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HOUSE DURING DEMOLITION—AFTER ITS SACK

PORTRAIT OF COURNET, PREFECT OF POLICE

PORTRAIT OF ARTHUR ARNOULD, COMMISSIONER OF FOREIGN AFFAIRS

THE SEINE: FOUNDERED GUN-BOATS—PORTE MAILLOT, DESOLATION AND
DESTRUCTION

BARRICADE OF THE RUE CASTIGLIONE FROM THE
PLACE VENDOME

PALACE OF THE TUILERIES

PORTRAIT OF RAZOUA, GOVERNOR OF THE
MILITARY SCHOOL

CAFE LIFE UNDER THE COMMUNE—A SLIGHT INTERRUPTION—PLAY-BILLS AND
BURNT-OFFERINGS—"SPECTACLES DE PARIS”

PLACE DE LA CONCORDE—STATUES OF LILLE AND STRASBOURG

FIRE AND WATER—THE EFFECT OF FIRE ON THE FOUNTAINS OF THE PLACE
DE LA CONCORDE AND THE CHATEAU D’ EAU—HIRONDELLES DE PARIS
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PORTRAIT OF JULES VALLES, DELEGATE OF FOREIGN AFFAIRS AND OF PUBLIC
INSTRUCTION
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BARRICADE CLOSING THE RUE DE RIVOLI FROM
THE PLACE DE LA CONCORDE

BULLET MARKS “EN FACE” AND “EN PROFIL™—THE TREES AND LAMPS

RUE ROYALE, LOOKING FROM THE MADELEINE TO
THE PLACE DE LA CONCORDE

A WARM CORNER OF THE TUILERIES

PORTRAIT OF MILLIERE, EX-DEPUTY, MEMBER OF
THE COMMUNE
PALAIS DE JUSTICE

POLICE OF PARIS—MINISTRY OF FINANCE, RUE DE RIVOLI

PORTRAIT OF FERRE, PREFECT OF POLICE

PALACE OF THE LUXEMBOURG (AMBULANCE HOSPITAL OF THE COMMUNE)
PETROLEURS AND PETROLEUSES

THE THEATRE OF THE PORTE ST-MARTIN—ALL THAT REMAINS OF THE HOME
OF SENSATION DRAMA

CELL OF THE ARCHBISHOP OF PARIS IN THE
PRISON OF LA ROQUETTE

YARD OF LA ROQUETTE WHERE THE ARCHBISHOP AND HOSTAGES WERE
SHOT

MY NEIGHBOUR OPPOSITE, BUSINESS CARRIED ON AS USUAL—MY
NEIGHBOUR NEXT DOOR, HE THINKS HIMSELF FORTUNATE
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PARIS UNDERGROUND (SEWERS AND CATACOMBS)

THE ENEMIES OF PROGRESS (LES ARISTOCRATES ENCORE)—CORPS DE
GARDE DE L’ARMEE DE VERSAILLES

THE PUBLIC PROMENADES—A CAMP IN THE LUXEMBOURG—THE NEW
MASTERS—PROCLAMATION OVER PROCLAMATION

THE LUXEMBOURG (PRESENT TOWN HALL OF
PARIS, 1871)

PORTRAIT OF MARSHAL MACMAHON, DUKE OF MAGENTA
LIGHT AND AIR ONCE MORE—THE FOSSE COMMUNE (THE END)

APPENDIX.

MUSEE OF THE LOUVRE, FROM THE PLACE DU
CARROUSEL

PALAIS ROYAL

HOTEL DE VILLE

FOREIGN OFFICE

PALACE OF THE LEGION OF HONOUR

MAP OF PARIS, WITH INDICATIONS OF ALL THE PARTS DAMAGED OR
DESTROYED.

[lllustration: M. THIERS, Voted Chief of the Executive Power Feb. 18,1871, and
President of the Republic, Sept. 1871.]

PARIS

UNDER THE COMMUNE.
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INTRODUCTORY.

Late in the day of the 30th October, 1870, the agitation was great in Paris; the news had
spread that the village of Le Bourget had been retaken by the Prussians. The military
report had done what it could to render the pill less bitter by saying that “this village did
not form a part of the system of defence,” but the people though kept in ignorance
perceived instinctively that there must be weakness on the part of the chiefs. After so
much French blood had been shed in taking the place, men of brave will would not have
been wanting to occupy it. We admit that Le Bourget may not have been important from
a military point of view, but as regarding its moral effect its loss was much to be
regretted.
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The irritation felt by the population of Paris was changed into exasperation, when on the
following day the news of the reduction of Metz appeared in the Official Journal.

“The Government has just been acquainted with the sad intelligence of the capitulation
of Metz. Marshal Bazaine and his army were compelled to surrender, after heroic
efforts, which the want of food and ammunition alone rendered it impossible to
maintain. They have been made prisoners of war.”

And after this the Government talks of an armistice! What! Strasburg, Toul, Metz, and
so many other towns have resisted to the last dire extremity, and Paris, who expects
succour from the provinces, is to capitulate, while a single effort is left untried? Has she
no more bread? No more powder? Have her citizens no more blood in their veins?

No, no! No armistice!

In the morning, a deputation, formed of officers of the National Guards, went to the
Hotel de Ville to learn from the Government what were its intentions. They were
received by M. Etienne Arago, who promised them that the decision should be made
known to them about two o’clock.

The rappel was beaten at the time mentioned; battalions of the National Guards poured
into the Place, some armed, many without arms.

Over the sea of heads the eye was attracted by banners, and enormous placards
bearing the inscriptions—

“Vive la Republique!
“No Armistice!”

or else

“Vive la Commune!
“Death to Cowards!”

Rochefort,[1] with several other members of the Government, shows himself at the
principal gate, which is guarded by a company of Mobiles. General Trochu appears in
undress; he is received with cries of “Vive la Republique! La levee en masse! No
Armistice! The National Guards, who demand the levee en masse, would but cause a
slaughter. We must have cannon first; we will have them.” Alas! it had been far better
to have had none whatever, as what follows will prove. While some cry, “Vive Trochu!”
others shout, “Down with Trochu!” Before long the Hotel de Ville is invaded; the courts,
the saloons, the galleries, all are filled. Each one offers his advice, but certain groups
insist positively on the resignation of the Government. Lists of names are passed from
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hand to hand; among the names are those of Dorian (president), Schoelcher,
Delescluze, Ledru Rollin, Felix Pyat.

[lllustration]
Cries are raised that if the Government refuse to resign, its members will be arrested.

“Yes! yes! seize them!” And an officer springs forward to make them prisoners as they
sit in council.

“Excuse me, Monsieur, but what warrant have you for so doing?” asks one of the
members.

“I have nothing to do with warrants. | act in the name of the people!”

“Have you consulted the people? Those assembled here do not constitute the people.”
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The officer was disconcerted. Not long afterwards, however, the crowd is informed that
the members of the Government are arrested.

The principal scene took place in the cabinet of the ex-prefect. Citizen Blanqui
approaches the table; addressing the people, he requests them to evacuate the room
so as to allow the commission to deliberate. The commission! What commission?
Where does it spring from? No one knew anything of it, so the members must evidently
have named themselves. Monsieur Blanqui had seen to that, no doubt. During this
time the adjoining room is the theatre of the most extraordinary excitement; the men of
the 106th Battalion, who were on guard in the interior of the Hotel de Ville, are
compelled to use their arms to prevent any one else entering. After some tumult and
struggling, but without any spilling of blood, some National Guards of this battalion
manage to fight their way through to the room in which the members of the Government
are prisoners, and succeed in delivering them.

At about two o’clock in the morning, the 106th Battalion had completely cleared the
Hotel de Ville of the crowds. No violence had been done, and General Trochu was
reviewing a body of men ranged in battle order, which extended from the Place de
I'Hotel de Ville to the Place de la Concorde. An hour later, quiet was completely
restored.

The members of the Government, who had been incarcerated during several hours,
now wished to show their authority; they felt that their power had been shaken, and saw
the necessity of strengthening it. What can a Government do in such a case? Call for a
plebiscite. But this time Paris alone was consulted, and for a good reason. Thus, on
the 1st November, the people, of Paris were enjoined to express their wishes by
answering yes or no to this simple question:—

“Do the people of Paris recognise the authority of the Government
for the National Defence?”

This was clear, positive, and free from all ambiguity.

The partizans of the Commune declared vehemently that those who voted in the
affirmative were reactionists. “Give us the Commune of '93!” shouted those who
thought they knew a little more about the matter than the rest. They were generally
rather badly received. Itis no use speaking of ‘93! Replace your Blanquis, your Felix
Pyats, your Flourens by men like those of the grand revolution, and then we shall be
glad to hear what you have to say on the subject.

The inhabitants of Montmartre, La-Chapelle, Belleville, behaved like good citizens,
keeping a brave heart in the hour of misfortune.
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However it came about, the Government was maintained by a majority of 557,995 votes
against 62,638.

Well, Messieurs of the Commune, try again, or, still better, remain quiet.
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During the night of the 21st of January the members of the National Defence and the
chief officers of the army were assembled around the table in the council-room. They
were still under the mournful impression left by the fatal day of the nineteenth, on which
hundreds of citizens had fallen at Montretout, at Garches, and at Buzenval. Thanks to
the want of foresight of the Government, the people of Paris were rationed to 300
grammes of detestable black bread a day for each person. All representations made to
them had been in vain. Ration our bread by degrees, had been said, we should thus
accustom ourselves to privation, and be prepared insensibly, for greater sufferings,
while the duration of our provisions would be lengthened. But the answer always was:
“Bread? We shall have enough, and to spare.” When the great crisis was seen
approaching, the public feeling showed itself by violent agitation. It was not surprising,
therefore, that all the faces of these gentlemen at the council-table bore marks of great
depression. The Governor of Paris offered his resignation, as he was in the habit of
doing after every rather stormy sitting; but his colleagues refused to accept it, as they
had before. What was to be done? Had not the Governor of Paris sworn never to
capitulate? After a night spent in discussing the question, the members of Government
decided on the following plan of action. You will see that it was as simple as it was
innocent! The following announcement was placarded on all the walls:—

“The Government for the National Defence has decided that the chief
commandment of the army of Paris shall in future be separate from
the presidency of the Government.

“General Vinoy is named Commandant-in-Chief of the army of Paris.
“The title and functions of the Governor of Paris are suppressed.”

The trick is played: if they capitulate now, it will no longer be the act of the Governor of
Paris. How ingenious this would have been, if it had not been pitiful!

“General Trochu retains the presidency of the Government.”
By the side of this placard was the proclamation of General Thomas.
“TO THE NATIONAL GUARD.

“Last night, a handful of insurgents forced open the prison of Mazas, and delivered
several of the prisoners, amongst whom was M. Flourens. The same men attempted to
occupy the mairie of the 20th arrondissement (Belleville), and to install the chiefs of the
insurrection there; your commander-in-chief relies on your patriotism to repress this
shameful sedition.

“The safety of Paris is at stake.
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“While the enemy is bombarding our forts, the factions within our
walls use all their efforts to paralyse the defence.

“In the name of the public good, in the name of law, and of the high and sacred duty that
commands you all to unite in the defence of Paris, hold yourselves ready to frustrate
this most criminal attempt; at the first call, let the National Guard rise to a man, and the
perturbators will be struck powerless.

“The Commander-in-Chief of the National Guard,
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“CLEMENT THOMAS.

“Atrue copy.

“Minister of the Interior ad interim,
“‘JULES FAVRE.

“Paris, 22nd January, 1871."

In the morning, large groups of people assembled from mere curiosity, appeared on the
Place of the Hotel de Ville, which however wore a peaceful aspect.

At about half-past two in the afternoon, a detachment of a hundred and fifty armed
National Guards issued from the Rue du Temple, and stationed themselves before the
Hotel de Ville, crying, “Down with Trochu!” “Long live the Commune!” A short colloquy
was then held between several of the National Guards and some officers of the Mobiles,
who spoke with perfect calmness. Suddenly, a shot is fired, and at the same moment,
as in the grand scene of a melodrama, the windows and the great door are flung open,
and two lines of Mobile Guards are seen, the front rank kneeling, the second standing,
and all levelling their muskets and prepared to fire. Then came a volley which spread
terror amidst the crowds of people in the Place, who precipitated themselves in all
directions, uttering cries and shrieks. In another moment the Place is cleared. Ah!
those famous chassepots can work miracles.

The insurgents, during this mad flight of men, women, and children, had answered the
attack, some aiming from the shelter of angles and posts, others discharging their rifles
from the windows of neighbouring houses.

Then the order to cease firing is heard, and a train of litterbearers, waving their
handkerchiefs as flags, approach from the Avenue Victoria. At the Hotel de Ville one
officer only is wounded, but on the Place lie a dozen victims, two of whom are women.

At four o’clock the 117th Battalion of the National Guard takes up its position before the
municipal palace. They are reinforced by a detachment of gendarmes, mounted and on
foot, and by companies of Mobiles, under the command of General Carreard.

General Clement Thomas hastens to address a few words to the 117th; later, he paid
with his life for thus appearing on the side of order. Finally, General Vinoy arrives,
followed by his staff, to take measures against any renewed acts of aggression.
Mitrailleuses and cannon are stationed before the Hotel de Ville; the drums beat the
rappel throughout the town, and a great number of battalions of National Guards
assemble in the Rue de Rivoli, at the Louvre, and on the Place de la Concorde; others
bivouac before the Palais de I'iIndustrie, while on the other side of the Champs Elysees
regiments of cavalry, infantry, and mobiles, are drawn out. The agitators have
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disappeared, calm is restored, within the city be it understood, for all this did not
interrupt the animated interchange of shells between the French and Prussian batteries,
and a great number of Parisians, who had twice helped to disperse the insurgents of
October and January, thought involuntarily of the
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Commune of the 10th of August, 1793, which headed the revolution, and said to
themselves that there were perhaps some amongst the present insurgents who, like the
former, would rise up to deliver them from the Prussians. For these agitators have
some appearance of truth on their side: “You are weak and timorous,” they cry to those
in power; “you seem awaiting a defeat rather than expecting a victory. Give place to the
energetic, obscure though they may be; for the men of the great Commune, of our first
glorious revolution, they also were for the greater part unknown. We have confidence in
the army of Paris, and we will break the iron circle of invasion.”

Though the Communists have since then shown bravery, and sometimes heroism, in
their struggle against the Versailles troops, we are very doubtful, now that we have seen
their chiefs in action, whether the efforts they talked of would have been crowned with
success. Their object was power, and, having nothing to risk and all to gain, they would
have forthwith disposed of public property in order to procure themselves enjoyment
and honours. The few right-minded men who at first committed themselves, proved this
by the fact of their giving in their resignation a few days after the Commune had
established itself.

Tranquillity had returned. In the morning of the 25th, guards patrolled the Place de la
Bastille, the Place du Chateau d’Eau, the Boulevard Magenta, and the outer
boulevards. Paris started as if she had been aroused from some fearful dream, and the
waking thought of the enemy at her gates stirred up all her energies once more.

The Communists had been defeated for the second time; but they were soon to take a
terrible revenge.

The vow made by the Governor of Paris had been repeated by the majority of the
Parisians, and all parties seemed to have rallied round him under the same device:
vanquish or die. After the forts, the barricades, and as a last resource, the burning of
the city. Who knows? Perhaps the fanatics of resistance had already made out the
plan of destruction which served later for the Commune. It has been proved that
nothing in this work of ruin was impromptu.

The news of the convention of the 28th of January, the preliminary of the capitulation of
Paris, was thus very badly received, and M. Gambetta, by exhorting the people, in his
celebrated circular of the 31st of January, to resist to the death, sowed the seeds of civil
war.—

“CITIZENS,—
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“The enemy has just inflicted upon France the most cruel insult that
she has yet had to endure in this accursed war, the too-heavy
punishment of the errors and weaknesses of a great people.
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“Paris, the impregnable, vanquished by famine, is no longer able to hold in respect the
German hordes. On the 28th of January, the capital succumbed, her forts surrendered
to the enemy. The city still remains intact, wresting, as it were, by her own power and
moral grandeur, a last homage from barbarity.“But in falling, Paris leaves us the glorious
legacy of her heroic sacrifices. During five months of privation and suffering, she has
given to France the time to collect herself, to call her children together, to find arms, to
compose armies, young as yet, but valiant and determined, and to whom is wanting
only that solidity which can be obtained but by experience. Thanks to Paris, we hold in
our hands, if we are but resolute and patriotic, all that is needed to revenge, and set
ourselves free once more.

“But, as though evil fortune had resolved to overwhelm us, something
even more terrible and more fraught with anguish than the fall of
Paris, was awaiting us.

“Without our knowledge, without either warning, us or consulting us, an armistice, the
culpable weakness of which was known to us too late, has been signed, which delivers
into the hands of the Prussians the departments occupied by our soldiers, and which
obliges us to wait for three weeks, in the midst of the disastrous circumstances in which
the country is plunged, before a national assembly can be assembled.“We sent to Paris
for some explanation, and then awaited in silence the promised arrival of a member of
the government, to whom we were determined to resign our office. As delegates of
government, we desired to obey, and thereby prove to all, friends and dissidents, by
setting an example of moderation and respect of duty, that democracy is not only the
greatest of all political principles, but also the most scrupulous of governments.

“However, no one has arrived from Paris, and it is necessary to act,
come what may; the perfidious machinations of the enemies of France
must be frustrated.

“Prussia relies upon the armistice to enervate and dissolve our armies; she hopes that
the Assembly, meeting after so long a succession of disasters, and under the
impression of the terrible fall of Paris, wilt be timid and weak, and ready to submit to a
shameful peace.

“Itis for us to upset these calculations, and to turn the very
instruments which are prepared to crush the spirit of resistance,
into spurs that shall arouse and excite it.

“Let us make this same armistice into a code of instruction for our
young troops; let us employ the three coming weeks in pushing on the
organization of the defence and of the war more ardently than ever.
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“Instead of the meeting of cowardly reactionists that our enemies expect, let us form an
assembly that shall be veritably national and republican, desirous of peace, if peace can
ensure the honour, the rank, and the integrity of our country, but capable of voting for
war rather than aiding in the assassination of France.

‘FRENCHMEN,
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“Remember that our fathers left us France, whole and indivisible; let us not be traitors to
our history; let us not deliver up our traditional domains into the hands of barbarians.
Who then will sign the armistice? Not you, legitimists, who fought so valiantly under the
flag of the Republic, in the defence of the ancient kingdom of France; nor you, sons of
the bourgeois of 1789, whose work was to unite the old provinces in a pact of
indissoluble union; nor you, workmen of the towns, whose intelligence and generous
patriotism represent France in all her strength and grandeur, the leader of modern
nations; nor you, tillers of the soil, who never have spared your blood in the defence of
the Revolution, which gave you the ownership of your land and your title of citizen.“No!
Not one Frenchman will be found to sign this infamous act; the enemy’s attempt to
mutilate France will be frustrated, for, animated with the same love of the mother
country and bearing our reverses with fortitude, we shall become strong once more and
drive out the foreign legions.

“To the attainment of this noble end, we must devote our hearts, our
wills, our lives, and, a still greater sacrifice perhaps, put aside
our preferences.

“We must close our ranks about the Republic, show presence of mind and strength of
purpose; and without passion or weakness, sweatr, like free men, to defend France and
the Republic against all and everyone.

“To arms!”

The Government, by obtaining from M. de Bismarck a condition that the National
Guards should retain their arms, hoped to win public favour again, as one offers a rattle
to a fractious child to keep him quiet; and it published the news on the 3rd of February:

“After the most strenuous efforts on our part, we have obtained, for
the National Guard, the condition ratified by the convention of the
28th January.”

Three days after, on the 6th of February, Gambetta wrote:

“His conscience would not permit him to remain a member of a
government with which he no longer agreed in principle.”

The candidates, elected in Paris on the 8th of February, were Louis Blanc, Victor Hugo,
Garibaldi, Gambetta, Rochefort, Delescluze, Pyat, Lockroy, Floquet, Milliere, Tolain,
Malon. The provinces, on the other hand, chose their deputies from among the party of
reaction, the members of which have been so well-known since under the name of
rurals.
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Loud murmurs arose in the ranks of the National Guard, when the decrees of the 18th
and 19th of February, concerning their pay, were published; and later, when an order
from headquarters required the marching companies to send in to the state depot alll

their campaigning paraphernalia.

On the 18th of February, M. Thiers was named chief of the executive power by a vote of
the Assembly.
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On Sunday, the 26th of February, the Place de la Bastille, in which manifestations had
been held for the last two days in celebration of the revolution of February '48, became
as a shrine, to which whole battalions of the National Guard marched to the sound of
music, their flags adorned with caps of liberty and cockades. The Column of July was
hung with banners and decorated with wreaths of immortelles. Violent harangues, the
theme of which was the upholding of the Republic “to the death,” were uttered at its
foot. One man, of the name of Budaille, pretended that he held proofs of the treachery
of the Government for the National Defence, and promised that he would produce them
at the proper time and place.

Up to this moment, the demonstrations seemed to have but one result—that of
impeding circulation; but they soon gave rise to scenes of tumult and disorder. Towards
one o’clock, when perhaps twenty or thirty thousand persons were on the above Place,
an individual, accused of being a spy, was dragged by an infuriated mob to the river,
and flung, bound hand and foot, into the look by the lle Saint Louis, amidst the wild cries
and imprecations of the madmen whose prey he had become.

The night of the 26th was very agitated; drums beat to arms, and on the morning of the
27th the Commander-in-Chief of the National Guard issued a proclamation, in which he
appealed to the good citizens of Paris, and confided the care of the city to the National
Guard. This had no effect, however, on the aspect of the Place de la Bastille; the crowd
continued to applaud, frantically, the incendiary speeches of the socialist party, who had
sworn to raise Paris at any cost.

[lllustration: COLUMN OF JULY, PLACE DE LA BASTILLE.]

On the same day, the 27th of February, the Government informed the people of Paris of
the result of the negociations with Prussia, in the following proclamation:

“The Government appeals to your patriotism and your wisdom; you hold
in your hands the future of Paris and of France herself. It is for
you to save or to ruin both!

“After a heroic resistance, famine forced you to open your gates to the victorious

enemy; the armies that should have come to your aid were driven over the Loire. These
incontestable facts have compelled the Government for the National Defence to open
negotiations of peace.“For six days your negotiators have disputed the ground foot by
foot; they did all that was humanly possible, to obtain less rigorous conditions. They
have signed the preliminaries of peace, which are about to be submitted to the National
Assembly.“During the time necessary for the examination and discussion of these
preliminaries, hostilities would have recommenced, and blood would, have flowed
afresh and uselessly, without a prolongation of the armistice.“This prolongation could
only
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be obtained on the condition of a partial and very temporary occupation of a portion of
Paris: absolutely to be limited to the quarter of the Champs Elysees. Not more than
thirty thousand men are to enter the city, and they are to retire as soon as the
preliminaries of peace have been ratified, which act can only occupy a few days.“If this
convention were not to be respected the armistice would be at an end: the enemy,
already master of the forts, would occupy the whole of Paris by force. Your property,
your works of art, your monuments, now guaranteed by the convention, would cease to
exist.

“The misfortune would reach the whole of France. The frightful
ravages of the war, which have not heretofore passed the Loire,
would extend to the Pyrenees.

“It is then absolutely true to say that the salvation of France is at stake. Do not imitate
the error of those who would not listen to us when, eight months ago, we abjured them
not to undertake a war which must be fatal.“The French army which defended Paris with
so much courage will occupy the left of the Seine, to ensure the loyal execution of the
new armistice. It is for the National Guard to lend its aid, by keeping order in the rest of
the city.“Let all good citizens who earned honour as its chiefs, and showed themselves
so brave before the enemy, reassume their authority, and the cruel situation of the
moment will be terminated by peace and the return of public prosperity.”

This clause of the occupation of Paris by the Prussians was regarded by some people
as a mere satisfaction of national vanity; but the greater number considered it as an
apple of discord thrown by M. de Bismarck, who had every reason to desire that civil
war should break out, thus making himself an accomplice of the Socialists and the
members of the International. Confining ourselves simply to the analysis of facts, and to
those considerations which may enlighten public opinion respecting the causes of
events, we shall not allow ourselves to be carried over the vast field of hypothesis, but
preserve the modest character of narrators. On the night of the 27th of February, the
admiral commanding the third section of the fortifications, having noticed the hostile
attitude of the National Guard, caused the troops which had been disarmed in
accordance with the conditions of the armistice to withdraw into the interior of the city.
The men of Belleville profited by the circumstance to pillage the powder magazines
which had been entrusted to their charge, and on the following day they went, preceded
by drums and trumpets, to the barracks of the Rue de la Pepiniere to invite the sailors
lodged there to join them in a patriotic manifestation on that night. Believing that the
object was to prevent the Prussians entering Paris, a certain number of these brave
fellows, who had behaved so admirably
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during the siege, set out towards the Place de la Bastille but having been met on their
way by some of their officers, they soon separated themselves from the rioters. Thirty
of them had been invited to an open-air banquet in the Place de la Bastille; but seeing
the probability of some disorder they nearly all retired, and on the following morning only
eight of them were missing at the roll-call. Not one of the six thousand marines lodged
in the barracks of the Ecole Militaire absented himself. On the same day, the 28th, a
secret society, which we learned later to know and to fear, issued its first circular under
the name of the Central Committee of the National Guard; the part since played by this
body has been too important for us to omit to insert this proclamation here: its decisions
became official acts which overthrew all constituted authority.

“CENTRAL COMMITTEE OF THE NATIONAL GUARD.
“Citizens,—

“The general feeling of the population appears to be to offer no opposition to the entry of
the Prussians into Paris. The Central Committee, which had emitted contrary advice,
declares its intention of adhering to the following resolutions:—*“All around the quarters
occupied by the enemy, barricades shall be raised so as to isolate completely that part
of the town. The inhabitants of the circumscribed portion should be required to quit it
immediately. The National Guard, in conjunction with the army, shall form an unbroken
line along the whole circuit, and take care that the enemy, thus isolated upon ground
which is no longer of our city, shall communicate in no manner with any of the other
parts of Paris.“The Central Committee engages the National Guard to lend, its aid for
the execution of the necessary measures to bring about this result, and to avoid any
aggressive acts which would have the immediate effect of overthrowing the Republic.”

But here is a little treacherous placard, manuscript and anonymous, which takes a much
fairer tone:—

“A convention has permitted the Prussians to occupy the Champs
Elysees, from the Seine to the Faubourg St. Honore, and as far as
the Place de la Concorde.

“Be it so! The greater the injury, the more terrible the revenge.

“But, if some panderer dare to pass the circle of our shame, let him be instantly
declared traitor, let him become a target for our balls, an object for our petroleum, a
mark for our Orsini bombs,[2] an aim for our daggers!

“Let this be told to all.

“By decision of the Horatii,
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“(Signed) POPULUS.”
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The effervescence in the minds of the people was so great, that the entry of the
Prussians was delayed for forty-eight hours, but on the first of March, at ten in the
morning, they had come into the city, and the smoke of their bivouac fires was seen in
the Champs Elysees. On the evening of the same day, a telegram from Bordeaux
announced that the National Assembly had ratified the preliminaries of peace by a
majority of 546 voices against 107. On the following day the ex-Minister of Foreign
Affairs left for Versailles, and by nine o’clock in the evening, everything was prepared for
the evacuation of the troops, which was effected by eleven, on the third of March.
During the short period of their stay, the city was in veritable mourning; the public
edifices (even the Bourse) were closed, as were the shops, the warehouses, and the
greater part of the cafes. At the windows hung black flags, or the tricolour covered with
black crape, and veils of the same material concealed the faces of the statues[3] on the
Place de la Concorde.

All these demonstrations had, however, a pacific character, and the presence of the
enemy in Paris gave rise to no serious incident.

Nevertheless, the agitation of the public mind was not allayed; some attributed this to a
plot the Socialists had formed, and which had arrived at maturity. Others believed that
the Prussians had left emissaries, creators of disorder, behind them, in revenge for their
reception on the Place de la Concorde. In truth, their entry was anything but triumphal;
their national airs were received with hisses; their officers were hooted as they
promenaded in the Tuileries, and those who attempted to visit the Louvre were
compelled to retreat without having satisfied their curiosity. On the evening of the 3rd of
March, a note emanating from the Ministry of the Interior, pointed out in the following
terms the danger to be feared from the Central Committee:—

“Incidents of the most regrettable nature have occurred during the last few days, and
menace seriously the peace of the capital. Certain National Guards in arms, following
the orders, not of their legitimate chiefs, but of an anonymous Central Committee, which
could not give them any instructions without committing a crime severely punishable by
the law, took possession of a considerable quantity of arms and ammunition of watr,
under the pretext of saving them from the enemy, whose invasion they pretended to
fear. Such acts should at any rate have ceased after the departure of the Prussian
army. But such is not the case, for this evening the guard-house at the Gobelins was
invaded, and a number of cartridges stolen.“Those who provoke these disorders draw
upon themselves a most terrible responsibility; it is at the very moment that the city of
Paris, relieved from contact with the foreigner, desires to reassume its habits of serenity
and industry, that these men are sowing trouble and preparing civil war. The
Government appeals to all good citizens to aid in stifling in the germ these culpable
manifestations.

[lllustration: THE HILL OF MONTMARTRE!—WITH THE GUNS OF THE NATIONAL
GUARD PARKED THERE. VIEW TAKEN FROM THE PLACE ST. PIERRE.]
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“Let all who have at heart the honour and the peace of the city arise; let the National
Guard, repulsing all perfidious instigations, rally round its officers, and prevent evils of
which the consequences will be incalculable. The Government and the Commander-in-
Chief (General d’Aurelle de Paladines, nominated on the same day by M. Thiers to the
chief command of the National Guard) are determined to do their duty energetically;
they will cause the laws to be executed; they count on the patriotism and the devotion of
all the inhabitants of Paris.”

It was indeed time to put a stop to the existing state of affairs, for already twenty-six
guns were in the possession of the insurgents, who had formed a regular park of
artillery in the Place d’ltalie, and this is the aspect of the Buttes Montmartre on the sixth
of March, as described by an eye-witness:—

“The heights have become a veritable camp. Three or four hundred National Guards,
belonging partly to the 61st and 168th Battalions, mount guard there day and night, and
relieve each other regularly, like old campaigners. They have two drummers and four
trumpeters, who beat the rappel or ring out the charge whenever the freak takes them,
without any one knowing why or wherefore. The officers, with broad red belts, high
boots, and their long swords dragging after them, parade the Place with pipes or cigars
in their months. They glance disdainfully at the passers-by, and seem almost
overpowered with the importance of the high mission they imagine themselves called
upon to fulfil. “This is of what their mission consists: at the moment of the entry of the
Prussians into Paris, the National Guard of Montmartre, fearing that the artillery would
be taken from them to be delivered to the enemy, assembled and dragged their pieces,
about twenty in number, up to the plateau which forms the summit of Montmartre, and
then placed them in charge of a special guard. Now that the Prussians have left, they
still keep their stronghold, thinking to use it in the defence of the Republic against the
attacks of the reactionists. The guns are pointed towards Paris, and guard is kept
without a moment’s relaxation. There are four principal posts, the most important being
at the foot of the hill, on the Place Saint Pierre. The guards bivouac in the open air,
their muskets piled, ready at hand. Sentinels are placed at the corner of each street,
most of them lads of sixteen or seventeen; but they are thoroughly in earnest, and treat
the passers-by roughly enough.

[lllustration: SENTINELS AT MONTMARTRE.]

“All the streets which debouche on the Place Saint-Pierre are closed by barricades of
paving-stones. The most important was formed of an overturned cart, filled with huge
stones, and with a red flag reared upon the summit. A death-like silence reigned
around. There were but few passers-by, none but National Guards with their guns on
their shoulders.”

The appearance of the Boulevard de Clichy and Boulevard Rochechouart is completely
different. The cafes are overflowing with people, the concert-rooms open. Men and
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women pass tranquilly to and fro, without disturbing themselves about the cannon that
are pointed towards them.
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The Government, before coming to active measures, appealed to the good sense of the
people in a proclamation, dated the 8th of March, saying that this substitution of legal
authority by a secret power would retard the evacuation of the enemy, and perhaps
expose us to disasters still more complete and terrible.

“Let us look our position calmly in the face. We have been conquered; nearly half of our
territory has been in the power of a million of Germans, who have imposed upon us a
fine of five milliards. Our only means of discharging this weighty debt is by the strictest
economy, the most exemplary conduct and care. We must not lose a moment before
putting our hands to work, which is our one and solitary hope. And at this awful moment
shall our miserable folly lead us into a civil strife?...“If, while they are meeting to treat
with the enemy, our negotiators have sedition to fear, they will break down as they did
on the 31st of October, when the events of the Hotel de Ville authorised the enemy to
refuse us an armistice which might have saved us.”

This form of reasoning was not illogical, but those who were working in secret for the
furtherance of their own ambition, oared little to be convinced, and their myrmidons
obeyed them blindly, and gloated over the wild, bombastic language of the demagogic
press, which, though they did not understand it, impressed them no less with its inflated
phrases.

The Government, perceiving that it would be perhaps necessary to use rigorous
measures, gave orders to hasten the arrival of the rest of the Army of the North.

Some few days after the 18th of March, they resolved to deal a decided blow to the
Democratic party in suppressing at once the Vengeur, the Mot d’Ordre, the Cri du
Peuple, the Caricature, the Pere Duchesne, and the Bouche de Fer.

The National Guards had a perfect mania for collecting cannon; after having placed in
battery the mitrailleuses and pieces of seven, the produce of patriotic subscriptions,
they also seized upon others belonging to the State, and carried them off to the Buttes
Montmartre, where they had about a hundred pieces. The retaking of this artillery was
the matter in question. While they at Versailles were occupied with the solution of the
problem, the National Guards continued their manifestations at the Place de la Bastille,
dragging these pieces of artillery in triumph from the Champ de Mars to the
Luxembourg, from the park of Montrouge to Notre Dame, from the Place des Vosges to
the Place d’ltalie, and from the Buttes Montmartre to the Buttes Chaumont.

Before making use of force, the Government desired to make a last effort at conciliation,
and on the 17th of March the following proclamation was posted on the walls:—

“‘INHABITANTS of PARIS,
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“Once more we address ourselves to you, to your reason, and your
patriotism, and we hope that you will listen to us.
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“Your grand city, which cannot live except with order, is profoundly troubled in some of
its quarters, and this trouble, without spreading to other parts, is sufficient nevertheless
to prevent the return of industry and comfort.“For some time a number of ill-advised
men, under the pretext of resisting the Prussians, who are no longer within our walls,
have constituted themselves masters of a part of the city, thrown up entrenchments,
mounting guard there and forcing you to do the same, all by order of a secret
committee, which takes upon itself to command a portion of the National Guard, thus
setting aside the authority of General d’Aurelle de Paladines so worthy to be at your
head, and would form a government in opposition to that which exists legally, the
offspring of universal suffrage.“These men, who have already caused you so much
harm, whom you yourselves dispersed on the 31st of October, are placarding their
intention to protect you against the Prussians, who have only made an appearance
within our walls, and whose definite departure is retarded by these disorders, and
pointing guns, which if fired would only ruin your houses and destroy your wives and
yourselves; in fact, compromising the very Republic they pretend to defend; for if it is
firmly established in the opinion of France that the Republic is the necessary companion
of disorder, the Republic will be lost. Do not place any trust in them, but listen to the
truth which we tell you in all sincerity.“The Government instituted by the whole nation
could have retaken before this these stolen guns, which at present only menace your
safety, seized these ridiculous entrenchments which hinder nothing but business, and
have placed in the hands of justice the criminals who do not hesitate to create civil war
immediately after that with the foreigner, but it desired to give those who were misled
the time to separate themselves from those who deceived them.“However, the time
allowed for honourable men to separate themselves from the others, and which is
deducted from your tranquillity, your welfare, and the welfare of France, cannot be
indefinitely prolonged.“While such a state of things lasts, commerce is arrested, your
shops are deserted, orders which would come from all parts are suspended; your arms
are idle, credit cannot be recreated, the capital which the Government requires to rid the
territory of the presence of the enemy, comes to hand but slowly. In your own interest,
in that of your city, as well as in that of France, the Government is resolved to act. The
culprits who pretend to institute a Government of their own must be delivered up to
justice. The guns stolen from the State must be replaced in the arsenals; and, in order
to carry out this act of justice and reason, the Government counts upon your
assistance.“Let all good citizens separate
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themselves from the bad; let them aid, instead of opposing, the public forces; they will
thus hasten the return of comfort to the city, and render service to the Republic itself,
which disorder is ruining in the opinion of France.“Parisians! We use this language to
you because we esteem your good sense, your wisdom, your patriotism; but, this
warning being given, you will approve of our having resort to force at all costs, and
without a day’s delay, that order, the only condition of your welfare, be re-established
entirely, immediately, and unalterably.”

As soon as the party of disorder saw the intentions of the Government of Versailles thus
set forth, a chorus of recriminations burst forth.—“They want to put an end to the
Republic!"—“They are about to fire on our brothers!"—“They wish to set up a king,” &c.
The same strain for ever! In order to prevent as far as possible the mischievous effects
of this insurrectionary propaganda, the Government issued the following proclamation,
which bore date the 18th of March:—

“NATIONAL GUARDS of PARIS!—

“Absurd rumours are spread abroad that the Government contemplates a
coup d’etat.

“The Government of the Republic has not, and cannot have, any other
object but the welfare of the Repubilic.

“The measures which have been taken were indispensable to the maintenance of order;
it was, and is still, determined to put an end to an insurrectionary committee, the
members of which, nearly all unknown to the population of Paris, preach nothing but
Communist doctrines, will deliver up Paris to pillage, and bring France into her grave,
unless the National Guard and the army do not rise with one accord in the defence of
the country and of the Republic.”

The Government had many parleys with the insurrectionary National Guards at
Montmartre; at one moment there was a rumour that the guns had been given up. It
appeared that the guardians of this artillery had manifested some intention of restoring
it, horses had even been sent without any military force to create mistrust, but the men
declared that they would not deliver the guns, except to the battalions to which they
properly belonged. Was there bad faith here? or had those who made the promise
undertaken to deliver up the skin before they had killed the bear.

Public opinion shaped itself generally in somewhat the following form:—*“If they are
tricking each other, that is not very dangerous!”

Many an honest citizen went to bed on the seventeenth of March full of hope. He saw
Paris marching with quick steps towards the re-establishment of its business, and the
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resumption of its usual aspect; the emigrants and foreigners would arrive in crowds,
their pockets overflowing with gold to make purchases and put the industry of Paris
under contributions the French and foreign bankers will rival each other to pay the
indemnity of five milliards.
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The dream of good M. Prudhomme[4] was, however, somewhat clouded by the figure of
the Buttes Montmartre bristling with cannon; but the number of guards had become so
diminished, and they seemed so tired of the business, that it appeared as if they were
about to quit for good. The following chapter will inform you what were the waking
thoughts of the Parisians on the morning of the eighteenth of March.

[lllustration]

[lllustration: PURIFICATION OF THE CHAMPS ELYSEES AFTER THE DEPARTURE
OF THE PRUSSIANS MAR 1871]

[lllustration: BUILDING A BARRICADE. MARCH 18. 1871.]

FOOTNOTES:

[Footnote 1. Memoir, see Appendix I.]

[Footnote 2: The police had seized, some time before, in Paris, ten thousand Orsini
bombs, and hundreds of others of a new construction, charged with fulminating
mercury.]

[Footnote 3: The eight gigantic female figures, representing the principal towns of
France: Strasbourg, Lille, Metz, &c., &c.]

[Footnote 4: “Joseph Prudhomme” is the typical representative of the Parisian middle-
class (Bourgeois); the honest simple father of family, peaceful but patriotic, proud of his
country and ready to die for it.]

Listen! What does that mean? Is it a transient squall or the first gust of a tempest? Is it
due to nature or to man’s agency; is it an emeute or the advent of a revolution that is to
overturn everything?

Such were my reflections when awakened, on the 18th of March, 1871, at about four in
the morning, by a noise due to the tramp of many feet. From my window, in the gloomy
white fog, | could see detachments of soldiers walking under the walls, proceeding
slowly, wrapped in their grey capotes; a soft drizzling rain falling at the time. Half
awake, | descended to the street in time to interrogate two soldiers passing in the rear.

“Where are you going?” asked |.—“We do not know,” says one; “Report says we are

going to Montmartre,” adds the other.[5] They were really going to Montmartre. At five
o’clock in the morning the 88th Regiment of the line occupied the top of the hill and the
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little streets leading to it, a place doubtless familiar to some of them, who on Sundays
and fete days had clambered up the hill-sides in company with apple-faced rustics from
the outskirts, and middle-class people of the quarter; taking part in the crowd on the
Place Saint-Pierre, with its games and amusements, and “assisting,” as they would say,
at shooting in a barrel, admiring the ability of some, whilst reviling the stupidity of others;
when they had a few sous in their pockets they would try their own skill at throwing big
balls into the mouths of fantastic monsters, painted upon a square board, while their
country friends nibbled at spice-nuts, and thought them delicious. But on this 18th of
March morning there are no women, nor spice-nuts, nor sport on the Place Saint-
Pierre: all is slush and dirt, and the poor lines-men are obliged to stand at ease, resting
upon their arms, not in the best of humour with the weather or the prospect before them.
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Ah! and the guns of the National Guard that frown from their embrasures on the top of
the hill, have they been made use of against the Prussians? No! they have made no
report during the siege, and were only heard on the days on which they were christened
and paid for; elegant things, hardly to be blackened with powder, that it was always
hoped would be pacific and never dangerous to the capital. Cruel irony! those guns for
which Paris paid, and those American mitrailleuses, made out of the savings of both rich
and poor, the farthings of the frugal housewife, and the napoleons of the millionaires;
the contributions of the artists who designed, and the poets who pen’d, are ruining Paris
instead of protecting it. The brass mouths that ate the bread of humanity are turned
upon the nation itself to devour it also.

But, to return to the 88th Regiment of Line, did they take the guns? Yes, but they gave
them up again, and to whom? why, to a crowd of women and children; and as to the
chiefs, no one seemed to know what had become of them. It is related, however, that
General Lecomte had been made a prisoner and led to the Chateau-Rouge, and that at
nine o’clock some Chasseurs d’Afrique charged pretty vigorously in the Place Pigalle a
detachment of National Guards, who replied by a volley of bullets. An officer of
Chasseurs was shot, and his men ran away, the greater part, it is said, into the wine-
shops, where they fraternised with the patriots, who offered them drink. | was told on
the spot that General Vinoy, who was on horseback, became encircled in a mob of
women, had a stone and a cap[6] thrown at him, and thought it prudent to escape,
leaving the National Guards and linesmen to promenade in good fellowship three
abreast, dispersing themselves about the outer boulevards and about Paris. Indeed, |
have just seen a drunken couple full of wine and friendship, strongly reminding one of a
duel ending in a jolly breakfast. And who is to blame for this? Nobody knows. All agree
that it is a bungle,—the fault of maladministration and want of tact. Certainly the
National Guards at Montmartre had no right to hold the cannons belonging to the
National Guards, as a body, or to menace the reviving trade and tranquillity of Paris, by
means of guns turned against its peaceful citizens and Government officials; but was it
necessary to use violence to obtain possession of the cannons? Should not all the
means of conciliation be exhausted first, and might we not hope that the citizens at
Montmartre would themselves end by abandoning the pieces of artillery[7] which they
hardly protected. In fact, they were encumbered by their own barricades, and they
might take upon themselves to repave their streets and return to order.

Monsieur Thiers and his ministers were not of that opinion. They preferred acting, and
with vigour. Very well! but when resolutions are formed, one should be sure of fulfilling
them, for in circumstances of such importance failure itself makes the attempt an error.

