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The Errors of the Christian Religion Exposed:
By a Comparison of the Gospels of Matthew and Luke

It is the duty of every man, as far as his ability
extends, to detect and expose delusion and
error. He that believes in the story of Christ is
an infidel to God

0 Thomas Paine

Preface

Whenever | argue with any one on the truth or fallacy of
reveal ed religion, his uni ver sasg
prophecies of the Old Tedtament
Setting aside the fact that the New Testament was made to fit

with certain expresions of the Old, setting aside this evident

and positive conclusiégnthere are no prophecies in the Old
Testament concerning Christ, his apostles, his sufferings, or his

divinity. | am not ashamed to own that it was fye of Reason

that first opened myyes to the errors in which for seventeen

years | have hitherto lived regarding my God; and having

avowed this, | am well aware the remark many people will

make when they peruse this vol
Thomas Pain® his frivolous and unfounded worlak turned

the youth's brain.o But no,; I C

! Original citation: G.W.M. ReynoldS he Errors of the Christian
Religion Exposed, by @omparison of the Gospels of Matthew and
Luke(London: Richard Carlile, 1832).
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Paineds argument s. |l have read ¢
at refutation; but none succeéedll sink to the ground.

To prove, therefore, that there never were such things as
prophecis of Jesus Christ, | shall use the same arguments with
regard to one passage in Isaiah, which is called a prophecy, as
are to be found in thage of Reasqgralbeit, there is one verse
in Isaiah which | shall insert, and which seems to have escaped
Mr.Paimlm6s noti ce, more concl usi ve
has fully and evidently proved the truth of what he affirms; but
this single verse, which will be found in its place, must dispel
the doubts of the most sceptical. One of the chief paragraphs,
called pophecies, in all the Bible, and upon which the basis of
the Christian religion chiefly seems to rest, is this verse of
| sai ah, inBehold a virgin shal/l
and shall call his name | mmanuel
is no proplecy, | shall relate the whole story to which it alludes,
and of which it forms not only a part, but also a principal and
indispensable concomitant, in my own language, instead of the
guaint style of the Old Testament. And if any ask why | do this,
consideing it is but a reiteration of what Mr. Paine has already
said, my answer is, Because so many have a foolish horror of
admi tting that Aut hor 6s books i
ideas on the score of religion are seldom known; therefore |
take upon myséto borrow his sentiments in this instance, and
prove satisfactorily that the passage in Isaiah, which for
centuries has been called a prophecy, of Jesus Christ is no more
a prophecy than the words in this book are prophecies.



At [the] time [when] Ahaz wa king of JudaR,two other
sovereigns, Rezin, of Syria, and Pekah, of Israel, led their
armies against Jerusalem, to make war with Ahaz. And when it
was told to the king of Judah that the monarchs of Syria and
Israel had leagued together against himahe all his people
were moved with anticipations of sorrow and destruction,
notwithstanding that hitherto Rezin and Pekah had not
prevailed in their hostile attempts. It was in this situation of
affairs, that Isaiah pretends to have received the word df Go
to this purpose:

That Ahaz was to take heed and be quiet, and
not to be intimidated by the fierce anger of his
two mighty opponents, for God would not
suffer their machinations to prevail, and
moreover, that in threescore and five years
Israel should & broken.

Now the capital of Syria was Damascus, and of Ephraim
was Samaria. Isaiah now desires Ahaz to ask a sign, that is,
some token of the fulfilment of the above prophecy, which
must take place almost immediately, to convince Ahaz of the
truth of wha Isaiah had spoken. For instance, to apply a parallel
case: if | say to my readér,There shall be a great earthquake
next year in England, he will naturally ask me how | know it.
Theniflsaytohimg 1 wi | | give you a sign;
cathedralshall fall downd and if this latter prophecy be
fulfilled, my reader will believe the other. But in ordermake

2The text in the original book read:
was king of Judah. o
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him credit the first, the cathedral must fall down almost
immediately, that is, within the year; for it would be ridiculous
in me to sayy | will give you a sign: behold, the cathedral shall
fall down a hundred years hengegs in that case the thing
would happen before the sign which was to prove that thing
true. | shall apply this episode more immediately anon.

But to continue with the histonafter some little delay on
the part of Ahaz in asking a sign, Isaiah gives him one, which
is this: fABehold, O king,®a virg
Butter and honey shall he eat, that he may know how to refuse
the evil and choose the good. Andstls the sign, O king,
whereby you may know that what | have said is true. Before
this child shall know to refuse evil and choose what is good,
the |l and that thou abhorrest sha
Therefore, as | exemplified in my episodeoed, this child
must be born almost immediately, to convince Ahaz of Isaiah's
veracitd at al | event stime. ditwere mogto Ahaz 6
be born for centuries (as Christ was not), how ridiculous (as my
little parallel tale exhibits) would be the siBut, reader, mark
how ends this paragraph of the OIld Testament, which
Christians twist into a prophecy of Jesus!

|l sai ahds wife, called by him t
bears a son, who is called Matstrabalhashbaz; and Isaiah
then saylsi,s AiBkiflod ecan cry oMy f a
the prediction shall be accomplished in favour of Ahaz, and the
riches of Damascus and the spoils of Samaria shall be taken
away before the king of Assyria.

31 leave out the nonsense of calling the child's name Immanuel, as it
proves nothing for neither Christ nor Isaiah's son was so called,
and the meaning of the word is applicable to both.
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was given to Ahaz, ahl hope my reader sees the truth of the
story; for | again repeat, how ridiculous it would have been for
Isaiah to give Ahaz a sign that was not to have been fulfilled
for hundreds of years. And this is called a prophecy of the man,
Jesus Christ!!!

But, to make this still more positive and selident, Isaiah

hi msel f says, chap. vioii. ver se
which the Lord hath given me, are for signs and for wonders in
|l srael from the Lord of hosts, v

Having this clearly shown on what slender basis the Christian
religion is founded, it remains to be proved that Isaiah was not
such a fool nor such an ignorant wretch (if there ever lived such
a man) as to give Ahaz a sign, which could not convince Ahaz
of the truthof what the Lord had spoken.

In the thirtyeighth chapter of Isaiah, Hezekiah is
represented as sick unto death, and the Lord is represented as
uncertain and vacillating with regard to the day of that
monarchés ending his ewaerthbl vy car
inconsistency, Isaiah is sent subsequently to tell Hezekiah he
shall live fifteen years, and be delivered from his enemies; and
the Lord gives Hezekiah a sign for the truth of this declaration,

which | saiah thus af ffortheesto i And
prove that the Lord " will do even as he hath said. Behold, the
sun shall go ten degrees backwa

the sun retrograded the appointed space. Here, then, was a
proper sign given (supposing the whole to be true); and it
happened before the thing to be proved true by it, happened. In
the same way was the sign to Ahaz, did not Christian authors
and philosophers apply it to their own construction, and call it

a prophecy. This last anecdote then of Isaiah proves him to have
been a man of sense with regard to his signs.
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In the fortieth chapter of Isaiah, the following verses are
called prophecies, as | find by the heads of events at the
beginning of the chapter. i Comf c
saith your God. Speak ye comfortably to Jerusalem, and cry
unto her that hewarfare it accomplished, that her iniquity is
pardoned: for she hath received
al | her sins.o And this is ~call
promulgation of the gospel, when it does not even accord with
what Christ himself is repsented to say to Jerusalem in the
twenty-third chapter of Matthew, and at the thidgventh
verse,viz. RO Jerusalem, Jerusal em! b
unto you desolate!" And again, in Luke, chap. xxi, verse 22:
AFor these be t htatalllthiygsthabdre venge
written may be fulfilled!o But
guoted be prophecy, anything may be a prophecy.
Nevertheless, Isaiah never meant them for a prophecy, but
represents God as publishing peace to Jerusalem, and alluding
to the past iniquities and sorrows of Israel before Isaiah's time.
The whole of this chapter is called by theologians prophetic;
and if it be, then the predictions were not fulfilled in the person

of Chri st, for in the tenth ver
your God will come with a strong hand, and his arm shall rule
f or him. o |f this allude to Jes

and powerless, with regard to ruling or to kingdom; and, as we
see by the men called evangelists, often obliged to hide
himsel® always supposing, in the case of arguments like
these, that there was such a man as Jesus Christ. But the whole
of this chapter of Isaiah relates to anything rather than to Christ
and his apostles; it is of that ambiguous nature that anything
may be appli@ to it, and | can see nothing prophetic in it
myself, and | defy the greatest theologian that ever lived to
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imagine it predictive, without a great stretch of fancy and
opinion.

Again, in taking a superficial view of Isaiah, the verses at
the beginning othe sixtyfirst chapter strike me, because they
are perverted to a prophecy of Jesus Christ. The spirit of the
Lord God is upon me: because the Lord hath anointed me to
preach good tidings unto the meek; he hath sent me to bind up
the broken heart to praim liberty to the captives, and the
opening of the prison doors to them that are bound to proclaim
the acceptable year of the Lord, and the day of vengeance of
our God: to comfort all that mourn: to appoint unto them that
mourn in Sion, to give unto thebeauty for ashes, the oil of
joy for mourning, the garment of praise for the spirit of
heaviness; that they might be called trees of righteousness, the
planting of the Lord, that he m
allude to Christ, because immediatelyeaft | sai ah says
greatly rejoice in my Lord, my soul shall be joyful in my Lord;
for he hath clothed me with salvation, he hath covered me with
the robe of righteousness, as a bridegroom decketh himself with
ornaments, and as a bride adorneth hevgélft h j ewel s. 0 |
in all this chapter is speaking of himself; for Christ, according
to the character given of him by the men called evangelists,
could not say this last sentence. How could one, who was
always righteous from the beginning of time, sayhank God
for my salvationd? which implies
wicked like other men. Or how could Christ (always supposing
there to have lived such a man) thank God for clothing him with
the robe of righteousness? for as he was God hinmngelfjust
always have worn it. These inconsistencies prove this last
sentence of the above quotation not to allude to Christ.
Therefore it must mean Isa@tat all events, not Jesus; and the
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first three verses of the above quotation are evidently
continuatiors of those verses | quoted from the fortieth chapter.

Then in the sixtysecond chapter, the author of this book,
called Isaiah, still runs on in the same wild strain, which it is
easy for one, who is not blinded by the gross absurdities of the
Christian Clurch, to see has no allusion to anything regarding
Chris® no prophecy of such a being. And in the sitttird
chapter, the character of the mighty person coming from Edom
is quite at variance with that of Christ in the books called
Gospels, who was meekdholy. In the writings of Matthew
or Luke, Christ never says anything half so vindictive or
inconsistent with the disposition of a merciful Saviour, as this:
Al will tread them in mine anger
and their blood shall be sprinklegon my garments, and | will
stain all my raiment: for the day of vengeance is in mine heart,
and the year of my redeemed is come: my own arm brought
salvation unto me; and my fury, it upheld me. And | will tread
down the people in mine anger, and makantrdrunk in my
fury, and | will bring down thei
are the unjust and vindictive sentiments of a-fiireathing
conqueror, travelling with a power mighty to do much, rather
than the bland and merciful words of a meek and
compass onat e Redeemer, who woul d c¢
forgive them, they know not what
have stayed in Heaven, than to have come down to commit such
havoc amongst the souls of men. Here we have the words of a
warrior, furious in s displeasure, and gloating on the ideas of
an awful revenge; entirely inconsistent with the merciful and
pitying disposition of Christ, as he is represented in the volume
entitled the Gospel. To whom these verses relate | know not,
and care as little; sce it is evident they do not relate to Christ.
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And how can from the tenth to the fifteenth verses be called
AChristés mercy towards his Chur
of what had been done at the time they were written, and not of

what should be dondut also evidently relate to God's mercy

to the children of Israel, as is represented in the Pentateuch,

&c.? But anything does for a prediction with Christian
theologians. All the history of Tom Thumb can be twisted into
prophecied at least, it can be madtypical. When lIsaiah

expressly says, fi lFkindmésses of hee nt i o n
Lord, according to all that the Lord hath done towards the house
of | sr ae b yebthiq isy neadesaereferehce to Christ's

mercy towards his church! Cannot the reaber how it applies

to the mercies of God towards |
church than it does to me? But notwithstanding this and other
evidence against the truth of revealed relidion
notwithstanding the voice of reason is loud in its cries against

itd and  notwithstanding the palpable obscurities,
inconsistencies, and contradictions incident to the Bible,

sages and philosophers will yet reason against common sense,

and will palm upon the world a book of lies, calling it by the

holy and sacred name ibie WORD OF GOD.

I am now eighteen years old, and till within this year have
been a firm believer in Christianity. My father and my mother,
both of whom are now dead, were also of the same creed, and
the whole of my surviving relatives also are what thell c
Christians. About a year ago | began to be sceptical. People
may wonder how | came to muse on this matter so young, and
with so little experience; but truth may be descried from fallacy
even by a youth, and an infant child can distinguish the
luminousmid-day from the deep shades of night. When | first
began to grow sceptical with regard to revealed religion, | read
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Pal eyds Evidences, Tomlinds The

many other works over again attentively. All these, however,
only served to convireme that the Christian creed and system
must rest on a very brittle foundation, if they wanted such
elaborate and numerous works to support them. About six
months ago | perused th&ge of Reasgnand this entirely
opened my eyes to the errors in whichattso lately trodden.
Had | known of the inconsistencies and false interpretations of
many passages in the Bible before this period, | should have
also embraced the creed of Deism before; but it is only when
we read, reason, and compare, that we findCdeand New
Testament to be false. And the reason of this long blindness is
thus. We are brought up in the Christian creed, and we are
taught to believe it as true with our earliest impressions. Thus
we receive the impression without examining what it & w
receive. We go to church and hear the Bible read, and it strikes
us as marvellous, beautiful in its poetry, and excellent in its
morality. Farther than this we think little of it. But after we
come (and few there be that do!) seriously to reflect upat wh

is called the word of God, we imagine it should be consistent
and connective. But the Old Testament agrees not with itself,
nor with the New! Paragraphs are called prophecies, and
anecdotes types. I f we extract
a virgin, &c., from the rest of the chapter, it may be a
prophecy. But it belongs to a history, which is defective without
it, and which is dependent upon it for being understood. How
little faith should be put in a history, that, told by different
authors, is ttally discrepant one from the other! And that the
history of Christ varies in its dates, its anecdotes, and its
localities, as related by the different evangelists (so called), |
will prove shortly in my comparison of the Gospels of Matthew

13
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and Luke. Peopl will be disgusted with me for this voludhe

my friends will avoid me as they would an adilend my
relatives will renounce me. And why? Because | defend my
God from the horrible calumnies attached to his name, and
endeavour to open the eyes of the worlthtoerrors they have

so long imbibed.

And here | may take the opportunity of observing something
about the clergy of the Protestant Church. Are they humble like
their pretended master? Are they willing to sell all and give to
the poor? And will they denhemselves the luxuries of life for
the sake of an immortal crown of glory? Do they clothe the
naked, feed the hungry, and give lodging to the poor? Will they
be content to suffer ignominy and reproach in the cause of their
creed; and will they reject ahoughts of worldly ambition, that
their hopes of a reward in heaven may be the more sure? | will
ask, who have more pride than the high beneficed clergy of the
Protestant Church? Who are more addicted to the luxuries and
sensualities of life than the maters of God? They are
supposed to renounce the follies and vanities of this world, in
obedience to the commands of their eternal God, and Saviour,
and Redeemer; and, lo! they commit fornication, they indulge
in luxury and lasciviousness. They take thougfhtomorrow,
what they shall eat, and what they shall drink, and what they
shall put on. Pride bids them scorn the humble and the poor;
and Ambition whispers its pleasing tales and prospective
visions with fascinating softness not vainly in their eargyrh
distrain the poor for their tithes, and accept the luxuries of the
high and the mighty, be these great men atheists, deists, or
sinners. They will refuse the sacrament to a prostitute, because
she is poad but they will cringe and bow when the pensioned
harlot of the great appears at their altar. Vain were it for me to
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expose the vices and the follies of the church, when a certain
blindness, wilful or assumed, seems to veil the eyes of the
nation, and to deceive the minds of myriads. | know a
clergyman whb refused the sacrament to a poor woman,
because he knew her to have been incontinent; and a few weeks
after came a lady of rank to his church, who received gold for
her prostitution, and whose whoredom was in the mouths of
hundreds, and she knelt at thaotistool of God (to use the
language of the church) and received the sacrament and the
supper of the Lord (as it is called), while the minister knew that
she was eating and drinking damnation to herself.

Truth in England, | am sorry to say, is libehnd tte greater
the truth, the greater the libel. But as | have already extended
my preface beyond the limits | had proposed to myself when
first setting off, | shall hastily conclude it, and commence my
comparison of the books, called Gospels, written by Matthe
and Luke.

Listen, then, ye who have so long trodden in the mazes of
darkness, in the vain anticipations of future rewards through a
Redeemer's meréylisten to the arguments of one who would
lend his small endeavours to lead ye to the ways of truth.

GEORGE REYNOLDS.

Comparison of the Gospels of Matthew and Luke

The gospel, which is ascribed by the Christian church to a man
called St. Matthew, opens with the genealogy of Jesus Christ:
and in the third chapter of that according to St. Luke, we have
anothe genealogy given us of the same man. If in a court of
justice there were two witnesses speaking in favour of an
accused person, the instant these witnesses evidently and
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palpably disagreed, their stories would be considered of no

avail, and they would beaturally deemed false and perjured

men. But here we have two writers, who pretend to be inspired

by God, and to be intimately acquainted and connected with the

subject of their history, and with all the affairs of the man they

treat ob here, | say, we havtwo authors disagreeing in the

very ancestry of the man they worship, adore, and know so
thoroughly. We might pardon and overlook a mistake many
generations back, but the name o
his fathero6s si de mwethénrécéiver ent | y
the testimony of such witnesses as these? Can we be so ignorant

and so blind as to credit the gross impositions and absurdities

of what is called the Word of God? | thank the Almighty, whom

| believe in, the one and only God, that He bpened mine

eyes to the true faith, and to the pure and consistent creed of

Deism. But in order to exemplify the disagreement between

Matthew and Luke, | shall here set down a regular list of the
genealogy of Jesus Christ, as copied from each evangelist, a

as directly differing one from the other. Christian reader, can

you mark this, and still believe?

Genealogy according to Matthew

1.David
2.Solomon
3.Roboam
4.Abia
5.Asa
6.Josaphat
7.Joram
8.0sias
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9.Joatham
10.Achaz
11.Ezekias
12.Manasses
13.Amon
14 Josias
15.Jachonias
16.Salathiel
17.Zorobabel
18.Abiud
19.Eliakim
20.Azor
21.Sadoc
22.Achim
23.Eliud
24.Eleazar
25.Mattham
26.Jacob
27.Joseph
28.Christ

Genealogy according to Luke

i.David
ii.Nathan
iii.Mattatha
iv.Menan
v.Melea
vi.Eliakim
vii.Jonan
viii.Joseph
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ix.Judah
X.Simeon
xi.Levi
xii.Matthat
xiii.Jorim
xiv.Eliezer
xv.Jose
XVi.Er
xvii.EImodam
xviii.Cosam
xix.Addi
xX.Melchi
xxi.Neri
xxii.Salathiel
xxiii.Zorobabel
xXiv.Rhesa
xxv.Joanna
xxvi.Judah
xxvii.Joseph
xXxviii.Semei
xXix.Mattathias
xxX.Maath
xxxi.Nagge
xxxii.Esli
xxxiii.Naum
XXXIV.AmMOosS
XXxv.Mattathias

Nathan and Solomon were certainly both sons of David, as we
find by chap. iii. verse 6, of Chronicles; but Joseph could not
have been the son of Jacob and of Heli: besides which, Luke

18



makes fortythree generations from David to Jesus Christ, and
Matthew oty twenty-eight. Whence, then, could arise this
palpable error? Such evidence being individually given by the
evangelists in a court of justice would damn them both. One
may be right (if there ever were such men), we know not which:
at all events, the othés wrong: one is evidently wrong, and if
such a material thing as the genealogy of Christ be disputed and
defective, we have no right to believe any less material thing.
This proves, moreover, that when Matthew and Luke sate down
to compose their bookd mconsistencies and falsehoods, they
did not do so in concert, and probably one did not know that
another history existed at what time he composed his, else
mutual reference would have set aside the discrepancies
everywhere apparent. My opinion is, thia@ anecdotes told of
Christ were for some time handed down by oral tradition, in the
same way as we receive many improbable stories about men
who never lived, as for instance, Jack the Gialfgr, or the
Baron Munchausen; but evéenfteetss e | as
have been digested into written volumes, as also at last were
the anecdotes narrated of Christ. The author of Munchausen has
much more sense than all the Evangelists put together. He and
they wrote a book of marvels and bekis are amusing and
connected, theirs are not: he does not wish posterity to believe
his anecdot&s but they did. And here in its place | should
remark, that all through this dissertation | suppose Matthew and
Luke to have written the gospels which bear their name: my
treatise des not question (though it might) the names of the
authors, but the truth of their books. But to proceed with my
comparison. In speaking of the manner of the birth of Christ,
Matt hew says, i Wh en as hi s mot h
Joseph, before they canmgether, she was found with child of
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the Holy Ghost, o0 plainly indica
before they were married, which premature pregnancy may
happen to any other prostitute. And here | must stop one instant,
to remark the horror of the téleo suppose that God could
leave his throne, his omnipotence, and his spiritual nature, and
be tempted by a virgin to fornication and debauchery. If these
be thine opinions, O Christiafgf these be the ideas you have
of your God better to hang a millstone (ng your own
words) about your necks, and cast yourselves into the deep
waters. But to proceed. Luke, in his statement, has these words,
ATo a virgin espoused to*a man,
Now by the word espoused, Luke cannot mean contracted, or
merly engaged; for if he did, he would naturally tell some
story of how Joseph was pacified when he found he had
married a pregnant woman or common prostitute, after they
were married, as Matthew does. BuBnioe plainly indicates
that Joseph and Mary wereitad at what time the angel visited
her. Matthew indicates the contrary, and tells a qualifying story
to make out the tale, and not leave us in the dark how Joseph
put up with an incontinent woman. If, nessdays, a common
girl fathered her bastard chilghan God, and called a company
of fishermen and publicans to prove it, whose only testimony
coul d be, AWe believe it, becaus
the judge and jury imagine? This trick will not pass off in these
days of civilisation and educationytit did well enough for
those ages of superstition and romance, and succeeding
generations have consecrated the imposture.
Matthew then tells us a long and cruel story of a massacre
of infants, which no history, and no contemporary author, gives

4The Hebrew word fovirgin also signifiessoung woman
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any accant of. Besides, Herod was not absolutee was
merely a tetrarch, that is, governing the fourth part of a
kingdom, or province; and such conduct, even in those times,
would have instantly caused his deposition and death. But this
story is told, becauseseems to fit with a sentence of Jeremiah,
which sentence alludes to anything rather than to a predicted
massacre of infants. Luke is entirely silent on this subject, and
he contents himself with sending shepherds to adore the new
born infant. Such an evemss the massacre of thousands of
human beings, is not such an one as he would have past over
unnoticed, particularly as it was his interest to make as many
sentences in the Old Testament seem to fit with the New as he
could. This still farther proves thtie evangelists wrote from

oral traditiod as one heard a supplementary anecdote which
another did not. Luke's history is laboured, and he would
scarcely have relinquished so favourable an opportunity of
adding so great and awful an event. Besides all whiahan

in writing a history, always affixes things to it which are in
people's memories, or within the immediate knowledge of
people then contemporarily alive, to render it more probable
and definitive; and as such an event as this universal massacre
of the infants would have been fresh in every body's
recollection at the time Luke wrote his gospel, he would not
thus have omitted it. Neither of the other evangelists mention
this anecdote, therefore Matthew is the father of it; and | am
confident it is of purious extraction. Let others believe this and
the like stories if they will be blind, | again thank God, that he
has given me sense and reason enough to perceive their fallacy:
and my only prayer now is, that he will confer the same
blessings on all othmeliving creatures. In the 17th verse,
Matt hew says, fiBut when Herod

21
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appeared in a dream to Joseph in Egypt, saying, Arise, and take
the young child and its mother, and go into the land of Israel;
for they be dead which sough t he young child's
Luke we find Herod still alive when Christ was thirty years old,
and afterwards: see chap. iii. verse 19, and chap. ix. verse 7.
Neither, could it be another Herod, for Matthew expressly says
that Archelaus succeeded Heibd tetrarch; and Luke affirms
that at what time John came baptising in the wilderness, Herod
was tetrarch of Galile&. chap. iii. verse 1. My reader sees that

| am particular in giving chapter and verse for what | say: and

| defy sophist and theologian tonfute these arguments.

With regard to the story of John Baptist, Matthew and Luke
agree pretty well: and they both conclude with the same
nonsense, representing their God in the light of an ogre or fairy,
who change themselves into cats, doves, and,lias it suits
them. Can anything be more repugnant to a rational idea of the
Almighty, than his descent in the form of a dove? as if God
would condescend to shift his spiritual powers, and play
juggling tricks with himself in order to amuse an assembled
multitude of idlers and fools. Is it consistent, | ask ye, O
Christians, for one moment to suppose that the Almighty would
come upon earth, as a conjuror, in the shape of a dove? By the
bye, | may here add, as a supplementary note to this anecdote
of the exangelists, that it was fortunate guns were not invented
then, for certainly their pigeon would have been served up in a
pie.

With regard to the temptation of Christ by the prince of hell,
Matthew and Luke do not agree in the order wherein the events
happered. Now to many this may appear a ridiculous desire in
me to find out as many petty and immaterial faults as | can; but
| only ask, would not two historians, who lived at the same
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time, and who were intimately acquainted, as they tell us, with
the subjecbf their annals, both exactly agree in this matter, as
well as all others; particularly as the rate at which Jesus
travelled from mountains to pinnacles of temples was so
exceedingly swift. The idea of the Devil flying away with a
God!!! Matthew representthe flight to the pinnacle as the
second event, but Luke makes it the third. This then is an
incongruity and inconsistency which ought not to exist in a
book which people absurdly call
And here | may ask, what possible meaning therebean
that sentence which Matthew has extracted from one of the
books called Prophets, and which immediately follows this
singular history of the temptation ? The passage to which |
allude is this, AThat it might I
Esaias th prophet, saying, the land of Zebulun and the land of
Nephthalim, by the way of the sea, beyond Jordan, Galilee of
the Gentiles.o0o As if | were to
land of Hampshire, by the way of the sea, beyond Thames,
Middlesex of the ENgi s h . 0
Thomas Paine has exposed the imposition of this passage;
but as his works, as | have afore said, are seldom read, or kept
in houses or libraries, | will place this sentence properly as he
has placed it. Matthew extracts it from Isaiah, chap. bsesér
which stands thus: [ ANeverthele
such as was in her vexation, when at the first he lightly afflicted
the land of Zebulundnd the land of Nephthafiand afterwards
did more grievously afflict hefpy the way of the sea, yand
Jordan [in] Galilee of the nations
And out of this verse, in order to apply it to his own use, has
Matthew scratched an unintelligible sentence, circumscribed to
a few names jumbled together in a heap, and called a prophecy.
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People are so accustoth® read the Bible and believe it,-be
cause they are told it is true, that they do not think of examining
each verse separately; for | ask them, what sense exists in my
parallel application of English names above? And therefore, in
the verse, as it is qted by Matthew, there is no more sense. A
common geography may be called a prophecy of Wellington,
because it has in its pages the names of the towns which
Wellington took, and of the plains where that illustrious hero
fought for the honour of his countrere it my object in this
treatise to examine the prophecies, | might easily prove them
as undeservedly bearing the names, as Mr. Paine has already
exposed them. My object in writing this is to show where
Matthew and Luke are at variance, and thence moecto the
conclusion that neither are to be believed; consequently the
whole system of the Christian church is false; for if out of
evidence on a trial, the least tittle be untrue, all the rest falls to
the ground. Sophists and theologians, to establisin dwn
ends, have so long deceived nations and people with their
plausible writings, and apparent explanations of religious
doctrines which admit of many meanings, that it is now time
for those, who can see the errors abundant in such a system, to
exposethese absurdities and falsehoods, and to redeem some
few at least from the horrible ideas they entertain of their God,
who attribute to the Almighty power the capability of seducing,
and openly avowing his seduction, of a virgin engaged to be
married, or ba married woman (it matters dothe crime and
impossibility remain the same); and who imagine their
omnipotent Creator pushed to such an extremity, that he can do
nothing to save mankind without sending his son to suffer upon
the cross. If this be trughen God is dependent on a higher
power still, which power signified to him the necessity of the
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alternativd iyou must either sacrifice
mu st be irrecoverably destroyed,
in obedience to this higher power, caothe alternative of
crucifying his son. But we know that there is no higher power
than God, and therefore this supposition is ridicudoand yet
the story of the sacrifice of Christ depends upon this
supposition, and is also ridiculous. But Christian<éoy my
argument still further) say that Christ is Gothat he is part of
God that he is one of the three which are in ®@ne
consequently he is the one God. Now if he were separated from
God, there would be two, and this is opposite to the Christian
creed.But if the son then really died upon the cross, then God
died, for God is the son, and the son is God. Therefore God
himself came down from heaven, and died upon a cross, and
was deceased for three daySod died for three dagsthe
God of heaven and earteased to exist: what then became of
the whole system of world8?who directed, who governed the
luminous bodies and celestial globes with which the heavens
teem? Either God died, or there are two Gods, that is, God and
the Son: the first is impossible, anlde last is what even
Christians themselves deny, and anything improbable,
generally gains credit with them, therefore neither are true.
After relating anecdotes which Matthew entirely leaves out,
Luke mentions one, where Jesus casts out an unclean spirit
chap. iv. verse 33. This the other evangelist also leaves out,
notwithstanding that, according to Luke, in consequence of it,

AnThe fame of Jesus went out int
round about.o It then appears, t
immedi ately after the miracle, Ch

and healed Petero6s wifebds mot her
antecedent to this last miracle, which Matthew does mention,
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Matthew represents Jesus as coming down from a mountain,
healing a lepe and raising a centurion's servant from a bed of
sickness, which story is not mentioned by Luke till ch.9 p. vii.,
which is the same thing with regard to the present time as if it
were not mentioned at all: and it is immediately after all this
that he pgormed the miracle in Peter's house.

If | were to mention a man, who performed some mighty
feat at a particular house, and added that this man went from a
church immediately to this house; and if afterwards another
historian represented him coming straighom a distant
mountain, and doing two or three other marvellous things in his
way, which must not only have taken up his time considerably,
but also have greatly added to .his fame; if such as this
happened, | say, would future ages put much confidénce
either of our stories? Would the
are not obliged to believe this, for the two authors detail it
di fferently. o And were not t he
enough for Luke to record in their place? Matthew tells a story
Luke leaves out, and vice versa, and yet these histories are
evidently not intended to be continuations or supplementary to
each other, because both sometimes relate the same stories in
the same style, and in almost the same langdaa,for
instance, the wordsf John Baptist, and the words in the
temptation. This then still further proves that the whole
anecdotes were written from oral traditioas, when each
evangelist heard them, he arranged them as he diked,
course, taking care to put the birth firstddhe crucifixion last.

The story that Matthew next states is about the obedience of
the winds to the words of Christ, and then regarding the herd of
swine. This tale is also told by Luke, but the chronology of the
two is totally different. Many events hawtervened between
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the miracle in Peter's house, and this one according to Luke, but
none according to Matthew, unless the general sentence in
chap. viii. verse 16, denote anyut this sentence is also to be
found in Luke, chap. iv. verse 40. Moreoverthwiegard to the
miracle of the swine, Matthew mentions two men, and Luke
but one, from whom the devils were expelled. Would these
inconsistencies exist if the whole were true? Would there be
this disagreement, if the event were fact? No! it is the same
thing as if | were to write another history of Munchausen, and
transpose the eve@dtgelinquishing some, and adding others.
The whole basis of the Christian Religion is not firmer than that
of the book aboweentioned; and the New Testament is quite
as ridicdous, but not half so interesting in its list of miracles
and gross absurdities. Besides, was it consistent with Christ's
humane character to cause the death of the harmless swine?
Could his power have not laid the devils in the Red Sea, if he
had any powe and if there were any devils? Christians, who
believe such impieties and falsehoods, are greater pigs than
those swine.

Without remarking at length from henceforth, how the
events are transposed (for | have given sufficient proof of the
inaccuracy of tbB chronology already), and without relating
elaborately what tales are narrated by one, and omitted by the
other, | shall merely compare parallel passages, and make my
remarks as heretofore. For be it known, that it is no digression
of mine to make my comemts upon the Christian Religion in
general, as well as to compare the two books called Gospels, as
the nature of the work naturally leads me to do so: and as | wish
all who read it, to be thoroughly convinced of the imposition
that has for eighteen hundrgears been put upon the world.
Nor do | say this alone on mine own authority; for how many
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are there who are actually Deists in their hearts, and have not
the courage to avow it. BuBlin the face of all men, in
opposition to the creed which my late reagtparents professed
and taught m& | am not timid nor backward in expressing my
sentiments on so awful a subject; for | feel it to be a duty | owe
myself and others. | have therefore conspicuously affixed my
name to the first page of this volume; andridé out into the
world, reckless of the critic's gaze and fearless of the Christian's
scorn; without any apprehension of refutation to the arguments
herein used, and with a consciousness of doing what can be
justified. | am not ashamed of the creed Ifps® for my
friends and intimate relatives (were they appealed to) would
confirm this declaration, in avowing the frequency and
eagerness of my discussions with them on the subject. If any
one found out, and could prove by comparison, that the History
of Rome was entirely false and unfounded, would he not do it?
And if can do the same by the New Testament, may | not also
do it? | deduce my arguments entirely from the book dself
compare two of the histories of Christ together, and mark how
discrepant, howinconsistent, and absurd they are. Impiety,
impossibility, mystery, and nonsense are everywhere evident
and apparent in these histories. And yet we are told that they
are not only the Word of God, but that the men also who wrote
them were inspired. Thihén brings us to the conclusion:
THAT AS GOD DICTATED TO ONE AFTER THE OTHER,
HE FORGOT, AS HE SPOKE TO THE SECOND, WHAT HE
HAD SAID TO THE FIRST.

According to Matthew, chap. xi. verse 1, Jesus now sends
out his disciples to preach in the world. While thegere
absent, performing miracles, healing sicknesses, &c. &c., this

evangelist goes on to say, At hat
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of Christ, and sent two of his disciples to say unto him, art thou

he t hat shoul d cCome, ® This d o we
contradicts a former part of the Gospel (so called), where chap.

iii. verse 13, Jesus comes from Galilee to Jordan unto John to

be baptized." John here recognizes the promised Messiah, and

says il have need to be baptize
me 7Aad also in the gospel of the evangelist John, the Baptist
says these words, seeing Jesus

Lamb of God, which taketh away the sins of the world; this is
he of whom | said, after me cometh a man that is preferred
before me. And knew him not; but that he should be made
manifest to Israel, therefore came | baptizing with water. And
John bare record, saying, | saw the spirit descending from
heaven like adore, and it abode upon him. And | knew him not;
but he that sent me to baptiwéth water, the same said unto
me, Upon whom thou shalt see the spirit descending and
remaining upon him, the same is he which baptizeth with the
Holy Ghost. And | saw and bare record that this is the Son of
God. o

How many contradictions have we herehetn Matthew
and himself, and between Matthew and John. Matthew, as |
have already shown, makes out that John knew Jesus the
moment he saw hiéh before the dove came down; and John
makes out that the Baptist did not know Jesus before the
descension of the Bjt. Moreover, Matthew afterwards
represents John Baptist as ignorant that this was the Christ
(chap. xi. verse 3), and again the evangelist John would infer
that the Baptist first knew Chri

5 According to Matthew, Herod then did not put John to death, for
Herod is dead at this tienotso according to Luke.
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of Gé&cd and then denied hisowledge of him, till the
descent of the spirit convinced John who Christ was, and which
was hé’.

And what does Luke sa§?n chap. vii. verse 19, John
sends his disciples to Jesus to ask Jesus the same question as is
found i n Matt hewhouldicgsmetordofwe u he
| ook for another?06 But this even
before Jesus sent out his own disciples, and in Matthew it
happened immediately after. But it was immediately after
Chri st sent out his di Heod,pl es,
hearing of the things that were done, supposed that it was John
(whom he had beheaded) risen frc
9. And behold, in chap. xiv. of Matthew, Herod is again alive,
notwithstanding this evangelist had killed him while Jesus wa
a young child in Egypt (chap. ii. verse 19); and Herod also
makes the same remark concerning thepgearance of John
as is represented in Luke. Luke kills John before Christ sent out
his disciples to publish the Christian faith; but Matthew makes
Johnsend his disciples to Jesus, after the above event.

Jesus must have been a certain different number of years
old, when he performed each individual thing that is related of
him, even supposing many to have been done on the same day;
and each different micde and event in his life must
consequently bear a different date. Therefore Luke and
Matthew have written without any regard to regularity, order,
era, age, or date; for they merely jumble a parcel of anecdotes
together, unconnected by dates, and incomgguas to the

6 Perhaps | had better add, for the information of some few of my
readers, that the Evangelist John, and the Baptist, were not one and
the same person.
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succession in which they consecutively happened, and call it a
LIFE OF CHRIST. Jesus must have either sent out his disciples
into the world before Johnos
before mentioned, or he must have sent them after tipaityn
was made (always in these cases supposing such people, for a
moment, to have existed): when, therefore, one historian fixes
to one circumstance one date, and the other historian gives this
circumstance a different date, and sets it down as happaning
a different period of Jesusb®o
other, the conclusion | come to is, that, supposing all these men
to have existed, one is false and incorrect; and if one be so, it is
no idle conjecture to suppose the rest so; and therd¢fe
whole Christian religion is a false and base fabrication of
falsehood and lies.

| will here give a parallel case to the subject that has just
been discussed. Suppose Smollett and Hume are writing a
history of William Wallace, for instance, and thamollett
relates his first battle to have been at Dumbarton, his second at
Irvine, and his third at Falkirk. Then Hume, we can suppose,
represents Falkirk first, Dumbarton second, and Irvine last.
When no actual dates are affixed to every event in a rifan's
provided it know the first, the mind can imagine all the rest, at
least near enough for its own convenience and use in rendering
the order of each sufficiently intelligible. Therefore, to carry
my parallel case still farther, | will give dates to leasent
there mentioned; and suppose that Smollett's stand th2@0,
1222, 1230. Then Hume's events have different dates attached
to them; for instance, Dumbarton, which with Smollett is 1220,
is with Hume 1222, and so on. If such were the case, either
Snollett or Hume must be wrong, as is here sufficiently
exemplified; and it requires no stretch of fancy, and no great
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leap beyond the boundary of strict consistency, to apply the
same case to Matthew and to Luke, which may be easily done.
However, to digresfor a moment, | must here observe, that |
know of no other more effectual way of proving these matters,
than by bringing forward parallel cases, embracing other
subjects. | proceed to apply my paragraph. Suppose Jesus to
have been thirty years old (Lukie 23) when he was baptized,
thirty-one when John sent his disciples, and tkistg when he

sent out his own apostles. This is according to Luke, we may
suppose. But according to Matthew, he was thirty years old
when he was baptized, thirpne when hesent out his own
followers, and thirtytwo when the Baptist dispatched disciples
to make the aforenentioned inquiry. Here, then, is a parallel
application of my passage, selident, seHconvincing: and |
again defy all Christian theologians and casuistrefute these
arguments.

The only argument they coul d uc
and Luke have certainly neglected order and data in their lives
of Jesus Christ; but as long as we have the heads of events, and
the principal particulars of hisistory, it signifies little about
the time of his life in which each individual thing took place;
and as long as the evangelists gave us these material portions,
they were not nice as to the order in which they set them down.
Moreover, as they are nottically particular, we should not be
s0.0 This could be their only re
the chronology of Christ's histori@sand yet, | dare affirm,
they would deem this reply decisive and convincing; and
perhaps they would qualify it with a lirconcerning the
mysteries of Christ's religion, and the inscrutable ways of God,
which are beyond the power of mortal comprehension,
circumscribed as it is, to explore satisfactorily and evidently.
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Yet these very men would reject the history of Rome or
Greece in the same light, placed in the same situation; but they
pretend to believe in a book teeming with contradictions in
chronology, in events, and in order. Why, | will ask, do the
histories of Christ not agree, if they be true? Would God entrust
his hdy word to scraps of parchment, which did not appear
consistent one with the other? Compare the genealogies of
Christ one with the other, as Luke and Matthew describe them.
Did God, as he dictated to each, forget the long list of names he
had given to théirst, and invent new ones for the pages of the
second? Compare John, chap. i. verse 22, with Matthew, chap.
iii. verse 13. And compare Matthew, chap. iv. verse 16, with
Isaiah, chap. ix. verse 1. Is this last a prophecy? | dare say there
be many who haveever compared the prophecies as they are
represented to be in the New Testament, with the passages from
which they are taken in the Old. If so, | would advise them to
do it speedily, and to assist themselves in the task by a perusal
of An Examination oftte Propheciesby Thomas Paine.

How many are there, alas! far advanced in years, now
tottering on the verge of the grave, standing as it were on the
brink of two worlds, virtuous men and professed Christians. It
is my greatest source of misery to beholesth people, many
of whom are gifted with sublime talents and an elegant mind,
whose reasonings on all matters not relating to religion are
stable and firm, whose opinions in things temporal are with me
decisive and unquestionable, and whose advice in iyorld
affairs is sage and go@d say it is my greatest source of grief
to see these venerable and worthy patriarchs about to die in all
the darkness of the Christian faith, without a prospect of the
shadowy clouds of imposture and absurdity being cleared away
from the horizon of their days. The aim dispenses light and joy
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even when veiled by a misty cloud; but how much more
resplendent is its blaze at what time a passing breeze disperses
the thick shadows that would obscure the god of day! Oh! that
it were inmy power to lead these men, while the vital spark yet
remains in their bodies, from the devious paths of error and
absurdity to the straight road of light and truth, to the pure and
untainted creed of Deism! How much happier would be their
last moments, wdm, ere the cold hand of Death had affixed its
permanent mark on their chilling features, their ideas and
feelings with regard to their Almighty God were directed and
implanted in the right road, and were free from the base and
designing plots of churchmeand of priests! Instead of
troubling themselves with sacraments and prayers to a feigned
Redeemer, they would pour forth their souls to the one and only
God, who would give them hope, and courage, and faith. Then,
in their last moments, if they shed artear if they heaved a
parting sigh, the first would be in regret at the long blindness
which enveloped them ere their eversion, and the latter
would be expressive of a prayer to the Almighty Father, the one
and only God, that he would be graciouslyagked to open the
eyes also of all the earth.

