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MEMORIES; SWEET AND SAD.

When blushing rosebuds hide tbeir face,
Behind their leaves, with so much grace,
I think of thy sweet bashful waya,

In former days.

When soft winds wafted from the south,
Witb grateftul fragrance fan my moutb,
What message do they brlng to met

A Ms frcm thee.

And dew drops on the lily's leaf,
Like tears that tell of silent grief,
Are so like pearls, when by thee worn,

Thou did'nt'adorn.

And when the spring-flowers bloom anew,
Of varied tint and dainty hue,
The modest snowdrop, violet meek,

Ail of thee apéak.

And tben the sun tbro' April show'r.,
Sm les Iovingly upon the flew'rs,
Jubt like thy tears, that all in play

I've kissed away.

At eve when sings the nightingale,
Whose lusciops notes our ears regale,
I think I hear thy voice again,

But list in vain!

And when I view the heav'ns at night,
Bespangled with the stars of light,
I wonder If thine own bright oyes

Gaze on those skies.

Whate'er la lovely, good.and true,
WVhatever 1 ure as moriug dew,

Recalls fond memories to me,
Sweet thoughts of thee!

NïINETY-THREE.
BY VICTOR HUGO.

-c---

PART THE THIRD.
IN VENDÉE.

BOOK THE SECOND.

THE MASSACRE OF SAINT BARTHOLOMEW.

Suddenly René-Jean, who had gone near a window, lifted
his head, then dropped it, and hastened to bide himself in a
corner of the wall made by the projecting window-recess. He
had just caught sight of a man looklug at him. It was a sol-
dier from the encampment of Blues on the plateau, who, pro-
fiting by the truce, and perhaps infringing it a little, had ven-
tured to the very edge of the escarpment, from whence the
interior of the library wus visible. Seeing René-Jean bide
himself Gros-Alain hid too; ho erouched down beside his
brother, and Georgette hurried to hide herself behind them.
Se they remained, silent, motionless, Georgette pressing her .
finger against het lips. After a few minutes René-Jean ven-
tured to thrust out his hesd ; theo soldier.was there still. René-
Jean retreated quickly, and the three little ones dared not even
breathe. This suspense lusted for some time. Finally the
fear began to bore Georgette ; she gathered courage to look
out. The soldier had disappeared. 'They began again to run
about and play. Gros-Alain, although the imitator and ad-
mirer of René-Jean, bad a speciality-that of discoveries. Hi.
brother and sister saw him suddenly galloping wildly about,
dragging after him a little cart, which he had unearthed be-
hind some box.

This doll'a waggon had lain forgotten for years among the
dust, living amicably ln the neighbourhood of the printed
works of genius and the busts Of sages. It was perhaps one
of the toys that Gauvain had played with when a child.

Groa.Alain had made a whip of bis string, and cracked it
loudly ; he was very proud. Such are discoverers. The child
discovers a little waggon, the man an America-the spirit df
adventure is the same.

But it was necessary to share the godsend. René-Jean
wished to harness himself tg the carriage, and Georgette wish-
ed to ride in it.

She succeeded in seating herseIlf. René-Jean was the horse.
Gros-Alain was the coachman. But the coachman did not un-
derstand hi. business; the horse began to teach him.

René-Jean shouted, "Say 'Whoa'"
" Whoa1 " repeated Gros-Alain.
The carriage upset. Georgette rolled out. Child-angels

can shriek ; Georgette did so.
Then she had a vague wish to weep.
'« liss," said René-Jean, ciyou are too big."
" Me big 1" stammered Georgette.
And ber ize consoled ber for ber fall.
The cornice of the entablature outside the windows was

very broad; the dust blowing from the plain of heath had col-
lected thereo; the raina had hardened it into scil, the wind had
brought seeds ; a blackberry bush had proted by the shallow
bed te grow up there. This bush beoged to the speciesa
called fox blackberry. It was August now, and the bush was
ceored with berries; a branch passed lu by the window, and
hung down nesrly toe booro.

Gros-Alain, after baving discovered the cord sud tiie waggonu
discovered this bramble.. Ho went up te it. Ho gathered as
berry sud ste.

