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Thus far, for Florian, what all this had
determined was a peculiarly strong sense of
home — so forcible a motive with all of us —
prompting to us our customary love of the
earth, and the larger part of our fear of death,
that revulsion we have from it, as from some-
thing strange, untried, unfriendly; though
lifelong imprisonment, they tell you, and final
banishment from home is a thing bitterer still;
the looking forward to but a short space, a
mere childish gofiter and dessert of it, before
the end, being so great a resource of effort
to pilgrims and wayfarers, and the soldier in
distant quarters; and lending, in lack of that,
some power of solace to the thought of sleep
in the home churchyard, at least — dead
cheek by dead cheek, and with the rain soak-
ing in upon one from above.

So powerful is this instinct, and yet acci-
dents like those I have been speaking of so
mechanically determine it; its essence being
indeed the early familiar, as constituting our
ideal, or typical conception, of rest and security.
Out of so many possible conditions, just this
for you and that for me, brings ever the un-
mistakable realisation of the delightful ches
s01; this for the Englishman, for me and you,
with the closely-drawn white curtain and the
shaded lamp; that, quite other, for the wan-
dering Arab, who folds his tent every morning,
and makes his sleeping-place among haunted
ruins, or in old tombs.

With Florian then the sense of home he-
came singularly intense, his good fortune being
that the special character of his home was in
itself so essentially home-like. As after many
wanderings I have come to fancy that some
parts of Surrey and Kent are, for Englishmen,
the true landscape, true home-countries, by
right, partly, of a certain earthy warmth in the
vellow of the sand below their gorse-bushes,
and of a certain gray-blue mist after rain, in
the* hollows of the hills there, welcome to
fatigued eyes, and never seen farther south;
so I think that the sort of house I have de-
scribed, with precisely those proportions of
red-brick and green, and with a just per-
ceptible monotony in the subdued order of it,
for its distinguishing note, is for Englishmen
at least typically home-like. And so for
Florian that general human instinct was rein-
forced by this special home-likeness in the
place his wandering soul had happened to
light on, as, in the second degree, its body
and earthly tabernacle; the sense of harmony
between his soul and its physical environment

became, for a time at least, like perfectly
played music, and the life led there singularly
tranquil and filled with a curious sense of
self-possession. The love of security, of an
habitually undisputed standing-ground or sleep-
ing-place, came to count for much in the
generation and correcting of his thoughts, and
afterwards as a salutary principle of restraint
in all his wanderings of spirit. The wistful
yearning towards home, in absence from it,
as the shadows of evening deepened, and he
followed in thought what was doing there
from hour to hour, interpreted to him much
of a yearning and regret he experienced af-
terwards, towards he knew not what, out of
strange ways of feeling and thought in which,
from time to time, his spirit found itself alone;
and in the tears shed in such absences there
seemed always to be some soul-subduing fore-
taste of what his last tears might be.

And the sense of security could hardly have
been deeper, the quiet of the child’s soul being
one with the quiet of its home, a place “en-
closed” and ““sealed.” But upon this assured
place, upon the child’s assured soul which
resembled it, there came floating in from the
larger world without, as at windows left ajar
unknowingly, or over the high garden walls,
two streams of impressions, the sentiments of
beauty and pain — recognitions of the visible,
tangible, audible loveliness of things, as a very
real and somewhat tyrannous element in them
—and of the sorrow of the world, of grown
people and children and animals, as a thing
not to be put by in them. From this point
he could trace two predominant processes of
mental change in him — the growth of an
almost diseased sensibility to the spectacle of
suffering, and, parallel with this, the rapid
growth of a certain capacity of fascination by
bright colour and choice form — the sweet
curvings, for instance, of the lips of those
who seemed to him comely persons, modu-
lated in such delicate unison to the things
they said or sang, — marking early the activity
in him of a more than customary sensuousness,
“the lust of the eye,” as the Preacher says,
which might lead him, one day, how far!
Could he have foreseen the weariness of the
way! In music sometimes the two sorts of
impressions came together, and he would
weep, to the surprise of older people. Tears
of joy too the child knew, also to older people’s
surprise; real tears, once, of relief from long-
strung, childish expectation, when he found
returned at evening, with new roses in her
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cheeks, the little sister who had been to a
Elace where there was a wood, and brought
ack for him a treasure of fallen acorns, and
black crow’s feathers, and his peace at find-
ing her again near him mingled all night with
some intimate sense of the distant forest, the
rumour of its breezes, with the glossy black-
birds aslant and the branches lifted in them,
and of the perfect nicety of the little cups
that fell. So those two. elementary appre-
hensions of the tenderness and of the colour
in things grew apace in him, and were seen
by him afterwards to send their roots back
into the beginnings of life,

Let me note first some of the occasions of
his recognition of the element of pain in
things — incidents, now and again, which
seemed suddenly to awake in him the whole
force of that sentiment which Goethe has
called the Welischmers, and in which the con-
centrated sorrow of the world seemed suddenly
to lie heavy upon him. A book lay in an old
book-case, of which he cared to remember one
picture — a woman sitting, with hands bound
behind her, the dress, the cap, the hair, folded
with a simplicity which touched him strangely,
as if not by her own hands, but with some
ambiguous care at the hands of others—
Queen Marie Antoinette, on her way to exe-
cution — we all remember Dayid’s drawing,
meant merely to make her ridiculous. The
face that had been so high had learned to he
mute and resistless; but out of its very resist-
lessness, seemeéd now to call on men to have
pity, and forbear; and he took note of that,
as he closed the book, as a thing to look at
again, if he should at any time find himself
tempted to be cruel. Again he would never
quite forget the appeal in the small sister's
face, in the garden under the lilacs, terrified at
a spider lighted on her sleeve. He could trace
back to the look then noted a certain mercy
conceived always for people in fear, even
of little things, which seemed to make him,
though but for a moment, capable of almost
any sacrifice of himself. Impressible, sus-
ceptible persons, indeed, who had had their
sorrows, lived about him; and this sensibility
was due in part to the tacit influence of their
presence, enforcing upon him habitually the
fact that there are those who pass their days,
as a matter of course, in a sort of “going
quietly.” Most poignantly of all he could re-
call, in unfading minutest circumstance, the
cry on the stair, sounding bitterly through the
house, and struck into his soul forever, of an

aged woman, his father's sister, come now to
announce his death in distant India; how it
seemed to make the aged woman like a child
again; and, he knew not why, but this fancy
was full of pity to him. There were the little
sorrows of the dumb animals too —of the
white angora, with a dark tail like an ermine’s,
and a face like a flower, who fell into a linger-
ing sickness, and became quite delicately hu-
man in its valetudinarianism, and came to
have a hundred different expressions of voice
— how it grew worse and worse, till it began
to feel the light too much for it, and at last,
after one wild morning of pain, the little soul
flickered away from the body, quite worn to
death already, and now but feebly retaining it.

So he wanted another pet; and as there
were starlings about the place, which could be
taught to speak, one of them was caught, and
he meant to treat it kindly; but in the night
its young ones could be heard crying after
it, and the responsive cry of the mother-bird
towards them; and at last, with the first
light, though not till after some debate with
himself, he went down and opened the cage,
and saw a sharp bound of the prisoner up to
her nestlings; and therewith came the sense of
remorse, — that he too was become an accom-
plice in moving, to the limit of his small power,
the springs and handles of that great machine
in things, constructed so ingeniously to play
pain-fugues on the delicate nerve-work of
living creatures,

I have remarked how, in the process of our
brain-building, as the house of thought in
which we live gets itself together, like some
airy bird's-nest of floating thistle-down and
chance straws, compact at last, little accidents
have their consequence; and thus it happened
that, as he walked one evening, a garden gate,
usually closed, stood open; and lo! within, a
great red hawthorn in full flower, embossing
heavily the bleached and twisted trunk and
branches, so aged that there were but few
green leaves thereon — a plumage of tender,
crimson fire out of the heart of the dry wood.
The perfume of the tree had now and again
reached him, in the currents of the wind, over
the wall, and he had wondered what might be
behind it, and was now allowed to fill his arms
with the flowers — flowers enough for all the
old blue-china pots along the chimney-piece,
making féfe in the children’s room. Was it
some periodic moment in the expansion of soul
within him, or mere trick of heat in the heavily-
laden summer air? But the beauty of the
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thing struck home to him feverishly; and in
dreams all night he loitered along a magic
roadway of crimson flowers, which seemed to
open ruddily in thick, fresh masses about his
feet, and fill softly all the little hollows in the
banks on either side. Always afterwards,
summer by summer, as the flowers came on,
the blossom of the red hawthorn still seemed
to him absolutely the reddest of all things;
and the goodly crimson, still alive in the works
of old Venetian masters or old Flemish tapes-
tries, called out always from afar the recollec-
tion of the flame in those perishing little petals,
as it pulsed gradually out of them, kept long
in the drawers of an old cabinet. Also then,
for the first time, he seemed to experience a
passionateness in his relation to fair outward
objects, an inexplicable excitement in their
presence, which disturbed him, and from which
he half longed to be free. A touch of regret
or desire mingled all night with the remem-
bered presence of the red flowers, and their
perfume in the darkness about him; and the
longing for some undivined, entire possession
of them was the beginning of a revelation to
him, growing ever clearer, with the coming of
the gracious summer guise of fields and trees
and persons in each succeeding year, of a cer-
tain, at times seemingly exclusive, predominance
in his interests, of beautiful physical things, a
kind of tyranny of the senses over him.