Matthew and Luke, however, to continue with my
comparison, both agree in the pusillanimity of Christ, as
appears by chap. xvi. verse 20, of the one, and by chap. ix. verse
2, of the other. After so public an amciation (as the descent
of the Holy Spirit of God in the shape of a dove, supposing for
an instant this event to be true
and celestial mission, all those parts of Judea at least must have
known him, for Luke gives us tonderstand that there were
others standing by at what time the pigeon descended; chap. iii.
verse 21. Surely it was not visible to Jesus and to John alone.
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Besides, in Luke, chap. iv. from verse 33 to the end, the very
devils themselves acknowledge Christd those people in the
synagogue at Capernaum, chap. iv. verses 33, 34, 41, must have
heard the demons cry out, or else what use was their
excl amation of iThou, Jesus of
Christ, the son of God!oyLuke a
here contradict each other, but they contradict themselves, and
contradict common sense. But a man who could so alter and
reduce a verse, as Matthew did, chap. iv. verse 15, could write
anything, and would not be particular as long as he gained his
end,which end was an imposture upon the world, of a book of
absurdities. Or even if Matthew did not write the book which
bears his name, and if there never lived such a man, still the
foregoing remark equally applies to those who were the authors
of it.

We nowcome to the transfiguration. Matthew begins, chap.

XVii. ver se 1, t hus: AfAnd after
James, and John his brother, up
But Luke commences, chap. ix. ve

pass, about anieg ht days &a Hére both thdhi s, 0
evangelists would represent a certain time after a fixed date,
because the words of Christ which immediately precede the
transfiguration are the same in both books, and relating to the
same event. But even an inaaey of two days should not be
found in the WORD OF GOD, particularly as we are
continually told that the men who wrote these Gospels were
inspired by God. | suppose this transfiguration happened at
nighttime, as no one else in the world saw it, and ax po
Simon Peter appears to have been so uncommonly drowsy that
he could scarcely keep his eyes open. What a much more noble
idea would it have been, for the evangelist to have imagined the
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glory of the Saviour so transcendant and insuperable, that it was
too much for mortal eyes to bear! Butithis would have
savoured too closely as an imitation of the story told in Heathen
mythology, about Jupiter and Semele. If Christ had so
transfigured himself on the top of a high mountain, why did he
not let all the J&s see him? and that would have been a certain
conviction to them of his divine nature. Was it not selfish and
partial of Jesus to admit but three to his phantasmagorian show,
when he had the distribution of the tickets for admission?
particularly as he soe time after rebukes his apostles for
guarreling about which was the greatest, making this remark,

iHe t hat is |l east among Vyou, t h
excluding nearly all, he takes with him that prince of liars,
Peter; to whom, lam certain,Jesual | uded when he
devil was the father of |lies. 0

The application of that verse in Matthéweh. xviii. v. 13, is

not even good in a worldly point of view, much less then in a
heavenly sense; for how can it be for .a moment supposed that
God carhave more pleasure with a man who has been half his
life bad and the latter half good, than with a man who has spent
every day of his existence in the world, morally, charitably, and
virtuously? The idea is absurd, and only further proves the
ignorance ad fallacy displayed in the New Testament. Here
also | may apply a parallel case. Were the King of England to
make a selection of ministers out of a number collected before
him, whose characters and histories he well knew, would he, O

fAnd if so be that he find it, ver.i
more of that sheep than of theninety ne whi ch went not
Also, see Luke, chap. xv, verse 4.
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Christians, prefer methat he knew to have been half their lives
dishonest and vicious, and the remaining part, up till the age
when they stood before him, penitent and géadould he
prefer these to persons who had never sustained even the
tainted breath of calumny withousivanishing from them as
steam from a pure glass?

I now come to the miracle which Jesus performed on the
blind man, or blind men (for on this point the men called
evangelists differ), in his road to Jerusalem. Matthew, chap.
X X ., ver se 2 9y depased $ram Jérigho,dwo a s
blind men, sitting by the wagide, cried out, saying, Have

mercy on us, O Lord, t hou son
iAS

chap. XViii. ver se 36, t hat

certain blind man sat by the wayi d e b dhisgto sag . 0
nothing of the number of the men healed, as it is represented by
each author, an absolute contradiction with regard to the place;

for Luke, in the next chapter,

passed through Jer i adpacyintheler e
number, but also in the place; and this is the way | account for
it. A verbal tradition was handed down from father to son, that

t

C

c

C

ffa man, probably a great physici

person, or two people, of blindnessneardeoc; 6 s o t hat

these historians, called evangelists, or whoever were the
authors of the books bearing their names, came to relate it, they
were not particular as to which road it happened on, so as it is
represented as taking place somewhezar Jericlo: in the
same way | might relate a story of a circumstance happening
on the road out of London towards Canterbury, and another
person might relate it as taking place on the road out of London
to Southampton. And, if we did so, what would be the inference
all rational people would draw from this discrepancy? Why,
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that we never saw it at all. But still we are given to understand
that Matthew and Luke attended Jesus amongst his apostles and
disciples, and were probably present at this miracle (supposing
one b have existed); then the conclusion we still come to is,
that one of them writes an untruth; and to press the matter still
further, we believe that neither ever saw it all. But here | drop
any further remarks upon this pretended miracle: the
inconsistencypeaks for itself.

The next thing I. am led to discuss is the discrepancy that
exists between the two parables that mention a future state. |
mean, concerning the judgmeddy in Matthew, chap. xxv.
verse 31, and the story of the rich man and Lazarus ke,
chap. xvi. verse 19. The impression that Matthew leaves upon
the mind of his reader is, that there is a general day of judgment
at the end of t he wlshall @meifiwhen

his glory, and all the Hthsly ang
day the dead are in a state of
before him (Jesus) shall be gath

But Luke leaves an idea upon the mind of him who peruses
his tedious history, that immediately a man dies his soul is
saved or condemneg¢gb i nst ant judgment; for
beggar died and was carried by the angels into Abraham's
bosom; and that the rich man also died, and was buried, and in
hell he | ift up his eyes, being
Then, again, this salvation of the one and eomdation of
the other are evidently proved to be before the end of the world,
that is, before the world was summoned universally to the
judgmentseat; because we have these words handed down to
us by the same evangelist, immediately after the former

8 So-called.
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quotat o n , at the 27th wverse. AThen

thee therefore, father Abraham, that thou wouldest send

Lazarus to my father's house, for | have five brethren, that he

may testify unto them, lest they also come into this place of

torment. Abrahamaith unto him, They have Moses and the

prophets, let them hear these; for if they will not hearken unto

Moses and the prophets, neither will they be persuaded, though

one were to rise from the dead. 0
| now pass on to the denial of Jesus by Simon Peter.

Matthew, in chap. xxvi. verse 69, represents that two maids,

and then an indefinite number of men, accused Peter of being

with Jesus of Nazareth. But Luke, chap. xxii. verse 06, says

it hat a certain maid behel d hi m,

that,tama, 0 whom Peter says, fAMan, |
followers: and lastly a single individual, in opposition to

Matt hewos number, addressed t he
similar words; to whom the reply

thou sayest. o

Now this also @ads me to consider the circumstances of
Peterds smiting off the servant
who already sought the disciples of Christ, as well as Jesus
himself, would have immediately recognised Peter as one, and
would have presently s&d him, making this outrage an
excuse for putting them both to death: or, at all events, they
would have brought forward his resistance to their authority as
an accusation at the trial before Pontius Pilate, the Roman
governor. But nd Peter gets off, nobgdknows how, the ear
is healed, and nothing is said of the circumstance at the
judgmentseat. The excuse alone of such an outrage upon the
Jewish authorities, as was committed by Peter, would have
been a much better plea for crucifying Jesus, than all the
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evidence which it appears the witnesses brought against him.
Thus we see Luke and Matthew get their friend and fellow
impostor Peter into a scrape, but forget to tell us how he got out
of it: but soon after his unfortunate adventure with Malchus, we
find him following Jesus afar off. He then smells a nice warm
fire, and deliberately seats himself by it, to see how the events
of the day would end; and by way of a little pastime, mutters
over his vocabulary of oaths and curses, denying the very
Redeemer he fierwards preached for so strenuously, and
perjuring himself, almost in the very presence of his God.

But to continue. Luke mentions that Pilate sent Jesus to
Herod but Matthew has entirely forgotten the circumstance.
Moreover, the very superscription ovde cross of Christ is
differently represented; for according to Matthew i is:

THIS IS [JESUS] THE KING OF THE JEWS
and Luke writes iy
THIS IS THE KING OF THE JEWS

and here | cannot help noticing
about t hebusMark affrmstt o bave been the third
hour, chap. xv. verse 25. Now, all the hours in those days were
with the Jews or Romans universally reckoned from six
ob6clock; consequently, Jesus was
to Luke, and at nine o'clock @arding to Mark.

But to drop this digression, and to continue with my

compari son. Luke, in verse 33 o0
crucified him, and the malefactors, one on his right hand, and
the other on his |l eft.o Then ag
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say ng, verse 39, AfAnd one of
h a n g &cd and yet | suppose theologians will get over this,
by affirming that crucifixion is hangirdy but that would be a
quibble. Matthew says nothing of the thief repentimagd, on

his conversion, being promised by Christ the joys of paradise;
but he gives us to understand that both reviled him; for he says,

t h

fiThe thieves also cast the same

circumstance, as a malefactor upon the cross or tgibbe
acknowledging Christ, consistent with the power of a God,
would not have escaped Matthew's pen, had he heard of it at
the period when he wrote his book, which men call the Gospel.
Neither, again, would Luke have left out that remarkable and
supplicatine x pr essi on of AEIli, EI i,
heard it; although it is no more than what a common
highwayman might sing out on the drop at the Old Bailey. What
is more natural than for a sinful man to cry out at his execution,
AMy God, myasGodt, howhyf chr saken
what a God would exclaim to a God; nor what the son of God
would apply to his father, which father he formed a part, and
was that father and the son too, all in oneegaal in power.

Not but what this circumstancea of a piece with the former
pusillanimity of our SAVIOUR (as he is facetiously termed);
when he departed and hid himself from the Jews, at what hour
they took up stones to cast at him; when he was afraid lest those
who benefited by his skill in healinghould publish his fame

and his powers; and when he addressed the multitude thus, who
came out to take him: ifBe ye
swords and staves? When | sate with you daily in the temple,

9 1If he were hanged, how, in the name of common sense, could he
speak?
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ye stretched forth no hands against me; bigt is your hour,
and the hour of darknesso was n
multitude, as if Jesus had not found his account in being taken
prisoner?

To proceed, however: Luke makes no mention of the visits
and morning calls, which the ghosts of depdrsaints paid to
divers people in the city; and | have before shown that Luke's
account i s not suppl ementary tc
inference | draw from the omission of this very important event
is, that our friend Luke never had it in his powemtention
itd and this for a capital reasdrbecause he had never heard
of it.

I now come to the last chapters of these books of deceptions
and lies, each commencing with the resurrection. Now Jesus
had himself said, that he should be three days and thriets nig
in the grave, as Jonah was the type thereof, who was the same
length of time in the body of the whale. But how does this
prophecy agree with the event, as it is recorded by the
evangelists? From the sixth hour, that is, twelve o'clock, on
Friday, till early on Sunday morning, was Christ in the grave,
being a space of about thirgyght hours, instead of seventy
two, as it should have been if Christ's prophecy were fulfilled.
Luke begins his conclusive chapt
theweek,verg ar | y i n &d,eerebpindicatimgg , 0
was morning. But Matthew says, i
i t b e ga né&ct, iotendira worrgpr@sent that it was not
yet Sunday morning, but Saturday night still.

Matthew's angel was seated on anstoutside the door of
the sepulchre; which stone, with his own spiritual fingers, this
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divine messenger had rolled away. But, in opposition to this,
Luke describeswo angels standingpsidethe sepulchré®

Matthew's angel tells the women thefall see Jesus in
Galilee, and, lo! they meet him almost outside the tomb. Then
Christ, by appointment, according to Matthew, meets his
disciples at the top of a mountain in Galilee; howbeit, some
doubted. Luke represents him appearing to the eleveregs th
sate at meat in Jerusalem; he then says that Jesus led them out
as far as Bethany, and blessed them, and was taken from them.
Matthew does not actually say that Jesus was taken from them
on the summit of this mountain; but by Christ's parting address,
and by the abrupt conclusion, he evidently means to infer that
it was thence their pretended Redeemer was snatched away.

Conclusion

Thus, then, are these infamous tales of pretended miracles and
imaginary visions proved unfounded and untrue, by the very
internal evidence they themselves afford. They have been
fathered upon a set of men who never existed; or if they did
exist, only lent themselves to an imposition, which was to
redound to their own immediate advantage and profit. The book
I have here writte, | challenge all the sophists and theologians
of the present day to refute; and resting certain that the
inconsistencies and incongruities existing in the book called the
Bible will some day be recognised by all nations which now
profess Christianity, its my fervent and constant hope that

10 That the reader may continue his comparisons farther still, |
would advise 42, him to read Mark's and John's account of these
circumstances.
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others will, like myself, and like Mr. Paine before me, lend their
abilities to expose the absurdities of the Christian creed, and to
root out of the hearts of men the errors and darkness that have
long there existed.

One word more. Should this little volume meet with the
approbation and favour of those thinking few, who profess the
creed of Deism, and exemplify their superior sense and
understanding by casting off the impositions of priests and
churchmen, my labours Winot have been vainly bestowed,
and | shall remain grateful and satisfied. Nor will my
endeavours to expose the imposition, which has now for
eighteen hundred years existed in the world, rest here. Were
this volume to be received, as | before expressgskh) with
the favour and countenance of some few whose sentiments and
opinions coincide with mine, | shall avail myself, but not, |
hope, presumptively, of their kind approbation, and shall
follow up this publication with another volume of arguments
derived from another source, to prove the deceit of our
ancestors in handing us down impious and absurd works, with
the title of the WORD OF GOD blazoned on their pages. Not
that the creed of Deism requires any further supports or any
other arguments to maimaits truth, than what have been
already afforded and advanced in its favour; but that those who,
after the perusal of this and the like works, remain still
sceptical, and hover in vacillation and doubt between two
creeds, may have as many opportunitiegerg them of
conviction and conversion as possible.

Gentle reader, farewell.

THE END.
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Constantina; on the Importance of its Occupation by the
French

Marshall Crauset was the first who fully appreciated the
reduction of Constantina, oather foresaw the advantages to
be gained by its acquisitidh.That measure has nevertheless
met with opponents both in Algiers and Paris. It will therefore
be our object throughout this article to demonstrate the absolute
necessity which obliged thedtrch to undertake the expedition,
not only in consideration of their northern possessions in
Africa, but also with regard to their political credit and
reputation at home and at foreign courts. We will, moreover,
show that Constantina is a most importantr to occupyd

first, as a commercial city of wealth and opulence; secondly, as
an useful position between the desert and the most fertile
provinces of the kingdom of Tunis; and thirdly, as a central
mart for the traders of the northern with the southetarges.

Nor shall we fail to notice, in the course of our disquisition, the
fertility of the province which forms the half of the territory of
Algiers, and the characteristics of its inhabitants.

Constantina, formerly called Cirtha, was founded by the
Carthaginians, and was indebted for its splendour and extent to
the lone reign of Masinissa. He was the first who taught the
wandering tribes of Masaesylians to build fixed habitations and
cultivate the plains of Hamsah. Scipiaemiliug added the
valley of the Bagradas to the kingdom of Masinissa and of
Micipsa, his sorin-law, and the whole took the name of

“O0riginal citation: G.W. M. Reynol
| mportance of its QObedvoghftt i on by t
Magazine March 1837, pp. 2285.

ds
he
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Numidia. Numidia was devastated by the rival armies of
Marius and Sulla, and its produce was wasted by the exorbitant
demands of the Roman proconsaisd finally by the civil war.
Hiempsal, conquered by Cesar at Thapsus, together with Cato
and Labienus, lost a portion of his kingdom; but Cirtha was still
left to him, and the mercantile transactions which he carried on
with the interior of Africa reegablished his fortune. At length

in the year 45 a. d. Numidia became a Roman province and was
governed by proconsuls.

In process of time the luminous influence of the Christian
religion was even spread over Numidia; but the internal
tranquillity of the peple was soon interrupted by the schisms
that originated from the various doctrines preached by the
followers of Arian and other sectarians, In the midst of fanatical
tumult Cirtha was reduced by the hands of incendiary
religionists to a heap of ruins. Cdastius, the son of
Constantinus the Great;baiilt it in the year 340 a. d., and gave
its present name of Constantina.

Constantina suffered much from the devastations of the
Vandals; it however retained its municipal privileges and
franchise, which it h& borrowed from the Romans or
Carthaginians. In 659 it was overrun by the Arabs, but its
inhabitants did not embrace the Mussulman creed until the year
710. Finally, having recognised many different masters, and
having fallen into a variety of hands, thacent city was
submitted to the sway of the deputies of the Ottoman Empire,
in the year 1550.

The richness of a soil the most fertile in Africa, a vast
population welinitiated in agricultural knowledge, its trade in
the centre of Africa, and its advag&ous situation between the
finest tract of Belegkl-jerede, or the county of dates, the
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province of Sousah, which is the finest part of the kingdom of
Tunis, and the territory of Algiers; these circumstances have
given a certain importance to Constantiwljch existed even
under the arbitrary sway of the Turks and their despotic Beys.
Its exports were chiefly sent to Tunis, through the medium of
El Juef and Juayrouan on the east, and by the mountainous
chains of Aouress and Maheghalahs, or on the nortthdy
Magerdah and Byzerte. This extensive trade excited the
jealousy of the Dey of Algiers, who declared war against the
Bey of Tunis in the years 1782 or 1783. These hostilities, which
were rendered remarkable by no extraordinary combat nor
instances ot érosim, were interrupted by the plague in 1784,
and the contagious disease robbed both armies of their flower
and support.

Until the year 1780 the population of Constantina amounted
to nearly 50,000 inhabitants, at present it does not reach the
moiety of hat number. We may also add that until the period
of its disasters in 1784, it sent to Tunis a monthly caravan of
merchandise to the value of 100,000 Spanish piastres, making
an annual sum total of 260,d0@Constantina had at the same
time a trade with Boa, the small seports of Quol and Storra,
and the Royal African Company of Marseilles, to the amount
of 200,000. per annum. Within the few last years the
commercial intercourse between Constantina and Tunis has
experienced a rapid and considerable iasee and we cannot
entertain the slightest doubt that if Achrigety had been less
sanguinary and less frequent in his depredations, that trade
must have been solely confined to Constantina, instead of being
distributed between that city and Tuggurt. Wel wiideavour
to furnish the reader with an idea towards the support of this
proposition.
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Let him conceive a vast desert presenting a superficies of
2,400,000 square geographical miles, from the coast of Africa
on the Mediterranean to Tokrour, Mely, and Cyuzarah. This
desert, which receives the four different names of Nubia, Libya,
Barqua, Ouaday, and Saahrah, offers five distinct and direct
lines of communication for commercial intercourse between
the north, the four states of Barbary, and Lower Egypt; the
south, the kingdoms of Tokrour, Bornou, Houssa, and
Sackatou; and the federations of Mely and Ouanquarah, which
of al] central African provinces are the farthest advanced
towards a state of comparative civilization.

The desert is intersected with occasionrocks or
mountains, formed of a species of fiene, and about sixty
or eighty vegetative islands called oases, varying in extent and
in population. These isolated spots offer a species of Elysian
repose to the traveller amongst that vast ocean andsal
trackless waste of sand.

The inhabitants of Tokrour exchange their produce with the
northern provinces, while those of the oases are obliged to
purchase rain, &c., at a high price, and are necessitated to pay
in specie with that money which the odosmsl visits of
caravans to their fertile spots distribute amongst them. When
these means fail they dispose of their camels, or hire
themselves as labourers to acquit their debts towards their
mercantile neighbours. The first line of communication for the
caravans across the desert is from Cobbé to Cairo. The
direction extends over the deserts of Nubia and Libya, thence
to Egypt by Assouan. We need scarcely inform the reader that
Cobbé is the capital of Darfour.

The point ofrendezvousor the caravans ohe second line
of communication is at Borgoo. Thither flock the merchants of
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Ouada and Dursallah. From Borgoo the caravan passes on in a
northerly direction towards Augelah. This journey is
undertaken six or seven times in the course of the year. From
Augdah the caravan turns to the east and pursues its march to
Alexandria.

The third line of communication is from Bornou, the banks
of the Yeowry and lake Tchad. This caravan follows a direction
entirely northern as far as Morzouk, the capital of FeZzan:
arnived at Morzouk, the various divisions destined for the oases
of the Tuats, the centre of Saharah, and the republic of
Ghadamis, separate to pursue each its respective march. The
grand caravan or main body continues its northerly route to
Sokna, where thevhole break up into small parties for Tripoli,
Bengahzi, and the other sparts of the Gulf of Syria.

The fourth line of commercial intercourse is from Houssa,
Sackatoo, Meli, and Agdas (an oasis of the Tuaricks), whence
the caravan starts. On its arifiv@the centre of the oasis of the
Tuats, it is joined by a detachment from Timbuctoo; it then
continues its march towards Tunis, Tripoli, and othefrs®ts
in the neighbourhood, passing through Mozab, Touzer, and
Tuggurt, whence goods are exported ton§tantina and
Algiers.

The fifth line is from Timbuctoo and Arowan, in a northerly
direction, to Fez, Tlemsen, and Oran. This caravan is laden with
all the choicest productions of Meli, Ouanquarah, Joliba, Jeuné,
Sego, Sausarding, Yamina, and Bamakopalises through
Tafeclata in the course of its journey.

These caravans, which are composed each of 800 to 2000
camels, perform upwards of sixteen or seventeen journeys
between the months of September and June. The total amount
of these expeditions is 22000 25,000 camels laden with
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merchandise, each camel bearing 400lbs weight of goods,
besides his food, water, and the rider. Thus, in going and
returning, there are employed annually in those seventeen
expeditions, from 45,000 to 50,000 camels laden withds,

and from 18,000,000 to 20,000,000lbs of merchandise destined
for export or import from Central Africa.

Of these 22,000 to 25,000 camels, both going and returning,
upwards of 6500 to 7000 are bound for Egypt: they belong to
the caravans of Darfound Ouaday: 4000 to 4500 more are
destined for Tripoli and the various sgarts on the Gulf of
Syria; and about 3500 to 4000 are intended for Tunis and
Constantina, from which latter place Algiers and Bona are
supplied. This forms the total amount of theavans on the
third and fourth line.

The caravans bound for the south are more heavily laden
than those that return from that quarter; but the latter are the
wealthier. The former are chiefly charged with grain and
convertibles for the oases in the imrad vicinity of their line
of march. Those caravans which return from the south are
enriched by upwards of 80,000 black slaves of every age and
of both sexes, and by 4000 camels or horses, besides 50,000
ounces of gold dust.

The value of the merchandiseaported from Central to
Northern Africa and to the western provinces by the ports of
the Senegal, annually amounts to upwards of 3,200;00t
the value of the exports from the Mediterranean shores, the
Senegal, and the gulphs of Benin and Biafra, am®uo
2,800,000

To arrive at a just estimate of the value of the burdens of the
camels that are bound from the south to the north, we must first
set apart the actual worth of the slaves, the animals brought
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back, and the gold dust, which last articldyorequires the
services of ten camels,

The actual worth, then, would amount to £168,000

The expenses incidental to, and the profits of t £400,000
Caravans

European trade at the Senegal £320,000
00600
£2,400,000

There therefore remains ftire value of 20,000 £800,000
to 25,000 camels, that have carried convertible

and water for the slaves and the animals broucg

from the south

The worth of a camel, therefore, bound for the north, would
amount to about 32 sterling. This would be subjeto a
considerable and evident augmentation during a journey to the
south.

Again, from the sum of 2,800,000the amount of the
imports from the Mediterranean shores and those of the ocean
to the interior of Africa, we must cut off 400,00@kom the
imports of European goods to the Senegal, and an equal sum
for wages, hire of camels, profits, &c. &c.: we shall then have
about 2,000,000 to answer the value of the 25,000 camels
returning, which would allow 801. for each camel. At the same
time we mustremark that, in the journey to the south, the
caravans unload to deposit their merchandise at certain spots,
and thence traverse whole leagues without a burden, several

51



timesd that their camels are less fatigued on their arrival at the
end of their much and that they are always ready to start again
as promptly as possible.

The population of Tokrour, Meli, and Ouanquarah, is
estimated to be upwards of 10,000,000 of souls; and that of the
oases of the desert is supposed to exceed 3,000,000. The trade
of thosecountries is therefore obliged to supply the wants of
13,000,000 of individuals. The commercial transactions of the
inhabitants of the oases consist chiefly in camels, and those of
Tokrour of horses.

The oases require constant supplies of corn, milldigim
corn, barley and flour, dates, dried fruits, and salt &eat
principally mutton. They moreover require, like the inhabitants
of the south, tissues of all kinds, the productions of India,
spices, coffee, sugar, tea, cutlery, copper, iron, jewels, gold
lace, coral, chingorcelain, paper, weapons, ammunition,
glassware, &c. &c.

The objects of barter are indigo, opium, cochineal, saffron,
plants for dying, certain kinds of spice, drugs, perfumery,iver
wort, resin, varnish, ivory, ostriekeathers, &c., Wich are
exported by means of the caravans. The ports of the Senegal
trade in gums of all species, pabil, rice, mahogany, wax,
skins, tallow, the horns and bones of oxen, slaves, &c.

In our description of the progress and the destinations of the
various caravans, we spoke of them upon an average and
according to ordinary circumstances. But the political situation
of Turkish Africa has lately wrought vast changes in the trade
between the Mediterranean gearts and the south: and it is to
avail themselve of those changes that the occupation of
Constantina is so important to the French. Of the truth of this
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statement we will endeavour to convey an adequate idea to the
reader.

The system of monopoly, established by the viceroy of
Egypt to the utter ruin atultivation and agricultural industry,
not only now diminishes, but in process of time will totally
destroy the trade of Alexandria. MeherAdi, in his gigantic
march towards the civilization of the Egyptians, has stopped
the progress of the trade of Abndria, and has cut off her
commerce in those very articles which contributed to her
wealth and prosperity. Mehernati requires black slaves for
his armies and copper for his arsenals; the merchants of
Alexandria are therefore obliged to neglect the irhpd the
other productions of DeB8aleh, and their profits are less
considerable than they formerly were. The caravans of Darfur,
which only now arrive at Alexandria every eighteen months,
experience moreover a variety of difficulties at the Egyptian
cusbm-houses.

The family of Keramanly, from father to son, has reigned
over Tripoli for upwards of a hundred and thirty years. The
father of the last Dey, SidiussufAly -KeramanlyOglan, was
a man of considerable talents and political knowledge, and a
staun@ protector of the maritime trade as well as that of
Central Africa. His brotheri-law and his nephews were his
ministers.

In 1798 the prince of Fezzan aimed at the sovereignty of
Tripoli; But the Dey Jussuf marched with a large army against
Morzouk, ancbbliged the shiek to recognise the dependence of
his master on the Tripolitan dynasty, and to pay the accustomed
annual tribute. This tribute was augmented to the sum of
10,000. sterling and a hundred black slaves of both sexes. By
this vigorous measuithe Dey confirmed in their pristine state
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of vassalage to himself the oasis of Augelah, and others less
important in the immediate neighbourhood. The republic of
Gadames and the Arabs of Barquah were also reduced to a state
of subjection. The authority ¢fie Dey of Tripoli was therefore
much respected amongst the six tribes of the Tahbous and the
inhabitants of Bornou.

Since the death of Jussuf Dey, his family has been dispersed
and scattered over divers provinces; the commerce of Tripoli
has removed to Bgjahzi, Derna, and other Tripolitan ports on
the coast; and the eldest son of Jussuf has been dethroned and
banished to Asia Minor, by order of the Sultan. Another Pacha
was nominated in his place; but the inhabitants of Tripoli
refused to acknowledge héaithority. The Capitafacha has
been since sent out thither with a considerable fleet, and has
been himself invested with the honours of the Pachalick.

If the rich shieks of Augelah and the republic of Gadames
have hitherto escaped the effects of thosmekiic discords
that embarrass Tripoli, their situation is not the less critical; for
their trade is daily subjected to the annoyances and
impediments thrown in their way by the encroachments of the
Arabs. Hence the third line of communication for the cans
with the south is almost ruined and annulled.

A portion of the merchandise exported from the south by the
fourth line of communication was invariably destined for
Tunis; but Tunis could never benefit by the third line, a portion
of whose caravans ab®und for Tripoli.

The existing Dey of Tunis is detested by his subjects; and
Achmet, Bey of Constantina, has been lately intriguing at
Constantinople to procure the

Tunis has extensive manufactures of woollen tissues, felt
caps, and purpldye. Its plains are fertile, and the productions
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of the highlycultivated province of Sousah are sent to the south
or to the desert. The domestic commerce of Tunis will therefore
always be considerable; but should Constantina be occupied by
the French, Tinis will immediately lose her chief trade with
Tripoli and the desert, and Constantina will appropriate it to her
own advantage.

Since the occupation of Algiers by the French armies, and
since the commencement of the internal commotions of Tripoli,
the maitime commerce of Tunis has more than doubled its
exports and imports. Their gross amount in 1832 exceeded
1,040,000 in 1833, it was 1,002,000The cholera was the
cause of this trifling depreciation. Should the French possess
themselves of Constantirand throw open an undisturbed line
of commerce with France and the Mediterranean, to the north
and the south, we may confidently assert our conviction, that
Ouanquarah, Jeuné, Sego, Sansandiny, Yamina, Bamakou, and
other towns that now send their meratiige by the caravans of
Tafelelt and Aronan, will prefer expediting their southern
productions direct to the Tuats, and receiving, by the same
method of communication, the merchandise which they require
from the Mediterranean sgwrts, rather than trustinsuch
immense wealth to the perfidious and rapacious Moors of
Aronan.

The caravans of the fourth line from the north to the south,
from Agdas to the oasis of the Tuats, will become the most
heavily charged and the wealthiest of any in a very short space.
Their journeys will also be necessarily more frequent. Already
the caravans of Bornou, being no longer able to proceed to
Tripoli, have changed their place of destination, and are now
invariably bound for the oasis of the Tuats.
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That oasis is therefore b® regarded as the most important
in perspective, in the gross amount of its imports and exports.
The highly cultured state in which it is found, the abundance of
its wells, and the excellence of the wétehe morality of its
inhabitant® the wisdom of theSultan of TernyMoun, who
governs the confederation of the oases of the dualisthese
circumstances will eventually tend to aggrandise the fortunes
and the authority of the inhabitants of that oasis. The Tuats are
naturally independent in disposition, agll as from the
circumstance of their central position in the midst of Sabarah;
they love their count§ they are rich and industriodisand to
them belongs the greater portion of the camels that traverse the
desert.

We may also remark that the fourth lisecommunication,
from the north to the south, is much shorter than the third and
the fifth: the march occupies sixtiiree days, and its length is
1100 geographical miles. The third line, on the contrary,
embraces a journey of 1500 miles, and requiresrigthree
days: the fifth occupies eighfgur days. It is scarcely
necessary to state that the fourth line of communication passes
by Constantina; hence the commercial advantages to be reaped
by that city. From the plains of Stowssa, in the midst of vhic
Constantina is situated, the branch caravans have only four
days 6 mar c hfive nsilesdo ascenwlksim, erg they
arrive at the town of Bona, and a much less distance to the gulfs
of Stora and Quol. To Al giers,
172miles to travel.

But to be bried for we have unwittingly spun out this
article of statistics and commercial geography to an unusual
lengthd it is easy to perceive the importance of the reduction
of Constantina and its occupation by the French. At the same
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time the reader need not be astonished at the vehemence and
anxiety with which those measures are desired and anticipated
by the merchants on the African shores of the Mediterranean,
The colonization of Constantina would give to the French all
the advantags accruing to the fourth line of communication
from the south to the north, a portion of those belonging to the
third line, and another pé@rtmore or less importaétof the

fifth. These expeditions would soon surpass in magnitude the
number of 6000 laden wwls, which, even at the
commencement, would enrich Constantina. Their value for the
southern enterprisdsnot counting the slaves, the camels, nor
the horsed is at least 32 for each camel laden with
merchandise.

This makes an aggregate sum of £192,000
Value of 2000 ounces of gold dust £80,000

Expense of transporting 2000 blacks, at £1Z £24,000
piece

Expense of 1500 camels or horses £9,000
00000
£305,000

Six thousand camels, laden with goods inteni £860,00
for the desert and the south, at thée of £60 a

piece

The occupation of Constantina will therefo £665,000
produce by its trading alone
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Having discussed the occupation of Constantina in a
commercial light, we may conclude this article with a few
words on the expediency of the measure in a political light.

The reduction and colonization of Constantina assures to the
French the same feudahssalage, the same subserviency, and
the same submission on the part of the inhabitants, that were
enjoyed by the Dey of Algie®,that is to say, in the countries
of Belledelgerid, or land of dates, as far as Tafélelzab,
Beskorah, and the tract of Blel-gerid as far as the lake of
Melgig,0 together with Ouady, Ouerquelah, Tuggurt, and
OQuadyMoyabés six towns and village

The occupation of Constantina by the French, moreover,
assures to them the alliance of the Dey of Tunis, arftisoside
guarantees him against the machinations of Achmet Bey or any
other usurper at Constantina, as well as against the malignity of
the Porte itself, which would not dare counteract the measures
of the French government. It also offers a means of hrabtei
employment to many French officers now on 4/, and to
those speculative individuals who find too great an opposition
to their schemes in a country where the population is already
overgrown.
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The French Poets and Novelists

Pat One.

The AQuarterly Reviewd some ti me
article against French noveéfin this article the origin of
political revolution in France was attributed to the depraved
taste of the nation with regard to literature, a proposition no less
ridiculous than unfounded. To suppose that the insurrection of
18300 an insurrection having fats object the working of a
great and glorious change in the liberties of a mighty pebple,
depended on the licentiousness of novels and dramas, is to
believe that the heated imaginations of men were fired rather
by the contents of a circulating libratyan influenced by a just
sense of wrong and oppression. That certain political pamphlets
or articles in liberal journals may more or less guide the public
mind, and teach the indolent and careless to think for
themselves, is certain; but that works abongdiwith
voluptuousness and licentiousness can produce the same results
is a speculation as palpably false, as it is adventurously put
forward.

These preliminary remarks may seem to imply an
acknowledgment on our parts, that the aspersion generally cast
onFrench novels by the writer in
correct and well founded. Such acknowledgment, however, we
do not mean to make unconditionally nor without qualification.

The writer in the AQuarterl yo
of stringing t@ether a variety of epithets that we only expect to

2Original <citation: G.W. M. Reynolds
N o v e | Tihes Mostlily, MagazineMay 1837, 52432.
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see in the police reports of th
Life in London. o AA vselvaptaof , St u|
an obscure house had attracti ons:¢
and what then? Whyt follows that his taste was not the best

in the world, and that this, as far as regarded himself, was a
matter more to deplore than to
filthier scoundr el never poll ut e
is partially true: but doesé fact depreciate the value of his

excellent writings? Is it not the substance of the book we look

at, and not the man who wrote it? Supposing it had been
published anonymously, would the world have found its style

more faultless, its argument more pothtiés elucidations more

clear, and its exposition of tyranny and injustice more palpable

than while it bore his name? And are the theories of the

fiContrat Social o as vain, as abs
as the writer i n deahoartofin@ke themt er | y 0
appear? N@ for the sovereignty of the people is indisputably

the peoplebds right:; and no one
choose its own governors. As for

he attacks the fundamental principles and thelkxas of the
doctrines of the Christian religion, who shall dare, in times of
research and enterprise, to revile a man because, not having any
power over volition, he differs in his sectarian principles from
the rest of a small portion of the denizenseafth? It is only
from the propagation of theories that correct systems arise. The
diversified speculations of men afford grounds for the thinking
philosopher to arrive at axioms and to banish doubts. Had
Tycho Bréhé never written, Copernicus would haveaieed
silent: had not the industrious Newton investigated the errors
of Descartes, the world might still have been in comparative
darkness relative to many propositions now demonstrated.
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But , according to the AQuarter
place inEngland some fifty or sixty years ago, it might have
been attributed to the works of Fielding and Smollett; at least
this is a parallel to the reaso
we beg to inform our readers that no French novels contain
such indecentiptures nor such gross language as are to be met
with in the writings of those authors; and, to go back two
centuries and a half, in no French dramas are there found scenes
equal in licentiousness to those that the reader meets with in

AiPericles, TyPeivoceACgimbel i ne, 0 f
Cressida, 0 &c., of Shakespeare.
After some rambling abuse, equally remarkable for its want

of tal ent and of truth, the writ

his grand cannonade with a formidable attack on M. Charles

Paul deKock. We are far from quoting the works of this author

as specimens of morality, but we mean to assert that the
occasional scenes, where a certain looseness prevails, are not

so essentially prejudicial to the cause of virtue and of
temperance, nor paintéa such glowing colours, as the critic

in the AQuarterlyd would seem to
styl e, Paul de Kockds wit cannot
we strongly suspect that the said critic is not very familiar with

the French language, dwaonsequently is not aware of the exact

meaning of certain words which he fancies to have certain

parallels in his own tongue. We could give many instances of

this nature, but prefer leaving our readers to the results of their

own reflectiorg. dlen Pfate sBarnther
admirable touches of deep feeling; the whole is a true picture

of human life in these ages of chivalry and barbarism in which

the scene is laid; and if Walter Scott consecrated the actions of

the savage and licentious ruffiapisthe olden time, who were
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called fngentle knights, o P. de K
of exaggeration in his delineation of the good and bad qualities

of ancient characters, morals, and manners. But as de Kock is

one of the most important and mostlebrated of French

novelists, we shall proceed to examine his principal works in

detail.

The writings of Paul de Kock are numerous. Amongst his
best are ALe Bar bi er de Paris, o
Dupont, 0 and fALe Cocu. catedibe firs
a romance somewhat in the Radcliffe s&l¢he adoption, by
a barber, of a girl whose father is unknown, a secret source of
wealth which the barber possesses, then a marquis, to whose
vicious pleasures the barber is a pander. That marquis falls in
love with Blanche, the adopted girl, anlévemenhecessarily
succeeds, and thdénouementof the tale elucidates the
mysteries in the regular German fashion. Touquet, the barber,
has murdered the supposed father of Blanche, and Blanche is
t he ma dapghters dlse last chapter is peculiarly
interesting. Bl anche is i mmured
countryhous® the window of that chamber looks upon a lake;
she is resolved how to act, should the nobleman dare attempt to
force the door of her apartmig and she expects the succour of
her lover Urban, who is actually in the vicinity of the chateau.
Presently the marquis approaches the door of her room; but it
is to embrace her whom he has only a few moments ago
discovered to be his child. Blanche trde#) but she has
decided in her own mind what step to take. She fancies the
intended ravisher of innocence is near, and she leaps from the
window; the lake receives her beneath. Her lover, who is in the
park, sees the fall and throws himself into the watée
succeeds in dragging her to the land; and at that moment the

62



marquis, who had followed his daughter, swam also on shore.
They endeavoured to recover her; the one implored her to open
her eyes in the name of a parent, the other in that of a lover. But
Blanche answered nbtthe vital spark had fled, and she
remained a corpse between the two individuals who deplored
her.

There is one very eRaberlol ent o
Paris 0 it is the Chevalier Chaudo
lips but to tell die. He is employed by the barber in a variety
of ways, and universally endeavours to pass himself off as a
great man. fAThose womeatdédid 0sai d F
(his favour it e&aceddéwargitndtéorttemr ui nou
| should be rich; but tuin myself for their smilesEh! bierd
never mind: | have only to look kindly with my killing eyes
upon some duchess or dowager, and | can be bravely clad in a
minute. o This worthy gentl eman i
course as great a rogue as ha mr. Paul de Kock is fond of
lashing the failings of men through the medium of characters
of this kind. He shows us the folly of assuming that which we
are not entitled to; he represents the inconsistency of affecting
the rich and the valiant, the gaitaand the gay, when both
pocket and stomach are empty. Chaudoreille, who proclaims
himselfavery af f i n ® , isthehgeatastecaward in the
world. Hence may we learn to mistrust the empty vaunts and
superficial boasti na@gwkiledtherhose i
man, 0 or who fiare ready to go ¢
opportunity.o

ifSoeur Anned is a most affecti
becomes the victim of the seduc:e
of a rich nobleman succeeds in possessing himgelieo
person, and although he faithfully remains near her during the

63



first few months of illicit pleasure, circumstances oblige him
eventually to return home to the paternal dwelling. Time wears
away; he marri es; and fASister At
to Paris and seek her lover. A thousand perils is she obliged to
encounter; a hundred difficulties is she condemned to
experience. Her lover's wife is in the country and she finds her

way accidentally to the mansion of Celine, for that is the name

of her successful rival, and by that rival she is received in
friendship, in ignorance of who she is. Her lover is away from

home; he returrds then comes the satEnouementf the tale.

ASi ster Anned has a child, the f
and her indnt sleep in a wing detached from the main body of

the house. Her apartment catchesfighe is with her lover in

the garded the sight of the devouring flames unties her

tongud® and, as an accident originally struck her dumb, so now

a similar occurrence reses her londost faculty of speech.

AMy & my ¢hitth o h! save my child!o a
saved: but ASoeur Anneo | ives n
the word AMot her 0 dkhedi@siniearlg | i s pi
youth, brokerhearted, and only consadléy the assurance of a

paternal home for her child.

Dubourg in ASoeur Anneo is the
fiLe Barbier de Paris; o but hi s
amusing; and the various shifts to which he and a poor tutor are
reduced, in ordeto obtain wherewith to support life, the
ridiculous impositions put upon that tutor (Ménard) by
Dubourg, and the infamous lies he is the author of, added to the
dilemmas into which he works himself and his companions by
means of his falsehoodlghese agai point out useful lessons,
afford good examples, and place the vices of the world forcibly
in their proper light.
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AfJeano is exquisitely witty. |1
Kock displayed so much humour as in this. All the peculiarities
of the French, guthful and aged, are brought to view. The first
chapter is delicious; M. Durand, a herbalist, is called up in the
middle of the night to fetch the doctor and the nurse for his
wife, who is about to give birth to a child. M. Durand is not the
bravest mann existence; and as he traverses one of the streets
of Paris, he sees a drunken wretch reeling about in that glorious
state which defies all control. The attenuated imagination of M.
Durand instantly converts the drunkard into a thief so that the
poor herlalist takes to his heels, and hurries towards the street
where the nurse lives. He forgets the number of the house, and,
in his affright, he knockas at th
garde! lagardedb ( The nur se! the nurse!
iThe Iguahred guard! 6 He arrives hol
and gives his wife, and a neighbour who has kindly dropped in,
a fine description of his walk, or rather run. Meantime the
labourpains increase: a loud knocking at the front door seems
to promise the aggance of the nurse or the doctor; the door
opens, and as Madame Durand gives birth to a son, who should
enter the room but a corporal and four soldiers, crying in a

terrible voice, ifWhere are the r
The fact was, that the neighbourhood, alarmethbycries
of Durand in the street,laand he

gardeb f ancied he was summoning mi
of a nurse; and up to the period when the history takes leave of
her, the servant continually declared that Monsieur Duinaild
expressly called in a regiment of soldiers to see his wife
brought to bed.

There are some admir abgueee char ac
the retired barber, Mistigris the dancintaster, and father
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Chopard, are exquisite. There is also Madame Ledoux, the
widow of three husbands, and the mother of fourteen children.
In conversation she universally alludes to the sheulifiser,

the stationer, or the cabinetaker, her departed lords; and she

is continually making compari so
children and her thirteenth, or ninth, or seventh child, she
forgets which; but she decl ar es

she has never known so military ancouchementShe had
heard of military funerals, military weddings, but never of
military births.

