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CHAPTER I
 LIBERTY AND EQUALITY, IF NOT FRATERNITY

	 

	L


	ast

	 days in Paris are always eventful, but mine were to be more eventful than most. I knew it when I wakened, at a late hour, and found the curt note from Laurent Basse telling of my denunciation. “See Robespierre at once and block an arrest,” he wrote. “Meet me at five this afternoon at the Bonnet Rouge.”

	A glance at the clock and I was out of bed, cursing my heavy slumber. However, there was some excuse for my eight hours of exhausted sleep, the first in two days, and I had the satisfaction of knowing that three more women owed their lives to me. I had been too long under the shadow of denunciation to worry over possible arrest. Ever since we voted against the king’s death, Paine and the rest of us had been in the same boat.

	I hurried. I had to eat, shave and dress, then stuff my few belongings into my pockets and settle up my bill for lodgings, since there would be no return here. All this behind me, I hastened out to the street. The Rue du Bac showed its usual crawling line of hackney coaches, and I beckoned one. It was past noon of Monday, the twentieth of May—a day I was to remember for its furious happenings. The morrow would be exactly four months since Louis XVI lost his head, in January of this year, 1793.

	From somewhere came darting a street gamin. He flung a sharp cry at me and in passing thrust a folded newspaper into my hand; then he ran on without waiting for his money. I pocketed the paper impatiently as the hackney drew up.

	“To the Tuileries—the convention hall,” I said. The driver shrugged amiably.

	“It will cost you five hundred francs, citizen!”

	“I’ll give you six hundred for speed.”

	“Bah!” he rejoined, with a laugh and a flourish of his whip. “Why worry over speed, citizen, when to-morrow may see you dead?”

	I smiled and climbed in, and the vehicle lumbered off. My smile quickly died into rueful gravity—in this saucy repartee was too much ghastly truth. Recalling the folded paper shoved into my hand, I opened it to find the latest copy of Marat’s news-sheet, the “Friend of the People.” Scrawled across the top of it was an unsigned message:

	“Advance the hour to three. Imperative.”

	I shredded this into fragments and cast it away. From Laurent Basse, then—porter and proof-runner of the paper, body-guard and sole confidant of the terrible Marat. Why had he changed the rendezvous to an earlier hour? The answer was ominously simple.

	“Something more has happened,” I reflected, staring at the passing buildings with unseeing gaze. “If Marat has learned the truth, I’m lost. My one hope lies in Robespierre, and also in Danton; both hate and fear Marat. However, since Marat denounced me last night, he must have cause. Some spy has found me out.”

	The city was one of ravening wolves fast turning upon each other. The wholesale massacres of the Terror were foreshadowed. Paris, with part of France aiding her, was fighting all Europe and doing it badly at the moment. Outside Paris, the country was divided into two factions, the republicans and royalists, or Blues and Whites. Inside the city were a dozen factions, tearing at each other’s throats, fighting for power.

	Only a fool cherishes illusions, and I had none whatever. My usefulness here was ended. It was only a matter of hours to my arrest—to-night at latest. Then I heard my name called, and something of a shock came over me.

	“Martin! Citizen Martin!”

	My coachman halted. Striding up from the curb was a tall alert figure only too well-known to me. Clad in the most approved revolutionary fashion, even to the blue “tyrant” waistcoat and the liberty-cap pin at the neck of his shirt, this man none the less achieved a certain elegance in his appearance. Citizen Rabaut, informer, spy, betrayer of his own caste, dreaded agent of the Committee of Public Safety, had once been the Marquis de Saint-Servaut. Where others had turned coat from sincere belief, he had done so for his own advantage. I knew him for opportunist pure and simple, a man with no sincerity in anything, no respect for anyone, utterly callous. He had all the vices of the old noblesse, and none of their virtues except courage.

	“So we ride together, Martin?” he exclaimed. At his smile, I lost my quick fear. He had not come to arrest me then.

	“To what ride do you refer—one in a green cart, like the late Citizen Capet?”

	He laughed easily. He was a handsome man and would go far, with his absolute lack of scruple.