In later years he came upon philosophies
which occupied him much in the estimate of
the proportion of the sensuous and the ideal
elements in human knowledge, the relative
parts they bear in it; and, in his intellectual
scheme, was led to assign very little to the
_ abstract thought, and much to its sensible
vehicle or occasion.  Such metaphysical specu-
lation did but reinforce what was instinctive
in his way of receiving the world, and for him,
everywhere, that sensible vehicle or occasion
became, perhaps only too surely, the necessary
concomitant of any perception of things, real
enough to be of any weight or reckoning, in
his house of thought. There were times when
he could think of the necessity he was under
of associating all thoughts to touch and sight,
as a sympathetic link between himself and
actual, feeling, living objects; a protest in
favour of real men and women against mere
gray, unreal abstractions; and he remembered
gratefully how the Christian religion, hardly
less than the religion of the ancient Greeks,
translating so much of its spiritual verity into
things that may be seen, condescends in part

to sanction this infirmity, if so it be, of our
human existence, wherein the world of sense
is so much with us, and welcomed this thought
as a kind of keeper and sentinel over his soul
therein, But certainly, he came more and
more to be unable to care for, or think of
soul but as in an actual body, or of any world
but that wherein are water and trees, and
where men and women look, so or so, and
press actual hands. It was the trick even
his pity learned, fastening those who suffered
in anywise to his affections by a kind of sensible
attachments. He would think of Julian, fallen
into incurable sickness, as spoiled in the sweet
blossom of his skin like pale amber, and his
honey-like hair; of Cecil, early dead, as cut
off from the lilies, from golden summer days,
from women’s voices; and then what com-
forted him a little was the thought of the turn-
ing of the child’s flesh to violets in the turf
above him. And thinking of the very poor,
it was not the things which most men care
most for that he yearned to give them; but
fairer roses, perhaps, and power to taste quite
as they will, at their ease and not task-burdened,
a certain desirable, clear light in the new
morning, through which sometimes he had
noticed them, quite unconscious of it, on their
way to their early toil.

So he yielded himself to these things, to be
played upon by them like a musical instru-
ment, and began to note with deepening watch-
fulness, but always with some puzzled, un-
utterable longing in his enjoyment, the phases
of the seasons and of the growing or waning
day, down even to the shadowy changes wrought
on bare wall or ceiling — the light cast up
from the snow, bringing out their darkest
angles; the brown light in the cloud, which
meant rain; that almost too austere clearness,
in the protracted light of the lengthening day,
before warm weather began, as if it lingered
but to make a severer workday, with the
school-books opened earlier and later; that
beam of June sunshine, at last, as he lay
awake before the time, a way of gold-dust
across the darkness; all the humming, the
freshness, the perfume of the garden seemed
to lie upon it — and coming in one afternoon
in September, along the red gravel walk, to
look for a basket of yellow crab-apples left in
the cool, old parlour, he remembered it the
more, and how the colours struck upon him,
because a wasp on one bitten apple stung
him, and he felt the passion of sudden, se-
vere pain. For this too brought its curious
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reflections; and, in relief from it, he would
wonder over it — how it had then been with
him — puzzled at the depth of the charm or
spell over him, which lay, for a little while
at least, in the mere absence of pain; once,
especially, when an older boy taught him to
make flowers of sealing-wax, and he had burnt
his hand badly at the lighted taper, and been
unable to sleep. He remembered that also
afterwards, as a sort of typical thing — a white
vision of heat about him, clinging closely,
through the languid scent of the ointments
put upon the place to make it well.

Also, as he felt this pressure upon him of
the sensible world, then, as often afterwards,
there would come another sort of curious
questioning how the last impressions of eye
and ear might happen to him, how they would
find him — the scent of the last flower, the
soft yellowness of the last morning, the last
recognition of some object of affection, hand
or voice; it could not be but that the latest
look of the eyes, before their final closing,
would be strangely vivid; one would go with
the hot tears, the cry, the touch of the wistful
bystander, impressed how deeply on one! or
would it be, perhaps, a mere frail retiring of
all things, great or little, away from one, into
a level distance ?

For with this desire of physical beauty
mingled itself early the fear of death — the
fear of death intensified by the desire of beauty.
Hitherto he had never gazed upon dead faces,
as sometimes, afterwards, at the Morgue in
Paris, or in that fair cemetery at Munich,
where all the dead must go and lie in state
béfore burial, behind glass windows, among
the flowers and incense and holy candles —
the aged clergy with their sacred ornaments,
the young men in their dancing-shoes and
spotless white linen — after which visits, those
waxen, resistless faces would always live with
him for many days, making the broadest sun-
shine sickly. The child had heard indeed of
the death of his father, and how, in the Indian
station, a fever had taken him, so that though
not in action he had yet died as a soldier;
and hearing of the “resurrection of the just,”
he could think of him as still abroad in the
world, somehow, for his protection — a grand,
though perhaps rather terrible figure, in beauti-
ful soldier’s things, like the figure in the picture
of Joshua’s Vision in the Bible — and of that,
round which the mourners moved so softly,

and afterwards with such solemn singing, as

but a worn-out garment left at a deserted

lodging. So it was, until on a summer day
he walked with his mother through a fair
churchyard. In a bright dress he rambled
among the graves, in the gay weather, and so
came, in one corner, upon an open grave for
a child —a dark space on the brilliant grass
— the black mould lying heaped up round it,
weighing down the little jewelled branches of
the dwarf rose-bushes in flower. And there-
with came, full-grown, never wholly to leave
him, with the certainty that even children do
sometimes die, the physical horror of death,
with its wholly selfish recoil from the associa-
tion of lower forms of life, and the suffocating
weight above. No benign, grave figure in
beautiful soldier’s things any longer abroad in
the world for his protection! only a few poor,
piteous bones; and above them, possibly, a
certain sort of figure he hoped not to see.
For sitting one day in the garden below an
open window, he heard people talking, and
could not but listen, how, in a sleepless hour,
a sick woman had seen one of the dead sitting
beside her, come to call her hence; and from
the broken talk evolved with much clearness
the notion that not all those dead people had
really departed to the churchyard, nor were
quite so motionless as they looked, but led a
secret, half-fugitive life in their old homes,
quite frée by night, though sometimes visible
in the day, dodging from room to reom, with
no great goodwill towards those who shared
the place with them. All night the figure sat
beside him in the reveries of his broken sleep,
and was not quite gone in the morning — an
odd, irreconcilable new member of the house-
hold, making the sweet familiar chambers un-
friendly and suspect by its uncertain presence.
He could have hated the dead he had pitied
so, for being thus. Afterwards he came to
think of those poor, home-returning ghosts,
which all men have fancied to themselves —
the revenants — pathetically, as crying, or
beating with vain hands at the doors, as the
wind came, their cries distinguishable in it as
a wilder inner note. But, always making
death more unfamiliar still, that old experi-
ence would ever, from time to time, return to
him; even in the living he sometimes caught
its likeness; at any time or place, in a moment,
the faint atmosphere of the chamber of death
would be breathed around him, and the image
with the bound chin, the quaint smile, the
straight, stiff feet, shed itself across the air
upon the bright carpet, amid the gayest com-
pany, or happiest communing with himself.
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To most children the sombre questionings
to which impressions like these attach them-
selves, if they come at all, are actually sug-
gested by religious books, which therefore they
often regard with much secret distaste, and
dismiss, as far as possible, from their habitual
thoughts as a too depressing element in life.
To Florian such impressions, these misgivings
as to the ultimate tendency of the years, of the
relationship between life and death, had been
suggested spontaneously in the natural course
of his mental growth by a strong innate sense
for the soberer tones in things, further strength-
ened by actual circumstances; and religious
sentiment, that system of biblical ideas in
which he had been brought up, presented itself
to him as a thing that might soften and dignify,
and light up as with a “lively hope,” a melan-
choly already deeply settled in him. So he
yielded himself easily to religious impressions,
and with a kind of mystical appetite for sacred
things; the more as they came to him through
a saintly person who loved him tenderly, and
believed that this early pre-occupation with
them already marked the child out for a saint.
He began to love, for their own sakes, church
lights, holy days, all that belonged to the
comely order of the sanctuary, the secrets of
its white linen, and holy vessels, and fonts of
pure water; and its hieratic purity and sim-
plicity became the type of something he
desired always to have about him in actual
life. He pored over the pictures in religious
books, and knew by heart the exact mode in
which the wrestling angel grasped Jacob, how
Jacob looked in his mysterious sleep, how the
bells and pomegranates were attached to the
hem of Aaron’s vestment, sounding sweetly as
he glided over the turf of the holy place. His
way of conceiving religion came then to be in
effect what it ever afterwards remained —a
sacred history indeed, but still more a sacred
ideal, a transcendent version or representation,
under intenser and more expressive light and
shade, of human life and its familiar or excep-
tional incidents, birth, death, marriage, youth,
age, tears, joy, rest, sleep, waking — a mirror,
towards which men might turn away their
eyes from vanity and dulness, and see them-
selves therein as angels, with their daily meat
and drink, even, become a kind of sacred
transaction — a complementary strain or bur-
den, applied to our everyday existence, whereby
the stray snatches of music in it reset them-
selves, and fall into the scheme of some
higher and more consistent harmony. A place

adumbrated itself in his thoughts, wherein
those sacred personalities, which are at once
the reflex and the pattern of our nobler phases
of life, housed themselves; and this region in
his intellectual scheme all subsequent experi-
ence did but tend still further to realise and
define. Some ideal, hieratic persons he would
always need to occupy it and keep a warmth
there. And he could hardly understand those
who felt no such need at all, finding themselves
quite happy without such heavenly companion-
ship, and sacred double of their life, beside
them.