John,the hero of this novel, is at first a getm-nothing
fellow, who does nought but drink, smoke, play billiards, and
spend money, He is moreover fond of all childish tricks, and
swears most horribly. But love, glbwerful love, before
whose darts fall vaquished kings, princes, and noldidsve,

Who rules the court, the camp, the grove,
And men below, and saints above;
For |l ove is heawvwbdn, and heavodn i

Love makes him reflect, causes him to look into himself, shows

him to himself in all his defority of manners and habits, and

obliges him to abandon his lelife pursuits: in fine, he

becomes an altered man. The conclusion is easily divined. How

should the novel end save in a marriage? The lady, Caroline

Dorvill e, t he obj eamessehsibld efands

the youthds merits since his cf

entertains a reciprocal attachment, and, despite of the mean

devices of their enemies, they are united in matrimonial bonds.
AWhere is the moral, 0 tihien AQuart

this novel ?0 The mor al i s, t hat
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may be, however degraded are our associates, however vicious
our pursuits, repentance is seldom too late, and a joyous dawn
may brighten on the clouds of an obscure night. Paul de Kock
knowswell how to keep up the interest of his tales till the last.

In those where there are mysteries, few would guess the
dénouementnd in those where there are not, the mind is never
wearied of dwelling upon the work, although no elucidation of
anything as gt unaccounted for be anticipated at the end. We
know but very few novels where there is no mystery, and only
one where there is no heroine;
Miss Melville cannot be called the heroine of the tale; her
history is merely an episle. We know many books written for
amusement and not for instruction, where there is no heroine,
but only that one novel.

Even to the events and the adventures of childhood M. de
Kock gives an essential interest. The early years of Jean are the
most amusig parts of the book. But let us say one word upon
fi M. Dupont . o

Monsieur Dupont is a grocer, and he falls in love, very
naturally, with a beautiful girl, whose nomenclature is far from
senti mental . & drbtiossappdlatiodthasy net 0
however, herown cher amj Adolphe. Adolphe is the
unsuccessful suitérDupont becomes the bridegroom. And
here there are certain details of the marriage ceremony which
decency obliges us to pass over: suffice it to say that M. Dupont
insists upon having thistles tedo t he hor ses?o
nosegays placed between their ears. The occasional remarks of
an old clerk, Bidois, are particularpiquant In this character
Paul de Kock combines much of humour, honesty, and
curiosity: Bidois has all the wit of Dubourg andaCtidoreille,
without their viciousness; and his patience on many occasions
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is worthy of an imitator of the ancient Job. Distress and sorrow
on the part of Eugéne, late Eugéne Montounet, now Dupont,
are the consequences of the marriage; and she dreams of
nothing but Adolphe, whom poverty had rendered unsuccessful
in his suit. She moreover bars her doors against Dupont, and
the disconsolate husband in vain wishes for an heir to his
wealth. Circumstances oblige Dupont to undertake a journey to
a distant town; ri the meantime Eugéne has proofs of
Adol pheds infidelity; she sees
of her conduct towards her lawful husband. She therefore
writes to Dupont, and tells him of her change of disposition in
his favour. The enraptured Dupomtstens to return to his wife;

his speed gives occasion for many pleasant remarks and many
laughable occurrences on the road; and the publicity he gave to
the object of his journey afforded much amusement to the
innkeepers and servants whom he encounteréigeavarious
hotels. But, alas! Dupont never reached his home! By means of
a power which authors have at their control, and which they can
use at discretion to disembarrass themselves of troublesome
characters in their works, even as the immortal Shakespe
was fain to do with Mercutio i

n

h

of death, for an authords agenc)

Paul de Kock gets rid of Dupont and concludes his tale with the
happy reconciliation of Eugéne and Adolphe (who is now a rich
man through the decease of an uncle), and their speedy union.
From this narrative parents may learn how useless and
dangerous it is to thwart the inclinations of their children; and
old men will see the folly of making young girls miserable by
entangling the in a matrimonial web, which the unfortunate
victims of hoary lust or paternal avarice regard as the fly does
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the dwelling of the spider, while the old husband is as
obnoxious as the spider itself.

Having expended a considerable portion of his venom on
Pau | de Kock, the critic in the
Victor Hugo, and asserts without advancing one iota of any
kind of proof, without even quoting one passage from the book,
t hat i 6Notre Dame de Parisé is
whom it reembles as much as Goose Gibbie in his helmet and
buff coat might resemble the nob
We are therefore to suppose, first, that because the scenes of
AQuentin Durwardo and ANotre Dan

time of Louis the Elee nt h of France, and
Durwardod was written prior to th
Pariso is consequently an imitat

secondly, because the critic declares the romance of Victor
Hugo to be despicable when comparetihwhe novel of Walter
Scott, that we must believe him and allow his opinion to be
infallible. But he has no right to make an assertion which
illiberal prejudices occasioned, without advancing some
argument to support it; for if he think that the mere tddtis
article being i n t he AQuart e
misrepresentation, he is essentially mistaken.

The romantic genius of Victor Hugo is appalled by no
literary undertaking, and shrinks from no labour, however
difficult, however grand be the subjedéfe maintain that he has
successfully competed with the our Northern writer now no
more; we have seen him throw round a lowdyiain obscure
being that halo of aHabsorbing interest which hitherto had
been attached to queens or princesses, and which naydyem
forgotten by him who has read AN
age of romance has yielded to a brightercomdnen facts are
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less darkened by the shadows of gloom, of terror, and of
mystery, which the votaries of the Maturin and the Radcliffe
schools, ftlowing the example of their German predecessors,
were delighted to mingle amongst the incidents of their tales.
Victor Hugo attempted to revive in part that exploded style, and
to introduce fresh horrof&o the world instead of the light, the
witty, andthe captivating novels so successfully produced by
some of his cotemporary countrymen. As well might he have
endeavoured to propagate for any length of time the physics of
Descartes or the theories of Leibnitz. He fallexhd he stood,
and he stands aloras the patron of a school whose decay is
not to be deplored.

He has since flown to the other resources of his richly
treasured mind, like the bee vacillating from flower to flower
whence he collects the varied stores that are soon to become
the delight ofmen. But if he have not been so eminent in
tragedy as the strength of his former writings seemed to
prognosticate, we may scarcely marvel; for there is that same
vein of romance, that sechlar r owi ng i nterest,
pain, o that llep pervadiadf his plays, Wwhich t e r r i
originally marked his novels. Still the language of many
passages in these plays is striking, powerful, affecting, or
beautiful; let us quote an instance. The sentence we would cite
i s i n A L u adriteisc addreBsedr ly i@and to his
mothe® a son who is not aware that he is speaking to his
motherd

il know that | have a mother,
willingly would | lay down my present life to see her weep, and
al | my future hopes in another

BWitness ABug Jargal o and fiHans dol
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tenderness, hope, despair, passion, and energy, are all
combined in thesfew words!

Victor Hugoodos | ast wor k i s the
have carefully perused this volume, and have reperused it with
pleasure. But the object of its contents is not to be understood
by a superficial reader, who, when he had arrived at the
cocl usi on, woul d ask, fiWherefore
Crepuscul e?6 0 And many might as
Ode to the Heroesdamfot hbe BY9bht
Column in thedo®hatkerVeidomebde L
Or | eans, 0 thesesdertstally unconnected with the
title of the book. But the title is explanatory of the nature of the
songs; for their object is to show how the present age hovers so
strangely between a state of barbarism and a state of
civilizationd how the mind of man andseiety in general are
so enveloped in a species of enlightened gloom, doubt and
conviction, hope and fear, dread and callousness, knowledge
and ignorance, freedom and slavery, that the actual condition
of the world resembl esrsaysim | i ght .
his preface, ithe reader may acc
closed by others of complaftthat calmness touched with
melancholy those sighs of delightthat feebleness suddenly
revivingd that resigned infeliciy those profound sorrows
which excte the very surface of the sea of poétthose
political tumults contemplated with sereritghose holy
wanderings from public to domestic matterthat dread of
mundane affairs proceeding darkly, and then again those
intervals of joyous and burning hopetthige human species yet
may flourioPref.ptd excel . 0

Hugods ver ses ar e har moni ous,
occasionally commonpladehis meaning is often obscure, his
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similes frequently feeble, and his satire robbed by mystification
of half its point.On the other hand, a pure patriotic feeling of
national pride, a just idea of political rights and liberties, a
dread of absolute power, an admiration of all that is virtd@ous,
these are the principal merits of the author. The conversations
in the fAiSTomidsi ghht , 0 or AG6hants ¢
conversations over which the scheme of poetic fiction,
hyperbole, and amplification, throws an essential interest,
although the realities of life and of mundane affairs be more
attended to than the serene sympadhg unison of feeling
existing between a lover and his mistrésspnversations,
where the plenitude of deep thought is too frequently
embarrassed with moralizing speculations and religious
controversy but little suited to the schools of love; those
converstions are replete with beautiful imagery and brilliant

metaphor.
But we have already said suffi
wor Kk : and now | et us return to t

following its criticisms on the same author. In that periodical

we find fiLe Dernier Jour dbéun C
reader will never guess wheref@esimply because it is
printed Ain a diffuse style, diwv
chapter is so short and so carefully separated by blank leaves

and open spaceshat of 312 pages, of which the volume

consists, there are but 158, or about-bal, of letterpr e s s . 0
Now as the article in the AQuart
on authors, and not on printers and publishers, we cannot
conceive an imaginatioroslepraved as one that can invent a
sentence like that above quoted; as if Victor Hugo attended to

the arrangements made by Monsieur Eugene Renduel,

publ i sher, who purchased the <co
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Dernier Jour doun Cousetubooks®0 i s o
lately published. Its principal aim is to deter men from
committing crimes of so black a nature as to endanger their
lives in the grasp of criminal justice, and by representing the
tortures of a condemned nal ef act
towards the fatal day, M. Hugo hoped to work a favourable
impression on those individuals whose souls are deaf to the
whisperings of virtue and callous to the stings of conscience.
Moreover the language is fine, the ideas often grand in their
conception,and the interest excited by the work unbroken,
although there be no regularly connected tale.

With regard to fANotre Dame de |
in its favour; and we would rather consult its pages as authority
relative to the court of Louis Xl thanust to the statements of
fiQuentin Durward. o The <character
brightest inventions that ever gave lustre and interest to the
work of a novelist; and certainly we must rather believe that in
those times the knights and warriors venore like Captain
Phoebus de Chateaupers than Quentin Durward. Quasimodo is
inimitable, Claude Frolbo alone does infinite credit to the
imaginative powers of any writer, and tlgnouemenis
executed with extreme power and energy. The fifth edition of
this work, consisting of thirteen thousand copies, is now nearly
sold off. We were assured by Eugéne Renduel himself, that he
gave 60,000 francs, or 2,408terling, for the copyright of this
edition only.

Having thus far combated the false reasoning antified
the misrepresentations in the 0
authors, we shall postpone the conclusion of our article to the

14 This novel was published about ten years é&ded.
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next number of our magazine, and shall then take an
opportunity of examining the writings of Alexandre Dumas,
Lamarine, George Sand, and De Balzac.

Part Two

We now come to Alexandre Dum®&s.Speaking of the
iSouvenirs doéAntony, 0 the critic
scene of the first tale is Naples during its occupation by the
French. A reward is téred for the head of a certain captain of

banditti that infested the neighbourhood. Two peasant boys

find him asleep, and recollecting, dear children (they are all

along callecenfan3 how they had seen a sheep killed, cut his
throat, & c . 0 ceNoorwoboratési osir assetion e n
relative to the criticds ignoran
two boys had numbered seventeen summers, and the French as

often apply the wordnfantasgargonto individuals of that age.

Fathers of families call their somsifanseven when they are

thirty or forty years old.

But to continue. We must inform the writer in the
AQuarterlyo that the two first
tales are founded on facts, that he gathered those facts himself
in Naples and that all Fnehmen understand as much. We must
moreover remind the same gentle@&or from his language

we naturally suppose the author
Novel sO0 t o bé thattherd dnectworschdols ofs e x
novels, the romantic and the fashionablea nd t hat M. D

tales come under the former denomination. We may also add,

BOriginal <citation: G.W. M. Reynol ds
N o v e | Tihes Mostlily, Magazinelune 1837, pp. 6028.
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that because the days of Ann Radcliffe, Maturin, Goethe,
Schiller, Clara Reeve, Monk Lewis, &c. &c., are gone by, there
is no reason wherefore M. Dumas should not choosetttebe
imitator, if his taste or his talent induce him to follow their
footsteps, and to study in the halls which, when they retired,
became, as it were, deserted.

Having lashed Dumas with as little ceremony and as little
reason as the others who went befbim, the critic turns his
arms against De Balzac, and his comments upon this author are
perhaps the only fair and unprejudiced portion of the whole
article. Balzac is nevertheless a beautiful, though a dangerous
writer, full of sentiment, of philosophypf metaphysical
reasoning, and of energy; but his works have certainly now and
then an immoral tendency, although not to the extravagant
extent described in the AQuarter
Bal zacb6s novels are t haiptivei r st i
portions of his works be occasionally wearisome and tedious,

as in the ALys de Vall ®e, 0 and
elegance of the language and the vivacity of the ideas amply
compensate for this fault. The

paricular regard for the wordulgar, and applies it not only as

frequently as opportunities occur, but also where it is an

inappropriate, a false, and an unjust epithet. The coarse ribaldry

of AJoseph Andrewsodo is not exter

wit thatabounds in its pages; but no one can truly say that De

Bal zacbés wor ks fare a series o]

vul garest and most | icentious <ch
We, however, strongly suspect that the author of the article

in the A Quart erishgeawhobavepasesedo f t h

six weeks or two months in Paris, and have, from the

reminiscences of their school education, retained a sufficient
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smattering of the French language just barely to skim over a

few easy novels (with the indis
dictionary), and thence, on their return to England, imagine
themselves capable of criticising and dissecting foreign
institutions, customs, habits, morals, literature, and
jurisprudence, while really their knowledge of those matters is

too trivial everto allow them to discuss the subjects in common
conversation. Oof this an editor
specimen about a year ago; when, in a long article intended to

be a notice on the fARevue des dc¢
de Paris, 0 hfet caotoltilye tledeémschisha
literary periodical journals of any consequence, that their

reviews of new books are always scanty and short, and that they

pay but ITittle attention to crit
this is entirely false. The Paran press boasts of the
AChronique de Paris,o the M@AVol ¢
Lecture, 0 which are as | arge as
six times a month, and which invariably contain critical notices

as elaborate as those of the English paralleérs In addition

to these, there are the ARevue
de Paris, o0 AFrance Litteraire,?o
which are published every Sunday, and consist of from 150 to
200closelypr i nted octavo paged,a@ach,
the ARevue Brittannique, 0 and a
published monthly, and of the same size as their English
cotemporaries. All these periodicals are more or less devoted

to literary criticism; besides which, the French daily political
newspapes (to the number of thirtgeven) all contain

feuilletons where new works are reviewed with an impartiality

that ought to put to shame the reckless profusion of praise,
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which English critics bestow on the most insignificant and
contemptible books.

Butletus return to our subject. Th
has attacked the French novelists in a most savage manner: will
he allow us to ask him if he has ever read any French poetry?
and if he has not, we will introduce him to Lamartine, and say
afewworé with regard to fAJocelyn. 0

If the attractions of any art can cause the soul of man to feel
itself suddenly lifted afar from the grosser joys of earth, and
wrapped in a species of blissful deliriéinit is poetry. If there
be any author who has complete poweer the minds of his
readers, to enchain them in the mystic bonds that his effusions
cast around them, and actually to implicate them and their
feelings, their sympathies, and their passions, in the scenes that
he depicts in glowing coloudsit is the p@&t. He is like an
enchanter, who, with a magic wand, can make works of
imagination appear facts, and give reality to fables, so that the
bewitching pleasure which the reader experiences rather
resembles a long unwearied dream of delight than the effect of
a certain operation premeditated, undertaken, and pursued
when awake. And such a poet is De Lamartine.

We were in raptures with many
AiChants du Crepuscule; 06 we admi |
the subject, the peculiarity of theistyle, the strange
comminglings of bliss, hope, fear, sorrow, and doubt, that were
their characteristics, and the pervading harmony of their
versification; but we can scarcely express our ecstasy at the
perusal of i Jocelyn. 0 inTHeer e i s
manner in which it is written, something so pleasing and yet so
touching in the tale, and something so elevated in the thoughts,
the metaphors, and the ideas which abound in brilliancy and
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number throughout the pages, that we with difficulty laidie
the book when once it was commenced. But let us be more
special in our remarks.

AJocel yno diitds natan eatipeipgem.degen if
the work were completed, and if the fragment, as it now stands,
were connected as two books with ten otherserstime style,
the whole would not be entitled
We do not mean to say that HAJoce
merits, is unworthy of being considered an epic composition;
for the word Aepicd has;nawr pecul
that De Lamartine is incapable of achieving that summit of all
poetic emulation; nor that he would be forced to remain on the
sides of Mount Helicon or Parnassus, without ever arriving at
the summit, even if he had tried thereto to climb. No; but the
style, the incidents, and the arrangements of this episode,
totally preclude the possibility of coupling it with that word,
whose definition is particular.

Lamartine informs us in his preface, that as he intended at
the commencement of the book to exténdt some future
period, and as that extension would embrace the incidents, the
subjects, and the style of AJoce
this episode of his intended work at present, in order to prepare
the way for the remainder, or to furnish evéls for the
lucubrations of some other poet, who might take upon himself
the completion or an imitation of the original ideas. But no one
was bold enough to publish, if he were to write, the remaining
six books to be fill ede;wp amfd Sp
should M. de Lamartine be prevented from fulfilling his hopes
and his anticipations in this work, we fear that it will for ever
remain a fragment.
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From the prologue we gather the origin of the tale. The

author had a friend who lived in an enviab@itude, and who
occupied his time chiefly in taking care of his flocks that

wandered with him amongst the mountains. One morning the
author ascended the hills, as was his wont, to visit his venerable
acquaintance, and was surprised not to see him in his

accustomed hauridis

For, ©O6twas the hour, when,
The holy hermit pouro6d to
And towdbrds the cottage as
That, which was wonder first, to terror grew;

For, from the chimney, curling to the sky,

No smoke, as usual, met my anxious eye;

And then, while yet the sun
I n Thetisd |l ap, the Il attices

A shudder came upon me, as the blast

A transient ruffling ober t

Still, without vainly yielding to my woe,
| hastened on with step no longer slow.
(page 23)

The author entered the cottage, and encountered the old
servant Martha in the little parlour. By her his fears were

confirmed his friend was no more. He asceddbe stairs,

and entered the chamber of death. On the bed was stretched the

venerable deceased.

Calm was his visage, placid was his mien,

His cheek unruffled as it ebe

And on his tranquil countenance was shed
A ray that seemed to tell he svaot dead;
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And the faint smile, which curled his lip ere he

Had left the earth to seek eternity,

Still lingered happy sign that envious death

Used but small effort to withdraw his breath!
(page 26)

When the funeral obsequies were completed, atngnor
guestioned the old servant as to the domestic habits of the
deceased, and whether he ever amused himself with writing. A
reply in the affirmative led to further interrogation, and at
length a number of manuscripts were discovered in the loft. The
contents of those papers for med
Lamartine in his preface decl ar
facts, and not an ideal narrative accidentally entering into his
thoughts. o

The tale opens with the nobl e
worldly prospects to secure a happy marriage for his sister. The
resignation of Jocelyn to the force of adverse circumstances
compelling him, as the condition
up all claim to the estate their mother possesses, and reducing
him to the necessity of seeking an asylum in a house whose
inmates are dedicated to the service of theirdsiesdadmirably
delineated and portrayed. But Jocelyn had the internal
satisfaction which a good man feels when he has done a good
action; or, in his ownvordsg

Heavdédn has rewarded me! O6Twas ye
The happy Ernest bore his bride away.

Flashed from her eyes the bliss her bosom knew,

And to his own the warm transfusion flew.

Before the sacred altar as they knelt,

While both one sentiment of pleastfelt,
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Towoul d seem that fortunedbds choi
And favéring genii hovered ober
To promise future bounties, and ensure
A long duration of that union pure!

(page 54.)

It was thus in witnessing the felicity of his sister traatelyn
was amply rewarded for the noble sacrifice he had made. But

the hour for parting with his mother was dreadful.

Dear, tender parent, seek a calm repose

6Twas thus | tried &0 soothe my
Absorb the anguish of your deep distress,
A few short hours, in sleepbs fo

Pray for thy children, suffocate those sighs,

And wipe the teadrops from your streaming eyes,
So that amid the visions of-tight

No horrors break upon my mentaglst

Wherefore anticipate the hour when you

To him you reared must breathe a long adieu?
Alas! full soon, already far too near,

Will come that hour, despite of sigh and tear;
And then may God support thee, then from heaven
May resignation to your soble given;

And thou shalt see me enter on the race

That God marks for me, with a smiling face.
Sleep! and when morning beams on all around,
At your bedside shall Jocelyn be found,;

And if one tear of bitterness betray

Our inward grief, Heaven wipeeidrop away!

(page 61.)
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And Jocelyn departed; and as he turned away from the
maternal mansion, his tears fell profusely. Thus concludes the
diary of the first epoch.

The date at the commencement of the second epoch, and the
introductory linesjnform us that six years have passed away
since the era of Jocelynbés depar
These six years have been spent in a religious seminary, in
solitary tranquillity and sombre peace. The revolution now
rages in all its fury, and tHertile plains of France are covered
with bl ood. Jocelynds mother an
husband, quitted their disastrous country at the commencement
of the civil tumult; and Jocelyn himself is obliged to fly from
the persecuting hand thatshtnus exiled his family, and seek
shelter in Dauphiny. He falls in with an old hermit, who kindly
takes compassion upon him, and c
Grotto, 0 a cave situated amidst
of the windings of the Alps. It isurrounded by an immense
gulf: the only communication with the main land, as it were,
from this island, (for such appellations are appropriate to the
localities M. de Lamartine beautifully describes,) is an
immense arched bridge of ice, which frowns otrex abyss
beneath, and rears its lofty curve high in the air, so that none
could possibly imagine its competency to afford so practicable
a thoroughfare.

For some time Jocelyn lived contentedly in his forlorn
retreat, without ever crossing the tremendouiige of
communication, At length one morning he ventured to
reconnoitrethe lands on the other side of the gulf. This is an
era marked by a circumstance which formed an important
feature in the life of Jocelyn, and gave him a companion in his
exile.
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An individual, outlawed by the government for political
offences, had taken refuge amongst the Alps, and was pursued
by two military emissaries sent in search of proscribed
fugitives. The unfortunate individual was accompanied by his
son, a youth of fifteen aixteen, and as they ran along the edge
of the gulf the soldiers prepared to fire. Jocelyn, on the cavern
side of the abyss, unmindful of his own danger, made a sign to
the fugitives, and pointed towards the bridge that might lead
them to security. The datv and his son arrived at the middle
of the curved mass of ideJocelyn received the latter safely in
his arms, but the former was mortally wounded; not, however,
before he had dealt death to the two soldiers who pursued him.

Laurence, s u ¢ hamey was delichtely bbto y 6 s
beautifully formed. His countenance was fraught with feminine
softness; his luxuriant hair fell in long ringlets over his well
shaped shoulders; his jacket was invariably buttoned up closely
to his throat; and his slender waist wescircled by his
neckerchief, when he and Jocelyn climbed the mountains to
collect fruits, catch birds, &c. &c., for their daily food. Jocelyn
soon became sincerely attached to Laurence, and Laurence
manifested a reciprocal regard for his friend. But Joteften
felt himself embarrassed in the society of Laurence, and
frequently cast down his eyes to avoid meeting the glance
which that affectionate youth threw at him.

Ti me passed on; an do, in Jocel yi

Since griefs no longer his young hearpogss,
How Laurence thrives in youthful loveliness!
At times a heavenly radiance seems to shine
Upon his brow; and as his eyes meet mine,
| scarce can brook the magic of his charms,
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But feel my bosom ruffled with alarngs,
The holy fears that erst the women knew,

When towbrds their Saviourds sej

And when the angel sbd answer to

Told them in solemn sounds, iHe
(page 166.)

One morning Jocelyn ventured out at an early hour, and left
Laurence asleep in tleave. Jocelyn crossed the bridge of ice
which an avalanche had formed, and beneath which the waters
dashed in roaring eddies, thundering onwards, and scattering
the foam around. He amused himself for some time in the
regions without the gulf, and then @ated his steps towards the
bridge. But a terrible storm overtook him, the rage of elements
resembled the combat of armed warriors in deadly strife, the
earth shook, the lightning flashed, the sky was clouded over.
Jocelyn hurried onwards, and was nearlypasated from
Laurence for ever; for the bridge gave way and mingled with
the torrents beneat h. Jocel ynods
and he thanked God that Laurence was not with him.

Arrived at the cavern once more, he sought for Laurence,
but sought invain. Overcome with terror and horrible
apprehensions, he almost yielded to his despair, when a certain
trace led him towards a part of the gulf. Amidst the crags, near
the torrents, and covered with beating sleet, lay Laurence.
Jocelyn sprang to the both, seized his friend in his arms, and
hurried with him to the cave.

Long time | called him back to life in vain,
My lips no breath to his could give again;
Despairingly | placed him on my bed,
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And staunched the blood that his fair brow had

shed.

Still was he lifeless! From his bleeding breast,

Eéen with my teeth, I rent the ¢
Great God! beneath that garment long concealed,

A femalebs |l ovely bosom was r evVe

(page 304.)

Laurencerecovered, and now that Jocelyn found he might
love his companion without fear and without restraint, when
the mystery so singularly developed was fully explained by the
blushing maiden, and when she no longer experienced the
necessity of withholding a sext from her preserver, their
mutual joy knew no bounds. But, alas! that felicity was of short
duration. A train of circumstances, which our limits will not
permit us to relate, compelled Jocelyn to become a priest, and
to bid an eternal farewell to thestlacted girl, who was
removed from the AEaglebs Grotto
No impure passion had sullied her innocence, and Jocelyn was
again alone in the world.

Peace was restored to France, and in process of time we see
Jocelyn installed in dumble curacy in the vicinity of his
favourite Alps. One day he is sent for to a neighbouring town
to shrive the soul of a lady at the point of death. He is the only
pastor in the neighbourhood, and he hastens to obey the
summons.

In the dull chamber sity was the light,
The dingy curtains hid her from my sight,
Save when the slightest motion hedfvealed
A pallid brow, at other times concealed,;
And on that brow, so paly, yet so fair,
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Were wildly scattered locks of auburn hair,
That, ampligy aodarsthiear bosomds
Thence to the ground in rich profusion fell.

s we

AfO Father!d she cried in accent ¢

My soul was shaken by that dulcet tone;

I felt, while all my frame convl

A vague remembrance as it met my ear;

And scarcely, in that moment of distress,

An exclamation could my 1ips
(page 178, vol. ii.)

The lady proceeded with her confession, and told Jocelyn
thather first and only love had been blighted in its bud, that she
had since married another, that her husband died shortly after
their union, and that she had vainly mingled in the dissipation
and gaiety of life and society to chase away the reminiscences
of her primal passion. Pleasure had been no solacedo her

S U |

AFor stild]l devoid of hope, al as'

In bitterness and anguish passed away;
And all the energies of life, declining,
Seemed to be broken by a constant pining.
Yet on her cheek remained theughful bloom

That hal f defied thobéattraction

Thus a fair tree, with foliage ever green,
Contains a worm which gnaws
(page 186, vol. ii.)

The lady pursued her confession in the same melancholy
strain, composed half of béirness and half of an unnatural joy
that she was approaching her end, and concluded in the
following mannerd
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i Oh! in the hour when dissol uti
Could he but on me cast a tearful eye,

And could his voice but whisper in my ear,

That tender voice, to me so soft, so dear,

The tomb would |l ose its sting!o
ANo more restrained
By fear, o | cried, ALaurence, t|

The feeble lamp a sickly lustre shed,
She r ai s thdapthrein thesbed; w
And gazdéd upondimyi $ehelures. nAYe:
ALaurence, 6twas God that sent |
To grant you absolution, and ensure
Peace to thy soul, no longer staidedl ut pur e! 0O

(page 189, vol. ii.)

Laurence never rises from thadh&vhich was soon pressed
by the cold corpse of one so lovely, so fascinating, and so
unfortunate!

The remaining pages are uninteresting, save for their poetic
beauty, and the proofs they afford of the originality of M. de
Lamartineds g¢e tinmes when ahknosd alliane t hes
copyists, when our great predecessors have done so much, and
have done that much so well, that we, their imitators, have little
left to do save to embody their ideas in our own language, and
then be at fault, the merit of origititglis not only singular, but
also one of the best recommendations for an author.

Having thus disposed of the greater portion of our pages in
this article to the consideration of Lamartine, with a view of
instructing the writeifyingioor t he @
readers in general, we will proceed in our refutation of the most
glaring falsehoods and misrepresentations to be found in the
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critical notice of the abovementioned Review that called forth
this answer. Our limits prevent us from following thetic
through his animadversions on Michel Masson and Georges
Sand; suffice it to say, that they are couched in the same
prejudiced style as the others, and are interlarded with the same
abuse, indiscriminately distributed, and as equally unmerited as
in th e for mer i nstances. Let us
extraordinary argument to prove that immorality in France has
arrived to such a dreadful extent, and so much preponderates
over that of his own countrymen
sketches he has givaf French novels, and the instances he
has produced of French morals, without seeing that they are not
only of one country, but of one family; and that the novels, in
fact, present upon the whole the less unfavourable view of the
state of French society. 0

Now it is perfectly true that French novels are generally
founded on intrigues, &c. &c., and that English novels are
totally different in this respect; but do intrigues, suicides,
adulteries, and murders exist the less in England for that? The
French novelas it regards sketches of domestic manners, is
only a picture of society in France; but as it regards tales of
intrigue, illicit love, suicide, and murder, it is a picture of all
the world, and is as applicable to England, Spain, Italy, and
Germany, asa France alone. Moreover, because we read in a
French novel a description of a
vengeance, and a lover's suicide, does the critic in the
AQuarterl|l yo meexany wifets urdaithfjuuie t hat
France, tha¢very husbandevenges his wrongs, and tleatery
lover kills himself in despair? Are English women always
pure? is vengeance unknown in Britain? and is suicide merely
a name amongst our immaculate countrymen@ e never
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take up a paper without reading a caserf. con;! we see,
alas! too often, terrible instances of the most deadly vengeance;
and occurrences of suicide have lately been so frequent in
England, that the very poligeagistrates have assumed to
themselves the right of punishing those who are detected and
saved in an attempt at seléstruction. Yet the author of the
article we are examining adduces a long list of cases where
individuals in France have committed suicide on account of
remorse, disappointed love, or even a trivial stroke of adversity,
to prove that the immorality of the French is not confined to a
few depraved beings, but that it is partaken of and shared
amongst thirtyfour millions of souls, without a single
exception, they being adine familyin vice.

Perhaps the critic, whose deplorabisrepresentations we
have taken some pains to correct, is not aware that the average
amount of crime in England preponderates slightly over that in
France; and that there are more murders, more robberies, more
infanticides, and more unnatural crimes reggisd in the annals
of turpitude and delinquency in the former than there are in the

|l atter country. An appeal t o t he
collection of the NnGazette des
our assertion.

The abuser of French novels nprmceeds to favour us with
some extracts from the said fiGa:
to several horrible trials that have lately taken place in France.
Amongst the hundreds that occur annually in that as well as in
any other country, it is very easy select half a dozen of the
mo st dreadf ul , Ain order to pr o
pervade the novels appear to exh

18 [Criminal conversation)].

89



answer to this we declare that the same principles exhibit
themselves also in England; particularly wivdrs. Brownrigg
flogged her apprentices to death, and when Cooke at Leicester,
about five years ago, murdered Mr. Paas with a log of wood,
and then burnt the body piecemeal on the fire to get rid of all
traces that might lead to his discovery. The lated@uof Mrs.
Brown by Greenacre was not attended with any dreadful
circumstances, we suppose. Oh!dNim England murders are
always committednercifully and humanely according to the
inferences we naturally draw from the remarks of the critic in

theAR Quarterly; 06 whereas i n France

with unusual circumstances of horror. To support this assertion

he adduces the case of Del | acol

pieces for the purpose of more easily disposing of it in ponds

and dithes. & Our worthy <critic for

conduct (abovanentioned) of Cooke, who cut the body into
pieces to burn it; nor could he possibly foresee the monstrous
deeds of Greenacre.

The verdict i n Delftlansdfi Asngeobs

to the murder, the culprit is guilty of voluntary homicide, but
without premeditation; and as to the robbery, he is guilty, but

with extenuating circumstances.

Upon which the writeWihouh t he
premeditation'He had conealed the girl for some days in his
house, till he could find an occasion of making away with her.

And the extenuating circumstancegere that to the robbery
was superaddesacrilege and that sacrilegious robbery was
committed to enable a murderertomélke s escape. O

Now this is false and misrepresented; Dellacollonge did not
even mean to murder the girl when he put his hand to her throat
with severity, to give her an idea of the preliminary feelings of
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strangulation. A reference to the French journalBeifruary,

1836, will establish the truth of this assertion. The

mi srepresentation i S about t h

circumstances. 0 I n England 1ife

crimes; in France it is always spared, that the culprit may have

time to repentwhen mercy can possibly be thus extended; and

it was only a merciful and humane feeling that caused the

addition of the words fiextenuat.i

to the juryds verdict; an addi't

their sincerity, did honouot t he j urorsd® heart s.
The palpable object of the article under notice, and as the

aut hor hi mself al most conf esses

revolution has worked a great e

morality of the French. ke says

from all etiquette and reserve;

This is false and absurd, so absurd, indeed, that we are

astoni shed to meet with so palp

Review. 0 A child <could not be

insurrection ofa mighty people to displace a tyrant, and to

elevate another man to the throne, could produce such baneful

effects. A monarchical change cannot so essentially affect

private morals. The predilections and passions of individuals

are not subject to variatioon account of the secession or

expulsion of one dynasty and the succession of another. An

extension of political liberty does not implicate a decrease of

moral rectitude and social order; it rather encourages an

increase. The example of a superstitiousl @&ncroaching

despot could not benefit the morals of the French; but the

example of a good husband, a good father, a good Christian,

and a man who was a good son, certainly must be a beneficial

one for the country.
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The Wandering Jewbs Tal e

List awhile, and | will tell

Crimes that causdéd a doom so f
As that which curses né:

| Know, then, that as we led afar

The Saviour unto Golgotha,

Where, as the ban of all our race,

Thecrosswas ear 6d towbrds heaydbnbds f
(Great God! oO6tis agony!)

Spiteful | struck the Lord of lords,

And added then these scornful words:

AKing of the Jews, support youl

The vengeance of your blood shall be,

If this is crime, repaid on me,

Andonmy future progeny! o

Oh! that | 6d ddied upon the spot
My name has since become a blot,

And | a wandorer l onel y;
For 1, of all the scatterdd r a
Shal l never see my Maker 6s f ac:é¢

As | was branded only.
Long will the calm unruffled look
Of Jesis, when my curse he spoke,
Dwel | in my torturéd soul ;
A sense of long and lasting care,
Years of unutterable despair,

YOriginal <citation: G.W. M. Reynol ds
Tal eThe Monthly Magazineluly 1837, pp. 7074.
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Prophetic thrilléd the whol e
Of my still agonizing headt
For life and | must never part!
l'"d scoffdo'd -hmlim in the judgmert
My voice was loudest of them all,

My words were most severel
|l 6d seen him scourgdd until t hi
Wel |l 6d from his deep wounds in
And then to taunt him had | stood

The lowly Saviour near!

Twas | that urgéd when Pil at ed:
|l deas of mer &y once expressobd
6Twas | t hat urgbd and cried,

Loudest amid ten thousand tongues,
Heaping upon him wrongs on wrongs,
AHe must be crucified!o

When | had spoke, a silence dread

Upon the multitude was shéd,
And then a murmuring hum,

Li ke distant thunder, &6gan ari

Increasing till a thousand cries

Shook the blue canopy of skies,
And struck the Roman dumb!

To mercy still was he inclinéd

6Twas then | hardened Pil ateds
iTwas t Haied agai n

I know not what thus urged me on,

To speak againsd the Al mightyo:
iHe must be crucified!o

There was a hum when | spoke first,
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But now ten thousand voices burst
Upon the deafened ear,
A prince of the Sanhedrim I,
And ruling chié of Nephtali,
How had | cause to fear?
60T was pressing on towards Cal
He, whispdring, ospoke the word:
iStay, a scoffed dtag,v e r
And tarry till the judgmentl ay ! 0
As thunderbolt upon my head,
| felt the sentence Jesus said!

Where could | rest my recreant head?
| sought a place my tears to shed.

ATo | i véendoerdetverdi e
Tolinge® 1 i ve eternally! o
Such were my thoughts as | mad:¢

Amid the fair scenes that | once had loved:;
A figure passed it was brothed

Dearer to me there lived no other,

And in his love | thought my grief to smother;
But horror gathered in his eye,

And from his lips escaped a cry

That told the deepest agony!

He cried and sank upon the ground,;
| kissed his cheek and bathed hisw;
Methinks | see his horror nod:

Cold dews his paly forehead bound;

| tried to fan his parting breath,

And keep him from the jaws of death;

94



But when | knew he was no more,
Wretched, my very clothes | tore:
Agonizing, on my head

Ashes | profisely spread,;

Though uselegs passing vain for me
Would ashes or would sackcloth be,
For | must live eternally!

When morning dawned, | woke to roam,

And hurried to mine ancient home;

There did | pass a mirror gay,

That stood conspicuous in my way;

| looked to see if man might trace

Aught of my sorrow in my face

If the dread lightning, in its flashes,

Had seared within, or fired to ashes

All that without and visible lady

Great God! | fainting turned away;

Upon ny burning brow is spread

A scorching cross of fiery red!

Not Sinai, when the seer beheld

The face of heavends high King
Shot redder lightnings from its brow

Than are the flames that mark me now!

iAl as! my brother!d was my cry,
i T 1®ithss indeed is infamy!

This is the ban of heaven on me,

And this inflicted death to t hi
Quickly I bound the fatal mark,

And wrapt around this covering dark.

Years passed on yedarsnatters not ho&
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And nebder have | unveiled my bt
Except my vengeance tisplay

Upon the Romandés darkest day,
When Alaric stirred up the fray,

For hatred did | owe to thein

They stormed and burnt Jerusalem!

Alas! how dimly set the sun,
And murky rose the shades of night

O6er Sion, when the day was dol
That told the issue of the fight.

Jerusalem! and had their doom

Already to thy people come?

And were the Roman eagles spread?

Those eagles hovered ober thine

How often would thy slaughtered king

Have gathezd thee beneath his wing;

But thou hadst scorned the power that gave

For thee Messiah to the grave!

I marked where meteors hovered high,
And dire portents along the sky;
Then said | to the wretches neatr,
AFly to the mountains of Judea,
And bid themfall upon your head;
Seek Herman and Amanads hei ght
Let Masada veil ye in night,
And spare you sorrows infinit
Thus was fulfilled what Jesus said.
There was an universal sound
That echoed all the city round,
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Ere it was levelled witlthe grouné

The murmuring of despair;

For on the wel kinés

Such things as never yet had been,
Whole armies in the air!

And on the sod the wrath of God
Did level and destroy

Those walls once blest, by him loved best,
His chosen seat of joy!

Fair city! how thy princely bowers,

Thy templebs gates,

Thy glittering tribes, and martial powers,
Fell by the Roman hand,;

But few were spared to weep thallf

And | more wretched than them all,
Outcast of every land!

I have sought danger, but to try
In it a sad variety; But, oh!

I must nod cannot die!

And oft my mind essayed to find

f ace

and

Things neber to mortals

| toiled by night, and to mgight

Appeared the sophistds

With power to turn
Metals that were as dross before;

Yet was my ardent spirit less

Sated with hardhearned success

to gl

Than wonddéring alchemi st
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Where be the friends that once were mine?

Coldd cold within the tomb!

Cropped as the figree and the vine,

They singly met their doom!

Where is the wife that used to play

Upon the haropds wild strings
The infants frolicsome and gay?

Oh! death has & them wings;

As falls the stately tree of Lebanon,

Their homes have vanished, and their tents are gone!
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The Literature of Hungary

The intellectual energies of the Hungarians were very tardy in
developing themsebs; at the same time the understanding of
that people is acute and comprehensive, and their ideas are
characterized by a peculiar quickness and vivagithe nature

of the countrg rude in aspect, and cold in climate amongst
the mountainous regions, and serene and beautiful in its fertile
part® causes the inhabitants to participate in the varied
gualities respectively peculiar to the denizens of the northe
and temperate zones. There is moreover no physical reason,
springing from a defective organization, to account for this
backwardness in literature on the part of the Hungarians when
compared with their neighbours. The obstacles that were
opposed to theultivation of the arts and sciences in Hungary,
during several centuries, were therefore exterior.

Scarcely was Hungary conquered and reduced to peace by
the Romans, than it was devastated by the barbarians. The
Huns, under the command of Attila, the Herthe Goths, the
Lombards, and the Bulgarians, attacked by turns the Roman
colonies and burnt their towns. The primitive Hungarians were
put to the sword; their religion, their manners, their customs,
and their language were confused, perverted, angleainwvith
those of the invaders. Towards the end of the ninth century
another and more rapacious horde of Huns than the former,
called Magyars, overran Hungary and established a regular
form of government in the country, At the same period the
luminous rag of Christianity penetrated to those climes

BOriginal <citation: G.W. M. Reynol ds
The Monthly Magazineluly 1837, pp. 339.
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through the medium of missionaries sent thither by Saint
Stephen |. Those missionaries introduced the Latin language,
which in a few years became familiar to the various tribes
occupying the Hungarian territosigA new language, however,
gradually formed itself out of different Slavic dialects; but still,
notwithstanding the gigantic efforts of the Christian clergy to
encourage a progressive civilization and to attach the minds of
the Hungarian youth to the civiation of literature, the
intellectual powers of the inhabitants were slow in developing
themselves. A perpetual series of wiare with the Germans,

the Grecians, the Venetians, and the Bulgarians, changed the
face of the country into a complete desbrtestine and civil
discords, chiefly in reference to the succession of some
pretender to the throne, added to the universally prevalent
misery, particularly as the hereditary rights of monarchs and
their sons or hits were only established by statutehe t
fourteenth century. To remedy the effects of such numerous
disasters, the kings of Hungary were necessitated to call to their
aid the ceoperation of foreign powers, and to admit into their
dominions colonies of Russians, Kumans, and Jazygues.
Thence aginated another confused medley of manners,
religious customs, and languages, which caused civilization to
retrograde from its progress through the country. In addition to
these miseries, the inhabitants became again plunged in a state
of barbarism, the ables of the land occupied themselves in
civil warfare and pillage, and peaceful citizens were obliged to
defend their property by force of arms. The peasants, or rather
serfs, who, from having originally inhabited dens and caverns,
had at length arrived a knowledge of building wretched sheds

or huts, necessarily existed in a savage predicament of slavery
and ignorance. Laws were scarcely known eyen by name, and
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the few established statutes that were dignified by the
nomenclature, were rather in favodttoe transgressions of the
rich than the rights of the poor.

