BERNARD FAY’s

THE

TWO
FRANKLINS:

Fathers of
American Democracy.

With Illustrations.

BOSTOMN:

Published by LITTLE, BROWN, AND
COMPANY, MCMXXXIIL.



BY BERNARD FAY

FRANKLIN : The Apostle of Modern Times
SINCE VICTOR HUGO: French Literature of To-day

THE TWO FRANKLINS : Fathers of American Democracy



TGS SRR T /ﬂ-w Ninth Nireet . PHIZADELIIIL}

Courtesy of the Historical Society of Pennsylvania

A VIEW OF PHILADELPHIA, HIGH STREET SEEN
FROM NINTH STREET, IN 1800, MADE BY BIRCH



Copyright, 1933,
BY LITTLE, BROWN, AND COMPANY

All rights reserved

Published September, 1933

mummmmmstmsou\mucg:‘i



PREFACE

A RevoruTion is a change of mind. There have been few
more radical changes of mind than the one which took place
in America between 1790 and 1800.

But when historians describe the downfall of the Federal-
ists and the victory of the new Democratic-Republican
Party during these years they always speak in terms of
Jefferson and Hamilton. They do not exhibit a ehange of
mind. They merely stage a picturesque fight between two
very great men, and two very attractive men.

I find these: two men very attractive myself, and well
worth presenting. But I cannot overlook the fact that they
began by collaborating in revolutionary organization (1776
1783, 1790-1793), and ended by codperating even more
closely. Jefferson would never have been elected President
without Hamilton’s final help.

So, in this study of the second American Revolution,
I shall necessarily deal with these men; but I shall also
deal, more especially, with the change of mind of the
American nation and the leaders who influenced it.

As I see the matter, while Hamilton opposed this change
and Jefferson made use of it, it was other men who effected
this change of mind. I propose to deal mostly with these
other men, and, above all, with the one of them who strikes
me as the most outspoken, the most reckless, the most
generous, and the most neglected. His name was Bache.

He may have been wrong. In any case, he died too soon
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PREFACE

to be right. But he was a good fighter and he took the side
which found favor with the American nation in the end.

Here is the story as I have found it in old archives and
dusty pamphlets. It is the story of the birth of a new na-
tion and the death of a young man.
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FOREWORD

Tris book would never have been written without the
generosity of Mr. Franklin Bache, who placed at my dis-
posal not only his family archives, but also his vast knowl-
edge of his family in the history of Philadelphia. In fact,
I owe him much of the personal affection and respect I feel
for Benjamin Franklin and for Benjamin Franklin Bache.

I also wish to express my appreciation to Northwestern
University, which permitted me, through the lectures which
I gave on the Norman Wait Harris Foundation, to present
the point of view that I am developing in these pages.

This point of view may seem somewhat novel, but I came
to it through the good fortune that I had in being authorized
to see a great deal of unpublished and hitherto neglected
material in the William L. Clements Library at Ann Arbor,
in the collections of MM. Lucien and Philibert Cramer, in
Geneva, Mr. G. S. Eddy in New York, MM. de Marignac
in Geneva, Mr. W. S. Mason in Evanston, Ill., Doctor
A. S. W. Rosenbach in New York and Philadelphia,
Madame la Duchesse de La Rochefoucauld in Paris, Miss
E. F. Ward in Evanston, and also in the departments of
manuscripts of the American Antiquarian Society in
Worcester, Massachusetts, in the American Philosophical
Society in Philadelphia, the Massachusetts Historical So-
ciety in Boston, the Morgan Library in New York, the
Pennsylvania Historical Society in Philadelphia, the New
York Historical Society, the New York Public Library,
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FOREWORD

the Wisconsin Historical Society, the Manuscript Division
of the Library of Congress, the Archives du Ministére des
Affaires Etrangeres in Paris, the Archives de Genéve, the
Manuscript Department of the Bibliothéque Nationale in
Paris, the Public Record Office in London, and many others,
though I am unfortunately unable to mention all. But to all
of them I wish to state my indebtedness and to express my
gratitude.

I am no less grateful to the great libraries of Europe and
America for having placed at my disposal the services of
their staffs and the wealth of their collections. I am particu-
larly grateful to the Bibliothéque Nationale and the Ameri-
can Library of Paris, the British Museum Library, the Mor-
gan Library in New York, the Library of Congress, the
libraries of Columbia University, Harvard University,
Northwestern University, the University of Chicago, the
American Antiquarian Society, the New York Historical
Society, the Pennsylvania Historical Society, the Grosvenor
Public Library in Buffalo, the Library Company of Phila-
delphia, and the Newberry Library in Chicago.

Furthermore, I wish to express my appreciation to fellow
workers in this field, who have been kind enough to let me
use the information they had collected, and particularly to
Mr. E. P. Kilroe, the historian of Tammany, to Mr.
Clarence Brigham of the American Antiquarian Society, to
Professors Isaac J. Cox of Northwestern University, M. W.
Jernegan of the University of Chicago, Frank Monaghan
of New York University, S. E. Morison of Harvard Uni-
versity, D. R. Fox of Columbia University, and to Mr.
Raymond Carey of Northwestern University, all of whom
have made very valuable suggestions and have helped me
to discover many documents.

I am greatly indebted also to Mr. Rupert Hughes, the
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FOREWORD

historian of Washington, who was kind enough to send me
some rare books and interesting data.

I shall add that whatever literary qualities may exist in
the English version of this book are due to the very kind
and understanding collaboration of Mr. Warren B. Wells.

Finally I thank Mr. Walter H. Murphey. Without him
I should never have been able to collect, digest and use all
the material I needed.

Without him, I should not have written 445 book.
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Book One

THE GRANDSON OF “POOR RICHARD”



CHAPTER I

A GREAT MAN’S SMALL FAMILY

“Last Thursday evening, Mr. Richard Bache of this city,
merchant, was married to Miss Sally Franklin, the only
daughter of the celebrated Dr. Franklin, a young lady of
distinguished merit. . . . The next day, all the shipping in
the harbor displayed their colors on the happy occasion.”

So said the newspapers of Philadelphia, on November 2,
1767.

They omitted to recall that the young lady of distin-
guished merit had nearly been burned alive or lynched in
her father’s house two years before, when Doctor Franklin
was held responsible for the measures taken by England
to impose taxes on the Americans. Luckily Mrs. Franklin
was a resourceful woman. She had barricaded the house,
she had assembled arms and ammunition, she had gathered
together a few neighbors and cousins of hers, and so she
had given people’s minds time to calm down.

People’s minds had calmed down, time had passed, and
the English Parliament had repealed the hateful laws. The
elections of October, 1766, had given the victory to Frank-
lin’s partisans.

Sally wrote to her brother: ““ “The old ticket forever! We
have it by 34 votes! God bless our worthy and noble Agent
and all his family "’ were the joyfull words we were awak’d
with at 2 or 3 o’clock this morning by the White Oaks;
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THE TWO FRANKLINS

they then gave us 3 hurras and a blessing, then march’d off.
How strong is the curse of the Truth! We have beat three
parties — the Proprietary, the Presbyterians, and the half
and half.”

Poor Sally, daughter of a great man! They had good
reason to run up the flags for her; for her marriage was a
real victory. Hitherto she had had more glory than joy,
more honors than peace. But this time she had got what
she wanted.

No doubt Doctor Franklin was a famous philosopher,
a sage, and a perfect philanthropist. No doubt he had
lavished upon his family, as upon his friends and the world
at large, the treasures of his philosophy; but philosophy
alone cannot make a girl contented and happy.

Sally had received an excellent education. Her mother
had taught her cooking and the art of housekeeping. Her
father had provided her with a tailor to teach her the dif-
ficult technique of making buttonholes, one day when he
saw her fumbling at it, and later he had taught her to play
the harmonica. Finally, she had received from Heaven
robust health, imperturbable good nature, plenty of common
sense, and a fine, strong body, which was well matched by
a face radiant with sincerity. Sally played with her cards
on the table and never stopped playing with them on
the table.

It was not always easy. Her father was a great man, but
there were plenty of little dark corners in his life. Nobody
knew exactly how he and Mrs. Franklin had got married
or whether there had been any benefit of clergy in the
matter. People gossiped about it. Nobody knew exactly
how William, Franklin’s only son, and Sarah’s only brother,
had got into the family, and Mrs. Franklin seemed to know
less about it than anybody else; which sometimes put her
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A GREAT MAN’S SMALL FAMILY

out of temper with William and with “Pappy”, as she
called her illustrious spouse. Philadelphia, a small and
purse-proud pious town, did not by any means fail to
make the Franklin family pay for these breaches of ac-
cepted usage, and, as people often needed the Doctor, his
wife and his daughter paid more than he did.

They kept on paying, while he, with his fortune made
and his fame established, set out for England to represent
Pennsylvania and defend the interests of the Province
against the King and the Parliament. Was not this his
duty? He performed it with address, courage, and per-
severance. From 1757 to 1775 he spent only two years
in America, and during this time he made many journeys
away from Philadelphia.

He was always away, and Mrs. Franklin could not recon-
cile herself to his absence. There was nothing philosophical
about her; she had been very beautiful in her youth, but
her beauty was of the material, plebeian kind. She had never
learned to give the first place to intellect, as he had done
since he became a gentleman.

For his part, he experienced a melancholy, profound
pleasure in writing fine, long, affectionate letters to his
faithful Debby, while in London a thoughtful and assidu-
ous hostess was taking great care of him. Mrs. Franklin
labored over drafting, as best she could, uncouth letters in
which she poured out her whole heart, and all her little
troubles and bothers. Then, when night came, in her big,
empty bed, she trembled as she heard the clocks striking in
the deserted study, and the tinkling of the mysterious bells
which the Doctor had fitted up to reveal the passage of
electricity. The melancholy chant of the town crier an-
nouncing the time of night reminded her only that she was
an old woman, abandoned by her husband.
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THE TWO FRANKLINS

She did her best to forgive him. She thanked him for all
the handkerchiefs, the fine China porcelain, the Turkey
carpets, the Lyons silks, the demijohns, the Kashmir shawls
and all the other fine things that he sent her from London.
In return she sent him apples, and big Pennsylvania cakes,
and little striped squirrels, and pretty nuts. And they kept
on exchanging letters — affectionate, kindly, sweet, weary,
wearisome.

She had kept her daughter, and she would have fought
to keep her. When the great man had tried to take Sally
away from her, she had refused to let her go, and he had not
dared to insist. For once she had stood up to him. So, in-
stead of becoming a fine English young lady, mixing in
high society with her father, Sally had stayed in Phila-
delphia, a quite simple and very good girl, who helped her
mother to entertain her father’s friends in his absence and
get on with William, kept an eye on the servants and did
the shopping, worked at furnishing the new house and
doing errands for her father, and filled the empty hours
of her mother’s long grass widowhood with her cheerfulness.

She had a strong character and a soft heart. When her
dear friend, Elizabeth Ross, died, Sally was beside her,
in floods of tears, but still anxious to console Elizabeth’s
betrothed. Before Elizabeth closed her eyes for the last
time, she entrusted them to each other.

So it was that, beside a death-bed, amid the tumult of
rioting, far away from her father, and without her mother
having much to do with it, Sarah Franklin became betrothed
to Richard Bache.

She loved him very much. Without needing to eat it, he
resembled Franklin after a good dinner. He was a stout fel-
low, friendly and jovial, with nothing of a great man about
him. He had a big mouth and a capacious smile, and he was
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A GREAT MAN’S SMALL FAMILY

given to making coarse jokes. He was a simple-minded man.
You could depend on him.

He was in business and was not making much of a suc-
cess of it; but Sally had discovered that success does not
mean happiness. For the rest, he came of an honorable and
very prolific family in the north of England, and his
brother had made a fine fortune in New York. Sally could
adapt herself to all this very well, and so could Mrs.
Franklin. They dealt with Bache as roundly as his own
rotundity.

William Franklin, who was angular and aristocratic, had
something to say about it. He had just been appointed
Royal Governor of New Jersey, he had married a charming
and distinguished English girl from the West Indies, he
mixed in high society and corresponded with the English
aristocracy, and he did not like the idea of his sister marry-
ing a merchant who was headed for bankruptcy. He wrote
to his father that the young couple would become a burden
on him if he gave his consent. Doctor Franklin, upset and
anxious about his daughter’s future, wrote his wife some
very positive letters; but he was a long way off, his daugh-
ter and his wife had made up their minds, and, for the rest,
he was reaching the age when peace seems more essential to
happiness than even joy itself.

Without any more than the minimum of consent or cere-
mony, Sarah Franklin and Richard Bache got married,
and Philadelphia ran up the flags in honor of Doctor
Franklin.

Sally had got what she wanted. She knew how to get
other people to make the best of it. She proved to her fa-
ther that Richard would cost him scarcely anything, and
that he might even bring him in something, since he was
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THE TWO FRANKLINS

prepared to concern himself with small interests which the
great man neglected. She made use of the influence which
was exercised over Franklin by his good hostess in London,
Mis. Stevenson, who, anxious as she was to keep her
famous guest, saw clearly that some concessions must be
made to his far-off family.

Finally Bache went to England, his father-in-law opened
his arms to him, they embraced, they had a long talk, they
drank together like good fellows, and Richard Bache went
back with three hundred pounds which Benjamin Franklin
had lent him. Franklin gave his daughter his blessing, and
there was nothing more to be said.

Sarah had got what she wanted. Mrs. Franklin got what
she wanted too.

On August 12, 1769, in the course of one of those heavy,
torrid Pennsylvanian summers which overpower plants,
animals and human beings, in Doctor Franklin’s house in
Market Street, between Third Street and Fourth Street,
opposite Market, was born a very small child, with big, dark
eyes, who was christened Benjamin Franklin.

Benny might be tiny, but he was well-made from his
birth, and from the very first moment he was a god to his
grandmother. She never got tired of gazing at him, petting
him and kissing him. She called him “her little kingbird”,
and sought in the sparkling of his child’s eyes for the char-
acter of his expression, as though it were given to a hu-
man being to possess any before he has suffered. She
was delighted to discover blue in his eyes, and even recon-
ciled herself to the darker shades which she found in
them.

Benny was her very own. She had had a son once, but
he was dead. She had accepted another son, but he was not
hers. She had a husband, but he did not belong to her any
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A GREAT MAN’S SMALL FAMILY

more. Though even yet . . . Finally, she had a daughter,
but this daughter of hers was married, happy, busy.

Only this little soul, a prisoner like herself, and solitary
like herself, was near to her. He belonged to the same world,
the same joys and the same sorrows, as herself. An in-
stinct united them. She spent endless hours gazing at him,
and never got tired of this happiness, secure at last, which
was her own possession. At the sight of her the good Richard
burst out laughing, and Sarah smiled.

In his cradle the child prattled.

He was baptized on August 30, 1769, in Christ Church.
For godmothers he had his grandmother and his aunt, and
for godfathers his grandfather, who was represented by
Mzr. Baynton, and his uncle.

Henceforth all the old woman’s attention was concen-
trated upon him. Around her Revolution was rising. In the
streets, noises became louder and more clamorous; in the
market-place, people assembled in denser groups; but she
neither saw nor understood. From London word came that
her husband was threatened, then — at the end of the
winter of 1774 — that he had been dismissed from his
high office of Deputy-Postmaster General of America. It
was said that he was in danger, and that perhaps he would
never come back to America; but she had ceased either to
fear or to hope for him.

Her eyes, which grew a little dimmer every day, her
hands, which trembled now when they picked things up,
no longer turned anywhere except towards the child; and
her poor heart, at which pain was gnawing, no longer beat
with joy except at the sight of the little one.

He was pretty, affectionate and gentle. When people
played music, he beat time with his hands; then, sometimes
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THE TWO FRANKLINS

he started sobbing soundlessly. Later, as he grew older, he
had charming ways. He made his bow in the English style,
and he made a conquest of his schoolmistress. “Ben Bache
is the Commodore over the Madam,” the other children
said; but the little girls forgave him for it.