Thus a constant substitution of the typical
for the actual took place in his thoughts.
Angels might be met by the way, under
English elm or beech-tree; mere messengers
seemed like angels, bound on celestial errands;
a deep mysticity brooded over real meetings
and partings; marriages were made in heaven;
and deaths also, with hands of angels there-
upon, to bear soul and body quietly asunder,
each to its appointed rest. All the acts and
accidents of daily life borrowed a sacred
colour and significance; the very colours of
things became themselves weighty with mean-
ings like the sacred stuffs of Moses’ tabernacle,
full of penitence or peace. Sentiment, con-
gruous in the first instance only with those
divine transactions, the deep, effusive unction
of the House of Bethany, was assumed as the
due attitude for the reception of our every-
day existence; and for a time he walked
through the world in a sustained, not un-
pleasurable awe, generated by the habitual
recognition, beside every circumstance and
event of life, of its celestial correspondent.

Sensibility — the desire of physical beauty —
a strange biblical awe, which made any refer-
ence to the unseen act on him like solemn
music — these qualities the child took away
with him, when, at about the age of twelve
years, he left the old house, and was taken
to live in another place. He had never left
home before, and, anficipating much from
this change, had long dreamed over it, jealously
counting the days till the time fixed for de-
parture should come; had been a little careless
about others even, in his strong desire for it
— when Lewis fell sick, for instance, and they
must wait still two days longer, At last the
morning came, very fine; and all things—
the very pavement with its dust, at the road-
side —seemed to have a white, pearl-like
lustre in them. They were to travel by a
favourite road on which he had often walked
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a certain distance, and on one of those two
prisoner days, when Lewis was sick, had
walked farther than ever before, in his great
desire to reach the new place. They had
started and gone a little way when a pet bird
was found to have been left behind, and must
even now —so it presented itself to him —
have already all the appealing fierceness and
wild self-pity at heart of one left by others to
perish of hunger in a closed house; and he
returned to fetch it, himself in hardly less
stormy distress. But as he passed in search
of it from room to room, lying so pale, with a
look of meekness in their denudation, and at
last through that little, stripped white room,
the aspect of the place touched him like the
face of one dead; and a clinging back towards
it came over him, so intense that he knew it
would last long, and spoiling all his pleasure
in the realisation of a thing so eagerly antici-
pated. And so, with the bird found, but him-
self in an agony of home-sickness, thus capri-
ciously sprung up within him, he was driven
quickly away, far into the rural distance, so
fondly speculated on, of that favourite country-
road.

ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON
(1850-1894)

FRANCOIS VILLON, STUDENT, POET,
AND HOUSEBREAKER

Perhaps one of the most curious revolutions
in literary history is the sudden bull's-eye light
cast by M. Longnon on the obscure existence
of Frangois Villon. His book is not remark-
able merely as a chapter of biography exhumed
after four centuries. To readers of the poet it
will recall, with a flavour of satire, that char-
acteristic passage in which he bequeaths his
spectacles — with a humorous reservation of
the case —to the hospital for blind paupers
known as the Fifteen-Score. Thus equipped,
let the blind paupers go and separate the good
from the bad in the cemetery of the Innocents |
For his own part the poet can see no distinc-
tion, Much have the dead people made of
their advantages. What does it matter now
that they have lain in state beds and nourished
portly bodies upon cakes and cream! Here
they all lie, to be trodden in the mud; the large
estate and the small, sounding virtue and
adroit or powerful vice, in very much the
same condition; and a bishop not to be dis-

tinguished from a lamplighter with even the
strongest spectacles.

Such was Villon’s cynical philosophy. Four
hundred years after his death, when surely all
danger might be considered at an end, a pair
of critical spectacles have been applied to his
own remains; and though he left behind him
a sufficiently ragged reputation from the first,
it is only after these four hundred years that
his delinquencies have been finally tracked
home, and we can assign him to his proper
place among the good or wicked. It is a
staggering thought, and one that affords a fine
figure of the imperishability of men’s acts, that
the stealth of the private inquiry office can be
carried so far back into the dead and dusty
past. We are not so scon quit of our con-
cerns as Villon fancied. In the extreme of
dissolution, when not so much as a man’s
name is remembered, when his dust is scattered
to the four winds, and perhaps the very grave
and the very graveyard where he was laid to
rest have been forgotten, desecrated, and buried
under populous towns, — even in this extreme
let an antiquary fall across a sheet of manu-
script, and the name will be recalled, the old
infamy will pop out into daylight like a toad
out of a fissure in the rock, and the shadow
of the shade of what was once a man will be
heartily pilloried by his descendants. A little
while ago and Villon was almost totally for-
gotten; then he was revived for the sake of
his verses; and now he is being revived with a
vengeance in the detection of his misdemeanours.
How unsubstantial is this projection of a man’s
existence, which can lie in abeyance for cen-
turies and then be brushed up again and set
forth for the consideration of posterity by a
few dips in an antiquary’s inkpot! This pre-
carious tenure of fame goes a long way to
justify those (and they are not few) who prefer
cakes and cream in the immediate present.

A Wnp Yourn

Frangois de Montcorbier, alias Frangois des
Loges, alias Frangois Villon, alias Michel
Mouton, Master of Arts in the University of
Paris, was born in that city in the summer of
1431. It was a memorable year for France
on other and higher considerations. A great-
hearted girl and a poor-hearted boy made,
the one her last, the other his first appearance
on the public stage of that unhappy country.
On the zoth of May the ashes of Joan of Arc
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were thrown into the Seine, and on the 2d of
December our Henry Sixth made his Joyous
Entry dismally enough into disaffected and
depopulating Paris. Sword and fire still
ravaged the open country. On a single April
Saturday twelve hundred persons, besides
children, made their escape out of the starv-
ing capital. The hangman, as is not unin-
teresting to note in connection with Master
Francis, was kept hard at work in 1431; on
the last of April and on the 4th of May alone,
sixty-two bandits swung from Paris gibbets.
A more confused or troublous time it would
have been difficult to select for a start in life.
Not even a man’s nationality was certain; for
the people of Paris there was no such thing
as a Frenchman. The English were the Eng-
lish indeed, but the French were only the
Armagnacs, whom, with Joan of Arc at their
head, they had beaten back from under their
ramparts not two years before. Such public
sentiment as they had centred about their dear
Duke of Burgundy, and the dear Duke had
no more urgent business than to keep out
of their neighbourhood. . . . At least, and
whether he liked it or not, our disreputable
troubadour was tubbed and swaddled as a sub-
ject of the English crown.

We hear nothing of Villon’s father except
that he was poor and of mean extraction. His
mother was given piously, which does not
imply very much in an old Frenchwoman,
and quite uneducated. He had an uncle, a
monk in an abbey at Angers, who must have
prospered beyond the family average, and was
reported to be worth five or six hundred
crowns. Of this uncle and his money-box
the reader will hear once more. In 1448
Francis became a student of the University of
Paris; in 1450 he took the degree of Bachelor,
and in 1452 that of Master of Arts. His
bourse, or the sum paid weekly for his board,
was of the amount of two sous. Now two

sous was about the price of a pound of salt

butter in the bad times of 1417; it was the
price of half-a-pound in the worse times of
1419; and in 1444, just four years before Vil-
lon joined the University, it seems to have been
taken as the average wage for a day’s manual
labour. In short, it cannot have been a very
profuse allowance to keep a sharp-set lad in
breakfast and supper for seven mortal days;
and Villon’s share of the cakes and pastry
and general good cheer, to which he is never
weary of referring, must have been slender
from the first,

The educational arrangements of the Uni-
versity of Paris were, to our way of thinking,
somewhat incompletes Worldly and monkish
elements were presented in a curious confusion,
which the youth might disentangle for him-
self. If he had an opportunity, on the one
hand, of acquiring much hair-drawn divinity
and a taste for formal disputation, he was put
in the way of much gross and flaunting vice
upon the other. The lecture room of a
scholastic doctor was sometimes under the
same roof with establishments of a very dif-
ferent and peculiarly unedifying order. The
students had extraordinary privileges, which
by all accounts they abused extraordinarily.
And while some condemned themselves to an
almost sepulchral regularity and seclusion,
others fled the schools, swaggered in the street
“with their thumbs in their girdle,” passed
the night in riot, and behaved themselves as
the worthy forerunners of Jehan Frollo in the
romance of Noire Dame de Paris. Villon tells
us himself that he was among the truants,
but we hardly needed his avowal. The bur-
lesque erudition in which he sometimes in-
dulged implies no more than the merest
smattering of knowledge; whereas his ac-
quaintance with blackguard haunts and in-
dustries could only have been acquired by early
and consistent impiety and idleness. He
passed his degrees, it 1s true; but some of
us who have been to modern universities will
make their own reflections on the value of the
test. As for his three pupils, Colin Laurent,
Girard Gossouyn, and Jehan Marceau — if
they were really his pupils in any serious
sense — what can we say but God help them!
And sure enough, by his own description,
they turned out as ragged, rowdy, and ignorant
as was to be looked for from the views and
manners of their rare preceptor.