[8]
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Well! said the Government, who could imagine that the line would throw up the butt
ends of their muskets,[9] or that the Chasseurs, after the loss of a single officer, would
turn their backs upon the Nationals, and that their only deeds should be the imbibing of
plentiful potations at the cost of the insurgents? But how could it be otherwise? Not
many days since the soldiers were wandering idly through the streets with the National
Guards; were billeted upon the people, eating their soup and chatting with their wires
and daughters, unaccustomed to discipline and the rigour of military organisation;
enervated by defeat, having been maintained by their officers in the illusion of their
invincibility; annoyed by their uniform, of which they ceased to be proud, the humiliated
soldiers sought to escape into the citizen. Were the commanding officers ignorant of
the prevailing spirit of the troops? Must we admit that they were grossly deceived, or
that they deceived the Government, when the latter might and ought to have been in a
position to foresee the result. Possibly the Assembly had the right to coerce, but they
had no right to be ignorant of their power. They must have known that 100,000 arms
(chassepots, tabatieres,[10] and muskets) were in the hands of disaffected men,
clanking on the floors of the dealers in adulterated wines and spirits, and low cabarets.
The fact is, the Government took a leap in the dark, and wondered when they found the
position difficult.

FOOTNOTES:

[Footnote 5: Appendix, note 2.]
[Footnote 6: A mark of insult.]

[Footnote 7: This useless artillery was much ridiculed; jokers said that the notary of
General Trochu was working out faithfully the “plan” of his illustrious client in these tardy
fortifications.]

[Footnote 8: How was the Government to act in the presence of these facts; to await
events, or to strike a great blow?

Some think that the resistance of the insurgents was strengthened by the measures
taken by Government, which ought to have been more diplomatic and skilful. The
agitation of these men of Montmartre, at the entry of the Prussians, had calmed down in
a few hours; it was now the duty of Government to allay the irritation which had caused
the insurgents to form their Montmartre stronghold, and not to follow the advice of
infuriated reactionaries, who make no allowance for events and circumstances, neither
analysing the elements of that which they are combating, nor weighing the measures
they do not even know how to apply with tact.

The guns had not been re-taken, but Paris was very calm. Dissensions had broken out
in the Montmartre Committee, some of whose members wished the cannon to be
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returned (the Committee sat at No, 8 of the Rue des Rosiers, with a court-matrtial on
one hand, and military head-quarters on the other). Danger seemed now to be averted,
and the authorities had but one thing to do, to allow all agitation to die out, without
listening to blind or treacherous counsellors, who advocated a system of immediate
repression. It was said, however, that the greater number of the members of
Government were inclined to temporise, but the provisional appointment of General
Valentin to the direction of the Prefecture of Police, seemed to contradict this assertion.
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During this time, the leaders who held Montmartre, spurred on by the ambitious around
them, and by those desirous of kindling civil war for the sake of the illicit gains to be
obtained from it, were getting up a manifestation, which was to claim for the National
Guard the right of electing its commander-in-chief; and the post was to be offered to
Menotti Garibaldi. But though the men of Montmartre declared that all who did not sign
the manifestos were traitors, yet the addresses remained almost entirely blank. The
insurrection had evidently few supporters. According to others, the insurrection of 1871
was the result of a vast conspiracy, planned and nurtured under the influence of a six
months’ siege. No simple Paris emeute, but a grand social movement, organised by the
great and universal revolutionary power; the Societe Internationale, Garibaldiism,
Mazziniism, and Fenianism, have given each other rendezvous in Paris. Cluseret, the
American; Frankel, the Prussian; Dombrowski, the Russian; Brunswick, the Lithuanian;
Romanelli, the Italian; Okolowitz, the Pole; Spillthorn, the Belgian; and La Cecilia,
Wroblewski, Wenzel, Hertzfel, Bozyski, Syneck, Prolowitz, and a hundred others,
equally illustrious, brought together from every quarter of the globe; such were these
ardent conspirators, all imbued, like their colleagues the Flourens, the Eudes, the
Henrys, the Duvals, and tutti quanti, with the principles of the French school of
democracy and socialism.

This strong and terrible band, we are told, is under the command of a chief who remains
hidden and mute, while ostensibly it obeys the Pyats, Delescluzes, and Rocheforts,
politicians, who not being generals, never condescend to fight.

In the first days of March all was prepared for a coming explosion, and in spite of the
departure of the Prussians, the Socialist party determined that it should take place.
(Guerre des Communeux, p. 61.)]

[Footnote 9: A sign that they refused to fight.]

[Footnote 10: A smooth-bore musket arranged as breech-loader, and called a snuff-
box, from the manner of opening the breech to adjust the charge.]

At three o’clock in the afternoon there was a dense group of linesmen and Nationals in
one of the streets bordering on the Elysee-Montmartre. The person who told us this did
not recollect the name of the street, but men were eagerly haranguing the crowd, talking
of General Lecomte, and his having twice ordered the troops to fire upon the citizen
militia.

“And what he did was right,” said an old gentleman who was listening.
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Words that were no sooner uttered than they provoked a torrent of curses and
imprecations from the by-standers. But he continued observing that General Lecomte

had only acted under the orders of his superiors; being commanded to take the guns
and to disperse the crowd, his only duty was to obey.
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These remarks being received in no friendly spirit, hostility to the stranger increased,
when a vivandiere approached, and looking the gentleman who had exposed himself to
the fury of the mob full in the face, exclaimed, “It is Clement Thomas!” And in truth it was
General Clement Thomas; he was not in uniform. A torrent of abuse was poured forth
by a hundred voices at once, and the anger of the crowd seemed about to extend itself
to violence, when a ruffian cried out: “You defend the rascal Lecomte! Well, we’ll put
you both together, and a pretty pair you'll be!” and this project being approved of, the
General was hurried, not without having to submit to fresh insults, to where General
Lecomte had been imprisoned since the morning.

From this moment the narrative | have collected differs but little from that circulated
through Paris.

At about four o’clock in the afternoon the two generals were conducted from their prison
by a hundred National Guards, the hands of General Lecomte being bound together,
whilst those of Clement Thomas were free. In this manner they were escorted to the
top of the hill of Montmartre, where they stopped before No. 6 of the Rue des Rosiers:
it is a little house | had often seen, a peaceful and comfortable habitation, with a garden
in front. What passed within it perhaps will never be known. Was it there that the
Central Committee of the National Guard held their sittings in full conclave? or were
they represented by a few of its members? Many persons think that the house was not
occupied, and that the National Guards conducted their prisoners within its walls to
make the crowd believe they were proceeding to a trial, or at least to give the
appearance of legality to the execution of premeditated acts. Of one thing there
remains little doubt, namely, that soldiers of the line stood round about at the time, and
that the trial, if any took place, was not long, the condemned being conducted to a
walled enclosure at the end of the street.

[lllustration: HOTEL DE VILLE, AS FORTIFIED BY THE NATIONAL GUARD, MARCH,
1871. The Hotel de Ville of Paris, which witnessed so many national ceremonies and
republican triumphs, was commenced in 1533, and it was finished in 1628. Here the
first Bourbon, Henry V., celebrated his entry into Paris after the siege of 1589, and
Bailly the maire, on the 17th July, 1789, presented Louis XVI. to the people, wearing a
tricolor cockade. Henry IV. became a Catholic in order to enter “his good city of Paris”
whilst Louis XVI. wore the democratic insignia in order to keep it. A few days later the
172 commissioners of sections, representing the municipality of Paris, established the
Commune. The Hotel de Ville was the seat of the First Committee of Public Safety, and
from the green chamber, Robespierre governed the Convention and France till his fall
on the 9th Thermidor. From 1800 to 1830 fetes held the place of political
manifestations. In 1810
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Bonaparte received Marie-Louise here; in 1821, the baptism of the Duke of Bordeaux
was celebrated here; in 1825 fetes were given to the Duc d’Angouleme on his return
from Spain, and to Charles X., arriving from Rheims. Five years later, from the same
balcony where Bailly presented Louis XVI. to the people, Lafayette, standing by the side
of Louis Philippe, said, “This is the best of Republics!” It was here, in 1848, that De
Lamartine courageously declared to an infuriated mob that, as long as he lived, the red
flag should not be the flag of France. During the fatal days of June, 1848, the Hotel de
Ville was only saved from destruction by the intrepidity of a few brave men. The Queen
of England was received here in 1865, and the sovereigns who visited Paris since have
been feted therein. On the 4th of September the bloodless revolution was proclaimed,;
and on the 31st of October, 1870, and the 22nd of January, 1871, Flourens and Blanqui
made a fruitless attempt to substitute the red flag for the tricolor; but their partisans
succeeded on the 18th of March, when it was fortified, and became the head-quarters of
the Commune of 1871.]

As soon as they had halted, an officer of the National Guard seized General Clement
Thomas by the collar of his coat and shook him violently several times, exclaiming,
whilst he held the muzzle of a revolver close to his throat,—“Confess that you have
betrayed the Republic.” To this Monsieur Clement Thomas only replied by a shrug of
his shoulders; upon this the officer retired, leaving the General standing alone in the
front of the wall, with a line of soldiers opposite.

Who gave the signal to fire is unknown, but a report of twenty muskets rent the air, and
General Clement Thomas fell with his face to the earth.

“Itis your turn now,” said one of the assassins, addressing General Lecomte, who
immediately advanced from the crowd, stepping over the body of Clement Thomas to
take his place, awaiting with his back to the wall the fatal moment.

“Fire!” cried the officer, and all was over.

Half an hour after, in the Rue des Acacias, | came across an old woman who wanted
three francs for a bullet—a bullet she had extracted from the plaster of a wall at the end
of the Rue des Rosiers.

It is ten o’clock in the evening, and if | were not so tired | would go to the Hotel de Ville,
which, | am told, has been taken possession of by the National Guards; the 18th of
March is continuing the 31st of October. But the events of this day have made me so
weary that | can hardly write all | have seen and heard. On the outer boulevards the
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wine shops are crowded with tipsy people, the drunken braggarts who boast they have
made a revolution. When a stroke succeeds there are plenty of rascals ready to say: |

did it. Drinking, singing, and talking are the order of the day. At every step you come
upon “piled arms.” At the
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corner of the Passage de I'Elysee-des-Beaux-Arts | met crowds of people, some lying
on the ground; here a battalion standing at ease but ready to march; and at the
entrance of the Rue Blanche and the Rue Fontaine were some stones, ominously
posed one on the other, indicating symptoms of a barricade. In the Rue des Abbesses |
counted three cannons and a mitrailleuse, menacing the Rue des Martyrs. In the Rue
des Acacias, a man had been arrested, and was being conducted by National Guards to
the guard-house: | heard he was a thief. Such arrests are characteristic features in a
Parisian emeute. Notwithstanding these little scenes the disorder is not excessive, and
but for the multitude of men in uniform one might believe it the evening of a popular fete;
the victors are amusing themselves.

[Illustration: Sentinels, Rue Du Val De Grace and Boulevard St. Michel.]

Among the Federals this evening there are very few linesmen; perhaps they have gone
to their barracks to enjoy their meal of soup and bread.

Upon the main boulevards noisy groups are commenting upon the events of the day. At
the corner of the Rue Drouot an officer of the 117th Battalion is reading in a loud voice,
or rather reciting, for he knows it all by heart, the proclamation of M. Picard, the official
poster of the afternoon.

“The Government appeals to you to defend your city, your home, your
children, and your property.

“Some frenzied men, commanded by unknown chiefs, direct against
Paris the guns defended from, the Prussians.

“They oppose force to the National Guard and the army.
“Will you suffer it?

“Will you, under the eyes of the strangers ready to profit by our
discord, abandon Paris to sedition?

“If you do not extinguish it in the germ, the Republic and France
will be ruined for ever.

“Their destiny is in your hands.

“The Government desires that you should hold your arms energetically to maintain the
law and preserve the Republic from anarchy. Gather round your leaders; it is the only
means of escaping ruin and the domination of the foreigner.
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“The Minister of the Interior,
“ERNEST PICARD.”

The crowd listened with attention, shouted two or three times “To arms!” and then
dispersed—I thought for an instant, to arm themselves, though in reality it was only to
reinforce another group forming on the other side of the way.

This day the Friends of Order have been very apathetic, so much so that Paris is
divided between two parties: the one active and the other passive.

To speak truly, | do not know what the population of Paris could have done to resist the
insurrection. “Gather round your chiefs,” says the proclamation. This is more easily
said than done, when we do not know what has become of them. The division caused
in the National Guard by the Coup d’Etat of the Central Committee had for its
consequence the disorganisation of all command. Who was to distinguish, and where
was one to find the officers that had remained faithful to the cause of order?

72



A

DX:I BOOKRAGS

Page 28

It is true they sounded the “rappel”[11] and beat the “generale”;[12] but who
commanded it? Was it the regular Government or the revolutionary Committee?

More than one good citizen was ready to do his duty; but, after having put on his
uniform and buckled his belt, he felt very puzzled, afraid of aiding the entente instead of
strengthening the defenders of the law. Therefore the peaceful citizen soldiers regarded
not the call of the trumpet and the drum.

It is wise to stay at home when one knows not where to go. Besides, the line has not
replied, and bad examples are contagious; moreover, is it fair to demand of fathers of
families, of merchants and tradesmen, in fact of soldiers of necessity, an effort before
which professional soldiers withdraw? The fact is the Government had fled. Perhaps a
few ministers still remained in Paris, but the main body had gone to join the Assembly at
Versailles.

I do not blame their somewhat precipitate departure,[13] perhaps it was necessary;
nevertheless it seems to me that their presence would have put an end to irresolution
on the part of timid people.

Meanwhile, from the Madeleine to the Gymnase, the cafes overflowed with swells and
idlers of both sexes. On the outer boulevards they got drunk, and on the inner tipsy, the
only difference being in the quality of the liquors imbibed.

What an extraordinary people are the French!

FOOTNOTES:

[Footnote 11: The roll call.]

[Footnote 12: Muster call in time of danger, which is beaten only by a superior order
emanating from the Commander-in-chief in a stronghold or garrison town.]

[Footnote 13: The army of Paris was drawn off to Versailles in the night of the 18th of
March, and on the 19th, the employes of all the ministries and public offices left Paris for
the same destination.

On the 19th of March, as early as eight in the morning, Monsieur Thiers addressed the
following circular to the authorities of all the departments:—

“The whole of the Government is assembled at Versailles: the
National Assembly will meet there also.
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“The army, to the number of forty thousand men, has been assembled there in good
order, under the command of General Vinoy. All the chiefs of the army, and all the civil
authorities have arrived there.

“The civil and military authorities will execute no other orders but
those issued by the legitimate government residing at Versalilles,
under penalty of dismissal.

“The members of the National Assembly are all requested to hasten
their return, so as to be present at the sitting of the 20th of

March.

“The present despatch will be made known to the public.

“A. THIERS."]

IV.
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Next morning, the 19th of March, | was in haste to know the events of last night, what
attitude Paris had assumed after her first surprise. The night, doubtless, had brought
counsel, and perhaps settled the discord existing between the Government and the
Central Committee.

Early in the morning things appeared much as usual; the streets were peaceful,
servants shopping, and the ordinary passengers going to and fro. In passing | met a
casual acquaintance to whom | had spoken now and then, a man with whom | had
served during the siege when we mounted guard on the ramparts. “Well,” said I, “good
morning, have you any news?—“News,” replied he, “no, not that | know of. Ah | yes,
there is a rumour that something took place yesterday at Montmartre.” This was told
me in the centre of the city, in the Rue de la Grange-Bateliere. Truly there are in Paris
persons marvellously apathetic and ignorant. | would wager not a little that by
searching in the retired quarters, some might be found who believe they are still
governed by Napoleon Ill., and have never heard of the war with Prussia, except as a
not improbable eventuality.

On the boulevards there was but little excitement. The newspaper vendors were in
plenty. | do not like to depend upon these public sheets for information, for however
impartial or sincere a reporter may be, he cannot represent facts otherwise than
according to the impression they make upon him, and to value facts by the impression
they make upon others is next to impossible.

| directed my steps to the Rue Drouot in search of placards, and plentiful | found them,
and white too, showing that Paris was not without a government; for white is the official
colour even under a red Republic.[14]

Taking out a pencil | copied hastily the proclamation of the new masters, and | think that
| did well, for we forget very quickly both proclamations and persons. Where are they
now, the official bills of last year?

“‘REPUBLIQUE FRANCAISE. “Liberte, Egalite, Fraternite. “To the
People.

“Citizens,—The people of Paris have shaken off the yoke endeavoured
to be imposed upon them.”

What yoke, gentlemen—I beg pardon, citizens of the Committee? | assure you, as part
of the people, that | have never felt that any one has tried to impose one upon me. |
recollect, if my memory serves me, that a few guns were spoken of, but nothing about
yokes. Then the expression “People of Paris,” is a gross exaggeration. The inhabitants
of Montmartre and their neighbours of that industrious suburb are certainly a part of the
people, and not the less respectable or worthy of our consideration because they live
out of the centre (indeed, | have always preferred a coal man of the Chaussee
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Clignancourt to a coxcomb of the Rue Taitbout); but for all that, they are not the whole
population. Thus, your sentence does not imply anything, and moreover, with all its
superannuated metaphor, the rhetoric is out of date. | think it would have been better to

say simply—
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“Citizens,—The inhabitants of Montmartre and of Belleville have
taken their guns and intend to keep them.”

But then it would not have the air of a proclamation. Extraordinary fact! you may
overturn an entire country, but you must not touch the official style; it is immutable. One
may triumph over empires, but must respect red tape. Let us read on:

“Tranquil, calm in our force, we have awaited without fear as
without provocation, the shameless madmen who menaced the Republic.”

The Republic? Again an improper expression, it was the cannons they wanted to take.
“This time, our brothers of the army....”

Ah! your brothers of the army! They are your brothers because they fraternised and
threw up the butt-ends of their muskets. In your family you acknowledge no
brotherhood except those who hold the same opinion.

“This time, our brothers of the army would not raise their hands
against the holy ark of our liberty.”

Oh! So the guns are a holy ark now. A very holy metaphor, for people not greatly
enamoured of churchmen.

“Thanks for all; and let Paris and France unite to build a Repubilic,
and accept with acclamations the only government that will close for
ever the flood gates of invasion and civil war.

“The state of siege is raised.

“The people of Paris are convoked in their sections to elect a
Commune. The safety of all citizens is assured by the body of the
National Guard.

“Hotel de Ville of Paris, the 19th of March, 1871.
“The Central Committee of the National Guard:

“Assy, Billioray, Ferrat, Babick, Ed. Moreau, Oh. Dupont, Varlin,
Boursier, Mortier, Gouhier, Lavallette, Fr. Jourde, Rousseau, Ch.
Lullier, Blanchet, G. Gaillard, Barroud, H. Geresme, Fabre,
Pougeret."[15]

There is one reproach that the new Parisian Revolution could not be charged with; it is
that of having placed at the head men of proved incapacity. Those who dared to assert
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that each of the persons named above had not more genius than would be required to
regenerate two or three nations would greatly astonish me. In a drama of Victor Hugo it
Is said a parentless child ought to be deemed a gentleman; thus an obscure individual
ought, on the same terms, to be considered a man of genius.
But on the walls of the Rue Drouot many more proclamations were to be seen.
“REPUBLIQUE FRANCAISE.
“LIBERTE, EGALITE, FRATERNITE,

“To the National Guards of Paris.

“CITIZENS,—You had entrusted us with the charge of organising the
defence of Paris and of your rights.”
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Oh! as to that, no; a thousand times, no! | admit—since you appear to cling to it—that
Cannon are an ark of strength, but under no pretext whatever will | allow that | entrusted
you with the charge of organising anything whatsoever. | know nothing of you; | have
never heard you spoken of. There is no one in the world of whom | am more ignorant
than Ferrat, Babick, unless it be Gaillard and Pougeret (though | was national guard
myself, and caught cold on the ramparts for the King of Prussia[16] as much as anyone
else). | neither know what you wish nor where you are leading those who follow you;
and | can prove to you, if you like, that there are at least a hundred thousand men who
caught cold too, and who, at the present moment, are in exactly the same state of mind
concerning you “We are aware of having fulfilled our mission.”

You are very good to have taken so much trouble, but | have no recollection of having
given you a mission to fulfil of any kind whatever!

“Assisted by your courage and presence of mind!...”

Ah, gentlemen, this is flattery!
“We have driven out the government that was betraying you.
“Our mandate has now expired...”

Always this same mandate which we gave you, eh?

“We now return it to you, for we do not pretend to take the place of
those which the popular breath has overthrown.

“Prepare yourselves, let the Communal election commence forthwith, and give to us the
only reward we have ever hoped for—that of seeing the establishment of a true
republic. In the meanwhile we retain the Hotel de Ville in the name of the people.

“Hotel de Ville, Paris, 19th March, 1871.
“The Central Committee of the National Guards:
“Assy, Billioray, and others.”

Placarded up also is another proclamation[17] signed by the citizens Assy, Billioray, and
others, announcing that the Communal elections will take place on Wednesday next,
22nd of March, that is to say in three days.

This then is the result of yesterday’s doings, and the revolution of the 18th March can
be told in a few words.
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There were cannon at Montmartre; the Government wished to take them but was not
able, thanks to the fraternal feeling and cowardice of the soldiers of the Line. A secret
society, composed of several delegates of several battalions, took advantage of the
occasion to assert loudly that they represented the entire population, and commanded
the people to elect the Commune of Paris—whether they wished or not.

What will Paris do now between these dictators, sprung from heaven knows where, and
the Government fled to Versailles?

FOOTNOTES:

[Footnote 14: No one may use white placards—they are reserved by the government.
The following is an extract from the Official Journal of Versailles, bearing the date of the

20th of March, which explains the official form of the announcements made by the
Central Committee:—
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“Yesterday, 19th March, the offices of the Official Journal, in Paris, were broken into, the
employes having escaped to Versailles with the documents, to join the Government and
the National Assembly. The invaders took possession of the printing machines, the
materials, and even the official and non-official articles which had been set up in type,
and remained in the composing-rooms. It is thus that they were enabled to give an
appearance of regularity to the publication of their decrees, and to deceive the Parisian
public by a false Official Journal.”]

[Footnote 15: Here is an extract from the Official Journal upon the subject (numbers of
the 29th March and 1st June):—

“In the insurrection, the momentary triumph of which has crushed Paris beneath so
odious and humiliating a yoke, carried the distresses of France to their height, and put
civilisation in peril, the International Society has borne a part which has suddenly
revealed to all the fatal power of this dangerous association.

“On the 19th of March, the day after the outbreak of the terrible sedition, of which the
last horrors will form one of the most frightful pages in history, there appeared upon the
walls a placard which made known to Paris the names of its new masters.

“With the exception of one, alone, (Assy), who had acquired a deplorable notoriety,
these names were unknown to almost all who read them; they had suddenly emerged
from utter obscurity, and people asked themselves with astonishment, with stupor, what
unseen power could have given them an influence and a meaning which they did not
possess in themselves. This power was the International; these names were those of
some of its members.”]

[Footnote 16: Travailler pour le Roi de Prusse, “to work for the King of Prussia,” is an
old French saying, which means to work for nothing, to no purpose.]

[Footnote 17: “THE CENTRAL COMMITTEE OF THE NATIONAL GUARD.
“Inasmuch:—

“That it is most urgent that the Communal administration of the City of Paris shall be
formed immediately,

“Decrees:—

“1st. The elections for the Communal Council of the City of Paris will take place on
Wednesday next, the 22nd of March.

“2nd. The electors will vote with lists, and in their own arrondissements.

81



('ux_Ll)BOOKRAGS

“Each arrondissement will elect a councillor for each twenty thousand of inhabitants,
and an extra one for a surplus of more than ten thousand.

“3rd. The poll will be open from eight in the morning to six in the evening. The result
will be made known at once.

“4th. The municipalities of the twenty arrondissements are entrusted with the proper
execution of the present decree.

“A placard indicating the number of councillors for each arrondissement will shortly be
posted up.

“Hotel de Ville, Paris, 29th March, 1871."]

V.
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Paris remains inactive, and watches events as one watches running water. What does
this indifference spring from? Surprise and the disappearance of the chiefs might
yesterday have excused the inaction of Paris, but twenty-four hours have passed over,
every man has interrogated his conscience, and been able to listen to its answer. There
has been time to reconnoitre, to concert together; there would have been time to act!

Why is nothing done? Why has nothing been done yet? Generals Clement Thomas
and Lecomte have been assassinated,; this is as incontestable as it is odious. Does all
Paris wish to partake with the criminals in the responsibility of this crime? The regular
Government has been expelled. Does Paris consent to this expulsion? Men invested
with no rights, or, at least, with insufficient rights, have usurped the power. Does Paris
so far forget itself as to submit to this usurpation without resistance?

No, most assuredly no. Paris abominates crime, does not approve of the expulsion of
the Government, and does not acknowledge the right of the members of the Central
Committee to impose its wishes upon us. Why then does Paris remain passive and
patient? Does it not fear that it will be said that silence implies consent? How is it that |
myself, for example, instead of writing my passing impressions on these pages, do not
take my musket to punish the criminals and resist this despotism? It is that we all feel
the present situation to be a, singularly complicated one. The Government which has
withdrawn to Versailles committed so many faults that it would be difficult to side with it
without reserve. The weakness and inability the greater part of those who composed it
showed during the siege, their obstinacy in remaining deaf to the legitimate wishes of
the capital, have ill disposed us for depending on a state of things which it would have
been impossible to approve of entirely. In fine, these unknown revolutionists, guilty
most certainly, but perhaps sincere, claim for Paris rights that almost the whole of Paris
Is inclined to demand. It is impossible not to acknowledge that the municipal franchise
is wished for and becomes henceforth necessary.

It is for this reason that although aghast at the excesses in perspective and those
already committed by the dictators of the 18th March, though revolted at the thought of
all the blood spilled and yet to be spilled—this is the reason that we side with no party.
The past misdeeds of the legitimate Government of Versailles damp our enthusiasm for
it, while some few laudable ideas put forth by the illegitimate government of the Hotel de
Ville diminish our horror of its crimes, and our apprehensions at its misdoings.
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Then—why not dare say it?—Paris, which is so impressionable, so excitable, so
romantic, in admiration before all that is bold, has but a moderate sympathy for that
which is prudent. We may smile, as | did just now, at the emphatic proclamation of the
Central Committee, but that does not prevent us from recognizing that its power is real,
and the ferocious elements that it has so suddenly revealed are not without a certain
grandeur. It might have been spitefully remarked that more than one patriot in his
yesterday evening walk on the outer boulevards and in the environs of the Hotel de
Ville, had taken more petit vin than was reasonable in honour of the Republic and of the
Commune, but that has not prevented our feeling a surprise akin to admiration at the
view of those battalions hastening from all quarters at some invisible signal, and ready
at any moment to give up their lives to defend ... what? Their guns, and these guns
were in their eyes the palpable symbols of their rights and liberties. During this time the
heroic Assembly was pettifogging at Versailles, and the Government was going to join
them. Paris does not follow those who fly.

VL.

The Butte-Montmartre is en fete. The weather is charming, and every one goes to see
the cannon and inspect the barricades, Men, women, and children mount the hilly
streets, and they all appear joyous ... for what, they cannot say themselves, but who
can resist the charm of sunshine? If it rained, the city would be in mourning. Now the
citizens have closed their shops and put on their best clothes, and are going to dine at
the restaurant. These are the very enemies of disorder, the small shopkeepers and the
humble citizens. Strange contradiction! But what would you have? the sun is so bright,
the weather is so lovely. Yesterday no work was done because of the insurrection; it
was like a Sunday. To-day therefore is the holiday-Monday of the insurrection.

[lllustration: BEHIND A BARRICADE: THIS MORNING MEAL—THIRTY SOUS A DAY
AND NOTHING TO DO.]

VII.

In the midst of all these troubles, in which every one is borne along, without any
knowledge of where he is drifting—with the Central Committee making proclamations
on one side, and the Versailles Government training troops on the other, a few men
have arisen who have spoken some words of reason. These men may be certain from
this moment that they are approved of by Paris, and will be obeyed By Paris—by the
honest and intelligent Paris—by the Paris which is ready to favour that side which can
prove that it has the most justice in it.

The deputies and maires of Paris have placarded the following proclamation:—
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‘REPUBLIQUE FRANCAISE.

‘LIBERTE, EGALITE, FRATERNITE.
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“Citizens,—Impressed with the absolute necessity of saving Paris and the Republic by
the removal of every cause of collision, and convinced that the best means of attaining
this grand object is to give satisfaction to the legitimate wishes of the people, we have
resolved this very day to demand of the National Assembly the adoption of two
measures which we have every hope will contribute to bring back tranquillity to the
public mind.

“These two measures are: The election of all the officers of the
National Guard, without exception, and the establishment of a
municipal council, elected by the whole of the citizens.

“What we desire, and what the public welfare requires under all
circumstances; and which the present situation renders more
indispensable than ever, is, order in liberty and by liberty.

“Vive la France! Vive la Republique!
“The representatives of the Seine:

“Louis Blanc, V. Schoelcher, Edmond Adam, Floguet, Martin Bernard,
Langlois, Edouard Lockroy, Farcy, Brisson, Greppo, Milliere.

“The maires and adjoints of Paris:

“1st Arrondissement: Ad. Adam, Meline, adjoints.—2nd Arrondissement: Tirard, maire,
representative of the Seine; Ad. Brelay, Cheron, Loiseau-Pinson, adjoints.—3rd
Arrondissement; Bonvalet, maire; Ch. Murat, adjoint.—4th Arrondissement: Vautrain,
maire; Loiseau, Callon, adjoints.—5th Arrondissement: Jourdan, adjoint.—6th
Arrondissement: Herisson, maire; A. Leroy, adjoint.—7th Arrondissement: Arnaud (de
I’Ariege), maire, representative of the Seine.—8th Arrondissement: Carnot, maire,
representative of the Seine.—9th Arrondissement. Desmaret, maire.—10th
Arrondissement: Dubail, maire; A. Murat, Degoyves-Denunques, adjoints.—11th
Arrondissement: Motu, maire, representative of the Seine; Blanchon, Poirier, Tolain,
representative of the Seine.—12th Arrondissement: Denizot, Dumas, Turillon, adjoints.
—18th Arrondissement: Leo Meillet, Combes, adjoints.—14th Arrondissement:
Heligon, adjoint.—15th Arrondissement: Jobbe-Duval, adjoint.—16th Arrondissement:
Henri Martin, maire and representative of the Seine,—17th. Arrondissement:
FRANCOIS FAVRE, maire; MALOU, VILLENEUVE, CACHEUX, adjoints.—18th.
Arrondissement:. CLEMENCEAU, maire and representative of the people; J.B.
LAFONT, DEREURE, JACLARD, adjoints.”

This proclamation has now been posted two hours, and | have not yet met a single

person who does not approve of it entirely. The deputies of the Seine and the maires of
Paris have, by the flight of the Government to Versailles, become the legitimate chiefs.
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We have elected them, it is for them to lead us. To them belongs the duty of reconciling
the Assembly with the city; and it appears to us that they have taken the last means of
bringing about that conciliation, by disengaging all that is legitimate and practical
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in its claims from the exaggeration of the emeute. Let them therefore have all praise for
this truly patriotic attempt. Let them hasten to obtain from the Assembly a recognition of
our rights. In acceding to the demands of the deputies and the maires, the Government
will not be treating with insurrection; on the contrary, it will effect a radical triumph over
it, for it will take away from it every pretext of existence, and will separate from it, in a
definite way, all those men who have been blinded to the illegal and violent manner in
which this programme is drawn up, by the justice of certain parts of it.

If the Assembly consent to this, all that will remain of the 18th of March will be the
recollection—painful enough, without doubt—of one sanguinary day, while out of a great
evil will come a great benefit.

Whatever may happen, we are resolute; we—that is to say, all those who, without
having followed the Government of Versailles, and without having taken an active part in
the insurrection, equally desire the re-establishment of legitimate power and the
development of municipal liberties—we are resolved to follow where our deputies and
the maires may lead us. They represent at this, moment the only legal authority which
seems to us to have fairly understood the difficulties of the situation, and if, in the case
of all hope of conciliation being lost, they should tell us to take up arms, we will do so.

VL.

Paris has this evening, the 21st of March, an air of extraordinary contentment; it has
belief in the deputies and the maires, it has trust even, in the National Assembly.

People talk of the manifestation of the Friends of Order and approve of it. A foreigner, a
Russian, Monsieur A—— J——, who has inhabited Paris for ten years, and is
consequently Parisian, has given me the following information, of which | took hasty
note:—

“At half-past one o’clock to-day a group, of which | made one, was formed in the place
of the New Opera-house. We numbered scarcely twenty persons, and we had a flag on
which was inscribed, 'Meeting of the Friends of Order.” This flag was carried by a
soldier of the line, an employe, it is said, of the house of Siraudin, the great
confectioners. We marched along the boulevards as far as the Rue de Richelieu;
windows were opened as we passed, and the people cried, ‘Vive I'Ordre! Vive
I’Assemblee Nationale! A bas la Commune! Few as we were at starting our numbers
soon grew to three hundred, to five hundred, to a thousand. Our troop followed the Rue
de Richelieu, increasing as it went. At the Place de la Bourse a captain at the head of
his National Guards tried to stop us. We continued our course, the company saluted
our flag as, we passed, and the drums beat to arms. After having traversed, still
increasing in numbers, the streets which surround the Bourse, we returned
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to the boulevards, where the most lively enthusiasm burst out around us. We halted
opposite the Rue Drouot. The mairie of the Ninth Arrondissement was occupied by a
battalion attached to the Central Committee—the 229th, | believe. Although there was
some danger of a collision, we made our way into the street, resolved to do our duty,
which was to protest against the interference with order and the disregard for
established laws; but no resistance was opposed to us. The National Guards came out
in front of the door of the mairie and presented arms to us, and we were about to
continue our way, when some one remarked that our flag, on which, as | have already
said, were the woods ‘Meeting of the Friends of Order,” might expose us to the danger
of being taken for ‘reactionnaires,” and that we ought to add the words ‘Vive la
Republique! Those who headed the manifestation came to a halt, and a few of them
went into a cafe, and there wrote the words on the flag with chalk. We then resumed
our march, following the widest and most frequented paths, and were received with
acclamations everywhere. A quarter of an hour later we arrived at the Rue de la Paix
and were marching towards the Place Vendome, where the battalions of the Committee
were collected in masses, and where, as is well known, the staff of the National Guard
had its head-quarters. There, as in the Rue Drouot, the drums were beaten and arms
presented to us; more than that, an officer came and informed the leaders of the
manifestation that a delegate of the Central Committee begged them to proceed to the
staff quarters. At this moment | was carrying the flag. We advanced in silence. When
we arrived beneath the balcony, surrounded by National Guards, whose attitude was
generally peaceful; there appeared on the balcony a rather young man, without uniform,
but wearing a red scarf, and surrounded by several superior officers; he came forward
and said—'Citizens, in the name of the Central Committee....” when he was interrupted
by a storm of hisses and by cries of 'Vive I'Ordre! Vive 'Assemblee Nationale! Vive la
Republique! In spite of these daring interruptions we were not subjected to any
violence, nor even to any threats, and without troubling ourselves any more about the
delegate, we marched round the column, and having regained the boulevards
proceeded towards the Place de la Concorde. There, some one proposed that we
should visit Admiral Saisset, who lived in the Rue Pauquet, in the quarter of the Champs
Elysees, when a grave looking man with grey hair said that Admiral Saisset was at
Versailles. ‘But,” he added, 'there are several admirals amongst you.” He gave his own
name, it was Admiral de Chaille. From that moment he headed the manifestation, which
passed over the Pont de la Concorde to the Faubourg St. Germain. Constantly
received with acclamations, and increasing in numbers, we paraded successively all the
streets of the quarter, and each time
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that we passed before a guard-house the men presented arms. On the Place St.
Sulpice a battalion drew up to allow us to pass. We afterwards went along the
Boulevard St. Michel and the Boulevard de Strasbourg. During this part of our course
we were joined by a large group, preceded by a tricolor flag with the inscription, ‘Vive
I’Assemblee Nationale! From this time the two flags floated side by side at the head of
the augmented procession. As we were about to turn into the Boulevard Bonne-
Nouvelle, a man dressed in a paletot and wearing a grey felt hat, threw himself upon me
as | was carrying the standard of the Friends of Order, but a negro, dressed in the
uniform of the National Guard, who marched beside me, kept the man off, who
thereupon turned against the person that carried the other flag, wrested it from him, and
with extraordinary strength broke the staff, which was a strong one, over his knee. This
incident caused some confusion; the man was seized and carried off, and | fear he was
rather maltreated. We then made our way back to the boulevards. At our appearance
the enthusiasm of the passers-by was immense; and certainly, without exaggeration, we
numbered between three and four thousand persons by the time we got back to the
front of the New Opera-house, where we were to separate. A Zouave climbed up a tree
in front of the Grand Hotel, and fixed our flag on the highest branch. It was arranged
that we should meet on the following day, in uniform but without arms, at the same
place.”

This account differs a little from those given in the newspapers, but | have the best
reason to believe it absolutely true.

What will be the effect of this manifestation? Will those who desire “Order through
Liberty and in Liberty” succeed in meeting in sufficiently large numbers to bring to
reason, without having recourse to force, the numerous partizans of the Commune?
Whatever may happen, this manifestation proves that Paris has no intention of being
disposed of without her own consent. In connection with the action of the deputies in
the National Assembly, it cannot have been ineffective in aiding the coming pacification.

Many hopeful promises of concord and quiet circulate this evening amongst the less
violent groups.

IX.

What is this fusillade? Against whom is it directed? Against the Prussians? No!
Against Frenchmen, against passers-by, against those who cry “Vive la Republique et
vive I'Ordre.” Men are falling dead or wounded, women flying, shops closing, amid the
whistling of the bullets,—all Paris terrified. This is what | have just seen or heard. We
are done for then at last. We shall see the barricades thrown up in our streets; we shall
meet the horrid litters, from which hang hands black with powder; every woman will
weep in the evening when her husband is late in returning home, and all mothers will be
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seized with terror. France, alas! France, herself a weeping mother, will fall by the
hands of her own children.
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| had started, in company with a friend, from the Passage Choiseul on my way to the
Tuileries, which has been occupied since yesterday by a battalion devoted to the
Central Committee. On arming at the corner of the Rue St. Roch and the Rue Neuve
des Petits Champs we perceived a considerable crowd in the direction of the Rue de la
Paix. “What is going on now?” said | to my friend. “I think,” said he, “that it is an
unarmed manifestation going to the Place Vendome; it passed along the boulevards a
short time since, crying “Vive ['Ordre.”

As we talked we were approaching the Rue de la Paix. All at once a horrible noise was
heard. It was the report of musketry. A white smoke rose along the walls, cries issued
from all parts, the crowd fled terrified, and a hundred yards before us | saw a woman
fall. 1s she wounded or dead? What is this massacre? What fearful deeds are passing
in open day, in this glorious sunshine? We had scarcely time to escape into one of the
cross-streets, followed by the frightened crowd, when the shops were closed, hurriedly,
and the horrible news spread to all parts of terrified Paris.

Reports, varying extremely in form, spread with extraordinary rapidity; some were
grossly exaggerated, others the reverse. “Two hundred victims have fallen,” said one.
“There were no balls in the guns,” said another. The opinions regarding the cause of
the conflict were strangely various. Perhaps we shall never know, with absolute
certainty, what passed in the Place, Vendome and the Rue de la Paix. For myself, | was
at once; too far and too near the scene of action; too near, for | had narrowly missed
being killed; too far, for | saw nothing but the smoke and the flight, of the terrified crowd.

One thing certain is that the Friends of Order who, yesterday, succeeded in assembling
a large number of citizens, had to-day tried to renew its attempt at pacification by
unarmed numbers. Three or four thousand persons entered the Rue de la Paix towards
two o’clock in the afternoon, crying, “L’'Ordre! L’Ordre! Vive I'Ordre!” The Central
Committee had doubtless issued severe orders, for the foremost sentinels of the Place,
far from presenting arms to the “Friends of Order,” as they had done the day before,
formally refused to let them continue their way. And then what happened? Two crowds
were face to face; one unarmed, the other armed, both under strong excitement, one
trying to press forward, the other determined to oppose its passage. A pistol-shot was
heard. This was a signal. Down went the muskets, the armed crowd fired, and the
unarmed dispersed in mad flight, leaving dead and wounded on their path.
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But who fired that first pistol-shot? “One of the citizens of the demonstration; and
moreover, the sentinels had their muskets torn from them;” affirm the partisans of the
Central Committee, and they bring forward, among other proofs; the evidence of an
eye-witness, a foreign general, who saw it all from a window of the Rue de la Paix. But
these assertions are but little to be relied upon. Can it be seriously believed that a
crowd, to all appearance peaceful, would commit such an act of aggression? Who
would have been insane enough to expose a mass of unarmed people to such dire
revenge, by a challenge as criminal as it was useless? The account according to which
the pistol was fired by an officer of the Federal guard from the foot of the Place
Vendome, thus giving the signal to those under his orders to fire upon the citizens,
improbable as appears such an excess of cold-blooded barbarity, is much the more
credible. And now how many women mourn their husbands and son’s wounded, and
perhaps dead? How many victims have fallen? The number is not yet known.
Monsieur Barle, a lieutenant of the National Guard, was shot in the stomach. Monsieur
Gaston Jollivet, who some time ago committed the offence, grave in our eyes, of
publishing a comic ode in which he allows himself to ridicule our illustrious and beloved
master, Victor Hugo, but was certainly guilty of none in desiring a return to order, had
his arm fractured, it is said. Monsieur Otto Hottinger, one of the directors of the French
Bank, fell, struck by two balls, while raising a wounded man from the ground.

One of my friends assures me that half-an-hour after the fusillade he was fired at, as he
was coming out from a porte-cochere,[18] by National Guards in ambuscade.

At four o’clock, at the corner of the Rue de la Paix and the Rue Neuve des Petits
Champs, an old man, dressed in a blouse, still lay where he had fallen across the body
of a cantiniere, and beside him a soldier of the line, the staff of a tricolour flag grasped
in his dead hand. Is this soldier the same of whom my friend Monsieur A—— J——
speaks in his account of the first demonstration, and who was said to be an employe at
Siraudin’s?

There were many other victims—Monsieur de Pene, the editor of Paris-Journal,
dangerously wounded by a ball that penetrated the thigh; Monsieur Portel, lieutenant in
the Eclaireurs Franchetti, wounded in the neck and right foot; Monsieur Bernard, a
merchant, killed; Monsieur Giraud, a stockbroker, also killed. Fresh names are added to
the funereal list every moment.

Where will this revolution lead us, which was begun by the murder of two Generals and
is being carried on by the assassination of passers-by?

FOOTNOTES:

[Footnote 18: Porte-cochere (carriage gateway).]
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In the midst of all this horror and terror | saw one little incident which made me smile,
though it was sad too; an idyl which might be an elegy. Three hired carriages
descended the Rue Notre-Dame-de-Lorette. It was a wedding. In the first carriage was
the bride, young and pretty, in tears; in the second, the bridegroom, looking anything but
pleased. As the horses were proceeding slowly on account of the hill, | approached and
inquired the cause of the discontent. A disagreeable circumstance had happened, the
garcon d’honneur told me. They had been to the mairie to be married, but the mairie
had been turned into a guard-house, and instead of the mairie and his clerks, they
found soldiers of the Commune. The sergeant had offered to replace the municipal
functionary, but the grands-parents had not consented to such an arrangement, and
they were forced to return with the connubial knot still to be tied. An unhappy state of
things. “Pooh!” said an old woman who was passing by, “they can marry to-morrow.—-
There is always time enough to commit suicide.”

It is true, they can marry to-morrow; but these young people wished to be married to-
day. What are revolutions to them? What would it have mattered to the Commune had
these lovers been united to-day? Is one ever sure of recovering happiness that has
once escaped? Ah! this insurrection, | hate it for the men it has killed, and the widows it
has made; and also for the sake of those pretty eyes that glistened with tears under the
bridal wreath.

XI.

