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Chapter I

	 

	Sentenced to death! 

	 

	Forfive weeks I have been living with this thought, always alone with her, always frozen by  her presence, always bent under her weight! 

	In the past, because it seems to me that years ago   rather than weeks, I was a man like any other man. Every  day, every hour, every minute had its idea. My mind, young and rich, was full of fantasies. He amused himself by unfolding them  one after the other, without order and without end, embroidering inexhaustible arabesques this rough and thin fabric of life. They were maidens, splendid bishop's capes, battles won, theatres full of noise  and light,  and then again young girls and dark walks at night under the broad arms of chestnut trees. It was always a party in my imagination. I could think of what I wanted, I was free. 

	Now I am captive. My body is in irons in a dungeon, my mind is in prison in an idea. A horrible, a bloody, an implacable idea! I have only  one thought, one conviction, one certainty: condemned to death! 

	Whatever I do, she is always there, this  infernal thought, like a spectre of lead at  my side, alone and jealous, chasing away all distractions, face to face with me miserable, and shaking me with both her hands of ice when I want to turn  my head  away or close my eyes. It slips into every form that my mind would like to flee  it, mingles like a horrible chorus with all the words addressed to me, sticks with me to the hideous gates of my dungeon; obsesses me  awakens, spies on my convulsive sleep, and reappears in  my dreams in the form of a knife.  

	 

	I just woke up  with a start, pursued by her and said to myself: "Ah! it's just a dream!  – Well! before  my  heavy eyes have even had time to open enough to see this fatal thought written in the horrible realitythat surrounds me, on  the wet and sweaty slab of my cell, in  the pale rays   From my night lamp, in the coarse weft of the canvas of my clothes, on the dark figure of the soldier on guard whose giberne gleams through the gate of the dungeon, it seems to me that already a voice has whisperedin my ear: "Condemned to death!  

	 

	


Chapter 2

	 

	It  was on a beautiful August morning. 

	It had been three days since my trial had begun, three days  since my name and my crime rallied every morning  a swarm of  spectators, who came to fall on the benches of the courtroom like crows around a corpse, three days that all this phantasmagoria of judges, witnesses, lawyers, prosecutors of the king,  Passed and passed before me, sometimes grotesque, sometimes bloody, always dark and fatal. The first two  nights, of worry and terror, I had  not been able to sleep; the third, I had slept of boredom and fatigue. By midnight, I had left the jurors deliberating.  I had been broughtback to the straw of my dungeon, and I had fallen immediately into a deep sleep, into a sleep of forgetfulness. These were the first hours of rest for many days. 

	I was still in the depths of this deep sleep when I was woken up. This time it is not enough for the heavy step  and the iron shoes of the  teller, the rattling of his knot of keys, the hoarse creaking of the locks; It took to pull me out of  my lethargy his  harsh voice in my ear and his rough hand on my arm. "Get up! – I opened my eyes, I stood up in my frightening.  At this moment, through  the narrow and high window of  my cell, I saw on the ceiling of the neighboring corridor, the only sky I could glimpse, that yellow reflection where eyes accustomed to the darkness of a prison know so well  how  to  recognize the sun. I love the sun. 

	"The weather is nice," I said to the teller. 

	He remained for a moment without answering me, as if not knowing whether it was worth spending  a word;  Then with some effort he whispered abruptly: 

	–It's possible. 

	I remained motionless, my mind half asleep, my mouth smiling, my eye fixed on that soft golden reverberation  that diapered the ceiling. 

	"It's a beautiful day," I repeated. 

	"Yes," replied the man, "we are waiting for you. 

	This few words, like the thread that breaks the flight of the insect, violently threw me into reality. I suddenly saw, as  in the light of  a flash, the dark room of the assizes, the horseshoe  of the judges laden with bloody rags, the three rows of witnesses with stupid faces, the two gendarmes at both ends of my bench, and the black robes stirring and  the heads of the   crowd swarming in the background in the shadows,   and to dwell on me with the fixed gaze of these twelve jurors, who had watched while I slept! 

	I arose; My teeth were chattering, my hands were shaking and didn't know where to find my clothes, my legs were weak. At the first step I took, I stumbled like an overloaded carrier. However, I followed the jailer. 

	The two gendarmes were waiting for me at the threshold of the cell. I was handcuffed. This had a complicated little lock  that they closed carefully. I let it happen: it was a machine  on a machine. 

	We crossed an inner courtyard. The crisp morning air resented me. I raised my head. The sky was blue, and the warm rays of the sun, cut by the long chimneys, traced great angles of light at  the top of   the high and dark walls of the prison. The weather was fine indeed. 

	We climbed a  spiral staircase; we passed one corridor, then another,  then a third; then a low door opened. A warm air, mixed withnoise, came to strike me in the face; it was the  breath of the crowd in the assize room. I entered. When I appeared, there was a rumor of weapons and voices. The benches moved noisily. The partitions cracked; and,  as I crossed the long hall between two masses of walled people  of soldiers, it seemed to me that I was the  center to which were attached the wires that moved all these gaping and leaning faces. 

	At that moment I realized that I was without irons; but I could not  remember where or when they had been taken from me. 

	Then he made a great silence. I had arrived atmy place. At the moment when the uproar ceased in the crowd, it also ceased in my ideas. I suddenly understood clearly what I had only glimpsed confusingly until then, that the decisive moment  had come, and that I was there to hear my sentence. 