At some time or other, before or during his
university career, the poet was adopted by
Master Guillaume de Villon, chaplain of Saint
Benoit-le-Bétourné near the Sorbonne. From
him he borrowed the surname by which he is
known to posterity. It was most likely from
his house, called the Porte Rouge, and situated
in a garden in the cloister of Saint Benolt,
that Master Francis heard the bell of the Sor-
bonne ring out the Angelus while he was fin-
ishing his Small Testament at Christmastide
in 1446, Toward this benefactor he usually
gets credit for a respectable display of grati-
tude. But with his trap and pitfall style of
writing, it is easy to make too sure. His
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sentiments are about as much to be relied on
as those of a professional beggar; and in this,
as in so many other matters, he comes toward
us whining and piping the eye, and goes off
again with a whoop and his finger to his nose.
Thus, he calls Guillaume de Villon his “more
than father,” thanks him with a great show of
sincerity for having helped him out of many
scrapes, and bequeaths him his portion of
renown. But the portion of renown which
belonged to a young thief, distinguished (if, at
the period when he wrote this legacy, he was
distinguished at all) for having written some
more or less obscene and scurrilous ballads,
must have been little fitted to gratify the self-
respect or increase the reputation of a benevo-
lent ecclesiastic. The same remark applies to
a subsequent legacy of the poet’s library, with
specification of one work which was plainly
neither decent nor devout. We are thus left
on the horns of a dilemma. If the chaplain
was a godly, philanthropic personage, who had
tried to graft good principles and good be-
haviour on this wild slip of an adopted son,
these jesting legacies would obviously cut him
fo the heart. The position of an adopted son
toward his adoptive father is one full of delicacy;
where a man lends his name he looks for great
consideration, And this legacy of Villon’s
portion of renown may be taken as the mere
ding of an unregenerate scapegrace who has
wit enough to recognise in his own shame the
readiest weapon of offence against a prosy
benefactor’s feelings. The gratitude of Master
Francis figures, on this reading, as a frightful
minus quantity. 1If, on the other hand, those
jests were given and taken in good humour,
the whole relation between the pair degenerates
into the unedifying complicity of a debauched
old chaplain and a witty and dissolute young
scholar. At this rate the house with the red
dodr may have rung with the most mundane
minstrelsy; and it may have been below its
roof that Villon, through a hole in the plaster,
studied, as he tells us, the leisures of a rich
ecclesiastic,

It was, perhaps, of some moment in the
poet’s life that he should have inhabited the
cloister of Saint Benoit. Three of the most
remarkable among his early acquaintances
are Catherine de Vauselles, for whom he enter-
tained a short-lived affection and an endur-
ing and most unmanly resentment; Regnier de
Montigny, a young blackguard of good birth;
and Colin de Cayeux, a fellow with a marked
aptitude for picking locks. Now we are on

a foundation of mere conjecture, but it is at
least curious to find that two of the canons
of Saint Benoit answered respectively to the
names of Pierre de Vaucel and Etienne de
Montigny, and that there was a householder
called Nicolas de Cayeux in a street — the
Rue des Poirées—in the immediate neigh-
bourhood of the cloister. M. Longnon is
almost ready to identify Catherine as the
niece of Pierre; Regnier as the nephew of
Etienne, and Colin as the son of Nicolas.
Without going so far, it must be owned that
the approximation of names is significant. As
we go on to see the part played by each of
these persons in the sordid melodrama of the
poet’s life, we shall come to regard it as even
more notable. Is it not Clough who has re-
marked that, after all, everything lies in jux-
taposition? Many a man’s destiny has been
settled by nothing apparently more grave than
a pretty face on the opposite side of the street
and a couple of bad companions round the
COTner.

Catherine de Vauselles (or de Vaucel — the
change is within the limits of Villon’s license)
had plainly delighted in the poet’s conversa-
tion; near neighbours or not, they were much
together; and Villon made no secret of his
court, and suffered himself to believe that his
feeling was repaid in kind. This may have
been an error from the first, or he may have
estranged her by subsequent misconduct or
temerity. One can easily imagine Villon an
impatient wooer. One thing, at least, is sure:
that the affair terminated in a manner bitterly
humiliating to Master Francis. In presence
of his lady-love, perhaps under her window
and certainly with her connivance, he was un-
mercifully thrashed by one Noé le Joly—
beaten, as he says himself, like dirty linen
on the washing-board. It is characteristic that
his malice had notably increased between the
time when he wrote the Small Testament im-
mediately on the back of the occurrence, and
the time when he wrote the Large Testament
five years after. On the latter occasion noth-
ing is too bad for his “damsel with the twisted
nose,” as he calls her. She is spared neither
hint nor accusation, and he tells his messenger
to accost her with the vilest insults. Villon,
it is thought, was out of Paris when these
amenities escaped his pen; or perhaps the
strong arm of No# le Joly would have been
again in requisition. So ends the love story,
if love story it may properly be called. Poets
are not necessarily fortunate in love; but they
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usually fall among more romantic circum-
stances and bear their disappointment with a
better grace.

The neighbourhood of Regnier de Montigny
and Colin de Cayeux was probably more in-
fluential on his after life than the contempt of
Catherine. For a man who i§ greedy of all
pleasures, and provided with little money and
less dignity of character, we may prophesy a
safe and speedy voyage downward. Humble
or even truckling virtue may walk unspotted
in this life. But only those who despise the
pleasures can afford to despise the opinion of
the world. A man of a strong, heady tem-
perament, like Villon, is very differently
tempted. His eyes lay hold on all provoca-
tions greedily, and his heart flimes up at a
look into imperious desire; he is snared and
broached to by anything and everything, from
a pretty face to a piece of pastry in a cook-
shop window; he will drink the rinsing of the
wine cup, stay the latest at the tavern party;
tap at the lit windows, follow the sound of
singing, and beat the whole neighbourhood for
another reveller, as he goes reluctantly home-
ward; and grudge himself every hour of sleep
as a black empty period in which he cannot
follow after pleasure. Such a person is lost
if he have not dignity, or, failing that, at least
pride, which is its shadow and in many ways
its substitute. Master Francis, I fancy, would
follow his own eager instincts without much
spiritual struggle. And we soon find him
fallen among thieves in sober, literal earnest,
and counting as acquaintances the most dis-
reputable people he could lay his hands on:
fellows who stole ducks in Paris Moat; ser-
geants of the criminal court, and archers of
the watch; blackguards who slept at night
under the butchers’ stalls, and for whom the
aforesaid archers peered about carefully with
lanterns; Regnier de Montigny, Colin de
Cayeux, and their crew, all bound on a favour-
ing breeze toward the gallows; the disorderly
abbess of Port Royal, who went about at fair
time with soldiers and thieves, and conducted
her abbey on the queerest principles; and
most likely Perette Mauger, the great Paris
receiver of stolen goods, not yet dreaming,
poor woman! of the last scene of her career
when Henry Cousin, executor of the high
justice, shall bury her, alive and most reluctant,
in front of the new Montigny gibbet. Nay,
our friend soon began to take a foremost rank
in this society. He could string offi verses,
which is always an agreeable talent; and he

could make himself useful in many other ways.
The whole ragged army of Bohemia, and who-
soever loved good cheer without at all loving
to work and pay for it, are addressed in con-
temporary verses as the “Subjects of Frangois
Villon.” He was a good genius to all hungry
and unscrupulous persons; and became the
hero of a whole legendary cycle of tavern
tricks and cheateries. At best, these were
doubtful levities, rather too thievish for a
schoolboy, rather too gamesome for a thief.
But he would not linger long in this equivocal
border land. He must soon have complied
with his surroundings. He was one who
would go where the cannikin clinked, not car-
ing who should pay; and from supping in the
wolves’ den, there is but a step to hunting
with the pack. And here, as I am on the
chapter of his degradation, I shall say all I
mean to say about its darkest expression, and
be done with it for good. Some charitable
critics see no more than a jeu d'esprit, a graceful
and trifling exercise of the imagination, in the
grimy ballad of Fat Peg (Grosse Margof). 1
am not able to follow these gentlemen to this
polite extreme. Out of all Villon’s works that
ballad stands forth in flaring reality, gross and
ghastly, as a thing written in a contraction of
disgust. M. Longnon shows us more and
more clearly at every page that we are to read
our poet literally, that his names are the names
of real persons, and the events he chronicles
were actual events. But even if the tendency
of criticism had run the other way, this ballad
would have gone far to prove itself. I can
well understand the reluctance of worthy per-
sons in this matter; for of course it is un-
pleasant to think of a man of genius as one
who held, in the words of Marina to Boult —

A place, for which the pained'st fiend
Of hell would not in reputation change.”