One day when Mrs. Franklin was entertaining a cap-
tain, the boy stood up, glass in hand, and gave a todst:
“Your health, Master Soldier.” He was so fond of his
mother that if he had displeased her during the day, he
could not eat his supper in the evening. She used to shrug
her shoulders and say, “I can assure you I often have to
mortify myself, for fear of spoiling him.” She would add,
“I look upon Ben to be of a temper that will be easy to
govern. He will do a great deal out of affection.”

When she was staying with her brother in New Jersey and
was writing to her mother, Ben leaned over her shoulder
and asked, “Mrs. Bache, have you sent my duty to Grand-
mamma?”’ So a new link, stronger, more supple and more
charming than the old, was forged between mother and
daughter.

One last gleam was shedding its rays on Mrs. Franklin’s
fading life, and for anything else she did not care. She had
written to her husband that if he wanted ever to see her
again, he must come home at once; and he, full of affection,
multiplied his promises, set dates, and underlined those fine
words of his. They had ceased to mean anything to her.
She could see only the young life, fresh and flourishing,
of her grandson.

On December 14, 1774, she had a stroke. Her body
lingered a few days longer, but finally, on December 19th,
she breathed her last sigh.

Very politely, William went to her funeral, and he wrote
to his father that he really ought to have been there.

[10]



A GREAT MAN’S SMALL FAMILY

The good Richard consoled Franklin, pointing out to
him that she had slipped away “without a groan or even
a sigh; she was released from a troublesome world, and
happily relieved from all future Pain and Anxiety.”

In an armchair Sarah sobbed, and little Ben, with his
head in his mother’s lap, sobbed with her.

He had lost his first friend, and his moist eyes began to
see life as it was — those big, black eyes of his.
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CHAPTER 1I

THE SCHOOL OF REVOLUTION

Waar Benny Bache’s eyes saw first in this world was
tumult. In his already noisy home, where he romped with
his little brother William, born on May 31, 1773, for a
playmate, his sister Sarah made her appearance on De-
cember 1, 1774. They had barely got over this joyful emo-
tion when his grandmother fell ill, on the fourteenth of De-
cember. On the nineteenth she was dead. She was buried in
Christ Church cemetery, in the midst of a great gathering
of old friends headed by Richard Bache, jovial even in his
mourning, and William Franklin, more correct than ever in
the presence of death.

Then there was no time for tears, or for rest after tears.
The house was invaded. Visitors never stopped coming and
going. Some of them brought letters from Doctor Franklin.
Others of them wanted news of him. All of them were
nervous and restless.

Among them was a man with a long nose drooping over
a loose mouth, in a flabby face lit up by two extraordinarily
dark and shining eyes. His name was Thomas Paine. He
had been recommended by Doctor Franklin. He wanted a
little money, a lot of glory, and other things besides, for
which his eyes asked, but not his lips. Richard Bache gave
him a drink, Sarah listened to him, and they introduced
him to their friends.
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So it was that Thomas Paine established himself as a
writer in Philadelphia.

Rumor kept on swelling all the time. In that soundbox of
a city, everything set a clamor going, and the clamor
penetrated into everybody’s house. People went to bed in
a fever of expectation, to awaken avidly curious. They hur-
ried out into the streets, just as before they had been in
the habit of hurrying home.

On the evening of April 24th, when 2 breathless, radiant,
and mud-spattered courier pulled up outside the City
Tavern, a crowd flocked at once to hear the great news that
the messenger brought. It had been on its way since the
evening of April 1gth, carried from committee to committee,
from town to town, from village to village, by messengers
who rode day and night, and it was the great news that
everybody was awaiting — war. In the towns of Concord
and Lexington, the English troops and the American militia
had exchanged the first shots. It meant the end of waiting.

Forthwith nervousness was transformed into exaltation.
The next morning, eight thousand persons thronged into
the City Hall and the square which surrounded it. Moved
by a common impulse, without many words being wasted,
they swore to stand together, to take up arms, and to de-
fend themselves against any attack. Then, without loss of
time, they started drilling, and from that date the “Con-
federates”, as they were called, held the city. They obeyed
only the Committee of Safety, an organization as revolu-
tionary as themselves, and the order which they maintained
was a revolutionary order.

Henceforth everything was revolutionary in Philadel-
phia. From south and north, on horseback, in coaches, in
pinnaces, delegates to Congress arrived, and at every ar-
rival the Confederates organized a procession, a parade, a
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trooping. Fifes and drums were to be heard in all directions.
Volleys and musket shots resounded ceaselessly. Men kept
on enrolling, apprentices jostled one another for a better
view of what was going on, and at home, under the anxious
eyes of mothers, children played at soldiers.

But, of all these arrivals, the most moving was that
of May 5th. That evening the Pennsylvania Packet, Captain
Osborn, coming from London, which she had left six weeks
before, entered the port of Philadelphia, and Doctor Frank-
lin disembarked. A crowd flocked to meet him, escorted him
home, acclaimed him and besieged him.

For the first time Benny Bache saw his grandfather.
Hitherto all he knew of him was his armchair, his mysterious
apparatus, his innumerable books, and his portrait. Frank-
lin was taller, stouter, stronger-looking than his portrait;
but, above all, his eyes were different, and the light in them
made everything around them, everything to do with him,
different too. Grandfather and grandson had a long look at
each other. They both had the same way of looking.

Together with Franklin arrived a boy with fine features,
keen eyes, a short, stubborn chin, and ready, assured man-
ners. He resembled Uncle William, and they told Benny
that he was a cousin of his, but did not explain to him just
how he came to be so. A shy friendship was struck up at
once between the adolescent from London and the boy
of Philadelphia. The one was proud to find a family that
belonged to him and to lord it over younger children, the
other to have a big cousin and to take orders from him. But
Temple did not make a long stay. He went off to New
Jersey to rejoin his father, who recognized him as his
legitimate son.

In the Bache household tumult kept on growing. Every-
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thing was given up to the Revolution. On the morrow of his
arrival, it had snapped up Benjamin Franklin, for he was
immediately elected to Congress and took his seat there.
He was appointed Postmaster-General of the American
Colonies some weeks later, and elected to the Committee
of Public Safety of his home town, which now controlled
the city, the county, and the province. In November he was
also elected to the Municipal Council, to the Provincial
Assembly, and to the Committee of Correspondence of
Congress.

Morning, noon, and night, in Congress, on the Com-
mittee of Safety, at the Philosophical Society, he never
stopped drafting documents, taking part in debates, giving
his advice to committees or presiding over them. His house
was never empty of beggars and disciples, admirers and
electors.

Everywhere people discussed revolution. Everybody was
excited and all in favor of revolution; but everybody wanted
his own revolution, and it was very difficult to pick one’s
way among all these revolutions and make a success of one
of them. People talked revolution day and night, wrote
revolution, drafted revolution.

Food itself turned revolutionary. People spared salt, in
order to avoid having to buy it. They did without lamb
and mutton in order to let the wool grow on the sheep’s
back and so encourage American manufactures. They
dressed themselves, revolutionary style, in cloth woven at
home, in order to avoid buying anything that came from
England.

Ideas and sentiments were revolutionary. Servants had
to be so too. Sarah Bache had a maid who was suspected of
being lukewarm, and finally of being a spy. She was de-
nounced and accused. She protested, then confessed, and in

[15]



THE TWO FRANKLINS

the end burst into floods of tears. The papers talked about
it, for the house had become a public place.

Doctor Franklin sat in his big armchair in the middle of
the room, surrounded by his friends, gesticulating and de-
bating while the children played in a corner. William, still
babyish, imitated the tumult of the streets. He marched
back and forth with a little wooden gun, whistling by way
of a fife. But Benny, already serious, sitting in his little
chair at his little table, with his elbows on the top of it
and his face intent, like grown-ups, filled long sheets of
writing paper, making a mess of them with his scrawls and
his erasures.

His grandfather told him one day that he had a little
friend in England, Elizabeth Hewson, who would make
a fine wife for him; but Benny at once asked what age she
-was and decided that Elizabeth was too young. They
laughed at this. So difficult is it for grown-ups to under-
stand that, young or old, all men play the same game!

As a rule, Benny stayed in his corner without anybody
taking notice of him, or needing to. He was a wise child
in a world where everything had gone mad. His grand-
father belonged to the revolution. For its sake he strove
in Congress and toiled on the Committee of Safety. For
its sake he traveled as far as New England in order to
inspect the army outside Boston, and spent all of the fall
on the dusty roads of New Jersey, New York and New
England.

Benny’s father, Richard Bache, though with a more pon-
derous and temperate zeal, followed Franklin’s example.
He was on the City Committee. He helped his father-in-
law, interviewed callers for him, looked after the mail, and
served to the best of his ability. Sarah Bache served too, but
on occasion she knew how to give orders as well. She ran
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THE SCHOOL OF REVOLUTION

the household, backed her father, guided the neighbors,
and rallied patriotic women around her. She had strength
of character, and, like Franklin, a capacity for keeping
calm along with it.

She needed it. Everything was going to pieces around
them. Horrible scenes were staged in the streets. One day
they saw the good Mr. Hunt, a friend and neighbor of
theirs, hoisted onto a wagon and compelled to make his
public confession. He was accused of having defended
England. A shrill band played burlesque airs. Boys threw
stones at him, men cursed him, and women, fearing the
worst, hurried away. Some of the crowd shouted that he
ought to be tarred and feathered, since he deserved nothing
better; but strong measures were averted, thanks to his
coolness and his humility.

It was not the same with Doctor Kearsley, who had
shown indignation at this spectacle. He was hoisted on to
the wagon in Hunt’s place, and, when he struggled, re-
ceived a bayonet thrust in the hand. The crowd smashed
the windowpanes and frames and the doors of his house,
hurled curses at him, and dragged him to the Tavern to be
the butt of the drinkers. Bare-headed, bleeding, and with his
clothes dishevelled, he kept on denouncing the crowd which
mauled him. Finally they tossed him a bowl of punch,
which he swallowed at a gulp, so dry was his throat, and
the fun was over.

It was better not to make any attempt to help your
friends. Otherwise you might lose your prestige, your win-
dowpanes, and your plate, if not more. It was better not to
receive any letters, for they were all opened, and, if some
ignorant patriot did not understand what they contained,
you ran the risk of prison. It was better to keep your mouth
shut, for all your conversation was amplified and came back
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to you in distorted form. You had to be prudent, but still
you had to mix with the crowd, which suspected you if you
did not.

Around the Franklins and the Baches everything col-
lapsed, except the Revolution. Franklin’s old associate in
his political enterprises, Joseph Galloway, suspected of
royalism, went into hiding on his estate at Trevose,
but, even so, did not succeed in getting himself forgotten.
Franklin’s own son William, the Governor of New Jersey,
took sides with the King of England, and the wrath of
the populace threatened him, together with his father’s
curse. A

But William did not care about that. An illegitimate son
of Franklin’s, he owed England what his father himself had
not given him — respectability. Governor of New Jersey
for the King, he had made up his mind to remain the
Royal Governor, even if he had to be repudiated as a son.
In vain did Franklin write to him, — gently, firmly, per-
suasively, imperiously. In vain did Sarah Bache intercede
with him. The Revolution had entered into the Franklin
family and shattered it.

In the tumult of the Revolution, Benjamin Franklin and
William Franklin fought each other to hold William
Temple. William had engendered him; Benjamin had
brought him up. For the past ten years Benjamin had given
him a home. For the past ten weeks William had taken him
back into his home. Benjamin had attached himself to him
with the greedy affection of an old man, and deserved his
affection in return. William had treated him as his son, and
received from him the respect due from a son. Between Ben-
jamin and Temple, the old man and the adolescent, there
was certainly more love; but between William and Temple
there was that more intimate and more profound tie which
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unites a father and a son whose souls have the same ring.
Temple’s face turned towards his father.

The old man could not bear it. In vain did he console
himself by caressing Benny. In vain did he plough through
the snowy, muddy and chaotic roads of the northern colo-
nies in the depths of winter to go and encourage the army
of Canada. In vain did he devote his energy to supporting
the patriots who were striving for independence at Phila-
delphia.

It was he, more than anybody else, who swayed the hesi-
tating people of Pennsylvania in favor of accepting this new
government, this new fatherland, this new flag which still
frightened them. But the mind of this patriot, victor in the
national Revolution, could not turn itself away from the
revolution which was devastating his family, and in which
he was vanquished.

William Franklin had just been arrested. His wife,
overwhelmed by the blow, took refuge in tears, which at
least isolated her from human society, and Temple scoured
the roads to get some help for his father, some letters
on his behalf. In Philadelphia, in Market Street, Sarah
wept too beside the cradle of little Sarah, who had just
died.

Meanwhile, in the streets, the populace acclaimed the
Declaration of Independence, the patriot politicians, the
troops and Congress. Volleys were fired to celebrate the
launching of the frigate Washington; and at the corner of
Chestnut Street, between Second Street and Third Street,
Mr. Fowler, at the sign of the White Horse and Fountain,
exhibited “the remarkable creature called a Satyr, of about
two feet high, his body resembling a human body in all
parts except his feet,” which “walked upright and per-
formed various actions to admiration.”
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Benjamin Franklin was tired of all this disorder. He had
returned from Canada half-dead. He had a bad attack of
gout in Philadelphia. He had to fight interminably to in-
duce Congress to vote the Declaration of Independence, and
to win over the city of Philadelphia and the Assembly of
Pennsylvania, which still did not want independence. He
had to struggle all the time, and his strength was getting
exhausted. He felt it.

Congress asked him to go to France in order to negotiate
an alliance, without which the Revolution could not main-
tain itself. Although he ran the risk of death if he were
captured by an English warship, he accepted the invitation.
What was left to him of his life belonged to his country.

But, artful even in his heroism, Doctor Franklin took ad-
vantage of it to filch Temple away from his father and his
destiny. He wrote to the youth that, if he came back at
once, he had an advantageous offer to make him. Intrigued,
excited, dazed by the intoxication of the Revolution, and
weak by nature, Temple came.

They set off on October 29, 1776, on board the Reprisal,
Captain Wickes.

With them they took Benjamin Franklin Bache, aged
seven. Mrs. Franklin was no longer there to prevent it,
Richard Bache never prevented anything, and Sarah Bache
resigned herself to keeping her husband and her home and
letting her son go.

Benny followed his grandfather out into the storm.
When the tempest raged, he cowered against that old man
who carried affection to the point of cruelty, and against
his cousin, who was never to know love again.
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CHAPTER 111

IN ROUSSEAU’S FOOTSTEPS

Bexny had promised to be good. As he had been good about
his work and his play in the house in Market Street in
Philadelphia, so he was good in the cramped, stuffy cabin
on board the Reprisal, Captain Wickes.

He was good in the storm which for thirty days har-
assed them and tormented them. He was good in danger,
when English ships chased them, with the object of cap-
turing them and hanging them. He was good in battle,
when the Reprisal, bringing her sixteen cannon into action,
seized the Vine, laden with spirits, and the Szccess, laden
with wine.

He was good when they were disembarked on the beach
at Quiberon, in the midst of strange, hirsute people, peasants
of Brittany, who frightened him because they looked like
brigands, and who in turn took Franklin for the Devil.
He was good in the little carriage, which jolted them over
the highroads of France, and in the strange, noisy, crowded
house which sheltered them in Nantes.

He was good in Versailles, when they showed him the
palace of the Kings of France, and in Paris, when, for the
first time, he set eyes on the tumultuous life of a great city,
with narrow streets, full of coaches, poverty and luxury.
He 'was good in his room in the Hétel d’Hambourg, in the
Rue de I'Université, where they finally came to rest and
began a new life together with the New Year.
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Everywhere he was good and obedient; but his big eyes,
round with astonishment, gazed at all this as though it
were a dream.

