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S o long as there shall exist, by virtue of law and
custom, decrees of damnation pronounced by
society, artificially creating hells amid the civilization
of earth, and adding the element of human fate to
divine destiny; so long as the three great problems of

the century—the degradation of man through
pauperism, the corruption of woman through hunger,
the crippling of children through lack of light—are
unsolved; so long as social asphyxia is possible in
any part of the world; in other words, and with a still
wider significance, so long as ignorance and poverty
exist on earth, books of the nature of Les Miserables
cannot fail to be of use.

——Victor Hugo

HAUTEVILLE HOUSE, 1862.
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n 1802, in the south of France, the convicts from the

galley with bonds were walking towards the
donkeywork fields. Laws were cruel to the poor.
These people became desperate because of poverty
and committed the crime because of desperation.
They were obliged to do the hardest and the most
insignificant work in the stone pit of Toulon.

“Did you see that person? You could never judge
that he had tried to flee away for several times.” The
police chief, pointing at one convict, said to his son.

Suddenly there was a bomb opposite to them.
Some convicts were pressed by big stones; time
allowed no delay. The police chief stood quietly. The
convict hurried to smack the shackle and tries to save
the convicts. Consequently, the convicts were saved,
but he was sentenced to another three—year
imprisonment.

The convict was Jean Valjean. He was sentenced
into prison for five years for having taken a loaf of
bread. Later on, he tried to flee away twice. When he
got the freedom, he had passed nineteen years in the
galieys.
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] J ean Valjean, here are your personal things. Take

a bath, cut the hair and get rid of the louses.
This is your list. One hundred and nine francs fifteen
sous. Sign here. And this is your yellow paper. Show it
when you pass the blocks, otherwise they will send
you back the prison, understand?” shouted a police.

He was free, but this was not the true freedom as
he had no power, no jobs and no dwelling. Although
the shackle was removed, he should show the yellow
paper everywhere. It was as heavy as the bullet and
the shackle. The poor could not help him; the rich
closed the doors at the sight of him. Jean Valjean had
been walking for four days. That evening, when he
arrived in Dier, he went to an inn, and they turned him
out because of his yellow passport. He went to other
inns. No one would take him. He went to the prison;
the jailer would not admit him. He went into a dog's
kenne!; the dog bit him and chased him off. He went
into the fields,
intending to sleep
in the open air,
beneath the stars.
There were no
stars. He thought it
was going to rain,
and he reentered
the town, to seek
the recess of a
doorway. In the
square, a good
woman pointed out
the Bishop—Mr.
Myriel's house to
him.
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M r. Myriel was Bishop of Dier. He was an old man
of about seventy—five years of age; he had
occupied the see of Dier—since 1806. He was in all
things just, true, equitable, intelligent, humble and
dignified, beneficent and kindly, which is only another
sort of benevolence. He was a priest, a sage, and a
man. As the bishop, Mr. Myriel received a yearly
income of five hundred francs, which sufficed for her
personal wants at the vicarage, but he settled on the
disposition of this sum for religious establishments,
the prisoners and the poor, only 1,000 livres for
personal expenses.

What's more, he donated the episcopal palace to
establish a hospita! for the local people and he took
up his abode in a shabby house adjacent to the
hospital. The Bishop even converted his carriage into
alms, but he never omitted his pastoral visits. The
diocese of Dier—is a fatiguing one. There are very
few plains and a great many mountains; hardly any
roads; to visit all these is quite a task. The Bishop
managed to do it. He went on foot when it was in the
neighborhood, in a tilted spring—cart when it was on
the plain, and on a donkey in the mountains.
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E very time he went to other cities on a donkey, he
would be sneered at, as it was strange to see the
bishop riding a donkey to go for his trip. Actually, his
purse was very dry at that moment, which did not
permit him any other equipage. Mr. Myriel had an
elderly sister, Miss Baptistine, who was ten years
younger. She was a long, pale, thin, gentle creature;
she can even be called the angel from heaven. Their
only domestic was a female servant of the same age
as Miss Baptistine, and named Miss Magloire, who
was a little, fat, white old- woman, corpulent and
bustling; always out of breath—in the first place,
because of her activity, and in the next, because of
her asthma. At that moment when Miss Magloire and
Miss Baptistine were talking about the door bar, there
came a tolerably violent knock on the door.

“Come in,” said the Bishop. Jean Valjean
entered, leaving the door open behind him. He had
his knapsack on his shoulders, his cudgel in his hand,
a rough, audacious, weary, and violent expression in
his eyes. The fire on the hearth lighted him up. He
was hideous. It was a sinister apparition.
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W ithout waiting for the Bishop to speak, he said, in
a loud voice: “My name is Jean Valjean. | am a
convict from the galleys. | have passed nineteen
years in the galleys. | have been walking for four days
since | left Toulon; | have travelled a dozen leagues
today on foot today. | am very weary and very hungry
too. | have money. One hundred and nine francs
fifteen sous, which | earned in the galleys by my
labor, in the course of nineteen years. | will pay. Are
you willing that | should remain and you give me
something to eat?”