	“Not yet, I hope! I refer to your appointment—Laurent Basse told me of it half an hour ago. I’m glad we have met, for the business is rather urgent and secret,” and he flung a glance at my driver. “By the way, I’ve heard rumors about you—eh? How your commission was signed, I don’t know. Perhaps you’d like to get out of Paris before it’s revoked—eh?”

	He had a habit of saying things in this way, with a half-inquiring word at the end. His dark, insolent eyes laughed knowingly at me. I had sense enough to give him a quiet nod and not reveal my utter bewilderment at his words, for the name of Laurent Basse showed me what was afoot.

	“Since we’re to be companions,” I responded, “we might as well get away while we can. I’m quite at your service.”

	“Faith, you take it carelessly!” Rabaut looked hard at me, his powerful, cleanly cut features half suspicious. “Do you understand that full powers are accorded me, and nearly the same to you? I am, in fact, a commissioner—that is to say, a king. I’m to keep my eye on the procureur Fromond, who is nominally to have charge of the job.” He had lowered his voice and stood beside me. “You’ll get half a troop of horse at Avranches, if you want them, and will keep your eye on me. Who the devil will keep an eye on you, remains to be seen!”

	He finished with a sardonic laugh. Staggered by all this, utterly at a loss, I temporized and did not dare show my abysmal ignorance of the whole matter.

	“When do we leave, then, and from where?” I demanded.

	He produced a gold snuffbox and sniffed the brown dust with an air.

	“Basse told me of a pair of excellent horses, and I’m on my way to find and requisition them,” he responded. “I suppose we’d best go by way of Versailles to Alençon, then on to Avranches. Getting safely to the coast and back will be matter for miracle—the whole country down there is an ambuscade for Blues! I’m trusting your head to work on the matter. Shall we say four-thirty this afternoon, at my lodgings—eh? You know the place, above the Café Perron in the Rue Dominique. That’ll get us out of town to-night.”

	“Agreed,” I said. “It’s past noon already. Four-thirty, eh? You and I go alone?”

	He nodded and stepped back, and my coach went on.

	I was acutely relieved, and tried to resolve my bewilderment into some semblance of order. Obviously Laurent Basse, the porter and servant of Marat, had cooked up some scheme to get me out of Paris.

	Rabaut I knew for a most unprincipled scoundrel, a man even more dreaded than Marat, eager to rise by the betrayal of anyone. He had sent his own uncle to the guillotine, and had fabricated more than one conspiracy to rescue the boy king or the queen, only to gather in his companions and send them to the knife. Fortunately, he had no suspicion that I was doomed.

	This man a commissioner! Were the fact true, Rabaut would be actually more powerful than any man in France, outside Paris. The commissioners appointed by the Committee of Public Safety answered only to this central committee. Generals obeyed them. They had power over everything and everyone.

	“Apparently I’m something of the same sort,” was my comforting reflection. “Some affair of huge size is in the wind—what the deuce can it be? Well, no matter if Rabaut doesn’t learn the truth about me before four-thirty this afternoon! I’ll have to wait until I meet Basse, and meantime guard my tongue.”

	An excellent resolution, had I been able to keep it.

	Upon approaching the disorderly mass of buildings, once the Tuileries palace, it became evident I was not too late—the session had been delayed, other representatives were still arriving. The buildings roared with voices and crowds fought at the doors. My driver got his six hundred francs in fresh paper assignats, and was still grumbling when I turned away.

	There were some advantages in being a representative, for I was recognized and passed by the guards with some jest, and so gained the Terrace des Feuillants. From this terrace a door reserved for members opened directly into the convention hall.

	As I stepped through it into the obscurity, a hand fell upon my wrist.

	For an instant I could see nothing. Outside, the day was cloudy and dark; inside it was more than dark—it was ominous. Once the royal theater, this great hall was now blurred and heavy with scaffolding and beams, dim with feeble lamps, gloomy and threatening, all disproportionate with the huge busts and statues stuck around. The only gay thing in the place was the group of immense flags above the speaker’s tribune, and now even these were but vaguely visible. The session was not yet sitting, nor would be soon. Around was all the usual turbulent, cursing, shouting throng, voices storming in mad vehemence—and in my ear honest English speech, clear-cut and sharp.

	“Martin! This is madness, John, madness!”