He was good when his grandfather took him to M.
d’Hourville’s boarding school at Passy, and he found him-
self alone among all the little French boys, noisy and
curious, who never got tired of staring at the little “in-
surgent.” He was so good that his grandfather called him
“a special good Boy.”

He could scarcely be anything but good. He knew
neither their games, nor their language, nor their ways. He.
could do nothing but stare back at them, and run about and
live among them, all alone, like an animal of another species
among other animals not unfriendly, who did not chase
him, but who did not make friends with him either.

He did not start his games again until spring came,
when he was sent to M. Lecoeur’s boarding school and his
grandfather established himself near him on the heights of
Passy, at the Hotel de Valentinois. Here, at least, he merged
into the crowd of little French boys, whether he was going
to class in his pretty school uniform, or riding on horseback
in his fine grey buckskin breeches, or attending his dancing-
master’s lessons.

Here he found other little “insurgents” like himself, in
particular Deane and Cochran, with whom he struck up a
friendship. With them he could now romp about, and
thanks to them, Professor Lecoeur, with all his respects and
regards, sent Doctor Franklin, at the same time as the hair-
dresser’s, the breeches-maker’s and the shoemaker’s accounts,
a bill for the windowpanes which Monsieur his grandson
had broken.

Then, on Sundays, the boys all went together to lunch
with the illustrious Doctor. Around the table, laden with
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stewed-fruit dishes and plates of fruit, they found Ameri-
cans living in Paris, merchants, ships’ captains, diplomats,
consuls, spies and traitors, accompanied by their wives, who
had come to render homage to the philosopher. They met
there also the opulent M. de Chaumont, and the sparkling
M. de Beaumarchais. But, instead of looking at them and
listening to them, they ran out into the big garden, around
the pond, under the quincunxes, and on to the terrace,
whence they threw stones into the Seine, along which the
galiote which plied between Paris and Rouen was slowly
drawn by knock-kneed nags.

Afterwards, in the big drawing-room with its plain
paneling, Doctor Franklin drew Benny on to those knees
of his, so much sought after by pretty ladies, and questioned
him about his school. He was proud of his little grandson,
who, at the end of the year, had received the great prize for
good conduct in the presence of all his fellow pupils. By
way of rewarding him, he talked to him about Philadelphia;
about his father, Richard Bache, who had just been ap-
pointed Postmaster-General of America; and about his
mother, who held a prominent place among the patriotic
ladies of America, and never got tired of embroidering flags,
sewing shirts and knitting socks for General Washington’s
soldiers.

He told him all about the war and the exploits of the
patriots, about the dangers that threatened Philadelphia,
occupied by the English, and about the hopes that he must
cherish. He inflamed the imagination and the zeal of the
boy, whom the majesty of his grandfather, ever surrounded
by admiring men, and women both admiring and beautiful,
filled with a growing respect.

Benny strove to please him in everything. For his sake
he ‘“swotted” over his French, applied himself to his
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drawing-board, and “made leg” to the best advantage
with those strong little legs of his, set off by their
black silk breeches. He accepted France, and made himself
French to please his grandfather —so much so that, in
the dream in which he was immersed, America ended by
seeming to him the most remote and unreal of imaginary
places.

One fine day the Doctor realized the fact and was sur-
prised at it. Benny was a regular little Frenchman; he
bowed and walked French fashion; he played French games
and was familiar with all those little conventions which
make up the mystery of daily life in an old country. It
would not have taken much for him to cry, “Long live the
King!’ and make his sign of the Cross.

The Doctor was shocked at all this. His grandson a
French dandy — one of those fellows with red heels! He
must lose no time in remedying such a state of things; and,
without losing any, Doctor Franklin put himself in the way
of making Benny a good Puritan. “I intend him for a
Presbyterian as well as a Republican,” he said. He sent him
off to Geneva.

So here was Benny on the road again, all alone in a post
chaise with the noble gentleman Philibert Cramer, a lead-
ing member of the Council of the Two Hundred, who was
on his way back from Paris after paying a visit to his
fashionable and philosophical friends. He was handsome
and charming, distinguished and intellectual. One might
imagine him the ambassador of a Prince-Bishop, or the
lover of an Archduchess. In any case, bookseller though he
might be, he was by way of being a lord in his own Republic
of Geneva; and it suited him very well to take home with
him in his post chaise the grandson of the most famous
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philosopher who walked the earth. For that matter, he
treated Benny less as a child than as the offspring of a
great genius.

“Respectable” Gabriel Louis Gallisard de Marignac —
such was the title to which he had a right, in his capacity
as Master at the College of Geneva — was no less disposed
to surround his new boarder with flattering attentions,
which would redound to the credit of his establishment.
This consisted, as a matter of fact, only in a little, cramped,
" three-storied house, in the middle of the Rue Verdaine,
whose slope in winter, when it was freezing hard, threatened
to make you turn a somersault if you were not careful. At
the back the house opened on a walled garden, which ended
at the hill on which the College was perched.

He had only one servant, the good Mother Airre; but
he had a great deal of dignity, and in the town, where he
was held in esteem as an ex-officer and fespected as a poet,
it was said of him that he was a “master superior in his
talents, his efforts, and his successes.” The second Madame
Gallisard de Marignac, née Mallet Genoud, was quite sure
of the fact, and she made this faith of hers shared by her
four children, who filled the house with noise as their father
filled it with importance.

He did not fail, in well-turned epistles, to explain to
Doctor Franklin all the care which he was taking of his
grandson, and he sent him bills in which even the item of
purgatives had a pious and imposing air. But he took care,
above all, of the boy’s soul, and every night when Benny
went to bed, after greeting him with a ceremonious “Good
night” — he begged him to bear in mind that, before he
went to sleep, it was his duty to address his thanksgivings
and his petitions to the Lord.

At Monsieur Gabriel Louis de Marignac’s, the teaching
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of Republicanism had a curiously pompous aspect about it,
very appropriate to that Geneva which Jean Jacques Rous-
seau loved and at which Voltaire mocked. At Madame
Philibert Cramer’s, everything had a drawing-room air
about it. She was a daughter of one of those pretty lord-
lings of Russia who were so much to the taste of Peter
the Great. From this father of hers she had inherited a
beauty, an off-handedness, a nobility of mind and an un-
fitness for life which enabled her to enthrone herself in
Geneva like a queen.

She had bequeathed to her son, Louis Gabriel, the same
traits, the same charm and the same incapacity to protect
himself against harm. This best friend of Benny’s was a
tall, fair boy, with a pale complexion, enormous light-
colored eyes, and slow, caressing movements, who did good
by instinct and harm by chance, and subjected all his ac-
tions to the serene laws of idleness.

Benny’s other friends were not so very different. Every-
body made him welcome, and in this small town he was
quite a personage. Above all, the leisured and rich foreign-
ers who lived there delighted to entertain this nice, shy boy
whose grandfather was such a famous man. Mrs. Serre
asked him to tea every Thursday, because she had in
America a son, of whom she hoped to obtain news through
the Doctor; and her table was well provided with cream-
cakes and jam.

Because he was a Whig, the rich Mr. Piggott entertained
him at his chiteau of Penthes, just outside Geneva. Here
Benny met the Duke of Gloucester, and he was very much
surprised that such a proud prince should have an ordinary
sheepskin saddle on his horse. But it did not occur to him
to be surprised that Mr. Piggott should receive under his
hospitable roof both the grandson of the King of England
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and the grandson of Doctor Franklin. Why should it sur-
prise him?

At Madame Arthaud’s, at M. Monet’s, at Mr. Boisier’s,
he was treated in the same way. He was invited to balls
everywhere. People took him to the theater to see “L’Amant
Bourru” and “Les Etrennes.” There was no entertainment
at which they did not make a point of having the grandson
of the celebrated Doctor Franklin. M. de Marignac re-
garded it as his duty to put no obstacle in the way, either
because he thus wanted to defend Geneva’s reputation for
hospitality, or because this was his idea of education, or be-
cause it gave him a way of obliging his friends and other
people.

Benny also went to the College; and there he received the
same cohsideration. In the old building, constructed by
Calvin and ornamented by Jean Goujon, nearly five hundred
schoolboys sat crowded together on the hard wooden
benches, and from half-past seven in the morning to seven
o'clock in the evening spent long hours reciting lessons
from Mermolius, pages of Cicero, and passages from the
Old Testament. They wrote endless essays and stupefied
themselves with Greek grammar. But they only came to life
when, by stealth, they sang the “Song of the Escalade,”
which was forbidden to them, highly patriotic though it
was. The College had its principles.

But the College was no longer what it had once been
in the days when every morning, at six o’clock, the pupils
had to present themselves in the icy classrooms. Now the
little Genevese worked around warm stoves, helped in their
tasks by the purring of the fire.

They began to get excited only towards prize-giving
time, for there were many prizes, and the city of Geneva
set great store by them. For prizes, medals were struck,
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which were given to the boys and forever after adorned their
families’ glass cases. Prizes for good marks, prizes for es-
says, prizes for piety — there were all sorts of them, and
the whole town talked about them. :

When spring came to an end, preparations began for
the great ceremony, and one fine morning about mid-June
a great noise was to be heard. Preceded by drums and a fan-
fare of trumpets, the College proceeded to church. First
came the band — bugles, drums, fifes and violins — fol-
lowed by the professors in their gowns, walking slowly and
with dignity. Behind them hastened the boys, for their legs
were shorter and they were excited by the solemnity of
the occasion.

With their hair tightly plaited into pigtails which were
tucked up again and adorned with bright-colored ribbons,
with bouquets of flowers in their hands and their little three-
cornered hats on their heads, they descended the narrow
streets. The proudest of them, those who were going to re-
ceive prizes, wore silver galloons in their hats, and people
looked at them as they went by.

At the gate of Saint Peter’s church, all the magistrates
were waiting, and everybody went into the church with
them to the strains of music and the pealing of bells. There
were Messieurs the Syndics, and the Magnificent Council,
and Messieurs the members of the Council of the Two Hun-
dred, and there was also the Venerable Company of Pastors.
When the pupils had been settled in their places and every-
body had sat down, the ceremony began.

Monsieur the Moderator offered a prayer.

Monsieur the Rector delivered an address.

Messieurs the Masters pronounced allocutions.

The most distinguished pupil delivered an address in
Latin.
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Monsieur the Principal read out the names of the prize-
winning pupils.

Monsieur the Rector summoned them to him one by one.

Then Monsieur the Rector made a speech to them, en-
couraging them to persevere in well-doing.

Finally Monsieur the Moderator pronounced a prayer of
benediction and thanksgiving; and everybody went off
again, fully satisfied with a ceremony from which nothing
had been lacking, except perhaps brevity.

Then there was a great banquet for the professors, and
a fine tea for the pupils, for the prize-winners had to cele-
brate their glory. Such was Benny’s fortune in 1780, and
M. de Marignac made sure that he had a good tea, for
which Doctor Franklin sent him his approbation and four
pounds. Benny won several prizes more for good marks,
and he would have had still more, if it had depended only on
Messieurs the Masters and Messieurs the Syndics, only too
happy to have chances of praising and rewarding the most
docile grandson of the greatest of insurgents.

But Benny was by no means one of those people who at-
tract all prizes to themselves. He was by no means one of
those people who grab, but rather one of those people who
let things and people, hours and days, slide past them and
flow away and escape. Far away from his parents, from
whom the ocean separated him, and from his grandfather,
who scarcely ever wrote to him, this good but lazy boy,
sensitive and shy, surrendered himself to the rhythm of the
passing months.

Geneva, where he found himself so free and so flattered,
also provided him with opportunities of wandering about by
himself, or with his little comrades, along lanes and through
thickets, on the trail of a guilty cat, or in pursuit of one of
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those furtive and ambiguous pleasures which make up
the mysterious joy of childhood.

One day Benny went to see the giantess, and admired her
arm, which was at thick as a man’s body, and as dirty as
more than one man’s. He decided to beat a hasty retreat,
for the pleasure of the sense of sight did not compensate for
the suffering of the sense of smell. Another day he mar-
veled at the famous Pinetti, who tore up handkerchiefs and
seemed to recreate them out of nothing again by some
miraculous art. He also went to see wild animals fighting
and other curious spectacles.

But his real delight was his vagabonding in company with
Louis Gabriel Cramer and Cooper Johonnot. They made up
the finest gang in the world. Johonnot had just arrived
from America, since his grandfather, the famous Doctor
Cooper, the greatest preacher in Boston, had insisted that he
should study in Europe. Long and lank, shrewd and self-
assured, Johonnot contributed to simple Benny and careless
Gabriel ideas in which they were lacking.

Gabriel had received everything from life, and found it
all very pleasant. So he did not put himself out in the least,
being sure that everything would continue to come his way.
Benny had been jostled about by life, and thrust from one
corner of the planet to another without having anything to
do but accept the situation with resolute courage. He went
on throwing himself becomingly into all the adventures that
piled themselves upon him. But Johonnot, a magician, or a
mystic, had learned that life was just a matter of knack,
and he taught some of the tricks of it to his comrades.

This band of three devoted themselves to great deeds.
As good Calvinists, as good Republicans, they had the in-
stinct for justice, and their expeditions were often crusades.
There was the summer crusade against the watchdog at the

[30]



IN ROUSSEAU’S FOOTSTEPS

Chiteau Banquet. Benny had forgotten why the dog ought
to be killed, but he knew that it had to be done. So they set
out, one armed with a knife, another with a sword, and
Benny without anything. Unfortunately the dog had the
bad manners to choose Benny as his adversary, and tore his
clothes. “The others,” said Benny, “arrived, but a bit
late,” so that this was rather a trial trip than an accom-
plished expedition.

Then there was the spring crusade against the carnivorous
cat which had killed their guinea pig. This time it was a
highly moral tale. Johonnot had toothache, and during this
time the guinea pigs had young. To take his mind off him-
self, Johonnot went to tea at Madame Serre’s, and the cats
seized their chance. One of the young disappeared. Benny
was indignant, and Johonnot suggested that they should
smoke out a cat, guilty or innocent.

Accordingly on Sunday, March 6, 1783, on the eve of
the day when they were dictated a theme of piety at the
College about repentance, Johonnot and Benny put to death
a cat which, so far as they knew, had nothing to repent. But
they had the satisfaction, once the execution was over, of
learning from some neighbors that their victim was probably
the guilty party. The cat had been seen carrying away the
little guinea pig. Benny was filled with a sense of righteous-
ness which proved the good effect on him of Calvinist
instruction.

He developed. All his body and mind awakened amid the
innocent joys and the sweet flattery of Geneva. For the
first time in his life, events had ceased to push him about.
For the first time, the present spread around him, secure and
calm, without the risk of some new incident turning up at
any moment to break it like a glass or dissolve it like a
dream. Benny could sit down at his table as he used to do
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in Philadelphia, and he was able to keep his little diary.

He looked out of the window at the snow which spread
away into the distance, shining, unsullied, solid and sub-
stantial. Down there towards Plainpalais there were fine ice
rinks. He took up his pen, and on the virgin sheet, in reg-
ular, firm writing, he noted down a decision. “I propose to
do nothing but skate during my hours of recreation, and for
that reason I mean to forget my diary altogether until next
year.” So he wrote on December §, 1782. Accordingly the
rest of this month remains in his diary as white as was the
ice over which he glided, and as white as his good boy’s soul
was white in white Geneva.

From the plain of Plainpalais to the slopes of Chante-
poulet, from La Coulevreniere to Versonnex, the boys had
the run of the town. There they met giants, hunchbacks and
Savoyards, a big wolf which destroyed everything in the
region of Sécheron, libertines who lay in wait for themj;
and one day they saw an old woman whose house fell down
while she was putting on her shift, so that all the passers-by
could contemplate her backside.