But beyond this natural unwillingness, the
whole difficulty of the case springs from a
highly virtuous ignorance of life. Paris now
is not so different from the Paris of then;
and the whole of the doings of Bohemia are
not written in the sugar-candy pastorals of
Murger. It is really not at all surprising that
a young man of the fifteenth century, with a
knack of making verses, should accept his
bread upon disgraceful terms. The race of
those who do is not extinct; and some of them
to this day write the prettiest verses imagi-
nable. . . . After this, it were impossible for
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Master Francis to fall lower: to go and steal
for himself would be an admirable advance
from every point of view, divine or human.
And yet it is not as a thief, but as a homi-
cide, that he makes his first appearance before
angry justice. On June §, 1455, when he was
about twenty-four, and had been Master of
Arts for a matter of three years, we behold
him for the first time quite definitely. Angry
justice had, as it were, photographed him in
the act of his homicide; and M. Longnon,
rummaging among old deeds, has turned up
the negative and printed it off for our instruc-
tion. Villon had been supping — copiously
we may believe — and sat on a stone bench
in front of the Church of Saint Benoit, in com-
pany with a priest called Gilles and a woman
of the name of Isabeau. It was nine o’clock,
a mighty late hour for the period, and evi-
dently a fine summer’s night. Master Francis
carried a'mantle, like a prudent man, to keep
him from the dews (serain), and had a sword
below it dangling from his girdle. So these
three dallied in front of St. Benoit, taking their
pleasure (pour soy esbaire). Suddenly there
arrived upon the scene a priest, Philippe
Chermoye or Sermaise, also with sword and
cloak, and accompanied by one Master Jehan
le Mardi. Sermaise, according to Villon's
account, which is all we have to go upon,
came up blustering and denying God; as
Villon rose to make room for him upon the
bench, thrust him rudely back into his place;
and finally drew his sword and cut open his
lower lip, by what I should imagine was a very
clumsy stroke. Up to this point, Villon pro-
fesses to have been a model of courtesy, even
of feebleness; and the brawl, in his version,
reads like the fable of the wolf and the lamb.
But now the lamb was roused; he drew his
sword, stabbed Sermaise in the groin, knocked
him on the head with a big stone, and then,
leaving him to his fate, went away to have his
own lip doctored by a barber of the name of
Fouquet. In one version, he says that Gilles,
Isabeau, and Le Mardi ran away at the first
high words, and that he and Sermaise had it
out alone; in another, Le Mardi is represented
as returning and wresting Villon’s sword from
him: the reader may please himself. Ser-
maise was picked up, lay all that night in the
rison of Saint Benolt, where he was examined
y an official of the Chitelet and expressly
gardoned Villon, and died on the following
aturday in the Hotel Dieu.
This, as I have said, was in June. Not be-

fore January of the next year could Villon
extract a pardon from the king; but while his
hand was in, he got two. One is for “Frangois
des Loges, alias (auirement dit) de Villon”;
and the other runs in the name of Frangois
de Montcorbier. Nay, it appears there was a
further complication; for in the narrative of
the first of these documents, it is mentioned
that he passed himself off upon Fouquet, the
barber-surgeon, as one Michel Mouton. M.
Longnon has a theory that this unhappy acci-
dent with Sermaise was the cause of Villon's
subsequent irregularities; and that up to that
moment he had been the pink of good be-
haviour. But the matter has to my eyes a
more dubious air. A pardon necessary for
Des Loges and another for Montcorbier? and
these two the same person? and one or both
of them known by the alias of Villon, how-
ever honestly come by? and lastly, in the heat
of the moment, a fourth name thrown out
with an assured countenance? A ship is not
to be trusted that sails under so many colours.
This is not the simple bearing of innocence.
No —the young master was already treading
crooked paths; already, he would ‘start and
blench at a hand upon his shoulder, with the
look we know so well in the face of Hogarth’s
Idle Apprentice; already, in the blue devils,
he would see Henry Cousin, the executor of
high justice, going in dolorous procession
toward Montfaucon, and hear the wind and
the birds crying around Paris gibbet.

A Ganc or THIEVES

In spite of the prodigious number of peo-
ple who managed to get hanged, the fifteenth
century was by no means a bad time for crim-
inals. A great confusion of parties and great
dust of fighting favoured the escape of private
housebreakers and quiet fellows who stole ducks
in Paris Moat. Prisons were leaky; and as
we shall see, a man with a few crowns in his
pocket and perhaps some acquaintance among
the officials, could easily slip out and become
once more a free marauder, There was no
want of a sanctuary where he might harbour
until troubles blew by; and accomplices helped
each other with more or less good faith. Clerks,
above all, had remarkable facilities for a crimi-
nal way of life; for they were privileged, except
in cases of notorious incorrigibility, to be
plucked from the hands of rude secular justice
and tried by a tribunal of their own. In 1402, &
couple of thieves, both clerks of the University,
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sity, were condemned to death by the Provost
of Paris. As they were taken to Montfaucon,
they kept crying “high and clearly” for their
benefit of clergy, but were none the less piti-
lessly hanged and gibbeted. Indignant Alma
Mater interfered before the king; and the
Provost was deprived of all royal offices, and
condemned to return the bodies and erect a
great stone cross, on the road from Paris to the
gibbet, graven with the effigies of these two holy
martyrs. We shall hear more of the benefit
of clergy; for after this the reader will not be
surprised to meet with thieves in the shape of
tonsured clerks, or even priests and monks.

To a knot of such learned pilferers our poet
certainly belonged; and by turning over a few
more of M. Longnon’s negatives, we shall get a
clear idea of their character and doings. Mon-
tignyand De Cayeux are names already known;
Guy Tabary, Petit-Jehan, Dom Nicolas, little
Thibault, who was both clerk and goldsmith,
and who made picklocks and melted plate for
himself and his companions — with these the
reader has still to become acquainted. Petit-
Jehan and De Cayeux were handy fellows and
enjoyed a useful preéminence in honour of their
doings with the picklock. “Dictus des (,ahycffs
est forlis operator crochetorum,” says Tabary’s
interrogation, “sed dictus Petit-Jehan, ejus so-
cius, est forcius operator.” But the flower of
the flock was little Thibault; it was reported
that no lock could stand before him; he had a
persuasive hand; let us salute capacity wher-
ever w2 may find it. Perhaps the term gang is
not quite properly applied to the persons whose
fortunes we are now about to follow; ra'thcr
they were independent malefactors, socially
intimate, and occasionally joining together for
some serious operation, just as modern stock-
jobbers form a syndicate for an important loan.
Nor were they at all particular to any branch of
misdoing. They did not scrupulously confine
themselves to a single sort of theft, as I hear is
common among modern thieves. They were
ready for anything, from pitch-and-toss to
manslaughter. Montigny, for instance, had
neglected neither of these extremes, and we
find him accused of cheating at games of haz-
ard on the one hand, and on the other of the
murder of one Thevenin Pensete in a house by
the Cemetery of St. John. If time had only
spared us some particulars, might not this last
have furnished us with the matter of a grisly
winter’s tale? !

At Christmas-time in 1446, readers of Villon
will remember that he was engaged on the

Small Testament. About the same period,
circa festum nativitatis Domini, he took part
in a memorable supper at the Mule Tavern,
in front of the Church of St. Mathurin.
Tabary, who seems to have been very }'nuch
Villon’s creature, had ordered the supper in the
course of the afternoon. He was a man who
had had troubles in his time and languished in
the Bishop of Paris’s prisons on a suspicion of
picking locks; confiding, convivial, not very
astute —who had copied out a whole im-
proper romance with his own right hand
This supper-party was to be his first intro-
duction to De Cayeux and Petit-Jehan, which
was probably a matter of some concern to the
poor man’s muddy wits; in the sequel, at
least, he speaks of both with an undisguised
respect, based on professional inferiority in the
matter of picklocks. Dom Nicolas, a Picardy
monk, was the fifth and last at table. When
supper had been despatched and fair]y washed
down, we may suppose, with white Baigneux or
red Beaune, which were favourite wines among
the fellowship, Tabary was solemnly sworn
over to secrecy on the night's performances;
and the party left the Mule and proceeded to an
unoccupied house belonging to Robert de Saint-
Simon. This, over a low wall, they entered
without difficulty.  All but Tabary took off their
upper garments; a ladder was found and ap-
plied to the high wall which separated Saint-
Simon’s house from the court of the College
of Navarre; the four fellows in their shirt-
sleeves (as we might say) clambered over in a
twinkling; and Master Guy Tabary remained
alone beside the overcoats. From the court the
burglars made their way into the vestry of the
chapel, where they found a large chest, strength-
ened with iron bands and closed with four
locks. One of these locks they picked, and
then, by levering up the corner, forced the
other three. Inside was a small coffer, of
walnut wood, also barred with iron, but fastened
with only three locks, which were all com-
fortably picked by way of the keyhole. In thfi
walnut coffer — a joyous sight by our thieves
lantern — were five hundred crowns of gold.
There was some talk of opening the aumries,
where, if they had only known, a booty eight
or nine times greater lay ready to their hand;
but one of the party (I have a humorous sus-
picion it was Dom Nicolas, the Picardy monk)
hurried them away. It was ten o’clock when
they mounted the ladder; it was about mid-
night before Tabary beheld them coming back.
To him they gave ten crowns, and promised a
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share of a two-crown dinner on the mOITow;
whereat we may suppose his mouth watered.
In course of time, he got wind of the real amount
of their booty and understood how scurvily he
had been used; but he seems to have borne no
malice. How could he, against such superb
operators as Petit-Jehan and De Cayeux; or
a person like Villon, who could have made a
new improper romance out of his own head,
instead of merely copying an old one with
mechanical right hand?
The rest of the winter was not uneventful
for the gang. First they made a demon-
stration against the Church of St. Mathurin
after chalices, and were ignominiously chased
away by barking dogs. Then Tabary fell out
with Casin Chollet, one of the fellows who
stole ducks in Paris Moat, who subsequently
became a sergeant of the ChAtelet and dis-
tinguished himself by misconduct, followed by
imprisonment and public castigation, during
the wars of Louis Eleventh. The quarrel was
not conducted with a proper regard to the king’s
peace, and the pair publicly belaboured each
other until the police stepped in, and Master
Tabary was cast once more into the prisons of
the Bishop. Whilehestill lay in durance, another
job was cleverly executed by the band in broad
daylight, at the Augustine Monastery. Brother
Guillaume Coiffier was beguiled by an accom-
plice to St. Mathurin to say mass; and during
his absence, his chamber wasentered and five or
six hundred crowns in money and some silver-
plate successfully abstracted. A melancholy
man was Coiffier on his return! Eight crowns
from this adventure were forwarded by little
Thibault to the incarcerated Tabary; and with
these he bribed the jailer and reappeared in
Paris taverns. Some time before or shortly
after this, Villon set out for Angers, as he had
promised in the Small Testament. The object
of this excursion was not merely to avoid the
presence of his cruel mistress or the strong arm
of Noé le Joly, but to plan a deliberate robbery
on his uncle the monk. As soon as he had
properly studied the ground, the others were
to go over in force from Paris — picklocks and
all —and away with my uncle’s stronghox |
This throws a comical sidelight on his own
accusation against his relatives, that they had
“forgotten natural duty” and disowned him
because he was poor. A poor relation is a dis-
tasteful circumstance at the best, but a poor
relation who plans deliberate robberies against
those of his blood, and trudges hundreds of
weary leagues to put them into execution, is

surely a little on the wrong side of toleration.
The uncle at Angers may have been monstrously
undutiful; but the nephew from Paris was
upsides with him.