The mairie of the Second Arrondissement seems destined to be the centre of resistance
to the Central Committee. The Federals have not been able, or have not dared, to
occupy it. In the quarter of the Place de la Bourse and the Place des Victoires, National
Guards have assembled and declared themselves Friends of Order. But they are few in
number. Yesterday morning, the 23rd of March, they were reinforced by battalions that
joined them, one by one, from all parts of Paris. They obey the orders, they say, of
Admiral Saisset, raised to the superior command of the National Guard. It is believed
that there are mitrailleuses within the Bourse and in the court of the Messageries. The
massacre of the Rue de la Paix decided the most timorous. There is a determination to
have done, by some means or other, with tyrants who represent in fact but a small part
of the population of Paris, and who wish to dominate over the whole city. The
preparations for resistance are being made between the Hotel de Ville on the one hand,
where the members of the Committee are sitting, formidably defended, and the Place
Vendome, crammed with insurgents, on the other. Is it civil war—civil war, with all its
horrors, that is about to commence? A company of Gardes Mobiles has joined the
battalions of Order. Pupils of the Ecole Polytechnique come and go between the mairie
of the Second Arrondissement
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and the Grand Hotel, where Admiral Saisset and his staff are said to be installed.[19] A
triple line of National Guards closes the entrance of the Rue Vivienne against carriages
and everybody who does not belong to the quarter. Nevertheless, a large number of
people, eager for information, manage to pass the sentries in spite of the rule. On the
Place de la Bourse a great crowd discusses, and gesticulates around the piled bayonets
which glitter in the sun. | notice that the pockets of the National Guards are crammed
full; a large number of cartridges has been distributed.

The orders are strict: no one is to quit his post. There are men, however, who have
been standing there, without sleep, for twenty-four hours. No one must leave the camp
of the Friends of Order even to go and dine. Those who have no money either have
rations given them or are provided at the expense of the mairie, from a restaurant of the
Rue des Filles Saint-Thomas, with a dinner consisting of soup and bouilli, a plate of
meat, vegetables, and a bottle of wine. | hear one of them exclaim,

“If the Federals knew that we not only get our pay, but are also fed like princes, they
would come over to us, every man of them. As for us, we are determined to obey the
maires and deputies of Paris.” Much astonishment is manifested at the absence of
Vice-Admiral Saisset; as he has accepted the command he ought to show himself.
Certain croakers even insinuate that the vice-admiral hesitates to organise the
resistance, but we will not listen to them, and are on the whole full of confidence and
resolution. “We are numerous, determined; we have right on our side, and will triumph.”

At about four o’clock an alarm is sounded. We hear cries of “To arms! To arms!” The
drums beat, the trumpets sound, the ranks are formed. The ominous click, click, as the
men cock their rifles, is heard on all sides. The moment of action has arrived. There
are more than ten thousand men, well armed and determined. A company of Mobiles
and the National Guards defend the entrance of the Rue Vivienne. All this tumult is
caused by one of the battalions from Belleville, passing along the boulevards with three
pieces of cannon.

What is about to happen? When the insurgents reach the top of the Rue Vivienne they
seem to hesitate. In a few seconds the boulevards, which were just now crowded, are
suddenly deserted; and even the cafes are closed.

At such a moment as this, a single accidental shot (several such have happened this
morning; a woman standing at a window at the corner of the Rue Saint Marc was nearly
killed by the carelessness, of one of the Guards),—a single shot, a cry even, or a
menacing gesture would suffice to kindle the blaze. Nobody. moves or speaks. | feel
myself tremble before the possibility of an irreparable disaster; it is a solemn and terrible
moment.
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The battalion from Belleville presents arms; we reply, and they pass on. The danger is
over; we breathe again. In a few seconds the crowd has returned to the boulevards.
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FOOTNOTES:

[Footnote 19: Lieutenant-Colonel de Beaugrand had improvised staff-quarters at the
Grand Hotel, and the nomination of Admiral Saisset, together with M. Schoelcher and
Langlois, had strengthened the enmity of the two parties. The Central Committee,
seeing the danger which threatened, announced that the Communal elections were
adjourned to Sunday the 26th March.]

XIl.

It is two in the morning. Tired of doing nothing | take out my note-book, seat myself on
a doorstep opposite the Restaurant Catelain, and jet down my memoranda by the light
of a street lamp.

As soon as night came on, every measure of precaution was taken. We have no idea
by whom we are commanded, but it would appear that a serious defence is
contemplated, and is being executed with prudence. Is it Admiral Saisset who is at our
head? We hope so. Although we have been so often disappointed in our chiefs, we
have not yet lost the desire to place confidence in some one. To-night we believe in the
admiral. Ever and anon our superior officers retire to the mairies, and receive strict
orders concerning their duty. We are quite an army in ourselves; our centre is in the
Place de la Bourse, our wings extend into the adjoining streets. Lines of Nationals
guard all the openings; sentinels are posted sixty feet in front to give the alarm. Within
the enclosed space there is no one to be seen, but the houses are inhabited as usual.
The doors have been left open by order, and also all the windows on the first floors.
Each company, divided under the command of sergeants, has taken possession of
three or four houses. At the first signal of alarm the street-doors are to be closed, the
men to rush to the windows, and from there to fire on the assailants. “Hold yourselves
in readiness; it is very possible you may be attacked. On the approach of the enemy
the guards in the streets are to fall back under fire towards the houses, and take shelter
there. Those posted at the windows are to keep up an unceasing fire on the
insurgents. In the meantime the bulk of our forces will come to our aid, and clear the
streets with their mitrailleuses.”

So we waited, resolved on obedience, calm, with a silent but fervent prayer that we
might not be obliged to turn our arms against our fellow-townsmen.

The night is beautiful. Some of our men are talking in groups on the thresholds of the
doors, others, rolled in their blankets, are lying on the ground asleep. In the upper
storeys of some of the houses lights are still twinkling through the muslin curtains; lower
down all is darkness. Scarcely a sound is to be heard, only now and then the rumble of
a heavy cart, or perhaps a cannon in the distance; and nearer to us the sudden noise of
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a musket that slips from its resting-place on to the pavement. Every hour the dull sound
of many feet is heard; it is the patrol
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of Mobiles making its round. We question them as they pass.—“Anything fresh?"—-
“Nothing,” is the invariable reply.—“How far have you been?"—"As far as the Rue de la
Paix,” they answer, and pass on. Interrupted conversations are resumed, and the
sleepers, who had been awakened by the noise, close their eyes again. We are
watching and waiting,—may we watch and wait in vain!

XIl.

Never have | seen the dawn break with greater pleasure. Almost everyone has some
time in his life passed such sleepless nights, when it seems to him that the darkness will
never disappear, and the desire for light and day becomes a fearful longing. Never was
dawn more grateful than after that wretched night. And yet the fear of a disastrous
collision did not disappear with the night. It was even likely that the Federals might
have waited for the morning to begin their attack, just when fatigue is greatest, sleep
most difficult to fight against, and therefore discipline necessarily slackened. Anyhow,
the light seemed to reassure us; we could scarcely believe that the crime of civil war
could be perpetrated in the day-time. The night had been full of fears, the morning
found us bright and happy. Not all of us, however. | smile as | remember an incident
which occurred a little before daylight. One of our comrades, who had been lying near
me, got up, went out into the street, and paced up and down some time, as if to shake
off cramp or cold. My eyes followed him mechanically; he was walking in front of the
houses, the backs of which look out upon the Passage des Panoramas, and as he did
so he cast furtive glances through the open doorways. He went into one, and came out
with a disappointed expression on his face. Having repeated this strange manoeuvre
several times, he reached a porte-cochere that was down by the side of the Restaurant
Catelain. He remained a few minutes, then reappeared with a beaming countenance,
and made straight for where | was standing, rubbing his hands gleefully.

“Monsieur,” said he, in a low voice, so as not to be overheard, “do you approve of this
plan of action, which consists, in case of attack, of shooting from the windows on the
assailants?”—“A necessity of street fighting,” said I. “Let us hope we shall not have to
try it."—"Oh! of course; but | should have preferred it if they had taken other
measures.”—*“Why?” | asked.—“Why, you see, when we are in the houses the
insurgents will try to force their way in."—I could not see what he was driving at, so |
said, “Most probably."—“But if they do get in?” he insisted:—*I will trust to our being
reinforced from the Place de la Bourse before they can effect an entrance.”—-
“Doubtless! doubtless!” he answered; but | saw he was anything but convinced.—“But
you know reinforcements often arrive too late, and if the Federals should get in, we shall
be shot down like dogs in those rooms overhead!"—I acknowledged that this

100



A

DX:I BOOKRAGS

Page 45

would be, to say the least, disagreeable, but argued that in time of war one must take
one’s chance.—“Do you think, then, monsieur,” he continued, “that, if in the event of the
insurgents entering we were to look out for a back door to escape by, we should be
acting the part of cowards?"—"“Of cowards? no; but of excessively prudent individuals?
yes.".—“Well, monsieur, | am prudent, and there is an end of it!” exclaimed my comrade,
with an air of triumph, “and | think I have found——*"“—"The back door in question?"—-
“Just go; look down that passage in front of us; at the end there is a door which leads—-
where do you think?"—*"Into the Passage des Panoramas, does it not?"—"Yes,
monsieur, and now you see what | mean.”—I told him | did not think I did.—“Why, you
see,” he explained, “when the enemy comes we must rush into that passage, shut the
lower door, and make for our post at the windows, where we will do our duty bravely to
our last cartridge. But suppose, in the meantime, that those devils, succeed in breaking
open the lower door with the butt end of their muskets—and it is not very strong—what
shall we do then?"—"Why, of course,” | said, “we must plant ourselves at the top of the
staircase and receive them at the point of our bayonets.”—"“By no means;” he
expostulated.—“But we must; it is our duty."—*“Oh! | fancied we might have gained the
door that leads into the passage,” he went on, looking rather shame-faced.—“What, run
away!"—“No, not exactly; only find some place of safety!"—“Well, if it comes to that,” |
replied, “you may do just as you like; only | warn you that the passage is occupied by a
hundred of our men, and that all the outlets are barricaded.”—"No, not all,” he said with
conviction, “and that is why | appeal to you. You are a journalist, are you not?"—-
“Sometimes.”—"Yes, but you are; and you know actors and all those sort of people, and
you go behind the scenes, | dare say, and know where the actors dress themselves,
and all that."—I looked at my brave comrade in some surprise, but he continued without
noticing me, “And, you know all the ins and outs of the theatre, the corridors, the
trapdoors.”—“Suppose | do, what good can that do you?"—*"All the good in the world,
monsieur; it will be the saving of me. Why we shall only have to find the actors’
entrance of the Varietes, which is in the passage, then ring, at the bell; the porter knows
you, and will admit us. You can guide us both up the staircase and behind the scenes,
and we can easily hunt out some hole or corner in which to hide until the fight is
over.”—"“Then,” said I, feeling rather disgusted with my companion, “we can bravely
walk out of the front door on the boulevards, and go and eat a comfortable breakfast,
while the others are busy carrying away our dead comrades from the staircase we
ought to have helped to defend!”

The poor man looked at me aghast, and then went off. | saw that | had hurt his feelings,
and | thought perhaps | had been wrong in making him feel the cowardice of his
proposition. | had known him for some months; he lived in the same street as | did, and
| remembered that he had a wife and children. Perhaps he was right in wishing to
protect his life at any price. | thought it over for a minute or two, and then it went out of
my mind altogether.
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At four in the morning we had another alarm; in an instant every one was on foot and
rushing to the windows. The house to which | was ordered was the very one that had
inspired my ingenious friend with his novel plan of evasion. | found him already
installed in the room from whence we were to fire into the street.—"“You do not know
what | have done,” said he, coming up to me.—“No."—“Well, you know the door which
opens on to the passage; you remember it?"—“Of course | do.”—"I found there was a
key; so what do you think | did? | double-locked the door, and went and slipped the key
down the nearest drain! Ha! ha! The fellow who tries to escape that way will be finely
caught!”

| seized him cordially by the hand and shook it many times. He was beaming, and | was
pleased also. | could not help feeling that however low France may have fallen, one
must never despair of a country in which cowards even can be brave.

XIV.

On Friday, the 24th of March, at nine in the morning, we are still in the quarter of the
Bourse. Some of the men have not slept for forty-eight hours. We are tired but still
resolved. Our numbers are increasing every hour. | have just seen three battalions,
with trumpeters and all complete, come up and join us. They will now be able to let the
men who have been so long on duty get a little rest. As to what is going on, we are but
very incompletely informed. The Federals are fortifying themselves more strongly than
ever at the Place de I'Hotel de Ville and the Place Vendome. They are very numerous,
and have lots of artillery. Why do they not act on the offensive? Or do they want, as we
do, to avoid a conflict? Certainly our hand shall not be the first to spill French blood.
These hours of hesitation on both sides calm men’s minds. The deputies and mayors of
Paris are trying to obtain from the National Assembly the recognition of the municipal
franchise. If the Government has the good sense to make these concessions, which
are both legitimate and urgent, rather than remain doggedly on the defensive, with the
conviction that it has right on its ride; if, in a word, it remembers the well-known maxim,
“Summum jus, summa injuria,” the horrors of civil war may be averted. We are told, and
| fancy correctly, that the Federal Guards are not without fear concerning the issue of
the events into which they have hurried. The chiefs must also be uneasy. Even those
who have declared themselves irreconcileable in the hour of triumph would not perhaps
be sorry now if a little condescension on the part of the Assembly furnished them with a
pretext of not continuing the rebellion. Just now, several Guards of the 117th Battalion,
a part of which has declared for the Central Committee, who happened to be passing,
stopped to chat with our outposts. Civil war to the knife did not at all appear to be their
most ardent desire. One of them said:
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“We were called to arms, what could we do but obey? They give us our pay, and so
here we are.” Were they sincere in this? Did they come with the hope of joining us, or
to spy into what we were doing? Others, however, either more frank or less clever at
deception, declared that they wanted the Commune, and would have, it at any price.
This, however, was by far the smaller number; the majority of the insurgents are of the
opinion of these men who joined in conversation with us. It is quite possible to believe
that some understanding might be brought about. A fact has just been related to me
which confirms me in my opinion.

The Comptoir d’Escompte was occupied by a post of Federals. A company of
Government Guards from the 9th Arrondissement marched up to take possession. “You
have been here for two whole days; go home and rest,” said the officer in command of
the latter. But the Federals obstinately refused to be sent away. The officer insisted.—-
“We are in our own quarter, you are from Belleville; it is our place to guard the Comptoir
d’Escompte.”—It was all of no avail until the officer said: “Go away directly, and we will
give you a hundred francs."—They did not wait for the offer to be repeated, but
accepted the money and marched off. Now men who are willing to sell their
consciences at two francs a head—for there were fifty of them—cannot have any very
formidable political opinions. | forgot to say that this post of Federals was commanded
by the Italian Tibaldi, the same who had been arrested in one of the passages of the
Hotel de Ville during the riots of the 31st October.

XV.

The news is excellent, in a few hours perhaps it will be better. We rejoice beforehand at
the almost certain prospect of pacification. The sun shines, the boulevards are crowded
with people, the faces of the women especially are beaming. What is the cause of all
this joy? A placard has just been posted up on all the walls in the city. | copy it with
pleasure.

“DEAR FELLOW CITIZENS,—I hasten to announce to you that together with the
Deputies of the Seine and the Mayors of Paris, we have obtained from the Government
of the National Assembly: 1st. The complete recognition of your municipal franchises;
2nd. The right of electing all the officers of the National Guard, as well as the general-
in-chief; 3rd. Maodifications of the law on bills; 4th. A project for a law on rents,
favourable to tenants paying 1,200 francs a yeatr, or less than that sum. Until you have
confirmed my nomination, or until you name some one else in my stead, | shall continue
to remain at my post to watch over the execution of these conciliatory measures that we
have succeeded in obtaining, and to contribute to the well-being of the Republic!

“The Vice-Admiral and
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Provisional Commander,
SAISSET

Paris, 23rd March.”
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Well! this is opportune and to the purpose. The National Assembly has understood that,
in a town like Paris, a revolution in which a third of the population is engaged, cannot be
alone actuated by motives of robbery and murder;[20] and that if some of the demands
of the people are illegitimate or premature, there are at least others, which it is but right
should obtain justice. Paris is never entirely in the wrong. Certainly among the authors
and leaders of the 18th March, there are many who are very guilty. The murderers of
General Lecomte and General Clement Thomas should be sought out and punished.
All honest men must demand and expect that a minute inquiry be instituted concerning
the massacres in the Place Vendome. It must be acknowledged that all the Federals,
officers and soldiers, are not devils or drunkards. A few hundred men getting drunk in
the cabarets—(l have perhaps been wrong to lay so much stress here upon the
prevalence of this vice among the insurrectionists)—a few tipsy brutes, ought not to be
sufficient to authorise us to condemn a hundred thousand men, among whom are
certainly to be found some right-minded persons who are convinced of the justice of
their cause. These unknown and suddenly elevated chiefs, whom the revolution has
singled out, are they all unworthy of our esteem, and devoid of capacity? They
possess, perhaps, a new and vital force that it would be right and perhaps necessary to
utilise somehow. The ideas which they represent ought to be studied, and if they prove
useful, put into practice. This is what the Assembly has understood and what it has
done. By concessions which enlarge rather than diminish its influence, it puts all right-
minded men, soldiers and officers, under the obligation of returning to their allegiance.
Those who, having read the proclamation of Admiral Saisset, still refuse to recognise
the Government, are no longer men acting for the sake of Paris and the Republic, but
rioters guilty of pursuing the most criminal paths, for the gratification of their own bad
passions. Thus the tares will be separated from the wheat, and torn up without mercy.
Yesterday and the day before, at the Place de la Bourse, at the Place des Victoires and
the Bank, we were resolved on resistance—resistance, nothing more, for none of us, |
am sure, would have fired a shot without sufficient provocation—and even this
resolution cost us much pain and some hesitation. We felt that in the event of our being
attacked, our shots might strike many an innocent breast—and perhaps at the last
moment our hearts would have failed us. Now, no thoughts of that kind can hinder us.
In recognising our demand, the Assembly has got right entirely on its side, we shall now
consider all rebellion against the authority of which it makes so able a use, as an act
entailing immediate punishment. Until now, fearing to be abandoned or misunderstood
by the Government, we had determined to obey the mayors and deputies elected by the
people, but the Assembly, by its judicious conduct, has shown itself worthy confidence.
Let them command, we are ready to obey.
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Truly this change in the attitude of the Government is at once strange and delightful. No
later than yesterday their language was quite different. The manner in which the
majority received the mayors did not lead us to expect a termination so favourable to
the wishes of all concerned. But this is all past, let us not recriminate. Let us rather
rejoice in our present good fortune, and try and forget the dangers which seemed but
now so imminent. | hear from all sides that the Deputies of the Seine and the mayors,
fully empowered, are busy concluding the last arrangements. Municipal elections are
talked of, for the 2nd April; thus every cause for discontent is about to disappear.
Capital! Paris is satisfied. Shops re-open. The promenades are crowded with people;
the Place Vendome alone does not brighten with the rest, but it soon will. The weather
is lovely, people accost each other in the streets with a smile; one almost wonders they
do not embrace. Is to-day Friday? No, it is Sunday. Bravo! Assembly.

FOOTNOTES:

[Footnote 20: At the same time that the proclamation of Admiral Saisset encouraged
the partizans of the Assembly, proofs were not wanting of the poverty of the Commune
in money, as well as men: a new loan obtained from the Bank of France, which had
already advanced half a million of francs, and the military nominations which raised
Brunel, Eudes, and Duval from absolute obscurity to the rank of general. These were
indications decidedly favourable to the party of order.]

XVI.

On the ground-floor of the house of my neighbour there is an upholsterer’s workshop.
The day before yesterday the master went out to fetch some work, and this morning he
had not yet returned. In an agony of apprehension his wife went everywhere in search
of him. His body has just been found at the Morgue with a bullet through its head.
Some say he was walking across the Rue de la Paix on his way home, and was shot by
accident; but the Journal Officiel announces that this poor man, Wahlin, was a national
guard, assassinated by the revolvers of the manifestation. Whom are we to believe?
Anyhow, the man is to be buried tomorrow, and his poor wife is a widow.

XVII.

What is the meaning of all this! Are we deceiving ourselves, or being deceived? We
await in vain the consummation of Admiral Saisset’'s promises. In officially announcing
that the Assembly had acceded to the just demands of the mayors and deputies, did he
take upon himself to pass delusive hopes as accomplished facts? It seems pretty
certain now that the Government will make no concessions, that the proclamation is
only waste paper, and that the Provisional Commander of the National Guard has been
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leading us into error—with a laudable intention doubtless—or else has himself been
deceived likewise. The united
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efforts of the Deputies of the Seine and the Mayors of Paris have been unequal to rouse
the apathy of the Assembly.[21] In vain did Louis Blanc entreat the representatives of
France to approve the conciliatory conduct of the representatives of Paris. “May the
responsibility of what may happen be on your own heads!” cried M. Clemenceau. He
was right; a little condescension might have saved all; such obstinacy is fatal. Deprived
of the countenance of the Assembly, and left to themselves, the Deputies and Mayors of
Paris, desirous above all of avoiding civil war, have been obliged to accede to the
wishes of the Central Committee, and insist upon the municipal elections being
proceeded with immediately. They could not have acted otherwise, and yet it is
humiliating for them to have to bow before superior force, and their authority is
compromised by so doing. What the Assembly, representing the whole of France, could
have done with no loss of dignity, and even with honour to itself, the former accomplish
only at the risk of losing their influence; what to the Assembly would have been an
honourable concession is to them dangerous although necessary submission. The
Committee would have been annulled if the Government had consented to the
municipal elections, but thanks to a tardy consent, rung from the Deputies and Mayors
of Paris, it triumphs. The result of the humiliation to which the representatives of Paris
have been forced to submit to prevent the effusion of blood, will be the entire abdication
of their authority, which will remain vested in the Central Committee until the members
of the Commune are elected. Abandoned by the Government since the departure of the
chief of the executive power and the ministers, we rallied round the representatives,
who, unsustained by the Government, are obliged to submit to the revolutionists. We
must now choose between the Commune and anarchy.

Therefore, to-day, Sunday, the 26th March, the male population of Paris is hurrying to
the poll. Itis in vain that the journals have begged the people not to vote; the elections
were only announced yesterday, and the electors have had no time to reconsider the
choice they have to make, and yet they insist on voting. Those who decline to obey the
suggestions of the Central Committee, will re-elect the late mayors or choose among
the deputies, but vote they will. The present attitude of the regular Government has
done much towards furthering the revolution. The mistakes of the Assembly have
diminished in the eyes of the public the crime of revolt. Everywhere the murder of
Generals Clement Thomas and Lecomte is openly regretted; but those who repeat that
the Central Committee declares having had nothing to do with it, are listened to with
patience. The rumour that they were shot by soldiers gains ground, and seems less
incredulously received. As to the massacres of the Rue de la Paix, we are told that this
event is enveloped in mystery, that the evidence is most contradictory, etc., etc.[22]
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There is evidently a decided reactionary movement in favour of the partizans of the
Commune. Without approving their acts their activity is incontestable. They have done
much in a short time. People exclaim, “There are men for you!” This state of things is
very alarming to all those who have remained faithful to the Assembly, which in spite of
its errors has not ceased to be the legal representative of the country. Itis a cruel
position for the Parisians who are obliged to choose between a regular Government
which they would desire to obey, but which by its faults renders such obedience
impossible, and an illegitimate power, that, although guilty in its acts, and stained with
crime, still represents the opinions of the republican majority. By to-night, therefore, the
Commune will have been called into existence; an illegal existence it may be argued,
doubtless, by the partizans of constitutional legality, who would consider as null and
void elections carried on without the consent of the nation, as represented by the
Assembly. Legal or not, however, the elections have taken place, and the fact alone is
of some importance. In a few hours the Executive Power of the Republic will have to
treat, whether it will or no, with a force which has constituted itself with as much legality
as it had in its power to assume under the circumstances.

FOOTNOTES:

[Footnote 21: The news of the check which the Maires of Paris had suffered in the
Assembly suddenly loosened the bond which for two days had united the friends of
order, and profound discouragement seized upon the public mind. It was at this
moment that the deputies from the Committee presented themselves at the Mairie of the
first arrondissement, preceded by three pieces of artillery, a very warlike
accompaniment to a deputation. It was arranged that the Communal election should be
managed by the existing Maires, and that the battalions of each quarter of the city,
whether federal or not, should occupy the voting places of their sections; but this did not
prevent the Committee on the following morning occupying the Mairie of Saint-Germain-
I’Auxerrois, in spite of the arrangement, by their most devoted battalions.]

[Footnote 22: The following are the terms in which the Commune spoke of the events
of the 18th March, and excused the murder of the two generals:

“CITIZENS,—The day of the 18th of March, which for interested reasons has been
travestied in the most odious manner, will be called in history, The Day of the People’s
Justice!

The Government, now subverted—always maladroit—rushed into a conflict without
considering either its own unpopularity, or the fraternal feeling that animates the armies;
the entire army, when ordered to commit fratricide, replied with cries of “Vive la
Republique!” “Vive la Garde Nationale!”
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Two men alone, who had rendered themselves unpopular by acts which we now
pronounce as iniquitous, were struck down in a moment of popular indignation.
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The Committee of the Federation of the National Guard, in order to render homage to
truth, declare it was a stranger to these two executions.

At the present moment the ministries are constituted, the prefect of police has assumed
his duties, the public offices are again active, and we invite all citizens to maintain the
utmost calmness and order.”]

XVIII.

Crowds in the streets and promenades. This evening all the theatres will be re-opened.
In the meantime the voting is going on. The weather is delightful, so | take a stroll along
the promenades. Under the colonnade of the Chatelet there is a long line of electors
awaiting their turn. | fancy that in this quarter the candidates of the Central Committee
will be surely elected. Women, in bright-coloured dresses and fresh spring bonnets, are
walking to and fro. | hear some one say that there are a great many cannon at the
Hotel de Ville. Two friends meet together in the square of the Arts et Metiers.—“Are you
alone, madame?” says one lady to another.—*Yes, madame; | am waiting for my
husband, who is gone to vote.”

A child, who is skipping, cries out, “Mama, mama, what is the Commune?”

The fiacre drivers make the revolution an excuse for asking extravagant fares; this does
not prevent their having very decided political opinions. One who, drove one would
scarcely have been approved of by the Central Committee.—"“Cocher, what is the fare?”
| ask.—"“Five francs, monsieur.”—“All right; take me to the mairie Place Saint-Sulpice.”
—"Beg pardon, monsieur, but if you are going to vote, it will be ten francs!”

On the Boulevard de Strasbourg there are streams of people dressed in holiday attire;
itinerant dealers in tops, pamphlets, souvenirs of the siege—bits of black bread, made
on purpose, and framed and glazed, also bits of shells—and scented soap, and
coloured pictures; crowds of beggars everywhere. In this part of the town the revolution
looks very much like a fair.

At the mairie of the 6th Arrondissement there are very few people. | enter into
conversation with one of the officials there. He tells me he has never seen voting
carried on with greater spirit.

I meet a friend who has just returned from Belleville, and ask him the news, of course.
—"“The voting is progressing in capital order,” he tells me; “the men go up to the poll as
they would mount the breach. They have no choice but to obey blindly."—“The Central
Committee?” | inquire.—"Yes, but the Committee itself only obeys orders.” —-
“Whose?"—“Why those of the International, of course.”

111



('ux_Ll)BOOKRAGS

Page 53

At a corner near the boulevards, a compact little knot of people is stationed in front of a
poster. | fancy they are studying the proclamation of one of the candidates, but it turns
out only to be a play-bill. The crowd continues to thicken; the cafes are crammed; gold
chignons are plentiful enough at every table; here and there a red Garibaldi shirt is
visible, like poppies amongst the corn. Every now and then a horseman gallops wildly
past with dispatches from one section to another. The results of some of the elections
are creeping out. At Montrouge, Bercy, Batignolles, and the Marais, they tell us the
members of the Central Committee are elected by a very large majority. Here the
hoarse voice of a boy strikes in,—“Buy the account of the grand conspiracy of Citoyen
Thiers against the Republic!” Then another chimes in with wares of a less political and
more vulgar nature. The movement to and fro and the excitement is extraordinary.
While the populace basks in the sun the destiny of the city is being decided.—"“M.
Desmarest is elected for the 9th Arrondissement,” says some one close to me.—-
“Lesueur is capital in the ‘Partie de Piquet,” says another. Oh! people of Paris!

XIX.

It is over. We have a “Municipal Council,” according to some; a “Commune,” according
to others. Not quite legally elected, but sufficiently so. Eighty councillors, sixty of whom
are quite unknown men. Who can have recommended them, or, rather, imposed them
on the electors? Can there really be some occult power at work under cover of the ex-
Central Committee? Is the Commune only a pretext, and are we at the debut of a social
and political revolution? | overheard a partizan of the new doctrines say,—“The
Proletariat is vindicating its rights, which have been unjustly trampled on by the
aristocratic bourgeoisie. This is the workman’s 1789!”

Another person expresses the same thing in rather a different form. “This is the revolt
of the canaille against all kind of supremacy, the supremacy of fortune, and the
supremacy of intellect. The equality of man before the law has been acknowledged,
now they want to proclaim the equality of intellect. Soon universal suffrage will give
place to the drawing of lots. There was a time in Athens when the names of the
archontes were taken haphazard out of a bag, like the numbers at loto.”

However, the revolution has not yet clearly defined its tendencies, and in the meantime
what are we to think of the unknown beings who represent it? A man in whom | have
the greatest confidence, and who has passed his life in studying questions of social
science, and who therefore has mixed in nearly all the revolutionary circles, and is
personally acquainted with the chiefs, said to me just now, in speaking of the new
Municipal Council,[23]—"It will be an assemblage of a very motley character. There will
be much good and much bad in it. We
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may safely divide it into three distinct parts: firstly, ten or twelve men belonging to the
International, who have both thought and studied and may be able to act, mixed with
these several foreigners; secondly, a number of young men, ardent but inexperienced,
some of whom are imbued with Jacobin principles; thirdly, and by far the largest portion,
unsuccessful plotters in former revolutions, journalists, orators, and conspirators,—-
noisy, active, and effervescent, having no particular tie amongst themselves except the
absence of any common bond of unity with the two former divisions, and being
confounded now with one, now with the other. The members of the International alone
have any real political value; they are Socialists. The Jacobin element is decidedly
dangerous.”—If in reality the Communal Assembly is thus composed, how will it act?
Let us wait and see; in the meantime the city is calm. Never did so critical a moment
wear so calm an exterior. By the bye, where are the Prussians?[24]

FOOTNOTES:

[Footnote 23: The Figaro gives the following list of those who held service under the
Commune:—

Anys-el-Bittar, Librarian MSS. Department, Bibliotheque Nationale.
(Egyptian)

Biondetti, Surgeon 233rd Battalion. (Italian.)

Babiok, a Member of the Commune. (Pole.)

Beoka, Adjutant to the 207th Battalion. (Pole.)

Cluseret, General, Delegate of War. (American.)
Cernatesco, Surgeon of Francs Tireurs. (Pole.)
Crapulinski, Colonel of Staff. (Pole.)

Carneiro de Cunha, Surgeon 38th Battalion. (Portuguese.)
Charalambo, Surgeon of the Federal Scouts. (Pole.)
Dombrowski, General. (Russian.)

Dombrowski (his brother), Colonel of Staff. (Russian.)

Durnoff, Commandant of Legion. (Pole.)
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Echenlaub, Colonel. (German.)

Ferrera Gola, General Manager of Field Hospitals. (Portuguese.)
Frankel, a Member of the Commune. (Prussian.)

Giorok, Commandant of the Fort d’Issy. (Valachian.)

Grejorok, Commandant of the Artillery at Montmartre.(Valachian.)
Kertzfeld, Chief Manager of Field Hospitals. (German.)
Iziquerdo, Surgeon of the 88th Battalion. (Pole.)

Jalowski, Surgeon of the Zouaves de la Republique. (Pole.)
Kobosko, Despatch Bearer.

La Cecilia, General. (Italian.)

Landowski, Aide-de-Camp of General Dombrowski. (Pole.)
Mizara, Commandant of the 104th Battalion. (Italian.)

Maratuch, Surgeon’s mate of the 72nd Battalion. (Hungarian.)
Moro, Commandant of the 22nd Battalion. (Italian.)

Okolowicz and his brothers, General and Staff Officers. (Poles.)

Ostyn, a Member of the Commune. (Belgian.)
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Olinski, Chief of the 17th Legion. (Pole.)

Pisani, Aide-de-Camp of Flourens. (Italian.)

Potampenki, Aide-de-Camp of General Dombrowski. (Pole.)
Ploubinski, Staff Officer. (Pole.)

Pazdzierswski, Commandant of the Fort de Vanves. (Pole.)
Piazza, Chief of Legion. (Italian.)

Pugno, Music-manager at the Opera-house. (Italian.)
Romanelli, Manager of the War Offices. (Italian.)

Rozyski, Surgeon of the 144th Battalion. (Pole.)
Rubinowicz, Surgeon of the Marines. (Pole.)

Syneck, Surgeon of the 151st Battalion. (German.)

Skalski, Surgeon of the 240th Battalion. (Pole.)

Soteriade, Surgeon. (Spaniard.)

Thaller, Under Governor of the Fort de Bicetre. (German.)
Van Ostal, Commandant of the 115th Battalion. (Dutch.)
Vetzel, Commandant of the Southern Forts. (German.)
Wroblewski, General Commandant of the Southern Army. (Pole.)
Witton, Surgeon of the 72nd Battalion. (American.)

Zengerler, Surgeon of the 74th Battalion, (German.)]

[Footnote 24: The Prussians and the Commune, see Appendix 3.]

XX.

Who can help being carried away by the enthusiasm of a crowd? | am not a political
man, | am only an observer who sees, hears, and feels.
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| was on the Place de I'Hotel de Ville at the moment when the names of the successful
candidates were proclaimed, and the emotion is still fresh upon me.[25] There were
perhaps a hundred thousand men there, assembled from all quarters of the city. The
neighbouring streets were also full, and the bayonets glittering in the sun filled the Place
with brilliant flashes like miniature lightning. In the centre of the facade of the building a
platform was erected, over which presided a statue of the Republic, wearing a Phrygian
cap. The bronze basso-relievo of Henry IV. had been carefully hidden with clusters of
flags. Each window was alive with faces. | saw several women on the roof, and the
gamins were everywhere, hanging on to the sculptured ornaments, or riding fearlessly
on the shoulders of the marble busts. One by one the battalions had taken up their
position on the Place with their bands. When they were all assembled they struck up
the Marseillaise, which was re-echoed by a thousand voices. It was grand in the
extreme, and the magnificent hymn, which late defeats had shorn of its glory, swelled
forth again with all its old splendour revived. Suddenly the cannon is heard, the voices
rise louder and louder; a sea of standards, bayonets, and human heads waves
backwards and forwards in front of the platform. The cannon roars, but we only hear it
between the intervals of the hymn. Then all the sounds are confounded in one
universal shout, that shout of the vast multitude which seems
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to have but one heart and one voice. The members of the Committee, each with a
tricolor scarf across his breast, have taken their places on the platform. One of them
reads out the names of the elected councillors. Then the cannon roars once more, but
Is almost drowned by the deafening huzzas of the crowd. Oh! people of Paris, who on
the day of the “Crosse en l'air"[26] got tipsy in the wine-shops of Montmartre, whose
ranks furnished the murderers of Thomas and Lecomte, who in the Rue de la Paix shot
down unconscious passengers, who are capable of the wildest extravagance and most
execrable deeds, you are also in your days of glory, grand and magnificent, when a
volcano of generous passions rages within, and the hearts even of those who condemn
you most, are scorched in the flames.

FOOTNOTES:

[Footnote 25: The result of the voting was made known at four o’clock on the 28th
March. The papers devoted to the Commune asserted, on the following day, that two
hundred and fifteen battalions were assembled on that day, and that the average
strength of each corps was one thousand men. Who could have believed that the Place
de I'Hotel de Ville was capable of accommodating so many! This farcical assertion of
the two hundred and fifteen battalions has passed into a proverb.]

[Footnote 26: When they turned the butt-ends (crosses) of their guns in the air, as a
sign they would not fight.]

XXI.

“Citizens,” says the Official Journal this morning, “your Commune is constituted.” Then
follows decree upon decree. White posters are being stuck up everywhere. Why are
they at the Hotel de Ville, if not to publish decrees? The conscription is abolished. We
shall see no more poor young fellows marching through the town with their numbers in
their caps, and fired with that noble patriotism which is imbibed in the cabarets at so
much a glass. We shall have no more soldiers, but to make up for that we shall all be
National Guards. There’s a glorious decree, as Edgar Poe says. As to the landlords,
their vexation is extreme; even the tenants do not seem so satisfied as they ought to
be. Not to have to pay any rent is very delightful, certainly, but they scarcely dare
believe in such good fortune. Thus when Orpheus, trying to rescue Eurydice from “the
infernal regions,” interrupts with “his harmonious strains” the tortures of eternal
punishment, Prometheus did not doubtless show as much delight as he ought to have
done, on discovering that the beak of the vulture was no longer gnawing at his vitals,
“scarcely daring to believe in such good fortune.” Orpheus is the Commune; Eurydice,
Liberty; “the infernal regions,” the Government of the 4th September; “the harmonious
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strains,” the decrees of the Commune; Prometheus, the tenant; and the vulture, the
landlord!

In plain terms, however—forgive me for joking on such a subject—the decree which
annuls the payment of the rents for the quarters ending October 1870, January 1871,
and April 1871, does not appear to me at all extravagant, and really | do not see what
there is to object to in the following lines which accompany it:—
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“In consideration of the expenses of the war having been chiefly sustained by the
industrial, commercial, and working portion of the population, it is but just that the
proprietors of houses and land should also bear their part of the burthen....”

Let us talk it over together, Mr. Landlord. You have a house and | live in it. It is true that
the chimneys smoke, and that you most energetically refuse to have them repaired.
However, the house is yours, and you possess most decidedly the right of making a
profit by it. Understand, once for all, that | never contest your right. As for me, | depend
upon my wit, I do not possess much, but | have a tool—it may be either a pen, or a
pencil, or a hammer—which enables me, in the ordinary course of things, to live and to
pay with more or less regularity my quarter’s rent. If | had not possessed this tool, you
would have taken good care not to let me inhabit your house or any part or portion
thereof, because you would have considered me in no position to pay you your rent.
Now, during the war my tool has unquestionably rendered me but poor service. It has
remained ignobly idle in the inkstand, in the folio, or on the bench. Not only have | been
unable to use it, but | have also in some sort lost the knack of handling it; | must have
some time to get myself into working order again. While | was working but little, and
eating less, what were you doing? Oh! | do not mean to say that you were as
flourishing as in the triumphant days of the Empire, but still I have not heard of any
considerable number of landlords being found begging at the corners of the streets, and
| do not fancy you made yourselves conspicuous by your assiduous attendance at the
Municipal Cantines. | have even heard that you or many of your brother-landlords took
pretty good care not to be in Paris during the Prussian siege, and that you contented
yourselves with forming the most ardent wishes, for the final triumph of French arms,
from beneath the wide-spreading oaks of your chateaux in Touraine and Beauce, or
from the safe haven of a Normandy fishing village; while we, accompanied it is true by
your most fervent prayers, took our turn at mounting guard, on the fortifications during
the bitter cold nights, or knee-deep in the mud of the trenches. However, | do not blame
those who sought safety in flight; each person is free to do as he pleases; what | object
to is your coming back and saying, “During seven or eight months you have done no
work, you have been obliged to pawn your furniture to buy bread for your wife and
children; | pity you from the bottom of my heart—be so kind as to hand me over my
three quarters’ rent.” No, a thousand times no; such a demand is absurd, wicked,
ridiculous; and | declare that if there is no possible compromise between the strict
execution of the law and his decree of the Commune, | prefer, without the least
hesitation, to abide by the latter; | prefer to see a little poverty
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replace for a time the long course of prosperity that has been enjoyed by this very small
class of individuals, than to see the last articles of furniture of five hundred thousand
suffering wretches, put up to auction and knocked down for one-twentieth part of their
value. There must, however, be some way of conciliating the interests of both landlords
and tenants. Would it be sufficient to accord delays to the latter, and force the former to
wait a certain time for their money? | think not; if | were allowed three years to pay off
my three quarters’ rent, | should still be embarrassed. The tool of the artisan is not like
the peasant’s plot of ground, which is more productive after having lain fallow. During
the last few sad months, when | had no work to do, | was obliged to draw upon the
future, a future heavily mortgaged; when | shall perhaps scarcely be able to meet the
expenses of each day, will there be any possibility of acquitting the debts of the past?
You may sell my furniture if the law gives you the right to do so, but | shall not pay!

The only possible solution, believe me, is that in favour of the tenants, only it ought not
to be applied in so wholesale a fashion. Inquiries should be instituted, and to those
tenants from whom the war has taken away all possibility of payment an unconditional
receipt should be delivered: to those who have suffered less, a proportionate reduction
should be allowed; but those whom the invasion has not ruined or seriously
impoverished—and the number is large, among provision merchants, cafe keepers, and
private residents—Iet those pay directly. In this way the landlords will lose lees than

one may imagine, because it will be the lowest rents that will be forfeited. The decree of
the Commune is based on a right principle, but too generally applied.

The new Government—for it is a Government—does not confine itself to decrees. It
has to install itself in its new quarters and make arrangements.[27]

In a few hours it has organized more than ten committees—the executive, the financial,
the public-service, the educational, the military, the legal, and the committee of public
safety. No end of committees and committeemen: it is to be hoped that the business
will be promptly despatched!

FOOTNOTES:

[Footnote 27: Organisation of the Commissions on the 31st of March:

Executive Commission.—Citizens Eudes, Tridou, Vaillant,
Lefrancais, Duval, Felix Pyat, Bergeret.

Commission of Finance.—Victor Clement, Varlin, Jourde, Beslay,
Regere.
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Military Commission.—General E. Duval, General Bergeret, General
Eudes, Colonel Chardon, Colonel Flourens, Colonel Pindly, Commandant
Ranvier.

Commission of Public Justice.—Ranc, Protot, Leo Meillet,
Vermorel, Ledroit, Babick.
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Commission of Public Safety.—Raoul Rigault, Ferre, Assy, Cournet,
Oudet, Chalain, Gerardin.

Victualling Commission.—Dereure, Champy, Ostyn, Clement, Parizel,
Emile Clement, Fortune Henry.

Commission of Industry and Trade.—Malon, Frankel, Theiz, Dupont,
Avrial, Loiseau-Pinson, Eugene Gerardin, Puget.

Commission of Foreign Affairs.—Delescluze, Ranc, Paschal
Grousset, Ulysse Parent, Arthur Arnould, Antoine Arnauld, Charles
Gerardin.

Commission of Public Service.—QOstyn, Billioray, Clement (J.B.)
Martelet, Mortier, Rastoul.

Commission of Education.—Jules Valles, Doctor Goupil, Lefevre,
Urbain,[28] Albert Leroy, Verdure, Demay, Doctor Robinet.]

[Footnote 28: Memoir, see Appendix XIII.]

XXIl.