They also saw a revolution. On February 10, 1781, the
party of the Representatives staged a coup d’érat at the ex-
pense of the Constitutionalists, and they finished it off on
April 8, 1782. It was a revolution of very big words, but
of very small parties, very little disorder and very little
panic. The Representatives declared themselves friends of
reform and philosophy, and the Constitutionalists defenders
of order and tradition. One might call the Representatives
democrats and the Constitutionalists aristocrats; but, as a
matter of fact, they were only two small groups in a town
closely hemmed in by the mountains and closely watched by
its neighbors.
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Monsieur de Marignac, like a wise man who had a sense
of his duty and of prudence, took refuge outside the town.
Madame Cramer and her whole family, which had Con-
stitutionalist leanings, fled to Sécheron. So, every morning,
in order to get to the College, the boys had to take a walk;
and henceforth all their tea parties were picnics.

But the revolution brought them other pleasures besides,
since France, Switzerland and Piedmont, in order to restore
order, sent troops to occupy the town and reéstablish the
constitutional authority. The entrance of the troops was
a fine sight, especially that of the French, who made their
. way in through a breach in the walls in the Cornavin
district. The Swiss, for their part, had a depressed air
about them, for they were uxorious fellows, and the idea
of occupying Geneva while their wives were knitting
at Lausanne or Glaris filled their hearts with sadness.
As for the Piedmontese, they were swarthy and shifty-
looking.

Finally the troops spread all over the town, and the
Zurich contingent was quartered in the College. There were
no more classes; or at least they had to be held in the
masters’ houses in the Rue Verdaine. This meant holidays,
or at worst holiday courses; and henceforth the streets were
nothing but a continuous circus.

In the other revolution which he had seen at home, Benny
remembered squares crowded and clamorous, mobs in pro-
cession, rioting. Here there were only soldiers, reviews,
parades and fétes. It was gayer and more amusing. The boys
kept hanging around the troops, in the hope of seeing some
scuffle or other. Sometimes a French soldier would quarrel
with a Swiss, or a Piedmontese would assail a Frenchman.
Once, at the theater, poor M. Martin was pommeled by a
French officer on whose foot he trod while he was making
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his way to his seat; the next day he had the honor of being
run through and declared himself satisfied.

The Piedmontese were the most interesting, for they de-
lighted to prick the arms of impolite burghers with the
points of their sabers. Their reputation was very bad, and
Benny heard many stories about them; but the most curious
of all he could not understand, for unfortunately he had
interrogated a man who stammered. This annoyed him very
much, and he noted it down in his diary.

The finest spectacle of all was the feast of Saint Louis,
when the French troops held their review, and then dis-
charged thirty-six pieces of cannon, fired a salvo of three
rounds of musketry, and let off Roman fire. The Pied-
montese had nothing as fine as this, but they provided a
stranger spectacle. They shot one of their own men who had
stolen a few cents.

Surrounded by his regiment, the criminal was led for-
ward, with a priest accompanying him. They sat him down
on a grass slope and tied him to a stake, while the priest
began his homily. It got finer and finer, more eloquent and
thrilling; but he kept on edging away from the victim! On
a signal from the officer, the squad fired. Then the regiment
filed around the body and carried it away. Benny followed it
step for step. He had learned how men are shot.

They were certainly far from empty days. A revolution
teaches innumerable lessons. Here some French soldiers
practised fencing, there Piedmontese played zorra; and in
a lane some Swiss soldiers raped a servant girl. Benny
Bache made a note of everything, like a methodical, good
boy.

But already he was growing up. Monsieur de Marignac
had to have a dozen brand-new shirts made for his adoles-
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cent body. Benny was no longer a child, and, if he scarcely
realized the fact himself, women were beginning to know it.
One fine day there arrived from Philadelphia Mistress Dor-
cas Montgomery, who knew the Bache family. She hastened
to claim acquaintance with Benny, and, when she met him,
she could not restrain herself from testifying to her extreme
fondness for him.

“Your son is very well,” she wrote to Mrs. Bache, who
did not appreciate her compliments in the least, “and a very
charming boy; and is grown surprisingly. He retains his
former likeness very much, save that his features are a little
enlarged. His mouth is still that sweet little one. He begins
to speak French pretty well. I wish it was in my power to
describe to you my feelings and your son’s look on our first
meeting. His countenance blooming and animated, and I
believe his black eyes were inclined to compliment mine,
which overflowed upon our first meeting.” In short, Mistress
Dorcas Montgomery, who was a good forty and had a re-
sponsive heart, burst into floods of tears at the sight of
Benny’s smile.

However good you may be, you cannot very well ignore
the fact that you are a fine young man, admired by ladies
and influential people, blessed in the streets because of your
grandfather, and féted everywhere because of the fame of
the people to whom you belong. People came and asked
Benny to write to Doctor Franklin for some of the medals
which he was getting struck in honor of the freedom of
America. Benny wrote to him on his own account for books
to read, for money to give a tea party, for thirty cents a
week pocket money instead of ten, so that he could amuse
himself better on Sundays.

M. de Marignac, who was keen about encouraging the
industries of Geneva, and also about seeing his pupil live up
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to the rank which belonged to him, suggested that he should
get his grandfather to give him a fine gold watch, which
Benny obediently requested; but the Doctor firmly re-
fused it.

Benny consoled himself about it, for he was a good
boy and a docile scholar. Accordingly he had learned a little
Greek, some Latin, a good deal of theology, swimming, an
odd orthography in which French was mixed up with Eng-
lish, some rudiments of drawing, and a little science. But,
above all, among these good people who did not jostle him
and left things around him alone, he had learned to live
quietly, simply, cheerfully.

Emerging from his only too lengthy dream, he had
learned at Geneva the hardness of the earth, the softness of
the sun, and the vivifying freshness of the winter wind
that came down from the mountains. He was still good, but
he was beginning to be different from other people. More
reserved, prouder, purer and shyer, he was also more
courageous and more straightforward. So many eyes had
been fixed on him that now he knew the boundaries which
separated him from the rest of the world and the strength
which he possessed in himself.

Whenever he could remember it, he was still obedient,
whether his grandfather solemnly adjured him to date his
letters or to write to his parents regularly, or urged him to
preserve a republican simplicity of life or to go to the
dentist’s. But he started forgetting his duties in favor of
his desires; far desires were awakening in him.

In the calm of Geneva, they came to birth. In contact
with the real, hard earth, Benny began to be a real in-
dividual, — and a lonely one. Together with the happiness
of being alive came the sorrow of being alone. He was
depressed. He was restless. '
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He wrote to his grandfather:

“You are going to London, I hear, my dear Grandpapa.
As I should have a very great desire of knowing those coun-
tries, and being extremely fond of voyaging, and above all
other reasons being full of impatience to see you, I ask of
you as a particular favor to permit me to go with you.”

Summer came, peace came; and around Doctor Franklin,
who did not go to London, rose the tide of old age. He
could scarcely move, and, like all prisoners, he felt lonely.
Benny’s appeal touched him. He decided to recall the boy
from Geneva, now that he must be a good Calvinist and a
good Republican.

So ended the Genevese education of Benny Bache.
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THE EDUCATION OF A RADICAL



CHAPTER I

A PHILOSOPHICAL APPRENTICE

TrE great Doctor Franklin’s grandson! Around Benny at
Geneva everybody had murmured these words. They had
encompassed him with a halo of glory, they had rocked him
to sleep; they had affected the attitude of everybody with
whom he came in contact and the color of his whole life.

Wherever he went, he felt that his grandfather was with
him to protect him, to watch over him as a father watches,
as God watches. The longer the days went on, and the more
Benny realized how far away he was from his grandfather,
the more Franklin’s majesty struck him as imposing, the
more the sense of his power filled him with pride, and the
more he missed his affection.

When, on July 19, 1783, after leaving the banks of the
Seine, passing the monastery of the White Friars, and climb-
ing the slopes of Passy, his carriage drove into the court-
yard of the Hétel de Valentinois, Benny could not wait any
longer. He dashed into the house and flung himself into his
grandfather’s arms.

The old man was surprised. He remembered a shy, re-
served child. He saw coming into his room a youth, slim
but already strong, with the manners of a young gentleman
and the yearning for affection of a heart even now rich
in experience. Benjamin Franklin was touched. Temple
had accustomed him to a rather frigid off-handedness, in
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which affection seemed a form of politeness, and politeness
a weapon of defence. Benny did not dream of standing on
the defensive or of being simply polite; and at the same time
he was gentle, charming and deferential.

Then the heart of the valiant old man swelled with love
and longing, just as his mind swelled with wisdom and
philanthropy. He had just achieved the finest victory of his
life, by imposing on England, which was reluctant to ac-
cept it, on France, which was hesitant, and on the United
States, which raised difficulties, an equitable and epoch-
making peace. He was the center of admiration. Towards
him flowed the eulogies of the whole world, and beside him
the most charming women in the world, those Frenchwomen
of Versailles and Paris, Auteuil and Passy, crowned him
with a wreath of compliment and flattery.

The sight of Benny awakened other dreams of pride
in him. He decided to make the young man his master-
piece.

Poor lad! They had already taught him reading, writing
and the Episcopalian catechism in Philadelphia. At Passy
he had received lessons in dancing, riding, deportment, and
French. In Geneva they had lavished good Calvinist precept
and example on him, and taught him Greek, Latin, draw-
ing, the French of Switzerland, and virtue. The insatiable
Franklin decided on the spot that, in order to “finish” him,
Benny should be sent to England to learn the English
language, English ways, and the English idea of liberty.

After that, Benny would lack nothing, and, following in
his grandfather’s footsteps at one stride, and in imitation
of his cousin, he would undoubtedly become a high official
of the United States, a diplomat. This idea filled the Doctor
with a glow of joy. It delighted him to dream about it. He
even talked about it.
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But it made Benny cry. He did not so much mind being
a diplomat, or anything else, if they insisted; but he simply
refused to be a masterpiece of education. He wanted to
stay in this home which he had found again. They showed
him portraits of his mother and his father, whom he could
no longer recognize. They told him of his little brother
William, a baby when he left America, and now, so they
said, a very wide-awake young gentleman, who in no way
resembled the idea which Benny had formed about him.
They talked to him about his little sister Elizabeth, and
about his brother Louis and his other sister Deborah, whom
he had never seen.

Temple showed him letters, pictures, papers, told him
stories and explained things to him enough to make him
realize all that he had lost. He did not whine; but his
wretchedness was so obvious that it made everybody pity
him.

Temple was not one of those people who are easily given
to pity, at least for other people; but he was beginning to
be sorry for himself. For the past seven years he had been
living with his grandfather in the capacity of secretary,
confidant, factotum, and alfer ego. He was fed up with
glory, and sometimes he even let it be seen that he was weary
of the old man’s wisdom, and that his grandfather’s warm
affection palled on him a little.

Benny arrived as a gift from Heaven. He was docile and
simple-minded. He was by no means suffering from a surfeit
of sentimentalism; he was not saturated with sagacity and
disgusted with devotion. All this was fresh meat to him;
and he ought to have a good appetite for it.

Doctor Franklin might have ignored Benny’s unhappi-
ness; but he had lost the habit of being able to make up
his mind for himself, and he bowed before Temple’s stern
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will. The business which piled up around him, the docu-
ments which lay in disorder on his desk and on every table
in the house, the confused activity which centered upon him,
and in whose midst he reigned serene and majestic, but a
little dumbfounded, had ended by handing him over to
the elegant and conceited, ready and decided young man
who was his son’s son. The sullen hostility which Franklin
sensed in Temple’s attitude made the old man’s affection for
him more anxious, more disposed to pacify him and give
way to him.

Benny’s tears and a few curt sentences of Temple’s
settled the matter.

Then there began for Benny a life of enchantment.

Rising at six o’clock in the morning, and even earlier
in summer, he disputed with the sun the pleasure of awaken-
ing his canaries, his dear canaries. He filled their little bath
with fresh water and gave them seed and cake. He ad-
mired their seriousness when they were broody and waxed
indignant over their ferocious frivolity when they broke
their eggs almost as soon as they were laid. They were the
great joy, and the great tragedy, of that quiet, furtive life
of his, — that life which children hide from their parents,
but which fills the emptiness of their indolent existence
and colors those big eyes of theirs, that look at the world
without seeing it and people it with their own fantastic
mirages.

With them alone did he share his room; for now, at his
grandfather’s, he had his own room and his books and his
servants. He was no longer a shifting shadow in a world
immense and strange; he had a home and people and things
that were his very own. He arranged his belongings in his
drawers — his knives and his bits of string, the canaries’
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nest and his skates for the winter, lettuce seed and drawing-
thread, sulphur, camphor, plaster of Paris, garter buckles,
pins, shuttlecocks and even worms for fishing, for which
he paid the gardener twelve cents.

Then he went out into the garden, always full of some-
thing new and thrilling. With his little friend Alexander
he played at battledore and shuttlecock, or shot with a bow;
and, when an arrow stuck in a high branch, they had to
climb the tree to get it. Sometimes they used a ladder,
but that did not prevent them from missing their footing
and tumbling down, at the risk of breaking their necks and
tearing their coats and trousers, and being highly delighted
over it.

Everything that happened in the garden meant some-
thing. One day Benny discovered a mourning sword, a little
bent, lying among the spearwort — belonging, no doubt, to
some libertine who had been paying a visit to one of the
chambermaids by night. Another day a friend of Monsieur
de Chaumont’s fell in the dusk into the ditch which sur-
rounded the park. He ought to have broken his neck, but
he did not, although he turned three somersaults, and
Benny could never understand what had saved him. Maybe
he was drunk.

One morning, under the trees, they found an eaglet which
was fluttering clumsily. The boys gave it a pigeon to eat,
the gardeners made a cage of broken trellis for it, and the
philosophers said that it was a present from Jupiter to his
colleague, the other god of thunder, Franklin. The poets
put it into verse, which the papers published.

But the garden was finest of all in winter, when it froze
hard, the snow covered the ground, and the ponds were
frozen. Then Benny, armed with a broom of dry twigs,
carefully brushed the ice. He put his bedroom in order, shut
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up his books, locked up his diary at the back of a drawer,
and then he skated as long as he liked — two hours, three
hours, all day long.

With the thaw came the boredom of spring, but with the
warmth came its pleasures. The whole village was a garden
where everybody felt at home. They paid visits and
gossiped, the houses were full of people, through open
windows came the sound of music, and laughter rang out
from the gardens. Everybody planted and cultivated ac-
cording to his fancy. Roses climbed along the terraces, and
on the slopes the grapes ripened.

The Seine became warm, and Benny ceased to think about
anything but swimming. He did not care about the rascals
who came and stole one’s clothes, or about the clumsy fel-
lows who got themselves drowned in an eddy. He was a
young insurgent, supple and strong, who had swum in the
Delaware at the age of six and in the Lake of Geneva at
the age of twelve, and he was not in the least afraid of the
Seine, despite its current and its traffic.

He piled his clothes on his head, and then, with steady
strokes, cradled by the water which caressed his body, he
swam across the river. Sometimes some loose change fell
into the stream, and Benny duly noted in his diary: “lost
while bathing, one livre ten sous.” Other times he met the
galiote and had to dive to avoid it, or perhaps it washed
the clothes off his head into the water. But what did that
matter? At nightfall the half-naked boy on his way home
met nobody but indifferent strangers, or friends who smiled
at him.

Everything was a delight — the rain, the snow and the
frost that changed the look of the countryside, the long
sunny days that threw the fields and the roads open to any-
thing that the heart of man could desire. If it was a torrid
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afternoon, Benny went off and fished in a quiet backwater,
shaded by the willows, remote from noisy boys and the
vexation of galiotes. When the cool of evening fell, he
went for a long walk, and cutting across the fields, light
of foot, raced Temple’s cabriolet home.