" I am huny," said René-J an.
Georgette arrived, galloping upon ber bandasud knees.
The three between them stripped tho brsnchi, sud ate aill

the berries. Tl y stained their faces sud bauds wlth tii. pur.
pie juice till the. trie cf little seraphs was changed into a knotl
cf lile fauns, wbich woiuld have shocked Dantoeind charmed
Virgil. Tbey shrieked with laughter

Fromn time to tuime the thorns pricked their lugera. Tbere
la always pain attached te every plessure.

Georgette beld cut her lnger te René-Jean, on whichi shiowedc
a tiny drop cf blcod, sud, pointing te the bush, said, " P'icks.

Gros-Alain, who had sufered also, looked suspiciously a
the branch, and said, "It ls a beast,"

" No," replied René-Jean, "It is a stick."
" Thon a stick is wicked," retorted Gros-Alain.9
Again Georgette though she had a mind to cry, burst outt

laughing.1
In the meantime René-Jean, perhaps jealous of the discov-t

eries made by his younger brother, had conceived a grand pro-
ject. For rome minutes past, while busy eating the berries
and pricking bis lngers, bis eyes turned frequently toward the
chorister's desk mounted on a pivot, and isolated like a monu-(
ment in the centre of the library. On this desk lay the cele-i
brated volume of Saint Bartholomew.1

It was, in truth, a magnificent and priceless folio. It hadt
been published at Cologne by the famous publisher of the
edition of the Bible of 1682, Blaeu, or in Latin Cesius.

It was printed, not on Dutch paper, but upon that beautiful1
Arabian paper so much admired by Edrisi, which was made of(
ailk and cotton and never grew yellow; the binding was off
git leather, and the clamps were of silver, the boards of that
parchment which the parchment sellers of Paris took an oath
to-buy at the Hall Saint-Mathurin, "and nowhere else."

The volume was full of engravings on wood and copper,
with geographical maps of many countries ; it had on a fly-t
leaf a protest of the printers, papermakera, and publiëhers,
against the edict of 1835, which set a tax on "leather, fur,1
cloven-footed animal, sea-fleh, and paper," and ut the back oft
the frontispiece could be read a dedication to the Gryphe,d
who were to Lyons what the Elsevirs were to Amsterdam.E
These combinations resulted in a famons copy, almost as raiet
as the ApostoL at Moscow.1

The book was beautiful; it was for that reason René-Jean
looked at it, too long perhaps. The volume chanced to be
open at a great print representing Saint Bartholomew carryingt
his skin over his arm. He could see this print where ho
stood. When the berries were all caten, René-Jean watched
it with a feverish longing, and Georgette, following the direc-r
tion of her brothera eyes, perceived the engraving, and said,c
"Pic'aure."

This exclamation seemed to decide René-Jean. Then, to
the utter stupefaction of Gros-Alain, an extraordinary thingi
happened. A great oaken chair stood in one corner of thes
library ; René-Jean marched towards it, seized and draggud it
unaided up to the desk. Thon he mounted thereon and laid
hie two bands on the volume.

Arrived ut this aummit, ho felt a neceasity for being magni-
ficently generous; he took hold of the up.er end ot the "l pic-
'aure " and fore it carefully down ; the tear went diagonally
over the saint, but that was not the fault of René-Jean; it left
in the book the left aide, one eye and a bit of the halo of the
old apocryphal Evangelist; ho effered Georgette the other1
half of the saint and all his skin. Georgette took the saint,
and observed, " Ma-mans."

'' And Il1" ried Gros-Alain.
The tearing of the first page of a book by children l like

the shedding of the firat drop of blood by men-it decides the
carnage.t

Rone Jean turned the leaf; next to the saint came the com-1
mentator Panttuus. René-Jean bestowed Pantoenus upon1
(*ros-Alain.r

Meanwhile Georgette tore ber large piece into two little
mutsele, thon the two into four, and continued her work till
history might have noted that saint Bartholomew, after having
been flayed in Armtnia, wastorn limb from limb in Brittany.j

The quartering completed, Georgette held out her hand to1
René.Jean, and said, "More 1"

.After the saint and the commentator followed portraits of1
frowning glossarista. The frst in the procession was Gav-1
antus; Ren-Jean tore him out and put Gavantus into Geor-1
gette' hand.4

The whole group of Saint Bartholomew's commentators met
the same fate,in turn

There is a sense of superiority in giving. Ren6-Jean kept
nothing for himself. Gros-Alain and Georgette were watching
him ; ho was satisfied with that; the admiration of his public
was reward enough.