	Before me appeared the gentle, shrewd-eyed face of Thomas Paine. He had been waiting here, probably for me, perhaps for others. Like me, he had been given a seat in the convention as an expert revolutionist, in which science indeed he was more famed than I. My own seat came from the influence of Lafayette.

	“You should not have come here,” he went on rapidly. “You don’t know what took place in last night’s session—Marat denounced you under the decree proposed by Osselin.”

	“I know.”

	None the less this showed what I had not known—I was surely doomed. This terrible decree condemned to death any émigré or banished noble who returned to France, any person who tried to leave France, anyone who helped in the departure or return or who gave asylum to any such fugitive. It was this decree which was to inaugurate the Terror.

	“Where’ve you been the past two days, man?” snapped Paine. “I’ve tried to reach you, but you weren’t at home—”

	“I’ve been helping three poor women out of this accursed city,” I said.

	Paine groaned. “Then it’s true! Fournier spoke with me half an hour ago; he says Marat wants your head, Robespierre is silent, Danton frowns. If you’re seen here to-day, you’re lost! Get out, John, get out of here at once.”

	Sight of the man steadied me—he was one sane man in this convention gone mad with blood and power! That we Americans should be members here was not strange, nor were we the only ones. There was Fournier, friend of Lafayette; indeed, Washington himself had been made a member, and several English liberals.

	“No,” I told him. “I’m here because it’s the safest place for the day. Denunciation doesn’t mean arrest. They’d not arrest me here, in any case.”

	“But to-night—”

	“I’ll be gone,” I said, unhurried. “I’ve left my lodgings already. You know Marat’s watchdog, as they call him—that fellow Laurent Basse? He’s heavily in my debt and is making some plan to get me out of Paris.”

	“You have a chance, then,” and Paine looked relieved. “Is there anything I can do?”

	“Yes. Don’t get mixed up in my fate.”

	He laughed curtly. “No matter, John. They’re only waiting now for some pretext to get me—Danton tipped me off yesterday. I’ve sent him a letter on the tumultuous misconduct of things here, and its publication may effect something—one way or the other.”

	“You!” I exclaimed. “They’d not dare attack you, Paine!”

	“They dare anything,” he said gloomily. “Danton means to bring the queen to the knife, and Marat is laying traps for Robespierre. Dare! They’ve gone mad, John, and you’d better get out of the madhouse.”

	A throng shoved into us and swept us apart.

	I went on, slowly working a devious way through the wild tumult, half convinced that I had better get out yet stubbornly resisting the conviction. Sabres, pistols, knives were everywhere, threats filled the air. The Girondins, already doomed, were frantically accusing their opponents. Every man’s hand was against that of every other man. Oaths and shouted imprecations were roared on all sides. If it were not so frightful, it would have been ludicrous.

	I got across the floor, beneath the black-framed Declaration of the Rights of Man. An ugly place, this; the very memory of those nineteen semi-circular benches fronting the speaker’s rostrum, the bare tribunes thronged with people, the gloomy, blood-spattered wood all around was unpleasantly suggestive.

	This month saw the beginning of the fratricidal struggle. Paris ruled France with a throttling grip, and this convention of ours still ruled Paris; three men, Marat, Danton and Robespierre, ruled the convention. These three, already in a death-grapple, were hurling doom at all around them. And now, in the gloomy murk of this ominous hall, under the ironical statue of Liberty with Franklin’s medallion affixed to her crown, I was destined to meet each of these three men, with no great luck from the encounters.

	While making my way along the dark passage between the benches, I suddenly collided with a tall figure, getting a sharp rap on the head.

	“Pardon,” I exclaimed. “Ah, Danton! I was looking for you—”

	“It is not Danton,” said a bitter voice, instantly apprising me of my frightful error. “Useless to seek my pardon, Citizen Martin.”

	The cold features of Robespierre grew before me. This man would never forgive being mistaken for Danton—his fingers were already itching for that burly throat. At his tone, anger swept through me, and I snapped at him with deliberate insult.

	“Your pardon? Not at all. Rather, I should ask the pardon of Danton.”

	Even in the gloom, one could see how he went white at the words.

	“Another song to-morrow, citizen,” he answered coldly, and went his way.