Everything was a delight; and everything would have
been sheer bliss if he had had companions of his own age.
But at Passy he no longer found either Deane, who was
mentioned only in a whisper since his father’s treason, or
Cochran, who had gone back to America. He had lost
Johonnot, who had also sailed for home; but Doctor
Franklin did not regret it, for Johonnot’s vivid imagination
and his flights of fancy made the philosopher distrust him.
Louis Gabriel Cramer was celebrating his first communion
at Geneva before going to serve the King of France at the
military academy at Colmar. Robert Montgomery, together
with the sentimental Mistress Dorcas Montgomery, was on
the point of starting home to Philadelphia.

Sometimes they brought a French boy to play with him.
His name was Boisroger, and he was at school at Passy.
But there is no intimacy between children unless they have
secrets to share, and Boisroger was too well behaved at
table. Alexander suited Benny better. He was the son of
a friend of Franklin’s and lived with them. Alexander swam,
fished, shot with bow and arrows and played the fool as a
boy ought to do.

Benny was very fond of him. He sympathized with him
when he had a stomach ache. He forgave him for opening
the door of the canaries’ cage. Fortunately the canaries had
more sense than Alexander. They made a voyage of explo-
ration around the room, but they did not fly out of the win-
dow, although it was open. Alexander and Benny and the
canaries understood one another. Unhappily, in the fall
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Alexander went to England ; and Benny was left alone with
the philosopher and the canaries.

There was Temple, of course. Temple was ten years older
than Benny, and during these ten years he had seen a lot
of things and people — especially ladies. He was hand-
some and dressed well. He wore red heels and was always
changing his fine shirt frill. He had a smart cabriolet and
a thoroughbred horse. His dog Boulet was well brushed,
" and his lackey had a spruce air about him.

Temple was kind-hearted enough. He liked to take
Benny with him to drink tea with elderly ladies to whom
he had nothing particular to say, and rewarded him for his
company by bringing him to Vauxhall in the winter, to see
the Royal Troupe of Dancers, or even to the theater. He
showed him the Saint Germain Fair and the illuminations
for the birth of the Dauphin and those which celebrated
the peace.

He had not much more sense than Benny. One fine day,
when Madame Le Veillard had entrusted them with two
bottles of syrup of vinegar for the Doctor’s kitchen, they
contrived to break one of them, which made a mess of the
carriage and their clothes. There was nothing of the mentor
about Temple. All he could teach Benny was to laugh at
the American ladies of Paris, their big feet and their un-
polished manners, and to joke about Mrs. Montgomery’s
addiction to tears and Miss Adams’ pedantic ways. But
Benny remained respectful.

Temple might also have taught him how to please the
fair sex. He was not backward himself, either in intrigues
or in successes. In August, 1783, Sir James Nicolson one
fine day discovered in his wife’s wardrobe a number of let-
ters from Temple and other sentimental souvenirs. On the
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other hand, he could not find a certain familiar miniature
of hers, and finally she burst into tears and confessed that
Temple had “stolen” it from her. Sir James, almost as
deficient mentally as matrimonially, filled Paris and Passy
with his protestations. He complained bitterly to Temple,
demanding immediate restitution of the “stolen” property,
and even carried his complaints to Doctor Franklin. With a
flourish, Temple retorted that he would always be glad to
exchange one portrait for another.

He was at the moment in pursuit of something better
than any picture. He was after the dowry of Mlle. Brillon
de Jouy, daughter of the rich M. Brillon de Jouy, receiver-
general of consignments to the royal council. Her dowry
was to his taste, and so was the girl herself. He had had
some good drinking bouts with her father, which ought to
have prepared the ground. Her mother, charming, weak
and affectionate, was too fond of the Doctor to refuse him
anything. As for the girl, Temple knew how to get around
her heart. What woman could resist him % '

To make assurance doubly sure, he had taken his close
friends, the Chevalier de Saint Olympe and the Chevalier
de Beauharnois, and the 2b%és Chalut and Arnoux, into his
confidence. He had accomplices on the spot, Donatien Le
Ray de Chaumont and Louis Le Veillard, who acted as spies
and scouts for him. With their support, with his grand-
father’s glory, and with his own charm and address, he
felt sure of winning. But he was wrong.

When the marriage plan was broached to Madame Bril-
lon, she burst into floods of ready tears and kissed her dear
Papa Franklin over and over again. Then she consulted
her lawyer, and, in a letter equally emotional, she refused
her daughter’s hand.

That day Benny’s canaries had laid two eggs. This con-
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soled him for the sorrow which reigned in the house. To
console himself, Temple had Blanchette Caillot, young and
tender, white and pretty, who gave him assignations at
twilight and sent him missives moist with the tears that
welled from her heart. It was a heart all too responsive,
which lured her body into charming sin, with the result that
Temple became a father and poor Blanchette wept harder
than ever.

Temple did not weep. He knew how to dodge, and, as
Blanchette was married, nothing could be easier. He went
driving in his cabriolet, taking Benny with him, and talked
to him to distract himself, and for the pleasure of instruct-
ing somebody else. He was quite ready to take Benny’s
education in hand. But the boy was too bashful to lend him-
self to women’s ways.

Only his grandfather could educate him and bring him
on in the world. The garden at Passy, at this time, was the
Mecca of philosophy and philandering. All the great ones
of the earth, potent princes, sophisticated savants, archi-
mandrites, nuncios, reigning beauties, generals covered with
glory and financiers laden with gold, besieged Doctor Frank-
lin’s drawing-room. Benny, even though he lurked at the
door or hid behind the old man’s armchair, could not escape
all this fawning on his fame, all this affectionate flattery.
It embarrassed him, even though it enchanted him. M. Le
Veillard took him to dinner one evening at the Duc de La
Rochefoucauld’s. “There were a lot of dukes and duchesses,”
he said, “which abashed me.” Still, he got used to all this.

In September, Prince Henry of Prussia came to see his
grandfather, with the Duke of Dorset. Benny was in the
next room. He was playing; and, despite the servants who
urged him to go and look at one of the great people of the
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world, he went on playing. He cared nothing about great
people, and, besides, his hands were dirty.

Some indiscreet person told the prince that there was a
grandson of Doctor Franklin’s in the next room, who was
too shy to present himself to such a great prince. “All
right,” cried the prince, “I’ll go and see him myself,” and
so he did. Benny was tongue-tied, and he could hardly an-
swer the questions which the prince asked him, very cour-
teously, about France and Switzerland. Still, he noticed
that the prince “was very small, plain of face, very simply
dressed, and had only one pin to attach his frill to his
shirt.” Temple’s lessons were bearing fruit.

As a rule, he was less critical, and contented himself with
running away or taking refuge with the more human of these
great personages. Among these fine ladies, sages and dandies
there was always somebody with the temperament of shep-
herd or shepherdess, some rustic soul who loved Nature;
and Benny could always get on with anybody like that.
He wrote in his diary in the summer of 1784: “I went to
lunch in Passy with my grandfather at M. d'Hardancourt’s,
and to tea at Monsieur d’Ailly’s; I amused myself there by
watering the strawberries with some other gentlemen and
ladies who were with him.”

He got on best of all with his grandfather. Of course, he
had his masters and professors, and they taught him dancing,
fencing, and Latin in accordance with the fashion of the
time; but he took more interest in drawing, in penmanship
in the English style, and in science, for he knew that his
grandfather had chosen these subjects for him. Above all,
he applied himself to feeling in the same way as Doctor
Franklin, and thinking along the same lines as he did.

" He accompanied him to lectures in physics at the Musée
de Paris. He sat beside his chair during the little concerts
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which the Doctor’s lady friends improvised to enliven the
long hours at Passy. Sometimes it was Madame Helvétius
who brought her “little stars”, as she called her daughters,
and his “opera” as Franklin called them; or else her rival
in affection, Madame Brillon, came to play the piano,
while Father Pagin or the famous violinist Vioti accom-
panied her. There were also Morellet’s niece, and Mademoi-
selle Paradis, blind since the age of two.

They played Gluck; they played Haydn. Madame Bril-
lon played her “March of the Insurgents”, composed for
Franklin in honor of the United States, and finally, to please
the old man, she played ‘“The Little Birds” or some simple,
tuneful Scots air. Franklin nodded his head, said that he
preferred simplicity in everything, including music, and
drafted a dissertation to prove the superiority of Scots airs;
and Benny wrote in his diary: “I did not like the music, be-
cause they only played those fine airs so mixed up that you
can make nothing out of them.”

He also shared his grandfather’s enthusiasms; and he
dreamed about balloons.

They were so fine, the balloons of that time!— big
globes of colored paper, decorated with the royal “LL” or
the arms of France. Adorned with festoons and garlands,
they ascended with the pompous, naive majesty of the hopes
of the period. Sometimes they carried aloft in their rope or
wicker baskets a sheep or a fowl, offered as a sacrifice to
science by admiring, scared men. At other times, aéro-
nauts themselves took the risk of climbing up into the sky,
where they were to be seen disappearing, while they waved
their plumed hats and their multicolored streamers in the
wind.

Doctor Franklin became an enthusiast all at once, and
Benny was fascinated. The Doctor started observing bal-

[52]



A PHILOSOPHICAL APPRENTICE

loons wherever there were balloons. When he could not go
himself, he sent Temple or Benny. He got them to write
reports, descriptions, summaries for him; and he drew up
learned considerations for learned societies. He discussed
the inventions of the brothers Montgolfier, and Charles’
improvements; the attempts by Pilatres de Rozier and the
fine achievement of Jeffries, who crossed the English Chan-
nel with Blanchard, though they had to strip themselves
stark naked to lighten their balloon, and then had to spend
twenty-four hours in a tree top, waiting for help and
a couple of pairs of trousers.

Benny listened in enchantment. He got up before dawn to
observe the experiments of the Duc de Chartres. He manip-
ulated a telescope so as to lose nothing of the movements of
the balloon, light and clumsy at one and the same time.
One night he sat up late when he heard that the Duc de
Crillon, the Spanish Ambassador, was sending up a balloon
in honor of the birth of two Infantes. He was richly re-
warded. About one o’clock in the morning, quite close to
Franklin’s house, there emerged from the trees of the Bois
de Boulogne a big, brilliant ball, adorned with a gorgeous
lantern. Benign, bewitched, it climbed above the bare
branches and, swaying gently in the very still night, soared
up into the sky to join the other stars, which the cold of
winter seemed to have frozen.

Benny, not stopping at mere admiration, made a balloon
for himself with gold-beater’s skin and “inflammable air”. It
was a friendly, polite balloon. For several days it bobbed
against the ceiling of his room, which it refused to leave,
under the shining eyes of Benny, the philosophical observa-
" tion of Doctor Franklin, and the startled stare of the
canaries.

But it was no joking matter. Doctor Franklin, who some-
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times had difficulty about believing in God, believed in
balloons at once. It would not have taken much to make
him contemplate a journey to the moon. Half in jest, half
in earnest, he sometimes talked about such a journey; but
it was in all seriousness that he demonstrated how balloons
were henceforth going to prevent war. What state, indeed,
would be able to defend its frontiers against five thousand
balloons, well armed and provisioned ? Balloons, as weapons
of war, would impose peace on princes by terror, and shed
enlightenment on peoples.

If some sceptic jeered at balloons, Doctor Franklin, an
expert in scepticism himself, knew how to put him in his
place. “What is the use of this new invention?” such a rude
person might ask. “What is the use of a new-born child 2’
retorted the sage.

But, above all, he was interested in the control of bal-
loons, and he encouraged Benny to construct kites. With
Alexander or with Williams, Benny went to the carpenter’s.
He bought hickory staves and a hoop. Then he adjusted,
and glued, and whittled until he had made a fine big kite.
He ran full speed along the slopes above the Seine to launch
his apparatus on the wings of the wind. On the banks the
hoodlums of Vaugirard and the neighboring villages watched
him, fearfully and suspiciously; and, on the highroad, fine
ladies stopped their carriages to see better. He had to keep
off the inquisitive and the acquisitive, run his hardest to
defend his kite when it fell down, watch out for the masts
of the galiote, plunge into the river and swim across if the
wind carried the kite over.

Benny was crazy about it. He, too, made up a minor
philosophy for himself. His successes filled him with pride;
but bad luck did not dampen his courage. Had not his
grandfather tamed the lightning with a kite?
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How fine it was to be alive at his age, when wisdom came
so easily and so pleasantly! Sometimes Doctor Franklin
sighed and told Benny how he regretted that he was not as
young as Benny was, for the years to come would see so
many great discoveries, so many changes, that it was hard
for a mind as curious as his own to have to miss them.
Meanwhile he found his heart’s delight in philosophical
hopes and dreams, in intellectual conversation and in
philanthropic teaching. He molded Benny’s mind with an
eye to those days of the future, which were going to be so
brilliant that one had only too little time to prepare himself
for the assured happiness of humanity and the blinding
triumph of enlightenment.

Everything was enlightened at Passy, and even the trees
contributed to the wisdom of men. It was a fine sight when
Doctor Franklin’s garden itself codperated with the great
man’s mind to unmask the charlatanry of Monsieur
Mesmer, and the boys could not contain themselves for
joy. In Paris, Monsieur Deslon, a disciple of M. Mesmer’s,
had the whole town and Court running after him. He elec-
trified duchesses and cured chimney-sweeps. Around his
magic tub financiers and marchionesses joined hands, and
before his door, around the tree which in his charity he had
charged with electricity, shoe-shiners and lady’s maids
formed a chain to get a cure, or at least a shock.

Only at Versailles the Queen, only at Passy Doctor
Franklin, remained incredulous; but these two great per-
sonages induced the Academy of Science to set up a tri-
bunal to judge Monsieur Deslon. The tribunal assembled
at Doctor Franklin’s, where the magnetiser had been in-
vited to come and perform; and here is what Benny
saw on Saturday, May 22, 1784 — here it is in his own
words:
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“M. Deslon made several passes with his wand against
a tree. Then they brought out, with his eyes bandaged,
a young man whom M. Deslon had brought with him (and
who had been cured of a paralysis, which affected half his
body, in the space of three months by means of animal
magnetism). They made him hold on to several trees for
two minutes. At the three first trees which he clasped in this
way he felt, so he said, a shock which increased from tree
to tree; finally, at the fourth, he clung to the tree and made
no reply when he was questioned. Then he fell down and
they carried him on to the grass, where he went through
some strange contortions.” But the poor fellow had mistaken
the tree. Deslon hadn’t touched the tree which had given
him his fit.

The Doctor came to the conclusion that Deslon was a
charlatan and that the electricity set in motion by him had
nothing magnetic about it. The scientific jury backed him
up in a fine report, which was not shown to the ladies.
The Doctor confided to Temple: “Some feel that conse-
quences may be drawn from it by infidels to weaken our
faith in the miracles of the New Testament.” But Temple
sneered: “You fix the prophets all right, Grandfather!
What would be left of Jeremiah, if this is how you treat
M. Deslon?”; and Franklin nodded his head, for he never
contradicted Temple.

He bad given up preaching morality to him; but he
preached it to Benny. During the winter evenings, Benny
read to him after supper until nine o’clock at night. When
he was tired, or when the Doctor felt so disposed, Benny
stopped reading, and then Franklin would tell the at-
tentive boy some anecdote or aphorism, always to the point,
always witty. He preached virtue to him, but by no means
in the manner of Geneva. “If criminals knew all the ad-
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vantages of virtue,” he said to Benny, “they would all be
dishonest enough to turn honest.”

Then he preached economy to him. Once in Philadelphia,
he told him, a Quaker had accosted him one Sunday when
he was wearing a white vest.

“My friend, thou art wearing a vest which is not thine
own; or at least thou hast not paid what it must cost thee.”

“I beg your pardon, I have paid the tailor’s account in
full.” '

“That is the least part of what it will cost thee. I see
plainly that, when thou didst buy it, thou didst not think
of the laundryman.”

Benny, delighted to feel himself so wise at such small
cost, filled his little diary with his grandfather’s fine words
and stored in his mind all the lessons of his wisdom.