Civilization, however, advanced a few steps under the
dynasty of Anjou. The Hungarian language made a little
progress, and even soon became general at court. Louis, called
the Great, encouragebe arts and sciences, and founded the
first university at Funkirchen in 1367. The various towns
acquired a certain importance, private citizens obtained a
certain rank in society, and the national wealth sensibly
augmented. Mathias Corvin, despite of pleepetual contest he
was obliged to sustain against the emperor, the Bohemians, the
Poles, and the Turks, was a staunch protector of literary men.
The arts and sciences, which he himself cultivated, flourished
beneath the succour of his powerful hand, afdained
permanent dwellings with the Hungarians. Mathias was
indisputably the greatest monarch that ever reigned over
Hungary; but, alas! his successors did not manifest the same
zeal for promoting the civilization of their subjects, In vain did
Ferdinam the first, brother of Charles the fifth, assure the
hereditary right of succession to the house of Hapsburg, and
thus put an end to the disastrous wars resulting from an elective
monarchy; the learned disputes of religious sectarians soon
became changedto bloody contests; the despotic measures of
the Catholic clergy and of the kings of Hungary, become
emperors of Germany, to stop the progressive march of the
Protestant innovations, and the invasions of the Turks, who,
after repeated attempts, eventyalucceeded in conquering
half the countryd all these misfortunes continued till the reign
of Joseph the first at the commencement of the eighteenth
century, and threw a thousand selident obstacles in the way
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of civilization. But since this period Huagy has lifted up her
drooping head. The victories achieved by Prince Eugéne over
the Turks, reestablished national security and social order in
the territory; and the beneficent reigns of Maria Theresa and
Joseph the second gave an additional moralgitida a people
that now appears to acquire fresh vigour and energy from day
to day.

From this brief sketch of the misfortunes of Hungary during
a long series of centuries, the reader may become acquainted
with the causes of the slow development of ietgllamongst
its inhabitants. At the same time let us remark that even in the
times of Attila, and ever since, poetry has been duly cultivated
and honoured. The productions of early times have not been
handed down to us; but we read in history, that thdikear
songs and national airs, ceposed in the various dialects and
idioms of the Hungarian tribes, were even sung at court and in
the presence of those princes whose exploits they eulogised.
The poets of those times were calleduveres but they were
generally individuals of a character far from estimable ;
insomuch that the synods or courts of law frequentlyldade
the people to listen to their songs or to assist the vagrant bards
with the alms of charity. The monarchs themselves, however,
had theirown poets attached to their household, and generally
enriched them by grants of lands or other acts of regal
munificence. The custom of singing during meals was
preserved till the fifteenth century. The subjects of those songs
seldom turned upon love: ni@l airs were preferred to
amatory lyrics, To be brief, the most ancient relics now existing
of Hungarian poetry, are a hymn to the Virgin, and a song in
honour of King Ladislaus; both bear the date of the fifteenth
century.
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In the sixteenth century, Bissa and Rimai distinguished
themselves in lyric poetry and odes on sacred subjects; but the
imperfection of their language and their metrical measures
superseded the possibility of those two eminent bards attaining
any very great perfection. It was thereawith Bornemisa and
Goénezi; and similar defects have characterized the Hungarian
transl ation i n ver se of APi err
Maguel ove. 0 Notwithstanding tha
metrical imperfection which threatened to ruin all attengpts
eminent literary productions, the sixteenth century also
witnessed the infancy of the Hungarian drama. Dramatic songs
and dialogues in verse were the primal essays. We must,
however, notice that in the thirteenth century, during the reign
of Ladislausthe fourth, a troop of buffoons or jesters had
appeared in Hungary, and were well received by the inhabitants
of the principal towns where they performed.

To the martial airs of the Trouvéres succeeded the rhymed
chronicles, which even at the present daye as guides and
means of elucidation to antiquarian researches. The reader has
probably read or glanced his eye
ALi fe of Sir William Wallace, 0 A
of King Robert Bruceé&c&pbandayt onbs
if so, he may form a correct idea of the Hungarian records in
verse, the first of which was written by Szekely in 1559, and is
preserved amongst the archives of the kingdom. The immediate
followers and imitators of Szekely were Temesvarit&lahnd
Tinodi.

These poetical chronicles were not invariably circumscribed
as to subject and theme to the history of Hungary; some of them
were epics treating of the deeds of other nations and olden
ti mes, such as fiThe Adveohtures
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Ulysses, 0 AThe History of Cyrus
which works are preserved in the same sanctuary that contains
the productions of Szekely. But in those heroic poems, as in the
lyrics to which we have before alluded, the language is devoid
of beauty or charm, the verse is deficient in harmony, and the
metre is apparently subject to no fixed nor conventional
modifications and rules. It is only within the last century that a
grammar of the Hungarian language has existed, and many vain
trialshave been made to establish its principles and syntax in a
precise method; neither can the prosody be more easily
arranged than the etymology and syntax.

The seventeenth century was an important epoch for
Hungarian literature, which made considerable megat that
period. The dramatic art developed itself with rapidity and
success. Stages were erected in the fields for warlike shows,
and in the towns for tragtomic representations. The subjects
were generally furnished by the heathen mythology or by th
exploits of the ancient kings of Hungary. The actors became
personages of rank and consideration, the authors of the plays
were almost deified, and as long as the pieces contained
nothing opposed to morality and virtue, the synods or tribunals
not only blerated but even protected the wearers of the buskin.

But the glory of Hungary in the seventeenth century was the
great poet Zriny. With his imagination fired by the epics of
Homer, of Virgil, and of Tasso, he sought a wider scope for his
poetic range thn the circumscribed field offered by the poetic
chroniclers or the incipient drama, and penned the grand
nati onal poem entitled the AZrir
a masterpiece of perfection, had not the poverty of his native
tongue thrown an insurmouatile obstacle in the path of the
daring bard. Like Milton, Zriny was neglected during his
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lifetime; and it was only when his ear was deaf to the bland
whisperings of flattery and to the voice of fame, that his merits

as an author were appreciated, andvihetched jingles of his

rivals were laid aside to make way for his grand production.
Listzi, t he mo st successful P>
contemporaries, wrote a poem cal
but he spoilt his work by pursuing the didactic style, seimu

at variance with the subject. With regard to the other literary
enemies of Zriny, one word will sufficg,that they invariably

plagiarised from the ancients, or permitted themselves to be led

into the most servile imitations of contemporary men of genius

in other nations, and that their speculations were as superficial

as their language was inharmonious. Besides his epic poem, to

which posterity has done ample though tardy justice, Zriny has

left behind him some fugitive lyrical pieces, sonnets, andsdyll

that exhibit a peculianaiveté charm, and warmth.

The religious dissensions that distracted the country in the
seventeenth century contributed materially to the progress of
literature and learning, inasmuch as the attention of every one
was turned to the study of history and to the discussion of the
contoversy. The Protestants, who were desirous of engaging
the affections of the people, wrote in the common tongue, and
the Catholics in Eatin. The eloquence of the pulpit in those
times produced many admirable works, and amongst the
number are those of Paznya Kaldi, and Alvinzki. In 1653 and
1656, Tséré wrote an excellent treatise on logic and an
encyclopedia of the sciences, two very remarkable books, and
incomparably superior to any contemporary scientific work of
the same kind.

Despite of this auspicieu beginning, the progress of
Hungarian literature experienced a severe check in the
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eighteenth century. The despotism of the Catholic priests, who
had overcome their sectarian enemies and were intoxicated
with their sudden importance and power, restrictedmarch

of literature to a certain limit, and opposed themselves to the
propagation of those opinions that a true philosophy
acknowledges correct. Hence books became scarce, and long
intervals ensued between the publication of works. The
reigning dynastyf the house of Transylvania encouraged the
vulgar tongue, and used it in all state affairs. The Transylvanian
dynasty became extinct; the Austrian princes and the Jesuits,
who conducted the affairs of government for them in the
Hungarian territories, restablished the usage of the Latin
language in the plenitude of all its glory, and even introduced
into the country the German and French tongues; then Hungary
began to possess a literature peculiar to itself and ceased to
plagiarize from the ancients aitd neighbours. Amongst the
most celebrated authors of that period we may quote Amadus,
who was the first to quit the field of battle in his verse, and sing
the praises of Cupid and Venus?o
Mars. But through his influencesdtpublic theatres were closed,
and the drama alone found votaries in schools and private
dwellings. In the colleges the Jesuits made their pupils enact
characters in pieces written expressly for the purpose, and the
audience consisted only of the paregtsardians, or friends of

the young scholars.

Fortunately for an oppressed people, this state of affairs
changed towards the end of the eighteenth century. Maria
Theresa, who was indebted for every thing to the aid and
fidelity of the Hungarians, evincedraore sincere interest in
their behalf than her predecessors had done; and although her
son, Joseph the second, could not altogether fulfil the wishes of
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his parent and accomplish his own philanthropic views, still his
exertions in favour of the Hungariatended really to polish
their manners and contribute to their civilization. he German
diets, which at first rejected many popular measures proposed
by Joseph for the amelioration of the condition both social and
literary of the Hungarians, at length yietti® the force of his
excellent example, and published several decrees, by which the
popular idiom and dialect were ordered to be taught in schools,
theatres were repened in the principal towns, newspapers
were allowed to be circulated, and prizes wéstitduted to the

best authors, Thus an impetus was given to intellectual energy,
and the pen became a powerful advocate in the cause of
civilization and rational liberty. In process of time three schools
disputed the preminence; and although they weret ras
celebrated as those of the transcendental Pythagoras, the
sceptical Pyrrho, and the atheist Anaximander, still they were
not without their merits and their renown. The French school,
presided by Messieurs Barocksi and Baracksay, was
unfortunate fronits beginning, and, like an exotic plant, it lost

its stamina and fell. The Latin school, at the head of which were
Virag and Kazinski, has acquired the reputation of having
established onationalisé(the English language is less rich in
synonyms than thErench), the ancient metre which had been
introduced by Ardosi and had since the fourteenth century
fallen into disuse; and, thirdly, the modern school has made
itself a name by the fact of its pupils having been the first
Hungarians who wrote poetry internate measure and in
rhymes rendered legitimate by a system The nineteenth century
is the one in which Hungarian literature has shone the most.
The language has become enriched by the victory obtained on
the part of the neologists over the advocatesdosinnovation,
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and has lately acquired a purity, a precision, and a harmony

which it never before possessed. Charles Kisfaludy was the

most active and enthusiastic of the neologists. The epic poetry

of Hungary has also experienced considerable improvsmen

although it cannot compete with that of Italy, France, and
England. Still due praise must be given to Czuczor and
Vorosmarty; t he f or mer i s t he
Augsburg, o and A The Diet of Ara
Conquest of Hungarlgpy Ar pad, Chief of the
A"RThe Defeat of the Kumans at C:
Erl aus; 0 and the O6Enchanted Val
traditions, the substance of which is chiefly remembered by old

soldiers and peasants, have been cmtkand published by eee

Gael, and Maylath. At the present moment Alexander
Kisfaludy is the first Hungarian lyric poet. Having surpassed

his predecessors, Dayka, Szentjoby, Annyoss, and Csokonai,

he has established a reputatio
admi rabl e poem entitled the #f@ALov
superior to that poem, either in English, French, or German, for
richness of imagination, pathos, and sentiment. After Kisfaludy

we may reckon Kazinski, whose odes are more than simple
imitations of th@e of Horace, and whose songs are replete with
simplicity, elegance, and feeling ; then comes Szentmilossky,

after him the nobleninded Berzseny; Horvat, so celebrated for

his didactic productions; Szatz, Telcki, Charles Kisfaludy,

Szemer, and Bartfay.

The drama is still litle advanced. The plays that are
constantly produced and represented are numerous, but they are
worse than mediocre as to style, incident, and interest. The
tragedies of Alexander Kisfaludy are rather epic dialogues than
dramas. Charle&isfaludy is indisputably the first dramatic
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author in Hungary, especially for comedy. After him come
Vorosmarty, Tolteny, and Szenrcy. As to prose writings they
are not very remarkable. That most essential and important
branch of literature has been matean neglected by the
Hungarians, it has been altogether abandoned. Apparently the
talent and inclinations of the Hungarians are more adapted to
poetry than prose; but their political organization is perhaps a
more powerful reason still for that preferenahich does not
exist with the French and the English. The infinite
di screpancies and divisions in s
the cause that the circle of profound study and deep scientific
research is considerably circumscribed, and the analysis of
ideas becomes like the analysis of things. Few poets are like
Lucretius capable of embodying physics and metaphysics in a
volume of versed§: Montaigne, Descartes, Newton, Hooker,
and Herschel, would perhaps never a written, if they had been
condemned to fuheir ideas into verse.

Still everything is now rapidly progressive in Hungary, and
a smiling future seems to await a nation, that long lingered in
darkness, barbarism, and obscurity. Scarcely was Hungary
delivered from the oppression of galling chdimen her literary
men became giants in their undertakings. Only thirty years ago,
Smandeli devoted himself body and soul to the study of
science, and would receive in return for his laborious
undertakings neither honours, rewards, remuneration, nor
distinguishing title. Of this fact France is a competent witness.
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The Baroness: A Novel

[This tale originally appeared as a short storyie Monthly
Magazineand was then incorporated inte narrative of
Master Timothg s B o ankl thensaa single story again in
The Young Fisherman and Other Stdfies

Chapter One: The Calais Mall

It was in the middle of August, 1822, that the epoch of our tale
commence$’ The clock of the General Post Office in Paris had
struck the hour of five in the afternoon, and the passengers, who
had secured places in the various mails for their different
destinations, began to arrive. Hackney coaches, cabriolets,
private carriagesand gigs, thronged opposite the gate of the
extensive building, and encumbered the narrow street which
has been dignified with the illustrious nameJefan Jacques
RousseauThe porters and numerous dependants on all public
institutions were most assiduoum aiding, or rather
embarrassing, the individuals who issued from their respective
vehicles, with importunate assistance: and the often repeated
cries of AWhi ch maiBtesbdHavee8 Mo nsi ¢
Strasbourg Calai® Lyond Me z i e &®,sweré strongly
mingled with the oaths of postilions, the shouts of hostlers, the
authoritative commands of the government couriers or guards,
and the harsh voices of the sentries patrolling in front of the
portals of the post office.

®Original citation: G.W. M. Reynolds
The Monthly MagazineAugust 1837, pp. 1695.
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The mails were drawn up in a long liner@ss the wide court
which is known as the Cour doHol
eye was turned towards the large clock that stands upon the
building at the extremity of the yard. It was Sunday afternoon,
and the moment of departure on the Sabbath is fikéhl&
past five instead of six, which is the ordinary hour during the
week. The horses were already harnessed to the massive
vehicles, the postilions stepped into their ponderous boots, and
the passengers were requested to take their seats.

A variety of questions and petulent replies now ensued.

Ails my baggage safely stowed a\
English gentleman in bad French.

AiCertainly, my |l ord, 0 was t he
people who attend upon the Lyons
iAnd my umbrell a! o screamed é

endeavoured to ascend the steps of the Orleans coach without
assistance.
ARi ght as the flask of cognhac

madam, in the |l eft hand pocket ,h 0
a smockfrock.
iwhich is the Caen mail 20 dema

taking the remnant of a cigar from his mouth, and throwing it
upon the list shoe of a gouty Scotchman who was employed in
paying the porter for having taken care of his trunk, which
contained two shirtand a pocket handkerchief.

fiCannot you use your eyes and
panel s?0

AiHow i gnorant some people are!
of thirteentohismothey. i Thank God! | have re
education, and should know where to look @r A, E, N, ¢
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added the urchin, as he spelt the word with a triumphant glance
towards his parent.

N Send gdéndarmet@atake up that gentleman in the
handsome coat and new hat, who i
pockets, 0 roar ed atopmisdividuali on, a
literally clothed in rags.

iThe governor 0 U Mldmgeignéupthec o mp | a
mini ster of t he i nterior, 0 obse
better clad than the one to whom his allusion was directed.

At length the bustle ceased, the busym of voices
dwindled into comparative silence, and the passengers were
quietly ensconced in their respective places. The postilions
were seated like statues upon their horses, waiting the signal
for departure, and fixing their impatient glances uporctbek
at the bottom of the court. No sooner had the first stroke of the
chimes announced the hdlbur, than the mail which stood first
in the rank, and which as long as we can remember has always
been that of Mezieres, started from its station, and dashe
of the gates with the speed of lightning. The others followed
with the same rapidity, and in five minutes not even the noise
of their wheels met the ears of the loiterers in the Cour
déoHorl oge or the Rue Jean Jacque

The Calais mail was théfth that issued from the post
office. The postilions cracked their whips as the four strong
Normandy horses that were harnessed to the vehicle launched
forth at full speed, and the equipage threaded the narrow streets
with an astonishing velocity, despiof the crowds of carriages,
coaches, waggons, carts, and cabriolets, which often threatened
to bar its progress. At ten minutes past six the horses were
changed at St. Denis, a distance of six miles from the post
office of Paris.
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But the reader must nanhagine that the remainder of the
long journey of seventy leagues was to he performed at the
same rapid rate. The first stage is called a Royal Post, and the
postilions deem it their duty to accomplish it in as short a time
as possible. When once St. Deis passed, the mail relapses
into the sober pace of about eight miles an hour. The mail is
separated into two divisions. The front department is occupied
by the guard ocourierand one passenger; and the body of the
coach, or theanterior, contained in1822 three persons; this
number is now reduced to two.

On the present occasion the interior was occupied by three
gentlemen, who observed for a long time a reserve and
taciturnity with regard to each other that showed the pre
occupation of their minds. Oweas an old man of seventy. His
few thin locks were as white as snbwis forehead was
covered with a thousand wrinkdis mouth was drawn én
his cheeks sunkénhis small dark eyes hollow and deditte.

Still the ravaging hand of time had not robbed hisntenance

of a certain stern expression, nor his aspect of a noble and
aristocratic air, that denoted the individual once habituated to
command and to be obeyed. He was dressed in dee@black
his clothes were cut in a peculiarly old fashion long ago
explodeld and the ponderous cloak, with which he was more
encumbered than rendered comfortable, was lined with costly
sables. A massive gold chain hung from his wqtobket, and

he occasionally regaled himself with a pinch of snuff from a
box made of the same maétBut his hand was trembling, and
his head shook with the feebleness of overburthening years.
Still his countenance betokened that the energies of his mind
had not failed in sympathy with those of his frame, the physical
force of that old man did not iolve the moral powers in their
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decay, nor did his memory cease to recall in glowing colours
the deeds of his youthful day. The actions of his past years
seemed to him but as the events of a fevgtiye summers at

a little distance.

This venerable personagad taken his place in the mail
under the name of the Chevalier
of St. Louis, which he wore at his buttbole, seemed to
corroborate.

The individual who occupied the second place in the Calais
mail was a man who had probghldeen fifty summers. His
cheeks were florid, his hair still dark, his teeth well preserved,
and his large black eye seemed capable of piercing to the very
soul, and of scanning the secret thoughts of the most wary and
the most skilful in concealing theintentions beneath a mask
of hypocrisy. A certain satirical smile played around his lip and
gave to his countenance an air of conscious importance and
sovereign contempt for his inferiors, which failed to impress a
new acquaintance or a stranger in hiofav He was dressed
in the extreme of fashion, his clothes were evidently fabricated
by the first Parisian tailors, and his eye occasionally glanced
with a look of complaisance and satisfaction on the red hand of
the legion of honour which he wore.

Hisname was entered utbibasMidee cour
Moirot, Notary Public of the Rue Vivienne, Paris.

The third seat of the interior was filled by a gentleman of
about thirty. His features were regular and striking, the facial
line was aquiline, the eye daand fiery, the hair black and
slightly curled. But his countenance bore evident marks of the
inroads that dissipation and irregularity of life had made upon
his constitution. His clothes were somewhat shabby, he
possessed no cloak nor greatt to envalpe himself withal,
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and every now and then he pulled down his sleeves to conceal
the holes that appeared in his dirty kid gloves. His deuble
breasted waistcoat was carefully buttoned up to the throat, and
did not permit the smallest particle of linen t@ghitself about
his person. His manners were free and easy, his impudence in
addressing the most perfect stranger was unparalleled, and his
good opinion of himself was only equalled by the bad one that
others entertained of him.
This individual, whose nameas Sangéné and a very
appropriate name it will eventually prove todbkad booked
himself for Boulognesur-Mer, whither he was going to receive
a considerable property left him by his father, who had just died
in that town through a surfeit and conseaguepoplexy
occasioned by t he deceased gert
predilection for fried eels.
It was not till the mail had arrived as far as Chantilly that
either of these three passengers ventured to break the silence
they had so rigidly maintained. Atrigth M. de Moirot was
wearied of that selfish taciturnity, and resolved to interrupt it.
He turned for a moment towards the window on his side, looked
in the direction in which the palace was situated, and pointing
it out to his agemisatdhmmamenton s ai
in yonder dwelling. o
fi | know it, o0 returned the <che
bountiful Providence for having restored an ancient dynasty to
its rights, and established the former glories of France on a
firmer basis than ever! o
AiYowerw then no friend to the
notary.
AAn honest man is never a frien
answer.

115



AQuite right, aénd accompanyinghisdo s ai c

approval with a familiar sl ap on
AANd yestsjemrs, 0 persisted M.
peculiar suavity of wvoice and m

done more for France than ever was performed by the Bourbon
family. o

AfHe rendered her the mod&t miser
he covered her plainswithl aught ered heroes. 0
ASacr ebl e u ogéne rtatablyd unaBea nby the

i ndignant gl ances of dé Al t amont
preach badly. o

AStill the fame of Napol eonds
page of history, 0 s aicahterdpeat Moi r ot
Sansgéne, who ran his fingers through his hair with the most

ineffable nonchalance.

AGl ory is an empty bubbl e, an
wel fare of i{illustrious men. But
continued M. d 6 Al to \amthentopic, e a n d , i
we dispute, allow me to ask whether you propose going as far

as Calais?o0

AAh! thatdés it,o cried Sans g®n
pinch of the chevalieré6s snuff.
bought at the Ciret, of coudee h  ? 0

Al intend to stop at Amiens, 0
AnAnd | al so, 0 observed the che\
ATi s a disagreeabldt hhroaua aboc laaa
in the mor ni ngg ®&n eq b sfiedrevuecde dS atnisr
obl i ged t o-sefNbdentlenian can sighit, eudles

di abl eportadde m
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AHad not pressing business co
nei ghbour hood of Ami ens, 0 began

noticing Sangg ®neds observadd ons, @Al sh
i Ah! it i s not in the town, t |
quicky , At hat the mail wil/ put vyo

i Mo n pPdd mubkbendeavour to snatch a few hours of
repose at Amiens, and then a hired carriage will speedily
convey me to the chateau. 0

AA chateau near Amiens, in Pic
hastily.

il am tabowitsi t t he Baroness C
observed the notary.

AiDevilish high connegéreon that 6

AWithin a mile of Amiens, 0 con
very first objects that meet the eye are the tall spire of the
cathedral, andtheédst ant turrets of the an
fi | have remarked them in for me
i The 4mausedsrsurrounded by groves of lofty trees; but
the turreted walls peep over that verdant enclosure. There is not

a finer estate in all Picardhan that of Grandmanoir. Perhaps

you have seen it yourself?0
il f my memory do not fail me ,
sl owl vy, il think | have once or
noble mansion. But for many years | have not visited this part
ofthe countryOf course the baroness i s

AAnd in good health, o0 said de |
she has seen many a change of season, many a political
vicissitude ! At this moment she cannot be less than-fivey
or sixty-six years of age. | have thahe honour of transacting
business for her during a quarter of a century, and my &ather
0
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At this moment the wheels of the mail rattled on the
pavement of the town of Clermont, and the conversation was
dropped by the passengers in the interior. The allesv
d6Al tamont did not exHhgénewads any w
fast asleep, and de Moirot became thoughtful. The night was
dark, but not a breath of wind disturbed the tranquil leaf: the
soft breeze of the morning had entirely subsided to a dead calm
The noise of t he horses6 hoof s
postilionds whip, now alone inte
the heavy vehicle rolled onward at an even and unwearied pace.
Occasionally it made way to allow a diligence or a waggon to
pass by, ad then with the right wheels in the dusty road, and
the left on the pavement, its deviation from the perpendicular
appeared to threaten an overthrow. But in a moment it regained
the middle of the wide route, and relaxed not an iota of its
steady pace.

Theclock of the towrhall had struck halpast three in the
morning, when the mail entered Amiens at full gallop. The
postilion urged on his four obedient horses with whip and spur,
and the courier blew a loud blast upon his bugle to give due
warning to theclerk at the posbffice. In a minute the coach
stopped at the door, and a hostler, who was employed in
changing the horses, volunteered his services to convey the
baggage of the two gentlemen, whose journey was completed,
to the inn where they chose tot .

The morning was cold and gloomy. A mizzling rain
descended like a fog, and beat in the faces of the shivering
travellers. In vain the chevalier drew his cloak more closely
around him, he could not repel the frigid sensation that numbed
him.M.deMor ot 6s teeth chattered as |
immediately opposite the pesffice, while Sangyéne thrust
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his hands into the greabat pocket of the courier to warm
them. But the horses were soon harnessed to thé iBaits

géne resumed his seat in theerior, the postilion mounted into

his saddle, and the equipage again set forth upon its journey,
carrying with it an individual who will soon become no
unimportant nor unamusing character in the progress of this
tale. The reader may readily guess thatlliiede to Sangéne.

The hostler was now ready to perform his promise; and the
two travellers followed him to the Hotel de France. By dint of
ringing at the gate, the porter was as length induced to obey the
summons, and admit the chevalier and the noatlyin the
precincts of the hotel. A chamberaid was obliged to leave
her warm couch and prepare beds for the early visitors, which
she did with an internal dissatisfaction that her countenance
dared not betray.

AYou will call méldeMoiretiothdt o6 cl
girl.

AAnd you wil/ suf fer me to sl
observed the chevalier. A reply in the affirmative was given to
each of these injunctions, and every one retired to his respective
chamber.

Chapter Two: The Breakfast Table

About four miles from Amiens, in the most fertile part of
Picardy, stood the vast dwelling of the Baroness of
Grandmanoir, The old house, which had existed for ages,
displayed a variety of species of architecture. On one side were
Gothic towers, with frowing parapet and long windows arched
at the top; on the other were colonnades supported by massive
pillars in the Corinthian fashion. The Doric and lonic were not
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less visible amongst that motley pile of buildings, which on the
whole was vested with a caim air of sombre magnificence
and gloomy grandeur that inspired awe and veneration rather
than any other more pleasurable feelings.

The chateau consisted of a large edifice, three stories high,
with antigue gables and massive chimneys that seemed
incapabé of resisting the violence of a storm. But there they
had stood for three centuries, and the lapse of years had
scarcely proved more ravaging than the efforts of the gale. The
old chatead it appeared to belong not to time, but to eternity!
On each side ahe main building, retreating some paces from
a level with the front of it, and connected to it by the above
mentioned Corinthian colonnades, projected the two wings in
rigid uniformity with each other. At the extremity of the wings
were the Gothic towersind in their immediate neighbourhood
an ignorant architect from Amiens had lately built a variety of
out-houses in numerous modern forms and fashions. But on the
central edifice was the grand Gothic tower. Figures
representing ancient warriors occupiddhes between every
high- arched window of the whole fabric; the weadrk of the
gables was fantastically carved; the very belfry, in which hung
the sonorous instrument that periodically called the inmates to
the dininghalls, partook of that venerabletiuity. At equal
distances along the roof of the building were placed tall rods of
iron as conductors to the lightning. On one of these rods floated
the banner of Frandethe insignia of the restablishment of
the Bourbon dynasty.

The principal entrancayhich was situated in the centre of
the main building, was approached by a flight of five or six
steps, beneath a portico supported by two pillars. This was also
an improvementof the last century. The gate itself was
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composed of folding doors, well studteith large nails, and

as well secured inside by bolts and bars. They were only opened
on grand occasions; a small wicket served as a means of egress
and ingress for ordinary purposes.

The inside of the venerable masi@yuse was as varied and
diversified in its arrangements as the exterior. Some of the
apartments were furnished in the fashion that was prevalent
during the glorious sway of Louis the Fourteenth; and others
were occupied by chairs, tables, and carpets, manufactured in
the reign of the good K Louis the Sixteenth, or during the
times of the Republic. The causes of this extraordinary variety
may probably be accounted for hereafter.

The gardens and surrounding parks were laid out and
arranged in the most tasteful manner. Casca@ésnese
bridges, fountains, arbours of twining jasmine, labyrinths of
clematis and grapeines, fishponds teeming with carp and
tench, bowers of roses, rich fruit trees, gaudy flowers; hot
houses, and summbpuses, were seen in all directions. Never
wasthere a more enchanting spot. The gardens were enclosed
by high railings kept in excellent order, and beyond them were
the parks in which the sportive deer fed tranquilly and
unmolested.

The baroness herself was an old lady who had entered her
sixty sixthyear when the epoch of this tale commences. Forty
eight summers had scattered flowers over her extensive
domains, and fortgight winters had cast their snows upon the
old castle, since she was first led a blooming bride to those
ancient halls. The lord gdrandmanoir had encountered her in
the gay saloons of the Faubourg St. Germain, in Paris, and
selected her from the fair daughters of the noblesse of France
as the partner of his fortunes. The baroness was wooed and
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won; her parents, who were not wealtaghough of an ancient
family,d being descended from the venerable constable
Montmorenci, who fought and died at St. Quintin in 1857,
were too much delighted at the proposal of the illustrious baron
to raise the slightest scruple; and the wedding was regéeb

with all the pomp and splendour that individuals of their rank
might have been expected to display. With an immense fortune,
a magnificent estate, a handsome person, and engaging
manners, the baron of Grandmanoir was well suited to render
his spousahe happiest of women. They dwelt at the chateau
near Amiens in the summer, and in the winter they sought the
pleasures so abundantly found in the sovereign city of the
world. Their union was blessed by the birth of a son in the year
1775; and soon aftehis event, to the astonishment of their
friends and relations, the baron and baroness of Grandmanoir
sold their princely hotel in the Faubourg St. Germain,
dismissed their servants, disposed of their furniture, and
departed on a tour to Italy.

M. de Moirot a notary in the Rue Vivienne, was nominated
their agent to superintend their pecuniary affairs in Paris, to
visit the chateau at Amiens from time to time, and to transact
all business that the baron might have with the French
metropolis. For some time géhchateau was shut up, as the
return of the proprietors was expected to take place in the
course of a year or two. But they did not make their appearance;
and M. de Moirot at length advertised the ancient maooise
to be let.

It was not till the year 17® t hat the banker 0:¢
concluded. The baroness Grandmanoir then returned to France,
accompanied by her son, but unattended by her lord. They were
dressed in deep mournidighe one for a husband, the other for
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a father. M. de Moirot attended them teir ancestral halls,
and gave up the keys to the widow. But she did not long inhabit
the spacious manor house in peace. The revolution broke out,
and she was obliged to leave her native land. This time she
sought the hospitable shores of England, wheeersmained

until the reestablishment of the Bourbons allowed her to return
to France and take undisputed possession of her property. Her
son had married the daughter of a French emigrant who had
also been obliged to take refuge in England; and two dawsghte
were the fruit of that union. The little girls were named Eugenie
and Clemence; and both gave promise of being one day
remarkable for an extraordinary degree of beauty. The
anticipations of their parents were not disappointed; but they
did not live to vitness the fulfilment of their prophetic wishes.
An epidemic malady carried them to the tomb; and at the
respective ages of eleven and nine, when the baroness returned
to France, the interesting orphans were dependent on their
venerable grandmother alonahose years had multiplied,
whose brow was wrinkled with cares, and whose path through
life had not been strewed with an unusual profusion of flowers.
Alas! many thorns had embittered her existence!

When the baroness returned to France in 1815, M. de
Moirot 6s son had succeeded to his
agency of the financial arrangements of Grandmanvir. He is the
same individual whom we have already introduced to our
readers, and whom we have seen travelling in the Calais malil
from Paris to Amias. His father, at his decease, had left him
an immense fortune in addition to retude de notaireand
there were not found wanting certain scandalous tongues who
declared that the greater portion of this wealth was extracted
from the productive lands @dérandmanoir. Be that as it may,
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the baroness did not di spute
accounts, and M. de Moirot was an occasionak know not
whether a welcond guest at the chateau.

It is, then, in the year 1822 that we have commenced our
tale. The lroness was seated with her gralagdighters and two
gentlemen at the breakfast table, and an unusual silence reigned
on all sides. The old lady was oppressed in spirits, a nervous
anxiety made her start at every step she heard in the corridor,
or at everytime the door of the oaken parlour was opened. Her
countenance was paler than ordinarily, and ever and anon she
cast glances of commiseration or sorrow on Eugenie and
Clemence.

Eugenie was now eighteen years of age. She was tall and
exquisitely formed; hedark eyes were replete with fire, they
were the mirror of the purest of souls to reflect the chastest of
thoughts. Her guileless bosom was unacquainted with the name
of sin. She was one of those ravishing creatures that seem unfit
to breathe the taintedr ®f this earth, and that are alone adapted
to dwell in regions where care, vice, and infamy are not known.
Her luxuriant hair fell in long ringlets over a neck of snow: her
high-arched brow set off a forehead that spoke of virgin
candour and innocence. eH complexion was somewhat
inclined to the clear oliv& a brunette, where the vermilion was
scarcely distinguished, save on her lips, which were red and
pouting. Her ivory teeth were small and even, her nose was
perfectly straight, her eyes were shadeddngldark lashes,
which seemed to indicate that Spanish blood rolled in her
veinsp but it was not so. Nor were her passions like those of
the ultraPyrenean maidens. Her heart was as incapable of a
sentiment of revenge as her virgin pride was impossibbe to
beguiled by the seducer. The amiability and generosity of her
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disposition were as unquestionable as her beauty and
accomplishments.

Clementine or Clemence was two years younger than her
sister; and although her charms were in nothing inferior to those
of Eugenie, they were entirely of a different stamp and cast of
beauty. Her blue eyes beamed with mildness and bewitching
softness, her flaxen hair was parted above a brow that might
have shamed the whitest alabaster, and her delicate complexion
was slighty tinged with the purple hue of health and youthful
freshness. Her airy form was chiselled in most exquisite and
enchanting proportions, her tread was elastic, her walk upright
as the young tree, and her delicate foot scarcely seemed to
touch the ground shtrod upon. Her manners were full of
pl ayfulness and girlish sportiwv
somewhat quiet and reserved. Eugenie was a domesticated
being Clemence was like the winged butterfly of opening
summer.

Between these two fascinating creagiwas seated a young
man of about six or seven and twenty years of age. He was of
noble bearing, somewhat haughty in his manners, and very
proud of his fortune and title. He had been left an orphan at an
early age, and the care of aristocratic guardiaaeased his
revenues to a considerate extent. His estate joined the vast lands
of Grandmanoir, and, notwithstanding the haughtiness of his
notions, be was well beloved by his tenantry and dependants.
He was still single; and, being a constant visitdhatchateau
of the baroness, it was generally supposed in the
neighbourhood that Eugenie or Clemence would one day
become countess of Montville. As yet he had shown no marked
preference for either; he was attached to them both, was
enamoured of their begutwas captivated by their amiability,
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accomplishments, and virtue; and although he secretly
determined to fulfil the predictions of his acquaintances, he was
still undecided which to choose.

With regard to Eugenie and Clementine themsé¢lves, each
thoughtthat the attentions of the count were paid chiefly to her
sister; and of the two, perhaps, Clemence was the one who
entertained for the aristocratic scion of the noble house the
more deeply rooted germinations of affection.

The other gentleman, who occugpia seat at the breakfast
table of the baroness of Grandmanoir, was the Abbé
Pruddhomme. Fat her Joseph, as
family, was a man of about fivendthirty. He was amongst
that class of individuals whose characters are delindated
their actions and not by their appearance or words. Like the
generality of priests he was a hypocrite and a gourmand, full of
jesuitical sayings, holy remonstrances, saintly allusions, and
divine breathings. He had many bad and many good points
about hin. He was cunning, clever, artful, and designing; on
the other hand, he was generous, charitable, and even profuse
in his liberality. He had been installed in his present position in
the family since the return of the baroness to France. In person
Father dseph was tall, spare, and thin; his eyes were dark and
sunken, his complexion sallow, and his cheeks hollow. He was
a man of few words, generally wrapt in deep meditation, and
capable of concealing his sentiments and acutest feelings from
the most penetting and experienced. Such we believe is the
character of Roman Catholic priests, a character formed by a
mystified system of religion; but let not the reader suppose that
we aim a blow at that religion through the medium of an attack
upon its ministers. fle flock may be sound and péréhe
shepherd may be false and designing.
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The count de Montville; the priest, and the two sisters, all
noticed the dowatast air of the venerable baroness, and longed
to question her as to the cause. But that lady had inedlcat
such sentiments of deference and respect into the minds of her
granddaughters, and inspired the same awe in the hearts of the
others, that no one ventured to hint at the melancholy which
oppressed her, nor uttered a word that might bear the slightest
dlusion to the subject. The baroness of Grandmanoir
maintained a certain feudal authority in her own house; and any
visitors, who from time to time partook of her hospitality, soon
became accustomed to the stately manners of the ancient dame,
and paid stit observance to those laws that regulated the rest
of the family. No general ever possessed a greater command
over his regime no monarch ever reigned more absolutely
over his people than did the baroness in the ancestral halls of
her departed husbandilBwvas her sway lenient and mild; no
one felt the chains her authority had cast around her
dependants, all fancied they obeyed from motives of respect
and deference.

The restraint already mentioned was peculiarly irksome to
the two sisters. They loved @nevered their grandmother, and
were naturally anxious concerning the cause of her melancholy
demeanour. They knew that M. de Moirot was expected, but
they could not connect his anticipated arrival with the springs
of the baronesso6 sloavethewanddfie mu st
readers in a state of uncertainty for the present, and
procrastinate any development of the mystery to the next
chapter.

Chapter Three: The Notary
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The breakfast was at length concluded. The priest retired to his
study; the two yountpdies, attended by the count, sought the
garden; and the baroness remained alone in the apartment
where the morningo¥Twofeginesih had b
gorgeous liveries entered to clear away the various meats and
dainties that had been scarcayt¢hed; and when the table was
disencumbered of the china, the plate, and the food under which
it had ere now groaned, the baroness desired one of the
domestics to tell the steward he might enter into her presence.

A pampered menial, with corpulent persamning smile,
and respectful bow, slid into the room upon histties, and
stood at the distance of -a few
chair, in which she sate like a royal queen.

AiYou may approach, Germain, 0 s
her withered hantb the steward, for it was he who sought her
presence thus humbl vy, fand pray

for M. de Moirot is expected from Paris. He was to have left by
the mail last night, according to a letter | received from him
yesterday morning. o

AYvur | adyship shall be obeyed,
he proceeded to lay a quantity of documents upon the table
before the baroness, who put on a large pair of gold spectacles,
and hastened to examine the accounts, for such they were.

AYour | adyshibpewve, 0 continued
Jacques Devot, who was once the most exact of all your
| adyshi pbs tenants, has not yet

of rent that accumulated during the winter. | called upon him a

20riginal citation: G.W. M. Reynol ds
The Monthly MagazineSeptember 1837, pp. 2664.
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few days ago, and found hiimthe greatest distress. He is now
a most unprofitable tenant, your
AnWhat can be the cause of so s
inquired the venerable dame.
AiHi s daughter has married agai
t he respect f thusbandeipd worthless &liod, h e r
who | ives upon the poor father
fi T-morrow we will either send a receipt in full to Jacques
Devot, o0 returned her | adyship, |
for the arrears that are due to
nSend a receipt or a bailiff,
in unfeigned astonishment, and at a loss to account for the
motives of such extraordinary alternatives.
AfOne or the other, 0 observed t|
AAnd there is Michebdb Oabbisuetdc
steward; scarcely recovered from the astonishment into which
the strange behaviour of his venerable mistress had thrown him.
i What of Mi chel Duboi s, Ger mai |
ifHe pleads the badness of the
cannot fulfil his enggements more satisfactorily than the
ot her . o

nWe will adopt the same | ine of
as we shall do towards Devot, 0 ¢
mildly but firmly.

AAnd Henri Labat, the miller, y

amount ofhis rent this very morning: it was due the fifteenth
of last month; but he requested me to inform your ladyship that
if you would allow me to return him the moiety, and accord
him a delay of six weeks, 8ed

129



il cannot anerow drerning, | Gelmai , t 6o

interrupted the baroness: Abut |
save the instances you mentioned
Germain replied in the affirmative.

iYou may make your wusual repor

the highborn dame.

ANot hing of ma t e rnsuad duriogothes e g u e n
|l ast week, your |l adyship,d began
has overflowed its banks, and damaged the railings of the park
on the northern side; and the grajyes are almost cut to
pieces by the winds that blew with such severityva fiays

ago. Farther than that, your | @
domestic, Al have nothing to rep
AYou may retire, Ger mai n, O S

Grandmanoir; and the steward withdrew onttips, as he had
entered. The butler, the cellarer, the $ekeeper, and one or
two farmers, solicited and obtained each a consecutive
audience, after which the baroness cast her eyes over the
Moniteur newspaper, and then inspected her letters that were
shortly brought in.

We have merely detailed the conversatibat took place
between the venerable baroness and her steward, to give the
reader an idea of the excellent
regularity with which her household and domestic economy
was arranged, as well as to exemplify the feudal pomp and
aristocracy that reigned in all her actions and governed all her
remarks. But on this occasion, Germairihe sedate, steady,
tranquil Germaifd was more than astonished at the indecisive
responses the baroness had returned to his representations
concerning hetenantry. Hitherto she had immediately ordered
the measures necessary to be adopted in such cases; now she
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was uncertain, and had expressed herself unable to decide. The
worthy steward could not fancy how her ladyship possibly
balanced between the extrenoégenerosity and rigour in the
cases of Devot and Dubois: she was not wont to renounce a just
debt without taking security for future payment, nor was she
ever guilty of proceeding to the utmost extent allowed her by
the law. Wherefore she should protiate to the next day that
decision which her energetic mind had hitherto invariably
dictated at the moment, not only astounded but also grieved the
faithful steward, for his imagination did not fail to entertain
presentiments of evil, or to fancy thagtmental faculties of his
mistress were prone to a speedy decay.

At length M. de Moirot made his appearance, and was
immediately ushered to the reception room of the chateau.
Thither did the old lady also hasten, and exchanged hasty
civilities with the noary, who maintained a certain air of
fawning politeness and obsequiousness which the baroness
well knew was assumed and forced. They seated themselves at
the tablé the baroness prepared to listehl. de Moirot to
speak. The man of the law first drew a paitf from his
pocket, thence extracted a parcel of deeds, which he placed
upon the table near him, and hemmed two or three times ere he
dared to break a disagreeable silence.

