folio. 7s. 64,

Tom Brown’s School Days.—By Anx OLp Bov.
Golden Treasury Edition, 4s. 64. People’s Edition, 2s.
With Seven Illustrations by A. HuGHES and SYDNEY HALL.
Crown 8vo. 6s. ’.

¢ The most famous boy's book in the language.”—DAILY NEWS.

Tom Brown at Oxford.—New Edition. With Illustrations
Crown 8vo. 6s. »
¢ I no other work that we can call to mind are the finer qualities of
the English gentleman more happily Npartrayad.”—DAlLY NEws.
“ 4 book of great power and truth.”—NATIONAL REVIEW.
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Tourgenief.—VIRGIN SOIL. By I, TOURGENIZF. Trans-
lated by AsHTON W. DILKE. Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6.
“ If we want to know Russian lifeand society inall its phases . . .
we cannot do better tham take up the works of the greatest of
Russian novelists, and one of the ﬁﬂatat in all European litera-

ture, Ivan Tourgenie/."—DAILY NEWS,

Trench.—Works by R. Cuzngvix TrncH, D.D., Archbishop
of Dublin. (For other Works by this Author, see THEOLOGICAL,
HisTORICAL, and PHILOSOPHICAL CATALOGUES.)

POEMS. Collected and arranged anew. Fcap. 8vo. 7s. 6d.

HOUSEHOLD BOOK OF ENGLISH POETRY. Selected and
arranged, with Notes, by Archbishop TreNcH., Third Edition,
revised, extra fcap. 8vo. §s. 6d.
¢ The Archbishop has conferred in this delightfsl volumean important

{:ﬁ om the whole English-speaking popwlation of the world.”—
ALL MALL GAZETTE.

SACRED LATIN POETRY, Chiefly Lyrical. Selected and
arranged for Use. By Archbishop TrREnNcH. Third Edition,
Corrected and Improved. Fcap. 8vo. 7s.

Turner.—Works by the Rev. CHAKLES TENNYSOM TURNER :—
SC;I'V"I‘{ETS. Dedicated to his Brother, the Poet Laureate. Fcap.
4.

SMALL TABLEAUX. Fcap.8vo. 4+ 64

Tyrwhitt._OUR SKETCHING CLUB. Letters and Studies
on Landscape Art. By Rev. R. ST. JouN TYRWHITT, M.A.
With an Authorized Reproduction of the Lessons and Woodcuts
in Professor Ruskin’s “Elemenu of Drawing.” Second Edition.
Crown 8vo, 74, 6d.

Under the Limes.—By the Aathor of * Christina North.”
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.
“One of the pretticst and best told stories whick it Ras bess osr
good fortune to read for a long time.”—PALL MALL GAZXTTE.

Webster.—Works by AuGusTA WEBSTER :—
It Mrs, Webster only vemains trus to hevself, she will assuredly
take a higher rank as a poct than any woman has yet dome.” —
WESTMINSTER REVIEW,

DRAMATIC STUDIES. Extra fcap. 8vo. 5.

“ A volume as strongly marked by perfect taste as by podtic power.” —
NONCONFORMIST.
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Webster (Augusta)—consinucd.

A WOMAN SOLD, AND OTHER POEMS. Crown 8vo. 7s. 6d.
“ Mrs. Webster has shown us that she is able to draw admirably
Jrom the life; that ske can observe with subtlety, and render her
observations with delicacy ; that she cam impersonate complex con-
ceptions and venture inlo recesses of the ideal world into which
Jew living writers can follow ker.”” —GUARDIAN,

PORTRAITS. Second Edition. Extra fcap. 8vo. 3s. 64. ;

“ Mrs. Webster’s poems exhibit simplicity and tenderness . . . ker
taste is perfect . . . This simplicity is combined with a subtlety of
thought, fecling, and observation whick demand that attention which
only real lovers .of poetry are apt to bestow.”’—WESTMINSTER
REeviEw, .

“ Cl s and simplicity combined with literary skill,”” — ATHE-
NEUM. ““ Mys. Webster’s ¢ Dramatic Studies’ and ¢ Tyanslation
of Prometheus’ have won for her an honourable place among our
Jemale poets, She wyites with remarkable vigour and dramatic
realization, and bids fair to be the most successful claimant of Mys.
Browning’s mantle.”—BRITISH QUARTERLY REVIEW.