He was too good and too obedient to measure everything
that his grandfather said to him. He could see the audacity
of certain of his quips well enough. When Franklin, bring-
ing a saying of Poor Richard’s up-to-date, declared that
“the King’s cheese is half wasted in parings; but no matter,
it is made of the people’s milk,” Benny had no difficulty
in understanding him. Again, when the Doctor rejoiced over
the multiplication of sects and religions, on the ground that
competition is a good thing in any line of business and im-
proves the quality of the merchandise, there was nothing
mysterious about that either.

But to such downright remarks as these Franklin pre-
ferred those “kind of underhand jokes” whose veiled
boldness charmed his fine lady admirers and made his
clerical friends laugh. When he suggested to the Papal
Nuncio that he should get the Pope to ordain two American
Episcopalian clergymen who refused to go to London to be
ordained, and insinuated that the Pope had a striking op-
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portunity here of demonstrating his philanthropy, he
charmed the good Madame Helvétius, but Benny endorsed
what he said without being very clear about what he meant.

No small boy could possibly understand everything that
went on under Doctor Franklin’s roof at the Hotel de
Valentinois, and in the coach house where he had his print-
ing press. Grown-ups themselves were at a loss there, and
only the most knowing ladies could understand the Doctor’s
silences and smiles. There were so many people always com-
ing and going, so many people writing, so many people beg-
ging for favors.

The vulgar public saw nothing in all this; but initiated
friends were full of admiration, — and sometimes of con-
sternation. During this summer of 1784, when Benny read
aloud to him, Franklin did the most daring thing that he
had ever done to date: he inaugurated the French Revo-
lution.

He had a young friend, with a bluff, bland, bloated face,
who had just come out of prison, had just changed his wife,
and for these reasons needed money. He also had a thirst
for glory. Franklin promised him both if he would write
what he told him and boldly sign the first open attack on
the hereditary principle; and Monsieur le Comte de Mira-
beau agreed, though with some trepidation.

Then Doctor Franklin handed him an English manu-
script. It was a diatribe against the Society of the Cincin-
nati, a military order which had just been established in the
United States among former officers, under the presidency
of General Washington. In order to perpetuate the memory
of their great deeds and their comradeship in arms for ever,
these officers of the War of Independence had founded this
institution and had made membership of it hereditary.
Though the society had the most pacific objects and no very
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great influence, one hundred per cent Americans waxed in-
dignant about it. Protests were raised in all directions.

Franklin heard about this in January, 1784. He imme-
diately drafted a pamphlet, which he got Morellet to trans-
late. Then he acquired the services of Mirabeau and sent
him to London to polish his work at his leisure — keeping
a wary eye on Madame de Nehra at the same time. It was
not until July that he let him come back for a reading of
the pamphlet, to which Franklin added a few sarcastic
touches of his own. Finally the finished product was printed
in London quietly and quickly, and broadcast throughout
France towards the fall.

In the newspapers and in the drawing-rooms it made a
great stir. “M. de Mirabeau is attacking the Monarchy,”
people said; “M. de Mirabeau is attacking the nobility.”
Doctor Franklin nodded his head. “M. de Mirabeau is at-
tacking Washington,” said M. Grimm, rather shocked.
Doctor Franklin kept on nodding his head, while M. de
Mirabeau raised his arms to Heaven. “What could I do?
Franklin wanted me to do it.” The docile Victor de Mira-
beau had obeyed him, just as Benny obeyed him.

Everybody was carried away by the patient, dominating
strength which the Doctor had in him. Fine ladies, philoso-
phers, priests, financiers and adolescents — they were all in
his hands, just like that electricity which he alone knew
how to handle.

To all of them he was a god, and he might have believed
that he was one himself if America had let him. But Amer-
ica did nothing of the kind.

From America, by every mail, bad news reached the
Doctor ; and Temple who was close to him, Benny who was
close to him, could see his hands tremble and his eyes look
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despondent whenever he opened a letter from overseas.

In the United States Congress, Adams had denounced
him as a traitor who had sold himself to France, and Mr. Lee
of Virginia kept on pursuing him with his hatred. There
was a majority in Congress only too ready to make him
expiate his popularity in Europe. If the King of France
had permitted it, Franklin would long since have been re-
called.

As they could not strike him in person, they avenged
themselves on his relatives. Richard Bache had been de-
prived of his office as Postmaster-General, from which he
was dismissed like any lackey. William Temple Franklin
might beg Congress for a diplomatic post, and the Doctor
might set forth his merits and overwhelm his best friends
in Congress with cordial, beseeching and eloquent letters:
Temple was refused any post whatever. He even lost the one
which he had held throughout the war, and an officer, a
friend of Washington, Colonel David Humphreys, was ap-
pointed secretary to the Paris Embassy.

It was in vain that the old Doctor writhed. This last blow
was too much for him. That, to clear himself, he should
have to ask his collaborators, American diplomats who were
his juniors, for certificates of his loyalty — this he could
accept; for he was used to democracy’s mean deals. That
people should be jealous of him, and in a hurry to see him
making room — for this he could console himself; for he
had had his time, and he wanted a rest. But to the fact that
they should rage against his grandson he could not resign
himself ; for he remembered that he had taken Temple away
from William in order to make a good American of him,
and that he had robbed the youth of his father in order to
give him to the United States.

He could feel anger and embitterment rising in Temple’s
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heart. The young man’s overtures for ingratiating himself
with Mr. Adams and Mr. Jay, coming to an understanding
with Mr. Lee, and detaching himself from his grandfather,
were scarcely tactful. His anxiety to see his father again was
manifest. The intimacy which had linked Doctor Franklin
with his grandson had meant nothing to Temple but a
career — henceforth a career without an issue, which was
simply a burden to him. He was exasperated with his im-
pertinent servants and his tearful lady friends, and he could
not stand his grandfather any longer. He set off for London.

Franklin was left alone with his unwarming glory, and
with Benny. He was too wise to complain, too human not to
suffer, and still too keenly alive not to try and go on living,
despite everything, to try and live down everything. Temple
had turned away from him. Already the old man could no
longer see his clear-cut, hard profile except through a mist
— the mist of his own tears of absence, of separation. On
the other hand, close beside him, turned towards him, Ben-
ny’s young face, impressionable and keen, was like a mirror
of his last hopes, a reflection of his first desires.

Benny was now sixteen. He was tall and strong, but he
had remained slight and preserved the grace of adolescence.
When he ran, swam or fenced, his movements were quick
and virile; but with his grandfather, with children and with
women he had the gentleness of a girl. His black eyes looked
straight in front of him fearlessly and confidently. Some-
times they shone with eager enthusiasm, but as a rule they
were veiled and seemed rather to glide over people than to
concentrate on them.

From his errant childhood he had kept the habit of being
a dreamer in the very heart of action, enjoying the sweet-
ness of solitude in the midst of the most animated company.
Few things seemed to touch him or affect him. He was
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accessible only to the tenderest of emotions. His heart ex-
panded only to those ideas which were at once the most
general and the most generous. He was incapable of loving
people unless he respected them. Before his eyes Benjamin
Franklin shone like a god.

The old man wanted to return him the compliment and
make an angel out of him, or at least a kind of modern
hero. He would not spoil him as he had spoiled Temple.
He would not hand him over to the flattery of women and
courtiers. He would by no means let him intoxicate him-
self with that worldly incense which ruined young Amer-
icans forever when they lived in Paris. He would give him
the habit of hard work, to which he had himself once owed
his return to the paths of virtue, his making of a fortune,
and his winning of glory and peace of mind.

In order to round off Benny’s philosophical apprentice-
ship, he decided to make a printer out of him. At the out-
set, from November, 1784 to March, 1785, he gave him as
his master a printer and type founder, M. Emery, who
came to Passy every day. He supervised their work him-
self; it revived in him delightful memories of his own
adventurous, hard childhood.

From London his good friend Mrs. Hewson, a widow and
a philosopher, still young but already settled down, came to
keep him company with her three children, — William,
Thomas and Eliza. Whereas the preceding winter had been
long and hard, covering the ground with snow from Christ-
mas to the end of March, that of 1784-178¢ was mild and
rainy, though just as protracted. In the Hbtel de Valen-
tinois, in the heart of deserted Passy, amid closed houses,
empty streets and leafless gardens, Doctor Franklin and his
little family led a patriarchal life. They had breakfast to-
gether early. They parted to go and work. They dined
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together and read around the fire, while the children played
cards. In the evening, while the wind whistled outside, Mrs.
Hewson made tea in the English way, and the Doctor drank
it in little sips and told tales of long ago.

In the spring Benny, whose progress had been rapid, was
sent to Monsieur Didot the elder, the best printer in France
and in the world, to learn the delicate art of engraving and
perfect himself in all the details of his craft. He no longer
lived at Passy, but he went back there on Saturdays and
holidays.

On such occasions he visited Paris with Mrs. Hewson.
On Good Friday he took her to see the concourse of
courtesans, who were in the habit of parading in the Bois de
Boulogne on that day in memory of the old hermitage at
Longchamps. They went to the Invalides, where Benny
was equally impressed by the shining marble chapels and
the kitchen with its enormous cooking pots. They also went
to Notre Dame, to the Foundling Hospital, where fifteen
thousand of these little unfortunates were crowded, and to
the King’s review, at which he admired the uniforms of the
Swiss Guards and those of the French Guards, and the
ladies of the Court in their carriages.

Then he went back to M. Didot’s, where for the whole
week, mingling with the workmen, he toiled at his bench,
armed with an engraving tool and a mallet.

At the end of the week, Temple, now back from London,
came in his smart cabriolet to pick him up, and, when he
had got the dirt off himself, took him to the theater to see
“Georges Dandin” or to the Marquis de La Fayette’s to dine
with a duchess or two. On April 27, 1785, in Madame Le
Roy’s box, he saw “The Barber of Séville” played and
found that the cast was excellent. But he was still more
attracted by the fine spectacle which was staged in the
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Place Louis XV on the night of the féte given in honor of
the churching of the Queen.

An immense, gay crowd, gathered to celebrate the good
news and admire the illuminations, packed the square. The
fagades of the buildings turned red and green under the
light of Bengal fire, while other fireworks flung into the
air their multicolored splendors, finer and more fantastic
than ever because of the massive, heavy shadows cast by
the great buildings around. Benny was struck dumb with
delight when at the end, past midnight, after the firework
finale, a rain of fire, incandescent and luminous, covered the
whole square with its glory.

He loved such great spectacles as this, and he loved his
work. He loved a pretty, gilded drawing-room full of fash-
ionably dressed women, and a smoky workshop in which
men labored, intent on their work. He loved the stir of the
crowd in a great city, and the silence which spread at
nightfall over a peaceful room in which a wood fire
crackled. He loved the variety of life and its diversity.
He believed in the happiness of mankind and in their wis-
dom. He had confidence in their straightforwardness and
their steadfastness, and in the justice of the Supreme
Being.

His grandfather had once been a workingman, with a
frenzy for work, who sacrificed everything to make himself
master of the tools of his trade, and then used them to
conquer the world. Benny was no workingman, nor was
he frenzied about work. His work was a kind of game, good
for the body, good for the mind, in which he found pleasure,
but to which he did not devote himself any more than to
the other games which life offered. He derived his hap-
piness, not from what he did, or what he wanted to do, but
from what he was.
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Whatever Benjamin Franklin might have attempted,
France had turned Temple Franklin and Benny Bache into
two men of quality. Incidentally, and unintentionally,
Franklin had made a libertine out of Temple, whereas he
had made a philosopher out of Benny Bache. Now the job
was done. Nobody could help it— not even that wise old
man.

For that matter, the old France was finished too. Faced
with the growing deficit which threatened to swallow
up the Kingdom, Vergennes, the last great Minister of the
French monarchy, was working himself to death.

Doctor Franklin’s mission was ended as well. On May
4, 1785, he finally received from Congress the long-feared,
long-desired permission to return to the United States.

Another sage, another philosopher, Thomas Jefferson of
Virginia, the draftsman of the Declaration of Indepen-
dence, was to replace him as Minister of the youngest and
most rustic of Republics to the oldest and most urbane of
Monarchies.

A sudden sense of joy carried the heart of Doctor Frank-
lin by storm. He was going home. He would be able to
die in peace, with his own people around him. But this
return of his was, in itself, an exile. Alas! How was he
henceforth to know peace anywhere on earth—he who
called himself a “cosmopolitan,” and who had, in fact, be-
come one to such an extent that, wherever he might be, he
was always parted from most of his friends? His roving
mind, his loving heart, had roamed the world so widely
that only the width of the world itself could now provide
him with hearth and home.

In Paris he had not felt this so much; for Paris was the
heart of the world, and there you met everybody, sooner
or later. In Philadelphia he would be like a child stuck in
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a corner in disgrace. This would hurt him all the more in
proportion as he had accustomed himself to the language of
Paris, made up of half-words, of implied meanings, of
sudden, bold association of ideas, of emotionalism sharpened
by thought, of wisdom softened by feeling, of audacity
always sobered by scepticism, purged by experience.

Where could he find in the future any such delight?
Who could bestow upon him the incomparable flattery, the
popularity which France had lavished upon him? Did they
not warn him under their breath that he would be hissed on
his arrival in America, denounced by the politicians and re-
pudiated by the populace? Jefferson was so much afraid of
his getting such a reception that he multiplied his letters to
high personages overseas, telling them that Franklin ought
to be well treated out of consideration for France. After
nine years of peril, of daily struggle, Franklin, who had
left America to defend her against her enemies, was on his
way back to defend himself against his own compatriots.

“Ah!” he said to Madame Helvétius, “we are leaving
France, the country that I love the most; and I am leaving
my dear Helvétia here. She may be happy here. I am not
so sure of being happy in America; but I must go there all
the same.”

Temple, too, made ready to return to this country, his
own country, where he had spent just enough time to see
his father ill-treated, arrested, and thrown into prison; this
country of his which he had served long enough to gain
clear proof of the fact that republics were ungrateful, as
the philosophers said. For that matter, he did not waste too
much time thinking about it. He had many farewells to
make, he was in a fever; and he had found that thinking
does not get you anywhere.

As for Benny, he had no time to think. His grandfather
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who could not move, and his cousin who could not be
bothered about moving, left it to him to do the packing.
There were a hundred and twenty-eight cases to be packed.
For a whole month Benny drove nails in, and saw to nails
being driven in, without having any time at all to do any-
thing else.

When the one hundred and twenty-eight packing cases
were ready, on June 30, 1785, they were loaded on to a
barge, and the Franklin household set off in a coach. Every-
body wept, and so did Benny.

But, as they passed through Yvetot, he noticed “that all
the women are lacking in hair on their foreheads, because
of a certain kind of bonnet they wear which pulls it back
and makes it fall out”; and he entered the fact in his diary.
Then, when they put to sea, he saw a dolphin and made a
sketch of it.

He was not seasick, he had left France, and he was
sixteen.
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CHAPTER II

THE SWEETNESS OF A HOME

THaE city of brotherly love, Philadelphia, received Doctor
Franklin and his grandsons, when they disembarked on
September 13, 1785, with shouts of joy, ovations and pro-
cessions, — in short, with an outburst of brotherly love.

As this was not what they expected, they were at first
moved to tears. Then they looked around them.

Benny had plenty to look at — his father, who had aged
a little and got much fatter; his mother, who seemed as
strong as ever and handsomer than ever with her crown of
white hair; William, who was quite the little gentleman,
and his two little sisters and his two little brothers whom
he had never seen before, Elizabeth and Deborah, Louis and
Richard. As he kissed them, Benny gave himself up to those
feelings which any decently born person must feel in such
circumstances, but which, as he said himself, only writers
can describe. He, after all, was still only a schoolboy. With
that reflection ends the diary which he kept in French.

He looked at his grandfather too. Doctor Franklin moved
among the crowd like a god. Women, children and men, old,
adolescent and adult, leading citizens and urchins, rich and
poor filled the streets and escorted him home with blessings
and cheers. It was the sound of popularity, indistinct as the
sea, intoxicating as wine.