	The explanation that can, in the way this idea came to me  it did not cause me terror. The windows were open; the air and noise of the  city came freely from outside; the room was clear as for a wedding; the cheerful rays of the sun traced here and there the luminous figure of  the crossings, sometimes  lying on the floor, sometimes developed on the tables  ,   sometimes broken at the corner of the  walls, and with those bright diamonds  in  the windows each ray cut into the air a great prism of  gold dust. 

	The judges, at the back of the room, looked satisfied, probably with the joy of having finished soon. The face of the president, softly illuminatedby the reflection of a window, had something calm and good, and a young assessor chatted almost cheerfully by crumpling his flap with a pretty lady in a pink hat, placed in favor behind him. 

	The jurors alone looked pale and dejected, but it was apparently tired to have been up all night. A few yawned. Nothing, in their countenance, announced men who have just carried a death sentence, and on the figures of these good bourgeois I guessed only a great desire to sleep. 

	In front of me, a window was wide open. I could hear laughter on the wharf of the flower sellers; and, at the edge  of the crossing, a pretty little yellow plant, all penetrated by a ray of sunshine, was playing with the wind in a crack in the stone. 

	How could  a  sinister idea have emerged amid so many graceful sensations?  Flooded with air and sunshine, it was impossible for  me to think of anything other than freedom; hope came to radiate in me as the day around me; and, trusting, I awaited my sentence as one awaits deliverance and  life. 

	However, my lawyer arrived. We were waiting for it. He had just had lunch copiously and with good appetite. Arriving in his place, he leaned towards me with a smile. 

	"I hope," he said. 

	–Isn't it? I replied, light and smiling too. 

	"Yes," he continued; I don't know anything about their statement yet, but they will probably have ruled out premeditation, and then it will only be hard labour  for life. 

	"What are you saying there, sir?" I replied, indignant;  rather a hundred times death! 

	Yes, death! – And besides," I kept repeating to me in some inner voice, "what do I risk saying that?" Has the death sentence ever been pronounced other than atmidnight, by torchlight, in a dark and dark room, and on a cold rainy and winter night? But in August, at eight o'clock in the morning, on such a fine day, these good jurors, it's impossible! And my eyes came back to fix on the pretty yellow flower in the sun. 

	Suddenly the president, who was just waiting for the lawyer, invited me to stand. The troop bore arms;  As if by an electric movement, the whole assembly was standing at the same moment. An insignificant and void figure, placed at a table below the court, it was, I think, the clerk, took the floor, and read the verdict which the jurors had pronounced in my absence. A cold sweat came out of all my limbs;  I leaned against the wall so as not to fall. 

	" Lawyer, do you have anything to say about the enforcement of the sentence?" asked the president. 

	I would have had everything to say, but nothing came to me. My tongue stuck to my palate. 

	The defender stood up. 

	I understood that he was trying to  tone down  the jury's statement,  and to put underneath, instead of the pain it caused, the other punishment, the one I had beenso hurt to see him hope.  

	It was necessary that the indignation was very strong, to emerge through the thousand emotions that disputed my thought. I wanted  to repeat aloud what I had alreadysaid  to him: Rather a hundred times death! But I missed my breath, and I could only stop him  rudely by the arm, crying out with convulsive force: No! 

	The attorney general fought the lawyer, and I listened to him with stupid satisfaction. Then the judges went out, then they went in, and the president read me my judgment. 

	"Condemned to death!" said the crowd; and, while I was being taken, all these people rushed to my steps with the crash of a building that was being demolished. I walked, drunk and stunned. A revolution had just taken place in me. Until the  death warrant, I felt myself  breathing, throbbing, living in  the same environment as other men; now I clearly distinguished as a fence between the world and me. Nothing seemed to me in the same aspect as before. These large  bright windows, this  beautiful sun, this pure sky, this pretty flower, all this was white and pale, the color of a shroud. These men, these women, these children who crowded in my path, I found them looking like ghosts. 

	At the bottom of the stairs, a black and dirty car was waiting for me. As I went upstairs, I looked randomly into the square. – A condemned to death! passers-by shouted as they ran towards the car. Through the cloud that seemed to me to have come between things and me, I made out two young girls who were following me with eager eyes. "Well," said the youngest, clapping her hands, "it will be in six weeks! 

	 

	


Chapter 3

	 

	Sentenced to death! 
Well, why not?  Men, I remember reading it in I don't know what book where there was only good, men are all sentenced to death with indefinite reprieves. So what has changed so much about my situation? 

	Since the hour when my judgment waspronounced on me, how many have died who were arranged for a long life! How many were ahead of me who, young, free and healthy, intended to go and see my head fall  on the Place de Grève! How many by then, perhaps, who  walk and breathe in the fresh air, enter and go as  they please, and who will still precede me! 

	And then, what is so regrettable about life for me? In truth, the dark day and the black bread of the dungeon, the portion of lean broth drawn from the  bucket of  the galleys, to be  rudoye, I who am refined by education, to be brutalized by the tellers and the guards-chiourme, not to see a being  A human who believes me worthy of a word and to whom I give it back, constantly trembling and of what I have done and what will be done  to me: these are about the  only goods that the executioner can take away from me. 
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