Miss Magloire trembled, and stood with her
mouth wide open. Miss Baptistine half started up in
terror; then, turning her head and observed her
brother, and her face became once more profoundly
calm and serene. The Bishop fixed a tranguil eye on
the man.

“Come in, please.” The Bishop took Jean Valjean
in and put Jean Valjean's knapsack and his cudgel in
a corner. “And Miss Magloire, another fork and
spoon.”

Miss Magloire retired to execute these orders.
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T he Bishop turned to the man. “Sit down,
sir. We are going to sup in a few
moments, and your bed will be soon
prepared.”

When Jean Valjean heard the word
“sir”, in such a gently grave and polished
voice, his face lighted up. A convict was
respected as a sir, which was so luxurious,
but every man desired to be respected.

“Oh, what a fine priest! Then you are
not going to demand any money of me?”

“No,” said the Bishop, “keep your
money.” The Bishop sighed deeply, and
then he asked his servant Miss Magloire to
place the several sets of glittering silver forks and
spoons upon the cloth. Miss Magloire went out without
saying a word, and a moment later the three sets of
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T he Bishop then went to get the two silver
candlesticks from the chimney—piece in his own
bed-chamber, and placed them, lighted, on the
table.

Supper had been served: soup, made with water,
oil, bread, and salt; a little bacon, a bit of mutton, figs,
a fresh cheese, and a large loaf of rye bread. The
Bishop asked a biessing; then helped the soup
himself, according to his custom.

Jean Valjean paid no attention to any one. He
had observed the six sets of silver forks and spoons
and the ladle which Miss Magloire had placed on the
table.

Jean Valjean ate varaciously. After supper, he
was not paying much heed to anything then. He was
no longer talking, and he seemed very much fatigued.
Miss Magloire cleared the table very promptly in order
to allow him to go to sleep. A moment later, the
Bishop sent Miss Magloire down to carry to the man's
bed a goat skin. The nights are frigid, and that keeps
one warm. |t is a pity that this skin is old; all the hair is
falling out.
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T he next morning at sunrise, when Mr. Bienvenu
was strolling leisurely in his garden, Miss Magloire
ran up to him in complete horror.
“8ir, sirl” she exclaimed, “do you know where
the basket of silver is?”
“Yes,” replied the Bishop.
The Bishop had just picked up the basket in a
flower—bed. He presented it to Miss Magloire.
“Here it is.”
“Well!” said she. “Nothing in it! And the silver?”
“Ah,” returned the Bishop, “so it is the silver
which troubles you? | don't know where it is.”




k6 G reat, good God! That convict who was here last

night has stolen it. But sir, the man is gone!
The silver has been stolen!” As she uttered this
exclamation, her eyes fell upon a corner of the
garden, where traces of the wall having been scaled
were visible. The coping of the wall had been torn
away. “Stay! There is the way he went. Ah, the
abomination! He has stolen our silver!”

The Bishop remained silent for a moment; then he
raised his grave eyes, and said gently to Miss
Magloire: “Miss Magloire, | have for a long time
detained that silver wrongfully. It should have
belonged to the poor. Evidently, that man is a poor
man.”

“A pretty idea, truly,” said Miss Magloire to herself,
as she went and came, “to take in a man like that!
And to lodge him in our house! And how fortunate that
he did nothing but steal! Ah, it makes one shudder to
think of it!” At this time, the door opened.

Three policemen holding a fourth man by the
collar entered the door. The man was Jean Valjean.
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13 ir,” said the brigadier of gendarmes, “We

came across him. He was walking like a
man who is running away. We stopped him to look
into the matter. He had this silver.”

“Did he say anything?” asked the Bishop.

“No.”

“Ah. Why didn't you say the silver was sent to
you? And the candlesticks, you forgot to take them
away.” The Bishop stepped into the house, took
the two silver candlesticks, and brought them to
Jean Valjean. The two women looked on without
uttering a word, without a gesture, without a look
which could disconcert the Bishop. Jean Valjean
was trembling in every limb. He took the two &*Mﬁmy“ﬁﬂEﬂﬁ-tEB"Jﬂ‘Hﬁ&ﬁﬁ]mﬂ?o it
candlesticks mechanically, and with a bewildered air. | 222
He could not have told whether he was touched or i = FIFFTREERM, MUARMEMETREER
?:Jrﬂitlflalted.l He r;:er'::eriwved with dis;nhay thatf the sorr: %f P MR IR »
rightful calm which the injustice of his misfortune had TR »
conferred upon him was giving way within him. ﬁb‘ﬁﬁ‘/“; B? "EHEE,
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