AYour | adyship is aware that

1822, | btkelnataey\afeer, adongshasitatdon, and with
an embarrassment in his manner.

AiYou need not remind me of
answered the baroness, in a firm tone of voice.

AfAnd you are al s oacecomiagt@the my
terms of our agreeméh or rather the agreement with my late
fathe® o
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Pr okleeldi st en, and understand vy
AWhich agreement, your | adyshi

and the terms of it declare that its conditions shall be put in

forced in case of certain defadltwithin one nonth after the

14th of August, 1822, on which day notice must be given, as |

now give it, of the determinatio
or executors ® tod 0
fiYou need not name such res

interrupted the bawnodes$ss haoglei

fiMille pardons, madamed sai d t he notary,
affectation of mi |l dness; il W C
unpleasant truths, nor recall to your memory scenes
disagreeable to dwell upon. | have, howévand your
ladyship is awarefatd a wife and family to provide for, and
the bulk of my fatherés propert.y
the arrangement and condition of which have now brought me
hither. You must moreover recol/l
notary, recovering his courages he spoke, it hat
ensuing month, you remain but ostensibly the Mistress of this
domain, if such were my will; but | could rfotvould nod
heap such insults upon your head. Continue to sway, Madam,
the lands of Grandmanoir, and on the 14th oft&aper next |
shall again do myself the pleaséiréshall again call upon you,
definitively to settle the affairs which have-day occasioned
my visit to Amiens. 0

inoOf you, M. de Modmoot mericya®k
excl aimed the bar onughstesecud@ b have
competency to my dear gractlildrerd and that even you
cannot take from me. Had your younger brother come forward
when he attained the age of one and twé&niy
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AThen the | ands of Grandmanoir

from me and my heirs forvee r , you would say,
interrupted de Moirot, with a fi
was my fatherdés will, as your de

Alfred de Moirot is not in existence; and to me must your
ladyship account for the fulfilment of the raditions of the
treaty. o

ioOur business is now concluded
said the baroness, after a mome
uttered these words in a haughty

yourself the trouble to walk to the oakparlour, you may
haply find wherewith to refresh yourself. | now offer you that
which in another month you will perhaps have a right to
command. 0O

it i's not my intention to re
Moirot carelessly; then, in a tone of exceeding poligsnée
added, Madanmeda bardnnavill continue to occupy a
suite of apartmends 0

AWhat! 0 exclaimed the venerabl
her eyes, and all her frame trembling with rage and indignation,
Awhat! i nhadiasatenadt tiseaniciénehalla of c e
my husbanddés forefathers! dwell
guest, when for years almost all that | could survey from its
highest windows has been mine! exist as an emblem of the very
ruins of the finest family of the north! Oh no! deolvbtd your
offer is as base as the advantage you take of a treaty forced
upon my unfortunate husband by your selfish fathétass on,
Sir, and say no more!o

There was something so awful, at the same time so
venerable and commanding, in the language ditdde of the
ancient baroness, that de Moirot shrank into nothing before her
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frown, and, without hazarding a word of reply, was glad to
make his escape from tkalle de conference

Chapter Four: Sangéne

In the meantime the mail continued its even pace, and at about
t wo o006c!l oc¥kéne gurived safely at Baulngser

Mer. No sooner did the wheels of the massive vehicle rattle
over the stones of that beautiful qeart, than Sanrgéne hastily
passd his fingers through his hair, drew down his eslaeves

to their utmost extent, wiped his trousers with his dirty pocket
handkerchief, and assumed a certain air of importance which
he intended should astonish the worBgulonnais while his

left hand attled a few twesous pieces in his waistceadcket.

The moment the mail stopped at the pafite, Sangyéne
sprung from the interior; and having desired the courier to be
very careful how he disengaged his baggage from the
surrounding boxes, trunkspa@ portmanteaus, he addressed
himself to a shabbgenteellooking gentleman, who rejoiced
in the lucrative post ofommissionairgor touter to an hotel,
and requested to be informed
could boast of, and the one that was nhfidted to receive a

i wh

person of consegqguence and rank. @

The touter could scarcely suppress a smile, as his visual rays
encountered the person of the unabashed and unblushing Sans
géne; and, with a perfect indifference to all the laws of
politeness and deoam, he laughed outright, when tbeurier
carefully consigned into the hands of his late passenger a small

bundle, whose extent had been compressed to such a compass

that a red cotton pocket hatigerchief circumvented the whole

of that portable wardrobédi And pr ay what do
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mighty singular to laugh atoquir? 6 ¢ r i-gérk, c&tng s
a |l ook of ineffable disddin on t
mean a gentleman, chooses to tranebg for a wager, is his
assumed poverty to be made a laugsiogk?Dieu mercilwe
have coin abou-géneutrumphantly,dad bed S an:
rattled his keys and copper coins together in his pocket.

So long as the touter was convinced that this strange
character had anything representative, or in the shape of,
money he was perfectly indifferent as to his titles, motives for
travelling, wardrobe,&c. He accordingly volunteered his
services to carry the gentl emani
to the Hotel d& o , situate near the harbour.

During the walk, Sangéne wililed away the time in putting
various interrogations to his communicative guide, and in
enlightening that distinguished personage with regard to certain
points not less remarkable for veracity than interest.

APray, i s Boulogne vequired gay at
Sans géne.
ATol erably gay, Monsi eur, 0 was

two or three dashing young gentlemen like yourself to enliven
us. o
il f understand your compliment,
in return that you are not far wrong. In a few dayg,cousin,
Count Polliawiski, an eminent Pole, will join me; and as |
expect the Marquis de Pochiine from England, in the
course of next week, we shall form a pleasant little party. Is
there good stabling at your hote
AExcell ent! Decehis stiwloas well asunis e x p
friends the count and the marqui
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ACertainly,; but one colrddd not
horses in the government mail. Had it not been for a cursed

waged 0

iAh! it was a wager t hat bro
interrupted he touter with affected obsequiousness.

AFool that | agn®noe ;e xficll aiinnveadr iSaabn

myself through an excessive communicativeness! But are there
many foreignerd those vulgar, fat, plurpuddingeating
English,youknow at Boul ogne?0
iOhd sy Monsieur, 06 was the answe
very rich, as we fancied all Englishmen to be, they are
dreadfully poor. o
APoor! o exg®PaemedoSansurse the
they would have stuck to their white cliffs and roast beef
forever. Buf 0 h e added, forgetting f
assumed i mportance, Aiis there a
Homer was poor, Plato was poor, and Pliny was so very poor
that he could not afford to buy oil for his lamp, but was obliged
to write at night by the luse that came from the eyes of his
cat . o
iWere those gentlemen al so acgq
asked the touter, with an -#luppressed smile at the novel
substitute for candles, of which he now heard for the first time;
fand does Monsijeodrn ehx pre catt tBhoeunh ot
Posterity will for ever remain unacquainted with the
probable answer Saiggene would have given to these queries,
for while a reply was about to issue from his lips, the
commissionaire hastily turned into a magnificenporte-
cochere and led the way to a spacious cegatd, around
which parallelogram rose a vast and splendid hotel.-§éane
could not avoid casting a single glance at his shabby coat
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sleeves, and suffering his mouth to form a slight grimace or
contortion, when he hadurveyed the handsome pile of
buildings, the carriages standing in the court, the-drelésed
servants running backwards and forwards, and the air of
expenditure, wealth, and Iluxury that seemed to reign
throughout.

A Wil | Monsi eur haorwillheusetheat e
coffeter oom? 6 enquired the toute
of the latter chamber, and ushered in the new guest.

r

ap.

~

C

APrivate apartment ss;g®nae;bd anur, e

hark ye, my worthy friend, | tell you in confidence only, for
would not have my secret exposed to all the world, | am a
person of rank in disguise] et t hat suffi ce.

The touter bowed, and led the way to a superb parlour,
adjoining which was an equally handsome -bedmber, and
having received Sarg ® n e 0 s o0 prepateaa hastlejeuner
alafourchette retired to inform hi
the strangest gentleman in the world had just arrived at the
hoteld that he was immensely rich, that Messieurs Homer,
Plato, and de Pochkaeine were his intimate friends, and that
he was travelling in appant poverty and in disguise for a
considerabl e wager. o

No sooner was Safggne alone, than he began capering
about the room, then surveying himself with peculiar
satisfaction in the Psyche, then rubbing a white thread off his
seedy coat with his wet thuomand then resuming his dance to
the extreme and imminent danger of the furniture profusely
strewed about the apartment. Unfortunately his fandango
continued for a considerable time; and, more unfortunately still,
his pas de seuled him towards the doat the very moment
the waiter entered with a wdliden tray in his hand. One kick
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from the foot of the immortal Saigg@ne scattered the divers
viands, soups, and dainties, intended for his luncheon, over the
person of the astonished waiter, and in thesg@ges behind that
discomfited individual. Sargéne saw the ruins he had caused,
and recollecting that among the tsous pieces there lurked a
double crown of six francs, to which he justly laid claim as
proprietor, he instantly consigned it to the hanfdhe waiter,

and ordered another breakfast to be immediately served up.
This petite ruse de guerre produced the desired effect; and the
obsequious gargon smiled amidst soups and gravies, and retired
to execute the fresh orders of the strange guest.

Havingmade vast inroads on the copious repast which was
shortly placed upon his table, and having thought it expedient
to wash down the same with a couple of bottles of old
Chambertin, Sangéne not only felt himself considerably
refreshed, but also made a pgoiof communicating that
important fact to the waiter, whose toilet he had so materially
disarranged a short time before. He then wrote a very short
note, in a very unsteady hand, to a certain quarter, which
missive was immediately despatched, and theiatig reply
was returned

Dear Sird | am exceeding happy to hear of your safe
arrival in this town. Your business is so nearly brought
to a conclusion, that your presence alone is all that is
now required to terminate the affair. May | request the
pleasure of your company to breakf temorrow
morning at ten o'clock, if convenient, after which you
may sign a release and receive the monies due to you
from the estate of your late father, according to the
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terms of his will. | have the honour to remain, with the
most perfect considetan,?*
Your obedient servant,
DelLeux, Solicitor.
Boulogne, August 14th, 1822.

ATres bi en! ogémexegténdrig mraself oStaen s
sofa, sipping his last glass of Chambertin, and throwing the
welcome note across the table to the waiter, in order t
convince that individual of his solvency.
AA few hundred thousands of f
mored a mere trifl® but still acceptabl@ e h ? 0
AMonsieur a raison, o0 said the \
i Gar - on! 0-géne, asethik pessamtbus addressed
was abouttoleave he apart ment, Afwho occ.t
rooms next to mine? | thought |
AAn ol d gentl eman of sixty, 0o v
heard voices in his room, they must have been those of himself
and another waiter. He hasjlisi ni shed hi s dinner

AWhat is his nagére?0 enquired S:
ADelawM.I IRBel ville,d0 was ®Hhe repl
and what is his height 20

i Rat hoenro ,f atthi n, and about t he |
answered the waiter, astonished at these queries.

AnThat wi || ga®,nce . c riiGead cB8ans pr e

compliments to the gentlemarM. Delville, you say; take two
more bottles of this same wine to his room, and say that a
Parisian nobleman in disguise will presently call upon him, and
helptodrinkthe@amber t i n. 0O

21 The usual way of concluding lets in France.
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i B & Monsieud 0

ADi sappesitbd dbeyed! @neg withed San
astounding emphasis on the waondist When his orders were
obeyed, Sangéne presented himself at the door of M.
Del vill ebs room, and, having ma
apartment with as much freedom as if it had been his own and
seated himself quietly at the table. The old gentleman, whose
appearance answered the description given of him by the
waiter, and who evidently enjoyed a joke, was far from
offended at the nenhalance of his strange guest; and in a few
minutes they were on excellent terms with each other. M.
Delville laughed heartily at Sasts® ne 6 s pecul i ari ti e
followed quickly upon anecdote; good humour prevailed; and
when the old gentleman perceivégat the two bottles of
Chambertin wer e empty, he i nsi
guantum, 0 whereupon the waiter w
necessary beverage was procured. This reinforcement was
succeeded by coffee and liqueurs; and then, as the evening was
particularly fine, and it was not more than Radfst nine
00 cl ocdénd tiaseediness of whose coat could stand
the test of dusk and laMjghtd suggested a walk, M. Delville
acceded to the proposition, and the two gentlemen sallied forth,
considerabyl the worsé or the better, which shall we s&y?
for their frequent libations.

As they sauntered down the Rue
young ladies returning from their evening walks; and Sans
géne did not fail to bow to some, and to address a few wbrds
unheeded compliment to others.
Al thought you were a perfect
M. Delville, with an inquiring tone of voice, as he leant upon
his companiondés ar m.
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nOh! yes,; but the freemasonry
understood every whete, a n s we génel ang atntisat
moment the brother of one of the young ladies whom -Sans
g®neods of fensi ve adul ati on had
vigorous blow to the cranium of the masonic admirer of the fair
sex, that he rolled upon the pavement, dragtlieginfortunate
M. Delville with him. The punishment thus inflicted was quite
satisfactory to the attacking party; and Sgégae hastily rose
from the pavement, lifted up his prostrate companion, and ran
with all his might down the street, followed by Melville,
who kept close at his heels. The sounds of a \@olor rather
fiddle, a flute, and a harp, soon met the ears of the fugitives,
and they were happy to take refuge in the parlour of a large
aubergeor public house, where various young apprentices,

tradesmends sons, & c .grisettesall e danc
dressed in their gayest garb for the occasion.
iBe not astoni shed, gentl es an

géne, in order to allay the confusion his precipitate entrance had
occasi on e-ddventundaa flightdvaedued and an
escape from the police, are the leading features of our
adventure; and if you do not permit us to conceal ourselves
amongst you, we are irretrievabl

The apprentices and thgisettesappeared delighted with
this explanation, and the two new visitors were received with
the utmost cordiality. Punch was handed r@utite dancing
recommencedl Sansgéne capered about like a madidand
M. Delville chatted with those young ladies who happened not
to be engaged in that qualky.

But Sansgéne, whose blood was inflamed by frequent
potations, could not altogether restrain himself to the
conventional forms of the dance; and in a moment of Quixotic
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passion, he imprinted a delicate kiss on the lips of his partner,
who only thought ofesisting when it was too late. Thereupon
the young | adyodos | over interfer
companions aided him in an attack upon Sgése and
Delville, which latter gentleman was doomed to be implicated
in the quarrels produced by the extravagen of his
companion. Sangéne had a most humane and amiable dislike
to anything in the shape of a combat; and in order to avoid a
pugilistic display on the present occasion, he seized M. Delville
by the arm, and dragged him into the street, up whichabain
commenced a rapid flight, and only halted when they were
convinced there was no one in pursuit.

AiWhere are we?0 enquired M. Del
for the first time since the precipitate exit from theberge  fi |
see neither houses norHig s . 0

iWe must be on the HR®Réneinsa road,
tone of confidence which he did not actually feel.

iAre you sure? | never Kknow m
met hinks that | walk wunsteadily,
the wine and punch had workéheir effects.

inTake hold of my hand, | never
Sansgéne, totally uncertain which direction to pursue.

i But it is pitch dark! o

AOh! thadkeepnbt hmnbgold of my I
fi Y & but where the devil are you dragging o
ABack to the hotel ,-géheo be sur e,
Al am up to my knees in mud, 0 ¢
ANever mi nd, your trowsers wil/
iShall we soon be at home, do
iWe must get somewhere mpresent

reply.
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nl fancy we are already in the
AiHow infamously it is |lighted,
way. O

iWhat ! do you really imagine n
darkness alone deceives you; we are alreadywwtfdown the
street,andcrowdsr e traversing it on eit

AThank ©God! oBekcl ai med M. Del v
Sansgéne rolled into a ditch. Saggne vented his wrath in
imprecations; and his unfortunate companion, having contrived
to extricate himself from his bed of filthkank down by the side
of the ditch, in the muddy road, literally exhausted.

fiSacreblel this is unfortuna®t devi | i sh unf ortu
cried Sangg ®n e, in a miserable solilo
clothes to cut a respectable appearance before my lawyer to
morrow morning! But never mind, the fortune of my lamented
father will speedily refit me, and any excuse may serve to
account for the seediness of my attire, when | have money to
receive. o

At that moment the heavy wheels of a diligence were heard,
and inanother instant a coach, which had left Paris the day
before for Calais, was hailed by Sayéne. Without giving
himself the trouble to inquire whither it was going, he caused
his companiod now fast asleep from fatigue and
intoxicatiord to be lifted into te rotonde and having
ascertained that if he retraced his steps, half an hour's walk
would enable him to reach his hotel, he pushed manfully on
towards that desirable destination, totally reckless of the fate of
the unfortunate Delville.

Chapter Five: A Bclosure
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When Sangéne awoke in the morning, he rubbed his eyes, and
strove to collect his scattered ideas so as to call to mind the
events of the preceding evenittgde laughed heartily when,
in the midst of many confused reminiscences, his memory
furnished him with the fact of his having despatched M.
Delville to Calais by the night diligence; and when the waiter
entered his apartment, an unconquerable and continued
risibility for some time prevented him from answering the
enquiries of that individualoncerning the old gentleman.
iHe has taken a singular freak
i t, 0 sgénedmi8sapeas of laughter.
AAh! 6 ejacul ated the waiter; 2lK:
be, Monsi eur 20 he added in a res
ATo get drunk, and -wat e@ro, oCawaas
the reply.
The waiter opened his eyes in unfeigned astonishment, and
shrugged his shoulder doubt ful |l vy, as he mu
comprends rien. o

iDespatch, waiter, and prepare
géne, when the immoderate ebullition of his mirth had
somewhat abat ed; Aifor I have im

with M. Deleux, the solicitg who, by the way, invited me to
breakfast with him: but | dare not venture out with an empty
stomach; so use despadchnd, waited 0
Aiwhat iis your pleasure, Monsi el
ifiHave the goodness to enquire
two or tree trunks and half a dozen carpet bags arrived from
Pari s by t he waggon tAh sas mor n

20riginal citation: G. W. M. Theeynol ds
Monthly MagazineOctober 1837, pp. 3820.
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seigneuri® 6 no, |  MneSansgénd, o/oyageur,
Boulognesur-Mer. 6 0

nCertainly, Sir,0 returned the
commissiontobeexcut ed f or Monsi eur 200
fi Y & when | recollect myseifc a | | at the banke
Rue de | 6Ecu, and enquire if a

for me. O
The waiter bowed, and retired to perform those errands
which Sansggéne knew perfectly well would lead no result,
for his whole wardrobe had accompanied him from Paris in a
certain red cotton handkerchief before alluded to, and his
present pecuniary possessions were limited to sevenpence
halfpenny in sous on the manfgkce.
AThe waggon ds Mohnhsiyetr aorsa&ied
when he reentered the room, after the lapse of a quarter of an
hour or twenty minutes; Afand t h
any advice from Paris relative t
ifAs for t he nygéneegycollylai do Saots
care about that; but my baggégthat is the essential podt
for | travelled purposely in a very old suit, and am ashamed to
appear before, my lawyer, from whom | am to receive a
considerable sum of money, in such habiliments: not but that
my cod is-c ut in the fi BgitthadPaeni si an
purchased at an old clothesdé sh
twelve franc) fand my breechesd (which

from a friend in 1821) fiwere nev
nl f, Modn shieeguarn .t he wai ter
ASpéad& not be al ar med, my dear

géne, affecting indifference as to the nature of the
communication about to be made, although he full well divined
the nature of it.
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Al have adoSucnodnatyi nsuueidt t he t i mi d

iAnd 1li xhtaeveen son t he @ménad, 0 obse

iWhich, i f Monsi eurd owosualidd atchcee
waiter.

AiThree of mine ar @ oofadgdwepe rSfainrs e
géne.

nlt i s at Monsi eurod6s service, 0
AWith vebwvet e cthsahsyéaa. s
fi Nooi t has no velvet about it,

fancying that the gentleman of the extensive wardrobe was
alluding to the coat he so liberally proffered.

AAnd | shall reward yogénewith fi
by way of cuttingthe matter short, to the great relief of the
waiter, who was afraid he had not been fully understood.

The clothes were produced, and, considering that the waiter
was but ten inches taller than Sayg&ne, they did not fit badly.
At all events they were ber than the rejected articles; and
when Sansgéne had completed his toilet, made a copious
breakfast, and washed down the same with a bottle of St.
Emilion, he hurried to the house in which M. Deleux resided.
Having waited twenty minutes in the outer offiduring which
time a clerk was employed in informing M. Deleux of the
client's arrival , and a quarter
private cabinet, whither he was eventually shown, Sansgéne
began to feel a certain uneasiness in thus being forcedyo tar
S0 unreasonable a time, and accordingly commenced the
perusal of some of the | awyerds
on the desk, to while away a few minues task which he
found somewhat difficult. But the obsequious bows, numerous
welcomes, and cdial invitations liberally proffered by M.
Deleux, when he entered the room, entirely effaced any
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disagreeable impression before received, A quarter of an hour
was expended in a mutual exchange of compliments; and when
all the politeness that the Frenemguage and French manners
are capable of demonstrating had been effectually lavished on
each other by those gentlemen, they proceeded te ress,
the lawyer opening the conyersation in these té&rms:
AfThe respeg®ra dM.e Baneasrryed sudden
the solicitor.

AThrough his predilection for
Al as! poobr wmano returned t he
seriously, fi-#agsd M. tDelsud were riheyy

tolerably wel/l l ined?d enquired

AiThe | at e vnegererwhdfbr maniyearshad
carried on a certain commercial intercourse with our

transmarine neighbour s, the Engl
peculiar solemnitfy

ASmuggling, | S uppénes as,hélaid nt er r
his right foot on the corner ohte s ol i ci t or 6s des

interposing the welpolished boot, supplied by the waiter,
between his own physiognomy and that of the lawyer;

Asmuggling, eh? was it not?0o
Al f mwedescend to particular de
Del eux, fAit was by those daring

M. Sansgéne amassed the sum of twefitye thousand
francs. 0

ATwehitywe thousand f rgégnmecis! 0 s h
raptures.

APrecisel yt be alnaweere.d AWhi ch S
pl enitude of his kindness, he ha
of busi ness, ilas wel | as di ver s
some furniture, plate, linen, a waggon with three wheels, a lame
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horse, a mule, some orientalakes preserved in spirits, and
other valuables duly noticed in

AioOf which | stand much in need,

AnwWhat? of the waggon or the [
astonishment.

AOh! no, 0buhdithekprogedydd s a-gée, Sans
correcting himself. AAt this vel
six dozens of fine linen shirts, with cambric boséntkree
dozen$ 0

fiMille pardonsb excl ai med the | awyer;
precious, and | can readily take your word for tlagiaus
articles that form your wardrobe. Should you intend to reside
at Boulogné o

ADecidedly m®n,eq <aikd nFamnugp t he
perntknife to pair his nails.

AiThen, in that case, perhaps th
would be to realizehe personal property, and convert the
whol e into ready money. 0

AMonsi eur , ég ®neep,| ifleydo uSaannde a ver
a Locmai® an upright judge. Realize the property, and, in the
meanti me, give me a |ittle cash

AWith plaeasseredo M. Del eux. i B u
communicate a very important secret to §ausecret that has
reposed in my breast for the last twenty y&agissecret that the
late venerated M. Saiggne entrusted to my ears on his first
arrival at Boulogne. 0

fiSacebleub e xc | ai-g®nde ; Safinhser e i s a
Pray, was the old gentleman a king in disguise, a prophet, or a
necromancer ?0

ANeit her, my dear Sir; but he
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nNot my father !-@o®nej acfull atseig pc
however, that hiswifeaws my mot her ?0
i Nd M. Sansgéne, you were no farther connected with
the family of the late respected gentleman than by adoption.
The name you at present bear, moreover, is neither your own,
nor that of your putative father: circumstances, the nature of
which he never explained even to me, induced him to assume
that appellation, instead of his true one, which was Ménard
Paul M®nard. o
AVery |l ikelys;g®nre mdr lbaud Sarsshal
present nomenclature, which is not only mdigtinguéthan
that d Ménard; but, by a strange coincidence, is exactly
expressive of my true character; so that it would appear as if |

were made for the name, instead
Aivery true, 0 said the | awyer,
and glancing towards Sessg ®neds el evated | eg,

already causedr seveoatumfidoigke an
parchments and deeds scattered over the desk to make a show,

the said deeds having been totally useless for the last five years.

il have, howewerd, chbone nmgd duhbe
business, Aiin thus communicati ngq
permitted to unfold after the demise of the respected M.
Ménard,alias Sansgéne, It is nhow my intention to hand you

over ten thousand francs for your immediate wants,jiratioe

course of ten days the whole of your property shall be duly

realized and paid to your account at any banking house you

may name. | might, moreover, add, that only a few days before

his sudden death, M. Menard expressed his hope to me that you

would shortly discontinue your wild coursggardon me, M.

Sansgéne; it is my duty and become as steady as he could

wish you to be. Thereforejon cher monsieureflect 6
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AfBeg pardon, my dear Sdéme, i n re
fibut my t i meou® thregrdndepvougwithpas e ¢ i
many noblemen staying here, already, and two conquests to
attend t@& might | therefore requedto

The lawyer understood Sags® ne 6 s meani ng ful |
accordingly produced the promised sum, which the enraptured
heir duly caisigned to his pocket, whistling an op@iaas he
conveyed each consecutive barie of a thousand francs to
that particular destination. He then bade adieu to M. Deleux,
promised to call in the course of ten days, and sauntered out of
the office, not digning to return the salutation of the clerks,
who, from the length of his interview with their master, deemed
his call to be somewhat important, and treated him accordingly.
So soon as he had once more arrived at the hotel, he called for
his bill, and pal it under circumstances of extraordinary bustle
and ostentation. He then sent for a tailor, shoemaker, hatter, and
hosier, and speedily equipped himsefip-a-pie in new
garments, declaring that he was not accustomed to be so long
without his baggage, vith by this time he had increased to six
large trunks and fourteen small ones. The waiter was nobly
recompensed for the loan of his clothes; and in a few hours the
l'i berality of ila ceéncognédd and no bl er
stopping atthe Hoteld®d , 6 swabruited all ove
to use the language of ancient romance.

The same evening M. Delville returned from Calais, very
irate at the treatment he had experienced from the companion
of his debauch, and determined never again to compromise his
charater and his safety in so disreputable a manner, upon
which Sangyéne expressed his resolution to make the old
gentleman break his word as speedily as possible. How far they
both kept their promises will shortly appear: in the meantime
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we must return to thehateau in the neighbourhood of Amiens,
and the higkborn inhabitants of the mansion of Grandmanoir.

Chapter Six: The Abb® Prud:¢

AfiHow gorgeous is that sunset, 0 s
two beautiful grandlaughters of the baroness, as thag
the green lawn opposite the anciehtiteau A The rays of
departing sun are as welcome to the children of another
hemisphere as they are to us; and while some regret their
transitory absence, others hail their approach with a matin
hymn. o

Alg dcarcely marvell ous,-0 obser
civilized nations should adore the sun. Their God is that which
they believe to be the source of vegetation, life, heat, and
regeneration; and in professing such a creed, they are scarcely
tobepitedmuch | ess bl amed. o

ils it the solemn stillness of
renders us thus sentimental 20 e
with a sweet sinile; then, while a deep sigh escaped her bosom,

she added, nor is it al as'! t h o
baronessisnce the visit of the Notar)
AThat mel ancholy is inexplicab

endeavoured to console my ancient friend as well as | possibly

coul®d | have ventured to hint that if any pecuniary

embarrassment have caused her pain, a remedyeasilg be

foundd butitis all in vainmesdemoisellea deep melancholy

hangs over that powerful mind, and will shortly destroy its

energi es, i f it be suffered to c
The young ladies watched with peculiar earnestness the

c o u rchadging features as he spoke, and merely sighed a
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reciprocal assent to the truth of his observations. The young
nobl eman proceeded. AfBut , besi de
is one man who knows the hidden cause of her mental
suffering® who advises henidifficult matter§ who attends
to her temporal interests as well as to her future welfare. He is
the depositor of her secréthie has made himself necessary to
he® he alone can control her actions, if any one living have
such power. And that man is the Abb Pr ud é A manme
whom | mistrusd a man whom | cannot even respéctGod
knows whereforé@ | may be wrong | may injure him, deeply
injure himd but | like him not; and my fears lead me to believe
that his counsels are evil, and that those counsels willeuin h 0

The anxiety and interest which were depicted on the
countenances of Eugenie and Clemence, as the count made this
declaration, were most pungent in the breasts of both; and as
they knew that the young nobleman was particularly cautious
in the statemds he usually advanced, they naturally fancied
he had some just reasons to authorize the expression of his
opinion with regard to the Abbé. Eugenie in particular
endeavoured to crospiestion him on the subject; but at the
moment when her curiosity wouldawe probably been
satisfied, the count suddenly rose, made a hasty apology for
leaving his fair companions, and ran towards a grove that was
situate about a hundred yards from tmateau Eugenie and
Clemence looked anxiously in the direction he had taken, and
shortly espied the Abb® Prudbhon
the trees. De Montville accosted the Abbé with a somewhat
stern countenance, and addressed him as foows:

fi | a m thiatavp ghguld have thus met, Father Joseph.
For some time past, it has been my intention to converse with
you on a few matters that now regard you, and probably may
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one day relate to myself, at least, circumstances might
eventually authorize me to demaauadl explanatiod o

AfDemand an explanati on, my | or
rising from the bench on which he had been seated, and
assuming an air of injured pride.

AYddemand an explanation! o r ey

iANnd, first, Monsiteut oAbb®coalt
the young nobl emam, Athat | mist
AMy | ord! o

Al nterrupt me not! I mi strust

to make you reply to a few questions which | shall presently
put to you. o
ALor d de Montvil |l e, admirsb®i d t he
cool ness, Ayour | anguage is as
unseemly. If you hope to intimidate me with harsh expressions,
or excite my feelings by severe taunts, your lordship will be
mi staken. 0
AKnow youwtiht isndgaamdcle falenda de Mo n
piece of paper from his pocket,
eyes. The Abbé glanced at it for one mordestiarted and
then suddenly collecting himself
is similar to my owd but it, nevertheless, is not mineore
one has forged that document . 0
AWretch!o cried the count in
returned the paper to his pocket, and advanced towards the
priest with a threatening air; i
am capable of such a deed?b90

il i nsotnhuiantge, on replied the pri
merely observe, that he who would peruse a paper, which he
may have found, i s capable of a
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AMy suspicions are wel!/l groun
count, the flush of rage having left laiseek, and an expression
of the most sovereign contempt
baroness! o

iRat her say, 60Al as'! poor CIl eme
Anfor when the grand secret shall
will pay his addresses to the heiregssome rich estate afar
from Grandmanoir!

The young nobleman heard these mysterious words with an
indifference that was as evanescent as it was extraordinary. A
moment el apsed ere the singul ari
struck him; and then he knewthow to reply. He cast his eyes
upon the ground, reflected on t
behaviour, and puzzled himself in vain to find some reasonable
meaning for the words that had astonished him. It was evident
the priest thought that he was attactwethe younger sister; but
what grand secret there existed to be made known, and how the
revelation of it would affect Clemence, he was at a loss to

conceive. A minutebs considerat:i
the priest in a most peremptory manner om $abject; but,

when he raised his head, t he Aho
presence.

Pruddédhomme, al armed at the rem

half-promise of revealing a secret into which his anger had
betrayed him, hastily retreated from the grovertftment his

lips had given utterance to words so rash. Without any apparent
aim, but in all probability to while away an hour ere he should
return to thechateauwhere he was certain to encounter the
young nobleman again, the Abbé bent his steps in thetidine

of the city, and walked a considerable way on the Amiens road.
The evening was beautiful and cool, a clear sky above was
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already spangled with many stars, and a silvery moon beamed
chaste and fair in her own celestial sphere. But the priest was
totaly unmindful of the beauties of nature at that moment; his
breast was pregnant with mingled feelings of anger, ambition,
and alarm. A more unholy sentiment still predominated also in
that breast; and as he threaded his way along the road that ran
through he grove, he frequently struck his forehead with
impatience, and muttered the name of Eugenie! Dark were his
thoughts @ darker his machinatiodshis countenance was
ghastly pale, and his features were frequently distorted for
some minutes into hideous expsiEms, the result of violent
internal emotions.
The Abbé was aroused from his reverie by the sounds of
approaching wheels; and presently he descried a small carriage,
drawn by two fleet horses, hastening towards the chateau in a
direction directly opposit¢o that pursued by himself. The
moment the equipage was met by the worthy scion of the
church, the driver pulled up his horses, and respectfully saluted
Father Joseph.
iAre you bound for Grandmanoir "’
il was, may Iitrepbteade apower gc
Maillot, the weltknown coachman usually employed by the
proprietor of t he Hot el de Fr a
encountered you, my commission i
AAnd what may that be?6 demanc
astormshment.
iThere is a sick man at our hou
having made a variety of enquiries relative to the various
people in the neighbourhood, he immediately despatched me to
request you to call upon him, when your name and rank were
ment oned. 0
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AThi s 09D patsrsamge strange! 0 mur m
then, without asking another question, he stepped into the
carriage, and was speedily set down at the door of the Hotel de
France. A multitude of obsequious bows on the part of the
landlord, and a catalogue of polite enquiries relative to the
baroness, and theunes demoiseliesn that of the hostess,
rather assailed than welcomed Father Joseph, when he made his
appearance in the coward of the hotel. His
acknowledgments and replies wereurteous but hasty; and
were speedily cut short by a request to be immediately shown
to the apartment of the Chevalie
name, according to the information he obtained from the host,
of the sick gentleman lodging in the hotehel Abbé was
accordingly conducted to the c¢he
found that gentleman, who has already been introduced to the
reader, reclining on a sofa placed near the open window,
through which the evening breeze was wafted to fan his thin
greylocks and cool his feverish cheeks.

ABenedice, mi fili,o cried the
the chevalier, and made the si gl
the hand of sickness is upon thee; but if thou hast sent to me for
ghostly comforto

AfGhostloyttcomfcried the chevali
contempt, as he raised himself upon his left arm, and motioned

the priest to be seated with hi s
he repeated in a |l ess severe tor
not so deeply affectedtwvih cor por e al suf fering

imagine; and had | required ghostly comfort, as thou art pleased
to call it, I might have sent to other priests in the
nei ghbour hood, whose abode i s no
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The priest gazed in mute astonishment & singular
language which issued from the lips of that old but venerable
personage; while the chevalier proceeded in a more
conciliatory tone.

fiYou are a clever man, Monsi eu
world 8 eh? And a worldlyminded man. Start ndétl mean no
insultd as the communications | shall shortly make will fully
prove; but | must touch a string in thy heart ere | unfold the
secrets | have to confide to tidea string which will oscillate
to nothing but the contiguity of

AChevalier doAltamont, 0 began
at this unusual frankness on the part of a stranger.

NfSi |ldeamcde be seated! o cried the
tone of command which the Abbé felt himself indescribably
bound t o odlepead andsaifdctenat & vértue you
cannot feel. You must serve thge serve me, | repeat, in
preference to a certain individual with whom | accidentally
travelled a few days ago, and whose name did not transpire till
after his departude and that nameised Moi r ot ! 0

iDe Moirot! o cried the priest,
casting a look of mingled curiosity and dread at the venerable
individual, who returned his glance with a calmness not

unmi xed with satisfaction. @ADe N
iDe Mcaiier o\to,t atr y, 06 was the trangq
Al knéwnbwmhim well! o0 said the

perceiving that it was useless to dissimulate with the chevalier.
fi | am aware of it and you se|

dangerous enemy, and an unprincipleds ur er , 0 cont i

doé Al tamont , somewhat war ml vy. i B

yourself in my service; and, in order to prove the advantages
you will eventually reap by so doing, it is my intention to enter
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into certain details, which cannot fail to interest audprise
you, at the same time that they will induce you to forsake the
cause of a villain.o

The priest drew his chair close to the sofa on which the
chevalier was reclining, and settled himself to listen with the
greatest attention; while the old gentlgn, on his part, raised
his body to a more elevated position, the better to recount his
narrative, which he began in the following manner.

Chapter Seven: A Narrative of the Past

ilt was in the year 1774,0 said
all-attent ve Abb® Prudhomme, nt hat I
acquainted with the baron and baroness of Grandm&idie

baroness was one of the most beautiful creatures that ever
existed. But certain reasons oblige me to be concise on this

head, or | might give yoa description of a being a fairer than

whom the sun neder shone wupon.
enamoured of her; and she for some time returned his affection

with a reciprocal passion. Their union was blessed by the birth

of an heir i n 1h@ppidess wasncdmpletthe bar
They were then residing at Grandmanoir; and a continued

series of gaiety, balls, partie&c., served to while away the

time. There never were less than twenty or thirty visitors

staying at thechateay amongst whom | was invariably
included. But the most constant guesind the one whose

presence appeared to be the most indispensable to thé baron

was the duke de Dumaille.

B2G. W. M. Reynol ds, oTlheMolldyr oness: A
Magazinge November 1837, pp. 4D300.
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AThe duke was the baronbés most
been educated together at the same seminary in eatly, amd
had made a continental tour in e
attained the period of their majority. About the same age,
intimately connected by the ties of friendship, and both
endowed with high rank and splendid fortunes, it was not
astonishingthat the duke de Dumaille and the baron de
Grandmanoir should thus remain inseparable companions. The
duke was remarkably handsome. Tall and sfiegiined, he had
that aquiline cast of feature which so well corresponds with a
commanding air and aristocrati®aring. His manners were
fascinating in the extrendehe had a most retentive memaery
he was fond of poetry and light literature, and was a great
favourite with the ladies, whose vanity he flattered by the
apposite compliments he paid their charms, by meéarpt
guotation, and whosamour proprehe gratified by his specious
adulation. He however made no secret of his amours; and many
a quarrel did he occasion between a suspicious husband and a
coquettish wife, on account of his unguarded allusions and
reckless vaunts.

ATo give you an idea of the ne
existed between the duke de Dumaille and the baron of
Grandmanoir, | need but mention an occurrence which took
place in January 1776, and to which may eventually be traced
the origin ofall the pecuniary difficulties that now threaten the
ancient family. You stat Mo n s i e ud but | kinéwbnn®@
than you suspegtand | am perfectly aware that the baroness
is at this moment involved in embarrassments, and that those
embarrassmentsweretbeaus e of de Moirotds |
continue my anecdote. The duke was a notorious gambler, and
one of the most extravagant men in existence. One eéEning
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when the duke was supposed to be at Baigostchaise
suddenly drew up to the door of thkateau, and the lord of
Dumaille descended the steps. He sought an immediate
interview with the baron, and informed him that two days
previously he had lost upwards of eight hundred thousand
francs at pla§ that his estates were already mortgaged for a
timed butthat if the baron would advance the required sum for
a period of fourteen years, the matter might be arranged to the
satisfaction and convenience of all parties. The baron
immediately accompanied the duke to Paris; and de Moirot
senior procured the moneyn terms apparently easy at the
moment, but which have since proved the origin of a thousand
evils. An infamous deed was sigiiethe baron did not object

to the conditions of it, so firmly did he rely upon the promises
of the duke and his ability to repaget money at the period
specified and the cash was counted down on the table by the
designing Notary, who perhaps entertained even then the most
nefarious of all intentions with regard to Grandmanoir.
Howeved suffice it to say that the duke was made hépgye
baron pleased at having been so materially serviceable to a
friendd and they returned to thehateautogether. | merely
relate this anecdote to exemplify the generous feeling of the
baron, the obligations the duke lay under to him, and the cause
of an emwumbrance upon the estate, concerning which we shall
have to speak anon. Thus all passed on happily and quietly for
a season; and the baron was apparently the most enviable of
beings.

AThe days were passedodthem amuse
evenings in dancindétes champétresr with music and cards.
There were barges upon the canals, beautifully fitted up for the
use of the visitors who were fond of watstcursions; hounds
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and huntsmen for the chase; and shooting apparatus for the
sportsman. The ponds weiibled with an abundance of fine
fish; and many sought a recreation in, to me, the cruel art of
angling. Thus was time whiled away on the wings of pleasure;
andennuiwas banished from those halls of delight.

nAt | ength it c¢ame hatdthedukee bar o
had expressed himself in ardent terms relative to the baroness.
Of this circumstance | was well informed, residing, as | before
told you, almost constantly at Grandmanoir. The baron knew
full wel | the dukeds choaforact er
an instant doubt the truth of the communication that had been
made to him. He however said nothing to him whom he had
always treated and considered as his friend; but determined to
watch the conduct of his youthful spouse, whose heart he could
notpersuade himself had been already estranged from the liege
lord of her first affections.
fi | shall not dwel | at any | eng
narrative; nor shall | expatiate on the intense anxiety
experienced by the baron during the few months tlagised
after suspicion and jealousy had once been awakened in his
mind. Suspicion, M. loGuinsthee, depr
hours set apart for repose into restless viithases the blood
away from the cheék plants untimely wrinkles on the bréw
and cases you to start at the slightest whisper. And jealousy,
M. | 6 Abbe, is the spider of the
webs around the finest fibres which concrete in the human
breast, distorts all things into other shapes, gives false colours
to the apparance of facts, and invests with importance the most
groundless trifles. Such was the penalty to which the baron was
subjected; but neither his suspicion nor his jealousy was devoid
of foundation! o
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Here the Chevalier do Al t amont

recover breat h; and t he Abb® P
deepest suspense the conclusion of the tale.
iNo, O continued t he chevalier.

justd and that jealousy was not a vain and visionary idea. The
baron confided all his secrets to me; rogeast was the
repository of all his sentiments, all his dread, and all his fears,

aswellasallhissorrowsand t hose sorrows, M.
not triviald they were deep and profound! If | speak with
war mt h, pardon me, f ornd,andivas t h e

feel his woes as pungently as if they were my own. Pdoofs

glaring and most unequivocal proéfst length convinced the
unhappy husband of his wifebds ir
pardonable ire, the baron sought to slay the cruel seducer of
innocence and yirtue, without allowing him an opportunity of
preparing for selflefence. But the duke escape@od only
knowshowt he ef fects of his injured
and immediately made a precipitate retreat fronctieteau |

have since ascmined that, contrary to his usual and well

known habits, he never once alluded to the occurrence amongst

his fashionable friends in the metropolis; but carefully avoided

the subject when any question was put to him, or any allusion

made to his breach witthe baron of Grandmanoir. | did not

fail subsequently to acquaint my injured friend with this (to

him) important fact; and it considerably alleviadeifl solace

could be experienced in the midst of woes so deep astiis

acuteness of his sorrows.

i F e vere the reproaches he breathed in the ears of his
faithless spouse; to save his hor@to conceal the disgrace
that had fallen upon his famdyto prevent the possibility of a
rencontrebetween himself or his wife and the infamous de
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Dumailled these were nowhis sole aims, his sole desires.
When we retrospect to past ages, and the misty times gone by,
we see the first root of the ancient family of the baroness of
Grandmanoir planted by the venerable Constable Montmorenci
of St. Quentin renown; and through aries of successive
centuries, during which many were the noble scions that were
born to and died from that honourable stock, no dis@rane
infamy had ever been attached to their glorious name. Can you
wonder , t hen, Monsi eubBinh$Abb®,
despaid the baron came to the desperate resolution of
realizing a portion of his vast possessions, and seeking a
foreign clime whither he might bear the remembrance of his
sorrows? His family was not less ancimot less
renowned not less exalted byankd nor less ennobled by the
deeds of an illustrious ancestry; it was therefore necessary to
save those two families from the vilifying impression of a
lasting stigma. Dread was the resolve! to leave his native
climed to forsake his proud and lordly acquaince$ to
banish himself from his paternal estati® shun the glances of

his fellow-countryme® Oh! M. Abbé, you know not how
galling such proceedings must have been to the haughty and
unbending disposition of the peer of Grandmanoir!