René-Jean, inexhaustible in bis magnanimity, offered Fabri-
cio Pignatelli to Gros-Alain, and Father8tilting to Georgette;
ho followt d these by the bestowal of Alphonse Tostat on Gros-
Alain, and Cornelius à Lapide upon Georgette. Thon Gros-
Alain received Henry Hammond, and Georgette Father Ro-
berti, together with a view of the city of Douai, where that
father was born in 1619. Gros-Alain received the protest of
the stationers, and Georgette obtained the dedication to the
Gryphes. Then it was the turn of the maps. René-Jean pro-
ceeded to distribute them. He gave Gros-Alain Ethiopia, and
Lycaonia fell to Georgette. This done, h tumbled the book
upon the Iloor

This was a terrible moment. With miugled ecstacy and
fright Gros-Alain and Georgette saw René-Jean wrinkle his
brows, stiffen his legs, clench bis fats, and puah the massive
folio of the stand. The majestic old tome was fairly a tragic
spectacle. Pushed from its resting-place, it hung for an in-
stant on the edge of the desk, seemed to hesitate, trying to
balance itself, thon crashed down, and broken, crumpled, torn,
ripped from its binding, its clamps fractured, flattened itself
miserably upon the floor. Fortunately it did not fall on the
children. They wereonly bewildered, not crushed. Victories
do not alwaya fnish so well.

Like all glories, it made a great noise, and left a cloud of
dust.

Having fiug tho book on tho ground, Roué-Jean descended
fromn tiie chair.

There was a moment cf silence and frigh; victory bas its
terrons. The three children seized eue another's bauds sud
stood ah a distance, looking toward the. vast dismantled tome.
But, after s brief rovenie, Gros-Alain approached ih quickly sud
gave il a kick.

Nothiug mere was needed. The app-tite for destructionu
grows rapidly. René-Jean kicked ih, Georgette deult a blow
with ber lihtle foot whichi overset ber, hoiugh she feulu i a ait-
ting position, by wich ah. profted te bing herself on Saint

IBartholomew. Tii. spell was completely broken. Roué-Jean
- pounced upon the saint, Gros-Alain dashed upon hlm, sud

joyons, distracted, triumphant, pitiless, tearnug the printa,
islashing tho leaves, pultiug ouh the. markers, svratching the.

binding, uglug the. gilded leather, breaking off the. uals
frein the silver cerners, rning the parchment, makiug mince-
mneat of the sigust hext, working,with foot, bands, nails,

iteethb; rosy, laughing, ferocious, the. tbree angels cf prey de-
"molished the defenoeless ovangelist.

t Thiey aunnhilated Armenia, Judos, Benevento, whiere rest
the roes cf the saint; Nathanuel, who is, perhiaps, the marne

as Bartholomew, the Pope Gelasius, who declared the Gospel
of Saint Bartholomew apocryphal. Nathanael; ail the por-
traits, ail the maps, and the inexorable massacre of the old
book, absorbed then so entirely that a mouse ran past without
their perceiving it.

It was an extermination.
To tear in pieces history, legend, science, miracles, whether

true or false, the Latin of the Church ; superstitions, fanati-
clama, mysteries, to rend a whole religion fron top to bottom,
would be a work for three giants, but the three children con-
pleted it. Hours passed in the labour, but they reached the
end; nothing remained of Saint Bartholomew.

When they had finished, when the last page was loosened,
the last print lying on the ground, when nothing was left of
the book but the edges of the text and pictures in the skeleton
of the binding, René-Jean sprang to his feet, looked at the
floor covered with scatter(d leaves, and clapped bis banda.

Gros-Alain clapped bis hands likewise.
Georgette took one of the pages in her hand, rose, leaned

against the window-sill, which was on a level with her chin,
and commenced to tear the great leaf into tiny bits, and scat-
ter them out of the casement.

Seeing this, René-Jean and Gros-Alain began the saine work.
They picked up and tore into small bits, picked up again and
tore, and flung the pieces out of the window, as Georgette had
done, page by page ; rent by these little desperate fingers, the
entire ancient volume almost flew down the wind. Georgette
thoughtfnlly watched these swara s of little white papers dis-
persed by the breeze, and said-

" Butterf'ies I "
Su the massacre ended with these tiny ghosts vanishing in

the blue of heaven i

Thus was Saint Bartholoiew for the secor:d time made a
martyr; he who had been the first time sacrificed in the year
of our Lord 49.