Come, let us understand each other. Who are you, members of the Commune? Those
among you who are in some sort known to the public do not possess, however, enough
of its confidence to make up for the want of knowledge it has of the others. Have a care
how you excite our mistrust. You have published decrees that certainly are open to
criticism, but that are not entirely obnoxious, for their object is to uphold the interests of
that portion of the population, which you most particularly represent, and from whom
you hold your commission. We will forgive the decrees if you do nothing worse.
Yesterday, the 30th March, during the night (why in the night?) some men wearing a red
scarf and followed by several others with arms, presented themselves at the Union
Insurance Company. On the porter refusing to deliver up the keys of the offices he was
arrested. They then proceeded to break open the doors with the butt-end of their
muskets, and put seals on the strong box. What can this portend? Have you been
elected to break open private offices and put seals on cash-boxes? That same night, a
friend of mine who happened to be passing across one of the bridges on his way home,
noticed that the windows of the Hotel de Ville were brilliantly lighted. Could they be
having a ball already? he wondered. He made inquiries and discovered that it was not
a ball, but a banquet; three or four hundred National Guards from Belleville had invaded
the apartments and had ordered a dinner to be served to them. They were
accompanied by a corresponding number of female companions, and were drinking,
talking, and singing to their hearts’ content. What do you mean by that, members of the
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Commune? Have you been elected to keep open-house, and do you propose to
inscribe over the entrance of the municipal palace: “Ample accommodation for feasts
and banquets,” as a companion to your motto of “Liberty, Equality, and Fraternity?”

XXIIL.
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“I tell you, you shall not go!"—"But | will."—“Well, you may, but not your furniture.”—“And
who shall prevent my carrying off my furniture if I choose?”—*"I will."—*I defy you!"—-
“Thiefl"—"Robber!”

This animated discussion was being carried on at the door of a house, in front of which
a cart filled with furniture was standing; a crowd of street boys was fast assembling, and
the heads of curious neighbours appeared grinning in all the windows.

A partizan of the Commune had determined to profit by the decree. Matters at first had
seemed to go on quietly. The concierge, taken aback by the sudden apparition of the
van, had not summoned up courage to prevent the furniture from being stowed away in
it. The landlord, however, had got scent of the affair, and had hastened to this spot.
Now, the tenant was a determined character, and as the van-men refused to mix
themselves up in the fray, he himself shouldered his last article of furniture and carried it
to the van. He was about to place it within cover of the awning, when the landlord, like
a miser deprived of his treasure, seized it and deposited it on the pavement. The tenant
re-grasped his spoil and thrust it again into the cart, from whence it was instantly drawn
forth again by the enraged landlord. This game was carried on for some time, each as
determined as the other, grasping; snatching, and pulling this unfortunate piece of
furniture until one wrench, stronger than the former, entirely dislocated its component
parts, and laid it in a ruined heap upon the ground. This was the moment for the tenant
to show himself a man of spirit. Taking advantage of the surprise of the landlord, he
swept the broken remains of his property deftly into the van, bounded on to the driver’s
seat, shook the reins, cracked his whip, and started off at a thundering gallop, pursued
by the huzzas of the crowd, the cries of the van-men, and the oaths of the disappointed
landlord. The van and its team of lean cattle were soon lost to view, and the landlord
was left alone on his doorstep, shaking his fist and muttering “Brigand!”

XXIV.

What a quantity of luggage! Even those who had the good fortune of withessing the
emigration before the siege would never have supposed that there could be so much
luggage in Paris. Well-to-do looking trunks with brass ornaments, black wooden boxes,
hairy trunks, leathern hat-boxes, and cardboard bonnet-boxes, portmanteaux and
carpet bags are piled up on vehicles of every description, of which more than ten
thousand block up the roads leading to the railway stations. Everybody is wild to get
away; it is whispered about that the Commune, the horrid Commune, is about to issue a
decree forbidding the Parisians to quit Paris. So all prudent individuals are making off,
with their bank-notes and shares in their pocket-books. | see a man | know, walking
very fast, wearing a troubled
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expression on his face. | ask him where he is going.—"“you do not know what has
happened to me?” he cries. | confess | do not.—“The most extraordinary thing: | am
condemned to death!"—*You!” | exclaim.—"Yes! by the Commune!"—“And wherefore?” |
ask.—“Because | write on the Figaro.”—“Why, | never knew that!""—"“Oh! not very often;
but last year | addressed a letter to the Editor, to explain to him that my new farce called
‘My Aunt’s Garters’ had nothing at all to do with ‘My Uncle’s Braces,’ which is by
somebody else. You understand that | did not want to change the title, which is rather
good of its kind, so | wrote to the Figaro, and as my letter was inserted, and as the
Commune condemns all the contributors.... You see ...I"—"“Perfectly! Why, my dear
fellow, you ought to have been off before. Of course you go to Versailles?"—“Why,
yes.”—“By the railway?” | cannot help having a joke at his expense.—"Yes, of
course."—“Well, if | were you, | would not, really; the engine might blow up, or you might
run into a luggage train. Such things do happen in the best of times, and | think the
Commune capable of anything to get rid of so dangerous an adversary.”—"“You don’t
mean to say,” says the poor little, man in a tremor, “that they would go to such lengths!
Well, at any rate | will travel by the road."[29]

A little farther up the Boulevard des Italiens | see another acquaintance. “What, still in
Paris?” | say, shaking hands with him.—“I am off this evening,” he answers.—"Are you
condemned to death?”—“No, but | shall be tried to-night."—"“The devil! Do you write on
the Figaro!”—"No, no, it is quite a long story. Three years ago, | made the acquaintance
of a charming blonde, who reciprocated my advances, and made herself highly
agreeable. In a word, | was smitten. Unfortunately there was a husband in the
case!"—"The devil there was!"—“He made inquiries, and found out who | was,

and ..."—"And invited you to mortal combat?"—“Oh! no, he is a hosier. But from that
day forth he became my most bitter enemy.”—"Very disagreeable of him, | am sure, but
| do not see how the enmity of this retail dealer obliges you to quit Paris?"—"“Why, you
see he has a cousin who is elected a member of the Commune.”—*l understand your
uneasiness; you fear the latent revenge of this unreasonable hosier.”—*"l am to be tried
to-night, but it is not the fear of death which makes me fly. It is worse than that. Those
Hotel de Ville people are capable of anything, and | hear they are going to make a law
on divorce. | know the malignity of the lady's husband—and | believe he is capable of
getting a divorce, and forcing me to marry her!”
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So, under one pretext and another, almost everyone is going away. As for me, | am like
a hardened Parisian—my boots have a rooted dislike to any other pavement than that of
the boulevards. Who is right, I, or those who are rushing off? Is there really danger
here for those who are not ardently attached to the principles of the Commune? | try to
believe not. True there have been arrests—domiciliary visits and other illegal and
tyrannical acts—but | do not think it can last.[30] May we not hope that the dangerous
element in the Commune will soon be neutralised by the more intelligent portion of the
Municipal Council, if, indeed, that portion exists? | cannot believe that a revolution,
accomplished by one-third of the population of Paris, and tolerated by another (the
remaining fraction having taken flight), can be entirely devoid of the spirit of generosity
and usefulness, capable only of appropriating the funds of others, and unjustly
imprisoning innocent citizens. Besides, even if the Commune, instead of trying to make
us forget the bloody deeds with which it preceded its establishment, or seeking to repair
the faults of which it has been guilty, on the contrary continues to commit such
excesses, thus harrying to its ruin a city which has already suffered so much, even then
I will not leave it. | will cling to it to the last, as a sailor who has grown to love the ship
that has borne him gallantly in so many voyages, clings to the wreck of his favourite,
and refuses to be saved without it.

FOOTNOTES:

[Footnote 29: The following is a document which completely justifies these
apprehensions:—

“30th March—The Commune of Paris—Orders from the Central Committee to the
officer in command, of the battalion on guard at the station of Ouest-Ceinture.

“To stop all trains proceeding in the direction of Paris at the Ouest-Ceinture station.

“To place an energetic man night and day at this post. This man is to mount guard with
a beam, which he is to throw across the rails at the arrival of each train, so as to cause
it to run off the rails, if the engine-driver refuses to stop.

“HENRI, Chief of a Legion.”]
[Footnote 30: Vexatious measures accumulated:

The pacific M. Glais-Bizoin was arrested in a tobacconist’s shop, where he was,
doubtless, lighting a reactionary cigar. He fancied at first that there had been a mistake,
but he was taken before the Committee, which caused him, however, to be liberated.

M. Maris Proth, a writer in Charivari, which is certainly not a royalist journal, was
arrested on the following day, and detained for a longer time.
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On the same day a search was made at the house of the publisher Lacroix.]

[Illustration: Gambon.]

XXV.

Garibaldi is expected. Gambon has gone to Corsica to meet him. He is to be placed at
the head of the National Guard. It is devoutly to be hoped that he will not come.[31]
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Firstly, because his presence at this moment would create new dangers; and secondly,
because this admirable and honoured man would compromise his glory uselessly in our
sorry discords. If I, an obscure citizen, had the honour of being one of those to whom
the liberator of Naples lends an ear, | would go to him without hesitation, and, after
having bent before him as | would before some ancient hero arisen from his glorious
sepulchre, say to him,—“General, you have delivered your country. At the head of a few
hundred men you have won battles and taken towns. Your name recalls the name of
William Tell. Wherever there were chains to rend and yokes to break, you were seen to
hasten. Like the warriors Hugo exalts in his Legende des Siecles, you have been the
champion of justice, the knight-errant of liberty. You appear to us victorious in a distant
vision, as in the realm of legend. For the glory of our age in which heroes are wanting,
it befits you to remain that which you are. Continue afar off, so that you may continue
great. Itis not that your glory is such that it can only be seen at a distance, and loses
when regarded, too nearly. Not so! But you would be hampered amongst us. There is
not space enough here for you to draw your sword freely. We are adroit, strange, and
complicated. You are simple, and in that lies your greatness. We belong to our time,
you have the honour to be an anachronism. You would be useless to your friends,
destructive to yourself. What would you, a giant fighting with the sword, do against
dwarfs who have cannon? You are courageous, but they are cunning, and would
conquer you. For the sake of the nineteenth century you must not be vanquished. Do
not come; in your simplicity you would be caught in the spider’s web of clever
mediocrity, and your grand efforts to tear yourself free would only be laughed at. Great
man, you would be treated like a pigmy.”

It is probable, however, that if | held such a discourse to General Garibaldi, General
Garibaldi would politely show me the door. Other and more powerful counsellors have
inspired him with different ideas. Friendship dangerous indeed! How deeply painful is it
that no man, however intelligent or great, can clearly distinguish the line, where the
mission for which Heaven has endowed him ceases, and, disdaining all celebrity foreign
to his true glory, consent to remain such as future ages will admire.[32]

FOOTNOTES:

[Footnote 31: The Citizen Gambon, representative of the Department of the Seine, left
Paris charged with a mission to seek Garibaldi, but was arrested at Bonifacio, in the
island of Corsica, just as he was embarking for Caprera.

For Memoir, see Appendix 4.]

[Footnote 32: Garibaldi was chosen by the Central Committee for Commander-in-Chief
of the National Guard, but he refused in the following terms, pretending not to be aware
of the condition of Paris:—
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“Caprera, 28th March, 1871.
“CITIZENS,—

“Thanks for the honour you have conferred upon me by my nomination as Commander-
in-Chief of the National Guard of Paris, which | love, and whose dangers and glory |
should be proud to share.

“I owe you, however, the following explanations:—

“A commandant of the National Guard of Paris, a commander of the Army of Paris, and
a directing committee, whatever they may be, are three powers which are not
reconcilable with the present situation of France.

“Despotism has the advantage over us, the advantage of the concentration of power,
and it is this same centralisation which you should oppose to your enemies.

“Choose an honest citizen, and such are not wanting: Victor Hugo, Louis Blanc, Felix
Pyat, Edgar Quinet, or another of the elders of radical democracy, would serve the
purpose. The generals Oremer and Billot, who, | see, have your confidence, may be
counted in the number.

“Be assured that one honest man should be charged with the supreme command and
full powers; such a man would choose other honest men to assist him in the difficult
task of saving the country.

“If you should have the good fortune to find a Washington, France will recover from
shipwreck, and in a short time will be grander than ever.

“These conditions are not an excuse for escaping the duty of serving republican
France. No! | do not despair of fighting by the side of these braves, and | am,

“Yours devotedly,

(Signed), “G. GARIBALDI."]

XXVI.

Monday, the 3rd of April.[33] A fearful day! | have been hurrying this way and that,
looking, questioning, reading. It is now ten o’clock in the evening. And what do |
know? Nothing certain; nothing except this, which is awful,—they are fighting.

Yes, at the gates of Paris, Frenchmen against Frenchmen, beneath the eyes of the
Prussians, who are watching the battle-field like ravens: they are fighting. | have seen
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ambulance waggons pass full of National Guards. By whom have they been wounded?
By Zouaves. Is this thing credible, is it possible? Ah! those guns, cannon, and
mitrailleuses, why were they not all claimed by the enemy—all, every one, from soldiers
and Parisians alike? But little hindrance would that have proved. It had been resolved
—by what monstrous will?—that we should be hurled to the very bottom of the
precipice. These Frenchmen, who would kill Frenchmen, would not be checked by lack
of arms. If they could not shoot each other, they would strangle each other.

[lllustration: THE BARRICADE: EVENING MEAL—SOUP AND CIGARS, AND A
“PETIT VERRE."]
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This, indeed, was unlooked for. An insurrection was feared; men thought of the June
days; that evening when the battalions devoted to the National Assembly camped in the
neighbourhood of the Bank, we imagined, as a horrible possibility, muskets pointed from
between the stones of barricades, blood flowing in the streets, men killed, women in
tears. But who could have foretold that a new species of civil war was preparing? That
Paris, separated from France, would be blockaded by Frenchmen? That it would once
more be deprived of communication with the provinces; once more starved perhaps?
That there would be, not a few men struggling to the death in one of the quarters of the
town, but two armies in presence, each with chiefs, fortifications and cannon? That
Paris, in a word, would be besieged anew? How abominable a surprise of fate!

The cannonading has been heard since morning. Ah! that sound, which, during the
siege, made our hearts beat with hope,—yes, with hope, for it made us believe in a
possible deliverance—how horrible it was this morning. | went towards the Champs
Elysees. Paris was deserted. Had it understood at last that its honour, its existence
even, were at stake in this revolution, or was it only not up yet? Battalions were
marching along the boulevards, with music playing. They were going towards the Place
Vendome, and were singing. The cantinieres were carrying guns. Some one told me
that men had been at work all night in the neighbourhood of the Hotel de Ville, and that
the streets adjoining it were blocked with barricades. But in fact no one knows anything,
except that there is fighting in Neuilly, that the “Royalists” have attacked, and that “our
brothers are being slaughtered.” A few groups are assembled in the Place de la
Concorde. | approach, and find them discussing the question of the rents,—yes, of the
rents! Ah! it is certain those who are being killed at this moment will not have to pay
their landlord. On reaching the Rond Point | can distinctly perceive a compact crowd
round the Triumphal Arch, and | meet some tired National Guards who are returning
from the battle. They are ragged, dusty, and dreary. “What has happened?"—“We are
betrayed!” says one.—"Death to the traitors!” cries another.

No certain news from the field of battle. A runaway, seated outside a cafe amidst a
group of eager questioners, recounts that the barricade at the Neuilly bridge has been
attacked by sergents de ville dressed as soldiers, and Pontifical Zouaves carrying a
white flag.—“A parliamentary flag?” asks some one.—“No! a royalist flag,” answered the
runaway.—“And the barricade has been taken?"—“We had no cartridges; we had not
eaten for twenty-four hours; of course we had to decamp.”

Farther on a soldier of the line affirms that the barricade has been taken again. The
cannon roars still. Mont Valerien is firing, it is said, on the Courbevoie barracks, where
a battalion of Federal guards was stationed yesterday.—“But they were off before
daybreak,” adds the soldier.
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As | continue my road the groups become more numerous. | lift my head and see a
shell burst over the Avenue of the Grande Armee, leaving a puff of white smoke hanging
for a few seconds like a cloud-flake detached by the wind.

On | go still. The height on which the Arc de Triomphe stands is covered with people; a
great many women and children among them. They are mounted on posts, clinging to
the projections of the Arch, hanging to the sculpture of the bas-reliefs. One man has put
a plank upon the tops of three chairs, and by paying a few sous the gapers can hoist
themselves upon it. From this position one can perceive a motionless, attentive crowd
reaching down the whole length of the Avenue of the Grande Armee, as far as the Porte
Maillot, from which a great cloud of white smoke springs up every moment followed by a
violent explosion,—it is the cannon of the ramparts firing on the Rond Point of
Courbevoie; and beyond this the Avenue de Neuilly stretching far out in the sunshine,
deserted and dusty, a human form crossing it rapidly from time to time; and farthest of
all, beyond the Seine, beyond the Avenue de 'Empereur, deserted too, the hill of
Courbevoie, where a battery of the Versailles troops is established. But stretch my eyes
as | may | cannot distinguish the guns; but a few men, sentinels doubtless, can be made
out. They are sergents de ville, says my right-hand neighbour; but he on my left says
they are Pontifical Zouaves. They must have good eyes to recognise the uniforms at
this distance. The most contradictory rumours circulate as to the barricade on the
bridge; it is impossible for one to ascertain whether it has remained in the possession of
the soldiers or the Federals. There has been but little fighting, moreover, since | came.
A little later, at twelve o’clock, the fusillade ceases entirely. But the battery on the
ramparts continues to fire upon Courbevoie, and Mont Valerien still shells Neuilly at
intervals. Suddenly a flood of dust, coming from Porte Maillot, thrusts back the thick of
the crowd, and as it flies, widening, and whirling more madly as it comes, everyone is
seized with terror, and rushes away screaming and gesticulating. A shell has just fallen,
it is said, in the Avenue of the Grande Armee. Not a soul remains about the Triumphal
Arch. The adjoining streets are filled with people who have run to take shelter there. By
little and little, however, the people begin to recover themselves, the flight is stopped in
the middle, and, laughing at their momentary panic, they turn back again. A quarter of
an hour afterwards the crowd is everywhere as compact as before.

[lllustration: PLACE DE LA CONCORDE AND CHAMPS ELYSEES, FROM THE
GARDENS OF THE TUILERIES—FEDERALISTS GOING OUT TO FIGHT THE
VERSAILLAIS.
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This panorama gives an idea of the theatre of operations of the Second Siege of Paris.
The Prussians closed the eastern enceinte, whilst the Federals held the southern forts
to the last, with the exception of Issy and Vanves that were abandoned. Point-du-Jour
and Porte Maillot were the parts particularly attacked; the former being defended by the
Federal gunboats on the Seine. Mont Valerien, it will be seen, commands the whole of
the distant plateau. About one mile and a half beyond the Triumphal Arch the river
Seine intersects the space from south to north, enclosing the Bois de Boulogne and the
villages of Neuilly, Villiers, and Courcelles, being a sort of outer fortification. The walls
of Paris follow the same line, falling about half a mile on the other side of the Arch, and
parallel runs a line of railway within the fortified wall.

This view exhibits the portion the Prussians were permitted to occupy for two days: all
the outlets, except the west, being barricaded and defended.]

This spectacle, however, of combatants and gapers distresses me, and in despair of
learning anything | return into the city.

At some distance from the scene of events one gets better information, or, at any rate, a
great deal more of it. Imagination has better play when it is farther from the fact. A
hundred absurd stories reach me. What appears tolerably certain is, that the Federals
have received a check, not very important in itself, the Versailles troops having made
but little advance, but at any rate a check which might have some influence on the
resolution of the National Guards. They have been told that the army would not fight,
that the soldiers of the line would turn the butt-ends of their guns into the air at Neuilly
as they had done at Montmartre. But now they begin to believe that the army will fight,
and those who cry the loudest that it was the sergents de ville and Charette’s Zouaves
who led the attack alone, seem as if they said it to give themselves courage and keep
up their illusions.

But from which side did the first shot come? On this point everyone has something to
say, and no one knows what to believe. Official reports are looked for with the utmost
impatience. The walls, generally so communicative, are mute up to this hour. The least
improbable of the versions circulated is the following: At break of day some shots are
said to have been exchanged between the Federal advanced guard and the patrols of
the Versailles troops. None dead or wounded; only powder wasted, happily. A little
later, and a few minutes after the arrival of General Vinoy at Mont Valerien, a
messenger with a flag of truce, preceded by a trumpeter and accompanied by two
sergents de ville (inevitably), is said to have presented himself at the bridge of
Courbevoie. The name of the messenger has been given,—Monsieur Pasquier,
surgeon-in-chief to the regiment of mounted gendarmes. Two of the National Guards
go to meet him; after some words exchanged, one of the Federals blows out Monsieur
Pasquier’s brains with his revolver, and ten minutes later Mont Valerien opens a
formidable fire, which continues as fiercely four hours afterwards.
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Meanwhile the drams beat to arms, on all sides. A considerable number of battalions
defile along the Boulevard Montmartre; more than twenty thousand men, some say, who
pretend to know. On they march, singing and shouting “Vive la Commune! Vive la
Republique!” They are answered by a few shouts. These are not the Montmartre and
Belleville guards alone; peaceful faces of citizens and merchants may be seen under
the military kepis, and many hands are white as no workman’s are. They march in good
order,—they are calm and resolved; one feels that these men are ready to die for a
cause that they believe to be just. | raise my hat as they pass; one must do honour to
those who, even if they be guilty, push their devotion so far as to expose themselves to
death for their convictions.

But what are these convictions? What is the Commune? The men who sit at the Hotel
de Ville have published no programme, yet they kill and are killed for the sake of the
Commune. Oh, words! words! What power they have over you, heroic and most simple
people!

In the evening out came a proclamation. There was so great a crowd wherever it was
posted up that | had not the chance of copying it; but it ran somewhat in these terms:—

“CITIZENS,—This morning the Royalists have ATTACKED.
“Impatient, before our moderation they have ATTACKED.

“Unable to bring French bayonets against us, they have opposed us
with the Imperial Guard and Pontifical Zouaves.

“They have bombarded the inoffensive village of Neuilly.

“Charette’s chouans, Cathelineau’s Vendeens, Trochu's Bretons,
Valentin’s gendarmes, have rushed upon us.

“There are dead and wounded.

“Against this attack, renewed from the Prussians, Paris should rise
to a man.

“Thanks to the support of the National Guard, the victory will be
ours!”

Victory! What victory? Oh, the bitter pain! Paris shedding the blood of France, France

shedding the blood of Paris! From whatever side the triumph comes, will it not be
accursed?
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FOOTNOTES:

[Footnote 33: On the 1st of April several shots were fired under the walls of Fort Issy,
but it was not until the next day, the 2nd of April, at nine o’clock in the morning, that the
action commenced in earnest at Courbevoie, by an attack of the Versailles army. The
federals, who thought themselves masters of the place, were stopped by the steady
firing of a regiment of gendarmerie and heavy cannonading from Mont Valerien. At first
the National Guards retreated, then disputed every foot of ground with much courage.
In the neighbourhood the desolation and misery was extreme.
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The revolution had now entered a new phase; the military proceedings had begun, and
it was about to be proved that, the Communist generals had even less genius than
those of the Defense Nationale, although it must be admitted that the latter did not know
the extent of the resources they had at their disposal. When we remember the small
advantage those generals managed to derive from the heroism of the Parisian
population, who, during the second siege showed that they knew how to fight and how
to die, it is marvellous that many people have gone so far as to regret that the emeute of
the 31st of October was not successful, believing that if the Commune had triumphed at
that time, Paris would have been saved. All this seems very doubtful now, and opinions
have veered round considerably, for it is not such men as Duval, Cluseret, La Cecilia,
Eudes, or Bergeret, who could have protected Paris against the science of the Prussian
generals.]

[lllustration: GENERAL BERGERET.]

XXVII.

To whom shall we listen? Whom believe? It would take a hundred pages, and more, to
relate all the different rumours which have circulated to-day, the 4th of April, the second
day of the horrible straggle. Let us hastily note down the most persistent of these
assertions; later | will put some order into this pell-mell of news.

All through the night the drums beat to arms in every quarter of the town. Companies
assembled rapidly, and directed their way towards the Place Vendome or the Porte
Maillot, shouting, “A Versailles!” Since five this morning, General Bergeret has occupied
the Rond-Point of Courbevoie. This position has been evacuated by the troops of the
Assembly. How was this? Were the Federals not beaten yesterday?

(One thing goes against General Bergeret in the opinion of his troops: he drives to
battle in a carriage.)

He has formed his troops into columns. No less than sixty thousand men are under his
orders; two batteries of seven guns support the infantry; omnibuses follow, filled with
provisions. They march towards the Mont Valerien; after having taken the fort, they will
march on Versailles by Rueil and Nanterre.[34] After they have taken the Mont Valerien!
there is not a moment’s doubt about the success of the enterprise. “We were assured,”
said a Federal general to me, “that the fort would open its doors at the first sight of us.”
But they counted without General Cholleton, who commands the fortress. The
advance-guard of the Federals is received by a formidable discharge of shot and
shells. Panic! Cries of rage! A regular rout to the words, “We are betrayed!"[35] The
army of the Commune is divided into two fragments: one—scarcely three battalions
strong—flies in the direction of Versailles, the other regains Paris with praiseworthy
precipitation. Must the Parisian combatants be accused of cowardice for this flight?
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No! They were surprised; had never expected such a reception from Mont Valerien; had
they been warned, they would have held out better. After all, there was more fright than
harm done in the affair; the huge fortress could have annihilated the Communists, and it
was satisfied with dispersing them. But what has become of the three battalions that

passed Mont Valerien? Bravely they went forward.
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In the meantime another movement was being made upon Versailles by Meudon and
Clamart. A small number of battalions had marched out during the night, and are
massed under cover of the forts of Issy and Vanves. They have managed to establish a
battery of a few guns on a wooded eminence, at the foot of the glacis of Fort. Issy, and
their pieces are firing upon the batteries of the Versailles troops at Meudon, which are
answering them furiously. It is a duel of artillery, as in the time—the good time, alas!—of
the Prussians.

Up to this moment the information is tolerably clear; probable even, and one is able to
come to some idea of the respective positions of the belligerents. But towards two
o’clock in the afternoon all the reports get confused and contradictory.

An estafette, who has come from the Porte Maillot, cried to a group formed on the place
of the New Opera-house, “We are victorious! Flourens has entered Versailles at the
head of forty thousand men. A hundred deputies have been taken. Thiersis a
prisoner.”

Elsewhere it is said that in the rout of that morning, at the foot of Mont Valerien,
Flourens had disappeared. And where could he have found the forty thousand men to
lead them to Versailles?

At the same time a rumour spreads that General Bergeret has been grievously
wounded by a shell. “Pure exaggeration!” some one answers. “The General has only
had two horses killed under him.”

Before him, rather, since he drives to battle. What appears most certain of all is that

there is furious fighting going on between Sevres and Meudon. | hear it said that the
118th of the line have turned the butts of their guns into the air, and that the Parisians
have taken twelve mitrailleuses from the Versailles troops.

There is fighting, too, at Chatillon. The Federals have won great advantages.
Nevertheless an individual who went out that side to investigate, announces that he saw
three battalions return with very little air of triumph, and that other battalions, forming the
reserve, had refused to march.

A shower of contradictions, in which the news for the most part has no other source
than the opinion and desire of the person who brings it. It is by the result alone that we
can appreciate what is passed. At one moment | give up trying to get information as a
bad job, but | begin questioning again in spite of myself; the desire to know is even
stronger than the very strong certainty that | shall be able to learn nothing.

| turn to the Champs Elysees. The cannon is roaring; ambulance waggons descend the
Avenue, and stop before the Palais de I'Industrie; over the way Punch is making his
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audience roar with laughter as usual. Oh! the miserable times! The horrible fratricidal
struggle! May those who were its cause be accursed for ever!

While some are killing and others dying, the members of the Commune are rendering
decrees, and the walls are white with official proclamations.
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“Messieurs Thiers, Favre, Picard, Dufaure, Simon and Pothuan are
impeached; their property will be seized and sequestrated until they
deliver themselves up to public justice.”

This impeachment and sequestration, will it bring back husbands to the widows and
fathers to the orphans?

“The Commune of Paris adopts the families of citizens who have
fallen or may fall in opposing the criminal aggression of the
Royalists, directed against Paris and against the French republic.”

Infinitely better than adopting the orphans would be to save the fathers from death. Oh,
these absurd decrees! You separate the Church from the State; you suppress the
budget of public worship; you confiscate the property of the clergy. A pretty time to think
about such acts! What is necessary, what is indispensable, is to restore quiet, to avoid
massacres, and to stifle hatred. That you will not decree. No! no! That which is now
happening you have desired, and you still desire it; you have profited by the
provocations you have received to bring about the most frightful conflict which the
history of unfortunate France records; and you will persevere, and in order to revive the
fainting courage of those whom you have devoted to inevitable defeat and death, you
bring into action all the hypocrisy with which you have charged your enemies!

“Bergeret and Flourens have joined their forces; they are marching
on Versailles. Success is certain!”

You cause this announcement to be placarded in the street—false news, is it not? But
men can only be led to their ruin by being deceived. You add:

“The fire of the army of Versailles has not occasioned us any
appreciable loss.”

Ah! As to this let us ask the women who await at the gates of the city the return of your
soldiers, and crowd sobbing round the bloody litters!

FOOTNOTES:

[Footnote 34: The combined plan of the three generals of the Commune consisted, like
the famous plan of General Boum, in proceeding by three different roads: the first
column, under the orders of Bergeret, seconded by Flourens, went by Rueil; the
second, commanded by Duval, marched upon Versailles by lower Meudon, Chaville,
and Viroflay; covered by the fire of Fort Issy, and the redoubt of Moulineaux; and lastly,
the third, with General Eudes at its head, took the Clamart road, protected by the fort of
Vanves.]
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[Footnote 35: Though no fort covered Bergeret's eight battalions with its fire, yet
Bergeret was so sure that the artillerymen of Mont Valerien would do as the line did on
the 18th of March, i.e., refuse to fire, that he advanced boldly as far as the bridge of
Neuilly, and had made a halt at the Rond-Point des Bergeres, when a heavy
cannonading from Mont Valerien separated a part of the column from its main body.]
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XXVIIL.

Every hour that flies by, becomes more sinister than the last. They fight at Clamart as
they fight at Neuilly, at Meudon and at Courbevoie. Everywhere rage the mitrailleuses,
the cannon, and the rifle; the victories of the Communalists are lyingly proclaimed. The
truth of their pretended triumphs will soon be known; and unhappily victory will be as
detestable as defeat.

General Duval has been made prisoner and put to death. “If you had taken me,” asked
General Vinoy, “would you not have shot me?"—"“Without hesitation,” replied Duval.
And Vinoy gave the word of command, “Fire!”

But this anecdote, though widely spread, is probably false. It is scarcely likely that a
Commander-in-Chief of the Versailles troops would have consented to hold such a
dialogue with an “insurgent.”

Flourens also is killed. Where and how is not yet known with any certainty. Several
versions are given. Some speak of a ball in the head, or the neck, or the chest; others
spread the report that his skull was cut open by a sword.

Flourens is thought about and talked of by men of the most opposite opinions. This
singular man inspires no antipathy even amongst those who might hold him in the
greatest detestation. | shall one day try to account for the partiality of opinion in favour
of this young and romantic insurgent.

Duval shot, Flourens killed, Bergeret lying in the pangs of death; the enthusiasm of the
Federals might well be cooled down. Not in the least! The battalions that march along
the boulevards have the same resolute air, as they sing and shout “Vive la Commune!”
Are they the dupes of their chiefs to that extent as to believe the pompous
proclamations with their hourly announcements of attacks repelled, of redoubts taken, of
soldiers of the line made prisoners? It is not probable. And besides, the guards of the
respective quarters must see the return of those who have been to the fight, and whose
anxious wives are waiting on the steps of the doors; must learn from them that the
forward marches have in reality been routs, and that many dead and wounded have
been left on the field, when the Commune reports only declare “losses of little
importance.” Whence comes this ardour that the first rush and defeat cannot check? Is
it nourished by the reports, true or false, of the cruelties of the Versaillais which are
spread by the hundred? The “murder” of Duval, the “assassination” of Flourens,
prisoners shot, vivandieres violated, all these culpable inventions—can they be
inventions, or does civil war make such barbarians of us?—are indeed of a nature to
excite the enthusiasm of hate, and the men march to a probable defeat with the same
air as they would march to certain victory. Ah! whether led astray or not, whether guilty,
even, or whatever the motive that impels them, they are brave! And when they pass
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thus they are grand. Yes! in spite of the rags that serve the greater number of them for
uniforms, in spite of the drunken gait of some, as a whole they are superb! And the
reason of the coldest partisan of order at any price, struggles in vain against the
admiration which these men inspire as they march to their death.
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It must be admitted, too, that there is much less disorder in the command than might be
expected. The battalions all know whom they are to obey. Some go to the Hotel de
Ville, others to the Place Vendome, many to the forts, a few to the advanced posts;
marches and counter-marches are managed without confusion, and the combatants are
in general well provided with ammunition, and supplied with provisions. Far as one is
from esteeming the chiefs of the Federals, one is obliged to admit that there is
something remarkable in this rapid organisation of a whole army in the midst of one of
the most complete political convulsions. Who, then, directs? Who commands? The
members of the Commune, divided as they are in opinion, do not appear capable, on
account of their number and lamentable inexperience, of taking the sole lead in military
affairs. Is there not some one either amongst them or in the background, who knows
how to think, direct, and act? Is it Bergeret? Is it Cluseret? The future perhaps will
unravel the mystery. In the meantime, and in spite of the reverses to which the
Federals have had to submit during these last days, the whole of Paris unites in
unanimous surprise at the extreme regularity with which the administrative system of
the war seems to work, the surprise being the greater that, during the siege, the
“legitimate” chiefs with much more powerful means, and having disciplined troops at
their command, did not succeed in obtaining the same striking results.

But would it not have been better far that that order had never existed? Better a
thousand times that the command had been less precise than that those commanded
should have been led to a death without glory? For the last few days Neuilly, so joyous
in times gone by with its busy shops, its frequented restaurants and princely parks;
Neuilly, with the Versailles batteries on one side and the Paris guns on the other, under
an incessant rain of shells and mitraille from Mont Valerien; Neuilly, with her bridge
taken and re-taken, her barricades abandoned and re-conquered, has been for the last
few days like a vast abyss, into which the Federal battalions, seized with mortal
giddiness, are precipitated one after another. Each house is a fortress. Yesterday, the
gendarmes had advanced as far as the market of Sablonville; this morning they were
driven back beyond the church. Upon this church, a child; the son of Monsieur Leullier,
planted a red flag amidst a shower of projectiles. “That child will make a true man,” said
Cluseret, the war delegate. Ah, yes! provided he is not a corpse ere then. Shots are
fired from window to window. A house is assaulted; there are encounters, on the stairs;
it is a horrible struggle in which no quarter is given, night and day, through all hours.
The rage and fury on both sides are terrific. Men that were friends a week ago have but
one desire—to assassinate each other. An inhabitant of Neuilly, who succeeded in
escaping,
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related this to me: Two enemies, a soldier of the line and a Federal, had an encounter
in the bathing establishment of the Avenue de Neuilly, a little above the Rue des
Huissiers. Now pursuing, now flying from each other in their bayonet-fight, they
reached the roof of the house, and there, flinging down their arms, they closed in a mad
struggle. On the sloping roof, the tiles of which crush beneath them, at a hundred feet
from the ground, they struggled without mercy, without respite, until at last the soldier
felt his strength give way, and endeavoured to escape from the gripe of his adversary.
Then, the Federal—the person from whom | learnt this was at an opposite window and
lost not a single one of their movements—the Federal drew a knife from his pocket and
prepared himself to strike his half-prostrate antagonist, who, feeling that all hope was
lost, threw himself flat on the roof, seized his enemy by the leg, and dragging him with
him by a sudden movement, they rolled over and fell on to the pavement below. Neither
was killed, but the soldier had his face crimsoned with blood and dust, and the Federal,
who had fallen across his adversary, despatched him by plunging his knife in his chest.

Such is this infamous struggle! Such is this savage strife! Will it not cease until there is
no more blood to shed? In the meantime, Paris of the boulevards, the elegant and fast-
living Paris, lounges, strolls, and smiles. In spite of the numerous departures there are
still enough blase dandies and beauties of light locks and lighter reputation to bring the
blush to an honest man’s cheek. The theatres are open; “La Piece du Pape” is being
played. Do you know “The Pope’s Money?” It is a suitable piece for diverting the
thoughts from the horrors of civil war. A year ago the Pope was supported by French
bayonets, but his light coinage would not pass in Paris. Now Papal zouaves are Kkilling
the citizens of Paris, and we take light silver and lighter paper. The piece is flimsy
enough. Itis not its political significance that makes it diverting, but the double-
entendre therein. One must laugh a little, you understand. Men are dying out yonder,
we might as well laugh a little here. Low whispers in the baignoires, munching of
sugared violets in the stage boxes—everything'’s for the best. Mademoiselle Nenuphar
(named so by antithesis) is said to have the most beautiful eyes in the world. | will
wager that that handsome man behind her has already compared them to mitraille shot,
seeing the ravages they commit. It would be impossible to be more complimentary,—-
more witty and to the point. Ah! look you, those who are fighting at this moment, who
to-day by their cannon and chassepots are exposing Paris to a terrible revenge, guilty
as these men are, | hold them higher than those who roar with laughter when the whole
city is in despair, who have not even the modesty to hide their joys from our distresses,
and who amuse themselves openly with shameless women, while mothers are weeping
for their children!
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On the boulevards it is worse still; there, vice exhibits itself and triumphs. Is it then true
what a young fellow, a poor student and bitter philosopher, said to me just now: “When
all Paris is destroyed, when its houses, its palaces, and its monuments thrown down
and crushed, strew its accursed soil and form but one vast ruin beneath the sky, then,
from out of this shapeless mass will rise as from a huge sepulchre, the phantom of a
woman, a skeleton dressed in a brilliant dress, with shoulders bared, and a toquet on its
head; and this phantom, running from ruin to ruin, turning its head every now and then
to see if some libertine is following her through the waste—this phantom is the leprous
soul of Paris!”

When midnight approaches, the cafes are shut. The delegates of the Central
Committee at the ex-prefecture have the habit of sending patrols of National Guards to
hasten and overlook the closing of all public places. But this precaution, like so many
others, is useless. There are secret doors which escape the closest investigations.
When the shutters are put up, light filters through the interstices of the boards. Go close
up to them, apply your eye to one of those lighted crevices, listen to the cannon roaring,
the mitrailleuses horribly spitting, the musketry cracking, and then look into the interior
of the closed rooms. People are talking, eating, and smoking; waiters go to and fro.
There are women too. The men are gay and silly. Champagne bottles are being
uncorked. “Ah! ah! it's the fusillade!” Lovers and mistresses are in common here. This
orgie has the most telling effect, | tell you, in the midst of the city loaded with
maledictions, a few steps from the battle-field where the bayonets are dealing their
death thrusts, and the shells are scattering blood. And later, after the laughter and the
songs and the drink, they take an open carriage, if the night is fine, and go to the
Champs Elysees, and there mount upon the box by the coachman to try and see the
fight—if “those people” knew how to die as well as they know how to laugh it would be
better for them.

Other bons viveurs, more discreet, hide themselves on the first floors of some houses
and in some of the clubs. But they are betrayed by the sparkle of the chandeliers which
pierces the heavy curtains. If you walk along by the walls you will hear the conversation
of the gamesters and the joyous clink of the gold pieces.

Ah! the cowardice of the merry ones! Oh, thrice pardonable anger of those who starve!

XXIX.
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At one o’clock this morning, the 5th of April, on my return from one of these nightly
excursions through Paris, | was following the Rue du Mont Thabor so as to gain the
boulevards, when on crossing the Rue Saint-Honore | perceived a small number of
National Guards ranged along the pavement. The incident was a common one, and |
took no notice of it. In the Rue du Mont Thabor not a person was to be seen; all was in
silence and solitude. Suddenly a door opened a few steps in front of me; a man came
out and hurried away in the direction opposite to that of the church. This departure
looked like a flight. | stopped and lent my attention. Soon two National Guards rushed
out by the same door, ran, shouting as they went, after the fugitive, who had had but a
short start of them, and overtaking him, without difficulty brought him back between
them, while the National Guards that | had seen in the Rue Saint-Honore ran up at the
noise. The exclamations and insults of all kinds that were vociferated led me to
ascertain that the man they had arrested was the Abbe Deguerry, cure of the
Madeleine. He was dragged into the house, the door was shut, and all sank into silence
again.

That morning | learned that Monseigneur Darboy, the Archbishop of Paris, was taken at
the same hour and in almost similar circumstances.

[Illustration: ABBE DEGUERRY, Cure of the Madeleine.]

The arrests of several other ecclesiastics are cited. The cure of St. Severin and the
cure of St. Eustache have been made prisoners, it is said; the first in his own house, the
second at the moment when he was leaving his church. The cure of Notre-Dame-des-
Victoires was to have been arrested also, but warned in time, he was able to place
himself in safety.

Monseigneur Darboy, being conducted to the ex-prefecture (why the ex-prefecture? It
seems to me it works just as well as when it was purely and simply a prefecture), was
cross-examined there by the citizen delegate Rigault. It must be said that Monsieur
Rigault had begun to make himself talked about during these last few days. He is
evidently a man who has a natural vocation for the employment he has chosen, for he
arrests, and arrests, and still arrests. He is young, cold, and cynical. But his cynicism
does not exclude him from a certain gaiety, as we shall see. It was the Citizen Rigault,
then, who examined the Archbishop of Paris. | am not inordinately curious, but | should
very much like to know what the cynical member of the Commune could ask of
Monseigneur Darboy. Having committed apparently but one crime, that of being a
priest, and having no inclination to disguise it, it is difficult to know what the interrogatory
could turn upon. Monsieur Rigault’s imagination furnished him no doubt with ample
materials for the interview, and he has probably as much vocation for the part of a
magistrate as for that of a police officer. But however it may be, the journals of the
Commune record this fragment with ill-disguised admiration.
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[Mustration: RAOUL RIGAULTI[36]]
[lustration: MONSEIGNEUR DARBOQY, Archbishop of Paris.]

“My children”—the white-haired Archbishop of Paris is reported to have said at one
moment.

“Citizen,” interrupted the Citizen Rigault, who is not yet thirty, “you are not before
children, but before magistrates.”

That was smart! And | can conceive the enthusiasm with which Monsieur Rigault
inspires the members of the Commune. But this excellent citizen did not confine himself
to this haughty repartee. | am informed (and | have reason to believe with truth) that he
added: “Moreover, that's too old a tale. You have been trying it on these eighteen
hundred years.”

Now everyone must admit that this is as remarkable for its wit as for its elegance, and it
Is just what might be expected of the amiable delegate, who, the other day, in a moment
of exaggerated clemency, permitted an abbe to visit a prisoner in the Conciergerie, and

furnished him with a laisser-passer that ran thus: “Admit the bearer, who styles himself

the servant of one of the name of God.” Oh! what graceful, charming wit!

FOOTNOTES:

[Footnote 36: Rigault became connected with Rochefort in the year 1869, and with him
was engaged on the journal called the Marseillaise, and produced articles which
subjected him more than once to fine and imprisonment. In the month of September,
1870, he was appointed by the Government of the National Defence, Commissaire of
Police, but having taken part in the insurrection of the 31st of October, he was, on the
following day, dismissed from office. Shortly after this he made his appearance as a
writer in Blanqui's paper the Patrie en Danger; but, presently, he took a military turn, and
got himself elected to the command of a battalion of the National Guard. He seems to
have been born an informer or police spy, for we are told when at school, he used to
amuse himself by filling up lists of proscriptions, with the names of his fellow-pupils.
With such charming natural instincts, it is not at all surprising that he was on the 18th of
March, appointed by the Commune Government, Prefect of Police.]