ABut h e weain hisi detérinieakion.blrhe stately
hotel in the Faubourg Saint Germain was sold, the servants
were dismissed, the furnitiyeyes, the very furnitui@ was
disposed of, in order to convince the baroness of the stern
resolve of her husband, and the uncertairfitsheir ever again
returning to Paris; and they departed on a tour to ltaly, leaving
their extensive possessions under the control of a notary of the
Rue Vivienne in Paris. | need scarcely inform you that this was
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M. de Moirot, the father of the presamtworthy claimant to
the estate of Grandmanoir. o
ASi ngmdé&«tr singular! o <cried
chevalier reposed for a moment, and drank a glass of wine
which he poured from a bottle standing on the table in the
middle of the room, but within his aeh as he reclined upon

t

h

the sof a. AnAl I this is perfectl)

Father Joseph, unable to refrain from expressing his
astonishment.
iStrange and new! o cried

contemptuously. AWhat! tathee you

communications, the baroness should have withheld from you
the secret of her shandeof her disgrace? No; she thinks you
are her friend in her declining years she fancies she has need
of your counsels in the emergency of her affairs; and she
entruss just so much to your wisdom as she chooses and is
obliged by circumstances to do. Mistake her not, Abbé
Pruddhomme. 10 | Wwas g intimate witly Belr |
and her husbaridin fine, | am this day engaged in her cause.
But let me continue my narratiyere the night shall be too far
advanced. 0

h
a

AProceed, 0 said Father Joseph;
the result of these mysterious

AThe baron and his wife, oo
Paris, and proceeded towards the genial clime of t&lyen
they badeadieuto their numerous friends and acquaintances,
the baron suffered it to be believed that they merely intended to
make a tour calculated to occupy two or three years; and that at
the end of that period it would be their desire to retarn t
France. But three years passed awapnd they sought not
again the enjoyments of their native land. | corresponded with
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the baron; and he informed me, at the expiration of those three
years, that he was resolved never to set foot more on the estate
wherehis honour had been so severely compromised, nor in
that city where he had first selected the wife who had disgraced
him. He moreover assured me, that he was living on amicable
terms with the baroness, who seemed deeply to have repented
of her fault; andhat he was inclined to forgive her with all his
heart and all his soul. At the same time he charged de Moirot
to let the chateau and estate of Grandmanoir, as it would have
been useless to suffer the lands to remain uncultivated, or the
house to dwindle #® decay. The notary obeyed these
injunctions; a banker of repute declared his readiness to accept
the lease on the terms proposed; and the bargain was forthwith
concluded.

AThe baron and baroness of
chevalier, after a momentary
in Florence, and gradually entered into the dissipations and
pleasures of the Tuscan capital. Year succeeded year; the baron
eagerly plmged into those ruinous courses that involve
fortunes, fame, and rank in danger and jeopardy, because the
excitement of cards, drinking, and riotous company, estranged
his mind from a contemplation of his misfortune. On her part,
the baroness did not fdib aid her noble husband in making
away with their vast riches: she gave magnificent
entertainment kept a splendid equipage hired a beautiful
villa in the vale of Arn@ and eyen astonished the wealthiest
inhabitants of Florence by her expenditure andnat®us
disregard for money. Frequent and more frequent were the
remittances despatched from Paris by M. de Moirot; and
Grandmanoir was already heavily mortgaged, when, in the
beginning of the year 1790, events occurred that effectually
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terminated so ruimus a course, destroyed the happiness of the

baron for ever, involved his property in deeper jeopardy$ and

and® butnomattes he was my frdancyby M. |
will pardon these tears! o

The holy father said nothing; he was lost in deep th@ught
a multitudeof new ideas and new schemes were already jarring
in his breast and he scarcely remarked the bitterness with
which the venerable old man wept. A long interval endued
the moon was by this time high in the heavetise busy hum
of the city was almost rocked reposé and the bat winged
his airy flight around the tall gables of the houses. The night
was still calm and sere@enot a cloud veiled the stars abéve
the darkness consisted of a dusky veil, whose surface was
uniformly of the same hue, and was not vl occasional
vapours; and in that little apartment sate those twadnmezrch
with thoughts of vast import agitating his méd each
impatient to know the final resolutions or secrets of the other.
The moon shone in at the window, and its placid rays played
upon the silvery locks of the chevalier, and caused the tears to
glisten as they rolled down his cheeks. That painful silence was
long unbroken, while the Abbé and the chevalier remained
absorbed, the one in his reflections, the other in his grief. At
lengt h doé Al t a Mdhe ron ®rigaeroftthe dathedml
bell proclaimed the hour of elev@rand the sonorous note
effectually aroused the inmates of the apartment to which we
have introduced our reader, from their reflections.

Alt i s now cnhienvea loOi esra i dittohedet ai
of misfortunes that befell the baron, and that would have driven
any other man to the verge of despair. In the midst of
dissipation, rash expenditure, and ruinous gaietsile music
was nightly heard in the cassino hiregl the baroness in the
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vale of Arn@ and while the baron was unhappily giving way
to habits of licentiousness that must speedily have consigned
him to an untimely grave, had he not been suddenly arrested in
his careed while de Moirot was deriving immenseqfits
from his situation as intendant of the property of
Grandmanoid and while the eventual ruin of that noble
familyébs fortune and hondur ali
the duke de Dumaille suddenly arrived in Florence! He was still
gay, volatile, and éndsome as he always had been; he had left
Paris involved in irredeemable difficulties, and with the
remnants of his once princely fortune had sought the Tuscan
capital wherein to fix his future residence.

fiThe baron was absemilenanan a vi
Venice, when the duke de Dumaille made his appearance in the
Etrurian metropolis; and it was only on his return to the cassino
inhabited by his wife from time to time, in the vale of Adnha
return that was sudden and totally unanticipated by laer
return that took place at midnight, when all was gaiety, with
dancing, music, and mirth in the country residénitewas
only then that the baron first
presence in Florence, and encountered him in the salons of the
baroness, stwunded by the gay Italian youths who flitted
about the handsome and noble Frenchman, and were proud to
be honoured by his smiles. For
darkened, and his hand sought his sword; but respect for
himself and for his family restraindus indignation, and he
bowed distantly to the duke, who saluted him with a-half
impudent, haHpatronising inclination of the head. That night a
terrible scene took place between the baron and his spouse, and
a confession of a renewed guilty intercowse slowly elicited
from the unwilling lips of the lost woman!
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AMi sfortunes never come singly
chevalier, hastily quitting the subject which related to the
arrival of de Dudnalaniity ieits &igits F|1 or e
is never undended. On the following mornidgafter that
eventful nigh® the baron received letters from Paris. Some of
them were from friends, announcing, in a casual manner, the
flight of the duke from his creditors; and others were from de
Moirot, containing informdon of the same fact, and
advertising the baron of the ngayment of the enormous sum
advanced in 1776, as | before stated. These news were
sufficient to paralyze the energies of any common individual,
but the baron endeavoured to bear up against hienises
with fortitude and magnanimity. He knew it was useless to
apply to de Dumaillé@ even if he would have condescended to
do so; he therefore immediately wrote to de Moirot for a correct
and detailed account of the exact position of his affairs, the
amounts of the mortgages on his ancestral domains, the
liabilities under which he lay in fine, a precise schedule of his
debts and his possessions. This was speedily procured, and its
contents for a time entirely stupefied the unfortunate baron. He
was totteing on the verge of ruin, and a desperate sacrifice
could alone save him. The nduifilment of the conditions
imposed upon him in 1776 by the deed bearing the signature of
himself and the duke de Dumaille, empowered the treacherous
and designing de Moitao enter into full and incontestable
possession of a considerable portion of the estate of
Grandmanoir. The interest upon the eight hundred thousand
francs, which sum was the amodirds you may rememb@r
of the original loan, had been suffered to accureyland, by
the consequence of an enormous increase of compound
interest, that original amount was now more than doubled. A
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sacrifice could be madethat is to say, a certain risk was to be
rund and that sacrifice, and that risk, were both proposed by
the avaicious de Moirot, who offered to draw up a new deed,
corroborative in principle of the conditions detailed in the old
one, and merely setting aside the conclusion of that original
document by the simple change of granting a much more
elongated period fothe payment of the money, in default of
which de Moirot should enter into possession of the entire
estate of Grandmanoir. The interest was to be paid regularly at
the usual intervals; and, after a proper valuation of the estate,
in order that the delay niif be commensurate with the
circumstances in favour of de Moirot, the procrastinated period
of payment was settled to take place on the 14th of August,
1822, with a monthds due notice.
calculations of one man, and to suit emvenience of another,
was concluded the most villainous private commercial tféaty
ever concocted by a notary, or signed by a Jaoider! |
subsequently understood that de Moirot settled this anticipated
wealthd that is, either the sum due, or the &sitsel® on his
younger son Alfred, of whose mysterious disappearance | have

since been informed. o
AAnd t hed,barscanedsst he Abb® Pr ud:¢
advantage of another pause in th

guestion that might elicit the inforation he required.

fiThe baroness, 0 exclaimed the
while these things were being done, her son tlécved the
features of the boy resembled th

24The details of this transaction grartially founded on fact.
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nBut what st epsd 2o di nttheer rtugpn e
Abbé, looking athis watch, and manifesting a certain
impatience which indicated his anxiety to depart.

AFor some ti me hoefordometone heed hi s
tolerated the visits of the duke at his house in Flom@rared
for some time he merely reproached his wife in eebor
having again permitted herself to associate with her former
seducer. But when the transactions with de Moirot were
concluded, and when de Dumaille had so long been received at
the hotel of the baron de Grandmanoir as to prevent any
suspicion conceing the real cause of a rupture, the injured
husband sought a pretext to quarrel with his rival, and a duel
ensued. The hostile parties met at a secluded place in the vale
of Arnod they were accompanied by secadidkey fired at the
same timé and the baronws | eft for dead! o

ABut he ddhied snuortvidvieed t hat event
Abbé hastily, and casting a peculiar glance of suspicion or
doubt on the flushing countenance of the chevalier.

AAh! how knowest thou that?d6
d 6 Al t astarting from his recumbent position, and sitting
upright on the sofa, while he gave the Abbé a look which
seemed to read the reverend f ath

AYour confidence shalll be met \
the Abb® cal mly. it e othemdgy, Id e Mo i
overheard all that passed between him and the barfbhess
listened in an adjoining apartménsolicitude for her welfare
urged me to be thus indiscreet; and in the course of their
conversation, de Moirot made use of these woérdsWe r e my
brother Alfred de Moirot in existence, then the lands of
Grandmanoir would pass away from me and my heirs for ever.

Such was myd as gaurhdeceadesl hustardlwell
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knew!d Now Al fred de Mosbfarot was
as my informatiod o

AThaty mMe! 06 cried the chevalier
live another year after the duel that was eventually fatal in its
results; and only de Moirot, the baroness, her son, and myself
knew that he survived the combat that year; for the baroness,
accompanied Y her child, returned to France in deep
mourning, and it was circulated amongst their friends that the
lord of Grandmanoir was no more. Only de Moirot and
ourselves knew to the contrary; and after a lapse of twelve
months, he, the baroness, and | receleédrs from a surgeon
in an obscure village in the south of Italy, informing us of his
demise. This is the real truth, and will account for the words
uttered by de Moirot. And should you ask wherefore the baron
despatched his wife and only son again @nE& should you
ask wherefore he was desirous of being deemed no more a
denizen of this world seek the reply in the fact that his honour
was tainted, that the real cause of the duel was bruited abroad,
that, in a moment of intoxication, the duke de Dureaillowed
the deed to his convivial companions, and more than hinted at
his ancient liaison with the baroness. The injured husband was
fain to hide his dishonoured head in solitude and retirement; he
knew that in France, and on her own estate, his wife dvoail
safe from the persecutions, or rather assiduities of de Dumaille,
whose embarrassments in pecuniary matters were an effectual
bar to his residence in his native land. Such, M. Abbé, were the
motives that influenced the baron in his singular mode of
conduc® singular, perhaps, to you and to me, but reasonable
when connected with an individual entertaining the highest
sense of family honour, and | eal
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Here the chevalier paused, and as the last words, which he
uttered with onsiderable emphasis, escaped his lips, the
cathedral clock tolled the hour of midnight. But it was not until
past three in the morning that the Abbé arrived once more at
the chateau. The faithful historian of these memoirs is as yet
unaware of what passdxktween the venerable chevalier and
the reverend Father Joseph during the two long hours that
intervened between the moment when the former brought his
narrative down to the epoch at which the baroness returned to
France, and when the latter took his dapa. Matters of vast
importance were doubtless discussed; else never would the
careful priest have suffered himself to run the chance of
catching the rheumatism by being exposed to the night air; nor
would M. doAltamont havgtheso | ong
luxuries of his tranquil couch. But the subject of their debates
is for the present involved in mystery and doubt.

Chapter Eight: The Love Letter

nlt i' S most unaccountable, o0 sai
the conducteurof the Diligence sworehiit a gentleman, who
was with me, and who appeared to be nearly as intoxicated as
myself, helped me into the vehicle, and declared that | was
bound f o> Cal ais. o

AEh! bien my dear friegn@neée; eklcdtai ma
I not pledged my word and honodrat | am as innocent with
regard to your adventure as the Great Mogul himself? We were

®0Original citation: G. W. M. Theeynol ds
Monthly MagazingJanuary 1838, pp. 582.
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walking very quietly along the road, and parted in an equally

gui et manner . 0
AHow was that?0 enquired the si
ASi mply by f aglol irregt uig®tea . aSfad®ist c

you expressed your intention the other day of visiting Calais;

so, | suppose, that as the mountain would not come to

Ma homet |, Mahomet was obliged to
iThat may be, 06 obser vedanM, Del v

led away by the inducements you hold out, M. Sgérse, to

dissipation and debauch, then call me one of the most versatile

characters you have yet encount e
fiNous verrond nous verrong®d c r i eéne, 8ibbmg

his hands together, and casting tisfiad look at his person in

the reflecting Psyche opposite to where he sate.

ifiAnd what may be the cause of
ATo tel]l you the truth, o0 mur mu
which he affected to render pec.!
upo my guard, for | am certain
ﬁWatched'og@zrrel edi hSeawm?>s by the p
no; by asoubretté alad y 6 mai d, you know, O
accompanied by a cunning smlle.

iAh! I @ radadfair sfigalanty a little amoud

eh 2?0 o0 b sgéne\addihg t&thenbsoad hint conveyed

by his remark the additional emphasis of a blow or poke

betweenM.Deli | | eds ribs in the most
AYou are right; -haitd,n®@tr evtiurhnd

old gentleman, sitting uneasily on his chair from the effects of

the introductionof Sang ®ne d6s knuckl es bet wee
ANot wi t hmaihdx{claimaddSadgs®n e . i Wh o

then is the happy fair one that has captivated the illustrious

Del ville?o0
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AHer mi stress! oo was the sol emn

nAl I honour abl-feqr weorrd,ecd-h? &t g ai
géne

AOh! yes; a wi @@awhwidow, adasar f el
|l ovely as she is wealthy.o

fiPesteb e ac ulga®need, Sacnasn n o't you i
friend, old boy?290

AWith pleasurreot jeal ous, 0 ans
fal though | h a & that ig, expresged mysgifr o p 0 s

in direct terms. A thousand littlartts, you know, but nothing
farther. And, while I think of it, the divine creature honoured
me with a letter this very morning, demanding an explanation;
and, in fine, requesting to be definitively acquainted with my
intentions. 0

AiThat was emoertss! 0 aodd@nba ,v efdDiSd r
you answer the effusion?o

ANot vyet, o replied M. Del vill e
and me, | occasionallyonly occasionally, recolleétwear
spectacles; arddand | find it disagreeable to write without
them. | do not say is impossible, mind merely inconvenient;
and, if you remember, | had my spectacles on mydhase

Aiwhen we issued in a tolerabl
toget her ;géne.sai d Sans

AYes, 0O cont i nusdheDlddmblédithate ; A an
is, of ell é

~

fi | rhe ditch, where you lost them; and at present you are

sans |l unett es, 0-géhenisdrderitoycutshbrs er v e d
a long story.

iYou have hit it precisely; th
said Delville.

fiHave you ever wriotnt ebne ftoor et?hdoe |
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ANever, o replied the old gent]l ¢
ANor does shewkhbtoiwngd2oarphasnidst
g®ne. Al once showed her how | n
APshaw! is that all ?0

AFarther than those | etters ar
is totally unacquiated with my handvr i t i ng. 0
fiGood! 0 ear®ned Sdnswi | | i ndite
Setting aside the spelling, my h
ANo! 0 ejacul ated M. Delville, |
certain band delight which called a smile to thes lof his
compani on. AWill you really do n

ACertai nl y-gébe;, and ihaving Saaamged the
writing materials upon the tabl e
they were seated, he desired the old gentleman to dictate the
reply he was anxigs to transmit to Madame Gaston, for that
was the name of the faimamorata

fAdorable creature © c ommenc e d It iMwith Del vi |
the deepest sense of gratitude and lovedtidat

AExcel |l entd®ne.rifeRir Gamesd. 0

fiThat | take up my pendlomu st | say o6émy penb

AiCertainly. How is she to know
demanded Sargene, who was very busily engaged in writing.

nwel |, t hen, 0 c @ fihatil takeeaug myM. De l

pen to acknowledge the receipt of your welcome epéstie,
reply in a style which | hope will not fail to please you. Proud
that my attentions have not been thrown away, and that my
personal appearance is not displeasing, | venture to offer up
the incense of a pure affection at the altad ofd what shall
Isay ? O
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ARiIi di cul e and -géne,lwhose llandsvas d S a
busily employed in tracing certain characters on the paper
before him, and whose mind was at the moment rather absent.

ANonsense! 0 excl ai med M. Del v
amanuensisvas lightly treating a serious matter.

i Sabya,t t he altar of beauty and
and so soon as | shall have been blessed with the supreme
felicity of calling myself your husband, my constant endeavour
to study your happiness only will denstrate more forcibly
than all the flowers of rhetoric, the extent of my affection. |
remain, dear madam, your constant adorer, Mathieu
Del v.iol | e 6

Sansgéne scribbled away, and much longer than M.

Delville continued to dictate, which at first astonidtiee old

gentleman. He was howeverassured, when Saggne threw

down his pen, and said, AWwel | |,
your effusion precisely as it issued from your honied lips; but |

do not mean to run the risk of figuring in the pillory, ahdn

taking a quiet morningob6s walk to
for the small inadvertency called forgery. Praygn cher ami

sign your own name: that surely you may accomplish even
without gl asses. 0

To this reasonable demand M. Delville assentauald
accordingly subjoined his two appellatidnprenomenand
cognomed to the paper which Samgne placed in a
convenient position before him. The letter was then folded up,
seal ed, and dMddame eedvd Gastprde@ d t o i
&c. In the course of an ko an answer was returned, to the
effect that the fair widow would have much pleasure in
receiving Messieurs Delville and Sagéne that evening to
partake of suppe&c.,athalfpast nine o06cl ock.
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fPeste! 0 exclai med Delvill e; fi
sensation in Boulognenon cher But how could Madame
Gaston know that we were intimat

AShe has doubtl ess seebneus tog
suppressing a smile that would have been peculiarly

significant, had not prudence fn
AiTrue! 0 cried Delville; ffand pe
a nobleman in disguise?o0

AOh! I hope nog®oDneekabti mgd B
not be better i f you were to pas

AWith pleasure! 0 ejacudlmyted De
the proposal, in which he saw no sinister view.

Having adjusted these important matters, the two gentlemen
proceeded to refresh themselves with a walk upon the pier; and
when they had snuffed a sufficiency of the-beseze for that
day, they returre to the hotel and partook of an exquisite
repast at the seemly hour of six. The conversation did not once
vary from the topic that appeared essentially to interest both
parties, viz. Madame Gaston; and Sagéne gratified his
curiosity by causing M. Delite to put him in possession of all
particul ars relative to that [
worl dl vy goods. The substance (
communication was, it hat Ma dame
a wealthy merchaétthat she enjoyed an income ofufo
hundred pounds per annénthat she was about thirgix
years of age, tall and moderately stbaind that she was very
anxious to supply the place of the deceased negociant with
anot her pr-génhewas peauliarly saBséied with the
colouring ofthis picture, and forbore to make such frequent
applications to the winbottle as was his wont: determined,
however, that the hot&leeper should not be a loser by this
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unusual abstemi ousness, he plie
content of that worthy indidual, who was so intoxicated by
the prospect of uniting himself to a widow possessing charms
not entirely connected with outward show, that he forgot his
wise resolutions, and did not hesitate to drink off repeated
bumpers to her health and their mutii@ppiness.

At half-past nine Messieurs Delville and Sagéne rang at
the door of Madame Gastonds hou
admitted to that | adyds presenc
seated was elegantly furnished; and Madame Gaston herself
was an elegnt woman (for her age), and was, in the true French
sense of the word, elegantly dressed. She welcomed Delville
with a courteous smile, and cast a glance of mingled cunning
and bashfulnegsa look that would have been exceedingly sly,
had its acumen not ba suppressed by a latent modesty or
confusio® at Sangyéne.

A M. Del vi |l | &andi his nepleeivé o0 rhee g a n
Madame Gaston.

AMy nephew! 0 exclai med M. Del
Ahow did it bdeocome known t hat
AOh! 0 c fgéne, dimdStgpreapitating rhself upon

his venerable compani on, ial l t

that | am your nephew; | foolishly spread the report myself;
and 0

NAP@Gnd t he |l etter, you rememb e
Madame Gaston in M. Delvill ebs e
iAEh! tdvehat? he did netrcoas® 0

i Oh! no:; not he! 0 sai dottdda d a me
voce

ASo much the better!o cried M.
with wine and a consciousness of some mystery which he could
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not ex plain, while Sang)éne hastened to turn the
conversation.

fiMonsieur has not been long at BoulogeerMe r ? 0
observed Madame Gaston, fixing her large blue eyes with a
peculiar expression on Sagéne.

i No, Ma da me, only a few days.
purpose of receiving a considerable fortune from a lawyer in
this town, under the wil!/ of a d

AWhat! is it possible? were yol
géneoftheBasséi | | e? 0 excl ai med Madame
back her chair a few paces, and suffering her features to
contract into a frown.

filavhe not t hat honour , Ma dame, c
fa coinci dednhcoet hofng nawe & , L ass
ASingul ar , i ndeed ' 0 cried the

smiles once more.
A"nAnd doeg®WMe Hanmend to make a |
fiMachere 6 i nt err updtiefdorM.s oDell vma yl €
call you, under existing circumstanéeé
AiCertainly! cer t agéne linyhlsdurn,i nt er r
and wi t h i mpol i te 0O marisnonal fioh!
speculationd little familiaritiesd drop all ceremony ma
cheedcert ai nl y,0 theea,rwitloutnglvigg M. 0
Delville time to recover from his anger and astonishment, nor
Madame Gaston from her pretty ¢
Madame, | came hither for the purpose of receiving a large sum
of money; and thinkinghat the sea air might agree with me, |
desired Laplace and Lafleur, my two domestics, to follow with
the horses. One is so dull i n a
but now that | have the hon@ui®
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fiMachereb again interrupteedf M. Del
wine and the greeayed monster working upon him;
Afconsidering our relative situ
condescend to address a few words to megwdno

iWwWhat ! do you already repent ?¢
flirting with her fan, behind which she patly concealed her
face.

i Re p en © trepert oReally methinks, Madame, that
after the letter | had the hon@uo

it is precisely that l etter,
Atéat

AExactl vy, t he Ilgéne, pwpodelplettingpout ed
fall his handkercief, and giving Delville a tremendous pinch
on the calf of his leg, as he stooped to pick it up.

The colloguy would doubtless have become more and more
mystified, and M. Delville more and more at a loss to
understand the ambiguous portions of it, hadthetentrance
of the servant to announce that supper was served up, happily
terminated a discourse which seemed to be as
incomprehensible to the old gentleman as it was eagerly
avoided, or rather dreaded, by Sadme. In fact, the only
person who was noteentially displeased by it was Madame
Gaston; and the effect it produced upon her was a series of
blushes, flirtings with the fan, and various litdequetteries
which she enacted for her own peculiar benefit.

A magnificent repast was spread out in ajoiming
apartment. Apaté de fois grastood on one side of the table,
and a cold poulet truffé on the other.fdcandeau de veau
reposing in a bed ajfseille afforded a pleasing spectacle and
gratifying odour; and a dish ofotelettes de mouton a la
jardiniere crowned the banquet. Champagne and the best
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BordeauxLaflitte garnished a dumtivaiter placed near the
table; while nosegays of beautiful flowers, tastefully arranged
on the mantepiece, gave a sweet perfume amidst the grosser
emanations from thieviting supper.

AfDelicious! o cried M. Del ville
surveyed the banquet thus spread out.

flAsseyonsious, Messieurs0 s ai d t he courteol
house, fAand do honoutkgénethisimy prep
your place, next tme; M. Delville, take the chair at the bottom
of the table. o

fiMais, ma cherg 0 commenced t he di sc
gentleman.

i No remonstrances, my dear M.
Madame Gaston; then, in a sort of half whisper, she added,
iYou ar e n ® you apmearstdé sepeatnof your
determination every momehta n d f o rriglieute artdh e 6

folyp, as you ydarself express it
AUpon my honour, Ma a a m, t his i ¢
fAllons!interrupted Sang ®ne, fiare we to st a

the evening, while so mamood things await our attack? Pray

seat your sel f, M. Del ville; 06 an

quietly pushed that gentleman into the chair indicated by
Madame Gaston.

AfiHere i s some mystery that | c
Del vill e t o ignationsie atfpresenfithyuanly r e s
resour ce, i n addi tion t o a go

consolations, and particularly the latter, he managed to amuse
himself for the better portion of half an hour.

In the meantime Sargéne was remarkably assiduous to
MadameGaston, and she on her part lavished a considerable
guantity of smiles and tender looks upon the attentive swain.
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The Champagne circulated, and Delville did not forget to
dispose of his share; while the effects of the wine were
evidenced on the part of Sagéne by the lively sallies of wit
that escaped him, and on that of Madame Gaston by an
increasing tenderness of disposition manifested in favour of her
facetious neighbour. So long as M. Delville was agreeably
occupied by the discussion of meats and garewines, he did
not notice the repeataskilladesthat passed between his two
companions; but when his hunger was appeased, he had more
time for observation; and whether it were that being
intoxicated, and seeing doubl e,
condwt towards Sangéne had something more in it than
common civility warranted, or that he was naturally of a
guerulous disposition in his cups, and apt to be offended at a
trifle, we know not. Suffice it to say that in a fit of inordinate
passion he presdntarose from his seat, supporting himself by
the table, and exclaimed at the top of his vdice

i Madame, your conduct i s di sg
renounce all intention of fulfilling any engagement | may have
contracted with you. o

AOh! I thowdghtepeow , wowlr i ed t he
sweet and conciliatory smile, while Sagéne sate uneasily on
his chair.

AfRepent , MMadrepend ang las sorry that my
egregious folly could hadecould havé that i 0

AYour nephew is not rumdegaiage
Madame Gaston very coolly, and with a species of triumph
depicted on her countenance.

ANephew! Madame! 0 ejacul ated ¢t}
face purple with andlers;atoahe i s
stranged avaurierd amangetoutforanythip t hat | know
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nAt | east you yourself assure
e

nephew. 0
AwWho? |, Madam! o
inYes, Monsi eur ; you, in your

continued Madame Gaston, now angry in her turn; and
producing the epistleahsooyn her r
Sir, you so soon forget your own assertions; pray recall them to

your memory; o0 and with these wor
to M. Delville, who was not so far advanced on the high road

of intoxication as not to be able to distinguish the ents,

which ran as follows&

Chere Madame,

I have received your kind and welcome note, and
should have replied to it sooner, had | not mislaid my
spectacles, without which I can no more write than
dance in the ballet at the opera. | have, however,
maturely considered the purport of your letter; and
candidly confess that it would be the height of folly and
an act subject to the extreme of ridicule on my part to
think of espousing a lovely young woman thirty years
my junior. | have therefore purposed to introduce to
your notice my nephew, M. Saggne an excellent
and worthy young man, whose fortune is considerable,
and whose good looks cannot fail to win your esteem.
Should a reciprocal attachment ensue, | shall still be
able to enjoy the pleasure of your society, and still sign
myself
Your truly desoted servant,
Mathieu Delville.
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p.s. Should you be disengaged this evening, | might
have the opportunity of introducing my beloved
nephew.

While M. Delville was occupied in the perusal of the above
modest and elegantlyorded epistle, Sargene and Mdame
Gaston were employed by a trifling explanation which the
former thought fit to tender that lady.

fAdor able creature, o said he,
conduct! | had heard of your beauty, your accomplishments,
and your virtue; and | was anxiouspossess such a treasure.

Being at a loss to find the means of introducing myself to your

notice, | adopted a venial though somewhat fraudulent method

to effect my purpose. That met hc
and Sangiéne related in a few words the whaléventure,

which, so far from vexing or offending Madame Gaston, not

only pleased her, but raised Saj#ne to a considerable

eminence in her opinion.

ATraitor! o cried M. Del vill e,
himself in possession of the contents of tihetee r ; Al coul c
your very flesh from your body; but | prefer the adoption of
other measures, which | shall put into immediate effect, and
thus avenge my injured honour; o
of this eloquent oration, M. Delville reeled, felldkainto his
chair, and relieved his sorrows by the powerful medicine
recommendable in suchca8edlo +t t 6 s best Champ:
then relapsed into a gentle slumber, and thus allowed the tender
couple, that anxiously watched his motions, a full opportunity
of discussing the pleasant adventure which threw them
together, and of indirectly gathering from each aihehich
was the principal and visible aim of bétfall particulars
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relative to their respective property. Madame Gaston was
mistress of the sum of a hundrand sevent§ive thousand

francs (7,000 sterling), which was vested in the funds; and the

disposal of which depended entirely upon her own discretion.
Sansgéne, in his turn, recapitulated the various items of his

own possessions; and with consideradtghasis, most likely

to give an additional air of truth to his very probable assertions,

detailed the produce of his estate in Burgundy, his farm near
Fontainbleau, his houses in Paris, and his share in a London
banking establishmed,t K Adsvetl he kfnic
Bull, Beef, and Port. o I n additd]i
he failed not to mention the sum of a couple of hundred
thousand francs which he had to receive in a few days from his

lawyer at Boulogne, and which had called him away ftben

gaieties and pleasures of the French metropolis, to the
fashionable society of which he was a brilliant ornament. These
communications naturally delighted the several parties
interested in them; and the alre
with many swet smiles, Sangéne promising to send the two

porters of the hotel with a shutter or a wheelbarrow to fetch the

still slumbering and disappointed Dellville.

Chapter Nine: Eugene and the Pidettte Declaration

Nod itis not true that love has bupariod more or less limited

to reign in the heart of mafi;that after a season of blissful
delirium and intoxicating pleasure, its decline is inevitable; and
that a few years are the term assigned by Nature to a passion

%®0Original citation: G.W. M. Reynol ds
The Monthly Magazind-ebruary 1838, pp. 1v28.
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which nothing can enchain, and whicnust perish together
with the bosom that has nursed it! &Nd is not true that the
most elevated and sublime sentiments which ever concrete in
the minds of intelligent beings, are like crystal toys that an
accident may break and disperse! ®mod the degjns of
crafty individuals have, from time to time, endeavoured to
represent mankind in a more degraded predicament than it
really is; but they shall never succeed in convincing us that
loved true loveéd can be destroyed like the fragile glass; that
its imagemay be effaced from the memory like a passing
dream; or that its shackles are more fragile than silken threads!
Love is the soul itself; it enjoys an invisible existence; it cures
itself with its own balm; it fortifies itself by its own energies; it
does @t recommenc® for it never ceases. At one moment it

is ardent and passionate; at another, languishing and docile;
now heated and feveri8hthen calm and reflective; now
jealous and unjudtthen forgiving and blind to a fault; now
like the bursting volcari then smooth as the placid lake; at
one time selfish and cruelat another, generous and kind. The
principles of true love belong to eternity: they are combined
with a faculty of regeneration, an impossibility of total decay,
a youthfulness of passion bloomisignultaneously with all the
most beauteous flowers, like the rogees of Paestum which
blossom twice in one year!

Such was the substance of the arguments used by the young
and the noble Count de Montville to enforce his passion, as he
roved with the bautiful Clemence in one of the groves adjacent
to the chateau of Grandmanoir. The vacillating mind of the
young nobleman had at length become settled and released
from its waverings; and after a long communion which he held
within himself, and after a des of catechising reflections in
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the silence of his private apartment at the manor, de Montville
became convinced that his heart was decidedly the captive of
the fascinating Clementine.

Many of our readers knaand the rest can readily
imagined the natureof the tender questions, timid reples
bashful looks, and downcast egethe volumes expressed by
those signd for the mute language of love is far more
expressive than the eloguent bursts of verbal eloquence which
flow from the tongu@ and the ardour of thiver, and the
hesitation of the maided,all this can full easily be divined,
and requires no embellishment of metaphor or poesy to render
it intelligible.

AMy |l ord, 6 said the blushing
definitive reply to the suit of her impsioned adorér for no
words are so delicious in sound or sentiment to the ears of a

Cl

|l over, as those thr edei Mponlosryd, &b

sai d Cl emence, ito assert t hat

would be but to pay a bad compliment to yelffsand to say
that you are indifferent to me, would be the assumption of a
coquetry and ridiculous deception of which | am not capable.
Nod my lordd your candour, your kindness, your attentions
have secured my affection: Buait the present moment, my
lordd when a crisis appears&do menace the baroness, my
venerable guardi@no

fCl emence, O interrupted t he
would say. Some dreadful mystery involves the affairs of my
respected friend in doubt and dread: her own melancholy
demeanoy a few occasional haltittered remarlé a
perpetual dread to hear the name of de Moirot alluded to in her
presencé and the increased confidence she appears to place in
t he Abb® B allutlbedehcocommsences, Clemence,
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have awakened something more than sispiin my mind.
Henced at such a momedtwere it indecent, indelicate to
importune the baroness with aught that wears an aspect of joy
or bliss. It nevertheless behoves me to comfort and console her,
if possibled and to such task shall my mind immediatbby
bent . 0
AiMy dord
i Wher ef ordethat chiliing maneet a addressing
me, Clemence, now that our vows are plighted in the face of
heaven?o
ABut half an hour d&adod baengdan w
the bashful girl, casting her eyes upon the ground.
fToo trueltdhee xColuanitme diwe shall
familiar, as you know me bettérH a & and de Montville
started, as if a serpent had stung him.
AHeavens! 0 cried Clemence; HfAar
The Count made no reply, but pointed towards a secluded
walk which intesected the grove, and which two individuals,
in earnest conversation, were slowly threading. Clemence
glanced in the direction thus indicated by her companion, and
di scovered her sister Eugenie al
former apparently listening witthe greatest attention to the
vehement discourse of the latter.
The Count struck his forehead, as if he were labouring under
the influence of violent emotions which prompted the necessity
of immediate interference in a colloquy that at no other time
would have appeared to him as singular. Clemence awaited an
explanation of her | overds str al
collected his scattered idéaslrew the arm of the astonished
maiden abruptly within his owd and silently retraced his
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steps towards thehateay unperceived by the two objects
whose appearance in the grove had so singularly excited him.
By the time Clemence and the Count reached the principal
entrance of the mandrwuse, the shades of evening had spread
a thick veil over the surroundingenery; but the stars shone
resplendently on the arch of heaven above. This is the hour
which poets have declared, and which our own feelings seem
to warrant us to suppose, the most congenial to the sentiments
of lovers. The Count himself appeared to Bkignced by such
a reflection, as he was about to enterdateau for he turned
abruptly back, glanced at the fading outlines of the groves and
shrubberies around, and then, in a voice rendered unusually soft
and mel ancholy by emomybreastis he s ¢
strangely agitated by a variety of conflicting feelings.- To
morrow, dear girl, | will tell thee mo&e nay, | will confide all
my suspiciond a | | my fears to thy sympa
AAnd wherefore not now?0 enqui
thetone of whose voice had caught the tremulousness that had
betrayed itself in the Countds.
such confidenti al di scourse, 0 ad
an innocent and infant mind.
AOr rat her for one emkenderyd sv
exclaimed de Montville, assuming a gayer tone, and drawing
his fair companion towards a seat near the bank of the stream
whose undulating ripples watered the gardens of Grandmanoir.
Clementine complied with the request of her Iéveer vanity
requred not to be complimented by a frequent reiteration of a
demand which simplicity of manners would in every instance
immediately accord, did not a ridiculous spirit of
coquettishness often prompt refusal at first, and then suffer an
apparently reluctantsgent to be obtained by degrees. The
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Count listened attentively while his betrothed warbled, with
enchanting sweetness, the following seasonable

AIR.

Away, away! The god of day

Departs to another sphere:

The mists arise, but the darkling skies

Likeaj ewei |l 6d vest appear.

Like a jewelldd vest, the arch a
Il s gemmdd with many a star,

To guide the swain to his ladyeve,

Or the champion to the war!

Away, away! The subeams play

On Atlantic billows nowg

The glistdédning faoam, as she danc
Sports around the vessel 6s prow.
Oh! it gaily sports around the bark,

With the early beam of moré:

To another sphere, when ourds i s
Thus the light is newly born!

Away, away! Like night and day

Is the chequered race we réin,

A changing scene, where woes intervene

As our mirth has just begun.

When mirth has begun, the voice of fate

Breaks in with a gloomy sound;

We bow to the force of guile and hate,

Though our cups with wine be cro

AAl as! this i diifred ede d bas ecrhveeqdu et
as the last words of the above song stole gently upon his ear,
and then melted away into silence, Clemence was about to
reply, when the sound of a footstep caused her to turn hastily
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round, a movement that was simultaneouslyofedd by the

Count; and the tall figure of the priest, moving rapidly along

the pathway towards the chateau, met the eyes of the lovers.
AHow singular! o exclaimed CIl er

Pruddhomme was no |l onger in sigh
The Caunt made no reply: but the suspicion that lurked in

his mind, led him to believe that Eugenie had sought the

chateauby another avenue, in pursuance of the directions of

the wily priest. He remained thoughtful for some minutes, and

then, suddenly perceiinthat the night air was beginning to

impart a chilliness to the frame of his fair companion, he rose,

and reconducted her to thehateay where they found the

baroness and the priest already seated at the evening repast.

AWhere i s Euge neneablé dame) afteriar e d t
few indifferent remarks upon the state of the weather, &c.

Als she not come in, yet?0 dem:
il fancied you were all three

while de Montville glanced towards the priest, whose
countenance was as unruffled and whose manners were as easy
as if he were a total stranger to the subject of the conversation.

A quarter of an hour elapsed, and still Mademoiselle de
Grandmanoir did not make her appearance. The baroness was
uneasy, and dasid Clemence to see if her sister were not in
her bedchamber. Clemence obeyed the command of her
revered relative, and departed to execute the commission. In a
few minutes she returned, declaring that Eugenie could not be
found, and that her cloak and Inat were not in her sleeping
apartment.

il fancy that Mademoi sell e Eu
Monsi eur Abb® ere now, o0 said the
at the prolonged absence of the sister of his intended wife, and
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mentioning that, in the agitation dfé moment, which he had
intended to have kept secret from the party most intimately
connected with a fact which might-gpear to others innocent
and void of suspicion.

fiCertainly, o cried Clemence, b
il al so s awouHathee Josegh, natihdlf lan hpur

ago, in the grove near the canal
fiYou ar e right, o returned t he
equanimity of manner: HAbut we se

two avenues which, as you know, lead to the front and back
gatesof thechateau 0

it i s most extraordinary! o ex
searching glance at the man the trammels of whose dark and
mysterious mind few could define.

AYour ©Badwehapdgdeddfibhfbhegi a pauctk
particularly anxiousonEgeni eds account. Some
have happenédo

i Oh! mgmepi dear , dear sister!o
the dreadful suspicion that some untoward circumstance might
have involved Eugeniebs safety
across her mi weddo® My Wdrdsd tFather a n
Josepp wh a't |, what dsahnadl |t hwee tdeor?roi f i e
voice was lost in sobs and heeghding sighs.

ACompose yourself, Clemence, 0
soothing tone of voice; then turning sharply round upon the
priest, heexclaimed i You wer e wal king this

Mademoi sell e Eugenie, Monsieur |
il was, 0 responded the priest,
calmness.

AAnNd you sepdd adcerdt ifmrwerd htere Co
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i At the commencement ofls t he t
di stant , as | before stated, 0 ir
dark and menacing glance of the Count with another of deep
and haughty disdain.

AiSi ngul ar, most singular! o saic
that the circumstance of the Abbé havinggttthe front gate
of the achateaualone, and the fact that the most ready entrance
to the suite of apartments inhabited by the young ladies was by
the avenue which led towards the back of the building, were
strong corroborative taeméndence
Delicacy, justice, and the sake of appearances did not therefore
warrant him to question the Abb
that occasion.

While the inhabitants of thehateauwere thus thrown into
a strange state of doubt, anxiety, and alarm,approaching
steps of horses and the wheels of a heavy vehicle indicated the
arrival of some visitor. A loud knocking speedily commenced
at the front door, and in a few minutes the gallery, with which
the room the room where the evening meal had beeadpre
communicated, e choed to the steps ofad
Clemence dared not raise her eyes as the strangers entered the
apartmerd but the Count started from his chair, exclaiming at
the same tomBegenHehvandg in this
there, ndeed, was the elder sisieborne in the arms of two
strange individuas the one a man dressed in the extreme of
fashion; the other a female of coarse and vulgar appedrance
and both entirely unknown to al
were dripping wed her long black hair hung dishevelled over
her shoulde® her eyes were closddher countenance was
pale as death her bosom, from which her gown had been
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roughly torn, palpitated but faintlyand the hues of death
appeared to have gathered upon her once lovelyteoamnce.