	There was one hope gone; with a shrug, I continued my course. Robespierre had held his peace about me, but this issue was now decided, my fate sealed by the error I had made. This man who had killed a king was inexorable and pitiless, his dark, thin shadow already projected by the red torch of the coming terror.

	“There remains Danton,” I thought. “He may be glad to stand by me, if only to snarl at Robespierre and Marat. Danton has the army and half Paris at his back, too! If he can stave off any talk of arrest for to-day, then to-morrow I’ll be gone.”

	I soon found where Danton stood, in this respect.

	


CHAPTER II
 A WATCHDOG SOMETIMES BETRAYS HIS MASTER

	 

	T


	wo

	 figures blocked my way, one of them vehemently and furiously shouting, the other retorting with calm and deadly accusations. The first was burly, leonine, unkempt; the second, young and handsome, a terrible brooding melancholy in his eyes, a noble who had espoused the cause of liberty and had found it only a hollow mockery.

	Their dispute passed unheeded by the throngs all around, since everyone was denouncing, threatening, clamoring for the next man’s blood. France was gripped by men seeking wildly to keep their own feet from mounting the scaffold, yet few of them managed it. Most of the men gathered in this gloomy theater of the revolution were already death marked.

	“I tell you,” roared the leonine Danton, shaking his heavy fist, “I tell you it is sheer folly! There is no trouble worth the name in Brittany or the Vendée—the menace to the republic comes from the frontier! Saint-Just, you talk too much and think too little.”

	“And you think not at all,” retorted the acid-voice of Saint-Just. “You fear Prussia, but you forget yourself, Danton. Who thieved the crown jewels? Who led an army into Belgium and filled pockets like a common robber? Who stole the hundred thousand pounds of the Ministry of Justice?”

	“Ask, you ci-devant dog!” howled Danton, almost stifled by an access of rage. “If Santerre rolled drums to drown the voice of a king, he can roll them to drown the questions of a fool!”

	“Ah, but he rolled them at the order of Robespierre!” This smoothly barbed shaft drove home most cruelly. Danton could not forgive Robespierre for having cheated him of killing Louis Capet. “And perhaps you will hear them rolled to drown your own voice, Citizen Danton—again at the order of Robespierre.”

	Accurate prophecy was not difficult in these days.

	“And you—you!” Danton emitted a bellow of anger. “You in your fine cravat and fine clothes, who talk of Brittany to cloak your own designs—”

	The livid face of a corpse emerged from the obscurity behind the two, and a quietly decisive voice struck in.

	“Who should not talk of Brittany?” it said. “Danton, you do not know; Saint-Just, you do not realize; but I know and realize, since I myself am from the west! On the first of this month, twelve thousand volunteers left Paris to subdue the Vendée. To-day, seven thousand are dead. This day week, not four thousand will remain alive.”

	The speaker was Fouché, representative of Nantes.

	“Bah!” cried Danton. “In the army of Rochelle alone, Biron has eighty thousand men, a third of them veterans from the Rhine!”

	“Not enough by half,” retorted the cold, precise Fouché. “Look! In Maine, an army under Jean Chouan is in rebellion against the draft laws. Farther on in the Vendée, the entire country is in arms, and Cathelineau is destroying regiments, capturing cannon, firing towns. Brittany is in civil war. In Normandy, our best soldiers are being massacred. The English are trying to obtain a landing point, and Prince de Talmont is endeavoring to bind all these rebellious forces into one great movement. At all costs, we must block these aims! Citizen Danton, forget Prussia and look to the west—the ulcer must be destroyed before France can face the external foe!”

	The other two were silent. They might well listen to Fouché, already one of the most prominent men in the convention. His insight, his craft, his balanced brain, constituted a deadly and unerring force. Like Paine, he had a rare common sense, but he also had the personal magnetism Paine lacked, and in later days it carried him to a dukedom.

	Suddenly Danton caught a glimpse of me, and swung around.

	“Ah!” he exclaimed. His bloodshot eyes glared at me like those of a wild beast. “Ah, here is our American friend, our humanitarian, our fine aristocrat who cannot see a woman’s neck bared to the knife! Citizen Martin undoubtedly sees events very clearly. Tell us, citizen, whence comes the danger to our France? Come, instruct us in the cause!”