On the 23d April, that venerable and dis-
creet person, Master Pierre Marchand, Curate
and Prior of Paray-le-Monial, in the diocese
of Chartres, arrived in Paris and put up at the
sign of the Three Chandeliers, in the Rue de la
Huchette. Nest day, or the day after, as he
was breakfasting at the sign of the Arm-chair,
he fell into talk with two customers, one of
whom was a priest and the other our friend
Tabary. The idiotic Tabary became mighty
confidential as to his past life. Pierre Mar-
chand, who was an acquaintance of Guillaume
Coiffier's and had sympathised with him over
his loss, pricked up his ears at the mention of
picklocks, and led on the transcriber of im-
proper romances from one thing to another,
until they were fast friends. For picklocks
the Prior of Paray professed a keen curiosity;
but Tabary, upon some late alarm, had thrown
all his into the Seine. Let that be no difficulty,
however, for was there not little Thibault,
who could make them of all shapes and sizes,
and to whom Tabary, smelling an accomplice,
would be only too glad to introduce his new
acquaintance? On the morrow, accordingly,
they met; and Tabary, after having first wet
his whistle at the Prior's expense, led him
to Notre Dame and presented him to four or
five “young companions,” who were keeping
sanctuary in the church. They were all clerks,
recently escaped, like Tabary himself, from the
episcopal prisons. Among these we may notice
Thibault, the operator, a little fellow of twenty-
six, wearing long hair behind. The Prior ex-
pressed, through Tabary, his anxiety to be-
come their accomplice and altogether such as
they were (de leur sorte et de lewrs complices).
Mighty polite they showed themselves, and made
him many fine speeches in return. But for all
that, perhaps because they had longer heads
than Tabary, perhaps because it is less easy to
wheedle men in a body, they kept obstinately
to generalities and gave him no information
as to their exploits, past, present, or to come.
I suppose Tabary groaned under this reserve;
for no sooner were he and the Prior out of the
church than he fairly emptied his heart to him,
gave him full details of many hanging matters
in the past, and explained the future intentions
of the band. The scheme of the hour was to
rob another Augustine monk, Robert de la
Porte, and in this the Prior agreed to take a hand
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with simulated greed. Thus, in the course of
two days, he had tumed this wineskin of a
Tabary inside out. For a while longer the
farce was carried on; the Prior was introduced
to Petit-Jehan, whom he describes as a little,
very smart man of thirty, with a black beard
and a short jacket; an appointment was made
and broken in the de la Porte affair; Tabary
had some breakfast at the Prior’s charge and
leaked out more secrets under the influence of
wine and friendship; and then all of a sudden,
on the 17th of May, an alarm sprang up, the
Prior picked up his skirts and walked quietly
over to the Chitelet to make a deposition, and
the whole band took to their heels and vanished
out of Paris and the sight of the police.

Vanish as they like, they all go with a clog
about their feet. Sooner or later, here or there,
they will be caught in the fact, and ignomini-
ously sent home. From our vantage of four
centuries afterward, it is odd and pitiful to
watch the order in which the fugitives are
captured and dragged in.

Montigny was the first. In August of that
same year, he was laid by the heels on many
grievous counts; sacrilegious robberies, frauds,
incorrigibility, and that bad business about
Thevenin Pensete in the house by the Cemetery
of S5t. John. He was reclaimed by the eccle-
siastical authorities as a clerk; but the claim
was rebutted on the score of incorrigibility,
and ultimately fell to the ground; and he was
condemned to death by the Provost of Paris.
It was a very rude hour for Montigny, but hope
was not yet over. He was a fellow of some
birth; his father had been king’s pantler; his
sister, probably married to some one about the
Court, was in the family way, and her health
would be endangered if the execution was
proceeded with. So down comes Charles the
Seventh with letters of mercy, commuting the
penalty to a year in a dungeon on bread and
water, and a pilgrimage to the shrine of St.
James- in Galicia. Alas! the document was
incomplete; it did not contain the full tale of
Montigny’s enormities; it did not recite that he
had been denied benefit of clergy, and it said
nothing about Thevenin Pensete. Montigny’s
hour was at hand. Benefit of clergy, honourable
descent from king’s pantler, sister in the family
way, royal letters of commutation — all were of
no avail. He had been in prison in Rouen, in
Tours, in Bordeaux, and four times already in
Paris; and out of all these he had come scath-
less; but now he must make a little excursion
as far as Montfaucon with Henry Cousin,

executor of high justice. There let him swing
among the carrion crows.

About a year later, in July, 1458, the police
laid hands on Tabary., Before the ecclesiasti-
cal commissary he was twice examined, and, on
the latter occasion, put to the question ordinary
and extraordinary. What a dismal change from
pleasant suppers at the Mule, where he sat in
triumph with expert operators and great wits!
He is at the lees of life, poor rogue; and those
fingers which once transcribed improper
romances are now agonisingly stretched upon
the rack. We have no sure knowledge, but
we may have a shrewd guess of the conclusion,
Tabary, the admirer, would go the same way
as those whom he admired.

The last we hear of is Colin de Cayeux.
He was caught in autumn 1460, in the great
Church of 8t. Leu d’Esserens, which makes so
fine a figure in the pleasant Oise valley between
Creil and Beaumont. He was reclaimed by no
less than two bishops; but the Procureur for
the Provost held fast by incorrigible Colin.
1460 was an ill-starred year: for justice was
making a clean sweep of “poor and indigent
persons, thieves, cheats, and lockpickers,”
in the neighbourhood of Paris; and Colin de
Cayeux, with many others, was condemned to
death and hanged.

ViLLoN aND THE GALLOWS

Villon was still absent on the Angers expedi-
tion when the Prior of Paray sent such a bomb-
shell among his accomplices; and the dates of
his return and arrest remain undiscoverable,
M. Campaux plausibly enough opined for the
autumn of 1457, which would make him closely
follow on Montigny, and the first of those de-
nounced by the Prior to fall into the toils. We
may suppose, at least, that it was not long
thereafter; we may suppose him competed for
between lay and clerical Courts; and we may
suppose him alternately pert and impudent,
humble and fawning, in his defence. But at
the end of all supposing, we come upon some
nuggets of fact. For first, he was put to the
question by water. He who had tossed off so
many cups of white Baigneux or red Beaune,
now drank water through linen folds, until his
bowels were flooded and his heart stood still.
After so much raising of the elbow, so much
outery of fictitious thirst, here at last was
enough drinking for a lifetime, Truly, of our
pleasant vices, the gods make whips to scourge
us. And secondly he was condemned to be
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hanged. A man may have been expecting a
catastrophe for years, and yet find himself un-

repared when it arrives. Certainly, Villon
found, in this legitimate issue of his career,
a very staggering and grave consideration.
Every beast, as he says, clings bitterly to a whole
skin. If everything is lost, and even honour,
life still remains; nay, and it becomes, like the
ewe lamb in Nathan’s parable, as dear as all
the rest. “Do you fancy,” he asks, in a lively
ballad, “that I had not enough philosophy un-
dermy hood tocry out: ‘I appeal’? If Ihad
made any bones about the matter, I should have
been planted upright in the fields, by the St.
Denis Road” — Montfaucon being on the way
to St. Denis.  An appeal to Parliament, as we
saw in the case of Colin de Cayeux, did not
necessarily lead to an acquittal or a commuta-
tion; and while the matter was pending, our
poet had ample opportunity to reflect on his
position. Hanging is a sharp argument, and
to swing with many others on the gibbet adds
a horrible corollary for the imagination. With
the aspect of Montfaucon he was well acquainted;
indeed, as the neighbourhood appears to have
been sacred to junketing and nocturnal picnics
of wild young men and women, he had proba-
bly studied it under all varieties of hour and
weather. And now, as he lay in prison waiting
the mortal push, these different aspects crowded
back on his imagination with a new and startling
significance; and he wrote a ballad, by way of
epitaph for himself and his companions, which
remains unique in the annals of mankind. Itis,
in the highest sense, a piece of his biography: —

*La pluye nous a debuez et lavez,
Et le soleil dessechez et noirciz;
Pies, corbeaulx, nous ont les yeux cavez,
Et arrachez la barbe et les sourcilz.
Jam'ais, nul temps, nous ne sommes rassis;
Puis ¢a, puis [a, comme le vent varie,
A son plaisir sans cesser nous charie,
Plus becquetez d’oiseaulx que dez a couldre.
Ne soyez donc de nostre confrairie,
Mais priez Dieu que tous nous vueille absouldre,”

Here is some genuine thieves' literature
atter so much that was spurious; sharp as an
etching, written with a shuddering soul. There
is an intensity of consideration in the piece that
shows it to be the transcript of familiar thoughts.
It is the quintessence of many a doleful night-
mare on the straw, when he felt himself swing
helpless in the wind, and saw the birds turn
about him, screaming and menacing his eyes.