MEDEA OF EURIPIDES. |Literally translated into English
Verse. Extra fcap. 8vo. 3s. 64.
“ Mrs. Webstey's translation surpasses ouy wtmost expectations. 1t is
a photograph of the original without any of that harshness whick
50 often accompanies a photograph.”— WESTMINSTER REVIEW,

THE AUSPICIOUS DAY, A Dramatic Poem. Extra fcap.8vo. §s.
4 The * Auspicious Day’ shows a marked advance, not only in art,
but, in what is of /ar more imporiance, in breadth of ht and
intellectual grasp.”—WESTMINSTER REVIEW. *“ Tkis drama is
a manifestation of high dramatic power on the part of the gifted
wriler, and entitled {0 our warmest admiration, as a worthy piece

of work.”—STANDARD.

YU-PE-YA’S LUTE. A Chinese Tale in English Verse. Extra

fcap. 8vo. 3s. 64.

“A very charming tale, charmingly ltold in dainty verse, with
occasional lyrics of tender beawuty.”—STANDARD, “ We close the
book with the renewed comviction that in Mrs. Webster we have a
profound and original poet. The book is marked not by mere
sweetness of mdody—rare as that gift is—but by the infinitely
raver gifts of dramatic power, of passion, and sympathetic insight.”
—WESTMINSTER REVIEW,

A HOUSEWIFE’S OPINIONS. Crown 8vo. 7s.64. L

“Mrs. Webster has stmdied social subjects profoundly, and her
opinions are worthy of every consideration. . . . No one can read
Mrs. Webster's books without immedately perceiving ske is a
woman of gemtus, possessed of remarkable vommonsense and a
rarve faculty of expression.”—MORNING POST.
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White.—RHYMES BY WALTER WHITE. 8vo. 7s 64.

Whittier.—JOHN GREENLEAF WHITTIER’S POETICAL
WORKS. Complete Edition, with Portrait engraved by C. H.
EENS. 18mo. 4s. 64.
‘ Mr. Whittier has all the smooth melody and the pathos of the author
of ‘Hiswatha, with a greater nicedy of description and a
quainler fancy.”—GRAPHIC.

Willoughby.—FAIRY GUARDIANS. A Book for the Young.
By F. WiLLoUGHBY. Illustrated. Crown 8vo. gilt. 5s.

““A dainty and delicious tale of the good old-fashioned type."—
SATURDAY REVIEW,

Wolf.—THE LIFE AND HABITS OF WILD ANIMALS.
Twenty Illustrations by JosepH WOLF, engraved by J. W. and E.
WHYMPER, With descriptive Letter-press, by D. G. ELLior,
F.L.S. Super royal 4to, cloth extra, gilt edges. 21s.

This is the last series of drawings whick will be made by Mr. Woly,
cither upon wood or stone.  The PALL MALL GAZETTE says :
“ The fierce, untamable side of brute nature kas never received a
more robust and vigorous interpretation, and the various incidents
in whick particular character is shown are set forth with rare dra-
matic power. For excellence that will endure, we incline to place
this very near the top of the list of Christmas books.” And the
ART JOURNAL observes, * Rarely, if ever, have we seen animal

life more /ara'b{y and beautifully depicted than in this really
splendid volume.”

Also, an Editior in royal folio, Proofs before Letters, each Proof
signed by the Engravers.

Woolner..—~MY BEAUTIFUL LADY. By THOMAS WOOLNER,
With a Vignette by A. HuGHEs, Third Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 5s.

““ No man can read this poem without being struck by the fitness and
JSinisk of the workmanship, so to speak, as well as by the chastened

and unpreending loftiness of thought whick pervades the whole”

—GLOBE.
. Words from the Poets. Selected by the Editor of  Rays

of Sunlight.” With a Vignette and Frontispiece. 18mo. limp. 1s.
¢¢ The selection aims at popularity, and deserves it.”—GUARDIAN,

Yonge (C. M.)—Works by CHARLOTTE M. YONGE.

THE HEIR OF REDCLYFFE. New Edition. With Illustra-
tions. Crown 8vo.

EXARTSEASE. New Edition, With Illustrations, Crown
e, 6s.
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Yonge (C. M.)—continued.

THE DAISY CHAIN. New Edition. With Tllustrations.
Crown 8vo. 6s.

THE TRIAL: MORE LINKS OF THE DAISY CHAIN.
New Edition, With Illustrations. Crown 8vo.:; 6.

- DYNEVOR TERRACE. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.
HOPES AND FEARS. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.
THE YOUNG STEPMOTHER. New Edition. Crowh 8vo, 6s-

CLEVER WOMAN OF THE FAMILY. New Edition. Crown
8vo.

THE DOVE IN THE EAGLE’S NEST. New Edition.
Crown 8vo. 3
“ We think the authoress of * The Heir of Redclyffe’ has surpassed
her previous efforts in this illuminated chronicle of the olden time,”’
—BRITISH QUARTERLY.

THE CAGED LION. Illustrated. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.