ADo not give way to any unnec
friend, o excl ai med t he stranger
Montville, who surveyed the dreadful picture before him in
speechl ess hor @ athough yo& mighbtsink not de
so at the first hish of the thing. Make haste, however, and give
her all necessary assistaice h e 6 s asadrebleu@and i r | |,
must not be suffered to die this tih@nd then you shall tell
me whether it be usual for young ladies to drown themselves in
these parts! o

ADr @edn hersel f! o cried the Coun
at the Abb®, Al mpossibleld

AWedltlhi s i s a most singular par
unceremonious stranger, yielding his fair burden, who now
showed some signs of life, to the crowds of attentiveasgs
that hastened to receive the unfortunate girl in their arms, while
Clemence recovered herself so far as to ascertain that proper

care was taken of her sister: ft
of being thanked f or msoallytollg a yo
that it is impossible!o

AAnd is it to you, then, Sir,o
indebted fod 0
Al ndebted! 06 cri é@dertdintygousre:r anger
but if | do not make haste and get some supper, those very
pl easi ng | wittake away myyagpatite 6Vghen a
man has travelled all day, and jumped up to his knees in a canal
at night, he ought to be rather
And with these words, the unceremonious stranger very
quietly seated himself at the table, beckoned #uy,|l who
accompanied him, to follow the same laudable example, and
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forthwith heaped a goodly proportion of provisions on his plate.
His companion, without uttering a word, stuck her fork into the
half of a roast fowl which stood near her; and the two $argu
visitors commenced a most vigorous attack upon the dainty
food, from which they only withdrew their attention to apply
themselves to the widgottle at frequent intervals.
AiSingul ar thing!o at l ength
gentleman, pulling an enormegold repeater from his pocket,
and striking it, while the baroness rose from the table and
followed Clemence, de Montville, and the party that bore the
still insensible Eugenie to her apartment, from the supper room:
6very singular, indeed! o
iWhat eixstraordinary?d enquired
countenance was, if possible, paler than usual, and whose
manners betrayed a degree of embarrassment which had never
before characterized them.
fPass that -boow] eandold wiclalr et el
The priestregarded the individual that thus addressed him,
with a look of the most ineffable disdain, and having handed
the Burgundy as he was desired, made a sign of impatience, as
if he were anxious to receive the promised communication.

AMi ne is adestyngiogelraed the
tone of jocularity to which the churchman was in no ways
accustomed. Aln the course of a

fortune from my fathér | marry a rich and loving wif& and

this is she, 0 addndichting isfembéle c et i o
companion through the novel medium of throwing a somewhat

massive piece of bread at her nbse | find that my
father is not my real fathérl ascertain who | and | go to

claim a vast estadel rescue a young lady from a strange

suicidal kind of deaté and lastly, | find myself in the presence

195



of a very pleasant and agreeable gentleman, in the shape of a
priest, who will neither eat, drink, chat, laugh, nor admit a
jokel! o

nANnd, pray, mi ght I have the
acquaintedvi t h t he name of the person
degree of interest that somewhat

has experienced such a variety of adventures in the space of one
mont h?o

iMost decidedly, cried the stre
nomenclature was happily designed as Paul Sgs® and a
very appropriate name, | dare se&
owner of the prenomen and cognomen just mentioned, as he
gave the priest a violent knock upon the shoulder with his
clenched fist.

iAiAnpdr,ay, what may your appell at
the Abb® Prudohomme, drawing b
immediate vicinity of the too facetious guest.

AnAl fred de Moirot, o returned t
enviablenonchalancen the world.

iAl f rModi rdoet ! 6 excl ai med the pri
chair, and gazing intently on the features of him whom the
reader may have recognised as an old acquaintance.

iThe same, 0 sai do NomgoftheRudi vi due
Vivienne in Paris. o

The Abb anme appahi@dcto hesitate for a moment
what steps to pursue, as this unexpected disclosure materially
affected his schemes and the plans of others with whom he was
connected: but he soon recovered his usual presence of mind,
and hastily left the apartment.

In a few minutes Sangén@® or rather, Alfred de Moird@t
heard the sounds of-yaadathhelbaske 6 s h o
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of the chateau; and then the retreating steps of a steed,
apparently urged to its utmost celerity, fell upon his attentive
ear.

Chapter Ten: The Explanation

iTo you, dear Cl emence, al one
morning that followed the events related in the last chapter,
ifishal l [ now rel ate the motives

horrible crime from which a strange hand so ligppaved

me?’ You may then communicate my explanation to our

venerable relative, and the Count de Montville: and if my

conduct have been more than indiscreet, the welfare of the

Baroness alone prompted me to lend an ear to the insidious

wilesofthemost ut hl ess and designing of
Mademoiselle de Grandmanoir paused for a moment, while

Clemence, in speechless impatience, awaited the

communication her a sister was about to confide to her.

AnFor t he | ast Si X mont hs, t h
Prudéohéedmeas thus that Eugeni e
briefparratvé i have fill ed my mind with

Whenever he found himself alone with me, his conversation
turned upon topics at variance with the presumed sanctity of his
profession and his usual piubteportment. At times | did not
comprehend hid at others | affected not to do so; but |
immediately avoided his society, and on every occasion
endeavoured to make him understand that his behaviour was
mysterious and disagreeable to me. At length M. dérdlo

2’Original <citation: G.W. M. Reynolds, 6
The Monthly MagazineMarch 1838, pp. 3020.
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visited the Chateay about three weeks batlas you may
recollec and a few days afterwards the priest at once threw
off the mask he had hitherto worn, and, with the most
unblushing effrontery, declared his passion, in terms | could no
longer pretenda misinterpret. You may readily conceive the
resentment that filled my breast, Clemedcéhe indignation
that seized upon me, when the wretch thus insulted the-grand
daughter of her who had been his benefactor in the hour of his
poverty and distress. Buetknew full well how to put a seal
upon my lips; and a few words that he uttered in my ears filled
my soul with sorrow, and made me deépl® God! how
deephd regret the circumstances that obliged me to conceal
the villainy of him, who, under the garment lodliness and
sanctity, had a heart capable of every crime.

6 Ah! said the wily préoingst, 61
frankness i s 0 & bue krow, vstubbornd Ti s \
b e a 8 thgséwere hisverywordsdt hat | may haply

thee to act more courteously tme who is too intimately

connected with the fortunes of the Baroness of Grandmanoir to

be regarded as a creaturde witho
added thepriedt6i s my friend, and will
De Moirot, in one month, will take possession thiese

estated banish your aged relative and yourselves penniless

from the mansiod and close the gates of your forefathers for

ever against their posterity. Or this same de Mairan the

other hand will grant time for the payment of the frightful
mortgagethat thus embarrasses the Baroness; according to my
suggestions. Circumstances have put me in possession of these

and other strange facts connected with your fadnityy letters

to de Moirot have compelled him to act as my fri@rdb not

you, then, make me wvor enemy. 6 Andod with t

198



words that involved me in a horrible state of uncertainty and
suspensg the priest left me to ruminate on his black designs.
This scene took place on the day immediately after the one on
which you remember, Clemence, thatientville abruptly left
us in the garden, and sought an interview with the Abbé in the
grove.

fiConceive the state of my mind
my suspicions, and the conduct of the pdesbt eyen to you,
dear siste¥ although from infancy our thoutg) our fears, our
joys, and our woes, were reciprocally told and shared. A
species of indecisi@ghan uncertainty how to atta
nervousness an anxiety that | could not conquer, and cannot
define, destroyed my happiness; and in order to avoid
interrogation, Iwas nevertheless necessitated to assume a
cheerful countenance.

it appears t hat de Montevil |l
desigr® for the priest, on one occasion, questioned me whether
the Count had ever spoken to me concerning a letter which
hed the Abb& had inalvertently dropped, and which he had
intended to have slipped into my hands. The contents of that
letter merely contained some professions of regard and
affection, which the wretch had had the audacity to pen.

iOn every occasion dhgmilarhe Abb
protestations and avowals of a love which | loathed and
detested. At one time he was fawning and témad another,
passionate, full of menaces, dark and mysterious in his
manners, muttering strange threats, and then attempting to
justify his unhdy attachment. Then, ag@nwould he urge me
to save the fortune and the happiness of him my revered
relation, by consenting to accompany him to England, and there
become his wife. Two alternatives were beforénegher to
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wed a being whose very presenceesoltingd or to see de
Moirot, at his instigation, enter into possession of that property,
a the loss of which would reduce us all to a state of penury, and
bring down the grey hairs of the Baroness with sorrow to the
grave!

ALast deforéewillinet garticularize, dear Clemence,
the agonies, the persecutions, and the anxiety | endured each
successive day during the past fortnfglhist evening, the
priest demanded an interview in the grove, and spoke in so
imperious a tone of voice, that | saw refusalswuseless. |
accordingly acceded to the requestr rather, commard and
accompanied the Abbé to the place he had named.

i 6A few days,d said he, after
to elapse, and de Moirot will be here. This is the last time,
Eugenie, coniued the vile priest, 6t h

upon the subject. Consent to become my wife in a country
where no law imposes restrictions upon individuals of my
profession; and | swedrby the Almighty Judge who now
hears u8 that the lands of Grandmanohal not depart from
the Baroness, whom you respect and revere. Ponder on the
noble sacrificd if sacrifice it bé you will thus make; or, on
the other hand, consider yourself as the cause of the downfall
of one of the oldest families of
il t wadnshati pleaded my cause, Clemence, with that
energy which the circumstance naturally occasioned: all the
eloquence which agony and distress bade flow from my tongue,
was but fruitlessly employed in appeals for mercy to that
monster in a human shap@h! when, at the great and general
day of judgment, he shall stand before the throne of his Judge,
and implore, with tears as profuse, and with sighs as bitter, as
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those he then wrung from me, Clemehaeay he receive that
respite, and experience thatleniey , he refused to

Eugenie ceased for a momeértter pale countenance was
animated with a sudden gléwa heavenly light of Christian
piety fired her ey@ and if ever lovely woman resembled those
holy beings that stand around the throne of their Redeemer,
then might the experienced limner have transferred as an angel
to his canvass the counterpart of Eugenie de Grandmanoir, as
she reclined upon the sofa, with Clemence seated at her feet.
The sisters gazed at each other for a few moments without
uttering aword, and then, by a simultaneous impulse, threw
themselves into each otherds ar
ot herdb6s bosoms. At l ength their
into calmness; and, Clemence having resumed her seat,
Eugenie thus concluded her woetale:d

Ail't is useless to reiterate al
the priest from his purpose. To every appeal | frantically made
to that iron heart, the wretch coolly repied Consent t o o
uni on, as the only condWhat on of
was | to do? Could | see that venerable relative exiled from her
home at her advanced age? Could | behold my Clemence driven
from that mansion where she had passed so many happy days?
Oh! n@ the thought was maddenidichut there was no
alternativé | accordingly collected the remnants of my
scattered courage, and in as firm a tone of voice as | could
command, saidtothepriésb | f you be deci ded,
to accompany you to England. & 0
0 6 ¢ | emorkow marning, meet mat this very placg and |
will take such measures that our
i | reiterated my pr omi se wi t h
fortitude, the extent of which now astonishes me when | think
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of it; but in a few moments that feeling gave wangd avas
succeeded by one of the most gloomy and terrible
despondendy or rather, despair! We retraced our steps
towards theChatead we parted at the commencement of the
two avenued for the priest had desired me to enter the house
by the back gate. It was #tat moment that all the horrors of
my situation were present in most dismal colours to my mind.
| saw the outline of the vast building in the twili§hand felt a
presentiment, that if | once quitted it, | should never behold it
more. | turned to the rightour favourite gardens, Clemence,
greeted my sight; | turned to the &fand there the flowers,
that | myself had reared, watched, and brought to perfection,
appeared to fill my soul with dismal forebodings. In fine, my
brain whirled my mind was worked upo a pitch of
desperation that made death welcome in any ghafelt that

if | ceased to exist, all obstacle would be removed to the
settlement of the affairs of the Baroness, through the influence
of the priesd and, in a state only to be envied by ariitlal
about to suffer the tortures of the Inquisitothe rack the
wheeBor t he 6d b brptraced mywteps towardé
the grove, and instinctively sought the banks of the canal. For
one moment | hesitated, and lifted my eyes to heaven, as if |
expected some guardian angel to descend and snatch me from
a world of misery and woe; but the moon rolled on her tranquil
way, and appeared, by her playful beams, to render the very
stream itself inviting to a wretch whose existence was a burden
to her. Thosestilly waters, lighted by the silvery rays of the
deity of the night, seemed al mo
grave. Suddenly the sound of an approaching carriage fell upon
my ear® | listened for one momedtit drew neared more
nead deliberation was atraend a momentary feeling of
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delight, to think how noble was the sacrifice | was about to

make at so tender an age, for the sake of my relations, came

across mé | sprung from the bank, and was immediately

immersed in the depths of the canal. The waterg narmy

ear® a suffocating sensation seized upondnigose to the

surfacé® and at that instadtfor it was only a momentary

though® | would have given worlds millions and millions,

had | possessed thénto be saved. Oh! the agony of that one

singl e rhaughd Neved siever can it be eradicated

from my memorg never will it cease to haunt me like a

hideous spectte a perpetual nighinared a phantom of whose

presence imagination may not divest itself. Years of pénury

wan® indigencé starvatio® were preferable ot the

endurance of that one moment of thought: ages of

persecutiod imprisonmend sicknesé perild and pain had

better be endured than the agony
AEugddear Eugenie! o exclaimed C

flinging her selsf; ifircteca shee & hg iss tdeer
this frightful l anguage. You al a
AThink not of it t hen, Cl emenc
fi BudtOhllneveb never may | forget that
ATi me, @d@&ambegiant €1 emence, abou
argument as a meaonfconsolation.

iLet us not dwel | upon the sub
AiThe remainder of my tale is alr

rescued me from a watery grévand that stranger is the heir

to the territories of Grandmanoir, in case of the inghdf the

Baroness to meet his claims. The priest has disapeanred

nought but ruin and misery appea
fiDe Montville is stildl here, 0O

fand he has come to befriend us.
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AAh! 0 said Eugenief wothow: wiitl
all the wealth he can command will not repay to the heir of the
late de Moirot, that which is due. Our destinies are now within
the range of prophecy. 0
Clemence was about to reply, when a carriage drew hastily
up to the principal entrancef the Chateau She flew to the
window of the apartment opposite the one in which she and her
sister were seated, and, with a beating heart, perceived M. de
Moirot, the notary, descend the steps of the vehicle.

iHe wil | now encounbeievestoi s br o
have ceased to exist;o cried ClI
together, and precipitately ret
chamber.

Chapter Eleven: Conclusion

In the meantimé while Eugenie and Clemence were
occupied, as detailed in the preceding chéptle reception
room of the Baroness was the scene of a not less interesting
debate. At the head of the long mahogany table, as if she were
destined to be the prdptor of the lands of Grandmanoir till
the hour of her death, was seated the venerable heroine of this
narrative; at her right hand was the Count de Montville; on her
left, was Alfred de Moirot, alias Paul Sagéne; and on the
table itself were divers pars, the corners of which were
stamped with the timbre royale of France.

i M. de Moirot, o said the Bar one
deeds just alluded®dfiwe cannot, for one mol
genuineness of these documents. The will of your late father
was too clearly drawn up to admit of doubt or question, even
were | disposed to dispute its conditions. He held an extensive
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mortgage over these lar@$e left his business to his elder

so® he assigned the estates of Grandmanoir to the younger, in

case of he nonmpayment of the sums due. You are the
individual to whom the second charge in his will so especially

relate® | am unable to liquidate your claémto-morrowd for

delay is uselegsshall you enter into the possession of that
which is your own. o

il d, dor omeontoment, intend to quarrel with the terms

in which you have expressed you
géne, nodding facetiously to the Baroness, and giving the
Count a violent kick undéedr the t
continued hé A | mu s tontikadicgthetlatter part of your
statement, although you talk like a printed book or a deputy
withasinecurgp | ace. 0

fiJesting, Sir, 0 interrupted de
but an aggravation on the part of the son, of that injury which

wasinfi ct ed by the villainy of the
6fnAs | do not very well recol
replied Sang ®n e, or de Moirot, cool ly

justify his character. | dare say he was a terrible rogue, if you

say so; but that has nothing to dith what | was about to

observe. | have already had the supreme felicity of assuring

you, that till a day or two ago | fancied myself the son of a quiet

and easy gentleman, happily designated as Monsieur Paul
Ménard. But, amongst the papers of that iftliald papers,

which, as | also informed you, had been deposited in the hands

of his banked was found one which disclosed a terrible
conspiracy; a second, establishing my identity as Alfred de
Moirot; a third, containing extr
and a fourth, which demonstrated, in the most unequivocal
style in the world, the right I
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OWheref ore t hnossieupedc alpimawmldatdi dro,
de Montville, angrily.

AnTo enhance the value of the s
my Lord, 0 aqn®&nwve,r ewdi tSranas smi |l e. 0

AfAh! 0 said the Baroness, start.
il dare swear, 0 continued Al fr
you think me to be a merciless creditor, who is glad to
embarrass his unfortunate debtor.dNeood 0 a dhd, enda
more serious tone than he had yet adaptéd have |jus:
married a lady who has quite enough to suit my present
purposed | have a small store of mine o&rwealth and
brilliant prospects are in the perspective of my y@asd shall
I, then, diminishmy present felicity by an act that will render
others miserable? May your ladyship long retain the lands of
Grandmanoid may the Count de Montville deign to approve
of my conduad and any arrangement that your ladyship shall
propose to my solicitors, wilbeor di al |l y approved

fiditpossible 6 excl ai med the Count, r
and proffering his hand across the table to the benefactor of his
venerable friend.

Alt is a dream!o said the Baro
the weight of suclunprecedented and unexpected generosity.

At that moment, a carriage drove up to the principal gate of the
Chateau.

AThis i s your brother, o said t
pause, during which he had hastened to the window and
observed the person thdgscended from the vehicle.

AThe villain!o exclaimed Al fre
indignation, fALet him approach! o

Before the Baroness and de Montville had time to request
an explanation of this extraordinary behaviour, the notary

206



entered the roomand was immediately confronted by the
individual who had so earnestly desired an interview with him.
AYour business?0 enquired Al fre

is already known, 0 he added, wit
AMy business is not wirytdn you,
di sdai nf ul smile curling his I
Grandmanoir. o

AfiYou err, Sir, 0 continued Al fr
have now to converse, relative t
ifiHave |, t hen, the honour of S

legaladvi ser 2?0 said the astonished
venerable dame, who, together with de Montville, remained a

silent spectator of the scene that was being enacted before
them.

AiNo,0lSiarm no | awyer, t hank God!
with a biterne s and i rony that struck t
am an injured person, Sir,0 con

Afwhom an el der brother consignec

at a tender age, in order to remove a barrier between himself

and a vast property. @ah individual, succumbing to the

temptations which my brother held out, and anxious to re

establish his fallen fortunes by any means that might present

themselves, too greedily swallowed the inviting bait, and

brought me up in ignorance of my family andmea To be

briefd that individual was Paul Ménabdand you are the elder

brother, whose villainy was not even arrested by the ties of

bl ood, of affection, and of duty
The notary sank upon a chair, gazed wildly at that brother

whom he had never wished tooeninter more, and in whose

presence he so singularly and unexpectedly found himself:

Alfred de Moirot crossed his arms on his breast, and returned
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the timid glance of the notary with one of scorn, indignation,
and reproach. The Baroness and de Montvilldherged looks
of mingled satisfaction and anxiety.

AWretch! o exclaimed Al fred,
author of my being resigned his breath to that Almighty Power,
who, at this very moment, is recording your crimes, did he not
equitably divide higroperty between us, and entrust the care
of his younger son to you? Did he not imagine, when stretched
on that couch whence he never rose, save as a lifeless corpse,
that my infant years would find a second father in yourself?
And how have you fulfilledhe task? How has your duty been
accomplished? Oh! at the moment when | find a relétitire
only one | ever yet knedvl am obliged to withhold my hand
from his grasp, retreat to a distance to avoid contamination, and
look upon him as | would upon my bitteré¢ e nemy ! 0

AnAl BOoad Al fred! o cried the
deeply injured you! o And the
manners and deportment of the younger showed too clearly,
that reconciliation was impossible. Even where the closest ties
of consanguinity connect two individuals, may the sense of
deadly injuries hush the whi
feelings, stop the promptings of tenderness and love, and
establish hatred on that throne where nought but affection and
bounty should & seen.

But the day, on which the abeweentioned events took
place, appeared to be big with others of equal import to the
interests of Gandmanoir. While the notary and his injured
brother were still absorbed in tears, the door of the apartment
was thrownopen, and a powdered lacquey announced the
AfChevalier do Al t amont , and t
Baroness started, as they entered the &amd, casting one
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single glance upon the features of the Chevalier, she fainted in
the aims of the Count de Montvillavho hastened to her
assistance.

The Chevalier wiped away a tear from his eyes, and drawing
a small portfolio from his bosom, proceeded to distribute its
contents upon the table, without apparently noticing the
condition of the notary and his brother.

fifere, O he sai d, at l engt h, i
Grandmanoir; 0 and he-ngeshefmaded t o
spread upon the table before him.

Alt is not to me, o0 exclaimed t
which the old Chevalier cast at hm At hat you must
yourself in this matter. There is the rightful owner of the wealth
you have now displayed. 0o

De Moirot pointed towards his brother, and rushed hastily
out of the room,

ADo you not follow your friend
addressing himself in an ironical tone to the priest, who held
down his head and made no answer.

fi N @& gpare him, young man, excl ai med t he v
Chevalier; fAfor if he have deepl
his sincere penitence. o0

De Montville bowed, and remained silent. The Baroness
was now recovered from her swoon by the speedy assistance of
her female domestics; ameér eyes immediately fell upon the
awe i nspiring countenance of d
hesitation on the part of that individual might have been
observed by the Count; but it was speedily forgdttand a
long and fervent embrace conveyed conviction tanthvels of
all present, that the lost Lord of Grandmanoir held the Baroness
in his arms.
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But little remains for us now to say. Indéed

We do not rhyme to that dull elf,
Who cannot figure to himself?

that the Count de Montville received the sanctta the
Baron and Baroness of Grandmanoir to his union with the
beautiful Clemenc® that the nuptials were celebrated in a
style of grandeur which recalled to the minds of the numerous
guests present at the ceremony, the ancient feudal splendours
which tradition attributed to the household of the lords of
Grandmanoid and that Alfred de Moirot made himself an
universal favourite on the occasion. That facetious young
gentleman had been prevailed upon to receive the sums
amassed by the Baron in other climex] the estates were thus
entirely disembarrassed from the heavy mortgage which had
lately threatened their alienation from the family that had so
long possessed them.

The Abb® Pruddohomme, shortly
Clemence, retired to the convent o& [Trappe, and soon
accustomed himself to hear and repeat, without a thrill of
horror, the words that form the only greeting offered by one
member of that community to anothéri Br ot her , we m
die!d Eugenie de Grandmanoir ne\
frame and mind had experienced by the dismal event narrated
at the end of the ninth chapter: she succumbed beneath the
influence of a deep melancholy, that seized upon her; and, in
her last moments, confessed that there was still a secret which
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she had left mrevealed to her sister. What that mystery might
be, none ever knew: the young heart of that fair girl cherished
a sentiment, or a reminiscence, whose nature she tenaciously
refused to impart to a single soul that attended upon her in the
last hours of helife. And with her that secret died; and she was
thus cut off in the bloom of her years; and those she has left
behind her still scatter flowers over her tomb!

The elder de Moirot took an active part in the Revolution of
1830; and when the rash monarshued his fatal ordinances
from the Palace of St. Clo@dwhen, in one dread moment, he
sought to abridge the liberties of the greatest of naliates
Moirot was amongst the first to take up arms in favour of
tyranny and despotism. He fell beneath the harmhefof the
heroes of July, and his vast property was devoted to the
building of a hospital in a provincial town of France.

Alfred de Moirot purchased a house in the neighbourhood
of Amiens, and was a frequent visitor at tGhateau of
Grandmanoir, as wis at the abode of the Count and Countess
de Montville. We have also ascertained, that a certain M.
Delville was a constant guest
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The Lovers: A Legend of Guernsey

On Sarniad6s shott®es the gal
And all the maids are passing f&ir,
That wander in her gardens oft,
To meet their own true lovers thede:
But none was fairer in that isle
Than Elgitha, whose very smile
Might win an angel from his skies,
And heavdonly cherubim begu
To leave their native paradise.
And Al bert ownd$ the mai den
Oh! he must be supremely blest ;
Less sweet the pleasures of above,
Less enviable to be posse.
Of boundless wealth and countless store,
And Harems fill édd with wo
That scarce endude their
He craved not these, for she was more!

And they are wandoéring in
And she is |listédning to th
Young Al bertdés | ips are b

Less sweet to her the lovliest rose
That in her own fair grden grows,
Less sweet the jasmine wreathing
Above the maidends favodrit

20 S a © Mheardcient name of Guernsey.
®0riginal citation: G.TweMdnthyReynol ds
Magazine August 1837, pp. 1780.
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Than Al bertodés syll abl es

They told of passion never ceasing,
And she the object of that love;

Thou canst not wonder words so pleasing
Might waft her senses to above,

As saints have been in slumbers déep,

But those the dreams that fled with sleep,
And this would never, never die;

t

h

For while on earth O6twas
Still would this one celestial ray

Gild ever radiantly her day,

And | ight thdé horizon of h
Now the shades of night had begun to fall,

As they reachdd at | ength
And they | ingerdéd a moment

To utter their parting sounds of love,
And to witness the Moon in her virgin
splendour,

As they breathdéd their adi

tender.
At length they part, and the greammod shade
Has veil 6d from her

He hurried apace to the open plain,

| over 6

And homewar ctstbpaagairt; r aco6d hi
He saw the light from his turret gleaming,
Around on the plain was its lustre streaming,
Brighter by far than Cynth
He turndd to the joyful be
But , ere he hagate,reachdd hi

A challenge arrested his eager pace,
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And a brand has wavdod acro
And a figure stern in his pathway stood,

That haply had issud6d from
Which on the right for a mile was spread;

But the youthhas betrayed no sign of dread.

Now Albert knew that the pirates there

Often ravagdd the island f
And bore in their barks, across the main,
The wealthy till they were

He answered not, but he drew his blade,

And a furious stroketdhe pirate made;

But the seaman blew a whistle loud,

And quickly was joindd by
Till they came he diverted the blows that

thickly

Young Albert dealt with his weapon quickly,

As patters the hail on the window pane,

Or as falls in tarents the deluging rain.

They have hemmdédd the young
around,

They have dashdéd his weapo
And have bound him strongly, foot and hand,

At the voice of their dari

Their work was done without blood or

slaughter

And they bore their prey along to the water,

Where their anchordédd barge
Securely mooréd from the ¢
I'n Al bertds breast there w
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To entertain eden he smal
But in deepest sorrow may come relief,
And the glow of bliss may exterminate grief,
When despair has seized on the wretched mind,
And the soul to suffer it
So came it now, as the |i
Ober the gl oomnlydanceni ght w
AfRel ease your prey!o The
Clearly by all the crew was heard;
The pirates smiloéd to thi
Should bid them leave their booty, won
Bytoilanddanggfof t en dar 6d!
But, oh! the interval for thought
Amid that pirate crewas short;
In vain might they till death have fought,
In vain a host of heroes brought,
In vain their brands were bared!
A single warrior to the ground
Has borne the glaives of those around
With one sweep of his own;
And on the ruffiarcrew hiseye,
Like angry meteor in the sky,
Glances so dread and fearfully,
Their hearts grow cold as stone.
As the snow melts away
From the beam of the sun,
So the glare of the ray
From the eye of that one.
Di spersdéd the crew; and n
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Unl oos6d young Al bertos bi
6Twere vain to say how AlDb
Meet thanks unto the stranger brave;
Or how upon his knees he fell,

And to the Virgin there

Addressodéd himsel f; his bea
And pour é6d his fervent pra
To heavdn; but , ere his wvo

He chanced to gaze upon that one,
And markdédd that stranger 06
Great God! the Dboldest her
That moment terror had con
And sank all tremblingly.
There was ideed enough for fear
His lip wore a contemptuous sneer,
His eye was far more bright
Than comet rushing in the
Towdrds Phoebusdé regal pal
Or than the radiant beacon gleaming,
And high obéer Al bertés tur
With far more pure a light!

Al bert! o exclaimbébd the st
Y 8 thou art like thy fellowmen;

For all must shudder when they see

A being in this world like me.

Yet, haply, to this hand of mine,

Which bears a powalmostdivine,

Your life to-night you owed some task

For this, then, in return | ask!

| wish a confidant, to hear

i
)
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Secrets, t hat neber to mor

By |lips of mine were breat
For this | sought your native shore,
As | have watchdéd you from

And you may liwe to scourge the earth.

Thou shalt inherit all my power

For that | savdd thy Iife
Such is my hesét by few, O youth,

That were not quickly done, in sooth!

Hast thou neder heard of h
Is not contingent on the strife,

Age, sicknesspoison, or the knife

Him whose duration on this earth

Will reach to centuries from his birth?

But let it pasd behold him heré

Ah! well thy heart may sink with fear,

As thus these sounds so st

6Thou wretched &mortal!dé Al
iof what avail és thine ear
Since heavdédn and i mmortal:
Of future bliss are |l ost t
AAh! 0 cricdéiwh ahte! od ehreG st t hi
Revile the one who savébéd e
Thy | ifeoBmyoafeager 6d.

To ponder on the unborn year,

Because, amid the mists of time,

You see some penalty for crime,

And a small chance of doubtful bliss?

Oh'! have | sav®d such hear
Go, recreant, gb worm of tadayd
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| would not crush thee in my way:
Too insignificant for wrath,
| woul d not tread thee 1in

AThen take the I|ife thou d
This moment from the pirat
Deemdédst thou my heart so w
And all thy base alluring vaunts

Of earthly grandeur and of power,

Have face to make me wish the hour

That 6 s midralthoughso shadtr t h

Were long as thine? | spurn the thought,

And would not link with one like thée

No, not for immortality!o
Stern was the glance that stranger gave

AThen blindly rush into th
Not by my hand tenightd Oh! na®d

This weapon shall not deal the blow:

My vengeance must have other sort

Of agony to make me sport!

o

He paus 6 @& thenmagainnst ant
R e s d hi¥iconverse stern:
AYou | ove young EIlgithal! h
I' s mortal ds dream! a sull e
Of woes, his happiness to pain,
Will in a moment turn!
Speed on the bridalhaste the cheér
Proclaim the hour of marriage near:
Hencé hence unto thy maideredr,
And tell her whom thou hast met here!
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Say that upon the bridal night
Will he join the assembly bright,
And make her sport so rare,
That Sarniads island | ong
Of him that could perform such thing
As | will show her there.
Farewdld farewell! Forget not thou
The message | have told thee now;
But haste thine Elgitha to téll
Speed onthe hofirt i | | t hen, far ewel
The ni ghtd atother dag,as s 6 d
Another, and another gone;
And many a week was whil éd
Since Albert saw that mystic one.
He told not Elgitha the tale,
But kept it in his breast;
To sadden her, of what avail?
Why need it be confessbd?

*k%

Her fatherods hahtl s with | a
And Elgitha is smiling there;

And Al bertés héart is gay
His |l ove has never seembd

That evening to his longing arms

Woul d give the maidendés bl
That eve would crown his bliss!

His days had been a scerfgoyd

Since first he was an infant boy,

Those days had passdédd with
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But, oh! how blest was this!
The music seemed to breathe more sweet

Than edber before his ears
He felt more fred his heart more light

Than edber himself had kno
For, oh! it was the bridal night,

And she is now his own!
YeD El githa isdo Al bertés bri
And there are gatheréd Sar

To welcome beautyds favdr
Her eyes could scarce their raptures fide,

Those eyes, that , bl ue as
Around the island deeply flowing,
With perfect happiness were glowing.

By Elgitha so sweetly blushing,

Young Al bertdés standing n
And while his very veins are flushiég

Those veins with liquid ardour gusigj,

And pleasureds in his bre,
To think how soon claspbdd
Shall languish all those blooming chafns

He whispers tender things, and she

Fondly attendd but timidly.

AfiO0O EIl githa, this is reward
AFor all the moments we ha
NfToget hed faithfully

How bright our views of f
For evéry day, as fair as
AfChangel ess appears to be
i And oaghreena t 6 vy sinksche there

1 e 1
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In agony of wild despair?
Why groans his sorrowing breast!
And why is fixod his glanc
Amid the crowd, a single One,
That stands among the rest?
But, oh! that Oné his very breath
Seems laden with the shafts of Death!

Al l l ookdd upon the object
That sheee ntbadu ste of Al bert 6s
None knew his person, nor his name,

Whence he had come, with whom he came;

Al | shudder 6d, as they eac
Hi s neighbour, who might b
And he, with glance of eye so bright

As to outvie the torchesd
Was gazing on the luckless swain,

Who nebder on earth shal/l b
Yes he has fall 6n, and br eat
His | atest sigh is givbén a

From bliss to sudden woe the turn

Came on so rapid and so stern,

His heart, too much elate withyjp

Broke 6éneath that gl ance,
For nedber was &duch unearth
And this was Al bertoés wedd

A 6Tis the | MMORTAL! O one
Cri6d out todgether in that
filist hél mmortal! o he replied
i

By whom this night has Al
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ils not the scene a sport
fi Gdbgaze upon the body there,

AfiAnd | earn that he, who da
AShall thus bé cut off in
ifiAnd you, young mai den, an
iThat thus haengexpmgr ké6d you
iRecord in |l etters bright
iThat Sarniabs island | ong
AWith membéry dd0of a deed so
fGentl es, and |l ovely dames

None fmamddscat hel ess O66mid
Has he departed from the hall;

Leaving behind him hetstoo sad,

That but an hour before were glad.

0 And what of Elgitha@ She d i voéd

But how that shock has she
Oh! frenzy seiz6d upon her
And reason neder returnodd
Still does her melancholy sprite

Ramble on Sarntiabdés plains
And breathe unto the 1isté
The sad adventures of her tale!
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The Progress of Civilization in Belgium

Much has been written on the history of the sciences, fine arts,
literature, and commercialatters, in Belgiuni? but, except in

the academic memoir of Dean Heylére(Inventis Belgarum
1786) no one has as yet collected into a certain focus, through
the medium of which it may be possible to seize tihg-
ensembleat one glance, the vast productions and effects of
human intelligence in that country; nor has any author taken
upon himself the tagkby no means a difficult odeof
proving that the Belgians have been constantly in a highly
progressive state of civilizamm and that they have not
unfrequently been the means of exciting and aiding the mental
energies of other nations. The materials of which we may make
use to demonstrate these facts, are abundant, and not entirely
confined to the merdpse dixit or national prejudice of a
Belgian historian; they may be collected from the writings of
foreign authors who have not failed to recognise the inventive
ability and ingenuity of a people whose territory occupies so
small a space on the map of Europe.

Belgium is now anndependent kingdom, which, although
circumscribed to exceedingly narrow limits, may still one day
stand conspicuously amongst the nations of the European
continent, if its government continue to be wisely administered,
and its vast resources appreciased brought into action, as
they are at present. Indeed, what country of the same territorial
dimensions can boast a population so numerous, so industrious,
and so arduous in every species of toil and labour, whether

3Qriginalcitt i on: G. W. M. Reynolds, 6The F
i n B e IThgeiMonthdy MagazineNovember 1837, pp. 5104.
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manual or mechanica@?what country anrally enjoys the
benefits of such rich harves@swhat tract of land, parallel in
extent, can present to the eye of the traveller more numerous
cities, and more magnificent villagg&hat soil gives a more
varied species of natural productiodsip fine, whereis the
nation that more amply possesses the true elements of a real
prosperity?

In an intellectual point of view, the energies of the Belgians
did not materially develop themselves till about the
commencement of the reign of Charlemagne; but since that
period the arts and sciences have been cultivated and held in
great respect in Belgium, particularly in the Flemish territories;
and notwithstanding the repeated invasions of the barbarians,
even before all the other countries of Europe, did commerce
attainto a flourishing state, and trade was encouraged by fairs
or markets in the different towns.

It is well known that the labours and influence of the
monasteries in those obscure times essentially tended to soften
the ferocious manners of the Belgians, arspired them with
a taste for agricultural pursuits. The genius of Charlemagne
gave an immense impulse to these exertions, and assisted in a
variety of ways the meritorious task which the priests imposed
upon themselves. Liege, Saint Amand Lobbes, S2eértin,
and other towns of minor importance were endowed with large
schools, whence emanated, for the benefit of France, Germany,
and England, several learned professors whose talents have
been duly appreciated and eulogised by ancient chroniclers.

Desrochesas brought forward ample proofs to corroborate
the belief that the sciences were extensively cultivated in
Belgium so far back as the ninth century. About the termination
of the tenth century, music first became recognised as a study
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of importance and dight; and at the same period, the
celebrated Guy de Dampierre, Count of Flanders, congregated
a host of bards, poets, and minstrels at his court.

The art of dyeing in scarlet, and the manufactures of linen
and cloth, were already in a flourishing conditia the middle
of the eleventh century. The uniformity of weights, and the
regulation of measures, of which the introduction has been
vaunted as a new and original plan, were established in
Belgium and throughout the whole of Flanders by an ordinance
published by Count Baudouin. About the same time, the arts of
miniaturepainting, sculpture, and working in gold and silver,
had already obtained a considerable degree of repute, and
raised the Belgian artizans to a peculiar eminence in the
opinions of theiréss skilful neighbours.

It was in the thirteenth century that commerce and the
manufactures attained to a remarkable degree of splendour. An
increase of wealth and, by consequence, of luxdry
accompanied this prosperity; nor less did the sciences
participag in the progressive march of civilization and
improvement. John of Saint Amand, canon of Tournay, was
one of the most eminent medical practitioners amongst the
faculty of Paris. The Floral games did not then exist in France;
but Belgium was already celetted for her literary societies,
known by the name d®hetorical Meetings

The fifteenth century was witness to the glorious reign of
Philip the Good, one odinthdhe most
true oriental sense of the word, if the reader will allovihus
to apply i® that ever existed. The science of music was
strenuously patronised and encouraged by this monarch; it was
then befriended by Charles the Bold and by Margaret of
Austria. M. Fétis, in many of his works, has adduced substantial
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evidence tgrove that the Belgians were, in the middle ages,
the resuscitators of that divine art. Painting was also indebted
to them for a new existence, less perhaps for the invention and
application of oil colours than for the admirable productions of
Van Eck and Memling, whose mastgrieces are still
appreciated and in high reputation.

Never did the Belgians display a greater development of
inventive genius than in the fifteenth century. The pages of
history make frequent mention of the meritorious services
rendeed by them to the furtherance of the arts, sciences, and
commercial interests. Never was the manufacture odldlcat
chefd 6 o e of iuman indust carried to a higher degree
of perfection. The palaces of kings were ornamented with the
carpets producedfrom the Flemish loongsthe public
buildings and edifices of the principal towns in Belgium were
the admiration of all visitors; and their markets were stocked
with the choicest merchandise of the world. In those times
Bruges became an object of emulation éven Venice. With
regard to the progressive march of literature, it will suffice to
name George Chatelain, Montrelet, James du Clereq, de la
Marche, and Philip of Comines, in order to recall to the
memory of the intelligent reader the great patronsvantakries
of the sciences arttlles lettresn those days.

Towards the end of the fifteenth century, the invention of
printing changed for the future the face of civilization in
Europe, and gave a hew aspect to the appearance of all matters,
whether connded with politics, literature, or the fine arts. The
new impulse that was thus given to the energies and capacities
of man, was not less experienced in Belgium than its forceful
efforts were perceived elsewhere. The Belgians applied
themselves with ardouto improve upon the incipient
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knowledge of the art, and even carried the fruits of their labours
to the French capital itself. Josse Badius of Assche, amongst
many others, established in Paris a press that subsequently
attained a considerable degree oktbeity; and in imitation of

the same plan, Plantin, the wk&hown rival of Etienne,
founded at Antwerp one of the most extensive and magnificent
printing-houses in the world.

It was about the period of the abdication of Charles the Fifth,
Emperor of Germay, that Belgium began to decline in
importance amongst the states of Europe, and to lose its
supremacy. During the forty year
reign, the arts, the sciences, every branch of literature, and the
economy of trade, had been brougbt a high state of
perfection; but when Philip ascended the united thrones of
Germany and Spain, England and Holland enriched themselves
through a variety of circumstances all prejudicial to the
commercial interests of Belgium, and built their own forgine
on the ruins of Flemish wealth. England supplanted the sinking
nation in those manufactures that were once her own; and
Holland appropriated to herself that extensive trade which had
created the former prosperity of the Belgian merchants. The
arts and gences alone flourished as before; and they, even in
the midst of civil feuds which desolated the country, found
votaries and patrons to cultivate or protect them. Ortelius and
Gérard Mercator considerably improved the geographical
chart, and perfected thié then defective system of the science
of geography; Josse Hondius, born at Wacken in Flanders, and
celebrated as the founder of a long race of famous engravers,
assisted the researches and views of his contemporary
topographers by his numerous treagi®n the subject, and by
his improved maps; and, in other branches, Hopperus
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Damhoudere, Miroeus, Meyer, Oudegherst, and several more
eminent characters contributed to the literary reputation of their
country in those times.

Painting, statuary, and thetaof engraving have also
produced their great masters. Denys Calvert was a famous
painter, of whom Antwerp has the honour to be the {pldice:
Michael Coxie, Franck Flore, Charles Van Mander, and
Francois Porbus, are still remembered by an applauding
poderity. In the year 1450, Martin Schenganer of Antwerp
introduced to his native land the art of printing designs by
means of moulds cut into the surface of smooth metal planks,
and thereby established for himself a permanent and enviable
reputation. It musnot however be imagined that he was the
original inventor of this art; he merely learnt and borrowed it
from its illustrious originator, Thomaso Finiguerra. Spain and
Italy sought in those times the statues sculptured by Jean de
Juni and Gillis Van der iRiere 3! and demonstrated the high
opinion they entertained of those works, by the ardour with
which they coveted the possession of them. But the rage of
Iconoclasm, or imagbreaking, which succeeded to the
propagation of the reformation, speedily diseer thechet
d'oeuvresof those celebrated artists, who were obliged to
esteem themselves only too happy that they were spared the
horrors of expatriation and foreign exile to avoid persecution
and the appalling effects of secular fanaticism. Alas! how
grievously have the progressive marches of the arts and
sciences been oftaimes retarded by the wild excesses or
mistaken intolerance of wretches, who, in the mad moments of

31 This celebrated sculptor is generally called by the Italians, Egidio
Framingo.
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religious fervour as they fancied their unholy excitement to be,
would have been dighted to plunge intelligent man into a
vortex of superstition and ignorance, where they could have
modelled his mind to suit their own purposes, to submit to their
tyrannies, and to kneel at their seats of usurped power, by
working on his fears and stung him with a variety of
arguments his want of education could neither comprehend nor
refute!

The arts and sciences were not neglected by the Belgians in
the sixteenth century. The study of medicine and anatomy was
essentially benefitted and facilitate¢y the elucidations of
André Vesale; botanical researches were advantageously
pursued and illustrated by Charles de Langhe and Frangois Van
Sierbeck; while history, astronomy, geography, geol&gy,
were successfully cultivated by Simon Stéven, GregoigtSa
Vincent, Godfrey Wendelin, Ferdinand Verbrest, and Frangois
d6bAguill an of Brussels. The prog
various branches by their ancient professors, demonstrates the
superiority of human intelligence in Belgium at that period to
the knowledge and literary acquirements of the Flemish at the
present day.