And, after all, the Parliament changed his

sentence into one of banishment; and to
Roussillon, in Dauphiny, our poet must carry
his woes without delay. Travellers between
Lyons and Marseilles may remember a station
on the line, some way below Vienne, where the
Rhone fleets seaward between vine-clad hills.
This was Villon’s Siberia. It would be a little
warm in summer perhaps, and a little cold in
winter in that draughty valley between two
great mountain fields; but what with the hills,
and the racing river, and the fiery Rhone
wines, he was little to be pitied on the conditions
of his exile. Villon, in a remarkably bad ballad,
written in a breath, heartily thanked and ful-
somely belauded the Parliament; the envoi,
like the proverbial postscript of a lady’s letter,
containing the pith of his performance in a
request for three days’ delay to settle his affairs
and bid his friends farewell. He was probably
not followed out of Paris, like Antoine Fradin,
the popular preacher, another exile of a few
years later, by weeping multitudes; but I dare
say one or two rogues of his acquaintance would
keep him company for a mile or so on the south
road, and drink a bottle with him hefore they
turned. For banished people, in those days,
seem to have set out on their own responsibility,
in their own guard, and at their own expense.
It was no joke to make one’s way from Paris to
Roussillon alone and penniless in the fifteenth
century. Villon says he left a rag of his tails
on every bush. Indeed, he must have had
many a weary tramp, many a slender meal,
and many a to-do with blustering captains of
the Ordonnance. But with one of his light fin-
gers, we may fancy that he took as good as he
gave; for every rag of his tail, he would manage
to indemnify himself upon the population in the
shape of food, or wine, or ringing money; and
his route would be traceable across France
and Burgundy by housewives and inn-keepers
lamenting over petty thefts, like the track of a
single human locust. A strange figure he must
have cut in the eyes of the good country people:
this ragged, blackguard city poet, with a smack
of the Paris student, and a smack of the Paris
street arab, posting along the highways, in
rain or sun, among the green fields and vine-
yards. For himself, he had no taste for rural
loveliness; green fields and vineyards would
be mighty indifferent to Master Francis; but
he would often have his tongue in his cheek at
the simplicity of rustic dupes, and often, at
city gates, he might stop to contemplate the
gibbet with its swinging bodies, and hug him:
self on his escape,
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How long he stayed at Roussillon, how far he
became the protégé of the Bourbons, to whom
that town belonged, or when it was that he
took part, under the auspices of Charles of
Orleans, in arhyming tournament to be referred
to once again in the pages of the present volume,
are matters that still remain in darkness,
in spite of M. Longnon’s diligent rummaging
among archives. When we next find him, in
summer 1461, alas! he is once more in
durance: this time at Méun-sur-Loire, in the
prisons of Thibault d'Aussigny, Bishop of
Orleans. He had been lowered in a basket
into a noisome pit, where he lay, all summer;
gnawing hard crusts and railing upon fate.
His teeth, he says, were like the teeth of a
rake: a touch of haggard portraiture all the
more real for being excessive and burlesque,
and all the more proper to the man for being a
caricature of his own misery. His eyes were
“bandaged with thick walls.” It might blow
hurricanes overhead; the lightning might leap
in high heaven; but no word of all this reached
him in his noisome pit. “Il n'entre, ou gist,
n'escler ni tourbillon.” Above all, he was
fevered with envy and anger at the freedom
of others; and his heart flowed over into
curses as he thought of Thibault d’Aussigny,
walking the streets in God’s sunlight, and bless-
ing people with extended fingers. So much we
find sharply lined in his own poems. Why he
was cast again into prison — how he had again
managed to shave the gallows — this we know
not, nor, from the destruction of authorities,
are we ever likely to learn. But on October
2d, 1461, or some day immediately preceding,
the new King, Louis Eleventh, made his joyous
entry into Méun. Now it was a part of the
formality on such occasions for the new King
to liberate certain prisoners; and so the basket
was let down into Villon’s pit, and hastily did
Master Francis scramble in, and was most
joyfully hauled up, and shot out, blinking and
tottering, but once more a free man, into the
blessed sun and wind. Now or never is the
time for verses! Such a happy revolution
would turn the head of a stocking-weaver,
and set him jingling rhymes. And so—
after a voyage to Paris, where he finds Mon-
tigny and De Cayeux clattering their bones
upon the gibbet, and his three pupils royster-
ing in Paris streets, “with their thumbs
* under their girdles,”- -~ down sits Master Fran-
cis to write his Large Testament, and per-
petuate his name in a sort of glorious
ignominy.

THE LARGE TESTAMENT

Of this capital achievement and, with it,
of Villon’s style in general, it is here the place
to speak. The Large Teslament is a hurly-
burly of cynical and sentimental reflections
about life, jesting legacies to friends and en-
emies, and, interspersed among these many
admirable ballades, both serious and absurd.
With so free a design, no thought that occurred
to him would need to be dismissed without
expression; and he could draw at full length
the portrait of his own bedevilled soul, and of
the bleak and blackguardly world which was
the theatre of his exploits and sufferings. If the
reader can conceive something between the
slap-dash inconsequence of Byron's Don Juan
and the racy humorous gravity and brief noble
touches that distinguish the vernacular poems
of Burns, he will have formed some idea of
Villon’s style. To the latter writer — except
in the ballades, which are quite his own, and
can be paralleled from no other language
known to me — he bears a particular resem-
blance. Incommon with Burns he has a certain
rugged compression, a brutal vivacity of epithet,
a homely vigour, a delight in local personalities,
and an interest in many sides of life, that are
often despised and passed over by more effete
and cultured poets. Both also, in their strong,
easy, colloquial way, tend to become difficult
and obscure; the obscurity in the case of
Villon passing at times into the absolute dark-
ness of cant language. They are perhaps the
only two great masters of expression who keep
sending their readers to a glossary.

“Shall we not dare to say of a thief,” asks
Montaigne, “that he has a handsome leg"?
It is a far more serious claim that we have to
put forward in behalf of Villon. Beside. that
of his contemporaries, his writing, so full of
colour, so eloquent, so picturesque, stands out
in an almost miraculous isolation. If only one
or two of the chroniclers could have taken a
leaf out of his book, history would have been a
pastime, and the fifteenth century as present
to our minds as the age of Charles Second.
This gallows-bird was the one great writer of
his age and country, and initiated modern
literature for France. Boileau, long ago,
in the period of perukes and snuff-boxes, rec-
ognised him as the first articulate poet in the
language; and if we measure him, not by pri-
ority of merit, but living duration of influence,
not on a comparison with obscure forerunners,
but with great and famous successors, we shall
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install this ragged and disreputable figure ina
far higher niche in glory’s temple than was ever
dreamed of by the critic. It is, in itself, a
memorable fact that, before 1542, in the very
dawn of printing, and while modern France was
in the making, the works of Villon ran through
seven different editions. Out of him flows much
of Rabelais; and through Rabelais, directly and
indirectly, a deep, permanent, and growing in-
spiration. Not only his style, but his callous
pertinent way of looking upon the sordid and
ugly sides of life, becomes every day a more
specific feature in the literature of France.
And only the other year, a work of some power
appeared in Paris, and appeared with infinite
scandal, which owed its whole inner significance
and much of its outward form to the study of
our rhyming thief.

The world to which he introduces us is,
as before said, blackguardly and bleak. Paris
swarms before us, full of famine, shame, and
death; monks and the servants of great lords
hold high wassail upon cakes and pastry; the
poor man licks his lips before the baker’s win-
dow; people with patched eyes sprawl all night
under the stall; chuckling Tabary transcribes
an improper romance; bare-bosomed lasses and
ruffling students swagger in the streets; the
drunkard goes stumbling homeward; the grave-
yard is full of bones; and away on Mont-
faucon, Colin de Cayeux and Montigny hang
draggled in the rain. Is there nothing better
to be seen than serdid misery and worthless
joys? Only where the poor old mother of the
poet kneels in church below painted windows,
and makes tremulous supplication to the
Mother of God.

In our mixed world, full of green fields and
happy lovers, where not long before, Joan of
Arc had led one of the highest and noblest lives
in the whole story of mankind, this was all
worth chronicling that our poet could perceive.
His eyes were indeed sealed with his own
filth. He dwelt all his life in a pit more noi-
some than the dungeon at Méun. In the moral
world, also, there are large phenomena not
recognisable out of holes and corners. Loud
winds blow, speeding home deep-laden ships
and sweeping rubbish from the earth; the
lightning leaps and cleans the face of heaven;
high purposes and brave passions shake and
sublimate men’s spirits; and meanwhile, in the
narrow dungeon of his soul, Villon is mumbling
crusts and picking vermin.