Then the evening came on; the beat increased ; there was
sleep in the air; Georgette's eyes began to close; René-Jean
went to his crib, pulled out the straw sack which served in.
stead of a mattress, dragged it to the window, stretched him-
self thereon, and sai-1, "Let us go to bed.'

Gros-Alain laid bis head a-aint René-Jean, Georgette
p laced hers on Gros-Main, and the three malefactors fell
asleep. .

The warm breeze entered by the open windows, the perfume
of wild flowers from the ravines and bills mingled with the
breath of evening; nature was calin and pitiful; everytfling
beamed, was at peace, full of love. The sun gave bis caress,
which is light, to all creation ; everything could be heard and
felt that harmony which la thrown off from the infinite sweet-
ness of inanimate things. There la a motherhood in the
infinite; creation la a miracle in full bloom; it perfects its
grandeur by its goodness. It seemed as if one could feel some
invisible Being take those mysterious precautions which, in
the formidable conflict of opposing elements of life, protect
the weak against the strorg; at the saine time there was
beauty everywhere; the splendour equalled the gentleness.
The landacape that seemed asleep had those lovely hazy effects
which the changing of light and shadow produce on the
fields and rivera; the mists mounted toward the clouds like
reveries changing into dreams; the birde circled noisily about
La Tourgue; the swallows looked in through the windows, as
if they wished to be certain that the children slept well. They
were prettily grouped upon one another, motionless, half-
naked, posed like little Cupide they were adorable and pure;
the united ages of the three did not make nine years; they
were dreaming dreams of paradise, which were reflected on
their lips lu vague smiles. Perchance God whispered in their
ears; they were of those whom ail human languages cail the
weak and blessed; they were made majestic by innocence.
Ail was silence about them, as if the breath from their tender
bosoms were the care of the universe, and listened to by the
whole creation; the leaves did not rustle; the grass did not
stir. It seemed as if the vast starry world held its breath for
tear of disturbing those three humble angelic sleepers, and no-
thing could have been so sublime as that reverent respect of
nature in presence of this littleness.

The sun was near his setting ; he almost touched the hori-
zon. Suddenly acrosa this profound peace burst a lightning-
like glare, which came from the forest; then a savage noise.
A cannon had just been fired. The echoes seized upon this
thundering, and repeated it with an infernal din. The pro-
longed growling froin hill to hill was terrible. It woke Geor-
gette.

8he raised her head slightly, lifted her little finger, and
said, " Boom i"

The noise died away; the silence swept back; Georgette
laid her head on Gros-Alain, and fell asleep once. more.

BOOK THE THIRD.
THE MOTHER.

.- DamrS P.Assas.

When this evening came the mother whom we saw wan-
dering almost at random had walked the whole day. This
was indeed the history of ail her days-to go straight before
her without stopping. For her lumbers of exhaustion, given
lu te lu any corner that chanced ho be nearest, were ne more
rest than the morsels she aste here sud there, as the. birds pick
up crumbs, were nourishment. She ate sud slept just what
was abîsolutely necessary te keep hon freom falling down dead.

She had passed tiie previous night in an emipty hurn; civil
wara louve many sacb. She had found in a bure field four
walls, an open door, a lithle straw beneath the ruina cf s roof,
sud she had slept on the straw udne tue raftera, feeling the
rata slip about beneath, sud watching the stars rise thirough
the gaping wreck above. She slept fer several heure, thon she
woke lu the. middle cf the night sud set eut again, lu ordor to
gel over as much road as possible before tiie great bout cf the
day should set in. For any one who travels en foot the
snummer midnight is more ftting than noon.

8h. had followed te the. best cf ber ability the brief itinerary
the. peasant cf Vautortes had manked cul for her ; ahe had
gene as straighit as possible toward the. west. ilad there been
any eue near he, might have hourd her ceaselessly murmur,
half aloud, "La Tourgue." Except tiie usines of. ber ejildren
this wor'd was ail sh. knew.

As ahe wal.ked, she droamed. She thoughit cf the adventures
with which she bad met ; she. thought cf all she. had suffered,
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