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MY BROTHER YVES.

L

My brother Ywes' certificate-book ia like that of any other
spilor. Tt ia bound in yellow pavchment, and having made
many voyages in variouns lockers, is much soiled and worn.
The cover is inscribed in large characters ;

Kzryanze, 2091, .

Kermades iz hiz surname ; 2081, the number under which
he is registered in the navy, and P., the initial letter of
FPaimpal, the port where he was entersd,

If we open it, we shall find, on the fisst page, the follow-
ing particulams :—

« Eermadech (¥ ves-Marie}, son of Yves-Marie and Jeanne
Danveoch, born August the 23th, 1851, at 5t Pol-de-Léon,
{Finisterre). Haight, 5 ft. 10. Browan hair, eyes and #ye
brows, nose, ¢hin, and forehead of the ordinary type; fnce
oval, Bpecial marks: tattooed on the left breast with an
anchor, and on the right wrist with o bracclet and fish.”

Tattooings of this sort were still in fashion, ten years or a0
ago, among pood old salte  Those executed by the idle handa
of a friend on board the Fiora have become a subject of mor-
tification to Ywves, who hse move than onee tortured himaalf
in the hope of getting rid of them. He cannot bear the ides
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10 MY BROTHER YVES.

that he is indelibly marked and may be vecopgnised, aa long
a8 he lives, and wherever he may go, by these litile blue
designs,

If we turn to the next page, we shall find & series of printed
. leaflets sotting forth, in meat and consise styls, all the mia
demesnours of which a sailer may be guilty, sccompanied by
the list of punishments he will incur, beginning with the
trivial famlta for which a few nighte in irons will etone, and
ending with the great mutinies punishable by desth.

Unfortunately, these dosuments for daily perusal have
never succeeded in inepiring eailors in general, nor my poor
Yves in particular, with the salotary terror ao desirable.

Then follow several manuscript pages containing the names
of ships, with blue sealz, numbers, and dates, The puresrs,
heing men of tasts, have adorned this part with elegant
flourishea, Hers we find his criises recorded, with details of
the pay he has at verious timea reecived.

Hers ara the early yosrs when he earned fifteen francs a
maonth, and kept ten to give to his mother; years which he
passed with the wind blowing full on his chest, living half
naked in the tope of thosa mighty oscillsling stems which
Berve as masts, wandering without a care on his mind over
the everchanging waste of waters ;| then come reatless years,
when the passione of youth dawn and eesume tangible form
in she inexperienced mind, becoming realised by-and-by in
brutish boogings or in dreama of touching purity, sceording to
the character of the placea to which the wind wafts him, or
that of the women upon whow he happens to light, terrible
awakeniogs of the heart and senses, great outburets, followed
by a return to the ascetic life of the oecean, immured ina
floating cloister: all these things lie indicated beneath the
numbers, names, and dates, which are accumulating, year by
year, on & poor sailor's certificate-book. These yellow leaves
contain a stranges poem of adventures and mffarings,

T




MY BROTHER YYES, 11

IIL.

Tee 28th of Auguet 1851 eeemz to have been a fine sum-
mer's day at 8 Pol-de-Léon, in the department of Finisterre.
The pale Breton sun smiled a welcome on the little stranger
who wes deetined to grow np with such & strong affection
both for the sun and for Brittany.

Yves made his fivat appearance in the world as a very fine
baby, plump and brown, The ceperienced women present
on the oceasion christemed him Buegel- Dy, which means dark
fittle ehild. This bronzed tint wes characteristic of the
family, for the Kermndecs, father and =son, had all apent the
grenter part of their lives at ses, and had become well tanmed,

A fine sunmer's day at St Pol-de-Léon is something
unusoal in that fopgy distriet : & sort of melancholy radiance
ig diffosed over everything. The ancient medicval town
geems o shake off ite droway slumber onder the fog and
grow young once more ; the old granite glows in the sunshine ;
the Creigker belfry, a giant among those of Brittany, reveals
ite delicate open-work carvings in grey stone, variegated with
yellow lichens, as it rises againet the blue sky under a flood
of light : while tlhe moorland, eovered with purple heather
and goldem gorse, stretehies on every side, filling the air with
the aweet acent of flowering browm.

There wers present ab the baptiam the godmother, a young
girl, and the godfather, & sailor, and behind these came the
two little brothers, Goulven and (Hldas, leading the two
little sisters, Yvonne and Marie, who carried nosegays.

" As soon ag this procession entered the ancient church of
the bishops of Léon, the beadls, who was holding the bell-
rope, was about to ring the joyous peal ususl on such
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ocesaions.  Buf the eurd, who chanced to arrive st the
moment, said roughly :

“ For heaven's sake, Marie Bervrac’h, don’t pull that bell !
These Kermadecs are peopla who never give snything at the
offertory, and the father spends all his money in the tavern,
I am not going to have you ring for guch folk,”

And thus my brother ¥ves bagan life s a child of poverty.
Hie poor mother, Jeanne Drnveoch, kept anxiously listening
in her bed, with a presentiment of something wrong, as
ghe lay waiting to hest the vibrations which seeraed s slow
in beginning. She kept etraining her ear, and when neo
sound came, she undoratood the poblie affront effored her,
and began to ory,

Her eyos wers still wet when the baptizmal party retorned,
much out of eonotonanee,

This humilistion remsained in Yves memory for the rest of
his life; he could never furmive the unkind reception offered
him on entering the world, nor the cruel tearz shed by hia
mother; he owed the Kemish clergy a grudge, and closed
his Breton heart to mother Chorch.

I1L,

Owe December eveming, foor and twenty years after this
oceurrence, the rain was falling af Brest. It was fine, cold,
penetrating, and incessamt; it streamed down the walls,
making the stesp slate roofe nnd lefty granife houses lock
still darker; it poured slmost merrily on the ncisy Sunday
crowd, which was swarming in spite of it, all wet and
bedraggled, along the narrow streets in the gloomy depress-
ing twilight,
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The crowd consisted of tipsy sailors singing, soldiers
stumbling along with their ewaords clattering hahind them,
and civilisne coming in the opposite direction,—city work-
men with a miserabls and dejected air, women in little
merino shawlas and pesked muslin caps, who walked along
with bright eyes and red cheeks, stmelling of brandy; dirty
old men and women who had been drinking and had fallen
down,—some one had helped fhem up, and on they went,
their backs still emearsd with mud.

The rain never eessed: down it came, dronching the
Breton hats with their silver buckles, the caps perched over
the sailors’ ears, the shakoa trimmed with gold lace, and the
white caps and ombrellas.

Thare was sach an air of sullen gloom over sverything,
that it was difficult to imagine that a sun etill existed, The
thivk massce of hoavy clond peomed to weigh everything
down, it felt as if they could never break and reveal a sky
behind. The whole atmosphers was charged with moisture,
and the time of day had been forgotten, for who knew
whether the darkness was cansed by all this tain, or whether
the winter's day waa really drawing to a close?

The sailora brought & hall discordant toush of youth
and life into these streets, with their songs snd open
counfenances, their large light collars, and the red tufts
which contrasted well with their navy blue dress. They
went backwardz end forwards from one tavern to another,
pushing their way and making senseless jokes at which they
langhed. Sometimes they stapped under the rain spouts, in
front of shops which displayed wares to snit them: red
cotton handkerchiefs, in the cenftra of which fine ships called
La Bretagne, La Triomphanfe, or Lo Devastation were
printed ; gold-lettered ribbona for their caps, complicated
arrangementa of cord intended for securing the canvas bags