	Soft and deadly words these, horribly instinct with menace. Now I knew Danton had abandoned me utterly, beast that he was! I met his gaze and flung caution aside.

	“From ambition,” I said.

	“Oh!” Danton sneered. “Remarkable! We have nobles who are one with the common people, priests and bishops who lead our armies, and Americans—who are prophets! Come, my citizen from across the sea, prophesy!”

	“With pleasure,” I said coolly. “You seek to rival Robespierre, who killed a king. Very well, Danton the butcher! If you wish, you may bring a queen to the guillotine. But be careful lest you are dragged in the wake of this ambition, and go the same road.”

	Danton erupted in a howl of incoherent fury, not lessened by the cynical laughter of Saint-Just or the cold chuckle of Fouché. He flung a mad oath at me and then rushed away. Fouché touched me on the shoulder as I was passing and checked me, staring at me from his dark, deep-set, piercing eyes.

	“If I were you, citizen, do you know what I should do?” he asked.

	“What, then?” I demanded.

	“Take wings,” said Fouché, with his slow and terrible smile. “Take wings and fly to your America—within the hour!”

	I read a well-meant warning in these words and nodded.

	“Thank you, Fouché. Perhaps I shall do so.”

	Going on, threading my way among the groups, I gave up all thought of seeking my seat and remaining for the session. By this time, it was clear that I was utterly lost. My appearance, instead of calming my fellow members, only infuriated them, and I had lost my only chances of help. I must get away at once, or never.

	For me, it was the end. During all these months I had used my position and abilities to help unfortunate women and children away from Paris. This, indeed, was my sole excuse for remaining. I had come to France, summoned by Lafayette, two years previously. Like Paine, I was fired by hopes of giving my aid to this revolution in the old world; the idea of carrying help from America to France had enthused me mightily.

	Now, however, I was older. With Paine and the others my utter folly stood clear, all illusions were gone. France had finished with revolution and was entering into madness. The patriots, indeed, the Girondins and the noblest of those who had led the way to freedom, were already doomed. As Danton truly said, in a revolution the power gravitated to the most wicked and the basest.

	I struggled to reach the entrance again. “I’ll go, if I can get out of the country,” was my despairing thought. “After all, my time has not been wasted—I’ve saved a few poor souls from the teeth of the wolves, and have brought a touch of pity into this ravening city. Laurent Basse is powerful; he, if anyone, can get me out of Paris, probably has arranged it—”

	Again my way was blocked by a wild throng. This eddied away and left two men—rather, one man and a frightful caricature of humanity. The man, who was some obscure Breton deputy, was speaking eagerly, warmly, to the caricature.

	“Absolutely forgotten, I tell you! And yet it is the greatest treasure in all France. I have seen the list of it—incredible! Citizen Fromond urged me to speak of it to you. No one has remembered it—”

	“I have remembered it,” said the caricature. Here was a dwarfish figure with its stoop, disheveled and dirty, blotched, branded by disease, mouth sprawling and huge, red eyes hideous. This creature was the idol of the populace, the most powerful man in Paris, who had risen over all enmity and opposition to a place almost supreme. Marat.

	“I have already made arrangements concerning it, but the matter must remain secret,” he went on. “Above all, Danton must not sniff it. He has a nose for treasure, that Danton.”

	“Yet,” objected the deputy, “how can it be secretly managed? If the Whites seize the place, and they are already working north, they will get it. Such a treasure—”

	“It will be managed,” said Marat. Looking past the Breton, he saw me, and a mirthless smile twisted his lips. “The trouble in the west amounts to little. Leave all to me.”

	“Citizen, the trouble amounts to revolution!”

	“Be quiet.”

	Marat pushed him aside impatiently and turned to face me. His blotched and livid visage broke into a snarl, and wild hatred flamed in his eyes.

	“So, Citizen American, you have repaid hospitality with insult, and our welcome with treachery!”

	I lifted my brows. “Eh? Your meaning, Marat?”

	“I know everything!” he burst out with sudden heat. “I know how, at seven o’clock yesterday morning, you escorted a coach past the barrier of the Champs Elysées and on through the guards. In this coach were the ci-devant Baronne de Florelle and her two daughters—eh? You have been indiscreet, citizen.”