XXX.

| am beginning to feel decidedly uncomfortable. This new decree of the Commune

seriously endangers the liberty of all those who are so unfortunate as to have incurred
the ill-will of their concierge, or whose dealings with his next-door neighbour have not
been of a strictly amicable nature. Let us copy the 1st article of this ferocious decree.
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“All persons accused of complicity with the Government of Versailles
shall be immediately taken and incarcerated."[37]
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Pest! they do not mince matters! Why, the first good-for-nothing rascal—to whom,
perhaps, | refused to lend five francs seven years ago—may go round to Citizen Rigault
and tell him that | am in regular communication with Versailles, whereupon | am
immediately incarcerated. For, | beg it may be observed, it is not necessary that the
complicity with “the traitors” should be proved. The denunciation is quite sufficient for
one to be sent to contemplate the blue sky through the bars of the Conciergerie.[38]
Besides, what do the words “complicity with the Government of Versailles” mean? All
depends upon the way one looks at those things. | am not sure that | am innocent. |
remember distinctly having several times bowed to a pleasant fellow—I say pleasant
fellow, hoping that these lines will not fall under the observation of any one at the
Prefecture of Police—who at this very moment is quite capable, the rogue, of eating a
comfortable dinner at the Hotel des Reservoirs at Versailles in company with one or
more of the members of the National Assembly. You can understand now why | am
beginning to feel rather uncomfortable. To know a man who knows a deputy,
constitutes, | am fully persuaded—otherwise | am unworthy to live under the paternal
government of the Commune—a most decided complicity with the men of Versailles. |
really think it would be only commonly prudent to steal out of Paris in a coal sack, as a
friend of mine did the other day, or in some other agreeable fashion.[39] See what may
come of a bow!

FOOTNOTES:

[Footnote 37: DECREE CONCERNING THE SUSPECTED.
“Commune of Paris:

“Considering that the Government of Versailles has wantonly trampled on the rights of
humanity, and set at defiance the rights of war; that it has perpetrated horrors such as
even the invaders of our soil have shrunk from committing;

“Considering that the representatives of the Commune of Paris have an imperative duty
devolving upon them,—that of defending the lives and honour of two millions of
inhabitants, who have committed their destinies to their charge; and that it behoves
them at once to take measures equal to the gravity of the situation;

“Considering that the politicians and magistrates of the city ought to reconcile the
general weal with respect for public liberty,

“Decrees:

“Art. 1. All persons charged with complicity with the Government of Versailles will be
immediately brought to justice and incarcerated.
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“Art. 2. A‘jury, of accusation’ will be summoned within the twenty-four hours to examine
the charges brought before it.

“Art. 3. The jury must pass sentence within the forty-eight hours.

“Art. 4. All the accused, convicted by the jury, will be retained as hostages by the
People of Paris.

“Art. 6. Every execution of a prisoner of war, or of a member of the regular Government
of the Commune of Paris, will be at once followed by the execution of a triple number of
hostages, retained by virtue of article 4, who will be chosen by lot.
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“Art. 6. All prisoners of war will be summoned before the ’jury of accusation,” who will
decide whether they be immediately set at liberty or retained as hostages.”]

XXXI.

Flourens is dead: we heard that last night for certain. A National Guard had previously
brought back the colonel’s horse from Bougival, but it was only a few hours ago that we
heard any details. An attempt was made to take him prisoner at Rueil. A gendarme
called out to him to surrender, he replied by a pistol shot; another gendarme advanced,
and wounded him in the side, a third cleft his skull with a sabre out. Some people do
not believe in the pistol shot, and talk of assassination. How many such events are
there, the truth of which will never be clearly proved! One thing certain is, that Flourens
is dead. His body was recognised at Versailles by some one in the service of Garnier
freres. His mother started this morning to fetch the corpse of her son. It is strange that
one is so painfully affected by the violent death of this man. He has been mixed up in
all the revolutionary attempts of the last few years, and ought to be particularly
obnoxious to all peaceful and order-loving citizens; but the truth is, his was a sincerely
ardent and enthusiastic spirit. He was a thorough believer in the principles he
maintained. Whatever may be the religion he professes, the apostle inspires esteem,
and the martyr compassion. This apostle, this martyr, was born to affluence; son of an
illustrious savant, he may be almost said to have been born to hereditary distinction. He
was still quite young when he threw himself heart and soul into politics. There was
fighting in Crete, and so off he went. There he revolted against the revolt itself, got
imprisoned, escaped, outwitted the gendarmes, got retaken: his adventures sound like
a legend or romance. It is because he was so romantic, that he is so interesting. He
returned to France full of generous impulses. He was as prodigal of his money as he
had been of his blood. In the bitter cold winters he fed and clothed the poor of
Belleville, going from attic to attic with money and consolation. You remember what
Victor Hugo says of the sublime Pauline Roland. The spirit of Flourens much resembled
hers. The patriot could act the part of a sister of charity. At other times, an enthusiast in
search of a social Eldorado, he would put himself at the service of the most forlorn
cause; never was anyone so imprudent. He was of a most active and critical
disposition: it was impossible for him to remain quiet. When he was not seemingly
employed, he was agitating something in the shade. His friendship for Rochefort was
great. These two turbulent spirits, one with his pen, the other with his physical activity,
remind us each of the other. Both ran to extremes, Rochefort in his literary invectives,
Flourens in his hairbreadth adventures. Although they were often allied,
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these two, they were sometimes opposed. Have you never seen two young artists in a
studio performing the old trick, one making a speech, while the other, with his head and
body hidden in the folds of a cloak, stretches forth his arms and executes the most
extravagant gestures? Rochefort and Flourens performed this farce in politics, the
former talking, the latter gesticulating; but on the day of the burial of Victor Noir they
went different ways. On that day Rochefort, to do him justice, saved a large multitude of
men from terrible danger. Flourens, always the same, wished the body to be carried to
Pere Lachaise; on the road there must have been a collision; that was what he desired,
but he was defeated. The tongue prevailed, a hundred thousand cries of vengeance
filled the air, but they were only cries, and no mischief was done, except to a few graves
in the Neuilly cemetery. Flourens awaited a better occasion, but by no means
passively. He was a man of barricades; he did not seem to think that paving-stones
were made to walk on, he only cared to see them heaped up across a street for the
protection of armed patriots. Although he always wore the dress of a gentleman, he
was not one of those black-coated individuals who incite the men to rebellion and keep
out of the way while the fight is going on; he helped to defend the barricades he had
ordered to be thrown up. Wherever there was a chance of being killed, he was sure to
be; and in the midst of all this he never lost his placid expression, nor the politeness of a
gentleman, nor the look of extreme youth which beamed from his eyes, and must have
been on his face even when he fell under the cruel blows of the gendarmes. Now he is
dead. He is judged harshly, he is condemned, but he cannot be hated. He was a
madman, but he was a hero. The conduct of Flourens at the Hotel de Ville in the night
of the 31st October is hardly in keeping with so favourable a view. The French forgive
and forget with facility—Ilet that pass.

[Mustration: COLONEL FLOURENS.[40]]

FOOTNOTES:

[Footnote 38: Prison of Detention.]

[Footnote 39: The following is still more naive:—A man takes a return-ticket for the
environs, and sometimes finds a guard silly enough to allow him to pass on the
supposition that such a ticket was sufficient proof of his intention of returning to Paris.

Others get into the waiting-room without tickets, under the pretext of speaking to some
one there.

M. Bergerat, a poet, passed the barrier in a cart-load of charcoal.]
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[Footnote 40: Flourens was born in 1838, and was the son of the well-known savant
and physiologist of this name. He completed his studies with brilliancy, and succeeded
his father as professor of the College de France. His opening lecture on the History of
Man made a profound impression on the scientific world. However, he retired from this
post in 1864, and turned his undivided attention to the political questions of the day.
Deeply compromised by certain pamphlets written by him, he left France for Candia,
where he espoused the popular cause against the Turks. On his return to France he
was imprisoned for three months for political offences. Rochefort’s candidature was
hotly supported by him. In 1870 he rose against the Government, with a large force of
the Belleville faubouriens. He was prosecuted, and took refuge in London. After the
fourth of September he was placed at the head of five battalions of National Guards.
He was again imprisoned for having instigated the rising of October, and it was not till
the twenty-second of March that he was set at liberty. On the second of April he set out
for Versailles at the head of an insurgent troop. He was met midway by a mounted
patrol, and in the melee that ensued he was killed.]

XXXII.

In the midst of so many horrible events, which interest the whole mass of the people,
ought | to mention an incident which broke but one heart? Yes, | think the sad episode
is not without importance, even in so vast a picture. It was a child’s funeral. The little
wooden coffin, scantily covered with a black pall, was not larger, as Theophile Gautier
says, “than a violin case.” There were few mourners. Awoman, the mother doubtless,
in a black stuff dress and white crimped cap, holding by the hand a boy, who had not yet
reached the age of sorrowing tears, and behind them a little knot of neighbours and
friends. The small procession crept along the wide street in the bright sunlight.

When it reached the church they found the door closed, and yet the money for the mass
had been paid the night before, and the hour for the ceremony fixed. One of the women
went forward towards the door of the vestry, where she was met by a National Guard,
who told her with a superfluity of oaths that she must not go in, that the —— cure, the
sacristan, and all the d—— fellows of the church were locked up, and that they would
no longer have anything to do with patriots. Then the mother approached and said, “But
who will bury my poor child if the cure is in prison?” and then she began to weep bitterly
at the thought that there would be no prayers put up for the good of the little spirit, and
that no holy water would be sprinkled on its coffin. Yes, members of the Commune, she
wept, and she wept longer and more bitterly later at the cemetery, when she saw them
lower the body of her child into the grave, without a prayer
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or a recommendation to God’s mercy. You must not scoff at her, you see she was a
poor weak woman, with ideas of the narrowest sort; but there are other mothers like her,
quite unworthy of course to bear the children of patriots, who do not want their dear
ones to be buried like dogs; who cannot understand that to pray is a crime, and to kneel
down before God an offence to humanity, and who still are weak enough to wish to see
a cross planted on the tombs of those they have loved and lost! Not the cross of the
nineteenth century—a red flag![41]

FOOTNOTES:

[Footnote 41: Early in April the Commune forbade divine service in the Pantheon. They
out off the arms of the cross, and replaced it by the red flag during a salute of artillery.]

[llustration: COLONEL ASSY.]

XXXIIL.

Communal fraternity is decidedly in the ascendant; it is putting into practice this
admirable precept, “Arrest each other.” They say M. Delescluze has been sent to the
Conciergerie. Yesterday Lullier was arrested, to-day Assy. It was not sufficient to
change Executive Committees—if | may be allowed to say so—with no more ceremony
than one would change one’s boots; the Commune conducts itself, in respect to those
members that become obnoxious to it, absolutely as if they were no more than ordinary
archbishops.

[lllustration: PLACING THE RED FLAG ON THE PANTHEON. (The hole in the dome
was occasioned by a Prussian shell.)]

What! Assy—Assy[42] of Creuzot—who signed before all his comrades the
proclamations of the Central Committee, in virtue, not only of his ability, but in
obedience to the alphabetical order of the thing—Assy no longer reigns at the Hotel de
Villel—publishes no more decrees, discusses no longer with F. Cournet, nor with G.
Tridon. Wherefore this fall after so much glory? It is whispered about that Assy has
thought it prudent to put aside a few rolls of bank notes found in the drawers of the late
Government. What, is that all? How long have politicians been so scrupulous?
Members of the Commune, how very punctilious you have grown. Now if the Citizen
Assy were accused of having in 1843 been intimately acquainted with a lady whose son
Is now valet to M. Thiers’ first cousin, or if he had been seen in a church, and it were
clearly proved that he was there with any other intention than that of delicately picking
the pockets of the faithful, then I could understand your indignation. But the idea of
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arresting a man because he has appropriated the booty of the traitors, is too absurd; if
you go on acting in that way people will think you are growing conscientious!
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As to Citizen Lullier,[43] who was one of the first victims of “fraternity,” he is imprisoned
because he did not succeed in capturing Mont Valerien. | think with horror that if | had
been in the place of Citizen Lullier | should most certainly have had to undergo the
same punishment, for how in the devil's name | could have managed to transport that
impregnable fortress on to the council-table at the Hotel de Ville | have not the least
conception. lItis as bad as if you were in Switzerland, and asked the first child you met
to go and fetch Mont Blanc; of course the child would go and have a game of marbles
with his companions, and come back without the smallest trace of Mont Blanc in his
arms, thereupon you would whip the youngster within an ace of his life. However, it
appears that M. Lullier objected to being whipped, or rather imprisoned, and being as
full of cunning as of valour he managed to slip out of his place of confinement, without
drum or trumpet. “Dear Rochefort,” he writes to the editor of Le Mot d’Ordre, “you know
of what infamous machinations | have been the victim.” | suppose M. Rochefort does,
but | am obliged to confess that | have not the least idea, unless indeed M. Lullier
means by “machinations” the order that was given him to bring Mont Valerien in his
waistcoat pocket. “Imprisoned without motive,” he continues, “by order of the Central
Committee, | was thrown ...” (Oh! you should not have thrown M. Lullier) “into the
Prefecture of Police,” (the ex-Prefecture, if you please), “and put in solitary confinement
at the very moment when Paris was in want of men of action and military experience.”
Oh, fie! men of the Commune, you had at your disposal a man of action—who does not
know the noble actions of Citizen Lullier? A man of military experience—who does not
know what profound experience M. Lullier has acquired in his numerous campaigns—-
and yet you put him, or rather throw him, into the Prefecture! This is bad, very bad.
“The Prefecture is transformed into a state prison, and the most rigorous discipline is
maintained.” It appears then that the Communal prison is anything but a fool's
paradise. “However, in spite of everything, | and my secretary managed to make our
escape calmly ..."—the calm of the high-minded—*"from a cell where | was strictly
guarded, to pass two court-yards and a dozen or two of soldiers, to have three doors
opened for me while the sentinels presented arms as | passed ...” What a wonderful
escape: the adventures of Baron Munchausen are nothing to it. What a fine chapter
poor old Dumas might have made of it. The door of the cell is passed under the very
nose of the jailer, who has doubtless been drugged with some narcotic, of which M.
Lullier has learnt the secret during his travels in the East Indies; the twelve guards in the
court-yards are seized one after another by the throat, thrown on the ground, bound
with cords, and prevented from giving the alarm by twelve gags thrust into their twelve
mouths; the
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three doors are opened by three enormous false keys, the work of a member of the
Commune, locksmith by trade, who has remained faithful to the cause of M. Lullier; and
last, but not least, the sentinels, plunged in ecstasy at the sight of the glorious fugitive,
present arms. What a scene for a melodrama! The most interesting figure, however, in
my opinion, is the secretary. | have the greatest respect for that secretary, who never
dreamt one instant of abandoning his master, and | can see him, while Lullier is
accomplishing his miracles, calmly writing in the midst of the danger, with a firm hand,
the faithful account of these immortal adventures. “I have now,” continues the ex-
prisoner of the ex-Prefecture, “two hundred determined men, who serve me as a guard,
and three excellent revolvers, loaded, in my pocket. | had foolishly remained too long
without arms and without friends; now | am resolved to blow the brains out of the first
man who tries to arrest me!” | heard a bourgeois who had read this exclaim, that he
wished to Heaven each member of the Commune would come to arrest him in turn. Oh!
blood-thirsty bourgeois! Then Lullier finishes up by declaring that he scorns to hide, but
continues to show himself freely and openly on the boulevards. What a proud, what a
noble nature! Oh, ye marionettes, ye fantoccini! Yet let me not be unjust; | will try and
believe in you once more, in spite of armed requisitions, in spite of arrests, of robberies
—for there have been robberies in spite of your decrees—I will try and believe that you
have not only taken possession of the Hotel de Ville for the purpose of setting up a
Punch and Judy show and playing your sinister farces; | want to believe that you had
and still have honourable and avowable intentions; that it is only your natural
inexperience joined to the difficulties of the moment which is the cause of your faults
and your follies; | want to believe that there are among you, even after the successive
dismissal of so many of your members, some honourable men who deplore the evil that
has been done, who wish to repair it, and who will try to make us forget the crimes and
forfeits of the civil war by the benefits which revolution sometimes brings in its train.
Yes, | am naturally full of hope, and will try and believe this; but, honestly, what hope
can you have of inspiring confidence in those who are not prejudiced as | am in favour
of innovators, when they see you arrest each other in this fashion, and know that you
have among you such generals as Bergeret, such honest citizens as Assy, and such
escaped lunatics as Lullier?

FOOTNOTES:

[Footnote 42: Assy, who first became publicly known as the leader of the strike at
Messrs. Schneider’s works at Creuzot, was an engineer. He was born in 1840. He
became a member of the International Society, and was selected in 1870 to organise
the Creuzot strike. Being threatened with arrest, he went to Paris, but did not remain
there long, and on the 21st of March in that year, a few days after his return to Creuzot,
the strike of the miners commenced. Assy was, finally, arrested and tried before the
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Correctional Tribune of Paris as chief and founder of a secret society, but he was
acquitted of that charge.
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At the siege of Paris, Assy was appointed as an officer in a free guerilla corps of the Isle
of France. Subsequently he was a lieutenant in the 192nd battalion of the National
Guard. Getting on the Central Committee, he took an active share in the events that
occurred. Appointed commander of the 67th battalion on the 17th March, we find him
on the morning of the 18th as Governor of the Hotel de Ville, and colonel of the National
Guard, organising with the members of the committee the means of a serious
resistance—giving orders for the construction of barricades—stopping the transport of
munitions and provisions from Paris. Becoming a member of the Commune, he took an
active part in carrying into effect the decrees which led, among other things, to the
demolition of the Vendome Column and of the house of M. Thiers. He was arrested in
April, and was succeeded as Governor of the Hotel de Ville by one Pindy, who retained
the office till the army entered Paris. Assy was held prisoner, sur parole, at the Hotel de
Ville, till the 19th April, when he was liberated. After this Assy was engaged in
superintending the manufacture of munitions of war. He was the sole superintendent of
the supply, especially as regards quality. Among the warlike stores manufactured were
incendiary shells filled with petroleum, intended to be thrown into Paris during the
insurrection. It is certain that these engines of destruction could only have been made
at the factory superintended by Assi. He was arrested on the 21st May. Assy was one
of the chiefs of the insurrection; he denied signing the decrees for the execution of the
hostages, or order for the enrolment of the military in the National Guard. Assy was
condemned by the tribunal of Versailles, Sept. 2, to confinement for life in a French
fortress—a light penalty for the deeds of this important insurgent.]

[Footnote 43: Memoir, see Appendix 5.]

[Mustration: GENERAL CLUSERET.]

XXXIV.

The fighting still continues, the cannonading is almost incessant. However, the damage
done is but small. To-day, the 7th April, things seem to be in pretty much the same
position as they were after Bergeret had been beaten back and Flourens killed. The
forts of Vanves and Issy bombard the Versailles batteries, which in their turn vomit shot
and shell on Vanves and Issy. ldle spectators, watching from the Trocadero, see long
lines of white smoke arise in the distance. Every morning, Citizen Cluseret,[44] the war
delegate, announces that an assault of gendarmes has been victoriously repulsed by
the garrisons in the forts. It is quite certain that if the Versaillais do attack they are
repulsed, as they make no progress whatever; but do they attack, that is the question?
| am rather inclined to think that these attacks and repulses are mere inventions. It
seems evident to me that the generals of the National Assembly, who are now busy
establishing batteries and concentrating their forces, will not make a serious attempt
until they are certain of victory. In the meantime they are satisfied to complete the ruin
of the forts which were already so much damaged by the Prussians.
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Between Courbevoie and the Porte Maillot the fighting is continual. Ground is lost and
gained, such and such a house that was just now occupied by the Versaillais is now in
the hands of the Federals, and vice versa. Neither side is wholly victorious, but the
fighting goes on. What! is there no one to cry out “Enough! Enough blood, enough
tears! Enough Frenchmen killed by Frenchmen, Republicans killed by Republicans.”
Men fall on each side with the same war cry on their lips. Oh! when will all this dreadful
misunderstanding cease?

FOOTNOTES:

[Footnote 44: The biography of this general of the Commune is very imperfect, down to
the time when he was elected for the 1st Arrondissement of Paris, and was thereupon
appointed Minister of War, or in Communal phraseology, Delegate at the War
Department. He seems to have been one of those beings, without country or family, but
who are blessed, by way of compensation, with a plurality of names; we do not know
whether Cluseret was really his own, or how many aliases he had made use of.

It is said that he was formerly captain in a battalion of Chasseurs d’Afrique, but was
dismissed the army upon being convicted of defalcations, in connection with the
purchase of horses, and, that soon after his dismissal from the French army, he went to
the United States, where he served in the revolutionary war, and attained to the rank of
General. Then we have another story, to the effect that having been entrusted with the
care of a flock of lambs, the number of the animals decreased so rapidly, that nothing
but the existence of a large pack of wolves near at hand, could possibly have accounted
for it in an honest way; this affair is said to have occurred at Churchill, Such vague
charges as these however deserve but little credit.

After closing his career as a shepherd, he became a defender of the Pope’s flock,
enlisting in the brigade against which Garibaldi took the field. The next we hear of him
is that he joined the Fenians, and made an attempt to get possession of Chester Castle,
but that he fell under suspicion of being a traitor, and was glad to escape to France,
where, report says, he found refuge with a religious community.

“When the devil was sick,
The devil a monk would be;
But when the devil was well,
The devil a monk was he!”
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XXXV.

Thirty men carrying muffled drums, thirty more with trumpets draped in crape, head a
long procession; every now and then the drums roll dismally, and the trumpets give a
long sad wail.

Numerous detachments of all the battalions come next, marching slowly, their arms

reversed. A small bunch of red immortelles is on every breast. Has the choice of the
colour a political signification, or is it a symbol of a bloody death?
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Next appears an immense funeral car draped with black, and drawn by four black
horses; the gigantic pall is of velvet, with silver stars. At the corners float four great
trophies of red flags.

Then another car of the same sort appears, another, and again another; in each of them
there are thirty-two corpses. Behind the cars march the members of the Commune
bare-headed, and wearing red scarfs. Alas! always that sanguinary colour! Last of all,
between a double row of National Guards, follows a vast multitude of men, women, and
children, all sorrowful and dejected, many in tears.

The procession proceeds along the boulevards; it started from the Beaujon hospital,
and is going to the Pere Lachaise: as it passes all heads are bared. One man alone up
at a window remains covered; the crowd hiss him. Shame on him who will not bow
before those who died for a cause, whether it may be a worthy one or not! On looking
on those corpses, do not remember the evil they caused when they were alive. They
are dead now, and have become sacred. But remember, oh! remember, that it is to the
crimes of a few that are due the deaths of so many, and let us help to hasten the hour
when the criminals, whoever they be, and to whatever party they belong; will feel the
weight of the inexorable Nemesis of human destiny.

XXXVI.

We are to have no more letters! As in the time of the siege, if you desire to obtain news
of your mother or your wife, you have no other alternative than to consult a
somnambulist or a fortune-teller. This is not at all a complicated operation; of course
you possess a ribbon or a look of hair, something appertaining to the absent person.
This suffices to keep you informed, hour by hour, of what she says, does, and thinks.
Perhaps you would prefer the ordinary course of things, and that you would rather
receive a letter than consult a charlatan. But if so, | would advise you not to say so.
They would accuse you of being, what you are doubtless, a reactionist, and you might
get into trouble.

Yesterday a young man was walking in the Champs Elysees, a Guard National stalked
up to him and asked him for a light for his cigar.—"“l am really very sorry,” said he, “but
my cigar has gone out.”—"Oh! your cigar is out, is it? Oh! so you blush to render a
service to a patriot! Reactionist that you are!” Thereupon a torrent of invectives was
poured on the poor young man, who was quickly surrounded by a crowd of eager
faces: One charming young person exclaimed, “Why, he is a disguised sergent-de-
ville!"—"Yes, yes; he is a gendarme!” is echoed on all sides.—*| think he looks like
Ernest Picard,” says one.—"“Throw him into the Seine,” says another—"To the Seine, to
the Seine, the spy!” and the unfortunate victim is pushed, jostled, and hurried off. A
dense crowd of National Guards, women, and children had by this time collected, all
crying out at the
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top of their voices, and without any idea of what was the matter, “Shoot him! throw him
the water! hang him!” Superstitious individuals leaned towards hanging for the sake of
the cords. As to the original cause of the commotion, no one seemed to remember
anything about it. |1 overheard one man say,—“It appears that they arrested him just as
he was setting fire to the ambulance at the Palais de I'Industrie!” As to what became of
the young man | do not know; I trust he was neither hanged, shot, nor drowned. At any
rate, let it be a lesson to others not to get embroiled in dangerous adventures of that
kind; and whatever your anxiety may be concerning your family or affairs, you would do
well to hide it carefully under a smiling exterior. Suppose you meet one of your friends,
who says to you, “My dear fellow, how anxious you must be?” You must answer,
“Anxious! oh, not at all. On the contrary, | never felt more free of care in my life.”—"Oh!
I thought your aunt was ill, and as you do not receive any letters ..."—“Not receive any
letters!” you continue in the same strain, “who told you that? Not receive any letters!
why, | have more than | want! what an idea!”—"Then you must be strangely favoured,”
says your mystified companion; “for since Citizen Theiz[45] has taken possession of the
Post-office, the communications are stopped.”—“Don’t believe it. It is a rumour set on
float by the reactionists. Why, those terrible reactionists go so far as to pretend that the
Commune has imprisoned the priests, arrested journalists, and stopped the
newspapers!"—“Well, you may say what you please, but a proclamation of Citizen Theiz
announces that communication with the departments will not be re-established for some
days."—“Nothing but modesty on his part; he has only to show himself at the Post-
office, and the service, which has been put out of order by those wretched reactionists,
will be immediately reorganised.”—“So | am to understand that you have news every
day of your aunt."—“Of course.”—“Well, | am delighted to hear it; for one of my friends,
who arrived from Marseilles this morning, told me that your aunt was dead.”—"Dead,
good heavens! what do you mean? Now I think of it, | did not get a letter this
morning."—"“There you see!”

You must not, however, allow your sorrow to carry you away, at the risk of your personal
safety, but answer readily. “I see it all, for a wonder | did not get a letter this morning;
Citizen Theiz is a kind-hearted man, and did not want to make me unhappy.”

FOOTNOTES:

[Footnote 45: A working chaser, and one of the most active and influential members of
the International Society. He was among the accused who were tried in July, 1870, and
was condemned to two years’ imprisonment. On the formation of the Central
Committee, he was appointed Vice-President. It was Theiz who saved the General Post
Office, Rue J.J. Rousseau, from the total destruction decreed by other members of the
Commune. His fate is not well known. Director of the General Post-office in the Rue
J.J. Rousseau, he is said to have saved that important establishment, doomed to

164



&“’)BOOKRAGS

destruction by the Commune. Theiz escaped from Paris to London on the 29th of July;
he took an active part in the struggle to the last, and was close to Vermorel when
wounded at the barricade of the Chateau d’Eau.]
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XXXVILI.

The queen of the age is the Press. Lately dethroned and somewhat shorn of her
majesty, but still a queen. Itis in vain that the press has sometimes degraded itself in
the eyes of honest men by stooping to applaud and approve of crimes and excesses,
that journalists have done what they can to lower it; still the august offspring of the
human mind, the press, has really lost neither its power nor its fascination.
Misunderstood, misapplied, it may have done some harm, but no one can question the
signal service which it has been able to render, or the nobility of its mission. If it has
sometimes been the organ of false prophets, its voice has also been often raised to
instruct and encourage.

When last night you went secretly, in a manner worthy of the act, to seize on the printing
presses of the Journal des Debats, the Paris Journal, and the Constitutionnel, were you
aware of what you were doing? You imagined, perhaps, this act would have no other
result than that of suppressing violently a private concern—which is one kind of robbery
—and of reducing to a state of beggary—which is a crime—the numerous individuals,
journalists, printers, compositors, and others who are employed on the journal, and who
live by its means. You have done worse than this. You have stopped, as far as it was in
your power, the current of human progress. You have suppressed man’s noblest. right
—the right of expressing his opinions to the world; you are no better than the pickpocket
who appropriates your handkerchief. You have taken our freedom of thought by the
throat, and said, “It is in my way, | will strangle it.” Wherefore have you acted thus? To
shut the mouths of those who contradict you, is to admit that you are not so very sure of
being in the right. To suppress the journals is to confess your fear of them; to avoid the
light is to excite our suspicion concerning the deeds you are perpetrating in the
darkness. We shut our windows when we do not desire to be seen. Little confidence is
inspired by closed doors. Your councils at the Hotel de Ville are secret as the
proceedings of certain legal cases, the details of which might be hurtful to public
morality. Again | say, wherefore this mystery? What strange projects have you on

foot? Do you discuss among you, propositions of a nature which your modesty declines
to make known to the world? This fear of publicity, of opposition, you have proved
afresh, by the nocturnal visits of your National Guards to the printing offices, wherein
they forced an entrance like housebreakers. Shall we be reduced to judge of your acts,
and of the bloody incidents of the civil war, only by your own asseverations and those of
your accomplices? You must be very determined to act guiltily and to be obliged to tell
lies, as you take so much trouble to get rid of those, who might pass sentence on you,
and who might convict you of falsehood.
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Therefore you have not only committed a crime in so doing, but made a great mistake
as well. No one can meddle with the liberty of the press with impunity. The persecution
of the press always brings with it its own punishment. Look back to the many years of
the Imperial Government, to the few months of the Government of the 4th of
September; of all the crimes perpetrated by the former, of all the errors committed by
the latter, those crimes and errors which most particularly hastened the end were those
that were levelled against the freedom of the press. The most valable excuse in favour
of the revolt of the 18th of March was certainly the suppression of several journals by
General Vinoy, with the consent of M. Thiers. How can you be so rash as to make the
very same mistakes which have been the destruction of former governments, and also
so unmindful of your own honour as to commit the very crime which reduces you to the
same level as your enemies?

Ah | truly those who were ready to judge you with patience and impatrtiality, those who
at first were perhaps, on the whole, favourable to you, because it seemed to them that
you represented some of the legitimate aspirations of Paris, even those, seeing you act
like thoughtless tyrants, will feel it quite impossible to blind themselves any longer to
your faults; those who having wished to esteem you for the sake of liberty, will for the
sake of liberty, be obliged to despise you!

XXXVIIL.

It cannot be true. | will not believe it. It cannot be possible that Paris is to be again
bombarded: and by whom? By Frenchmen! In spite of the danger | was told there was
to be apprehended near Neuilly, | wished to see with my own eyes what was going on.
So this morning, the 8th April, | went to the Champs Elysees.

Until | reached the Rond Point there was nothing unusual, only perhaps fewer people to
be seen about. The omnibus does not go any farther than the corner of the Avenue
Marigny. An Englishwoman, whom the conductor had just helped down, came up to me
and asked me the way; she wanted to go to the Rue Galilee, but did not like to walk up
the wide avenue. | pointed out to her a side-street, and continued my way. A little
higher up a line of National Guards, standing about ten feet distant from each other, had
orders to stop passengers from going any farther. “You can’t pass.”—"“But ...,” and |
stopped to think of some plausible motive to justify my curiosity. However, | was saved
the trouble. Although I had only uttered a hesitating “but,” the sentinel seemed to
consider that sufficient, and replied, “Oh, very well, you can pass.”
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The avenue seemed more and more deserted as | advanced. The shutters of all the
houses were closed. Here and there a passenger slipped along close to the walls of the
houses, ready to take refuge within the street-doors, which had been left open by order,
directly they heard the whizzing of a shell. In front of the shop of a carriage-builder,
securely closed, were piled heaps of rifles; most of the National Guards were stretched
on the pavement fast asleep, while some few were walking up and down smoking their
pipes, and others playing at the plebeian game of “bouchon."[46] | was told that a shell
had burst a quarter of an hour before at the corner of the Rue de Morny. A captain was
seated there on the ground beside his wife, who had just brought him his breakfast; the
poor fellow was literally cut in two, and the woman had been carried away to a
neighbouring chemist's shop dangerously wounded. | was told she was still there, so |
turned my steps in that direction. A small group of people were assembled before the
door. | managed to get near, but saw nothing, as the poor thing had been carried into
the surgery. They told me that she had been wounded in the neck by a bit of the shell,
and that she was now under the care of one of the surgeons of the Press Ambulance. |
then continued my walk up the avenue. The cannonading, which had seemed to cease
for some little time, now began again with greater intensity than ever. Clouds of white
smoke arose in the direction of the Porte Maillot, while bombs from Mont Valerien burst
over the Arc de Triomphe. On the right and left of me were companies of Federals. A
little further on a battalion, fully equipped, with blankets and saucepans strapped to their
knapsacks, and loaves of bread stuck aloft on their bayonets, moved in the direction of
Porte Maillot. By the side of the captain in command of the first company marched a
woman in a strange costume, the skirt of a vivandiere and the jacket of a National
Guard, a Phrygian cap on her head, a chassepot in her hand, and a revolver stuck in
her belt. From the distance at which | was standing she looked both young and pretty. |
asked some Federals who she was; one told me she was the wife of Citizen Eudes,[47]
a member of the Commune, and another that she was a newspaper seller in the Avenue
des Ternes, whose child had been killed in the Rue des Acacias the night before by a
fragment of a shell, and that she had sworn to revenge him. It appeared the battalion
was on its way to support the combatants at Neuilly, who were in want of help. From
what | hear the gendarmes and sergents de ville had fought their way as far as the Rue
des Huissiers. Now | had no doubt the Versailles generals had made use of the
gendarmes and sergents de ville, who were most of them old and tried soldiers, but if in
very truth they were wherever the imagination of the Federals persisted in placing them,
they must either have been as numerous as the grains of sand on the sea-shore, or
else their leaders must have found
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out a way of making them serve in several places at once. Having followed the
battalion, | found myself a few yards in front of the Arc de Triomphe. Suddenly a
hissing, whizzing sound is heard in the distance, and rapidly approaches us; it sounds
very much like the noise of a sky-rocket. “A shell!” cried the sergeant, and the whole
battalion to a man, threw itself on the ground with a load jingling of saucepans and
bayonets. Indeed there was some danger. The terrible projectile lowered as it
approached, and then fell with a terrific noise a little way from us, in front of the last
house on the left-hand side of the avenue. | had never seen a shell burst so near me
before; a good idea of what it is like may be had from those sinister looking paintings,
that one sees sometimes suspended round the necks of certain blind beggars,
supposed to represent an explosion in a mine. | think no one was hurt, and the mischief
done seemed to consist in a Wide hole in the asphalte and a door reduced to splinters.
The National Guards got up from the ground, and several of them proceeded to pick up
fragments of the shell. They had, however, not gone many yards when another cry of
alarm was given, and again we heard the ominous Whizzing sound; in an instant we
were all on our faces. The second shell burst, but we did not see it; we only saw at the
top of the house that had already been struck, a window open suddenly and broken
panes fall to the ground. The shell had most likely gone through the roof and burst in
the attic. Was there anyone in those upper stories? However, we were on our legs
again and had doubled the Arc de Triomphe. | had succeeded in ingratiating myself
with the men of the rear-guard, and | hoped to be able to go as far with them as |
pleased. Strange enough, and | confess it with naif delight, | did not feel at all afraid.
Although half an inch difference in the inclination of the cannon might have cost me my
life, still | felt inclined to proceed on my way. | begin to think that it is not difficult to be
brave when one is not naturally a coward! Beneath the great arch were assembled a
hundred or so of persons who seemed to consider themselves in safety, and who from
time to time ventured a few steps forward, for the purpose of examining the damage
done to Etex’s sculptured group by three successive shells. But in the Avenue de la
Grande Armee only three Federals were to be seen, and | think | was the only man in
plain clothes they had allowed to go so far. | could distinctly perceive a small barricade
erected in front of the Porte Maillot on this side of the ramparts. The bastion to the right
was hard at work cannonading the heights of Courbevoie; great columns of smoke,
succeeded by terrific explosions, testified to the zeal of the Communist artillerymen.
Beyond the ramparts the Avenue de Neuilly extended, dusty and deserted.
Unfortunately the sun blinded me, and | could not distinguish well what was going on in
the distance. By this time the sound of
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musketry was heard distinctly. | was told they were fighting principally at Saint James
and in the park of Neuilly. |tried to pass out of the gates with the battalion, but an
officer caught sight of me, and in no measured tones ordered me back. | ought not to
complain, however, he rendered me good service; for although the fire of the Versaillais
had somewhat diminished, | do not think the place could have been much longer
tenable, to judge from the quantities of bits of shell that strewed the road; from the
numerous litters that were being borne away with their bloody burthens; from the
railway-station in ruins, and the condition of the neighbouring houses, which had nearly
all of them great black holes in their fronts. The Federals did not seem at all impressed
by their critical position; sounds of laughter reached me from the interior of a casemate,
from the chimney of which smoke was arising, and guards running hither and thither
were whistling merrily the Chant du Depart, with a look of complete satisfaction.

[llustration: THE ARC DE TRIOMPHE, EAST SIDE (THE FINEST), UNINJURED.
Damaged on the other side. During the Prussian siege it was defended from injury,
though no shells reached it. Uncovered before the civil war.]

| managed to reach the Rue du Debarcadere, which is situated close to the ramparts.
An acquaintance of mine lives there. | knew he was away, but | thought the porter
would recognise and allow me to take up a position at one of the windows. Next door,
the corner house, | found a shell had gone into a wine-merchant’s shop there, who
could very well have dispensed with such a visitor, and had behaved in the most unruly
fashion, breaking the glass, smashing the tables and counter, but neither killing nor
wounding anybody. The porter knew me quite well, and invited me to walk upstairs to
the apartments of my friend, situated on the third floor. From the windows | could not
see the bastion, which was hidden by the station; but to the left, in the distance, beyond
the Bois de Boulogne, wherein | fancied | perceived troops moving between the
branches, but whether Versaillais or Parisians | could not tell, arose the tremendous
Mont Valerien bathed in sunlight. The flashes from the cannon, which in daylight have a
pale silver tint, succeeded each other rapidly; the explosions were formidable, and the
fort was crowned with a wreath of smoke. They appeared to be firing in the direction of
Levallois, rather than on the Porte Maillot. The Federals did not seem to attempt to
reply. Turning myself towards the right | could scan nearly the whole length of the
Avenue de Neuilly. The bare piece of ground which constitutes the military zone was
completely deserted; several shells fell there that had been aimed doubtless at the
Porte Maillot or the bastion. The position | had taken up at the window was rather a
perilous one. | was just behind the bastion. Beyond the military zone most of the
houses seemed uninhabited, but | saw distinctly
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the National Guards in front of the Restaurant Gilet, making their soup on the side-
walk. | was too far away to judge of the extent of the mischief done by the
cannonading, but | was told that several roofs had fallen in and many walls had been
thrown down in that quarter. All that | could see of the market-place was empty; but the
sound of musketry, and the smoke which issued from the houses on one side of it, told
me that the Federals were there in sufficient numbers. A little further on | saw the
barrels of the rifles sticking out of the windows, with little wreaths of smoke curling out of
them; small knots of armed men every now and then marched hurriedly across the
avenue, and disappeared into the opposite houses. Partly on account of the distance,
and partly on account of the blinding sun, and partly, perhaps, on account of the
emotion | experienced, which made me desire and yet fear to see, | could distinguish
the bridge but indistinctly, with the dark line of a barricade in front of it. What surprised
me most in the battle which | was busily observing, was the extraordinarily small
number of combatants that were visible, when suddenly—it was about two o’clock in the
afternoon—the Versailles batteries at Courbevoie, which had been silent for some time,
began firing furiously. The horrid screech of the mitrailleuse drowned the hissing of the
shells; the whole breadth of the long avenue was covered by a kind of white mist. The
bastion in front of me replied energetically. It seemed to me as if the interior part of my
ear was being rent asunder, when suddenly | heard a dull heavy sound, such as | had
not heard before, and | felt the house tremble beneath me. Loud cries arose from the
National Guards on the ramparts. | fancied that a rain of shot and shell had destroyed
the drawbridge of the Porte Maillot; but it was not so; in the distance | saw that the
clouds of smoke were rolling nearer and nearer, and that the roar of the musketry, which
had greatly increased, sounded close by. | felt sure that a rush was being made from
Courbevoie—that the Versaillais were advancing. The shells were flying over our heads
in the direction of the Champs Elysees. | began to distinguish that a tumultuous mass
of human beings were marching on in the smoke, in the dust, in the sun. The guns on
the bastion now thundered forth incessantly. There was no mistaking by this time, there
were the Versaillais; | could see the red trowsers of the men of the line. The Federals
were shooting them down from the windows. Then | saw the advanced guard stop,
hesitate beneath the balls which seemed to rain on them from the Place du Marche, and
presently retire. Whereupon a large number of Federals poured forth from the houses,
and, walking close to the walls, to be as much as possible out of the way of the
projectiles, hurried after the retreating enemy. But suddenly, when they had arrived a
little too far for me to distinguish anything very clearly, they in their turn came to a
standstill, and then retraced their steps, and returned to their positions within the
houses. The fire from the Versaillais then sensibly diminished, but that of the bastions
continued its furious attack. It was thus that | withessed one of those chasse-croises
under fire, which have become so frequent since this dreadful civil war was
concentrated at Neuilly.
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[lllustration: HORSE CHASSEUR ACTING AS A COMMUNIST ARTILLERY MAN,
ATTENDED BY A GAMIN SPONGER.]

As it would have been most imprudent to follow the railway cutting, or to have gone
back by the Avenue de la Grande Armee, where the Versailles shells were still falling, |
walked up the Rue du Debarcadere, and then turned into the Rue Saint-Ferdinand, and
soon found myself in the Place des Ternes, in front of the church. There was a most
dismal aspect about the whole of this quarter. Situated close to the ramparts, it is very
much exposed, and had suffered greatly. Nearly all the shops were shut; some of the
doors, however, of those where wine or provisions, are sold, were standing open, while
on the shutters of others were inscribed in chalk, “The entrance is beneath the
gateway.” | was astonished to see that the church was open, a rare sight in these
days. Why, is it possible that the Commune has committed the unqualifiable
imprudence of not arresting the cure of Saint-Ferdinand, and that she is weak enough
—may she not have to regret it'—to permit the inhabitants of Ternes to be baptised,
married, and buried according to the deplorable rites and ceremonies of Catholicism,
which has happily fallen into disuse in the other quarters of Paris? | can now
understand why the shells fall so persistently in this poor arrondissement: the anger of
the goddess of Reason (shall we not soon have a goddess of Reason?) lies heavily on
this quarter, the shame of the capital, where the inhabitants still try to look as if they
believed in heaven! In spite of everything, however, | entered the church; there were a
great many women on their knees, and several men too. The prayers of the dead were
being said over the coffin of a woman who, | was told, was killed yesterday by a ball in
the chest, whilst crossing the Avenue des Ternes, just a little above the railway bridge.
A ball, how strange! yet | was assured such was the case. It is pretty evident, then, that
the Versaillais were considerably nearer to Paris, on this side at least, than the official
despatches lead us to suppose.