All day long, all evening long, while they settled down
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again, while they picked up the too long broken threads of
familiar ties, while they recalled the names of servants and
the position of the furniture and the lie of the rooms, and
while Temple’s Angora cats, restless and curious, roamed
around the house, old friends and new friends, intimates
and strangers, thronged around the Doctor.

The first official visitor whom he received was Richard
Henry Lee, President of the Congress of the United States,
his dearest, his most faithful, his most patient enemy, who
came, in his own name and in the name of Congress, to
express to him his high regard for him and the joy which
his fortunate arrival gave him. They embraced with
tears.

Then appeared a delegation from the Assembly of Penn-
sylvania, who came to tell him that his return delighted
them, that his glory would endure throughout the genera-
tions, and that they wished him the best of health. He
replied to them that he was touched by their good wishes,
that his glory was due to them, and that he was well con-
tent if he had satisfied them.

Next the American Philosophical Society presented it-
self, old savants and famous doctors, who notified him in
a body how proud they were to welcome him on his arrival,
how proud to reélect him' their President, and how proud to
reflect honor on philosophy in the person of a man who,
“distinguished by his deep Investigations and many valu-
able Improvements in it, is known to be equally distin-
guished for his Philanthropy, Patriotism, and liberal
Attachments to the Rights of human nature.” To them he
replied that the Society did him too much honor, that he
congratulated them on their “laudable Endeavors for the
Promotion of Useful Knowledge among us”, and that he
rejoiced to be their President.
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Finally the Provost, the Vice-Provost, and the professors
of the University of Pennsylvania, wearing their caps and
gowns, advanced to felicitate him on his happy return, on
his labors and his virtues, and on the admirable work which
he had accomplished in founding the university where they
taught and “exalting and refining the genius of America by
the Propagation of useful Learning, and for qualifying
many of her Sons to make that illustrious Figure, which has
commanded the esteem and admiration of the most polished
nations of Europe.” To them he replied that it was very
good of them to compliment him in this way, that they did
well to instruct the young, for it was very necessary, and
that they might indeed rejoice that they had trained vir-
tuous men, for all else was vanity.

At last he could sit down. He was tired, and he was in a
hurry to dictate letters to Benny for his friends in France,
to tell them what a welcome he had received and how much
he missed them.

He added that he had immediately been elected a member
of the City Council by the people, president of the City
Council by the city councillors, member of the Assembly
of Pennsylvania by the electors, and president of the As-
sembly and of the Supreme Executive Council of Pennsyl-
vania by the members of the Assembly and the Supreme
Executive Council of Pennsylvania. He confessed that he
had had the “weakness” to accept these appointments, for
these marks of popular confidence and national gratitude
had touched his heart.

He settled down in glory. But it was a glory with
spikes on it.

Doctor Jeremy Belknap of Boston, an eminent man of
learning and a well-informed person, wrote to his crony
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Manasseh Cutler, a benevolent but shrewd clergyman, that
Franklin’s “accepting the office is a sure mark of senility;
but would it not be a capital subject for a historical paint-
ing — the Doctor placed at the head of the Council board
in his bathing slipper !”’

In fact, the honor which was done to the Doctor was
very much like asking a tired traveler to sit down and have
a rest on a nest of hornets.

He was popular. Nothing could prevent him from rank-
ing with Washington as one of the most famous men of
America. From Philadelphia to Pekin his name was known.
Before him Benny had seen the most pompous of the mighty
and the shyest of the humble bow down. But he had also
seen the politicians turn aside, and he had felt their compli-
cated intrigues around his grandfather. He could still feel
them, and, when he listened to his father and mother talk-
ing, he understood why.

The Doctor had been too long away. His keen, bold mind
soared too high above the brains of the politicians, absorbed
in day-to-day affairs and suspicious of anything outside
their range. In the immense disorder of 1785, when America,
convalescing after eight years of war and fifteen years of
revolution, was not yet on the road to recovery, but seemed
to be abandoning herself to chronic disorder; at a time
when whoever governed her had nothing to gain and every-
thing to lose, they were only too ready to offer him the
chance of compromising himself.

Franklin’s intimates trembled for him. He knew it him-
self. He said it himself. “A Man in high Place has so many
Occasions, which he cannot avoid, of being disobliging, if
he does his Duty; and those he disobliges have so much
more Resentment, than those he obliges have Gratitude,
that it often happens when he is strongly attack’d he is
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weakly defended. You will, therefore, not wonder if you
should hear that I do not finish my political Career with the
same Eclat that I began it.”

Still, he was willing to be fooled and to suffer. How could
he avoid it, when he had outlived the pleasures of the senses,
and when he had enriched his heart with innumerable ways
of suffering? ,

Richard Bache and Sarah Bache and their children sur-
rounded him with affection. William and Louis and
Richard, Elizabeth and Deborah, came and clambered over
his knees. Each of them in their own way gave him their
love; but they all had need of him. He was their great man.
He knew himself for their slave.

Sarah basked in his glory; but she could not do without
it. Richard, as constant in his commercial failure as in his
conjugal fidelity, needed his money. He had to educate
William and Louis and Richard, and Elizabeth as well;
and Deborah clamored for jam.

In the too small house Benjamin Franklin felt stifled. He
opened his window to the noise outside, the traffic of the
street.

Like him, Benny roamed from room to room, among
these little brothers and these little sisters of his who did
not speak the same language as himself, who did not salute
or eat in the same way. He envied the Angora cats, lithe
and brazen, who went where they liked and whom every-
body petted, even when they raided the larder, even when
they corrupted the lady cats of the neighborhood. He went
and kissed his mother; but in the evening, when she said
to Richard, “Don’t forget your nightcap, Richard, when
you go to bed; it’s cold to-night,” he remembered M. de
Marignac, who bade him, before he went to sleep, think
of the Supreme Being and Eternal Father.
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Soon, however, he set off for the University, where he
was to finish his studies.

Temple had not waited at all. He had set off at once
towards freedom, towards men who were a power in the
land. He had taken the stage-coach for New York and
paid a visit to Congress, which was then in session there. He
presented his credentials and those of his grandfather to Mr.
Jay, Secretary of State. He wanted to see whether the
beauties of New York were an improvement on those of
Philadelphia, and whether they would remind him of his
passionate nights in Europe.

He also wanted to find out whether there was still any-
thing to be made out of his grandfather’s glory. With his
cold courtesy and his fine figure, presenting his excellent
letters of introduction and paying his friendly calls, he
made his rounds. Everybody received him with great polite-
ness, and everybody nodded his head, and everybody put
him off with promises and with a smile, which Temple knew
only too well, for it was his own smile.

When he went back to his lodging, this time, Temple no
longer strutted in front of his mirror. Instead, with his
elbows on the table, he opened Blanchette’s last letter, took
out the lock of golden hair and the little medallion which
she sent him, and he, usually so indifferent, wrote to her
on the instant, begging her to send him news of their son
posthaste.

Then he wrote to his father, now a gentleman of leisure
on the other side of the ocean, who had generously handed
over all his estates in America to him. He wrote to his
friends, the great lords of Versailles and the little masters
of Passy. He cracked jokes with them.

But he did not feel like laughing any longer when he got
back to the house in Philadelphia. It seemed to him like a
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prison, with his little cousins as warders and his grandfather
as chief jailer. He could not stand it.

Benjamin Franklin suffered too much himself to be
able to stand it either. His old prophet’s heart trembled
before the hard, set face of the young man, full of re-
proach. His old tribune’s courage drove him to act, to
bear any burden rather than his bitterness. On Temple
he settled a farm and an estate. For the Baches and for
himself he went in for building. He added a wing to
the house, he constructed two outhouses on the street,
he planned a garden, he made a passage between the back
of the house and Market Street. He interviewed painters
and masons, glaziers and carpenters, gardeners and nav-
vies, plasterers and slaters. He discussed details with
them and kept his mind off himself by tiring himself
out.

So he kept pain and boredom at bay. He forgot how the
tide of death was rising in him, sometimes steadily, some-
times in surges. It was but lately that he said: “I leave
others still in the field, but, having finished my day’s task,
I am going home #0 go to bed.” But he could not yet sleep
in his bed. She whom he awaited had not yet arrived. She
was by no means ready for him, and, rather than the im-
placable, searing slowness of these hours of waiting for
her, he preferred the frivolous distraction of work. He tried
to take it seriously. “I seem,” he wrote, “to have intruded
myself into the company of posterity, when I ought to be
abed and asleep.”

But his mind and heart had never known how to sleep,
and the passing years, far from making them drowsy, had
deprived them still more of any laziness, any talent for

repose. Now they were, so to speak, stripped and eager to
be up and doing.
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To keep them quiet, while he awaited Death and all her
soothing, he made use of politics.

Politics, in the Pennsylvania of 1785, was of such a
kind as to enchant a mind as subtle as that of Doctor Frank-
lin and drive any other man to despair.

Two parties strove for power: the Constitutionalists, who
wanted to maintain the Constitution of 1776, and the Re-
publicans, who wanted a new Constitution. The Constitu-
tionalists were Democrats — philosophers with bold ideas,
Westerners with rough manners and equalitarian instincts,
Irishmen and town artisans who were looked down upon by
comfortable burghers and shopkeepers. The Republicans
were wealthy merchants, big farmers and solid middle-
class people.

The Constitutionalists declared themselves very well sat-
isfied with the Constitution which had set up a single
Chamber and a “Supreme Executive Council” consisting
of several members, charged with governing the State in
common. The Republicans regarded this régime as mon-
strous, since it was remote from the English tradition of a
bicameral Parliament and a sole Executive. Everybody
was agreed that the Constitution of Pennsylvania made the
government weak and amorphous. The Constitutionalists
drew from this fact the conclusion that it was the best pos-
sible form of Constitution, and the Republicans that it was
the worst possible form; for the former wanted to be gov-
erned as little as possible, and the latter as much as pos-
sible.

It may be added that the Constitutionalists, living for the
most part far away from the seat of authority, had every
reason against strengthening the hands of a government in
which they could play little part; whereas the Republicans,
concentrated in the capital, or near it, wanted to see a

[75]



THE TWO FRANKLINS

strong government which they could turn to their own
advantage.

Ever since the Constitution had been established, the
struggle had raged around it. It was in line with the convic-
tions of Franklin, who believed in the essential goodness
of the people, and who had consorted with the French
physiocrats, opposed to two Chambers. His son-in-law,
Richard Bache, looked at it with a less kindly eye; for he
was in business, and people told him that it was bad for
trade. Without being very sure about it, he thought it was.
But Richard lived by business and did not bother much
about ideas. Franklin lived by philosophy, and what in-
terested him was ideas. He even went so far as to be sus-
picious of business, ever since he had mixed in high society
in Europe.

So he was the man for the Constitutionalists. They threw
themselves upon him. At the time when he arrived, they
had just won an electoral victory, and they proposed to
take advantage of his return to establish their authority,
which they felt was precarious. Franklin seemed to them a
gift from Heaven. As a matter of fact, he was. Quietly,
without taking sides, unostentatiously and without adver-
tisement, he worked for them. He succeeded in baffling all
the efforts of the Republicans and defending the Constitu-
tion.

If age had made action more tiring and more difficult
for him, it had increased in him the talent for delay, which
in parliamentary politics is the supreme form of wisdom
and shrewdness; for it diffuses expectancy and hope over
everything — and it is only in such periods that institu-
tions are perfect and the governed find it easy to tolerate
them.

Helped by his years, his reputation for wisdom and his
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poor health, Franklin carried on a conservative policy, to
the benefit of the Constitutionalists. But it became daily
more difficult to stem the rising tide. With the return of
peace, business improved again, and the merchants loudly
demanded stricter maintenance of order and a more active
government. They were organized, and their influence kept
on growing. Over against them, the Constitutionalists split
into factions and wasted their efforts.

The Irish had, indeed, founded an organization of “Sons
of Saint Patrick”; but, however great a saint he might be,
and however efficacious he might have shown himself
against the snakes, Saint Patrick still had very little in-
fluence in Philadelphia, where there were more substantial
Quakers than snakes. The Irish, isolated, poor and held in
no great respect, could achieve nothing.

They proposed to form another society on a wider basis
— the “Adopted Sons of Pennsylvania.” The idea was a
good one; but it provoked keen opposition on the part of
the Anglo-Saxons who were cocks of the walk, and whose
powerful associations, the “Sons of Saint George” and the
“Sons of Saint Andrew,” had also just been reorganized.
Saint Andrew and Saint George formed an alliance against
Saint Patrick — even in his Pennsylvanian disguise.

Colonel Oswald, patriot, journalist, Whig and Anglo-
Saxon, declared in his newspaper, the Freeman’s Journal,
which at this time was the most fashionable and the most
brilliant paper in Philadelphia, and also the noisiest, that
these Adopted Sons of Pennsylvania were “such Arabs, such
horrible vipers, such gorillas of ingratitude, and so detested
by the whole of Pennsylvania, that all Americans ought to
treat them with the supreme disgust which is all that they
deserve.”

The terms of this article shocked one of the leaders of the

[77]



THE TWO FRANKLINS

Adopted Sons of Pennsylvania, the publisher Matthew
Carey. To cleanse the honor of the association, he chal-
lenged Colonel Oswald to a duel. The colonel did him the
honor of putting a bullet into his hip, Mr. Carey limped for
the rest of his life, and that was the end of the Adopted
Sons.

The Constitutionalist Party itself was swept by a tidal
wave which convulsed the whole nation.

The American Revolution was over. The Americans had
driven out the English and expelled their friends, and they
now had a fine, big country all to themselves. All they had
to do was to make use of it. But the mass of Americans,
who had made the Revolution, not in the least as a matter
of philosophy, or to set an example to the world, or out of
hatred of the English, but purely and simply in order to
feel themselves at home and to govern themselves as they
liked without having to ask permission for everything from
a government three thousand miles away—these Americans,
who had made a nice little revolution to keep their land and
enjoy it, now found to their astonishment that they had let
loose a storm in their country which refused to come to an
end.

To stir the masses, it had been necessary, from 1765 to
1778, for an elite— big merchants of Massachusetts,
lawyers of New England, aristocrats of Virginia — to
preach revolution to them. It had been necessary for Eng-
lishmen, such as Tom Paine, imported in 1775, to excite
and intoxicate them with a belated enthusiasm, while other
Englishmen who came later, such as Charles Lee and
Oswald, and French idealists like the Marquis de La
Fayette, set them the example of patriotic zeal. Thanks
to them, despite many difficulties, reverses and delays, the
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Revolution had succeeded. The one and a half million
Americans, who had never sent more than thirty thousand
soldiers to the army, and who had neglected to pay the war
taxes, had applauded its success.

Now they were highly annoyed to find that all the rabble
whom they had required to do the revolutionary job, tar
and feather the English, whoop after officials, chase Loyal-
ists and serve in the army, all that lousy mob who had
drunk deep draughts of the revolutionary intoxicant still
seemed to believe in it. In 1786 a revolt of small fry,
farmers and debtors who wanted to avoid paying their
debts, upset Massachusetts and startled the country. It
captured public attention, which was already tired of seeing
Congress marking time and the States squabbling among
themselves like ailing, tearful and badly brought-up
children.

Spontaneously an alliance was formed among the veterans
of the Revolution, organized in the Society of the Cincin-
nati, who did not want to have fought for nothing; the mer-
chants, who were anxious about their business;the rich farm-
ers, who wanted to export; and the former Loyalists who
had remained in the United States or returned after the
peace. They had a General Staff in the persons of the
politicians of the East, where business interests were domi-
nant; those of the Center where monarchist ideas had re-
mained strong ; and those of the people of the South who had
economic ambitions or an instinct for order — Jay, Hamil-
ton, Madison, Robert Morris.