¢ Prettily and tenderly written, and will with young people especially

be a great favourite.”—DAILY NEWS. *‘ Everybody should read
this.”—LITERARY CHURCHMAN.

THE CHAPLET OF PEARLS; or, THE WHITE AND

BLACK RIBAUMONT. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.

““ Miss Yonge has brought a lofty aim as well as high art to the con-
struction of a story which may claim a place among the best efforts
in historical yomance.”—MORNING POST. *‘ The plot, in truth,
is of the very first order of ‘merit.”—SPECTATOR. * We have
seldom read a more charming story.” —GUARDIAN,

THE PRINCE AND THE PAGE. A Tale of the Last Crusade.

Illustrated. New Edition. 18mo, 2s. 64.

“ A tale which, we are sure, will give pleasure to many others besides
the young people for whom it is specially intended, ... This
extyemely prettily-told story does not require the guarantee afforded
by the name of the author of ¢ The Heir of Redclyffe’ on the title-
page to ensure its becoming a universal favourite,”—DUBLIN
EVENING MAIL.

. THE LANCES OF LYNWOOD. New Edition, with Coloured
Tllustrations. 18mo. 4. 6d.
“ The illustrations are very spirited and rick in colour, and the
story can hardly fail to charm the youthful reader.” —MANCHESTER
EXAMINER.

. THE LITTLE DUKE: RICHARD THE FEARLESS, |New
Edition, Illustrated. 18mo. 2s. 64,
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Yonge (C. M.)—continucd.

A BOOK OF GOLDEN DEEDS OF ALL TIMES AND ALL
COUNTRIES. Gathered and Narrated Anew. GOLDEN
TREASURY SERIES). 45 6d. Cheap Edition. 1s.
¢ We have seen no prettier gifi-book for a long time, and none whick,

both for its cheapness and the spivit in whick it has been compiled,
& more deserving of praise.”—ATHENAUM,

CAMEOS FROM ENGLISH HISTORY. From RoLLO to
EpwaArD IL Extra fcap. 8vo. §s. Third Edition, enlarged. 5s.

Secoyp Skries, THE WARS IN FRANCE. Third Edition.
Extra fcap. 8vo. 5s.
¢ Instead of dry details,”’ says the NONCONFORMIST, ““we have
living pictures, faithful, vivid, and striking.”
Tx-m;n Skries,. THE WARS OF THE ROSES. Extra fcap.
VO, §s.

P’s AND Q’s; or, THE QUESTION OF PUTTING UPON.
" With Illustrations by C. O. MurraY. New Edition. Globe
8vo, cloth gilt. 4. 64.

¢ One of her most successful little pieces . . . . just what a narvative

should be, each incident simply and naturally related, no preaching

or moralising, and yet the moral coming out most powerfully, ana

the whole story not too long, or with the least appearance of being
spun out.”—LITERARY CHURCHMAN.

THE PILLARS OF THE HOUSE; or, UNDER WODE,
UNDER RODE. New Edition. Two vols. crown 8vo. 12s.
““ A domestic story ot English professional life, whick for sweetness

of tone and absorbing intevest from fiyst to last has mever beem
rivalled.”—STANDARD. *‘ Miss Yonge has certainly added to
her already high reputation by this charming book, which keeps the
reader’s attention fixed to the end. Indeed we are only sorrvy theve is
not_another volume to come, and part with the Underwood family
with sincere regret.”—COURT CIRCULAR.

LADY HESTER; oRr, URSULA’S NARRATIVE. New

Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.

“ We shall not anticipate the inlerest by epitomising the plot, but we
shall only say that readers will find in it all. the gracefulness, right
Jeeling, and delicate perception whick they have been long accustomed
0 look for in Miss Yonge's writings””—GUARDIAN.

MY YOUNG ALCIDES; or, A FADED PHOTOGRAPH.

NewEdition. Crown 8vo. 6s.

“ Marked by all the perfect and untiring freshness that akways
charm wus in Miss Yonge's novels.”—GRAPHIC. *‘ The story is
admirably told, and extremely inleresting.”—STANDARD.

THE THREE BRIDES. New Edition. 2 vols. Crown 8vo.

125, .
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MAGMILLAN'S GOLDEN TREASURY SERIES.

UnrrorMLY printed in 18mo., with Vignette Titles by Sir
NokL PaToN, T. WooLNEr, W. HorLman HunT, J. E.
Mirrats, ARTHUR HucHES, &c. Engraved on Steel by
JeEns. Bound in extra cloth, 4s. 6d. each volume. Also
kept in morocco and calf bindings.