On returning to the street | directed my steps in the direction of the Place d’Eylau. Two
National Guards passed me, bearing a litter between them.—"“Oh, you can look if you
like,” said one. So | drew back the checked curtain. On the mattress was stretched a
woman, decently dressed, with a child of two or three years lying on her breast. They
both looked very pale; one of the woman’s arms was hanging down; her sleeve was
stained with blood; the hand had been carried away.—"“Where were they wounded?” |
asked.—“Wounded! they are dead. It is the wife and child of the velocipede-maker in
the Avenue de Wagram; if you will go and break the news to him you will do us a good
service.”
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It was therefore quite true, certain, incontestable. The balls and shells of the Versaillais
were not content with killing the combatants and knocking down the forts and ramparts.
They were also killing women and children, ordinary passers-by; not only those who
were attracted by an imprudent curiosity to go where they had no business, but
unfortunates who were necessarily obliged to venture into the neighbouring streets, for
the purpose of buying bread. Not only do the shells of the National Assembly reach the
buildings situated close to the city walls, but they often fall considerably farther in,
crushing inoffensive houses, and breaking the sculpture on the public monuments. No
one can deny this. | have seen it with my own eyes. Anyhow, the projectiles fall nearer
and nearer the centre. Yesterday they fell in the Avenue de la Grande Armee; to-day
they fly over the Arc de Triomphe, and fall in the Place d’Eylau and the Avenue
d’Uhrich. Who knows but what to-morrow they will have reached the Place de la
Concorde, and the next day perhaps | may be killed by one on the Boulevard
Montmartre? Paris bombarded! Take care, gentlemen of the National Assembly! What
the Prussians did, and what gave rise to such a clamour of indignation on the part of the
Government of the 4th September, it will be both infamous and imprudent for you to
attempt. You kill Frenchmen who are in arms against their countrymen,—alas! that is a
horrible necessity in civil war,—but spare the lives and the dwellings of those who are
not arrayed against you, and who are perhaps your allies. It is all very well to argue that
guns are not endowed with the gifts of intelligence and mercy, and that one cannot
make them do exactly what one likes; but what have you done with those marvellous
marksmen who, during the siege, continually threw down the enemy’s batteries and
interrupted his works with such extraordinary precision, and who pretended that at a
distance of seven thousand metres they could hit the gilded spike of a Prussian
helmet? Wherefore have they become so clumsy since they changed places with their
adversaries? Joking apart, in a word, you are doing yourself the greatest injury in being
so uselessly cruel; every shell overleaping the fortifications is not only a crime, but a
great mistake. Remember, that in this horrible duel which is going on, victory will not
really remain with that party which shall have triumphed over the other, by the force of
arms (yours undoubtedly), but to the one who, by his conduct, shall have succeeded in
proving to the neutral population, which observes and judges, that right was on his
side. | do not say but what your cause is the best; for although we may have to
reproach you with an imprudent resistance, unnecessary attacks, and a wilful obstinacy
not to see what was legitimate and honourable in the wishes of the Parisians, still we
must consider that you represent, legally, the whole of France. | do not say, therefore,
but what your cause is the
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best; frankly though, can you hope to bring over to your side that large body of citizens,
whose confidence you had shaken, by massacring innocent people in the streets, and
destroying their dwellings? If this bombardment continues, if it increases in violence as
it seems likely to do, you will become odious, and then, were you a hundred times in the
right, you will still be in the wrong. Therefore, it is most urgent that you give orders to
the artillerymen of Courbevoie and Mont Valerien, to moderate their zeal, if you do not
desire that Paris—neutral Paris—should make dangerous comparisons between the
Assembly which flings us its shells, and the Commune which launches its decrees, and
come to the conclusion that decrees are less dangerous missiles than cannon-balls. As
to the legality of the thing, we do not much care about that; we have seen so many
governments, more or less legal, that we are somewhat blases on that point; and a few
millions of votes have scarcely power enough to put us in good humour with shot and
shell. Certainly the Commune, such as the men at the Hotel de Ville have constituted it,
Is not a brilliant prospect. It arrests priests, stops newspapers, wishes to incorporate us,
in spite of ourselves, in the National Guard; robs us—so we are told; lies inveterately—-
that is incontestable, and altogether makes itself a great bore; but what does that
matter?—human nature is full of weaknesses, and prefers to be bored than bombarded.

[lllustration: MARINE GUNNER AND STREET-BOY.

During the Prussian siege the sailors of the French navy played an important part, their
bravery, activity, and ingenuity being much esteemed by the Parisians. Some, of them
took the red side, and manned the gun-boats on the Seine. Knowing the prestige
attached to the brave marines, the Communist generals made use of the naval clothes
found in the marine stores, and dressed therein some of the valliant heroes of Belleville
and Montmartre.]

FOOTNOTES:

[Footnote 46: The game of pitch-halfpenny, in, which, in France, a cork (bouchon), with
halfpence on the top of it, is placed on the ground.]

[Footnote 47: General Eudes was the Alcibiades, or rather the Saint Just, of the
Commune. He had the face and manners of a fashionable tenorino, the luxurious taste
of the Athenian, the cruel inflexibility of Robespierre’s protege. He was born at Bonay,
in the arrondissement of Coutances. His father was a tradesman of the Boulevard des
Italians. In his examination before the Council of War in August, 1870, Eudes called
himself a shorthand writer and law student, though his real position was said to be that
of a linendraper’s clerk. His first notable exploit was the assassination of a fireman at
La Villette. For this crime he was brought before the First Council of War at Paris. Here
he informed the President, in somewhat unparliamentary
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terms, that “the betrayers of the country were not the Republicans, and that to destroy
the Imperial Government was to annihilate the Prussians.” In spite of the eloquent
appeal of his counsel, he was condemned to death. The events of the fourth of
September prevented the execution of this sentence, and he lived to take an active part
in the agitation of the thirty-first of October. He was again tried for this conduct and
acquitted, together with Vermorel, Ribaldi, Lefrancais and others. Eudes’ name figures
in the first decrees of the Commune, and on the last of those of the Committee of Public
Safety. On the second of April he was appointed Delegate for War, and, conjointly with
Cluseret, organised ten corps of the Enfants Perdus of Belleville. He promised to each
of his volunteers an annuity of 300 francs and a decoration. Eudes was an atheist of
the most violent type, and sayings are attributed to him which make one shudder.]

XXXIX.

Where is Bergeret? What have they done with Bergeret? We miss Bergeret. They
have no right to suppress Bergeret, who, according to the official document, was
“himself” at Neuilly; Bergeret, who drove to battle in an open carriage; who enlivened
our ennui with a little fun. They were perfectly at liberty to take away his command and
give it to whomsoever they chose; | am quite agreeable to that, but they had no right to
take him away and prevent him amusing us. Alas! we do not have the chance so often!
[48]

Rumours are afloat that he has been taken to the Conciergerie. Poor Bergeret! and
why is he so treated? Because he got the Federals beaten in trying to lead them to
Versailles?

[lllustration: CORPS LEGISLATIF.—THE HEAD-QUARTERS OF GENERAL
BERGERET.]

Citizens, if you will allow me to express my humble opinion on the subject, | shall take
the opportunity of insinuating that the plan of Citizen Bergeret—which has, |
acknowledge, been completely unsuccessful—was the only possible one capable of
transforming into a triumphant revolution, the emeute of Montmartre, now the Commune
of Paris.

Let us look at it from a logical point of view, if you please. Does it seem possible to you,
that Paris can hold its own against the whole of the rest of France? No, most certainly
not. Today, especially, after the disasters that have occurred to the communal
insurrectionists of Marseilles, Lyons, and Toulouse—disasters which your lying official
reports have in vain tried to transform into successes; today, | say, you cannot possibly
nourish any delusive hopes of help from the provinces. In a few days, you will have the
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whole country in array in front of your ramparts and your ruined fortresses, and then you
are lost; yes, lost, in spite of all the blinded heroism of those whom you have beguiled to

the slaughter. The only hope you could reasonably have conceived was that of profiting
by the first
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moment of surprise and disorder, which the victorious revolt had occasioned among the
small number of hesitating soldiery which then constituted the whole of the French
army; to surprise Versailles, inadequately defended, and seize, if it were possible, on
the Assembly and the Government. Your sudden revolution wanted to be followed up
by a brusque attack, there would then have been some hope—a faint one, | confess,
but still a hope, and this plan of Bergeret, by the very reason of its audacity, should not
have been condemned by you, who have only succeeded through violence and
audacity, and can only go on prospering by the same means. Now what do you mean
to do? To resist the whole of France? To resist your enemies inside the walls, besides
those enemies outside, who increase in numbers and confidence every day? Your
defeat is certain, and from this day forth is only a question of time. You were decidedly
wrong to put Bergeret “in the shade” as they say at the Hotel de Ville,—firstly, because
he amused us; and secondly, because he tried the only thing that could possibly have
succeeded—an enterprise worthy of a brilliant madman.

FOOTNOTES:

[Footnote 48: General Bergeret, Member of the Central Committee, Delegate of War,
&c., was a bookseller’s assistant. He emerged in 1869 from a printing-office to support
the irreconcileable candidates in the election meetings.

Events progressed, and on the 18th of March Victor Bergeret reappeared, resplendent
in gold lace and embroidery, happy to have found at last a government, to which Jules
Favre did not belong.

When Bergeret, who never had any higher grade than that of sergeant in the National
Guard, was made general, he believed himself to be a soldier. A friend of this
pasteboard officer said one day, “If Bergeret were to live a hundred years, he would
always swear he had been a general.”

On the 8th April, Victor Bergeret was arrested by order of the Executive Commission for
having refused obedience to Cluseret, a general too, and his superior, and he was
incarcerated in the prison of Mazas, where he remained for a short time, until the day
when Cluseret was shut up there himself. In fact, Cluseret went into the very cell which
Bergeret had just quitted, and found an autograph note written on the wall by his
predecessor, and addressed to himself. The words ran thus:—

“CITIZEN CLUSERET,—

“You have had me shut up here, and you will be here yourself before eight days are
over.
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“GENERAL BERGERET.”

On leaving the prison of Mazas, Bergeret was still kept a prisoner for a time in a
magnificent apartment of the Hotel de Ville, decorated with gilded panneling and cerise-
coloured satin. His wife was allowed to join him here, and he also obtained permission
to keep with him a little terrier, of which he was extremely fond. Shortly afterwards he
was reinstated, took his place again in the Communal Assembly, and was attached to
the commission of war. The beautiful palace of the president of the Corps Legislatif was
now his residence, and there he delighted in receiving the friends who had known him
when he was poor. His invariable home-dress in palace as in prison, was red from head
to foot: red jacket, red trousers, and red Phrygian cap.
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One day, a short time after his release from prison, he said to an intimate friend:—-
“Affairs are going well, but the Commune is in need of money, | know it, and they are
wrong not to confide in me. | would lend them ten thousand francs willingly.” The
generalship had singularly enriched the booksellers assistant, Victor Bergeret.]

[lllustration: GENERAL DOMBROWSKI.]

XL.

Who takes Bergeret's place? Dombrowski.[49] Who had the idea of doing this?
Cluseret. First of all we had the Central Committee, then we had the Commune, and
now we have Cluseret. It looks as if Cluseret had swallowed the Commune, which had
previously swallowed and only half digested the Central Committee. We are told that
Cluseret is a great man, that Cluseret is strong, that Cluseret will save Paris. Cluseret
issues decrees, and sees that they are executed. The Commune says, “we wish;” but
Cluseret says, “I wish.” It is he who has conceived and promulgated the following edict:

“In consideration of the patriotic demands of a large number of National Guards, who,
although they are married men, wish to have the honour of defending their municipal
rights, even at the expense of their lives ...”

| should like to know some of those National Guards who attach so little importance to
their lives! Show me two, and | will myself consent to be the third. But | am interrupting
Dictator Cluseret.

“The decree of the fifth of April is therefore modified:”

The decree of the fifth of April was made by the Commune, but Cluseret does not care a
straw for that.

“From seventeen to nineteen, service in the marching-companies is
voluntary, but from nineteen to forty it is obligatory for the
National Guards, married or unmarried.

“I recommend all good patriots to be their own police, and to see
that this edict is carried out in their respective quartern, and to
force the refractory to serve.”

As to the last paragraph of Cluseret's decree it is impossible to joke about it, it is by far
too odious. This exhortation in favour of a press-gang,—this wish that each man should
become a spy upon his neighbour (he says it in so many words), fills me with anger and
disgust. What! | may be passing in the streets, going about my own business, and the
first Federal who pleases, anybody with dirty hands, a wretch you may be sure, for none
but a wretch would follow the recommendations of Cluseret,—an escaped convict, may
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take me by the collar and say, “Come along and be killed for the sake of my municipal
independence.” Or else | may be in bed at night, quietly asleep, as it is clearly my right
to be, and four or five fellows, fired with patriotic ardour, may break in my door, if | do

not hasten to open it on the first summons like a willing slave, and, whether I like it or
not,
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drag me in night-cap and slippers, in my shirt perhaps, if it so pleases the brave sans-
culottes, to the nearest outpost. Now | swear to you, Cluseret, | would not bear this, if |
had not, during the last few hungry days of the siege, sold to a curiosity dealer—your
colleague now in the Commune—my revolver, which | had hoped naively might defend
me against the Prussians! Think, a revolver with six balls, if you please, and which,
alas! | forgot to discharge!

We can only hope that even at this moment, when the revolution has brought out of the
darkness into the light, so many rascals and cowards, just as the sediment rises to the
top when the wine is shaken, we must hope, that there will be found in Paris, nobody to
undertake the mean office of spy and detective; and that the decree of M. Cluseret will
remain a dead-letter, like so many other decrees of the Commune. | will not believe all |
am told; | will not believe that last night several men, without any precise orders, without
any legal character whatever, merely National Guards, introduced themselves into
peaceful families; waking the wife and children, and carrying off the husband as one
carries off a housebreaker or an escaped convict. | am told that this is a fact, that it has
happened more than fifty times at Montmartre, Batignolles, and Belleville; yet | will not
believe it.[50] | prefer to believe that these tales are “inventions of Versailles” than to
admit the possibility of such infamy.

Come now, Cluseret, War Delegate, whatever he likes to call himself. Where does he
come from, what has he done, and what services has he rendered, to give him a right
thus to impose his sovereign wishes upon us?

He is not a Frenchman; nor is he an American; for the honour of France | prefer his
being an American. His history is as short as it is inglorious. He once served in the
French army, and left, one does not know why; then went to fight in America during the
war. His enemies affirm that he fought for the Slave States, his friends the contrary. It
does not seem very clear which side he was on—both, perhaps. Oh, America! you had
taken him from us, why did you not keep him? Cluseret came back to us with the glory
of having forsworn his country. Immediately the revolutionists received him with open
arms. Only think, an American! Do you like America? People want to make an
America everywhere. Modern Republics have had formidable enemies to contend with
—America and the revolution of '98. We are sad parodists. We cannot be free in our
own fashion, but are always obliged to imitate what has been or what is. But that which
is adapted to one climate or country, is it always that which is the fittest thing for
another? | will return, however, to this subject another time. America, who is so
vaunted, and whom | should admire as much as could reasonably be wished, if men did
not try to remodel France after her image, one must be blind not to see what she has of
weakness and of narrowness,
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amid much that is truly grand. It was said to me once by some one, “The American
mind may be compared to a compound liqueur, composed of the yeast of Anglo-Saxon
beer, the foam of Spanish wines, and the dregs of the petit-bleu of Suresnes, heated to
boiling point by the applause and admiration given by the genuine pale ale, the true
sherry, and authentic Chateau-Margaux to these their deposits. From time to time the
caldron seethes with a little too much violence, and the bubbling drink pours over upon
the old world, bringing back to the pure source, to the true vintage, their deteriorated
products. Oh! The poor wines of France! How many adulterations have they been
submitted to!” Calumny and exaggeration no doubt; but | am angry with America for
sending Cluseret back, as | am angry with the Commune for having imposed him on
Paris. The Commune, however, has an admirable excuse: it has not, perhaps, found
among true Frenchmen one with an ambition criminal enough to direct, according to her
wishes, the destruction of Paris by Paris, and France by France.

FOOTNOTES:

[Footnote 49: There are two versions of Dombrowski’s earlier history. By his admirers
he was said to have headed the last Polish insurrection: the party of order stigmatise
him as a Russian adventurer, who had fought in Poland, but against the Poles, and in
the Caucasus, in Italy, and in France—wherever; in fine, blows were to be given and
money earned. He entered France, like many other adventurous knights, in Garibaldi’s
suite, came to Paris after the siege, and immediately after the outbreak of the
eighteenth of March was created general by the Commune, and gathered round him in
guise of staff the most illustrious, or least ignoble, of those foreign parasites and
vagabonds, who have made of Paris a grand occidental Bohemian Babel. These
soldiers of fortune, most of whom had been “unfortunate” at home, formed the marrow
of the Commune’s military strength.

Dombrowski had gained a name for intrepidity even among these men of reckless
courage and adventurous lives. He maintained strict discipline, albeit to a not very
moral purpose. Whoever dared connect his name with the word defeat was shot. Like
many other Communist generals he took the most stringent measures for concealing
the truth from his soldiers, and thus staved off total demoralisation until the Versailles
troops were in the heart of Paris. His relations with the Federal authorities were not of
an uniformly amiable character.]

[Footnote 50: A poor Italian smith told me he had three men seized. They had taken a
stove near the fortifications of Ternes, when they were arrested. “But we are Italians!”
they cried. It was no excuse, for the Federals replied, “Italians! so much the better; you
shall serve as Garibaldians!”]
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It was not enough that men should be riddled with balls and torn to pieces by shells.
The women are also seized with a strange enthusiasm in their turn, and they too fall on
the battle-field, victims of a terrible heroism. What extraordinary beings are these who
exchange the needle for the needle-gun, the broom for the bayonet, who quit their
children that they may die by the sides of their husbands or lovers? Amazons of the
rabble, magnificent and abject, something between Penthesilea and Theroigne de
Mericourt. There they are seen to pass as cantinieres, among those who go forth to
fight. The men are furious, the women are ferocious,—nothing can appal, nothing
discourage them. At Neuilly, a vivandiere is wounded in the head; she turns back a
moment to staunch the blood, then returns to her post of danger. Another, in the 61st
Battalion, boasts of having killed three gardiens de la paix[51] and several gendarmes.
On the plain of Chatillon a woman joins a group of National Guards, takes her stand
amongst them, loads her gun, fires, re-loads and fires again, without the slightest
interruption. She is the last to retire, and even then turns back again and again to fire.
A cantiniere of the 68th Battalion was killed by a fragment of shell which broke the little
spirit-barrel she carried, and sent the splinters into her stomach. After the engagement
of the 3rd of April, nine bodies were brought to the mairie of Vaugirard. The poor
women of the quarter crowd there, chattering and groaning, to look for husbands,
brothers and son’s. They tear a dingy lantern from each other, and put it close to the
pale faces of the dead, amongst whom they find the body of a young woman literally
riddled with shot. What means the wild rage that seizes upon these furies? Are they
conscious of the crimes they commit; do they understand the cause for which they die?
Yesterday, in a shop of the Rue de Montreuil, a woman entered with her gun on her
shoulder and her bayonet covered with blood. “Wouldn’t you do better to stay at home
and wash your brats?” said an indignant neighbour. Whereupon arose a furious
altercation, the virago working herself into such a fury that she sprang upon her
adversary, and bit her violently in the throat, then withdrew a few steps, seized her gun,
and was going to fire, when she suddenly turned pale, her weapon fell from her hands,
and she sank back dead. In her wild passion she had broken a blood vessel. Such are
the women of the people in this terrible year of 1871. It has its cantinieres as '93 had its
tricoteuses,[52] but the cantinieres are preferable, for the horrible in them partakes of a
savage grandeur. Fighting as they are against brothers and kinsfolk, they are revolting,
but against a foreign enemy, they would have been sublime.
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Children, even, do not remain passive in this fearful conflict. The children! you cry,—but
do not smile; one of my friends has just seen a poor boy whose eye has been knocked
in with the point of a nail. It happened thus. It was on Friday evening in the principal
street of Neuilly. Two hundred boys—the eldest scarcely twelve years old—had
assembled there; they carried sticks on their shoulders, with knives and nails stuck at
the end of them. They had their army roll, and their numbers were called over in form,
and their chiefs—for they had chiefs—gave the order to form into half sections, then to
march in the direction of Charenton; a mite of a child trudged before, blowing in a penny
trumpet bought at a toy-shop, and they had a cantiniere, a little girl of six. Soon, they
met another troop of children of about the same numbers. Had the encounter been
previously arranged? Had it been decided that they should give battle? | cannot tell
you this, but at all events the battle took place, one party being for the Versailles troops,
the other for the Federals. Such a battle, that the inhabitants of the quarter had the
greatest difficulty in separating the combatants, and there were killed and wounded, as
the official despatches of the Commune would give it; Alexis Mercier, a lad of twelve,
whom his comrades had raised to the dignity of captain, was killed by the blow of a knife
in the stomach.

Ah! believe it, these women drunk with hate, these children playing at murder, are
symptoms of the terrible malady of the times. A few days hence, and this fury for
slaughter will have seized all Paris.

FOOTNOTES:

[Footnote 51: The Gardiens de la Paix replaced the Sergents de Ville. They carried no
sword, and wore a cap with a tricoloured band and cockade; in fact were the policemen
of Paris. The Gendarmerie are the country police.]

[Footnote 52: Tricoteuses (knitters), women who attended political clubs—working
whilst they listened—1871 refined upon the idea of 1793. The first revolution had its
Tricoteuses, that of 1871 its Petroleuses!!!]

XLIL.

May conciliation be hoped for yet? Alas! | can scarcely think so. The bloody fight will
have a bloody end. It is not alone between the Commune of Paris and the Assembly of
Versailles that there lies an abyss which only corpses can fill. Paris itself, at this
moment—I mean the Paris sincerely desirous of peace—is no longer understood by
France; a few days of separation have caused strange divisions in men’s minds; the
capital seems to speak the country’s language no longer. Timbuctoo is not as far from
Pekin, as Versailles is distant from Paris. How can one hope under such
circumstances, that the misunderstanding, the sole cause of our misfortunes, can be
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cleared away? How can one believe that the Government of Monsieur Thiers will lend
an ear to the propositions
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carried there by the members of the Republican Union of the rights of Paris,[53] by the
delegates of Parisian trade and by the emissaries of the Freemasons;[54] when the
principal object of all these propositions is the definitive establishment of the Republic,
and the fall and entire recognition of our municipal liberties. The National Assembly is
at the same point as it was on the eve of the 18th of March; it disregards now, as it did
then, the legitimate wishes of the population, and, moreover, it will not perceive the fact
that the triumphant insurrection—in spite of the excesses that everyone condemns—-
has naturally added to the validity of our just revendications. The “Communists” are
wrong, but the Commune, the true Commune, is right; this is what Paris believes, and,
unhappily, this is what Versailles will not understand; it wants to remain, as to the form
of its government, weakly stationary; it makes a municipal law that will be judged
insufficient; and, as it obstinately persists in errors which were worn out a month ago
and are rotten now, they will soon consider the “conciliators” whose ideas have
progressed from day to day, as the veritable agents of the insurrection, and send them,
purely and simply, about their business.

Nevertheless, the desire of seeing this fratricidal war at an end, is so great, so ardent,
so general, that convinced as we are of the uselessness of their efforts, we admire and
encourage those who undertake the almost hopeless task of pacification with persistent
courage. True Paris has now but one flag, which is neither the crimson rag nor the
tricolour standard, but the white flag of truce.

XLIIL

Do you know what the Abbaye de Cing-Pierres is, or rather what it was? Mind, not
Saint-Pierre, but Cing-Pierres (Five Stones). Gavroche,[55] who loves puns and is very
fond of slang, gave this nickname to a set of huge stones which stood before the prison
of La Roquette, and on which the guillotine used to be erected on the mornings when a
capital punishment was to take place. The executioner was the Abbe de Cing-Pierres,
for Gavroche is as logical as he is ingenious. Well! the abbey exists no longer, swept
clean away from the front of the Roquette prison. This is splendid! and as for the
guillotine itself, you know what has been done with that. Oh! we had a narrow escape!
Would you believe that that infamous, that abominable Government of Versailles,
conceived the idea, at the time it sat in Paris, of having a new and exquisitely improved
guillotine, constructed by anonymous carpenters? It is exactly as | have the honour of
telling you. You can easily verify the fact by reading the proclamation of the “sous-
comite en exercice.” What is the “active under-committee?” | admit that | am in total
ignorance on the subject; but, what does it matter! In these times when committees
spring up like mushrooms, it would be absurd to allow oneself to be astonished at a
committee—and especially a sub-committee—more or less. Here is the proclamation:
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“CITIZENS,—Being informed that a guillotine is at this moment in course of
construction,...” Dear me, yes, while you were fast asleep and dreaming, with no other
apprehension than that of being sent to prison by the members of the Commune, a
guillotine was being made. Happily, the sub-committee was not asleep. No, not they!
“... a guillotine ordered and paid for ...”. Are you quite sure it was paid for, good sub-
committee? For that Government, you know, had such a habit of cheating poor people
out of their rights. “... by the late odious government; a portable and rapid guillotine.”
Ha! What do you say to that? Does not that make your blood run cold? Rapid, you
understand; that is to say, that the guillotining of twelve or fifteen hundred patriots in a
morning would have been play to the Abbe of Cing-Pierres. And portable, too! A sort of
pocket guillotine. When the members of the Government had a circuit to make in the
provinces, they would have carried their guillotine with their seals of office, and if, at
Lyons, Marseilles, or any other great town, they had met a certain number of scoundrels
—Shnip, snap! In the twinkling of an eye, no more scoundrels left. Oh! how cunning!
But let us go on reading. “The sub-committee of the eleventh arrondissement ...” Oh!
so there is a sub-committee for each arrondisement, is there? “... has had these
infamous instruments of monarchical domination ...” One for you, Monsieur Thiers! “...
seized, and has voted their destruction for ever.” Very good intentions, sub-committee,
but you can’t write grammar. “In consequence, they will be burnt in front of the mairie,
for the purification of the arrondissement and the preservation of the new liberties.” And
accordingly, a guillotine was burnt on the 7th of April, at ten o’clock in the morning,
before the statue of Voltaire.

The ceremony was not without a certain weirdness. In the midst of a compact crowd of
men, women, and children, who shook their fists at the odious instrument, some
National Guards of the 187th Battalion fed the huge flames with broken pieces of the
guillotine, which crackled, blistered, and blazed, while the statue of the old philosopher,
wrapped in the smoke, must have sniffed the incense with delight. When nothing
remained but a heap of glowing ashes, the crowd shouted with joy; and for my own part,
| fully approved of what had just been done as well as of the approbation of the
spectators. But, between you and me, do you not think that many of the persons there
had often stationed themselves around the guillotine with rather different intentions than
that of seeing it burnt? And then, if in reducing this instrument of death to ashes, they
wished to prove that the time is past when men put men to death, it seems to me that
they ought not to stop at this. While we are at it, let us burn the muskets too,—what say
you?

FOOTNOTES:

[Footnote 53: The citizens, united under the denomination of the League of Republican
Union of the Rights of Paris, had adopted the following programme, which seemed to
them to express the wishes of the population:—
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“Recognition of the Republic.

“Recognition of the rights of Paris to govern itself, to regulate its police, its finances, its
public charities, its public instruction, and the exercise of its religious liberty by a council
freely elected and all-powerful within the scope of its action.

“The protection of Paris exclusively confided to the National Guard, formed of all
citizens fit to serve.

“It is to the defence of this programme that the members of the League wish to devote
their efforts, and they appeal to all citizens to aid them in the work, by making known
their adhesion, so that the members of the League, thereby strengthened and
supported, may exercise a powerful mediatory influence, tending to bring about the
return of peace, and to secure the maintenance of the Republic.

“Paris, 6th April, 1871.”

Here follow the signatures of former representatives, maires, doctors, lawyers, literary
men, merchants, and others.]

[Footnote 54: MANIFESTO OF THE FREEMASONS.

“In the presence of the fearful events which make all France shudder and mourn, in the
sight of the precious blood that flows in streams, the Freemasons, who represent the
sentiments of humanity and have spread them through the world, come once more to
declare before you, government and members of the Assembly, and before you,
members of the Commune, these great principles which are their law and which ought
to be the law of every one who has the heart of a man.

“The flag of the Freemasons bears inscribed upon it, the noble device—Liberty, Equality,
Fraternity, Union. The Freemasons uphold peace among men, and, in the name of
humanity, proclaim the inviolability of human life. The Freemasons detest all wars, and
cannot sufficiently express grief and horror at civil warfare. Their duty and their right are
to come between you and to say:

“In the name of humanity, in the name of fraternity, in the name of the distracted
country, put a stop to this effusion of blood; we ask of you, we implore of you, to listen to
our appeal.™]

[Footnote 55: Gavroche is a street boy of Paris, a gamin immortalized by Victor Hugo in
“Les Miserables,” a master of Parisian argot (slang).]
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XLIV.

I have just witnessed a horrible scene. Alas! what harrowing spectacles meet our eyes
on every side, and will still before all this comes to an end. | accompanied a poor old
woman to a cemetery in the east of Paris. Her son, who had engaged himself in a
battalion of Federal guards, had not been home for five days. He was most likely dead,
the neighbours said, and one bade her “go and look at the Cimetiere de I'Est, they have
brought in a load of bodies there.” Imagine a deep trench and about thirty coffins
placed side by side. Numbers of people came there to claim their own among the
dead. To avoid crowding, the National Guards made the people
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walk in order, two or three abreast, and thus they were marshalled among the tombs
and crosses. The poor woman and | followed the others. From time to time | heard a
burst of sobs; some one amongst the dead had been recognised. On we go slowly,
step by step, as if we were at the doors of a theatre. At last we arrive before the first
coffin. The poor mother | have come with is very weak and very sad; it is | who lift up
the thin lid of the coffin. A grey-haired corpse is lying within it, from the shoulders
downwards nothing but a heap of torn flesh, and clothes, and congealed blood. We
continue on. The second coffin also contains the body of an old man; no wounds are to
be seen; he was probably killed by a ball. Still we advance. | observe that the old men
are in far greater number than the young. The wounds are often fearful. Sometimes
the face is entirely mutilated. When | had closed the lid of the last coffin the poor
mother uttered a cry of relief; her son was not there! For myself, | was stupefied with
horror, and only recovered my senses on being pushed on by the men behind me, who
wanted to see in their turn. “Well! when will he have done?” said one. “I suppose he
thinks that it is all for him.”

[llustration: Burning the Guillotine. April]

XLV.

What is absolutely stupefying in the midst of all this, is the smiling aspect of the streets
and the promenades. The constantly increasing emigration is only felt by the diminution
in the number of depraved women and dissipated men; enough, however, remain to fill
the cafes and give life to the boulevards. It might almost be said that Paris is in its
normal state.

Every morning, from the Champs Elysees, Les Ternes, and Vaugirard, families are seen
removing into the town, out of the way of the bombardment, as at the time when Jules
Favre anathematised the barbarity of the Prussians. Some pass in cabs, others on foot,
walking sadly, with their bedding and household furniture piled on a cart. If you question
these poor people, they will all tell you of the shells from the Versailles batteries,
destroying houses and killing women and children. What matters it? Paris goes her
usual round of business and pleasure. The Commune suppresses journals and
imprisons journalists. Monsieur Richardet, of the National, was marched off to prison
yesterday, for the sole crime of having requested a passport of the savage Monsieur
Rigault; the Commune thrusts the priests into cells, and turns out the young girls from
the convents, imprisons Monsieur O’yan, one of the directors of the Seminary of St.
Sulpice; hurls a warrant of arrest at Monsieur Tresca, who escapes; tries to capture
Monsieur Henri Vrignault, who however, succeeds in reaching a place of safety; the
Commune causes perquisitions to be made by armed men in the banking houses,
seizes upon title deeds and money; has strong-boxes burst open
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by willing locksmiths; when the locksmiths are tired, the soldiers of the Commune help
them with the butt-ends of their muskets. They do worse still, these Communists—they
do all that the consciousness of supreme power can suggest to despots without
experience; each day they send honest fathers of families to their death, who think they
are suffering for the good cause, when they are only dying for the good pleasure of
Monsieur Avrial and Monsieur Billioray. Well! and what is Paris doing all this time?
Paris reads the papers, lounges, runs after the last news and ejaculates: “Ah! ah! they
have put Amouroux into prison! The Archbishop of Paris has been transferred from the
Conciergerie to Mazas! Several thousand francs have been stolen from Monsieur
Denouille! Diable! Diable!” And then Paris begins the same round of newspaper
reading, lounging, and gossiping again. Nothing seems changed. Nothing seems
interrupted. Even the proclamation of the famous Cluseret, who threatens us all with
active service in the marching regiments, has not succeeded in troubling the tranquillity
and indifference of the greater number of Parisians. They look on at what is taking
place, as at a performance, and only bestow just enough interest upon it to afford them
amusement. This evening the cannonading has increased; on listening attentively, we
can distinguish the sounds of platoon-firing; but Paris takes its glass of beer tranquilly at
the Cafe de Madrid and its Mazagran at the Cafe Riche. Sometimes, towards midnight,
when the sky is clear, Paris goes to the Champs Elysees, to see things a little nearer,
strolls under the trees, and smoking a cigar exclaims: “Ah! there go the shells.” Then
leisurely compares the roar of the battle of to-day to that of yesterday. In strolling about
thus in the neighbourhood of the shells, Paris exposes itself voluntarily to danger; Paris
is indifferent, and use is second nature. Then bed-time comes, Paris looks over the
evening papers, and asks, with a yawn, where the devil all this will end? By a
conciliation? Or the Prussians perhaps? And then Paris falls asleep, and gets up the
next morning, just as fresh and lusty as if Napoleon the Third were still Emperor by the
grace of God and the will of the French nation.

XLVL

An insertion in the Journal Officiel of Versailles has justly irritated the greater part of the
French press. This is the paragraph. “False news of the most infamous kind has been
spread in Paris where no independent journal is allowed to appear.” From these few
lines it may be concluded, that in the eyes of the Government of Versailles the whole of
the Paris newspapers, whose editors have not deserted their posts, have entirely
submitted to the Commune, and only think and say what the Commune permits them to
think and say. This is an egregious calumny. No, thank heaven! The Parisian press
has not renounced its independence, and if no account is taken
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(as is perfectly justifiable) of a heap of miserable little sheets which no sooner appear
than they die, and of some few others edited by members of the Commune, one would
be obliged to acknowledge, on the contrary, that since the 18th of March the great
majority of journals have exhibited proofs of a proud and courageous independence.
Each day, without allowing themselves to be intimidated, either by menaces of forcible
suppression or threats of arrest, they have fearlessly told the members of the Commune
their opinion without concealment or circumlocution. The French press has undoubtedly
committed many offences during the last few years, and is not altogether irresponsible
for the troubles which have overwhelmed the unhappy country; but reparation is being
made for these offences in this present hour of danger, and the fearless attitude which it
has maintained before these men of the Hotel de Ville, atones nobly for the past. It has
constituted itself judge; condemns what is condemnable, resists violence, endeavours
to enlighten the masses. Sometimes too—and this is perhaps its greatest crime in the
eyes of the Versailles Government—it permits itself to disapprove entirely of the acts of
the National Assembly; some journals going as far as to insinuate that the Government
Is not altogether innocent of the present calamities. But what does this prove? That the
press is no more the servant of the Assembly than it is the slave of the Commune; in a
word, that it is free.

And what false news is this of which the Journal Officiel of Versailles complains, and
against which it seems to warn us? Does it think it likely that we should be silly enough
to give credence to the shouts of victory that are recorded each morning, on the
handbills of the Commune? Does it suppose that we look upon the deputies as nothing
but a race of anthropophagi who dine every day off Communists and Federals at the
tables d’hote of the Hotel des Reservoirs? Not at all. We easily unravel the truth, from
the entanglement of exaggerations forged by the men of the Hotel de Ville; and it is
precisely this just appreciation of things that we owe to those papers which the Journal
Officiel condemns so inconsiderately.

But it is not of fake news alone, probably, that the Versailles Assembly is afraid. It would
not perhaps be sorry that we should ignore the real state of things, and | wager that if it
had the power it would willingly suppress ill-informed journals—although they are not
Communist the least in the world—who allow themselves to state that for six days the
shells of Versailles have fallen upon Les Ternes, the Champs Elysees and the Avenue
Wagram, and have already cost as many tears and as much bloodshed, as the Prussian
shells of fearful memory.

XLVIL.
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Wednesday, 12th April.—Another day passed as yesterday was, as to-morrow will be.
The Versaillais attack the forts of Vanves and Issy and are repulsed. There is fighting at
Neuilly, at Bagneux, at Asnieres. In the town requisitions and arrests are being made.
A detachment of National Guards arrives before the Northern railway-station. They
inquire for the director, but director there is none. Embarrassing situation this. The
National Guards cannot come all this way for nothing. Determined on arresting some
one, they carry off M. Felix Mathias, head of the works, and M. Coutin, chief inspector.
An hour later other National Guards imprison M. Lucien Dubois, general inspector of
markets, in the depot of the ex-Prefecture of Police. Here and there a few journalists
are arrested without cause, to serve as examples; some priests are despatched to
Mazas, among others M. Lartigues, cure of Saint Leu. Yesterday the following was
placarded on the shut doors of the church at Montmartre:

“Since priests are bandits and churches retreats where they have morally assassinated
the masses, causing France to cower beneath the clutches of the infamous Bonapartes,
Favres, and Trochus, the delegates of the stone masons at the ex-Prefecture of Police
give orders that the church of Saint-Pierre (not Cing-Pierres this time) shall be closed,
and decrees the imprisonment of its priests and its Freres Ignorantins. Signed by Le
Mousau.”

To-day it is the turn of the church of Notre Dame de Lorette. A considerable number of
worshippers had assembled in the holy place. The National Guards arrive, headed by
men in plain clothes. Under the Empire such men were called spies. The women found
praying are turned out, those who do not obey promptly enough, with blows. This done,
the guards retire. What they had come there for is not known. But what we are certain
of is, that they will begin again to-morrow in this same church, or in another. The days
resemble each other as the children of an accursed family. What frightful catastrophe
will break this shameful monotony?

XLVIIL.

Eh! What? Itis impossible! Are your brains scattered? | speak figuratively, awaiting
the time when they will be scattered in earnest. It must be some miserable jester who
has worded, printed, and placarded this unconscionable decree. But no, itis in the
usual form, the usual type. This is rather too much, Gentlemen of the Commune; it
outsteps the bounds of the ridiculous; you count a little too much this time on the
complicity of some of the population, and on the patience of others. Here is the decree:

[lustration: THE COLUMN IN THE PLACE VENDOME.
Erected by the first Napoleon to commemorate his German campaign of 1805.

An imitation of the Column of Trajan, at Rome, slightly taller.
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It cost 1,500,000 francs!]

195



A

DX:I BOOKRAGS

Page 112

“THE COMMUNE OF PARIS,

“Considering that the Imperial column of the Place Vendome is a monument of
barbarian, a symbol of brute force, of false glory, an encouragement of military spirit, a
denial of international rights, a permanent insult offered by the conquerors to the
conquered, a perpetual conspiracy against one of the great principles of the French
Republic, namely: Fraternity,

“Decrees:
“Sole article.—The Colonne Vendome is to be demolished.”

Now | must tell you plainly, you are absurd, contemptible, and odious! This sorry farce
outstrips all one could have imagined, and all that the Versailles papers said of you
must have been true; for what you are doing now is worse than anything they could ever
have dared to imagine. It was not enough to violate the churches, to suppress the
liberties,—the liberty of writing, the liberty of speaking, the liberty of free circulation, the
liberty of risking one’s life or not. It was not enough that blood should be recklessly
spilled, that women should be made widows and children orphans, trade stopped and
commerce ruined; it was not enough that the dignity of defeat—the only glory remaining
—should be swallowed up in the shameful disaster of civil war; in a word, it was not
sufficient to have destroyed the present, compromised the future; you wish now to
obliterate the past! Funereal mischief! Why, the Colonne Vendome is France, and a
trophy of its past greatness,—alas, at present in the shade—is not the monument, but
the record of a victorious race who strode through the world conquering as they went,
planting the tricolour everywhere. In destroying the Colonne Vendome, do not imagine
that you are simply overthrowing a bronze column surmounted by the statue of an
emperor; you disinter the remains of your forefathers to shake their fleshless bones, and
say to them, “You were wrong in being brave and proud and great; you were wrong to
conquer towns, to win battles; you were wrong to astound the universe by raising the
vision of France glorified. It is scattering to the wind the ashes of heroes! Itis telling
those aged soldiers, seen formerly in the streets (where are they now? Why do we
meet them no longer? Have you killed them, or does their glory refuse to come in
contact with your infamy?) It is telling the maimed soldiers of the Invalides, “You are but
blockheads and brigands. So you have lost a leg, and you an arm! So much the worse
for you idle scamps. Look on these rascals crippled for their country’s honour!” It is like
snatching from them the crosses they have won, and delivering them into the hands of
the shameless street urchins, who will cry, “A hero! a hero!” as they cry “Thief! thief!”
There is certainly purer and less costly grandeur than that which results from war and
conquests. You are free to dream for your country a glory different to the ancient glory;
but the heroic past, do not overthrow it, do not suppress it, now especially, when you
have nothing with which to replace it, but the disgraces of the present. Yet, no!
Complete your work, continue in the same path. The destruction of the Colonne
Vendome is but a beginning, be logical and continue; | propose a few decrees:
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“The Commune of Paris, considering that the Church of Notre Dame de Paris is a
monument of superstition, a symbol of divine tyranny, an affirmation of fanaticism, a
denial of human rights, a permanent insult offered by believers to atheists, a perpetual
conspiracy against one of the great principles of the Commune, namely, the
convenience of its members,

“Decrees:
“The Church of Notre Dame shall be demolished.”

What say you to my proposition? Does it not agree with your dearest desire? But you
can do better and better: believe me you ought to have the courage of your opinions.

“The Commune of Paris, considering that the Museum of the Louvre contains a great
number of pictures, of statues, and other objects of art, which, by the subjects they
represent, bring eternally to the mind of the people the actions of gods, and kings, and
priests; that these actions indicated by flattering brush or chisel are often delineated in
such a way as to diminish the hatred that priests, kings, and gods should inspire to all
good citizens; moreover, the admiration excited by the works of human genius is a
perpetual assault on one of the great principles of the Commune, namely, its imbecility,

“Decrees:

“Sole article.—The Museum of the Louvre shall be burned to the
ground.”

Do not attempt to reply that in spite of the recollections of religion and despotism
attached to these monuments you would leave Notre Dame and the Museum of the
Louvre untouched for the sake of their artistic importance. Beware of insinuating that
you would have respected the Colonne Vendome had it possessed some merit as a
work of art. You! respect the masterpieces of human art! Wherefore? Since when, and
by what right? No, little as you may have been known before you were masters, you
were yet known enough for us to assert that one of you—whom | will name: M.
Lefrancais—wished in 1848 to set fire to the Salon Carre; there is another of you—-
whom | will also name: M. Jules Valles—asserts that Homer was an old fool. It is true
that M. Jules Valles is Minister of Public Instruction. If you have spared Notre Dame
and the Museum of the Louvre up to this moment, it is that you dared not touch them,
which is a proof, not of respect but of cowardice.

Ah! our eyes are open at last! We are no longer dazzled by the chimerical hopes we
nourished for a moment, of obtaining, through you communal liberties. You did but
adopt those opinions for the sake of misleading us, as a thief assumes the livery of a
house to enter his master’s room and lay hands on his money. We see you now as you
are. We had hoped that you were revolutionists, too ardent, too venturous perhaps, but
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on the whole impelled by a noble intention: you are nothing but insurgents, insurgents
whose aim is to sack and pillage, favoured by disturbances and darkness. If a few well-
intentioned men were among
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you, they have fled in horror. Count your numbers, you are but a handful. If there still
remain any among you, who have not lost all power of discriminating between justice
and injustice, they look towards the door, and would fly if they dared. Yet this handful of
furious fools governs Paris still. Some among us have been ordered to their death, and
they have gone! How long will this last? Did we not surrender our arms? Can we not
assemble, as we did a month ago near the Bank, and deal justice ourselves without
awaiting an army from Versailles? Ah | we must acknowledge that the deputies of the
Seine and the Maires of Paris, misled like ourselves, erred in siding with the
insurrectionists. They wished to avert street fighting. Is the strife we are witnessing not
far more horrible than that we have escaped? One day’s struggle, and it would have
ended. Yes, we were wrong to lay down our arms; but who could have believed—the
excesses of the first few days seemed more like the sad consequences of popular
effervescence than like premeditated crimes—who could have believed that the chiefs
of the insurrection lied with such impudence as is now only too evident, and that before
long the Commune would be the first to deprive us of the liberties it was its duty to
protect and develope? The “Rurals” were right then,—they who had been so
completely in the wrong in refusing to lend an attentive ear to the just prayers of a
people eager for liberty, they were right when they warned us against the ignorance and
wickedness of these men. Ah! were the National Assembly but to will it, there would yet
be time to save Paris. If it really wished to establish a definite Republic, and concede to
the capital of France the right, free and entire, of electing an independent municipality,
with what ardour should we not rally round the legitimate Government! How soon would
the Hotel de Ville be delivered from the contemptible men who have planted themselves
there. If the National Assembly could only comprehend us! If it would only consent to
give Paris its liberty, and France its tranquillity, by means of honourable concessions!