The majority in the South remained aloof from these
new aspirations and hostile to them. The South was an
agricultural region, which cared little about a strong gov-
ernment, and it distrusted the people of the North. In the
country as a whole, moreover, men of bold, philosophical
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and restless minds were not disposed to let a forceful author-
ity be constituted.

If they were to succeed, the “Federalists”, as the nation-
alists were called, needed Washington, to carry the South
with him or at least neutralize its hostility by his prestige,
and Franklin, who alone could keep the radicals quiet.

Washington was unenthusiastic. He was cultivating his
land and concerning himself with Mrs. Washington, cata-
loguing his books and repairing his house. Politics made him
tired, and power meant nothing to him. He had no son to
succeed him, and nine years of war had taught him that
commanding is the worst way of obeying. He had not
enough imagination to become King, and he had too much
sense to become Prime Minister. He preferred hunting and
growing pumpkins.

He had to be removed from Mount Vernon and brought
to Philadelphia almost by force to make him preside over
the Constitutional Convention, assembled thanks to the
patient efforts of the efficient middle-class nucleus. There,
under the vigilant eyes of his lieutenants, he behaved him-
self well, though he often went fishing and hunting and to
see the pigs of the neighborhood; for this question of the
porcine species lay very near his heart.

His wisdom and his dignity, and his marvelous skill in
keeping his mouth shut and’ letting what was useful be
done, while holding himself aloof from what was harm-
ful, put him in the front rank, the more so as he was
indispensable.

So everything was arranged with the South.

There remained the problem of the radical elements.
Luckily Paine, the noisiest of the radicals, was in Europe.
Jefferson, the most adroit of the philosophers, was in France,
as Minister to the Court of Versailles. Franklin alone was
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an embarrassment; but he was eighty years of age, be liked
to play politics, he valued his popularity, and he delighted
in the interplay of ideas.

For four months, and for five hours a day, he had his fill
of them. Other people talked, and he talked ; he was always
in the breach. He was eloquent, subtle, and idealistic. He
proposed that Federal officials should not be paid, for the
good of their virtue. He favored a single Chamber and a
plural Executive, as in Pennsylvania. He invented and sug-
gested an artful apparatus for balancing the votes of the
States and making their value vary in accordance with the
question in debate. In short, he played on the Convention
as though it were a chessboard.

They let him have his say, and even sometimes his way,
since he had an imposing presence and plenty of good fel-
lowship about him. For the rest, he was not much of a
nuisance, for his eloquence was not of the kind which sways
an assembly; his words carried more weight in a limited
circle. :

He made some fine, clever speeches, bearing the stamp of
the purest doctrine; but he might have stayed in his bed
and got his granddaughters, Elizabeth and Deborah, to
deliver them for him, for all the good they did him. He
was not granted the pleasure of persuading.

He had another pleasure left to enjoy — that of giving
way. For any keen and active mind, which despises anger,
abhors inertia, and likes to be admired, the only revenge in
defeat is to give way gracefully, and so prove that you are
superior to your opinions and master of your temper. Frank-
lin gave himself this pleasure; and, as he was a great
philosopher and a master of the art of writing, he did it
with extreme refinement and derived a great deal of satis-
faction from it — without realizing that he was thus
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destroying whatever was still left to him of political in-
fluence.

He thought himself face to face with adversaries like
himself, and he appealed to their feelings and their judg-
ment, sure of winning in the long run, for among men the
higher wisdom always triumphs. But he was, in fact, him-
self a man faced with a machine; and, while he was think-
ing about wisdom, they were thinking about force.

Franklin rallied to the new Constitution ostentatiously
in the name of national unity, while at the same time he
hinted that he did not like it and that he was afraid of a
monarchy. But in the din of battle, nobody listened either
to his declarations or to his reservations. He alone might
have provided the anti-Federalist Party with ideas; he kept
them to himself. He alone might have constituted a rally-
ing center for them; he rallied to Washington. He alone
might have stood for a certain order of things; he accepted
the new order. He discoursed about wisdom and philan-
thropy while other people talked in terms of force and
power.

In eighteen months the whole country was conquered by
the Federalists, thanks to the methodical labors of the
Chambers of Commerce, the Cincinnati, the landowners and
the Washingtonian General Staff. Washington was hailed
as the great federator, Franklin as the great conciliator.

But it was the federal epoch which was beginning, and
the epoch of conciliation was ended. Washington was in-
vited to go to New York, there to become President of the
United States. Franklin had to quit the Government of
Pennsylvania, where his party collapsed.

He went back to his library. Nothing was left to him
but his library. All his other kingdoms, the salons of France
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and those of England, where he had throned it as a prophet;
the far-off chancelleries of Europe, where he had reigned as
master; the American assemblies, where he had laid down
the law; and the associations and the lodges and the federa-
tions and the conventions, where his proposals had carried
the crowd — all this was ended. He would never see them
again. Others reigned in his stead.

There was left to him his library. It was big and bright,
with two windows that faced south and two windows that
faced north. It was warm and comfortable, with its fine,
large hearth that commanded it in the middle. It was im-
pressive, strange and philosophical, with its walls covered
with bookshelves filled with books, the prints and plans
which littered its tables, and its bizarre paraphernalia: the
snake with two heads, caught in the Schuylkill and pre-
served in a large phial, which Franklin in his indiscreet
moments compared with the Constitutional Convention; the
long, artificial arm and hand for taking down and putting
up books on high shelves which were out of reach; the
Doctor’s great armchair, with rockers and a large fan over
it, with which he kept off the flies, while he sat reading,
with only a slight motion of his foot; the rolling press for
‘making copies of letters, an invention of his own; and, above
all, the mysterious glass machine for exhibiting the circula-
tion of the blood in the arteries and veins of the human
body, with its glistening red fluid, which terrified and
tantalized the children.

As he stroked his two-headed snake with one hand, and
with the other opened the immense book, with its fine
engravings, which Linneus had given him, Doctor Franklin,
in the twilight, looked like some benevolent sorcerer, cap-
able of releasing the obscure forces of the earth and letting
loose destructive dragons upon the world, but who had
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chosen instead to make friends with them, tame them and
play with them.

In this last kingdom of his he received his friends. In
this room, and in his lecture hall underneath it, he assem-
bled the members of the American Philosophical Society,
and the members of the Society for Political Research which
he had just founded. To them he bequeathed his system of
thought, trimmed as it was with anecdotes, reticences, reser-
vations and fine shades, but suddenly illuminated by some
general idea or transfigured by some startling flight of
audacity.

He told them the story of those Ministers whom he had
known in England, who read the annals of their country
not in order to avoid the follies of the past, but to adopt
and imitate those they relished most. He explained to them
how he could have bought the liberty of America for one-
hundredth of the money which the War of Independence
had cost, and he discoursed on the folly of wars, which were
murderous, useless, and degrading.

He related to them the life story of that Pythagorean
Quaker, Benjamin Lay, whom he had known in his youth
in Philadelphia, and for whom he had printed a book
against slavery. In order to indoctrinate the people of
Philadelphia, and purify himself, Benjamin Lay had ended,
one fine day, by giving away all his belongings to them in
Market Street. They had taken everything and then turned
around and laughed at Lay, who went off half-naked and
at a loss.

Nevertheless, said the Doctor, it was he who was in the
right. Luxury was the curse of nations. It lowered indi-
viduals and made slaves of them. Benjamin Lay was right.
A man ought not to tolerate being the slave of the things he
thought he possessed, and he ought not to admit that other

[84]



THE SWEETNESS OF A HOME

men, like himself, should be pulled down to the level of
these things.

The Doctor looked around him. He saw his friends
smiling and nodding their heads. His stories were good
and delighted them. They admired his ideas. His theories
charmed them. How novel and original they were! But his
friends’ souls were already stocked. There was no longer
any room in them for anything outside of the simple,
commonplace desires to eat, drink and sleep, to do their
duty and to be respected. So nothing could now trouble
the qu1etude of their hves, lulled by a gentle, monotonous
purring.

He alone preserved within him an insatiable need for
life, enlightenment and faith, which neither defeat nor
victory, neither discovery nor error, nor conversion, nor even
the long wear-and-tear of life or the sweet shadow of death,
which calms and numbs, availed to overcloud.

Beside him, like him, a youth strove in solitude.
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CHAPTER III

THE LAST SAYINGS OF “POOR RICHARD”

BenNY BacHE was not happy. He was feeling his way.
They had taught him many things, and all these things were
alien to him. They had taught him the fine manners of
Europe, but now he was embarrassed by them, or at least
they embarrassed his friends in Philadelphia. They had
given him the strict virtues of Geneva, but everything and
everybody demonstrated to him that these virtues had no
place in the Philadelphia, rich and grasping, in which he
lived. They had taught him French, but nobody spoke it
here or took any pleasure in hearing it spoken.

It was a foreign language in America, and he, who
thought in French, realised that he was thinking like a
foreigner. From March, 1787, he started to think in
English; but for him English was a foreign language, and
his thoughts, when he formulated them, seemed to him to
have a foreign ring about them. He had said to his mother
with a laugh, at the time of his return, that he was an
Anglo-Frenchman. He did not say so any more, for he was
no longer able to make a joke of it.

At the University they taught him Moral Philosophy, as
it was understood by the Reverend Doctor Magaw ; Ethics,
together with the Nature of God; the Laws of Nature,
Natural Philosophy — what we now call Physics —in
addition to Magnetism, Mechanics, Hydrostatics, and As-
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tronomy. They taught him Belles-Lettres according to the
good M. Rollin, Logic according to the English philoso-
phers, Universal History according to the French historians,
and the Theory of Contracts according to American common
law.

All this he wrote down obediently in his notebooks, in
whose margins he sketched a few designs by way of keeping
boredom at bay. All this he drove patiently into his head,
mixing it up with daydreams to make it more tolerable.

But, at the end of lectures, he was in a hurry to get away
from the classroom. Quickly, with his books under his arm,
he went along Fourth Street, crossed Market Street, and
elbowed his way through the crowded market. Then he
found himself on his own ground, in the court which bore
their own name, which led to their own mansion, and at
the end of which, framed in great elms, he could see
the red-brick front of their house and Doctor Franklin’s
windows.

His little brothers were playing in the garden. They
were having a fine row with some of the young scamps of
the neighborhood. “Shut up, you scapegraces!”” Benny cried,
as he passed them; for he knew that his grandfather was
working, and that he could hear the racket through his open
windows. But the boys simply shrugged their shoulders,
without even looking at him. What did they care about
this Frenchified gentleman? For their part, they were free
Americans, who proposed to play just how they liked; and,
if anybody interfered with them, they would climb over
the wall into the next garden, and their mother could shout
after them, for all the good it would do her.

Benny went up to his grandfather’s room. There, he
knew, there was always a corner for him. Often the old man
dictated letters to him, or the story of his life. For a few
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months he had had as his secretary Benny’s cousin Josiah
Flagg, a nice boy, whom his apprenticeship to a shoemaker
had scarcely prepared for such work, but who made a fair
hand at it and imagined that nobody would notice his
failings. He did not realize that the Doctor noticed every-
thing. At the mere sight of Benny, his grandfather always
knew how he was feeling, and whether it was better to make
him work or to tell him stories, to instil maxims into him
or to ask him what was on his mind.

To make him laugh, the old man would tell the young
man about a wag who entered a tavern. “He desired the
waiter to give him a penny’th of Bread. Having received
it, he told the waiter he had altered his mind and would,
instead, take a penny’th of Beer. The Man brought it and
the wag drank it, and was turning about in order to walk
out. ‘But what, Sir, you have not paid me for your Beer?
‘How, did not I give you Bread for it? ‘Well then, Sir,
you have not paid me for your Bread!” ‘How, you dog, you
—did I eat your Bread? Sure, I returned it to you.” The
waiter was fully confirmed the man reasoned just, and was
also clear he was a penny’th out of pocket.”

Or he would tell him the story of the good housewife
who had accepted a bad three penny piece in the market,
and whom her husband scolded for it. “I'll be able to get
rid of it,” she told him, though he was doubtful about it;
and in fact, some days later, when she was buying twopence
worth of butter, she slid her three penny piece in between
the twopence which she put into the butter-merchant’s
hand.

- Above all, the old man loved to tell him stories about
doctors, for he knew them inside out, and he was too ill to
wish them much good. Among all these stories, the one he
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liked best was that of the French doctor who had to deal
with an epidemic of putrid fever in one of the islands of
the West Indies, and finally found himself left without any
medicine. In despair, thinking all his patients doomed to
death, the poor man invoked all the saints in Paradise.
What were his surprise and his delight to see his wish ful-
filled! All his patients got well —now that he could not
treat them any longer. . . .

Benny laughed. Benny took out his notebook and jotted
down his grandfather’s stories. Benny, with his big, black
eyes softened by his mirth, made deeper by his attention,
moist by his affection, followed every one of the old man’s
gestures. Sometimes he too started telling stories.

He told his grandfather about the ridiculous duel
between Mr. House and Mzr. Fisher, which had excited all
Philadelphia. “What a silly business it was!” so the young
man said. House had insulted Fisher. Fisher, if he wanted
satisfaction, had only to insult House. He could even, if
he wanted to do the thing handsomely, insult him five times
over. But to come to blows, to sword thrusts — what in-
sanity, what lack of a sense of proportion!

The old man assured him that he was quite right, that
any violence, any war, was ridiculous, useless and silly. He
could himself, if only they had let him, have bought from
the French, at very small expense, all that territory in
Canada over which French and English had spilled so much
blood. It would not have cost the tenth part of what the
war had cost. He would himself, if only they had been
ready to listen to him and take his advice, have had no
difficulty in buying the whole English Parliament and sav-
ing all the lives that had been wasted in the Revolution.

War was inhuman and war was foolish. It was always
more costly than a little commercial transaction would be,
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and armies were devouring monsters which had to be fed,
housed, warmed, paid and armed, and which were, for all
traffickers and crooks, marvellous instruments for traffick-
ing and crookery. If only princes would learn a little anth-
metic, they would realize all this.

When Benny laughed, the old man would add, “How
lucky you young men are to be living nowadays and to have
learned arithmetic! Humanity is so fine, and it is going to
be so great in the next few centuries. The happiness of
mankind is bound to go on increasing, for philosophy,
morality, politics and even daily life are undergoing
marvelous improvements. People have invented and manu-
factured so many utensils and so many useful instruments,
and, as things are going now, so many new discoveries
will be made in the years to come, that I cannot help re-
gretting that it was given to me to live nowadays, rather
than two or three centuries hence.”

He taught Benny that he must love the present moment,
and the people, and have faith in them, and not burden
them with elaborate institutions, and not encourage them
too much to aim at wealth and luxury, the source of all
vices, all jealousies, and all excesses. He jeered a little at
parliaments where men chattered, and governments where
they strutted, and constitutions which they complicated, and
institutions which they had to explain. He wanted every-
thing in politics to be simple, spontaneous, close to the
people, always subject to their will and their initiative. For
he believed less in immutable principles than in eternal
sentiments. He had less faith in the cleverness of the human
mind than in the rectitude of human hearts. He refused to
admit that politics was very different from morality, or
morality from wisdom.

Benny listened while the old man told him: “One must
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be virtuous because such is the greatest wisdom; one must
be wise because such is the greatest cleverness; one must be
clever because such is our interest. Work, Benny, work
night and day for the happiness that you will get out of it.
Be wise and be virtuous, so as to deceive your enemies and
never to be deceived yourself. Never will you find anything
better than virtue. Benny, do not seek to be rich; seek to
be happy, and you will be the happier the simpler you are,
the less things you possess, and the fewer the people on
whom you depend. Depend only on yourself, learn to make
use of yourself, and be master of yourself through wisdom
and virtue. Get to know the ‘art of life’, Benny, and
practice it. Avoid all the vices which torture us even more
than they harm our neighbors. Do not be avaricious, for
that is a bad thing and does evil. Do not give way to anger,
for that leads to mischief. Do not be sour of disposition, for
that is