¢ Messrs. Macmillan kave, in their Golden Treasury Sevies, especially
provided editions of standard works, volumes of selected poctry, and
original compositions, whick entitle this series to be called classical.
Nothing can be better than the literary execution, nothing move
;{egant than the material workmanship,”—BRITISH QUARTERLY
EVIEW.

The Golden Treasury of the Best Songs and
LYRICAL POEMS IN THE ENGLISH LANGUAGE.
Selected and arranged, with Notes, by FRaNcis TURNER
PALGRAVE,
¢ This delightful little volume, the Golden Tyeasury, whick contains

many of the best oviginal lyvical pieces and songs in our language,
grouped with care and skill, so as to illustrate eack other like the
pictures in a well-arvanged gallery.”—QUARTERLY REVIEW.

The Children’s Garland from the best Poets.

Selected and arranged by COVENTRY PATMORE.

It includes specimens of all the gyeat masters in the art of poetyy,
selected with the matured judgment of a man concentyated on
obtaining insight into’ the feelings and tastes of childhood, and
dessyous to awaken ils finest impulses, to cultivale its keenest sensi-
bilities’—MORNING PosT.

‘The Book of Praise. From the Best English Hymn Writers,
Selected and arranged by LORD SELBORNE. 4 New and En-

larged Edition.
“ All previous compilations of this kind must undeniably for the
present give place to the Book of Praise. . . . The selection kas

been made thyoughout with sound judgment and critical taste. The
Pains involved in this compilation must have been immense, em-
bracing, as it does, every writer of note sn this special province of
English litevature, and ranging over the most widely divergent
tracks of religious thought.”—SATURDAY REVIEW.
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The Fairy Book; the Best Popular Fairy Stories. Selected
and rendered anew by the Author of ¢ John Halifax,
Gentleman.”
¢ A delightful selection, in a delightful external form ; full of the

Physical splendour and vast opulence of proper fany tales.”’~
SPECTATOR.

The Ballad Book. A Selection of the Cholcest British Ballads.
Edited by WILLIAM ALLINGHAM.
¢ His taste as a_fudge of old poetry will be found, by all acquainted with
the various readings of old English ballads, truc enough to fustify
his undertaking so critical a ta:k.”—-SATUxDAY REVIEW,

The Jest Book. The Choicest Anecdotes and Sayings. Selected
and arranged by MARK LEMON.
¢ The fullest and best jest book that kas yet appeared.’’—SATURDAY
REVIEW.

Bacon’s Essays and Colours of Good and Evil.
With Notes and Glossarial Index. By W. ALpis WRIGHT,

M.A.
¢ The beautiful little edition of Bacow's Essays, now before us, does
credit to the taste and scholarship of Mr. Aldis Wright. . . . It

puts the reader in possession of all the essential literary fact.r and
clzromlogy necessary for reading the Essays in connection with
Bacon's life and times.””—SPECTATOR.

The Pilgrim’s Progress from this World to that which is to
come. By JoHN B /~YAN.
¢ A beautiful ana schowarly reprint.”—SPECTATOR.

The Sunday Book of Poetry for the Young.
Selected and arranged by C. F. ALEXANDER.
¢ 4 well-selected volume of Sacred Poetry.”—SPECTATOR.

A Book of Golden Deeds ot All Timesand All Countries
Gathered and narrated anew. By the Author of *‘ THE HEIR OF
REDCLYFFE.”

« To the young. for whom it is especially intended, as a most
interesting collection of thrilling tales well told ; and to their elders,
as a useful handbook of refevence, and a fl:asant one to take up
when their wisk is to while away a weary half-hour. We kave
seen no prettier gift-book for a long time”— ATHENEUM.

The Adventures of Robinson Crusoe. Edited from
the Original Edition by J. W. CLARK, M.A. Fellow of Trinity
College, Cambridge.
¢ Mutilated and modified editions of this Englisk classic are so muck

the rule, that a cheap and preity copy of it, rigidly exact to the
original, will be a prize to many book-buyers”"—EXAMINER,
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The Republic of Plato. TransLaTeD into Encrish, with
Notes by J. Ll. DAvVIES, M.A. and D. J. VAUGHAN, M. A.
*“ 4 dainty and cheap little edition.”—EXAMINER,

The Song Book. Words and Tunes from the best Poets and
Musicians.  Selected and arranged by JoHN HuLLAH, Professor
of Vocal Music in King’s College, London.

““ A choice collection of the sterling songs of England, Scotland, and
Ireland, with the music of each prefixed to the Words. How much
true wholesome pleasure suck a book can difjuse, and will diffuse,
we lrust through many thousand families.” —~EXAMINER.

La Lyre Francaise. Selected and arranged, with Notes, by
GUSTAVE MaAssoN, French Master in Harrow School.
A selection of the best French songs and lyrical pieces.