XLIX.

The delegates of the League of the Republican Union of the Rights of Paris returned
from Versailles to-day, the 14th April, and published the following reports:—

“CITIZENS,—The undersigned, chosen by you to present your programme to the
Government of Versailles, and to proffer the good offices of the League to aid in the
conclusion of an armistice, have the honour of submitting you an account of their
mission.“The delegates, having made known to Monsieur Thiers the programme of the
League, he replied that as chief of the sole legal government existing in France he had
not to discuss the basis of a treaty, but notwithstanding he was quite ready to treat with
such persons whom he considered as representing Republican principles, and to
acquaint
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them with the intentions of the chief of the executive power.

“It is in accordance with these observations, which denote, in fact,
the true character of our mission, that Monsieur Thiers has made the
following declarations on different points of our programme.

“Respecting the recognition of the Republic, Monsieur Thiers answers for its existence
as long as he remains in power. A Republican state was put into his hands, and he
stakes his honour on its conservation.”

Ay! it is precisely that which will not satisfy Paris—Paris sighing for peace and liberty.
We have all the most implicit faith in Thiers’ honour. We are assured that the words,
“French Republic” will head the white Government placards as long as he remains in
power. But when Thiers is withdrawn from power—National Assemblies can be
capricious sometimes—what assures us that we shall not fall victims to a monarchical
or even an imperial restoration? Ghosts can appear in French history as well as in
Anne Radcliffe’s novels. To attempt to consider the elected members who sit at
Versallles as sincere Republicans is an effort beyond the powers of our credulity. You
see that Thiers himself dares not speak his thoughts on what might happen were he to
withdraw from power. Thus we find ourselves, as before, in a state of transition, and
this state of transition is just what appals us. We address ourselves to the Assembly,
and ask of it, “We are Republican; are you Republican?” And the Assembly pretends to
be deaf, and the deputies content themselves with humming under their breaths, some
the royal tune of “The White Cockade,” and others the imperial air of “Partant pour la
Syrie.” This does not quite satisfy us. It is true that Thiers says he will maintain the
form of government established in Paris as long as he possibly can; but he only
promises for himself, and it results clearly from all this that we shall not keep the
Republic long, since its definite establishment depends in fact on the majority in the
Assembly, while the Assembly is royalist, with a slight sprinkle of imperialism here and
there. But let us continue the reading of the reports.

“Respecting the municipal franchise of Paris, Monsieur Thiers declares that Paris will
enjoy its franchise on the same conditions as those of the other towns, according to a
common law, such as will be set forth by the Assembly of the representatives of all
France. Paris will have the common right, nothing less and nothing more.”

This again is little satisfactory. What will this common right be? What will the law set
forth by the representatives of all France be worth? Once more we have the most entire
confidence in Thiers. But have we the right to expect a law conformable to our wishes
from an assembly of men who hold opinions radically opposed to ours on the point
which is in fact the most important in the question—on the form of government?
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“Concerning the protection of Paris, now exclusively confided to the National Guards,
Monsieur Thiers declares that he will proceed at once to the organization of the National
Guard, but that cannot be to the absolute exclusion of the army.”

In my personal opinion, the President is perfectly right here; but from the point of view
which it was the mission of the delegates of the Republican Union to take, is not this
third declaration as evasive as the preceding?

“Respecting the actual situation and the means of putting an end to the effusion of
blood, Monsieur Thiers declares that not recognising as belligerents the persons
engaged in the struggle against the National Assembly, he neither can nor will treat the
guestion of an armistice; but he declares that if the National Guards of Paris make no
hostile attack, the troops of Versailles will make none either, until the moment, yet
undetermined, when the executive power shall resolve upon action and commence the
war.”

Oh, words! words! We are perfectly aware that Thiers has the right to speak thus, and
that all combatants are not belligerents. But what! Is it as just as it is legal to argue the
point so closely, when the lives of so many men are at stake; and is a small grammatical
concession so serious a thing, that sooner than make it one should expose oneself to all
the horrible feelings of remorse that the most rightful conqueror experiences at the sight
of the battle-field?

“Monsieur Thiers adds: 'Those who abandon the contest, that is to
say, who return to their homes and renounce their hostile attitude,
will be safe from all pursuit.”

Is Thiers quite certain that he will not find himself abandoned by the Assembly at the
moment when he enters upon this path of mercy and forgiveness?

“Monsieur Thiers alone excepts the assassins of General Lecomte and
General Clement Thomas, who if taken will be tried for the crime.”

And here he is undoubtedly right. We must have been blind indeed the day that this
double crime failed to open our eyes to the true characters of the men who, if they did
not commit it or cause it to be committed, made at least no attempt to discover the
criminals!

“Monsieur Thiers, recognising the impossibility for a great part of the
population, now deprived of work, to live without the allotted pay,
will continue to distribute that pay for several weeks longer.

“Such, citizens, is, etc., etc.”
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This report is signed by A. Dessonnaz, A. Adam, and Donvallet. Alas! we had foreseen
what the result of the honourable attempt made by the delegates of the Republican
Union would be. And this result proves that not only is the National Guard at war with
the regular troops, but that a persistent opposition is also made by the National
Assembly of Versailles to the most reasonable portion of the people of Paris.
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And yet the Assembly represents France, and speaks and acts only as she is
commissioned to speak and act. The truth then is this,—Paris is republican and France
is not republican; there is division between the capital and the country. The present
convulsion, brought about by a group of madmen, has its source in this divergence of
feeling. And what will happen? Will Paris, once more vanquished by universal suffrage,
bend her neck and accept the yoke of the provincials and rustics? The right of these is
incontestable; but will it, by reason of superiority of numbers, take precedence of our
right, as incontestable as theirs? These are dark questions, which hold the minds of
men in suspense, and which, in spite of our desire to bring the National Assembly over
to our side, the greater part of whose members could not join us without betraying their
trust, cause us to bear the intolerable tyranny of the men of the Hotel de Ville, even
while their sinister lucubrations inspire us with disgust.

L.

During this time the walls resound with fun. Paris of the street and gutter—Paris,
Gavroche and blackguard, rolls with laughter before the caricatures which ingenious
salesmen stick with pins on shutters and house doors. Who designed these wild
pictures, glaringly coloured and common, seldom amusing and often outrageously
coarse? They are signed with unknown names—pseudonyms doubtless; their authors,
amongst whom it is sad to think that artists of talent must be counted, are like women,
high born and depraved, mixing with their faces masked in hideous orgies.

These vile pictures with their infamous calumnies keep up and even kindle contempt
and hatred in ignorant minds. Laughter is often far from innocent. But the passers-by
think little of this, and are amused enough when they see Jules Favre’s head
represented by a radish, or the embonpoint of Monsieur Picard by a pumpkin. Where
will all this unwholesome stuff be scattered in a few days? Flown away and dispersed.
Eccentric amateurs will tear their hair at the impossibility of obtaining for their collections
these frivolous witnesses of troubled times. | will make a few notes so as to diminish
their despair as far as | am able.

A green soil and a red sky—In a black coffin is a half-naked woman, with a Phrygian
cap on her head, endeavouring to push up the lid with all her might. Jules Favre, lean,
small, head enormous, under lip thick and protruding, hair wildly flying like a willow in a
storm, wearing a dress coat, and holding a nail in one hand and a hammer in the other,
with his knee pressed upon the coffin-lid, is trying to nail it down, in spite of the very
natural protestations of the half-naked woman. In the distance, and running towards
them, is Monsieur Thiers, with a great broad face and spectacles, also armed with a
hammer. Below is written: “If one were to listen to these accursed Republics, they
would never die.”
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Signed, Faustin. Same author—Same woman. But this time she lies in a bed hung
with red flags for curtains. Her shoulders a little too bare, perhaps, for a Republic, but
she must be made attractive to her good friends the Federals. At the head of the bed a
portrait of Rochefort; Rochefort is the favoured one of this lady, it seems. Were | he, |
should persuade her to dress a little more decently. Three black men, in brigands’ hats,
their limbs dragging, and their faces distorted, approach the bed, singing like the
robbers in Fra Diavolo: “Ad.... vance ... ad ... vance ... with ... pru ... dence ...!” The first,
Monsieur Thiers, carries a heavy club and a dark lantern; Jules Favre, the second,
brandishes a knife, and the third, carries nothing, but wears a peacock’s feather in his
hat, and.... | have never seen Monsieur Picard, but they tell me that it is he.

The young Republic again, with shoulders bare and the style of face of a petite dame of
the Rue Bossuet. She comes to beg Monsieur Thiers, cobbler and cookshop-keeper,
who “finds places for pretenders out of employ, and changes their old boots for new at
the most reasonable prices,” to have her shoes mended. “Wait a bit! wait a bit!” says
the cobbler to himself, “I'll manage 'em so as to put an end to her walking.”

Here is a green monkey perched on the extreme height of a microscopic tribune. At the
end of his tail he wears a crown; on his head is a Phrygian cap. Itis Monsieur Thiers of
course. “Gentlemen,” says he, “I assure you that | am republican, and that | adore the
vile multitude.” But underneath is written: “We’ll pluck the Gallic cock!” The author of
this is also Monsieur Faustin. | have here a special reproach to add to what | have
already said of these objectionable stupidities. | do not like the manner in which the
author takes off Monsieur Thiers; he quite forgets the old and well-known resemblance
of the chief of the executive power to Monsieur Prud’homme, or what is the same thing,
to Prud’homme’s inventor, Henri Monnier. One day Gil Perez the actor, met Henri
Monnier on the Boulevard Montmartre. “Well, old fellow!” cried he, “are you back?
When are you and | going to get at our practical jokes again?” Henri Monnier looked
profoundly astonished; it was Monsieur Thiers!

The next one is signed Pilotel. Pilotel, the savage commissioner! He who arrested
Monsieur Chaudey, and who pocketed eight hundred and fifteen francs found in
Monsieur Chaudey’s drawers. Ah! Pilotel, if by some unlucky adventure you were to
succumb behind a barricade, you would cry like Nero: “Qualis artifex pereo!” But let us
leave the author to criticise the work. A Gavroche, not the Gavroche of the Miserables,
but the boy of Belleville, chewing tobacco like a Jack-tar, drunk as a Federal, in a purple
blouse, green trousers, his hands in his pockets, his cap on the nape of his neck; squat,
violent, and brutish. With an impudent jerk of the head he grumbles out: “I don’t want
any of your kings!” This coarse sketch is graphic and not without merit.
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Horror of horrors! “Council of Revision of the Amazons of Paris,” this next is called. Oh!
if the brave Amazons are like these formidable monstrosities, it would be quite sufficient
to place them in the first rank, and | am sure that not a soldier of the line, not a guardian
of the peace, not a gendarme would hesitate a moment at the sight, but all would fly
without exception, in hot haste and in agonised terror, forgetting in their panic even to
turn the butt ends of their muskets in the air. One of these Amazons—but how has my
sympathy for the amateurs of collections led me into the description of these creatures
of ugliness and immodesty?—one of them.... but no, | prefer leaving to your imagination
those Himalayan masses of flesh, and pyramids of bone—these Penthesileas of the
Commune of Paris that are before me.

Ah! Here is choleric old “Father Duchesne” in a towering passion, with short legs, bare
arms, and rubicund face, topped with an immense red cap. In one hand he holds a
diminutive Monsieur Thiers and stifles him as if he were a sparrow. Here, the drawing is
not only vile, but stupid too.

This time we have the nude, and it is not the Republic, but France that is represented.
If the Republic can afford to bare her shoulders, France may dispense with drapery
entirely. She has a dove which she presses to her bosom. On one side is a portrait of
Monsieur Rochefort. Again! Why this unlovely-looking journalist is a regular Lovelace.
Finally, two cats (M. Jules Favre and M. Thiers) are to be seen outside the garret
window with their claws ready for pouncing. “Poor dove!” is the tame inscription below
the sketch.[56]

[lustration: LITTLE PARIS AND HIS PLAYTHINGS. NURSE. Mais! sacre vingt-cing
mille noms d’'un moutard! What will you want next?

PETIT PARIS. I'll have the moon!]

Next we find a Holy Family, by Murillo. Jules Favre, as Joseph, leads the ass by the
reins, and a wet-nurse, who holds the Comte de Paris in her arms instead of the infant
Jesus, is seated between the two panniers, trying to look at once like Monsieur Thiers
and the Holy Virgin. The sketch is called “The Flight.... to Versailles.” Oh! fie! fie!
Messieurs the Caricaturists, can you not be funny without trenching on sacred ground?

We might refer to dozens more. Some date from the day when Paris shook off the
Empire, and are so infamous that, by a natural reaction of feeling, they inspire a sort of
esteem for those they try to make you despise; others, those which were seen by
everyone during the siege, are less vile, because, of the patriotic rage which originated
them, and excused them; but they are as odious as they can be nevertheless. But the
amateurs of collections who neglected to buy fly-sheets one by one as they appeared,
must be satisfied with the above.
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[Footnote 56: As a power for the encouragement of virtue and the suppression of vice,
caricature cannot be too highly estimated, though often abused. It is doubtful which
exercises the greater influence, poem or picture. In England, perhaps, picture wields
the greater power; in France, song. Yet, “let me write the ballads and you may govern
the people,” is an English axiom which was well known before pictures became so
plentiful or so popular, or the refined cartoons of Mr. Punch were ever dreamt of. In
Paris, where art-education is highly developed, fugitive designs seems to have, with but
few exceptions, descended into vile abuse and indecent metaphor, the wildest invective
being exhausted upon trivial matters—hence the failure.

The art advocates of the Commune, with but few exceptions, seem to have been of the
most humble sort, inspired with the melodramatic taste of our Seven Dials or the New
Out, venting itself in ill-drawn heroic females, symbols of the Republic, clad in white,
wearing either mural crowns or Phrygian caps, and waving red flags. They are the work
of aspiring juvenile artists or uneducated men. | allude to art favourable to the
Commune, and not that coeval with it, or the vast mass of pictorial unpleasantly born of
gallic rage during the Franco-Prussian war, including such designs as the horrible
allegory of Bayard, “Sedan, 1870,” a large work depicting Napoleon lll. drawn in a
caleche and four, over legions of his dying soldiers, in the presence of a victorious
enemy and the shades of his forefathers’, and the well-known subject, so popular in
photography, of “The Pillory,” Napoleon between King William and Bismarck, also set in
the midst of a mass of dead and dying humanity. Paper pillories are always very
popular in Paris, and under the Commune the heads of Tropmann and Thiers were
exhibited in a wooden vice, inscribed Pantin and Neuilly underneath. And, again, in
another print, entitled “The Infamous,” we have Thiers, Favre, and MacMahon, seen in a
heavenly upper storey, fixed to stakes, contemplating a dead mother and her child, slain
in their happy home, the wounds very sanguine and visible, the only remaining relict
being a child of very tender years in an overturned cradle; beneath is the inscription
“Their Works.” Communal art seems also to have been very severe upon landlords,
who are depicted with long faces and threadbare garments, seeking alms in the street,
or flying with empty bags and lean stomachs from a very yellow sun, bearing the words
“The Commune, 1871.” Whilst as a contrast, a fat labourer, with a patch on his blouse,
luxuriates in the same golden sunshine. As a sample of the better kind of French art,
we give two fac-similes, by Bertal, from The Grelot, a courageous journal started during
the Commune; it existed unmolested, and still continues. We here insert a fac-simile of
a sketch called “Paris and his Playthings.”

“What destruction the unhappy, spoiled, and ill-bred child whose name is Paris has
done, especially of late!
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“France, his strapping nurse, put herself in a passion in vain, the child would not listen
to reason. He broke Trochu’s arms, ripped up Gambetta, to see what there was inside.
He blew out the lantern of Rochefort; as to Bergeret himself, he trampled him under
foot.

“He has dislocated all his puppets, strewed the ground with the debris of his fancies,
and he is not yet content,—'What do you want, you wretched baby?'—’l want the moon!
The old woman called the Assembly was right in refusing this demand,—'The moon,
you little wretch, and what would you do with it if you had it?’—’l would pull it to bits, as |
did the rest.”

Further on will be found “Paris eating a General a day” (Chapter LXXVIII). Early in
June, 1871 there appeared in the same journal “The International Centipede,” “John
Bull and the Blanche Albion.” The Queen of England, clad in white, holding in her
hands a model of the Palace of Westminster, and sundry docks, resists the approach of
an interminable centipede, on which she stamps, vainly endeavouring to impede the
progress of the coil of fire and blood approaching to soil and fire her fair robe; beside
her stands John Bull, in a queer mixed costume, half sailor, with the smalls and gaiters
of a coalheaver. He bears the Habeas Corpus Act under his arm, but stands aghast
and paralysed, it never seeming to have occurred to the artist that this “Monsieur John
Boule, Esquire,” was well adapted by his beetle-crushers to stamp out the vermin.
Perhaps, it is needless to add, that the snake-like form issues from a hole in distant
Prussia, meandering through many nations, causing great consternation, and that M.
Thiers is finishing off the French section in admirable style.]

LI

What has Monsieur Courbet to do among these people? He is a painter, not a
politician. A few beery speeches uttered at the Hautefeuille Cafe cannot turn his past
into a revolutionary one, and an order refused for the simple reason that it is more
piquant for a man to have his button-hole without ornament than with a slip of red ribbon
in it, when it is well known that he disdains whatever every one else admires, is but a
poor title to fame. To your last, Napoleon Gaillard![57] To your paint-brushes, Gustave
Courbet! And if we say this, it is not only from fear that the meagre lights of Monsieur
Courbet are insufficient, and may draw the Commune into new acts of folly,—(though
we scarcely know, alas! if there be any folly the Commune has left undone,)—but it is,
above all, because we fear the odium and ridicule that the false politician may throw
upon the painter. Yes! whatever may be our horror for the nude women and unsightly
productions with which Monsieur Courbet[58] has honoured the exhibitions of paintings,
we remember with delight several, admirably true to nature, with sunshine and summer
breezes playing among the leaves, and streams murmuring refreshingly over the
pebbles,
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and rocks whereon climbing plants cling closely; and, besides these landscapes, a good
picture here and there, executed, if not by the hand of an artist—for the word artist
possesses a higher meaning in our eyes—at least by the hand of a man of some power,
and we hate that this painter should be at the Hotel de Ville at the moment when the
spring is awakening in forest and field, and when he would do so much better to go into
the woods of Meudon or Fontainebleau to study the waving of the branches and the
eccentric twists and turns of the oak-tree’s huge trunk, than in making answers to
Monsieur Lefrancais—iconoclast in theory only as yet—and to Monsieur Jules Valles,
who has read Homer in Madame Dacier’s translation, or has never read it at all. That
one should try a little of everything, even of polities, when one is capable of nothing
else, is, if not excusable, at any rate comprehensible; but when a man can make
excellent boots like Napoleon Gaillard, or good paintings like Gustave Courbet, that he
should deliberately lay himself open to ridicule, and perhaps to everlasting execration, is
what we cannot admit. To this Monsieur Courbet would reply: “It is the artists that |
represent; it is the rights and claims of modern art that | uphold. There must be a great
revolution in painting as in politics; we must federate too, | tell you; we’ll decapitate
those aristocrats, the Titians and Paul Veroneses; we’ll establish, instead of a jury, a
revolutionary tribunal, which shall condemn to instant death any man who troubles
himself about the ideal—that king whom we have knocked off his throne; and at this
tribunal | will be at once complainant, lawyer, and judge. Yes! my brother painters, rally
around me, and we will die for the Commune of Art. As to those who are not of my
opinion, | don’t care the snap of a finger about them.” By this last expression the friends
of Monsieur Gustave Courbet will perceive that we are not without some experience of
his style of conversation. Courbet, my master, you don’t know what you are talking
about, and all true artists will send you to old Harry, you and your federation. Do you
know what an artistic association, such as you understand it, would result in? In serving
the puerile ambition of one man—its chief, for there will be a chief, will there not,
Monsieur Courbet?—and the puerile rancours of a parcel of daubers, without name and
without talent. Artist in our way we assert, that no matter, what painter, even had he
composed works superior in their way to Courbet's “Combat de Cerfs” and “Femme au
Perroquet,” who came and said, “Let us federate,” we would answer him plainly: “Leave
us in peace, messieurs of the federation, we are dreamers and workers; when we
exhibit or publish and are happy enough to meet with a man who will buy or print a few
thousand copies of our work without reducing himself to beggary, we are happy. When
that is done, we do not trouble ourselves much about our work; the indulgence of a
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few friends, and the indignation of a few fools, is all we ask or hope for. We federate?
Why? With whom? If our work is bad, will the association with any society in the world
make it good? Will the works of others gain anything by their association with ours?
Let us go home, messieurs les artistes, let us shut our doors, let us say to our servants
—if we have any—that we are at home to no one, and, after having cut our best pencil,
or seized our best pen, let us labour in solitude, without relaxation, with no other thought
than that of doing the best we can, with no higher judge than that of our own artistic
conscience; and when the work is completed, let us cordially shake hands with those of
our comrades who love us; let us help them, and let them bring help to us, but freely,
without obligation, without subscriptions, without societies, and without statutes. We
have nothing to do with these free-masonries, absurd when brought into the domain of
intelligence, and in which two or three hundred people get together to do that, which
some new-comer, however unknown his budding fame, would accomplish at a blow, in
the face of all the associations in the world.” This is what | should naively reply to
Monsieur Courbet if he took it into his head to offer me any advice or compact
whatsoever to sign.

[lllustration: THE MODERN “EROSTRATE” COURBET]
[lllustration: IN PROGRESS OF REMOVAL, JUNE 7 1871]

The artists have done still better than we should; they have not answered at all, for one
cannot call the “General Assembly of all the Artists in Design,” presided over by
Monsieur Gustave Courbet, and held on the 13th of April, 1871, in the great
amphitheatre of the Ecole de Medecine, a real meeting of French artists. We know
several celebrated painters, and we saw none of them there. The citizens Potier and
Boulaix had been named secretaries. We congratulate them; for this high distinction
may, perhaps, aid in founding their reputation, which was in great want of a basis of
some kind. But there were some sculptors there, perhaps? We saw some long beards,
beards that were quite unknown to us, and their owners may have been sculptors,
perhaps. For Paris is a city of sculptors. But if artists were wanting, there were talkers
enough. Have you ever remarked that there are no orators so indefatigable as those
who have nothing to say? And the interruptions, the clamour, the apostrophising, more
highly coloured than courteous! Such an overwhelming tumult was never heard:—

“No more jury!”
“Yes! yes! a jury! a jury!”
“Out with the reactionist!”

“Down with Cabanel!”
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“And the women? Are the women to be on the jury?”

“Neither the women, nor the infirm.”

And all the time there is Monsieur Gustave Courbet, the chairman, desperately ringing
his bell for order, and launching some expressive exclamation from time to time. And
the result of all this? Absolutely nothing at all! No! stop! There were a few statutes
proposed—and every one amused himself immensely. “Well! so much the better,” said
one. “Every one laughed, and no harm was done to anybody.”
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We beg your pardon! There was a great deal of harm done—to Monsieur Courbet.

FOOTNOTES:

[Footnote 57: Gaillard Senior (a sort of Odger), cobbler of Belleville and democratic
stump orator. Appointed, April 8, to the Presidency of the Commission of Barricades.]

[Footnote 58: As a painter Courbet has been very diversely judged. He was the chief of
the ultra-realistic school, and therefore a natural subject for the contempt and abuse of
the admirers of “legitimate art.” But his later use of the political power entrusted to him
has drawn down upon him the wrath of an immense majority of the French public, which
his artistic misdemeanours had scarcely touched. On the sixteenth of April he was
elected a member of the Commune by the 6th arrondissement of Paris, and forthwith
appointed Director of the Beaux Arts. Until this time his life had been purely
professional, and consequently of mediocre interest for the general public. He was born
at Ornans, department of the Doubs, in 1819, and received his primary instructions from
the Abbe Gousset, afterwards Archbishop of Rheims. He first applied himself to the
study of mathematics, painting the while, and apparently aiming at a fusion of both
pursuits. He subsequently read for the bar for a short time, and, finally, adopting art as
his sole profession, threw himself heart and soul into a Renaissance movement as the
apostle of a new style. The peculiarities of his manner soon brought him into notoriety,
and a school of imitators grouped itself around him. His pride became a proverb. In
1870 he was offered the cross of the Legion of Honour, and refused it, arrogantly
declaring that he would have none of a distinction given to tradesmen and ministers.
The part he took in the destruction of the Colonne Vendome is familiar to all readers of
the English press. Three weeks after the fall of the Commune he was denounced by a
Federal officer, and discovered at the house of a friend hiding in a wardrobe, and in
September was condemned by the tribunal at Versailles to six months’ imprisonment
and a fine of 600 francs—a slight penalty that astonished everyone.]

LIl

It is forbidden to cross the Place Vendome, and naturally, walking there is prohibited
too. | had been prowling about every afternoon for the last few days, trying to pass the
sentinels of the Rue de la Paix, hoping that some lucky chance might enable me to
evade the military order; all | got for my pains was a sharply articulated “Passes au
large!” and | remained shut out.

To-day, as | was watching for a favourable opportunity, a petite dame who held up her
skirts to show her stockings, which were as red as the flag of the Hotel de Ville—out
upon you for a female Communist! —approached the sentinel and addressed him with
her most gracious, smile. And oh, these Federals! The man in office forgot his duty,
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and at once began with the lady a conversation of such an intimate description, that for
discretion’s sake | felt myself obliged to take a slight turn to the left, and a minute later |
had slipped into the forbidden Place.

213



A

DX:I BOOKRAGS

Page 125

A Place?—no, a camp it might more properly be called. Here and there, are seen a
crowd of little tents, which would be white if they were washed, and littered about with
straw. Under the tents lie National Guards; they are not seen, but plainly heard, for they
are snoring. You remember the absurd old bit of chop-logic often repeated in the
classes of philosophy? One might apply it thus: he sleeps well who has a good
conscience; the Federals sleep well; ergo, the Federals have a good conscience.
Guards walk to and fro with their pipes in their mouths. If | were to say that these
honourable Communists show by their easy manner, gentlemanly bearing, and superior
conversation, that they belong to the cream of Parisian society, you would perhaps be
impertinent enough not to believe one word of what | said. | think it, therefore,
preferable in every way to assert the direct contrary. There is a group of them flinging
away their pay at the usual game of bouchon. “The Soldier’s Pay and the Game of
Cork” is the title that might be given by those who would write the history of the National
Guard from the beginning of the siege to the present time. And if to the cork they added
the bottle, they might pride themselves upon having found a perfect one. This is how it
comes to pass. The wife is hungry, and the children are hungry, but the father is thirsty,
and he receives the pay. What does he do? He is thirsty, and he must drink; one must
think of oneself in this world. When he has satisfied his thirst, what remains? A few
sous, the empty bottle, and the cork. Very good. He plays his last sou on the famous
game, and in the evening, when he returns home, he carries to his family—what?—the
empty bottle!

On the Place two barricades have been made, one across the Rue de la Paix, and the
other before the Rue Castiglione. “Two formidable barricades,” say the newspapers,
which may be read thus: “A heap of paving stones to the right, and a heap of paving
stones to the left.” | whisper to myself that two small field-pieces, one on the place of
the New Opera-house, and the other at the Rue de Rivoli, would not be long before they
got the better of these two barricades, in spite of the guns that here and there display
their long, bright cylinders.

The Federals have decidedly a taste for gallantry. About twenty women—I say young
women, but not pretty women—are selling coffee to the National Guards, and add to
their change a few ogling smiles meant to be engaging.

As to the Column, it has not the least appearance of being frightened by the decree of
the Commune which threatens it with a speedy fall. There it stands like a huge bronze
I, and the emperor is the dot upon it. The four eagles are still there, at the four corners
of the pedestal, with their wreaths of immortelles, and the two red flags which wave from
the top seem but little out of place. The column is like the ancient honour of France,
that neither decrees nor bayonets can intimidate, and which in the midst of threats and
tumult, holds itself aloft in serene and noble dignity.
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Who would think it? They are voting. When | say “they are voting,” | mean to say “they
might vote;” for as for going to the poll, Paris seems to trouble itself but little about it.
The Commune, too, seems somewhat embarrassed. You remember Victor Hugo’s song
of the Adventurers of the Sea:

“En partant du golfe d’Otrente
Nous etions trente,

Mais en arrivant a Cadix
Nous n’etions que dix."[59]

The gentlemen of the Hotel de Ville might sing this song with a few slight variations.
The Gulf of Otranto was not their starting point, but the Buttes Montmartre; though to
make up for it they were eighty in number. On arriving at C——, no, | mean, the decree
of the Colonne Vendome, they were a few more than ten, but not many. What charming
stanzas in imitation of Victor Hugo might Theodore de Banville and Albert Glatigny write
on the successive desertions of the members of the Commune. The first to withdraw
were the maires of Paris, frightened to death at having been sent by the votes of their
fellow-citizens into an assembly which was not at all, it appears, their ideal of a
municipal council. And upon this subject Monsieur Desmarest, Monsieur Tirard, and
their adjoints will perhaps permit me an unimportant question. What right had they to
persuade their electors and the Friends of Order, to vote for the Commune of Paris if
they were resolved to decline all responsibility when the votes had been given them?
Their presence at the Hotel de Ville, would it not have infused—as we hoped—a
powerful spirit of moderation even in the midst of excesses that could even then be
foretold? When they have done all they can to persuade people to vote, have they the
right to consider themselves ineligible? In a word, why did they propose to us to elect
the Commune of Paris if the Commune were a bad thing? and if it were a good thing,
why did they refuse to take their part in it? Whatever the cause, no sooner were they
elected than they sent in their resignations. Then the hesitating and the timid
disappeared one after another, not having the courage to continue the absurdity to the
end. Add to all this the arrests made in its very bosom by the Assembly of the Hotel de
Ville itself, and you will then have an idea of the extent of the dilemma. A few days
more and the Commune will come to an end for want of Communists, and then we shall
cry, “Haste to the poll, citizens of Paris!” And the white official handbills will announce
supplementary elections for Sunday, 16th of April.
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But here comes the difficulty; there may be elections, but not the shadow of an elector.
Of candidates there are enough, more than enough, even to spare; Toting lists where
the electors’ names are inscribed; ballot-urns-no, ballot-boxes this time-to receive the
lists; these are all to be found, but voters to put the lists into the ballot-boxes, to elect
the candidates, we seek them in vain. The voting localities may be compared to the
desert of Sahara viewed at the moment when not a caravan is to be seen on the whole
extent of the horizon, so complete is the solitude wherever the eager crowd of voters
was expected to hasten to the poll. Are we then so far from the day when the
Commune of Paris, in spite of the numerous absentees, was formed—thanks to the
strenuous efforts of the few electors left to us? Alas! At that time we had still some
illusions left to us, whilst now.... Have you ever been at the second representation of a
piece when the first was a failure? The first day there was a cram, the second day only
the claque remained. People had found oat the worth of the piece, you see.
Nevertheless, though the place is peopled only with silence and solitude, the claque
continues to do its duty, for it receives its pay. For the same reason one sees a few
battalions marching to the poll, all together, in step, just as they would march to the
fighting at the Porte Maillot; and as they return they cry, “Oh! citizens, how the people
are voting! Never was such enthusiasm seen!” But behind the scenes,—I mean in the
Hotel de Ville,—authors and actors whisper to each other: “There is no doubt about it, it
is a failure!”

FOOTNOTES:

[Footnote 59:

On leaving the gulf of Otranto
There were thirty of us there,
But on arriving at Cadiz
There were no more than ten.

]
LIV.

And what has become of the Bourse? What are the brokers and jobbers saying and
doing now? | ask myself this question for the first time, as in ordinary circumstances,
the Bourse is of all sublunary things that which occupies me the least. | am one of
those excessively stupid people, who have never yet been able to understand how all
those black-coated individuals can occupy three mortal hours of every day, in coming
and going beneath the colonnade of the “temple of Plutus.” | know perfectly well that
stockbrokers and jobbers exist; but if | were asked what these stockbrokers and jobbers
do, | should be incapable of answering a single word. We have all our special
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ignorances. | have heard, it is true, of the Corbeille,[60] but | ingeniously imagined, in
my simple ignorance, that this famous basket was made in wicker work, and crammed
with sweet-scented leaves and flowers, which the gentlemen of the Bourse, with the
true gallantry of their nation, made up into emblematical bouquets to offer to their lady
friends. | was shown, however, how much | was deceived by a friend who enlightened
me, more or less, as to what is really done in the Bourse in usual times, and what they
are doing there now.
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| must begin by acknowledging that in using the worn metaphor of the “temple of Plutus”
just now, | knew little of what | was talking about.

The Bourse is not a temple; if it were it would necessarily be a church or something like
one, and consequently would have been closed long ago by our most gracious
sovereign, the Commune of Paris.

The Bourse, then, is open; but what is the good of that? you will say, for all those who
haunt it now, could get in just as well through closed doors and opposing railings;
spectres and other supernatural beings never find any difficulty in insinuating
themselves through keyholes and slipping between bars. 'Poor phantoms! Thanks to
the weakness of our Government, which has neglected to put seals on the portals of the
Bourse, they are under the obligation of going in and coming out like the most ordinary
individuals; and a Parisian, who has not learned, by a long intimacy with Hoffmann and
Edgar Poe, to distinguish the living from the dead, might take these ghosts of the
money-market for simple boursiers. Thank heaven! | am not a man to allow myself to
be deceived by specious appearances on such a subject, and | saw at once with whom
| had to do.

On the grand staircase there were four or five of them, spectres lean as vampires who
have not sucked blood for three months; they were walking in silence, with the creeping,
furtive step peculiar to apparitions who glide among the yew-trees in church-yards.
From time to time one of them pulled a ghost of a notebook from his ghost of a
waistcoat-pocket, and wrote appearances of notes with the shadow of a pencil. Others
gathered together in groups, and one could distinctly hear the rattling of bones beneath
their shadowy overcoats. They spoke in that peculiar voice which is only understood by
the confreres of the magi Eliphas Levy, and they recall to each other’s mind the
guotations of former days, Austrian funds triumphant, Government stock at 70 (quantum
mutata ab illa), bonds of the city of Paris 1860-1869, and the fugitive apotheosis of the
Suez shares. They said with sighs: “You remember the premiums? In former times
there were reports made, in former times there were settling days at the end of the
month, and huge pocket-book’s were so well filled, that they nearly burst; but now, we
wander amidst the ruins of our defunct splendour, as the shade of Diomedes wandered
amid the ruins of his house at Pompeii. We are of those who were; the imaginary
guotations of shares that have disappeared, are like vain epitaphs on tombs, and we,
despairing ghosts, we should die a second time of grief, if we were not allowed to
appear to each other in this deserted palace, here to brood over our past financial
glories!” Thus spoke the phantoms of the money market, and then added: “Oh!
Commune, Commune, give us back our settling days?” From time to time a phantom,
which still retains its haughty air, and in which we recognise a defunct of distinction,
passes
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near them. In the days of Napoleon the Third and the Prussians this was a stockbroker;
it passed along with a mass of documents under its arm,—as the father of Hamlet,
rising from the grave, still wore his helmet and his sword. It enters the building, goes
towards the Corbeille, shouts out once or twice, is answered only by an echo in the
solitude, and then returns, saluted on his passage by his fellow-ghost. And to think that
a little bombardment, followed by a successful attack, seven or eight houses set on fire
by the Versalilles shells, seven or eight hundred Federals shot, a few women blown to
pieces, and a few children killed, would suffice to restore these desolate spectres to life
and joy. But, alas! hope for them is deferred; the last circular of Monsieur Thiers
announces that the great military operations will not commence for several days. They
must wait still longer yet. The people who cross the Place de la Bourse draw aside with
a sort of religious terror from the necropolis where sleep the three per cents and the
shares of the Credit Foncier; and if the churches were not closed, more than one
charitable soul would perhaps burn a candle to lay the unquiet spirits of these
despairing jobbers.

FOOTNOTES:

[Footnote 60: A circular space in the great hall of the Bourse, enclosed with a railing,
and in which the stockbrokers stand to take bids. It is nicknamed the basket (corbeille).]

LV.

The game is played, the Commune is au complet. In the first arrondissement 21260
electors, are inscribed, and there were 9 voters! Monsieur Vesinier had 2 votes, and
Monsieur Vesinier was elected. Monsieur Lacord—more clever still—has no votes at
all, and, triumphing by the unanimity of his electors, Monsieur Lacord will preside over
the Commune of Paris in future. A very logical arrangement. It must be evident to all
serious minds that the legislators of the Hotel de Ville have promulgated in petto a law
which they did not think it necessary to make known, but which exists nevertheless, and
most be couched somewhat in the following terms:—“Clause 1st. The elections will not
be considered valid, if the number of voters exceed a thousandth part of the electors
entered.—Clause 2nd. Every candidate who has less than fifteen votes will be elected;
if he has sixteen his election will be a matter of discussion.” The poll is just like the
game called, “He who loses gains, and he who gains loses!” and the probable
advantages of such an arrangement are seen at once. Now let us do a bit of
Communal reasoning. By whom was France led within an inch of destruction? By
Napoleon the Third. How many votes did Napoleon the Third obtain? Seven millions
and more. By whom was Paris delivered into the hands of the Prussians? By the
dictators of the 4th September. How many votes did the dictators of the 4th September
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get for themselves in the city of Paris? More than three hundred thousand. Ergo, the
candidates who obtain the greatest number of votes are swindlers and fools. The
Commune of Paris cannot allow such abuses to exist; the Commune maintains
universal suffrage—the grand basis of republican institutions—but turns it topsy-turvy.
Michon has only had half a vote,—then Michon is our master!
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Ah! you do not only make us tremble and weep, you make us laugh too. What is this
miserable parody of universal suffrage? What is this farce of the will of the people being
represented by a half a dozen electors? The unknown individual, who owes his triumph
to the kindness of his concierge and his water-carrier, becomes a member of the
Commune. | shall be governed by Vesinier, with Briosne and Viard as supporters. Do
you not see that the few men, with any sense left, who still support you, have refused to
present themselves as candidates, and that even amongst those who were mad enough
to declare themselves eligible, there are some who dispute the validity of the elections?
No; you see nothing of all this, or rather it suits you to be blind. What are right and
justice to you? Let us reign, let us govern, let us decree, let us triumph. All is contained
in that. Rogeard pleases us, so we’ll have Rogeard. If the people won’t have Rogeard,
so much the worse for the people. Beautiful! admirable! But why don’t you speak out
your opinion frankly? There were some honest brigands (par pari refertur) in the
Roman States who were perhaps no better than you are, but at least they made no
pretension of being otherwise than lawless, and followed their calling of brigands
without hypocrisy. When, by the course of various adventures, the band got diminished
in numbers, they stuck no handbills on the walls to invite people to elect new brigands
to fill up the vacant places; they simply chose among the vagabonds and such like
individuals those, who seemed to them, the most capable of dealing a blow with a
stiletto or stripping a traveller of his valuables, and the band, thus properly reinforced,
went about its usual occupations. The devil!l Messieurs, one must say what is what, and
call things by their names. Let us call a cat a cat, and Pilotel a thief. The time of
illusions is past; you need not be so careful to keep your masks on; we have seen your
faces. We have had the carnival of the Commune, and now Ash-Wednesday is come.
You disguised yourselves cunningly, Messieurs; you routed out from the old cupboards
and corners of history the cast-off revolutionary rags of the men of '98; and, sticking
some ornaments of the present fashion upon them,—waistcoats a la Commune and
hats a la Federation,—you dressed yourselves up in them and then struck attitudes.
People perceived, it is true, that the clothes that were made for giants, were too wide for
you pigmies; they hung round your figures like collapsed balloons; but you, cunning that
you were, you said, “We have been wasted by persecution.” And when, at the very
beginning, some stains of blood were seen upon your old disguises; “Pay no attention,”
said you, “it is only the red flag we have in our pockets that is sticking out.” And it
happened that some few believed you. We ourselves, in the very face of all our
suspicions, let ourselves be caught by the waving of your big Scaramouche sleeves,
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that were a great deal too long for your arms. Then you talked of such beautiful things:
liberty, emancipation of workmen, association of the working-classes, that we listened
and thought we would see you at your task before we condemned you utterly. And now
we have seen you at your task, and knowing how you work, we won't give you any more
work to do. Down with your mask, | tell you! Come, false Danton, be Rigault again, and
let Serailler’s[61] face come out from behind that Saint Just mask he has on. You,
Napoleon Gaillard, though you are a shoemaker, you are not even a Simon. Drop the
Robespierre, Rogeard! Off with the trappings borrowed from the dark, grand days! Be
mean, small, and ridiculous,—be yourselves; we shall all be a great deal more at our
ease when you are despicable and we are despising you again.

Paris said to you yesterday just what | am telling you now. This almost general
abstention of electors, compared with the eagerness of former times, is but the avowal
of the error to which your masquerade has given rise. And what does it prove but the
resolution to mix in your carnival no more? We see clearly through it now, | tell you, that
the saturnalia is wearing to its end. In vain does the orchestra of cannon and
mitrailleuses, under the direction of the conductor, Cluseret, play madly on and invite us
to the fete. We will dance no more, and there is an end of it!

But it will be fatal to Paris if, after saying this, she sit satisfied. Contempt is not enough,
there must be abhorrence too, and actual measures taken against those we abhor. It is
not sufficient to neglect the poll, one abstains when one is in doubt, but now that we
doubt no longer it is time to act. While wrongful work is being done, those that stand
aside with folded arms become accomplices. Think that for more than a fortnight the
firing has not ceased,; that Neuilly and Asnieres have been turned into cemeteries; that
husbands are falling, wives weeping, children suffering. Think that yesterday, the 18th
of April, the chapel of Longchamps became a dependance—an extra dead-house—of
the ambulances of the Press, so numerous were that day’s dead. Think of the savage
decrees passed upon the hostages and the refractory, those who shunned the
Federates; of the requisitions and robberies; of the crowded prisons and the empty
workshops, of the possible massacres and the certain pillage. Think of our own
compromised honour, and let us be up and doing, so that those who have remained in
Paris during these mournful hours, shall not have stood by her only to see her fall and
die.

FOOTNOTES:

[Footnote 61: Serailler, a member of the International, intrusted with a commission to
London on behalf of the Central Committee to borrow cash for the daily pay of thirty
sous to the National Guard.]
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Paris! for once | defy you to remain indifferent. You have had much to bear, during
these latter days; it has been said to you, that you should kneel in your churches no
more, and you have not knelt there; that the newspapers that pleased you, should be
read no more, and you have not read them. You have continued to smile—with but the
tips of your lips, it is true—and to promenade on the boulevards. But now comes
stalking on that which will make you shudder indeed! Do you know what | have just
read in the Independance Belge? Ah! poor Paris, the days of your glory are past, your
ancient fame is destroyed, the old nursery rhyme will mock you, “Vous n’irez plus au
Bois, vos lauriers sont coupes."[62] This is what has happened; you are supplanted on
the throne of fashion. The world, uneasy about the form of bonnet to be worn this
sorrowful year, and seeing you occupied with your internal discords, anxiously turned to
London for help, and London henceforth dictates to all the modistes of the universe.
City of desolation, I pity you! No more will you impose your sovereign laws, concerning
Suivez-moi-jeune-homme[63] and dog-skin gloves. No more will your boots and shirt-
collars reach, by the force of their reputation, the sparely-dressed inhabitants of the
Sandwich Islands. And, deepest of humiliations, it is your old rival, it is your tall and
angular sister, it is the black city of London, who takes your glittering sword and
transforms it into a policeman’s baton of wood! You are destined to see within your
walls—if any walls remain to you—your own wives and daughters clog their dainty tread
with encumbrances of English leather, flatten their heads beneath mushroom-shaped
hats, surround themselves with crinoline and flounces, and wear magenta, that
abominable mixture of red and blue which always filled your soul with horror. Then, to
increase the resemblance of your Parisian women with the Londoners or Cockneys (for
it is time you learnt the fashionable language of England), your dentists will sell them
new sets of teeth, called insular sets, which can be fitted over their natural front teeth,
and will protrude about a third of an inch beyond the upper lip. And they will have
corsets offered them whose aim is to prolong the waist to the farthest possible limits and
compress the fairest forms—a fact, for report says they lace in London, whilst here we
have nearly abandoned the corset. Well, my Paris, do you tremble and shiver? Oh!
when those days of horror come to pass! when you see that not only have you forfeited
your pride, but your vanity too; when you are convinced that the Commune has not only
rendered you odious, but ridiculous as well; ah! then, when you wear bonnets that you
have not invented, how deeply will you regret that you did not rebel on that day, when
some of the best of your citizens were put au secret in the cells of Mazas prison![64]

FOOTNOTES:
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[Footnote 62: The refrain of a nursery song,—

“Go no more to the wood, for all the laurels are cut.”