	“I have been merciful,” I said, meeting his hot gaze.

	“That word has been forgotten, except by Louisette.”

	Thus Marat always referred to the guillotine.

	“The convention,” I said, “has not passed a decree against mercy.”

	“The decree was passed when the head of Louis Capet fell. And, my American, no decrees are necessary against traitors!”

	“Then look to yourself!” I exclaimed angrily, swept by loathing of the creature. “All around you are traitors! Your most intimate friend is the ci-devant Marquis de Montaut. Citizen Cloots, who proclaims God as his personal enemy, was a baron. Citizen Charles Hesse was a prince. Saint-Just was a noble—”

	“Enough,” intervened Marat with ominous calm, transfixing me with his bestial eyes. “Three days ago, Citizen Martin, I was considering giving you an army to lead. To-day, however, I promise you a wife.”

	“You are kind,” I said. “Her name?”

	“Louisette.”

	With this one word Marat smiled and then was gone in the vociferous throng.

	I made my way out of the accursed place, knowing I had heard the very voice of death at my ear. Yet the irony of it brought a laugh to my lips—Marat the all-powerful about to destroy me, while his servant was rescuing me! Yet, could Laurent Basse manage it? This remained to be seen. I must leave Paris at once, and then France; and here was a difficult matter. Anyone could enter Paris, but leaving the city was a problem.

	It was drawing toward the hour of my appointment with Basse, so I turned at once toward the Pont Neuf, the rendezvous being at a café on the other bank. Once I saw Basse, I could join Rabaut and get off—if nothing happened to stop me. At any moment I might be arrested. My figure was fairly well known and was too large for disguise, and spies were everywhere.

	I saw many persons whom I knew, but who did not speak to me—nobles and priests in ragged garb, a wigged nun selling fruit, a marquis pushing a barrow of clothes for sale. Men were drilling, children were dancing, people were eating in the streets and playing cards in the gutters, throngs were excitedly discussing events or listening to orators. The people now owned Paris—it was theirs. The walls were gaudy with placards. In the Tuileries gardens grew grain in place of flowers. Beneath all this was starvation, mob law, somber desperation, just as France herself was mad turmoil and confusion with the enemy at her throat.

	Fortunately, I had some gold in my belt. The assignats of the republic were practically worthless, and Paris was flooded with false English-made assignats—a shrewd blow at the credit of the republic. Only gold was of avail in a pinch, and I was certainly in a pinch.

	“Once I get back to Virginia, I’ll stay there,” was my morose thought. “That is, if I get back! How the devil Marat discovered my activities—ah! This seems to be a day of meetings.”

	I had come to the Pont Neuf and started across the bridge when, coming toward me, pushing her wheeled cart of trinkets, ribbons and lavender-water, I perceived Mother Pitou.

	A bent and gnarled Parisian hag was she, brown-faced, toothless, crooked in body. Few people dreamed how faithfully she served many of her old masters, how many of the former aristocracy she had aided to leave the city. Also, she served as a royalist agent and spy, and was undoubtedly connected with half the plots and counter-plots going on. Paris was filled with spies, naturally, yet this old hag was an actual worker. She did things.

	She nodded to me, and since no one was close at hand, I halted and spoke.

	“Good day, Mother Pitou! Is all well with you?”

	“I hope so,” she said, with a sharp look. “What about the three sparrows?”

	“All safe through and on their way under escort,” I told her. “It gave me plenty of work getting them disguised and through the barriers, I can tell you! But I had to use my name, and now the game’s up. Marat knows.”

	“Oh!” She was taken aback, then cackled in laughter. Little she cared. “He knows, eh? Then you can slip away, and take with you a little starling who needs your help. He left Paris but was stopped at Versailles—is held there. If you can vouch for him, he’ll be set free—”

	“Not I,” was my angry response. This was not the first time the old beldame had tried to involve me in her endless intrigues. “I’ll have nothing to do with your plots, as you well know. When it’s a question of helping women away, I’m at your service—or have been.”

	“But listen, you talker!” She reached out a skinny claw and clutched me by the arm. “Kerguelec is the name—a Breton lad. In reality, one of the de Rohans—ha! The name touches you, eh?”