Tom Brown’s School Days. By Ax OLp Bov.
“A perfect gem of a book. The best and most healthy book about
boys for boys that ever was written.”—ILLUSTRATED TIMES.

A Book of Worthies. Gathered from the Old Histories and
written anew by the Author of ¢ THE HEIR OF REDCLYFFE.”
With Vignette.
 An admirable addition to an admirable series.”—W ESTMINSTER

REVIEW.

A Book of Golden Thoughts. By Henry Arrwer,-
Knight of the Order of the Oak Crown.
“ My. Attwell has produced a book of rarevalue. . . . Happilyit
s small enough to be carried about in the pocket,and of suck a com-
panion it would be difficult to weary.”—PALL MALL GAZETTE

Guesses at Truth. By Two Broruers. New Edition.

The Cavalier and his Lady. Selections trom the Works
of the First Duke and Duchess of Newcastle. With an Intro-
ductory Essay by EDWARD JENKINS, Author of ‘Ginx’s Baby,” &c.
““ A charming little volume.”—STANDARD.

Theologia Germanica.—Which setteth forth many fair Linea-
ments of Divine Truth, and saith very lofty and lovely thm%s
touching a Perfect Life. Edited by DR. PFEIFFER, from the only
complete manuscript yet known. Translated from the German,
by SUSANNA WINKWORTH. With a Preface by the REV. CHARLES
Izmcsmw, and a Letter to the Translator by the Chevalier
Bunsen, D.D.

Milton’s Poetical Works.—Edited, with Notes, &c. , by
PROFESSOR MAssON. Two vols. 18mo. 9s.

Scottish Song. A Selection of the Choicest Lyrics of Scotland.
Compiled and arranged, with brief Notes, by MARY CARLYLE
AITKIN,
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¢ Miss Aithin's exquisite collection of Scottish Song is so alluring,
and suggests so many lopics, that we find it dificult to lay it down.
The book is one that should find a place in cvery library, we haa
almost said in every pocket, and the summer tourist who wishes to
carry with him into the country a volume of gemsuine y will
[ind it difficult to select one containing within so small a compass
s0 much of rarest value.”—SPECTATOR,

Deutsche Lyrik.—The Golden Treasury of the best German
Lyrical Poems, selected and arranged with Notes and Literary
Introduction. By Dr. BUCHHEIM.
¢ This collection of German poelry is compiled with care and con-

Sclentiousness. « . . o The result of his labours is satisfactory.
Almost all the lyrics dear to English readers of German will be
found in this little volume.”—PALL MALL GAZETTE.

Robert Herrick.—SELECTIONS FROM THE LYRICAL
POEMS OF. Arranged with Notes by F. T, PALGRAVE,
 d delightful little book. Herrick, the English Catullus, is simply
one of the most exquisile of poets, and his fame and memory are
Tortunate in having found one so capable of doing honour to them
as the present editor ; who contyibutes a charming dedication and
a preface full of delicate and sensitive criticism to a volume than
which one would hardly desire a choicer companion for a journcy
or for hours of ease in the country.”—DAILY NEWS.

Poems of Places.—Edited by H. W. LoNGFELLoW. England
and Wales. Two Vols,

¢ After a careful perusal we must pronounce kis work an excellent
collection. . . . In this compilation we find not only a guide-
book for future travels, but a fund of reminiscences of the past.
7o many of us it will seem like a biography of our best and
happiest emotions. . . . For those who know not all these places
the book will be an excellent traveélling companion or guide, or may
even stand some in good stead in place of travel.”—TIMES.

Matthew Arnold’s Selected Poems.
Also a Large Paper Edition. Crown 8vo. 12s. 6d.

The Story of the Christians and Moors in Spain.
—By CHARLOTTE M. YoNGE. With a Vignette by HOLMAN
HunT. )

Lamb’s Tales from Shakespeare.—Edited with Preface
by the Rev. ALFRED AINGER, Reader at the Temple.

Shakespeare’s Songs and Sonnets.—Edited by FRaNCIs
TURNER PALGRAVE. ) [ 79 the press.

Wordsworth’s Select Poems.—Edited by MATTHEW
ARNOLD. [ 192 the press.
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MACMILLAN’S GLOBE LIBRARY.

Beautifully printed on toned paper price 3s. 64, eack. Also kept in a
variety of calf and morocco bindings at moderate prices.

Books, Wordsworth says, are
¢‘the spirit breathed
By dead men to their kind ;”

and the aim of the publishers of the Globe Library has
been to make it possible for the universal kin of English-
speaking men to hold communion with the loftiest “ spirits
of the mighty dead ;” to put within the reach of all classes
complete and accurate editions, carefully and clearly printed
upon the best paper, in a convenient form, at a moderate
price, of the works of the MASTER-MINDS OF ENGLISH
LITERATURE, and occasionally of foreign literature in an
attractive English dress.