]

[Footnote 63: The long floating ends of the neck ribbons.]

[Footnote 64: The Parisian play-writer’s English exhibits all the typical peculiarities
noted above. We have our ideal, if not typical, Frenchman, little less truthful perhaps—-
taken from refugees and excursionists, from the close-cropped, dingy denizen of
Leicester Square; our tourist suits, heavy pedestrian toots, “wide-awakes,” and faded
fashions, used up in travel—all these things are put down to insular peculiarities.]

LVII.

| have just heard or read, a touching story; and here it is as | remember it. In the
Faubourg Saint Antoine lives a community of women with whom the aged of the poor
find shelter; those who have become infirm, or have dropped into helpless childishness,
whether men or women, are received there without question or payment. There they
are lodged, fed and clothed, and humbly prayed for.

Last evening, sleep was just beginning to reign in the little community. The old people
had been put to rest, each Little Sister had done her duty and was asleep, when the
report of a gun resounded at the house-door. You can imagine the startings and the
terror. The Little Sisters of the poor are not accustomed to have such noises in their
ears, and there was a tumult and hubbub such as the house had never known, while
they hurriedly rose, and the old people stared at each other from their white beds in the
long dormitories. When the house-door was got open, a party of men, with a menacing
look about them, strode in with their guns and swords, making a horrible racket. One of
them was the chief, and he had a great beard and a terrible voice. All the Little Sisters
gathered in a trembling crowd about the superior.

“Shut the doors,” cried the captain, “and if one of these women attempt to escape—one,
two, three, fire!” Then the Good Mother—that is the Little Sisters’ name for their superior
—made a step forward and said, “What do you wish, messieurs?”

“Citizens, sacrebleu!”
The Good Mother crossed herself and, repeated, “What do you wish, my brothers?”

[Illustration: Federal Visit to The Little Sisters of The Poor.]
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Now, if Citizen Rigault, who put Monseigneur Darboy down so wittily, had been there,
how briskly he would have told the stupid woman that these were National Guards, and
not brothers, before her. But even Rigault cannot be everywhere at once. “We want to
inspect your funds,” replied the officer. The Good Mother signed to him to follow,
opened a cupboard, pulled out a drawer, and said, “This is what we have.” The box had
twenty-two francs in it. “Is that all?” asked the captain in a suspicious tone.—"“Nothing

more, monsieur,” she said; “besides, you can
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look everywhere for yourselves.” So the National Guards spread through the house,
opened the rooms, searched the cupboards and chests, and came at last, without
having found anything, to the dormitories, where the Little Sisters’ old nurselings were
lying. Every head was upraised in astonishment and fear, and all, stammering and
trembling, began jabbering out at once, “What are you doing here? You are not going to
hurt the good Sisters? It's a shame! It's infamous! Go away! It's cowardly! My good
monsieur, what will become of us if you take them away?” The old women were furious,
and the old men in lamentations. Officer and men scarcely expected such a scene, and
began to hesitate in their search. “Well, well, my good people,” said the officer, who had
been the most violent, and had now softened down, “we won’t take the Little Sisters
away, and we won't hurt them either. There, there—are you satisfied?”—and the men
began to go downstairs again.—“My sister, you have not shut your drawer,” said the
captain, as he passed the cupboard.—“That is true, monsieur; | am not in the habit of
doing it. In our house, you see, it is quite useless."—“Never mind, shut it to-day at any
rate. How can | know all the men | have about me?” And as he spoke, the captain
turned back, shut the drawer himself, without touching the contents, and gave the key to
the superior. He seemed quite ill at ease, and got out at last, “We didn’t know ... if we
had known it was like this ... you see we had been told ... yes, yes, it is very good of you
to take care of those poor old folks upstairs.” Now that the man seemed embarrassed
and showed some kindliness in his manner, a Little Sister who had quite got over her
fear, went up to him and told him how frightened they had been for a whole month past;
that they had been told that the Reds wanted to take their house. Ah! it was horrible!
But monsieur would protect them, would he not?

“That | will,” bravely answered the captain; “give me your hand. And now, if any one
wants to harm you, he will have me to deal with first.”

A few minutes later, the National Guards were gone, the Little Sisters and the old
nurslings were at rest again, and the house was just as silent and peaceful as if it were
no abominable resort of plotters and conspirators.

But if | had been the Commune of Paris, would | not have shot that captain!

LVIII.

The people of the Hotel de Ville said to themselves, “All our fine doings and talking
come to nothing, the delegate Cluseret and the commandant Dombrowski send us the
most encouraging despatches in vain, we shall never succeed in persuading the
Parisian population, that our struggle against the army of Versailles is a long string of
decisive victories; whatever we may do, they will finish by finding out that the federate
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battalions gave way strangely in face of the iron-plated mitrailleuses the day before
yesterday at Asnieres,
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and it would be difficult to make them believe that this village, so celebrated for fried fish
and Paris Cockneys, is still in our possession, unless we can manage to persuade them
that although we have evacuated Asnieres, we still energetically maintain our position
there. The fact is, affairs are taking a tolerably bad turn for us. How are we to get over
the inconvenience of being vanquished? What are we to do to destroy the bad
impression produced by our doubtful triumphs?” And thereupon the members of the
Commune fell to musing. “Parbleu!” cried they, after a few moments’ reflection—the
elect of Paris are capable of more in a single second than all the deputies of the
National Assembly in three years—"Let decrees, proclamations, and placards be
prepared. By what means, did we succeed in imposing on the donkeys of Paris? Why,
by decrees, by proclamations, by placards. Courage, then, let us persevere. Ha! the
traitors have taken the chateau of Becon, and have seized upon Asnieres. What
matters! quick, eighty pens and eighty inkstands. To work, men of letters; painters and
shoemakers, to work! Franckel, who is Hungarian; Napoleon Gaillard, who is a cobbler;
Dombrowski, who is a Pole; and Billioray, who writes omelette with an h, will make
perhaps rather a mess of it. But, thank heaven! We have amongst us Felix Pyat, the
great dramatist; Pierre Denis, who has made such bad verses that he must write good
prose; and lastly, Vermorel, the author of 'Ces Dames,’ a little book illustrated with
photographs for the use of schools, and ‘Desperanza,’ a novel which caused Gustave
Flaubert many a nightmare. To work, comrades, to work! We have been asked for a
long time what we understand by the words—La Commune. Tell them, if you know.
Write it, proclaim it, and we will placard it. Even if you don’t know, tell them all the
same; the great art of a good cook consists in making jugged hare without hare of any
kind.” And this is why there appeared this morning on the walls an immense placard,
with the following words in enormous letters: “Declaration to the French people.”

Twenty days ago a long proclamation, which pretended to express and define the
tendencies of the revolution of the eighteenth of March, would perhaps have had some
effect. To-day we have awaked from many illusions, and the finest phrases in the world
will not overcome our obstinate indifference. Let us, however, read and note.

[lllustration: VERMOREL,[65] DELEGATE OF PUBLIC SAFETY.]

“In the painful and terrible conflict which once more imposes upon Paris the horrors of
the siege and the bombardment, which makes French blood flow, which causes our
brothers, our wives, our children, to perish, crushed by shot and shell, it is urgent that
public opinion should not be divided, that the national conscience should not be
troubled.”

That'’s right! | entirely agree with you; it is undoubtedly very urgent that public opinion
should not be divided. But let us see what means you are going to take to obtain so
desirable a result.
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“Paris and the whole nation must know what is the nature, the
reason, the object of the revolution which is now being
accomplished.”

Doubtless; but if that be indispensable to-day, would it have been less useful on the
very first day of the revolution; we do not see why you have made us wait quite so long
for it.

“The responsibility of the mourning, the suffering, and the misfortunes of which we are
the victims should fall upon those who, after having betrayed France and delivered
Paris to the foreigner, pursue with blind obstinacy the destruction of the capital, in order
to bury under the ruins of the Republic and of Liberty the double evidence of their
treason and their crime.”

Heigho! what a phrase! These clear and precise expressions, that throw so much light
on the gloom of the situation, are these yours, Felix Pyat? Did the Commune say “Pyat
Lux!” Or were they yours, Pierre Denis? Or yours, Vermorel? | particularly admire the
double evidence buried under the ruins of the Republic. Happy metaphor!

“The duty of the Commune is to affirm and determine the aspirations and the views of
the population of Paris; to fix precisely the character of the movement of the 18th of
March, misunderstood, misinterpreted, and vilified by the men who sit at Versailles.”

Ah, yes, that is the duty of the Commune, but for heaven’s sake don’t keep us waiting,
you see we are dying with impatience.

“Once more, Paris labours and suffers for the whole of France, and by her combats and
her sacrifices prepares the way for intellectual, moral, administrative and economic
regeneration, glory and prosperity.”

That is so true that since the Commune existed in Paris, the workshops are closed, the
factories are idle, and France, for whom the capital sacrifices herself, loses something
like fifty millions a day. These are facts, it seems to me; and | don’t see what the traitors
of Versailles can say in reply.

“What does Paris demand?”

Ah! yes, what does she ask? Truly we should not be sorry to know. Or rather, what do
you ask; for in the same way as Louis le Grand had the right to say, “The State, | am the
State,” you may say “Paris, we are Paris.”

“Paris demands the recognition and the consolidation of the
Republic, the only form of government compatible with the rights of
the people, and the regular and free development of society.”
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This once you are right. Paris demands the Republic, and must yearn for it eagerly
indeed, since neither your excesses nor your follies have succeeded in changing its
mind.
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“It demands the absolute entirety of the Commune extended to all the localities of
France, ensuring to everyone the integrity of its rights, and to every Frenchman the free
exercise of his faculties and abilities as man, citizen, and workman. The rights of the
Commune should have no other limit, but the equal rights of all other Communes
adhering to the contract, an association which would assure the unity of France.”

This is a little obscure. What | understand is something like this. You would make
France a federation of Communes, but what is the meaning of words “adherence to the
contract?” You admit then that certain Communes might refuse their adhesion. In that
case what would be the situation of these rebels? Would you leave them free? Or
would you force them to obey the conventions of the majority? Do you think it would be
sufficient, in the case of such a town as Pezenas, for example, refusing to adhere, that
the association would be incomplete? That is to say, that French unity would not exist?
Are you very sure about Pezenas? Who tells you that Pezenas may not have its own
idea of independence, and that, we may not hear presently that it has elected a duke
who raises an army and coins money. Duke of Pezenas! that sounds well. Remember,
also, that many other localities might follow the example of Pezenas, and perhaps in
order to insure the entirety of the Commune, it might have been wise to have asked
them if they wanted it. Now, what do you understand by “localities?” Marseilles is a
locality; an isolated farm in the middle of a field is also a locality. So France would be
divided into an infinite number of Communes. Would they agree amongst themselves,
these innumerable little states? Supposing they are agreed to the contract, it is not
impossible that petty rivalries should lead to quarrels, or even to blows; an action about
a party-wall might lead to a civil war. How would you reduce the recalcitrant localities to
reason? for even supposing that the Communes have the right to subjugate a
Commune, the disaffected one could always escape you by declaring that it no longer
adheres to the social compact. So that if this secession were produced not only by the
vanity of one or more little hamlets, but by the pride of one or more great towns, France
would find herself all at once deprived of her most important cities. Ah! messieurs, this
part of your programme certainly leaves something to be desired, and | recommend you
to improve it, unless indeed you prefer to suppress it altogether.

“The inherent rights of the Commune are 'the vote of the Commmunal budget, the
levying and the division of taxes, the direction of the local services, the organisation of
the magistrature, of the police, and of education, and of the administration of the
property belonging to the Commune.”

This paragraph is cunning. It does not seem so at first sight, but look at it closely, and
you will
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see that the most Machiavellic spirit has presided over its production. The ability
consists in placing side by side with the rights which incontestably belong to the
Commune, other rights which do not belong to it the least in the world, and in not
appearing to attach more importance to one than to the other, so that the reader, carried
away by the evident legitimacy of many of your claims, may say to himself, “Really all
that is very just.” Let us unravel if you please this skein of red worsted so ingeniously
tangled. The vote of the Communal budget, receipts and expenses, the levying and
division of taxes, the administration of the Communal property, are rights which certainly
belong to the Commune; if it had not got them it would not exist. And why do they
belong to it? Because it alone could know what is good for it in these matters, and
could come to such decision upon them, as it thought fit, without injuring the whole
country. But it is not the same as regards measures concerning the magistracy, the
police, and education. Well, suppose one fine day a Commune should say,
“Magistrates? | don’t want any magistrates; these black-robed gentry are no use to me;
let others nourish these idlers, who send brave thieves and honest assassins to the
galleys; | love assassins and | honour thieves, and more, | choose that the culprits
should judge the magistrates of the Republic.” Now, if a Commune were to say that, or
something like that, what could you answer in reply? Absolutely nothing; for, according
to your system, each locality in France has the right to organise its magistracy as it
pleases. As regards the police and education, it would be easy to make out similar
hypotheses, and thus to exhibit the absurdity of your Communal pretensions. Should a
Commune say, “No person shall be arrested in future, and it is prohibited under pain of
death to learn by heart the fable of the wolf and the fox.” What could you say to that?
Nothing, unless you admitted that you were mistaken just now in supposing, that the
integrity of the Commune ought to have no other limit but the right of equal
independence of all the other Communes. There exists another limit, and that is the
general interests of the country, which cannot permit one part of it to injure the rest, by
bad example or in any other way; the central power alone can judge those questions
where a single absurd measure—of which more than one “locality” may probably be
guilty—might compromise the honour or the interests of France; the magistracy, the
police, and education, are evidently questions of that nature.

The other rights of the Commune are, always be it understood, according to the
declaration made to the French people:

“The choice by election or competition; with the responsibility and
the permanent right of control over magistrates and communal
functionaries of every class;

“The absolute guarantee of individual liberty, of liberty of
conscience, and of liberty of labour;
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“The permanent participation of the citizens in Communal affairs by the free
manifestations of their opinions, and the free defence of their interests: guarantees to
this effect to be given by the Commune, the only power charged with the surveillance
and the protection of the full and just exercise of the rights of meeting and publicity;

“The organisation of the city defences and of the National Guard,
which elects its own officers, and alone ensures the maintenance of
order in the city.”

With regard to the affirmation of these rights we may repeat that which we have said
above, that some of them really belong to the Commune, but that the greater part of
them do not.

“Paris desires nothing more in the way of local guarantees, on
condition, let it be understood, of finding in the great central
administration ...”

. In the great central administration appointed by the federated
Commune the realisation and the practice of the same principles.”

That is to say, in other words, that Paris will consent willingly to be of the same opinion
as others, if all the world is of the same opinion as itself.

“But, thanks to its independence, and profiting by its liberty of action, Paris reserves to
itself the right of effecting, as it pleases, the administrative and economic reforms
demanded by the population; to create proper institutions for the development and
propagation of instruction, production, commerce, and credit; to universalize power and
property,...”

Whew! Universalize property! Pray what does that mean, may | ask? Communalism
here presents a singular likeness to Communism!

“... According to the necessities of the moment, the desire of those
interested, and the lessons famished by experience:

“Our enemies deceive themselves or the country when they accuse Paris of wishing to
impose its will or its supremacy on the rest of the nation, and to pretend to a dictatorship
which would be a positive offence against the independence and the sovereignty of the
other Communes: “They deceive themselves, or they deceive the country, when they
accuse Paris of desiring the destruction of French unity, constituted by the Revolution
amid the acclamations of our fathers hurrying to the Festival of the Federation from all
points of ancient France:
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“Political unity as imposed upon us up to the present time by the
empire, the monarchy, and parliamentarism, is nothing more than
despotic centralization, whether intelligent, arbitrary, or onerous.

“Political unity, such as Paris demands, is the voluntary association of all local
initiatives, the spontaneous and free cooperation of individual energies with one single
common object—the well-being and the security of all.

“The Communal revolution, inaugurated by the popular action of the
18th of March, ushers in a new era of experimental, positive, and
scientific politics.”

235



A

DX:I BOOKRAGS

Page 140

Do you not think that during the last paragraphs the tone of the declaration is somewhat
modified? It would seem as though Felix Pyat had become tired, and handed the pen to
Pierre Denis or to Delescluze, —after Communalism comes socialism.

“Communal revolution is the end of the old governmental and clerical world, of
militarism, of officialism (this new editor seems fond of words ending in ism), of
exploitation, of commission, of monopolies, and of privileges to which the proletariat
owes his thralldom, and the country her misfortunes and disasters.”

Of course there is nothing in the world that would please me better; but if | were very
certain that Citizen Rigault did not possess an improved glass enabling him to observe
me from a distance of several miles, without leaving his study or his armchair, if | were
very certain that Citizen Rigault could not read over my shoulder what | am writing at
this moment, | might perhaps venture to insinuate, that the revolution of the 18th of
March appears to me to be, at the present moment, the apotheosis of most of the
crimes which it pretends to have suppressed.

“Let then our grand and beloved country, deceived by falsehood and
calumnies, be reassured!”

Well, in order that she may be reassured there is only one thing to be done,—be off with
you!

“The struggle going on between Paris and Versailles is one of those which can never be
terminated by deceitful compromises. There can be no doubt as to the issue. (Oh, no!
there is no doubt about it.) Victory, pursued with indomitable energy by the National
Guard, will remain with principle and justice.

We ask it of France.”
Where is the necessity, since you have the indomitable energy of the National Guard?”.

“Convinced that Paris under arms possesses as much calmness as
bravery ...”

You will find that a very difficult thing to persuade France to believe.
“... That it maintains order with equal energy and enthusiasm ...”

Order? No doubt, that which reigned at Warsaw; the order that reigned on the day after
the 2nd of December.

“... That it sacrifices itself with as much judgment as heroism ...”
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Yes; the judgment of a man who throws himself out of a fourth-floor window to prove
that his head is harder than the paving-stones.

“... Thatitis only armed through devotion for the glory and
liberty of all—let France cause this bloody conflict to cease!”

She’ll cause it to cease, never fear, but not in the way you understand it.
“Itis for France to disarm Versalilles ...”
Up to the present time she has certainly done precisely the contrary.

“... by the manifestations of her irresistible will. As she will be partaker in our conquests,
let her take part in our efforts, let her be our ally in this conflict, which can only finish by
the triumph of the Communal idea, or the ruin of Paris.”

The ruin of Paris! That is only, | suppose, a figurative expression.
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“For ourselves, citizens of Paris, it is our mission to accomplish
the modern revolution, the grandest and most fruitful of all those
that have illuminated history.

“Our duty is to struggle and to conquer!
“THE COMMUNE OF PARIS.”

Such is this long, emphatic, but often obscure declaration. It is not wanting, however, in
a certain eloquence; and, although frequently disfigured by glaring exaggerations, it
contains here and there some just ideas, or at least, such as conform to the views of the
great majority. Will it destroy the bad effect produced by the successive defeats of the
Federals at Neuilly and at Asnieres? Will it produce any good feeling towards the
Commune in the minds of those who are daily drawing farther and farther from the men
of the Commune? No; it is too late. Had this proclamation been placarded fifteen or
twenty days sooner, some parts of it might have been approved and the rest discussed.
Today we pass it by with a smile. Ah! many things have happened during the last three
days. The acts of the Commune of Paris no longer allow us to take its declarations
seriously, and we look upon its members as too mad—if not worse—to believe that by
any accident they can be reasonable. These men have finished by rendering
detestable whatever good there originally was in their idea.

FOOTNOTES:

[Footnote 65: He was born in 1841, in the department of the Rhone. His education was
completed very early. At the age of twenty he was engaged on two journals of the
opposition, La Jeune France, and La Jeunesse. Those papers were soon suppressed,
and their young contributor was imprisoned for three months. In 1864 he became one
of the staff of the Presse, whence he passed to the Liberte in 1866. Two years later he
founded the Courrier Francais; but from the multiplicity of fines imposed upon it, and
from the imprisonment of its founder, the new journal expired very shortly. After a year’s
incarceration at Sainte-Pelagie, Vermorel was engaged on the Reforme, which
continued to appear until the fall of the Empire. During the siege he served as a private
in the National Guard. He became a member of the Committee of Justice under the
Commune, and was one of those who, at its fall, neither deserted nor disgraced it. He
is reported to have mounted a barricade armed only with a cane, crying “I come here to
die and not to fight.” His mother obtained permission to transport his remains to
Venice.]

LIX.
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We have a court-martial; it is presided over by the citizen Rossel, chief of the grand staff
of the army. It has just condemned to death the Commandant Girod, who refused to
march against the “enemy.” The Executive Committee, however, has pardoned
Commandant Girod. Let us look at this matter a little. If the Executive Committee
occupies its time in undoing what the court-martial has done, | can't quite understand
why the executive has instituted a court-martial at all. If | were a member of the latter |
should get angry. “What! | should say, they instal me in the hall where the courts-
martial are held, they appoint guards to attend upon me, and my president has the right
to say, 'Guards, remove the prisoner.’ In a word, they convert me into something which
resembles a judge as much as a parody can resemble the work burlesqued, and when
[, a member of the court-matrtial, desire to take advantage of the rights that have been
conferred upon me, and order the Commandant Girod to be shot, they stand in the way
of justice, and save the life of him | have condemned. This is absurd! | had a liking for
this commandant, and | wished him to die by my hands.”

Never mind, court-martial, take it coolly; you will have your revenge before long. At this
moment there are at least sixty-three ecclesiastics in the prisons of Mazas, the
Conciergerie, and La Sante. Although they are not precisely soldiers, they will be sent
before you to be judged, and you may do just what you like with them, without any fear
of the executive commission interposing its veto. The refractory also will give you work
to do, and against them you can exercise your pleasure. As to the Commandant Girod,
his is a different case, you understand. He is the friend of citizen Delescluze. The
members of the Commune have not so many friends that they can afford to have any of
them suppressed. But don't be downcast; a dozen priests are well worth a major of the
National Guard.

LX.

It is precisely because the men that the Commune sends to the front, fight and die so
gloriously, that we feel exasperated against its members. A curse upon them, for thus
wasting the moral riches of Paris! Confusion to them, for enlisting into so bad a service,
the first-rate forces which a successful revolt leaves at their disposal. | will tell you what
happened yesterday, the 22nd of April, on the Boulevard Bineau; and then | think you
will agree with me that France, who has lost so much, still retains some of the bright,
dauntless courage which was her. pride of old.
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A trumpeter, a mere lad of seventeen, was marching at the head of his detachment,
which had been ordered to take possession of a barricade that the Versailles troops
were supposed to have abandoned. When | say, “he marched,” | am making a most
incorrect statement, for he turned somersets and executed flying leaps on the road, far
in advance of his comrades, until his progress was arrested by the barricade; this he
greeted with a mocking gesture, and then, with a bound or two, was on the other side.
There had been some mistake, the barricade had not been abandoned. Our young
trumpeter was immediately surrounded by a pretty large number of troops of the line,
who had lain hidden among the sacks of earth and piles of stones, in the hope of
surprising the company which was advancing towards them. Several rifles were pointed
at the poor boy, and a sergeant said: “If you move a foot, if you utter a sound, you die!”
The lad’s reply was to leap to the highest part of the barricade and cry out, with all the
strength of his young voice, “Don’t come on! They are here!” Then he fell backwards,
pierced by four balls, but his comrades were saved!

LXI.

Another, and a sadder scene happened in the Avenue des Ternes. A funeral procession
was passing along. The coffin, borne by two men, was very small, the coffin of a young
child. The father, a workman in a blouse, walked behind with a little knot of other
mourners. A sad sight, but the catastrophe was horrible. Suddenly a shell from Mont
Valerien fell on the tiny coffin, and, bursting, scattered the remains of the dead child
upon the living father. The corpse was entirely destroyed, with the trappings that had
surrounded it. Massacring the dead! Truly those cannons are a wonderful, a refined
invention!

LXIL.

At last the unhappy inhabitants of Neuilly are able to leave their cellars. For three
weeks, they have been hourly expecting the roofs of their houses to fall in and crush
them; and with much difficulty have managed during the quieter moments of the day to
procure enough to keep them from dying of starvation. For three weeks they have
endured all the terrors, all the dangers of battle and bombardment. Many are dead—-
they all thought themselves sure to die. Horrible details are told. A little past Gilet's
restaurant, where the omnibus office used to be, lived an old couple, man and wife. At
the beginning of the civil war, two shells burst, one after another, in their poor lodging,
destroying every article of furniture. Utterly destitute, they took refuge in the cellar,
where after a few hours of horrible suspense, the old man died. He was seventy, and
the fright killed him; his wife was younger and stronger, and survived. In the rare
intervals between the firing she went out and spoke to her neighbours through the cellar
gratings—"“My husband is dead. He must be buried; what am |
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to do?"—Carrying him to the cemetery was of course out of the question; no one could
have been found to render this mournful duty. Besides, the bearers would probably
have met a shell or a bullet on the way, and then others must have been found to carry
them. One day, the old woman ventured as far as the Porte Maillot, and cried out as
loud as she could, “My husband is dead in a cellar; come and fetch him, and let us both
through the gates!"—The sentinel facetiously (let us hope it was nothing worse) took
aim at her with his rifle, and she fled back to her cellar. At night, she slept by the side of
the corpse, and when the light of morning filtered into her dreary place of refuge, and
lighted up the body lying there, she sobbed with grief and terror. Her husband had been
dead four days, when putrefaction set in, and she, able to bear it no longer, rushed out
screaming to her neighbours: “You must bury him, or | will go into the middle of the
avenue and await death there!”—They took pity on her, and came down into her cellar,
dug a hole there and put the corpse in it. During three weeks she continued there,
resting herself on the newly-turned earth. To-day, when they went to fetch her she
fainted with horror; the grave had been dug too shallow, and one of the legs of the
corpse was exposed to gaze.

[llustration: FEMALE CURIOSITY AT PORTE MAILLOT. “Prenez garde, Mam’zelle.”]

This morning, the 25th of April, at nine o’clock, a dense crowd moved up the Champs
Elysees: pedestrians of all ages and classes, and vehicles of every description. The
truce obtained by the members of the Republican Union of the rights of Paris was about
to begin, and relief was to be carried to the sufferers at Neuilly. However, some
precautions were necessary, for neither the shooting nor the cannonade had ceased
yet, and every moment one expected to see some projectile or other fall among the
advancing multitude. In the Avenue de la Grande Armee a shell had struck a house,
and set fire to it. Gradually the sound of the artillery diminished, and then died away
entirely; the crowd hastened to the ramparts.

[lllustration: PORTE MAILLOT AND CHAPEL OF ST. FERDINAND.

The chapel was erected by Louis Philippe in memory of the Duke of
Orleans, killed on the spot, July 18th, 1842.]

The Porte Maillot has been entirely destroyed for some time, in spite of what the
Commune has told us to the contrary; the drawbridge is torn from its place, the ruined
walls and bastions have fallen into the moat. The railway-station is a shapeless mass of
blackened bricks, broken stones, glass, and iron-work; the cutting where the trains used
to pass is half filled up with the ruins. It is impossible to get along that way. Fancy the
hopeless confusion here, arising among this myriad of anxious beings, these hundreds
of carts and waggons, all crowding to the same spot. Each one presses onwards,
pushing his neighbour, screaming and vociferating; the National
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Guards try in vain to keep order. To add to the difficulties there is some form to be gone
through about passes. | manage to hang on to a cart which is just going over the
bridge; after a thousand stoppages and a great deal of pushing and squeezing, |
succeeded in getting out, my clothes in rags. A desolate scene meets my eyes. In front
of us, is the open space called the military zone, a dusty desert, with but one building
remaining, the chapel of Longchamps; it has been converted into an ambulance, and
the white flag with the red cross is waving above it. Truly the wounded there must be in
no little danger from the shells, as it lies directly in their path. To the left is the Bois de
Boulogne, or rather what used to be the wood, for from where | stand but few trees are
visible, the rest is a barren waste. | hasten on, besides | am hard pressed from behind.
Here we are in Neuilly, at last. The desolation is fearful, the reality surpassing all | could
have imagined. Nearly all the roofs of the houses are battered in, rafters stick out of the
broken windows; some of the walls, too, have fallen, and those that remain standing are
riddled with blackened holes. It is there that the dreadful shells have entered, breaking,
grinding furniture, pictures, glasses, and even human beings. We crunch broken glass
beneath our feet at every step; there is not a whole pane in all the windows. Here and
there are houses which the bullets seemed to have delighted to pound to atoms, and
from which dense clouds of red and white dust are wafted towards us. Well, Parisians,
what do you say to that? Do you not think that Citizen Cluseret, although an American,
Is an excellent patriot, and “In consideration of Neuilly being in ruins, and of this happy
result being chiefly due to the glorious resistance organized by the delegate Citizen
Cluseret, decrees: That the destroyer of Neuilly, Citizen Cluseret, has merited the
gratitude of France and the Republic.”

[lllustration: THE INHABITANTS OF NEUILLY ENTERING PARIS DURING THE
ARMISTICE OF THE 28TH OF APRIL

The firing ceased from nine in the morning until five in the afternoon, when Paris cabs,
furniture-vans, ambulance-waggons, band-barrows, and all sorts of vehicles were
requisitioned to bring in the sad remains and dilapidated household goods of the
suburban bombardes. They entered by the gate of Ternes—for that of Porte Maillot was
in ruins and impassable. Many went to the Palais de I'Industrie, in the Champs Elysees,
where a commission sat to allot vacant apartments in Paris. On this occasion some
robberies were committed, and refractories escaped: it is even said that hard-hearted
landlords wished to prevent their lodgers from departing—an object in which the
proprietors were not very successful. The poor woman perched on the top of her relics,
saved from the cellar in which she had lived in terror for fourteen days, deplores the loss
of her husband and the shapeless mass of ruin and rubbish she once called her happy
home; whilst her boys bring in green stuff from the surburban gardens, and a middle-
aged neighbour stalks along with his pet parrot, the bird all the while amusing himself
with elaborate imitations of the growl of the mitrailleuse and the hissing of shells ending
with terrific and oft-repeated explosions.]
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Out of all the houses, or rather from what was once the houses, emerge the inhabitants
carrying different articles of furniture, tables, mattresses, boxes. They come out as it
were from their graves. Relations meet and embrace, after having suffered almost the
bitterness of death. Thousands run backwards and forwards; the carts are heaped up
to overflowing, everything that is not destroyed must be carried away. A large van filled
with orphan children moves on towards the barrier; a sister of charity is seated beside
the driver. The most impatient of the refugees are already through the Porte Maillot;
who will give them hospitality there? No one seems to think of that. The excitement
caused by all this movement is almost joyous under the brilliant rays of the sun. But
time presses, in a few minutes the short truce will have expired. Stragglers hurry along
with heavy loads. At the gates, the crowding and confusion are greater than in the
morning. Carts heavily laden, move slowly and with difficulty; the contents of several
are spilled on the highway. More shouting, crowding, and pushing, until the gates are
passed at last, and the emigrant crowd disperses along the different streets and
avenues into the heart of Paris. A happy release from bondage, but what a dismal
promised land!

Then the cannonading and musketry on either side recommences. Destroy, kill, this
horrible quarrel can only end with the annihilation of one of the two parties engaged.
Go on killing each other if you will have it so, combatants, fellow-countrymen. Some
wretched women and children will at least sleep in safety to-night, in spite of you!

[lllustration: Federal Officer. Pardon, Monsieur, but we cannot allow civilians to remain
here.

Monsieur. | wait for Valerien to open upon us.]

Yes, my good friends and idlers, the sad scene would not have been complete without
your presence to relieve its sadness. If respect for your persons kept you away from
danger, it at least gives zest to the place, a locality that in a few short minutes will be
dangerous again. At five the armistice was over, but for all that, the National Guard had
great difficulty in clearing the ground, until real danger, the excitement sought for,
arrived, and sent the spectators much further up the Avenue de la Grande Armee.

[Illustration: MDLLE, ET SES COUSINES. 5.30. Great guns of Valerien, why do you
not begin! Know you that tubes charged with bright eyes are directed against you!]

LXIII.

| had almost made up my mind not to continue these notes. Tired and weary, |
remained two days at home, wishing to see nothing, hear nothing, trying to absorb
myself in my books, and to take up the lost thread of my interrupted studies, but all to no
purpose.
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It is ten in the morning, and | am out again in search of news. How many things may
have happened in two days! Not far from the Hotel de Ville excited groups are
assembled at the corners of the streets that lead out of the Rue de Rivoli. They seem
waiting for something—what are they waiting for? Vague rumours, principally of a
peaceful and conciliatory nature, circulate from group to group, where women decidedly
predominate.
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“If they help us we are saved!” says a workwoman, who is holding a little boy in the
dress of a national guard by the hand.—“Who?” | ask.—“Ah! Monsieur, it is the
Freemasons who are taking the side of the Commune; they are going to cross Paris
before our eyes. The Commune must be in the right if the Freemasons think so."—-
“Here they come!” says the little boy, pulling his mother along with all his strength.

[lllustration: PROTOT[66], DELEGATE OF JUSTICE.]

The vehicles draw up on one side to make room, the crowd presses to the edge of the
pavement. The drums beat, a military band strikes up the “Marseillaise.” First come
five staff-officers, and then six members of the Commune, wearing their red scarfs,
fringed with gold. | fancy I recognize Citizens Delescluze and Protot among them.
“They are going to the Hotel de Ville!” cries an enthusiastic butcher-boy, holding a large
basket of meat on his head, which he steadies with one hand, while with the other he
makes wild signs to two companions on the other side of the way. “lI saw them this
morning in the Place du Carrousel,” he continues in the same strain. “That was fine, |
tell you! And then this battalion came to fetch them, with the music and all. Now they
are going to salute the Republic; come along, | say. Double quick time!” So the butcher-
boy, and the woman with the child, and myself, and all the rest of the bystanders, turn
and follow the eight or ten thousand members of Parisian freemasonry who are
crowding along the Rue de Rivoli. In the front and rear of the procession | notice a large
number of unarmed men, dressed in loose Zouave trousers of dark-blue cloth, with
white gaiters, white bands, and blue jackets. Their heads are mostly bare. | am told
these are the Communist sharpshooters. Ever so far on in front of us a large white
banner is floating, bearing an inscription which | cannot manage to read on account of
the distance. However, the butcher-boy has made it out, and informs us that “Love one
another” is written there. Happy, delusive Freemasons! “Tolerate one another” is
scarcely practicable! In the meantime we continue to follow at the heels of the
procession. There is much shouting and noise, here and there a feeble “Vive la
Commune!” But the principal cries are, “Down with the murderers! Death to assassins!
Down with Versailles!” A Freemason doffs his hat and shouts, “Vive la Paix! It is peace
we are going to seek!”

| am still sadly confused, and cannot make up my mind what all this is about. Patience,
however, | shall know all at the Hotel de Ville. Here we are. The National Guard keeps
the ground, and the whole procession files into the Cour d’Honneur. Carried on by the
crowd, | find myself near the entrance and can see what is going on inside. The whole
of the Commune is out on the balcony, at the top of the grand staircase, in front of the
statue of the Republic, which like the Communists wears a red scarf.
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Great trophies of red flags are waving everywhere. Men bearing the banners of the
society are stationed on every step; on each is inscribed, in golden letters, mottos of
peace and fraternity. A patriarchal Freemason, wearing his collar and badges, has
arrived in a carriage; they help him to alight with marks of the greatest respect. The
court is by this time full to overflowing, an enthusiastic cry of “Vive la Franc
Maconnerie! Vive la Republique Universelle!” is re-echoed from mouth to mouth.
Citizen Felix Pyat, member of the Commune, who is on the balcony, comes forward to
speak. | congratulate myself on being at last about to hear what all this means. But |
am disappointed. The pushing and squeezing is unbearable. | have vigorously to
defend my hat, stick, purse, and cigar-case, and am half stifled besides. | almost
despair of catching a single word, but at last succeed in hearing a few detached
sentences:—"“Universal nationality.... liberty, equality, and fraternity.... manifestos of the
heart....” (what is that?) “the standard of humanity.... ramparts....” If | could only get a
little nearer—the words “homicidal balls.... fratricidal bullets.... universal peace....” alone
reach me. lIs it to hear such stuff as this, that the Freemasons have come to the Hotel
de Ville? | suppose so, for after a little more of the same kind the whole is drowned in a
stupendous roar of “Vive la Commune!” and “Vive la Republique!” | have given up all
hope of ever understanding.

[HNlustration: FELIX PYAT.[67]]

“They have come to draw lots to see who is to go and kill M. Thiers,” cries a red-haired
gamin.—“Idiot,” retorts his comrade, “they have no arms!"—*“Listen, and you will hear,”
says the first, which is capital advice, if | could but follow it. The pushing becomes
intolerable, when suddenly the bald head of an unfortunate citizen executes a fatal
plunge—I can breathe at last—and the following words reach me pretty clearly:—"“The
Commune has decided that we shall choose five members who are to have the honour
of escorting you, and we are to draw lots...."—"“There! was | not right?” cries he of the
carrotty hair; “I knew they were going to draw lots!” A cleverly administered blow,
however, soon silences his elation, and we hear that the lots have been drawn, and that
five members are chosen to aid “this glorious, this victorious act.” There seems more
rhyme than reason in this. “An act that will be read of in the future history of France and
of humanity.” Here the irrepressible breaks out again:—“Now | am sure they are going
to kill M. Thiers!” Whereupon his irritated adversary seizes him by the collar, gives his
head some well-applied blows against the curb-stone, and then, pushing through the
crowd, carries him off bodily. As for me, my curiosity unsatisfied, | grow resigned—may
the will of the Commune be done—and I give it up. More hopeless mystification from
the Citizen Beslay, who regrets not having been chosen to aid in this “heroic
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act.” He also alludes to the drawing of lots, and | begin after all to fancy poor M. Thiers
must be at the bottom of it all, but he continues: —"Citizens, what can | say after the
eloquent discourse of Felix Pyat? You are about to interest yourselves in an act of
fraternity....” (then something horrible is surely contemplated) “in hoisting your banner
on the walls of our city, and mixing in our ranks against our enemies of Versailles.” A
sudden light breaks upon me. In the meantime Citizen Beslay is embracing the nearest
Freemason, while another begs the honour of being the first to plant his banner, the
Perseverance, which was unfurled in 1790, on the ramparts. Here a band plays the
“Marseillaise,” horribly out of tune; a red flag is given to the Freemasons, with an
appropriate harangue; then the Citizen Terifocq takes back the flag, with another
harangue, and ends by waving it aloft and roaring, “Now, citizens, no more words; to
action!”

This is clear, the Freemasons are to hoist their banner on to the walls of Paris side by
side with the standard of the Commune; and who is blind enough to imagine, that the
shells and bullets, indiscriminately homicidal, fratricidal, and infanticidal as they prove,
are imbued with tact sufficient to steer clear of the Freemasons’ banners, and injure in
their flight only those of the Commune? As the Versailles projectiles have only one end
in view, that of piercing both the Parisians and their standards, as a national
consequence if both Parisians and standards are pierced, it is likewise most probable
that the Masonic banners will not remain unscathed in so dangerous a neighbourhood.
And if so, what will be the result? According to Citizen Terifocq “the Freemasons of
Paris will call to their aid the direst vengeance; the Masons of all the provinces of
France will follow their example; everywhere the brothers will fraternise with the troops
which are marching on to help Paris. On the other hand, if the Versailles gunners do
not aim at the Masons, but only at the National Guards (sic!), then the Masons will join
the battalions in the field, and encourage by their example the gallant soldiers,
defenders of the city.” This is all rather complicated—what can come of it? Escorted by
an ever-increasing crowd, we reach the Place de la Bastille. Several discourses are
spouted forth at the foot of the column, but the combined effects of noise, dust, and
fatigue have blunted my senses, and | hear nothing; it seems, however to be about the
same thing over again, for the same acclamations of the crowd greet the same gestures
on the part of the orators.

We are off again down the Boulevards; the long procession, with its waving banners and
glittering signs, is hailed by the populace with delight. Having reached the Place de la
Concorde, | loiter behind. Groups are stationed here and there. | go from one to
another, trying to gather what these open-air politicians think of all this Masonic parade.
Shortly fugitives are seen hurrying back from the Champs Elysees, shouting, and
gesticulating. “Horror! Abomination! They respect nothing! Vengeance!” | hear a
brother-mason has been killed by a shell opposite the Rue du Colysee; that the white
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flag is riddled with shot; that the Versailles rifles have singled out, killed and wounded
several masons.
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In a very short time the terrible news, increased and exaggerated as it spread, filled
every quarter of Paris with consternation. | returned home in a most perplexed state of
mind, from which | could not arouse myself until the arrival, towards evening, of a friend,
a freemason, and consequently well informed. This, it appears, is what took place.

“At the moment when the procession arrived in the Champs Elysees it formed itself into
several groups, each choosing a separate avenue or street. One followed the Faubourg
St. Honore and the Avenue Friedland as far as the Triumphal Arch, till it reached the
Porte Maillot; a second proceeded to the Porte des Ternes by the Avenue des Ternes; a
third to the Porte Dauphine by the Avenue Uehrich. Not a single freemason was
wounded on the way, though shells fell on their passage from time to time. The VV.'.
[Transcriber’s note: triangular symbol of three dots here] of each lodge marched at the
head, displaying their masonic banners.

[lllustration: THE FREEMASONS AT THE RAMPARTS. GAMINS COLLECTING
SHELLS.]

“As soon as the white flag was seen flying from the bastion on the right of the Porte
Maillot, the Versailles batteries ceased firing. The freemasons were then able to pass
the ramparts and proceed towards Neuilly. There they were received rather coldly by
the colonel in command of the detachment. The officers, including those in high
command, were violently indignant against Paris. But the soldiers themselves seemed
utterly weary of war.

“After some parleying the members of the manifestation obtained leave to send a
certain number of delegates to Versailles, in order to make a second attempt at
conciliation with the Government.”

Will this new effort be more successful than the preceding one? Will the company of
freemasons obtain what the Republican Union failed in procuring? | would fain believe
it, but cannot. The obstinacy of the Versailles Assembly has become absolute
deafness, though we must admit that the freemasons’ way of trying to bring about
reconciliation was rather singular, somewhat like holding a knife at Monsieur Thiers’
throat and crying out, “Peace or your life!”

FOOTNOTES:

[Footnote 66: Memoir, see Appendix 6.]

[Footnote 67: Felix Pyat was born in 1810 at Vierzon. He came to Paris for the
purpose of studying law, but soon abandoned his intention for the more genial
profession of journalist. He contributed to the Figaro, the Chatrivari, the Revue de Patris,
and the National. In 1848 he was named Commissary-General, and subsequently
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deputy of the department of the Cher. Having signed Ledru-Rollin’s call to arms, he was
obliged after the events of June to take refuge in England. Profiting by the amnesty of
the fifteenth of August, 1869, he returned to France, but made himself so obnoxious to
the Government by his virulent abuse of the Empire,
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that he was again expelled. The revolution of the fourth of September allowed him to
re-enter France. He commenced an immediate and violent attack on the new
government, which he continued until his journal, Le Combat, was suppressed.
Needles