Along with this deadly gloom of outlook, we
must take another characteristic of his work:

its unrivalled insincerity. I can give no better
similitude of this quality than 1 have given
already: that he comes up with a whine, and
runs away with a whoop and his finger to his
nose. His pathos is that of a professional
mendicant who should happen to be a man of
genius; his levity that of a bitter street arah,
full of bread. On a first reading, the pathetic
passages preoccupy the reader,and he is cheated
out of an alms in the shape of sympathy.
But when the thing is studied the illusion fades
away: in the transitions, above all, we can de-
tect the evil, ironical temper of the man; and
instead of a flighty work, where many crude
but genuine feelings tumble together for the
mastery as in the lists of tournament, we are
tempted to think of the Large Testament as
of one long-drawn epical grimace, pulled by
a merry-andrew, who has found a certain
despicable eminence over human respect and
human affections by perching himself astride
upon the gallows. Between these two views,
at best, all temperate judgments will be found
}0 fall; and rather, as I imagine, toward the
ast.

There were two things on which he felt with
perfect and, in one case, even threatening
sincerity.

The first of these was an undisguised envy
of those richer than himself. He was forever
drawing a parallel, already exemplified from
his own words, between the happy life of the
well-to-do and the miseries of the poor, Burns,
too proud and honest not to work, continued
through all reverses to sing of poverty with
a light, defiant note. Béranger waited till he
was himself beyond the reach of want, before
writing the Old Vagabond or Jacques. Samuel
Johnson, although he was very sorry to be
poor, “‘was a great arguer for the advantages of
poverty” in his ill days. Thus it is that brave
men carry their crosses, and smile with the fox
burrowing in their vitals. But Villon, who had
not the courage to be poor with honesty, now
whiningly implores our sympathy, now shows
his teeth upon the dung-heap with an ugly
snarl. He envies bitterly, envies passionately.
Poverty, he protests, drives men to steal, as
hunger makes the wolf sally from the forest.
The poor, he goes on, will always have a carp-
ing word to say, or, if that outlet be denied,
nourish rebellious thoughts. It is a calumny
on the noble army of the poor. Thousands in
a small way of life, ay, and even in the smallest,
go through life with tenfold as much honour and
dignity and peace of mind, as the rich gluttons
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whose dainties and state-beds awakened Villon’s
covetous temper. And every morning’s sun
sees thousands who pass whistling to their toil.
But Villon was the ““mauvais pauvre”: defined
by Victor Hugo, and, in its English expression,
so admirably stereotyped by Dickens. He was
the first wicked sans-culotte. He is the man of
genius with the mole-skin cap. He is mighty
pathetic and beseeching here in the street, but 1
would not go down a dark road with him for a
large consideration.

The second of the points on which he was
genuine and emphatic was common to the
middle ages; a deep and somewhat snivelling
conviction of the transitory nature of this life
and the pity and horror of death. Old age
and the grave, with some dark and yet half-
sceptical terror of an after-world — these
were ideas that clung about his bones like a
disease. An old ape, as he says, may play all
the tricks in its repertory, and none of them
will tickle an audience into good humour.
“Tousjours vieil synge est desplaisant.” It is
not the old jester who receives most recognition
at a tavern party, but the young fellow, fresh
and handsome, who knows the new slang, and
carries off his vice with a certain‘air. Of this,
as a tavern jester himself, he would be pointedly
conscious. As for the women with whom he
was best acquainted, his reflections on their old
age, in all their harrowing pathos, shall' remain
in the original for me. Horace has disgraced
himself to something the same tune; but what
Horace throws out with an ill-favoured laugh,
Villon dwells on with an almost maudlin whim-

.

It is in death that he finds his truest inspira-
tion; in the swift and sorrowful change that
overtakes beauty; in the strange revolution by
which great fortunes and renowns are dimin-
ished to a handful of churchyard dust; and in
the utter passing away of what was once lovable
and mighty. Itis in this that the mixed texture
of his thouglit enables him to reach such poig-
nant and terrible effects, and to enhance pity
with ridicule, like a man cutting capers to a
funeral march. It is in this, also, that he rises
out of himself into the higher spheres of art.

So, in the ballade by which he is best known, he
rings the changes on names that once stood for
beautiful and queenly women, and are now no
more than letters and a legend. ““Where are
the snows of yester year?” runs the burden.
And so, in another not so famous, he passes
in review the different degrees of bygone men,
from the holy Apostles and the golden Emperor
of the East, down to the heralds, pursuivants,
and trumpeters, who also bore their part in the
world’s pageantries and ate greedily at great
folks’ tables: all this to the refrain of ““So much
carry the winds away!” Probably, there was
some melancholy in his mind for a yet lower
grade, and Montigny and Colin de Cayeux
clattering their bones on Paris gibbet. Alas,
and with so pitiful an experience of life, Villon
can offer us nothing but terror and lamentation
about death! No one has ever more skilfully
communicated his own disenchantment; no
one ever blown a more ear-piercing note of sad-
ness. This unrepentant thief can attain neither
to Christian confidence, nor to the spirit of the
bright Greek saying, that whom the gods love
die early. It is a poor heart, and a poorer
age, that cannot accept the conditions of life
with some heroic readiness.
B ) e i S L

The date of the Large Testament is the last
date in the poet’s biography. After having
achieved that admirable and despicable per-
formance, he disappears into the night from
whence he came. How or when he died,
whether decently in bed or trussed up to a
gallows, remains a riddle for foolhardy com-
mentators. It appears his health had suffered
in the pit at Méun; he was thirty years of age
and quite bald; with the notch in his under lip
where Sermaise had struck him with the sword,
and what wrinkles the reader may imagine.
In default of portraits, this is all I have been able
to piece together, and perhaps even the bald-
ness should be taken as a figure of his destitu-
tion. A sinister dog, in all likelihood, but with
a look in his eye, and the loose flexile mouth
that goes with wit and an overweening sensual
temperament. Certainly the sorriest figure on
the rolls of fame.

APPENDIX

Frou THE MABINOGION

TRANSLATED FROM THE WELSH BY LADY
CHARLOTTE GUEST (SCHREIBER)
(1812-1895)

PEREDUR THE SON OF EVRAWC

Earl Evrawc owned the Earldom of the
North. And he had seven sons. And Evrawc
maintained himself not so much by his own
possessions as by attending tournaments, and
wars, and combats. And, as it often befalls
those who join in encounters and wars, he was
slain, and six of his sons likewise. Now the
name of his seventh son was Peredur, and he
was the youngest of them. And he was not of
an age to go to wars and encounters, otherwise
he might have been slain as well as his father
and brothers. His mother was a scheming
and thoughtful woman, and she was very
solicitous concerning this her only son and his
possessions. So she took counsel with herself
to leave the inhabited country, and to flee to the
deserts and unfrequented wildernesses. And
she permitted none to bear her company thither
but women and boys, and spiritless men, who
were both unaccustomed and unequal to war
and fighting.  And none dared to bring either
horses or arms where her son was, lest he should
set his mind upon them. And the youth went
daily to divert himself in the forest, by flinging
sticks and staves. And one day he saw his
mother's flock of goats, and near the goats
two hinds were standing. And he marvelled
greatly that these two should be without horns,
while the others had them. And he thought

they had long run wild, and on that account -

they had lost their horns. And by activity and
swiftness of foot, he drove the hinds and the
goats together into the house which there was
for the goats at the extremity of the forest.
Then Peredur returned to his mother. ““Ah,
mother,” said he, “a marvellous thing have I
seen in the wood; two of thy goats have run
wild, axd lost their horns, through their having
been so long missing in the wood. And no

man had ever more trouble than I had to drive
them in.” Then they all arose and went to
see. And when they beheld the hinds they
were greatly astonished.

And one day they saw three knights com-
ing along the horse-road on the borders of the
forest, And the three knights were Gwalchmai
the son of Gwyar, and Geneir Gwystyl, and
Owain the son of Urien. And Owain kept
on the track of the knight who had divided the
apples in Arthur’s Court, whom they were in
pursuit of. “Mother,” said Peredur, “what
are those yonder?” “They are angels, my
son,” said she. “By my faith,” said Peredur,
“T will go and become an angel with them.”
And Peredur went to the road, and met them.
“Tell me, good soul,” said Owain, “sawest thou
a knight pass this way, either to-day or yester-
day?” “I-know not,” answered he, “what a
knight is.” “Such an one as I am,” said
Owain, “If thou wilt tell me what I ask thee,
I will tell thee that which thou askest me.”
“Gladly will I do so,” replied Owain. “What
is this?” demanded Peredur, concerning the
saddle. “It is a saddle,” said Owain. Then
he asked about all the accoutrements which he
saw upon the men, and the horses, and the
arms, and what they were for, and how they
were used. And Owain showed him all these
things fully, and told him what use was made
of them. *“Go forward,” said Peredur, * for I
saw such an one as thou inquirest for, and I
will follow thee.”

Then Peredur returned to his mother and
her company, and he said to her, “Mother,
those were not angels, but honourable knights.”
Then his mother swooned away. And Peredur
went to the place where they kept the horses
that carried firewood, and that brought meat
and drink from the inhabited country to the
desert. And he took a bony piebald horse,
which seemed to him the strongest of them
And he pressed a pack into the form of a saddle,
and with twisted twigs he imitated the trap-
pings which he had seen upon the horses.
And when Peredur came agam to his mother,
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