The Editors, by their scholarship and special study of
their authors, are competent to afford every assistance to
readers of all kinds : this assistance is rendered by original
biographies, glossaries of unusual or obsolete words, and
critical and. explanatory notes.

The publishers hope, therefore, that these Globe Editions
may prove worthy of acceptance by all classes wherever the
English Language is spoken, and by their universal circula-
tion justify their distinctive epithet ; while at the same time
they spread and nourish a common sympathy with nature’s
most “finely touched” spirits, and thus help a little to
“ make the whole world kin.” '

- The SATURDAY REVIEW says: *‘ The Globe Editions are admirable
for their scholarly editing, theiy tyfafmjlzkal gxcellence, their com-
lous form, and their cheapness.” The BRITISH QUARTERLY
EVIEW says: *‘In compendiousness, elegance, and scholarliness,
the Globe Editions of Messrs. Macmillan surpass any popular series
of our classics hitherto gtven to the public. As near an approach

fo méniature perfection as has ever made.”
Shakespeare’s Complete Works. Edited by. W. G.
Crazk, M.A., and W, ALD1s WRIGHT, M. A., of Trinity College,

c
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Cambridge, Editors of the ‘‘Cambridge Shakespeare,” With _

Glossary. Pp. 1,075. .

The ATHENZEUM says this edition is ** a marvel of beauty, cheapness,
and compaciness. . . . For the busy man, above all for the
working student, this ts the best of all m&ﬁy Shakespeares.”
And the PALL MALL GAZETTE observes: *“ To have produced
the complete works of the world's grealest poet in suck a form,
and at a price within the yeack of every one, is of itself almost
sufficient lp give the publishers a claim to be considered public beme-
Jactors.” s

Spenser’s Complete Works. Edited from the Original

Editions and Manuscripts, by R. MORRI1s, with a Memojr by J.

W. HaLgs, M.A. With Glossary. pp. lv., 736. 3

“Worthy—and higher praise it needs not—of the beautiful ¢ Globe
Series) The work is edited with all the care so noble a poet
deserves.”—DAILY NEWs,

Bir Walter Scott’s Poetical Works. Edited with a

Biographical and Critical Memoir by FRANCIS TURNER PALGRAVE,

and copious Notes, pp. xliii., 559.

“* We can almost sympathise with a middle-aged grumbler, who, after
reading My. Palgrave's memoir and introduction, should exclaim
-—-‘PVf;uwa: there not suck an edition of Scott when I was a school
boy ?’ " —GUARDIAN. '

Complete Works of Robert Burns.—THE POEMS,

SONGS, AND LETTERS, edited from' the best'Printed and

Manuscript Authorities, with Glossarial Index, Notes, and a

Biographical Memoir by, ALEXANDER SMITH. pp. lLxii., 636.

‘“Admirable in all respects.”—SPECTATOR. ““ The cheapest, the
most perfect, and the most interesting edivion which khas ever been
publishea.”—BELL'S MESSENGER, ot

Robinson Crusoe. Edited after the Original Editions, with a
Biographical Introduction by HENRY KINGSLEY. pp. xxxi., 607.
‘A most excellent and in every way desirable edition.””—COURT

CIRCULAR. “Macmillan's * Globe’ Robinsom Crusoe is a book to
have and 1o keep.”—MORNING STAR.

Goldsmith’s Miscellaneous Works. Edited, with
Biographical Introduction, by Professor MAssoN. pp. Ix., 695.
““Suck an admirable compendium of the facts of Goldsmitk's life,

and so careful and minute a delineation of the mixed trails of his
deculiar character as to be a very model of a literary biogvaphy
#n little.”—SCOTSMAN, ‘

Pope’s Poetical Works. Edited, with Notes and Intro-
ductory Memoir, by ADOLPHUS WILLIAM_WARD, M.A., Fellow
of St. Peter’s College, Cambridge, and Professor of History in
Owens College, Manchester, pp. lii., 508. '

The LITERARY CHURCHMAN remarks : *“ 7 ke editor’s owom notes
and introdsuctory memoir are excellent, the memoir alone would be
cAesp and wall worth buying at the price of the whols volume.”
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Dryden’s Poetical' Works. Edited, with a Memoir,
Revised Text, and Notes, by W. D, CHRISTIE, M.A., of Trinity
College, Cambridge. pp. lxxxvii., 662.