	“Not a bit.” I shook her off, none too gently, for she was a persistent old creature. “Let your aristocracy go to the knife, for all of me—they deserve it, most of them! And even my helping women is ended now, Mother Pitou. I’m denounced and will be arrested—so I’m off to-day, if I can get clear.”

	“Devil take you!” she snapped at me. “This Kerguelec is at the inn of the Liberty Cap, and one word from you will save his neck. Since you are going, think of your own neck and do a good action at the last, in the name of the saints! Will that hurt you?”

	Her appeal reached me with its reason, and shook my decision. Given a certain degree of honor by the new republic and admitted to a guest-seat in the convention, I had flatly refused to take part in any plottings or to connive at the evasion of royalists. In sober fact, I had scant sympathy with the aristocrats and none whatever with their cause. Regarding women and children, it was a far different matter. There, in lending what aid I could, I could see none of the treachery with which Marat had reproached me, but only mercy and plain decency.

	Well, it was all over and ended now! The de Rohans were a princely Breton family, and this caught bird was undoubtedly connected with plots and risings. Now, however, John Martin was no more a guest of France—he was a fugitive trying to save his head at any cost! If, as his final action, he might also save the head of another man, why should he not do it?

	“Very well,” I said to the old crone. “Your argument is sound enough, and if possible I’ll do something for this Kerguelec. I’ll probably leave the city by way of Versailles—yes, it might be managed! Still,” I added, “I’ll not be riding out alone. I expect to be in company with a certain friend of yours—a very dear friend, I believe.”

	“Eh?” She peered up at me. “Who, then?”

	“A certain marquis, a gentleman you delight to honor.”

	“Who, then?” she snapped irritably.

	“The Marquis de Saint-Servaut, at present known as Citizen Rabaut.”

	She broke into a blether of cursing, and with a laugh I swung off along the bridge. I dared tell her nothing of my plans, naturally, for a breath might ruin Laurent Basse.

	Gaining the left bank, I walked on to that narrow, gray little street called Ci-git-le-cœur, “Here rests the heart,” where in more ancient days the patron of Cellini had builded a house for one of his many loves—perhaps any one of these tall blank structures overhanging the narrow way had named the place. House and love and king all alike forgotten, the words lingered plaintively from the dead past, an echo of what had been and would not be again.

	Only a short distance from the quay was the café of the Bonnet Rouge, and pushing open the door, I entered. It was just three o’clock. Over the heads of a few drinkers, I beheld the sprawling figure of Laurent Basse, on the settle at the far end of the tavern. Basse was not an inviting personage. Like his master, he was extremely dirty and unkempt, besides being ferociously hairy; but at present he was to my eyes an angel of mercy.

	“How goes it?” he said with a grin, as he gripped hands with me and made room. “You’re a lucky devil to have a man like me for friend!”

	“Conceded,” I replied, as I settled down beside him and watched him shred tobacco into a pipe. “And how goes it with you?”

	“Excellently. All the world is being denounced, or soon will be. Louisette will have a deep drink in another day or so!” Basse exultantly pounded on the table with his knife-haft. “Confusion to all aristocrats! If you were an aristocrat, I’d not help you, even though I owe you my life! But you’re not. You’re an American, and I have a feeling for Americans, me. They laugh. They do not walk with their noses in the air, like the English. Yes, when you pulled me away from those pikes last year, you did yourself a good turn! I don’t forget when a man saves my life.”

	“Well, I’m no aristocrat,” I said, laughing. The fellow was as garrulous as a fishwife. “By the way, I met Citizen Rabaut. He spoke of matters I didn’t understand in the least, but I am leaving with him in an hour and a half.”

	Basse grinned again, and called for wine. He flung a coin on the table—real coin, no paper! The wine was hastily brought, the coin pouched, and we were left alone.

	“It is curious, a real jest!” Chuckling, Basse stared at me. “You are lost because Marat knows you help women escape. He thinks you are a spy for the Whites, too, but I know better. Me, I agree with him—I like to see a pretty girl kiss Louisette! It is fine to see the red smocks and the proud looks. However, I do not mind if a few get away, since it
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