“ An admirable edition, the result of great research ana of a carerul
revision of the text. The memoir prefixed contains, within less
than nincly pages, as muck sound criticism and as comprekensive
aG biography as the student of Dryden need desire,””—PALL MALL

AZETTE.

Cowper’s Poetical Works. Edited, with Notes and
Biographioal Introduction, by WiLLiaM BENHAM, Vicar of
Addington and Professor of Modern History in Queen’s College,
London. pp. lxxiii., 536.

“Myr. Benham's edition of Cowper is one of permanent value.
The biographical sntroduction is excellent, full of information,
singularly neat and readable and modest—indeed too modest in
its comments. The notes are concise and accurate, and the editor
Ras been able to discover and introduce some hitherto unprinted
matter. Altogether the book is a very excellent one.”—SATURDAY,
REVIEW. '

Morte d’Arthur.—SIR THOMAS MALORY’S BOOK OF
KING ARTHUR AND OF HIS NOBLE KNIGHTS OF
THE ROUND TABLE. The original Edition of CAXTON,
revised for Modern Use. With an Introduction by Sir EDWARD
STRAGHEY, Bart. pp. xxxvii., 509..
1t is with perfect confidence that we recommend this edition of the ola

romanceto eyery. class of v ,”—PALL MALL GAZETTE.

The Works of Virgil. Rendered into English Prose, with
Introductions, Notes, Runninﬁ Analysis, and an Index. By JAMES
LONSDALE, M.A., late Fellow and Tutor of Balliol College,
Oxford, and Classical Professor in King’s College, London ; and
SAMUEL LEE, M.A., Latin Lecturer at University College,
London. pp. 288.

“ 4 move compiete edi¥ion-of Virgil in English it is scarcely possible
to conceive than the scholarly work before us.”—GLOBE.

The Works of Horace. Rendered into English Prose, with
Introductions, Running Analysis, Notes, and Index. By JOHN
LONSDALE, M.A., and SAMUEL LEE, M.A.

The STANDARD says, *“ Tv classical and non-classical ycaders it
will be invaluable as 'a faithful interpretation of the mind ana
meaning of the poet, enviched as it is with notes and dissertations
of the kighest value in the way.of criticism, Wlusiration, and
explanation.” . ,

Milton’s Poetical Works.—Edited with Introductiens by
Professor MASSON,

¢ A worthy addition to a vakeadle series.”—ATHENEUM, ]
<« In every way an admivable book.”=~PALL MALL GAZRTTE.




MACMILLAN'S POPULAR NOVELS.

In Crown 8ve. cloth, price 6s. eack Volume.

BY WILLIAM BLACK.
A PRINCESS OF THULE,
MADCAP VIOLET.
THE MAID OF KILLEENA; and other Tales.

THE STRANGE ADVENTURES OF A PHAETON.
IHustrated.
GREEN PASTURES AND PICCADILLY,

MACLEOD OF DARE. Illustrated,

BY CHARLES KINGSLEY.

TWO YEARS AGO.
«WESTWARD HO!”
ALTON LOCKE. With Portrait.
HYPATIA.

YEAST.

HEREWARD THE WAKE.

BY THE AUTHOR OF “JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN.”
THE HEAD OF THE FAMILY. Illustrated.

THE OGILVIES. Iilustrated.

AGATHA'S HUSBAND. Illustrated.

OL1VE, Illustrated.

BY CHARLOTTE M. YONGE.

THE HEIR OF REDCLYFFE. With Illustrations,
HEARTSEASE, With Ilustrations.

THE DAISY CHAIN. Wi Illustrations.

THE TRIAL" More Links in the Daisy Chain. With Illus-

trations.

HOPES AND FEARS.,

DYNEVOR TERRACE. With Illustrations.
MY YOUNG ALCIDES.

THE PILLARS OF THE HOUSE. 2 Vols.
CLEVER WOMAN OF THE FAMILY,
THE YOUNG STEPMOTHER,

THE DOVE IN THE EAGLE’S NEST,
THE CAGED LION. Illustrated,



MACMILLAN'S POPULAR NOVELS—wntinucd.

BY CHARLOTTE M. YONGE-—continucd.
THE CHAPLET OF PEARLS.
LLADY HESTER ; or, Ursula’s Narrative,
THE THREE BRIDES, 2 Vols.

BY MRS. OLIPHANT.

YOUNG MUSGRAVE.
THE CURATE IN CHARGE,
A SON OF THE SOIL.

BY ANNIE KEARY.
CASTLE DALY,
OLDBURY.
A YORK AND A LANCASTER ROSE.

BY GEORGE FLEMING.

A NILE NOVEL.
MIRAGE.

BY HENRY JAMES, Jun
THE EUROPEANS,
THE AMERICAN.

TOM BROWN’S SCHOOL . DAYS,

TOM BROWN AT OXFORD. _

THE FOOL OF QUALITY, By H. BROOKE,

REALMAH. By the Author of *Friends in Council.”

PATTY. By Mrs. MAcQuoID,

HUGH CRICHTON’S ROMANCE. By C. R.. COLERIDGE:

OV;I(':)E GWYNNE'S GREAT WORK.. By LADY AUGUSTA:

MY TIME, AND WHAT I'VE DONE WITH IT. By F.
C. BURNAND,

ROSE TURQUAND. By ELLICE HoPKINS,

OLD SIR DOUGLAS. By the Hon. Mrs. NORTON.

SEBASTIAN. By KATHERINE COOPER,

THE LAUGHING MILL; and other Tales. "By JuLiAN
HAWTHORNE,



Now publishing, in crown 8vo, price 2+, 64.
ENGLISH MEN OF LETTERS.
Edited by JOHN MORLEY.

ENGLISH MEN OF LETTEBS. JOHNSON., By LESLIE
STEPHEN. Crown 8vo. 2s. 64.

‘¢ The new series opens well with Mr Leslie Stephen’s sketch of
Dr. Jobnson. It could hardly have been done better, and it will convey
to the readers for whom it is intended a juster estimate of Johnson than
either of the two essays of Lord Macaulay.”—Pall Mall Gazette.

ENGLISH MEN OF LETTERS.—SCOTT. By R. H. HuTTON.
Crown 8vo, 21 6a.
“We could not wish for a more suggestive introduction to Scott and
his poems and novels,”— Examiner.

ENGLISH MEN OF LETTERS.—GIBBON. By J. C.
RISON. Crown 8vo. 2, 64,
‘“ As a clw thoughtful, and attractive record of the life and works
of the greatest among the world’s historians, it deserves the highest
praise,”’ —Examiner.

ENGLIBH MEN OF LETTERS.—SHELLEY. By J. A.
ONDS. Crown 8vo. 2. 6d.

“ The lovers of this great poet are to be congratulated at baving at

their command so fresh, clear, and intelligent a presentment of the

subject, written by a man of adequate and;wide culture,”’—Atkenzum.

ENGLISH MEN OF LETTERS.—HUME. By Professor
UXLEY, F.R.S. Crown 8vo. 2s, 6d.
“ It may fairly be said that no one now living could have expounded
Hume with more sympathy or with equal perspicuity.”—Atkhenzum.

ENGLISH MEN OF LETTERS. —GOLDSMITH. By
WILLIAM BLACK. Crown 8vo. 2s. 64,
“‘Mr. Black brings a fine sympathy and taste to bear in his criticism
of Goldsmwith’s writings, as well as his sketch of the incidents of his
life.” —Athenaum.

ENGLISH MEN OF LETTEBS.—DEFOE. By W. MINTO.
Crown 8vo. 2s,
‘“Mr. Minto’s book is weful and accurate in all that is stated, and
fd;hfnl in all that it suggesta. It will repay reading more than once.”
—, Mm“”. .

’



ENGLISH MEN OF LETTERS—Continued.

ENGLISH MEN OF LETTERS.—BURNS. By Principal
SHAIRP. Crown 8vo. 2s. 6d.

““It is impossible to desire fairer criticism than Principal Shairp’s
on Burns’s poetry. . . . . None of the series has given a truer estimate
either of character or of genius than this volume.”—Sgectator,

ENGLISH MEN OF LETTERS.—SPENSER. By the Very

Rev. the DEAN OF ST. PAuL’s, Crown 8vo. 2 6d.

¢ Dr. Church is master of his subject, and writes always with good
taste.”—dAcademy.

ENGLISH MEN OF - LETTERS.—THACKERAY. By
ANTHONY TROLLOPE, Crown 8vo. 2s. 6d.

¢ Mr. Trollope’s sketch is exceedingly adapted to fulfil the purpose
of the series in which it appears.”—dAtkenzum.

ENGLISH MEN OF LETTERS.—BURKE. By JoHN
MORLEY. Crown 8vo. 25 6d,

¢¢ Perhaps the best criticism yet published on the life and character
of Burke is contained in Mr. Morley’s compendious biography. His
style is vigorous and polished, and both his political and personal
judgment and his literary criticisms are just, generous, subtle, and in
a high degree interesting,”—Saturday Review.

In the Press.
MILTON. By MARK PATTISON.

COWPER. By GOLDWIN SMITH.
SOUTHEY. By Professor DOWDEN.

HAWTHORNE. By HENRY JAMES.
CHAUCER. By Professor A. W, WARD.

Other Volumes to follow.,

MACMILLAN AND CO., LONDON.
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