Useless were it to recall to the minds of our readers all the
obligations under which the arts lie to Rubens, whose talents
cast so much lustre on the seventeenth century; or to his
illustrious disciples, Vandyck, Crayer, Van Hoek, Jordaéus,
and others. Nor is it more than necessary to cite the names of
Breughel, Teniers, and Van Oost. In sculpture and architecture
tlie two brothers Duquesnoy of Brussels, Koeberger of
Antwerp, Henry Pscheu, and Frangois Romain have left
behind them splendid monuments of taste and elegance.
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During the last century the arts and sciences have also
flourished. John Palfyn made many precious discoveries in
anatomy, and Noel Joseph Necker published a work of
extraordinary merit on botany. Leonard Vanderlinden of
Brussels was the first who taught zoology in that town;
Sanderus, Paquot, Joseph Guesquiere, Count de Nény, Joseph
Rapsaert, Martin de Bast, Charles Dieri&gc., by their
immense and laborious resdags materially contributed to
enlighten the historians of their country, and inculcated in the
breasts of the Belgians that affection for the study of history
which characterizes them even at the present day. The names
of Suvée, Ducq.,

Balthazar Ommegancland Pierre Joseph Redouté remind
us of four individuals who attained to an eminent rank in the
catalogue of distinguished painters. Anthony Cardon became
one of the most celebrated modern engravers; and all the
nations of Europe have produced discipldstiee famous
Gérard Edelinck. Chasing and working in gold and silver were
brought to a high state of perfection by Pierre de Fraine and
Nicholas Mivian, of Liege. Michel Rysbrack, whom the
English selected to make the mausoleum of the immortal
Newton andhe equestrian statue of William the Third, was a
native of Antwerp. Lastly, mechanics were illustrated by Pierre
Denis of Mons, on whom Delille has bestowed the flattering
title of theModern Archimedes

Many illustrious names have been necessarily omitted in the
above short sketch; but it is our intention, in a future article, to
retrace our steps, and, in pursuing the same ground, to make
elaborate mention of the discoveries and inventions for which
the world is indebted to Belgium, as well as to give a
perspicuous sketch of the progress of their literature, from the
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warlike airs composed by Louis the Third on the defeat of the
Normans in 883, to the present time.
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On the Democracy of the United States and the
Bourgeoisie of France

La Democratie en Amerique. Par M. de Tocqueville.
Lettres sur | 6Amerique du Nord,

Part One?

It has been confidently asserted during the last twenty yesrs
the spirit of Democracy was rapidly increasing, and the French
Revolution of 1830 has apparently given a manifest
confirmation to that opinion. When Aristocracy is judged by its
own merits, and we find that its total inefficiency is clearly
demonstrad, it would almost appear that the friends to
Democracy need scarcely attempt to obtain their ends by
renewed violence, but may tranquilly await those results which
the progressive and rapid development of ideas is destined to
bring about. The ancient fdal organization now everywhere
succumbs to new wants and new interests. Even in countries
where those interests do not possess legal representation in the
state, nor the inhabitants a right of expressing their opiéions
even there is liberty begun to bedenstood, and the sabre
would ere now have been drawn from its sheath, had nations
more confidence in their own intrinsic powers.

When we thus observe the old military monarchies, as they
may be called, succumb beneath the force of principles which
are thevery antipodes to the conditions of the existence of

20riginal citation: G. W MtheReynol ds
United States and tTheMoBtldyur geoi si e o
Magazine January 1838, pp. 893.
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despotism, it seems reasonable to suppose that these
revolutionary movements will continue to pursue their course
in proportion as social interests and intelligence direct the
march. The political acce®mn of Democracy has therefore
been represented as the approximating and fatal termination to
that path which is pursued by liberal nations in the present day;
and because few have comprehended the real meaning and
fathomed the depth of the intermediapénion now prevalent,

it has been scarcely considered otherwise than as a momentary
delay forerunning an era of important change.

Hence every eye has been lately turned to that continent
where the theory of a government existing by numerical
majority has ken so successfully reduced to practice, that
nothing remains unprovided for in the immense circle traced by
its legislation. In the midst of the conflicting discussions,
arguments, and opinions originated by the Revolution of July,
France began to studynferica, which had hitherto been
represented by one party as a model of excellence, and by
others as the tomb of all useful and necessary institutions. In
the eighteenth century, philosophers chiefly occupied
themselves with China, because that country rdéd a
remarkable contrast in presenting a picture of extraordinary
civilization founded on polytheism in opposition to another
based upon Christianity. A deep solicitddehich, if not
similar, is at least not less livélynow induces us to direct our
attertion towards the United States; and, as justice demanded,
France has had the honour of that study of initiation. She has
not contented herself with simply sketching isolated portions of
a vast whole; she has not judged the Americans in reference to
her ownpeculiar refinement, nor with regard to their generally
unpolished manners, rude address, andutlgarments. Such
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criticism was beneath her notice, and only belongs to weak and
frivolous women. Seriously considering those vast tracts where
nature and @n appear to maintain a tacit warfare, the former
on the side of grandeur, the latter on that of power and capacity,
she has penetrated into the very heart of American institutions
to examine their worth, and she has studied with a most
exemplary impartidy the causes and present support of a
prosperity which rather seems to belong to those times when
imagination carries us back to the glories of our early being,
than to a century in which all is as yet imperfect. Two French
works in particular have atcged public attention, and thrown
into a strange controversy an important mass of speculations,
opinions, and new fadistwo works totally discrepant in
stylep at variance in point of views, and yet so singularly
linked together as to appear a commencemedia sequel, the
one as it regards the other.

The author ofLa Democratie en Ameriqubas deeply
studied the spirit of American laws, and has brought them back
to the pureness of their originating principle: the author of the
Lettres sur Hhaschsely dbserved thd effectdo r
of an extensive and just distribution of labour on the condition
of a people as yet in its infancy. M. de Tocqueville has
systematized doctrines; M. Michel Chevalier has studied those
facts that render them applicable.tliiey accord together in
their speculations on political results, the tendency of their
motives is totally different. The former, confidently believing
in the excellence of the old monarchical governments of
Europe, fancies that a similar system will slyaoe introduced
to the United States; the latter, an enthusiastic disciple in the
cause of liberal democracy, is satisfied that Europe will in
process of time imbibe and embrace the principles entertained
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by the Americans. M. de Tocqueville is didactidaational in

his conclusions, as if he imagined that logic alone rules the
world: his book is the development of original ideas, and during
the perusal it is easy to discover that a close imitation of the
style of Montesquieu, combined with a fixed anfleixible
determination to be perspicuous and rational, has totally put a
stop to those happy flights of natural talent in which an
unshackled mind would have indulged. M. Chevalier is
elaborate and free: less st@rless severe in his principles, he

is moredaring in his conclusions: his thoughts wander ever and
anon from America to Europe, from the present to the future,
with the rapidity of those railoads which he depicts in a
manner at once picturesque and scientific: in fine, his letters are
a long sees of impressions which, if they be not always
correct, do not the less exemplify, in every instance, a vast
insight and penetration.

The fact is, that America is better understood by Europeans
than by its own citizens. While she is occupied in -self
contanplation and seladmiratiord a state of quiescent
beatitude originated bgmourpropred we are in a situation
which enables us to judge of her with impartiality and
calmness; and we are at length enabled to decide one of the
grandest and most difficult priems of the age. We purpose to
consider in this article, first, whether in destroying the ancient
aristocratic monarchies of Europe, the American democracy
would replace those feudal systems; and, secondly, whether the
unlimited application of the principlof the sovereignty of the
people, as it exists in the United States, is with regard to France
the corollary of the government of the middle classes.

It has been judiciously remarked that what constitutes in its
essence the government of the United Stagesimply the
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sovereignty of the majority which is perceptible in all its
reality, which modifies manners and usuages as well as laws,
and which has become an existing principle universally
admitted, instead of having remained in a state of philosophical
abstraction. The American government is the people directing
their own affairs, administering for themselves independent of
control or resistance, influencing their national representation
by the frequency of their elections, and watching over their
private and public interests with a jealous and suspicious
solicitude. If the American government be representative in
form, it is nevertheless directly popular in its spirit. The brief
duration of the magistrature and the parliament or Congress in
the United $ates necessarily imbues the various successive
administrations with the inevitable bent of ideas, prejudices,
and passions which must influence those into whose hands the
government of the country is momentarily entrusted. Hence is
frequently imposed upoimdividuals the necessity of veiling
their true characters beneath the garb of hypocrisy; and if this
censure be but little galling to the people of the United States,
it is accounted for by the fact that none ever had the audacity
nor the wish to fly fron it. The inequality, which is remarkable

in fortune, is not admitted to extend to intelligence; and even
that very inequality itseff the only one toleratédis
concealed beneath an exterior that invariably protects it.

If opulence haye permitted the United States, as it long ago
has allowed Europe, to indulge in the pleasures and luxuries of
life,d that interior and secret luxury, which resembles the one
in vogue amongst the Jews of the middle ages, does not modify
and clange the general habits that have stamped American life
with a stern and monotonous aspect. The rich merchant, who
was poor yesterday, and may become so agamotoow,
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grasps without hesitation the hand of the common labourer or
mechanic, whose suffragiecides, the same as his own, the
greatest interests of the state, and which suffrage is not
purchased by riches nor birth. In America, Democracy has
changed the coffemoms of taverns into drawiagoms,
newspapers into exclusive organs, and religioustimgs into

a means of recreation and spectacle. Every thing is inspired or
modified by the pervasive spirit of democracy.

In the United States public opinion is subjected to the
influence of certain institutions, in order to react upon them in
its turn, ®ldom concentrated in original and studied
compositions, it escapes in fugitive harangues, and echoes all
impressions without aspiring to the honour of rectifying the
false, and discriminating the just. Numbers overruling sense
and understanding, intelligee never seeks to combat against
a multitude; and thus America is the only country in the world
where proselytism through the medium of public opinion is
impossible.

That equality, which is not less established by the
vicissitudes and chances of an aduemtis life than by the
laws, is expressed most intimately and completely by universal
suffrag® the portion of the American constitution, which is at
once the fundamental principle and the guarantee of its
existence. And how shall we deny the dogma of nigaker
supremacy, such as we see applied each day and without danger
to the people of the United States, to be that sovereignty which
acknowledges no law save itself, which would rather do wrong
than have its rights contested, and which is expressed in the
axi om that decl ares, AThe peopl
|l egi ti mat i zdean axibone which exaedds adl otlsen
repugnances, insults the ancient political creed of Europe,
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whose monarchies it would gladly overthrow, and at the same
timed singular as may ppear the coincidendeis so
inoffensive in the United States, that it is not thought worth
while to discuss its truth!

Arrived at this point, it is impossible not to be struck by the
incompatibility existing between our ideas and those of the
Americans. Tht doctrine which teaches the necessity of the
preponderance of numbers over the wisdom of adfaw
doctrine, which makes all men equal, and on which reposes the
fabric of all laws and customs in the United Statesust
naturally appear to the narrewinded European every thing
that is most averse to his ideas, comprehension, and belief. In
France this is quite different. There is no country in the universe
where the idea of truth and justice is more completely separated
from that of numerical superiority afidrce: amidst their most
ardent thirst for innovation and change, the French were more
or less logical and rational. The doctrine of the sovereignty of
the people, represented by universal suffrage, is as repugnant
to the mind of a Frenchman as a monarahigovernment
founded on the fabled divine right of kings.

In the continent of Eurog@ea continent peopled by
reasoners and profound politicians, the theory of numerical
supremacy will never be firmly established. The doctrine of
universal suffrage is ndn general good odour with even men
of very liberal opinions: and perhaps it were only sufficient to
notice from what mouths the argument issues, to convince
ourselves that centuries must elapse before such theories can be
well received amongst us even amtters for calm and
deliberate discussion.

But how has it happened that a doctrine, so flourishing and
so prevalent in the United States, is merely looked upon as a
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baseless theory in its application to Fraricéhat France,
whose sons are so prone to ap@nand where political
vicissitude is of such frequent occurrence? Revolutions cause
the development and not the transformation of people, and
every society is identified with itself. Particularly in a
comparison between America and Europe do these truths
appear the more glaring, and are substantiated by more
irrefutable evidence. Let us retrospect, through the mirror of
history, to the foundation of the United States.

In those stormy times, when religious discord lacerated the
bosom of the Old World, nunebless individuals of upright
characted according to the ideas of their contempordries
and austere morals, traversed the ocean, to practise in a foreign
and fruitful clime those virtues which their own countries could
neither appreciate nor endure. To saered equality prevalent
amongst those votaries of the reformation was immediately
associated the fAequality of the
formed from the puritan. The members of that little circle of
societyd the only one of the kind, perhaps, atttfi@e existing
in the world asserted no superiority one over another: they all
deemed themselves martyrs in a common cause, and were
devoted to the same end. In leaving their ancientdahe
territory of their forefathe they forgot the distinctions tkie
left behind them, and debarked on a shore where their wants,
their necessities, and mutual interests consecrated the equality
that prevailed amongst them. They were strangers to luxury;
but they lived in comfort and tranquil ease. Every one partook
of acommon banquet; and the trees of the forest succumbed to
him whose able arm could best wield the axe and use the saw.
All were landholders to the extent of their physical means or
wishes: and all were equal on account of circumstances, and of
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that creed Wich raiseth the humble and abaseth the proud.
Thus intellectual superiority was unknown amongst them, save
in their rustic arguments or evening tales: the uniformity of that
life, which alone consisted in daily labour and the exercise of
religious duties,could not do otherwise than efface all
reminiscences of former grade and distinction.

An imperious necessity moreover ordained that the colonies
of New England should continually legislate for themselves.
The tie, which connected them to their motbeurtry, did not
dispense them from the obligation under which they laboured
to adopt measures for their own defence, and to protect their
incipient trade. Their education was partial and rude; and that,
which was at first a condition created by necessity,nsoo
became a combination of invincible habits. The community
was originated on the shores of the Atlantic, was perpetuated in
the same state of incessant activity and perfect harmony, and
has increased beneath a propitious heaven like the tree in the
Gospel. The manners of the primitive colonists have been
stamped on their posterity; and that dastn people of
civilization, into whose hands Providence consigned a
hemisphere, appear to be the members of one vast family.

Such were the origin and foundationtloé United State8,

a singular andunique phenomenon in the midst of the
numberless political communities of the world. The character
of the American is that of a rigid and sincere Christian, an
intrepid colonist, possessing manners neither agreeable nor
social, but cold and saturnine, and endowed with a mind whose
scope extends no farther than the figures and calculations
which denote the magnitude of his gigantic speculations. The
primitive states of the north gave life and existence, as it were,
to the yung republics of the west, to whose care is now
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entrusted a portion of that vast heritage which is the greatest
that ever belonged to the human race; and the states of the
south, where wealth, luxury, and toleration of slavery have
become the elements tbfeir rapid decay and approaching fall,
are merely maintained in their present condition by the
immense counterpoise afforded, in the very midst of the union,
by the northern powers against the combined influence of those
destructive causes.

That which hastherefore, founded American democracy,
and which continues to preserve it against the opinions of the
rest of the world, is the simplicity of manners which
characterizes the people, and the vastness of their territory, over
which all can disperse themget without prejudice to each
other, like the sons of Adam after the creation. Take away from
America that mighty western domain, where a new city springs
up every year, and where new states are periodically formed,;
circumscribe the range of those tractsene populous towns
extend their suburbs with facility in proportion as the
inhabitants increase, and from that day forth the government of
the United States that is to say, the practical application of the
sovereignty of the peoplewould become a disastre
impossibility.

Were the United States suddenly transferred to the very
interior of Europe, the interest of the lahdlder and the
wealthy merchant would speedily triumph over an universal
equality now well preserved. If the American mechanic, when
he had amassed a small sum in his workshop at New York or
Philadelphia, had not in perspective the grant of a tract of land
on the banks of the Ohio; if the cdverd or the gardener did
not anticipate eventually to become a farmer when his
resources should epmit him to purchase agricultural
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implements, &c., a revolution would speedily place America
upon a level with the old monarchical governments of Europe.
Obliged to oppose increasing impediments to the elevation of a
class whose existence would be sulgddb all the vicissitudes
that now menace it in Europe, democracy would essay at one
and the same time armed and legal resistance; and that tendency
is already, in the bosom of the United States, something more
than a gratuitous hypothesis. If the agtictdl chiefs and
owners of the soil became disaffected with each other, they
would soon pass those limits where the balance of interests,
social and political, has even at different times caused the most
despotic governments of Europe to stop; and arpifrawe®
oligarchyd or tyranny would be the last and terrible scourge
America would prepare for hersélfa scourge beneath whose
lash she can never submit; for the citizens of that free land
could not yield up their rights on a sudden, as a man in a
moment ofdespair surrenders his soul to Satan.

These observations have lately become so general, thanks to
the admirable work of M. de Tocqueville, that it is only after
considerable reluctance we have ventured foroeluce them
here. Simple as those observatians, do we not nevertheless
feel that they create doubts of a grave and serious nature
relative to the future fate of democrécthat sovereignty of the
people which is daily represented to us as infallible? Are we
advancing towards a social organizatifmuynded, not upon the
admissibility, but upon the admission of all to an equal share of
property? Do we incline to that American regime, of which
universal suffrage is the basis? Was it for this that Victor Hugo
decl ares fAevery t ihéethergdeal arfact,t h e
whether connected with society in general, or with a single
individual , to be in a state
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same author, Aiis waiting the ev
horizon around us. The world is made up of austamd
discrepancie$ lustre and obscurity, which pervade all we see,
and all we conceive in this predicament of twilight; which
envelope our political theories, our religious opinions, our
domestic life, and which are even discovered in the histories
wewrt e of ot her s, as wé&l | as in t
The idea of a monarchical government appears to have been
always the most prevalent one in Europe; and although the law
of primogenitureship aad aristocracy of birth be abolished in
France, still is socigt divided into classes, despite of the
second article of the Charta of 1830, which distinctly says,
fiTout le mond est égal aupres du.r@@ | n countri es,
science and the arts are as much cultivated as commercial
enterprises, a certain aristocracy e soul and of the feelings
must indubitably prevail. So long as the majority of human
beings shall be obliged to rise with the sun and moisten the soil
with the sweat of the brow, all intelligenéesll
understandings cannot become equalized; and hetieeidea
of the sovereignty of the people merely chimerical when
applied to European countries.
The opinion, which concludes that democracy in every
sense of the word must be shortly introduced into France,
appears to s if we may so far venture to expldine ideas of
our transmarine allies to depend merely upon an incorrect
analogy. Because thigourgeoisieof France, being superior in
numerical proportion, has supplanted the aristocracy, it must
not be inferred that that same class will pursue its adganta
and overturn every thing appertaining to a monarchical

33 Les Chants du Crepuscyleage iii. of the Preface.

243



government. At the same time that the aristocracy was
overthrown, the monarchy might have been consigned to the
same fate; but the bourgeoisie had abolished the evil it
complained of, and was sdiesl. The French Revolution has
caused important changes, but has not destroyed the basis of
society: the triumph of democracy on the European continent
would involve that basis in irretrievable ruin.

If around the French frontiers were spread vast tratts
uninhabited lands, it would then be easy to understand how the
mass of territorial property might increase, and the numbers of
land-holders be extended. But having at least-girth of its
territory engaged as falloVand3* without the possibility of
establishing new colonies in herself, and without much chance
of ever founding any very important ones in Africa or
elsewheré® France can only augment the riches of its fand
holders by perfecting the science of agriculture, without
extending their number If public works of utility, to the
adoption of which popular opinion is gradually urging the
government, if new methods of cultivating the soil, and if more
rapid means of communication, can increase the value of land,
the landholders and farmers wilbecome richer; but the
territory will not be increased in subdivisions.

Half a century has not yet elapsed since the greatest event,
that ever occurred in the annals of the vicissitudes of nations,
completely changed the political and social aspect ofdéran
When the first French Revolution broke out, there was an
immense number of estates in the hands of the two privileged

34 According to M. L. de Carné.
35We do not here allude to the capability, but to the will, of the
Frenchin the establishment of permanent colonies.

244



orders, such as lands parcelled out by adjudication, redeemed
by mortmain, or disengaged from feudal tenure, which had
been acquiredt an exceedingly low rate by the stewards who
had superintended their cultivation, or by the farmers who had
rented them, and which seemed destined, by the inscrutable
decrees of Providence, to become for the benefit of the
middling classes, a speciesduftation inherent to that political
power to which it was speedily associated. That vast revolution
in freehold possessiodsor rather that important increase of
the numbers of lantlolder® was, without doubt, the original
cause of all the important changasd instances of popular
ebullition which subsequently occurred. It enabled the
bourgeoisie to maintain its eminence, in 1815, against the
reaction in favour of aristocracy that threatened France, and, in
1830, against the attempted innovations of theateats and

the machinations of the republicans. So long as no analogous
revolution shall take place, and so long as the majority of the
bourgeoisieshall rank amongst the number of lamalders,
democracy can never attain any sure footing in France, and th
organization, whose combinations consist, of wealth and talent,
will continue unshaken. France ought to be sufficiently
confident of her own intrinsic powers, never again to dread one
of those terrible popular eruptions that shake the country to the
very deepest abyss. As for any future commotion for the
purpose of regulating the rights and privileges of the people as
land-holders, it appears to us that, with regard to territorial
possessions, the French have arrived at ghexmumof
equitable division.The father cannot now alienate his real
property from one or more of his sons to benefit the eldest: an
equal portion must descend to each. The monopoly of vast
estates in one mands hands i
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France; and the admirable anéislof the civil code strike, as it
were with a batteringam, against the mighty walls and
turreted parapets of tlolateauof the oldregime

At the same time, while the provisions of that new code aim
a deadly blow at the very root of the possibility wdst
accumulation, a simultaneous and parallel effect is produced on
the small possessions of the poor. The needy farmer, beginning
the world on a few acres of land, finds it impossible to support
the necessary expenditure for a first outlay, and is theref
obliged to dispose of his little capital in such a manner that it
may produce him a more lucrative and certain interest: hence
the subdivision of territory decreases, and the middling classes,
or bourgeoisie, retain their possessions in their own hamds
thus acquire an immense increase of influence and wealth.
Hence are the importance and power of t@urgeoisie
sustained by a law that strikes at once against the fortunes of
the rich aristocrat and the pittance of the needy farmer. These
distributions, and these arrangements are so little known to the
English in general, that we have thought it worth while to enter
somewhat elaborately upon the subject. National prejudices
have ever blinded the eyes of the sons of Albion against the
excellence of feeign institutions; but the more extensively
international relations are established between the two
countries, the greater will be the benefit accruing to both. At a
future period we may probably review the principles of that
constitution which was estashed by a Charta arrested from
the hands of tyranny during three days of insurrection, and at
the same time make a few remarks on a code formed under the
immediate inspection of Napoleon himself. In the meantime let
us pursue the important subject undesgnt discussion.
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Amongst the lower classes, whose incompetence to become
extensive landholders we have already shown, the little
produce of their manual labour, small personal property, or
trading stock, can never compete with the fortunes acquired by
the bourgeoisie That counterpoise need not be dreaded nor
anticipated. Their hopes can never be so sanguine as to lead
them to imagine that the profits on the productions of their
industry will create for them that importance which is enjoyed
by the clasemmediately above them. No one hopes more than
ourselves to witness the day when the lot of the mechanic, the
artizan, and the labourer, by whom the most disastrous reverses
of fortune are often experienced, shall be ameliorated by the
progressive intelldoal resources and civilized notions of
mankind. At the same time, what theory can possibly be
adduced, by the practice of which we may hope to benefit those
suffering millions? To us, narrowinded perhaps as we are,
and dull of comprehension, no reasdeglroposition occurs to
us in the present position of affairs, because we have not a
valley of Mississippi, nor lands of Ohio, whither we may
despatch the surplus of an overgrown population. These
remarks apply not only to England, but to France, anddoye
other nation, save one, in Europe: for so long as the inhabitants
of a country shall be confined within the narrow limits of their
own territory, beyond which boundaries the claims of other
states prevent an emigration, the amount of the wages of
labaurers must be commensurate with the wants of the nation
and the capability of so circumscribed a tract to satisfy those
exigencies. Théourgeoisiepossesses a twold source of
influence in the Bank and in their intellectual resources; and no
one will deny that these are the two essential principles of
power and independence.
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So important is a mature consideration of the subject under
notice, and so persevering should we be in our investigation of
all matters calculated to interest the two worlds, thatrwet
not forget to allude to the severe checks daily experienced by
those financial systems, which principally aim at conducting
mankind to better destinies, through the medium of increasing
their wealth, and which chiefly belong to a hew people whose
ingtitutions are founded on democracy and universal equality.
In the United States all popular antipathies are renewed and
concreted in a financial warfare. The veteran soldier, whom
democracy placed at the head of the legislative government,
consecrated theight years during which his vicarious mission
lasted, to undermine that institution to which his country was
partly indebted for its fabulous prosperity, and which alone
afforded the Americans the necessary resources for carrying on
their gigantic enterfises. The people applauded that political
warfare with extraordinary transport; for they saw that the rude
hand of Jackson had seized the very throat of their most
dangerous enemy, and that a National Bank was the germ of an
eventually powerful bourgeoisievhich would seek to extend
itself, and would in the course of years acquire a dangerous
influence and aristocratic power by reason of increasing
wealth, and an union of intelligences. The people instinctively
anticipated these results, and wisely appéalithat which was
done to protect their future liberties. Democracy trembles in
America before the middling classes, as the bourgeoisie of
France is the source of constant alarm to the aristocracy of
Europe.
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Part Twa?®

Most remarkable have been the political changes that have
taken place during the present century, whether they be
denominated by the title of Reform in England, Royal Statute
in Spain, or Commercial Progress in Germany and Hungary.
The system of maintainghpeace and tranquillity in Europe
since the year 1830, is, for a webnstitutedbourgeoisie at

once the guarantee of its puissance and the consecration of its
destinies. As yet, however, it is in France alone that the
bourgeoisiepossesses a certainvper in that plenitude and
security which enable an admiral#gtablished principle to
develop its results to the satisfaction of those who investigate
its merits. It is, therefore, in France that bmairgeoisieshould

be dissected and considered as ifwere treading on classic
ground; for it is only in France that we can, at one single glance,
embrace and comprehend the instincts and the tendencies of the
middle classes.

The present position of political affairs in France would
almost lead us to imagirteat the power of the bourgeoisie is
too extensively acknowledged, and the necessity of its sway too
generally understood, for it to dread opposition or attack.
Having been long occupied in contesting and combatting to
acquire or preserve its rights, th@urgeoisie having gained its
various objects, has only now to render itself worthy of filling
that place and exercising those privileges which are no longer
guestioned. On one side lie the ruins of the party it has

%0riginal citation: G.W M. Reynol ds
United States and tTheMoBtldyur geoi si e o
Magazine February 1838, pp. 1894.
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supplanted; and on the other springsaufaction which was
only dangerous so long as it remained unmaskaadnilitary

and warlike school which dared proclaim itself Ameritam
multitude of soldiers and proconsdils host that preferred
spreading ruin and devastation over the world rather than
organising systems of political liberty! TH®urgeoisie then,

now enacts, in the persons of its members, the principal
characters on the political theatre of France, in the same manner
as the democracy of America occupies the public stage of the
United Stags. In proportion as it becomes more manifest that
France has escaped from the dominion of the military and the
republican parties, and that it repulses those systems and
schemes of agitation which so strangely interrupted the silence
of despotism, do thstudy and consideration of that class to
which Providence has entrusted the destinies of the political
world, become duties too incumbent to be neglected. That
subjecd instead of prompting the Ilucubrations of silly
female® ought to originate the publicaticof bulky volumes:

in the meantime let us devote a few brief reflections to the
important study we so seriously recommend.

What are the political sentiments of the Bourgeoisie of
France? and in what constitutional form do they endeavour to
frame themselh&?

Those politicians who have studied the principles of
government in that society where the parade of antiquity is still
preserved, or in that sphere where the aristocracy of England is
almost worshipped and adorddior whom the dignity of
ceremonious fans and the infallibility of a noble ancestry are
the essential conditions of power and suprend@asych
reasoners will find it somewhat difficult to comprehend the line
of argument adopted by an egotistical bourgeoisie in the
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management of its public affair That bourgeoisie is alone
interested in the transactions of the present day: the future and
the past occupy but a small portion of its thoughts; it neither
wishes to descend with a glorious name to posterity, nor to
render itself worthy of a magnificeancestry; and, in another
point of view, it remains perfectly inaccessible to that
democratic tide of passions which neither resist the allurements
of victory nor the seductiveness of a particular idea.

Casimir Perier, that Richelieu of the middle classeso
repressed the republican ardour of his countrymen and pacified
the angry feelings of Europe, traced the programme of the
political bourgeoisie when he uttered those solemn and -hever
to-beforgottenwordg i THE BL OOD OF HER CHI L
BELONGS ONLY UNTOF R A N @Ewords that must be
remembered so long as the French shall remain a nation, and
that must ever elicit applause, even though they be invoked to
palliate a fault!

The political system adopted by theurgeoisi@ although
it may be safely called the stgm of teday onhy@d without
fixity, and without the capacity of glancing far into futurity, is
understood and maybe appreciated when we recollect that each
member of that now supreme class is anxious to legislate for
his own individual and private felicifyand that the affections
are at present concentrated in the domestic circle. What French
monarch could henceforth be so rash as to claim from the
bourgeoisie that servile devotion which a military aristocracy
was wont to tender as meet recompense foathantages it
derived from the lustre of the crown? or what politician would
expect to remark in the public transactions of a class of citizens
those inflexible and skilful political traditions which were the
very force and spirit of the patricians of thld regime? At the
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same time let not our readers fall into an error, and induce from
these observations those consequences that may not appear to
accord with opinions previously advanced, and to which the
progressive occurrence of events makes us clinge raod
more. We do not for a moment imagine that the French
bourgeoisids so firmly established that it has nothing to dread
from opponent parties: alas! the great inadvertency of supreme
power, and into which the middle class probably declines, is
the sirgularly idiosyncratic idea that it is inaccessible to the
whispers of sordid interest and deaf to the allurements of
dishonest partiality. In order that tH®urgeoisieshall be
enabled to fix its dominion on a solid basis, and completely
enter into those pacific paths which are the natural conditions
of its permanency and aggrandizement, the position of its
government ought to be well fixed in the face of Europe, and
the name of France be pronounced with respect from St.
Petersburg to Madrid. It is impossible to found material peace
in the very midst of a moral war. Most necessary, therefore,
does it appear, if it be only for the purpose of insuring a
prosperous and calfature, for thebourgeoisieto supply the
place of those sympathies which are at present refused her, by
combinations as prudent as they are energetic and firm: at all
events, if she value her own prosperity, France must not feel
herself isolated, nor sigr her immense activity to remain
without aliment, else would she tear her own entrails. The
permanent colonization of Africa and the protection of Spain
ought to be the two measures to which she should direct her
attention, not only as springing from tbapacities and wishes

of the bourgeoisie, but with regard to her situation in the eyes
of Europe.
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Thank God, the spirit of revolutionary propagation is
defunct in France; and the bourgeoisie has had the honour of
striking the deatiblow. For the future, e French will
experience the happiness of that situation, when, emerging
from an uncertain and dubious condition of politics, they shall
exist only for themselves without reference to the predicament
of their neighbours. Already is the train of new ideas
vigorous progress in the various states of Europe, and the
French may speedily felicitate themselves on the efficacy of
example instead of the more arbitrary and less certain method
of enforcing principles by violence and arms.

To aggrandize the pomp@ornament the ceremonials of a
few ridiculous triumphs, the Romans subdued the world. To lay
the permanent foundation of her maritime superiority, England
connected the hideous misery of Ireland with her own
magnificence and grandeur. In France, the cestyuof the
republic became the heritage of a soldier, who carried his
devastating arms from Lisbon to Moscow; and the discord has
lately ceased on the hillocks of Montmartre. Attila effectually
crushed the glory and splendour of the Rordanshe
aristocraitc boast of England is falling into disrepé&tand the
treaty of 1815 was the consequence of the warfare persisted in
by the French. If the citizegovernment now existing in France
equal not in splendour the dynasties of former times, it must be
rememberedhat thebourgeoisieules rather by the dictates of
common sense than the ardent ebullitions of talent and poetic
eloquence, and that hence its sway must effectually guarantee
its integrity and its incapability of violating any one single
fundamental priciple of human civilization.

If ever the unity of Europe were to appear possible, it must
be during that era when, national prejudices gradually yielding
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to the impulse of new ideas and new interests, the manners and
habits of Europeans shall be subjedtethe influence of those
principles which at present form the basis of the government of
the bourgeoisie in France. The Press and the Bank, those
mighty engines which administer food to intelligence, and
wealth to ambition, will speedily establish in eyé&uropean
nation so rapid a circulation of ideas and of capital, that the
political results themselves will have escaped all foresight, and
the wisdom of all prophecy. The entire community, which, on
account of a variety of rights, is, to the democrawvah as to

the patrician, one living and sacred unity, will, in the eyes of
the government, be held but as a vast conglomeration of
interests, The land itself will gradually lose that patriarchal
aspect it has so long worn, and will become a simple imstnt

of productio® a moveable possession, as it were, capable of
being constantly transferred from one master to another.

The revolutions and changes to which modern habits and
manners are gradually being submitted, are not fully
understood nor generallyoticed; nor is it the experience of a
few years that can instruct us in thénutiaeof so vast a study.

But observation and comparison may teach us much. The
possession of property alone will not long suffice to give the
Frenchman a certain rank and piasitin his own country: he

will be shortly obliged, not only on account of the scantiness of
the territory with an increasing population, but also in
accordance with the exigence of another system of habits and
manners, to join to his situation as a ldwdder, some liberal
profession, or combine the possession of an estate with the
active exercises of industry. Few generations will have passed
away before the amateur lahdlder will become the useful
farmer, receiving from agricultural pursuits not onlys
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amusement and his pleasure, but also his learned theories and
his laborious practice, his daily toils and his uncertain changes.
The French cannot long maintain that which we in England
denominate and distinguish by the names of |lasmtederty

and momyedproperty. Within the last twenty years, all great
possessors of foreknd in France have erected forges and
similar useful establishments on their estates; and it may be
fairly presumed that the distillation of sugar from beoatt will
cement a nexssary and close alliance between the
manufacturing and agricultural classes.

The ambitious desires or the real wants of individuals are
too rapidly increasing in France to allow her sons to remain in
lazy obscurity in some sequestered town or on a small
patrimonial estate, without some stimulus to induce them to
extend their fortunes, even at the risk of compromising their
domestic felicity. And, now that the influence of Parisian
manners and customs, in a time of tranquillity and peace,
penetrates even the insignificant hamlet on the extreme verge
of the kingdom, dreams of ambition and glory will be
originated in every mind, and thought will associate, in the
breasts of even the most humble, ideas of pleasure with others
of intelligence and taste. Andrease of intercourse between
one town and another will consummate that revolution in
manners which has already operated on the laws and
government of the Frendha revolution strangely
compounded of good and evil, and full of contradictions, like
every otler revolution in human systems, where all is finite and
all imperfecd a providential work whose progress shall not be
impeded by the machinations nor the designs gqlidlging
critics and commentators.
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The fruits of vast conquests in Europe were acconepdny
an idea that political power and importance was chiefly
constituted by extensive possession of territory. The French
revolution has originated a sentiment not less remaré&alile
the rights of intellect, and the influence of wisdom. On this
basis isat present erected the citizgavernment of the
Frencl® fixed as to principles, but changeable as to pefsons
and built upon a foundation which the efforts of democracy
cannot easily destroy. The institutions of that government are
suitable to the geniusd intelligences of the middle clas8es
uniformity of manners creates uniformity of administradion
and the union of a multiplicity of interests is the best guarantee
for a duration of a government which protects them, and the
most reasonable defence, as lwat the most legitimate
argument, that can be opposed to the numerous attempts or to
the specious sophistry of democratic innovators.

It is not here intended to establish, in an absolute manner,
that the principle of centralization is the essence of the
government of the bourgeoisie. Every people in the world may
maintain the supremacy of its own habits, manners, and
understanding. At the same time, it would be difficult for an
impartial observer not to recognise something materially
centralizing in the pnciples of the Reform Bill in Englarid
in the great federal faction, which in reality was an incipient
bourgeoisie formed exactly one century too prematurely, in
Americad or in the political systems of the Le@ountries,
that land of old franchises and &cliberties. There, as in
France, may be seen thegstemilieu party warring against
liberalism in questions of principles, combatting against the
aristocracy in matters of interior organization, and occupying
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itself in the attempt to possess attributdsalv it never before
enjoyed, or which at different times may have escaped its grasp.
If a certain political idea have gradually expanded over
France in a short time, and emanated from roots profoundly
planted, to an extent calculated to astonish the fciaér
reasoner, the secret impulse must be looked for in the
administrative division of territory and the constitution of the
year VIII., which formed such important epochs in the history
of an extraordinary revolution. To say to a great pebple
fi H e n cheybuowillt cease to hear those familiar nominal
distinctions which hitherto have invariably met your ears: those
provinces, whose traditions and legendary lore you are
accustomed to love, and those local glories of which you have
been wont to be proddall are about to vanighall
disappead all be consigned to oblivion in one day: your
history will be torn and scattered to the wiédsnd not one
page shall be lef; and instead of those glorious
reminiscences, you shall have eighty departments,
described ath marked at hazard, according to the course of a
river or obscure stream, or to the distribution of circumstances
and c Idaorhaldesuch language to a great, a proud, and a
powerful people, may appear strange; but that those tones of
authority were obesd without resistance, must seem far more
singular stilll The future, however, consecrated the attempt;
and, to us e t he words of a cel
constituent assembly gave new life and youth to France in
casting her, disencumbered and diedsof her past fourteen
centuries of despotic grandeur, into an era then so sombre and
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gloomyd an era of doubt and dreadut an era that has
produced such eXtraordinary resu

The English reasoner, who reflects on the nature of passing
events in the gjet seclusion of his study, cannot, however, be
otherwise than astonished, when he recollects that during a
period of seven years, no serious and really dangerous attack
has been made against the principles of the administrative
institutions in France. Thdemocratic school has invariably,
since the revolution of 1830, maintained itself in a sphere of
general, and not individual polities, and has chiefly occupied
its mind with diplomatic questions which involve the existence
of peace or war, and which pmvhat it still retains a morbid
inclination towards a state of hostility in preference to a
predicament of peace. If the future destinies of France were
consigned to the management of the democraticccldisi
fine, the system of seljovernment were tdbe firmly
established in that country, the first symptom of so great a
movement would be the destruction of every existing political
principle or institution which might appear to be in the slightest
degree at variance with the true sentiments and opEnidn
democracy.

But the bourgeoisie of France is too prudent to be attacked
unawares, too powerful to be overcome by the partisans of
other factions, and too suspicious and jealous to be blind to the
machinations of its enemies. Its principles are, more®®@
just, so moderate, and so reasonable, that new converts daily
flock to its standard. The monarchy is, nevertheless, a source
of alarm and dread to the bourgeoisie. Royalty may ally itself
with the ruins of the past, before those still existing rertsan

37 M. de la Carné.
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of arbitrary grandeur and power shall have totally disappeared;

and from day to day may the bourgeoisie accuse it of creating

a political influence independent of the interests by which it

exists. At the same time, the force of those interests, if gyope

weighed, properly understood, and properly relied on, will

demonstrate its own power, maintain order and domestic

tranquillity, and, so soon as those interests themselves shall

have triumphed over the perils that threaten them without, or

the designshat menace them within, establish the maxim on a

firm and irrefragable basisi The Ki ng rei gns, b

g o v & ramaxim that will become, for the bourgeoisie, the

scale and measure of its constitutional privileges, as the words

whi ch de c | bdoodefherbhidren lielbrigsonly unto

France, 0 are the dogma of its in
Such is the long train of reasoning and of sentiments

awakened by an attentive perusal of the two best works that

have yet appeared upon Americdill Messieurs de

Tocqueville and Chevalier published their illuminating

volumes, we were labouring under the disagreeable necessity

of forming our opinions concerning the Americans from a few

trashy perpetrations, penned in a malignant and disgraceful

spirit, by females whose circumscribed range of intellect,

narrow Vi ews, and prejudiced mi

darkly. o0 The works wunder notice

meritd their style is temperafieand though their aims be

different, there still reignthroughout the two a reciprocity of

idea, which, as we before observed, would almost cause us to

conclude that one was intended as a species of sequel to the

other. The English have a strange fashion of concocting books.

A few mont hsé mopdidoflaggreat eation,or t he n

arapid journey through the country itself, is calculated to afford
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sufficient instruction, initiation, andatator the fabrication of

a history, social, moral, and political. Hence may we account

for the production of those bor t i ons entitled
Manners of the Americans, 0 and f
Mr s, Troll ope; and of AFrance, O
Mi ddl e Classes, 0 by H. L. Bul wer
vain for the faithful description, intimate agajntance with the

subject, and profound detail which so especially mark the

works of de Tocqueville and Chevalier.
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The History of the Bastille

The history of the Bastille is too intimately connected with that
of the greafrench Revolution to be passed over without due
notice and attentio?f.In proffering an account of that terrible
fortress many authors would have fallen into a series of horrible
detail and elaborate description of sufferings only calculated to
disgust orshock the reader. This error Mr. Davenport has
carefully avoided; and in laying before the public a faithful
account of the Bastille and of its principal inmates, he has only
so far touched upon the revolting subjects that necessarily came
under his cogiance as the nature of the task compelled him to
do. The work under notice is, therefore, replete with interest
and instruction: it is perspicuously and impartially written, and
is happily divested of that manifestation of deeqgted but
ridiculous prejidice that almost invariably characterizes the
volumes which the English pen relative to French novels,
manners, institutions, or histor
will be perused with pleasure by all classes of readers; and its
style, in dependetty of its subject, will place it amongst the
standard productions of the British Prés.

There have been many brief and detached accounts of the
Bastille current in the English sphere of literature; but this is
the first connected and important histonattthas hitherto
satisfied the curiosity of the public regarding an event that must
be considered with no ordinary degree of attention. The throne

38 Original citation: GW.M.Reynols, 6 The History of t
The Monthly MagazineMarch 1838, 28(8B6.

®¥By R. A. Davenport, Esq. No. | xiv.
Thomas Tegg and Son, London.
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of him whom the French deemed a despot was only to be
essentially shaken by the destruction of the worst engjirits
tyranny; and when the adamantine bars of the gates of that
terrible castle were destroy@advhen the secrets of the prison
house were displayédwhen the dark dungeon of slavery was
illuminated by the torch of popular vengeaddben emanated
from tha dismal abode young Liberty, clad in all her gayest
garments. The effects of that glorious revolution which gave so
vast an impulse to the energies and intelligence of the French,
have been subsequently felt by all the other nations of Europe;
and while Rurke aimed his thunders against those principles
which restored a desponding people to freedom, light, and
happiness, a slow but certain change in popular feelings and
opinions was originated by the explosion of that volcano which
extended its influence tbughout the atmosphere that
surrounded it. From the burning plains of India to the peaceful
regions of the Western wofdfrom the howling shores of
Lapland to the Southern extremity of Africa, will that
influence, spreading with irresistible though gradienarch,
eventually be felt and acknowledged; and as the new light
pierces more deeply into the mazes of obscurity through which
it is penetrating by degrees, men must duly consider and
determine to what extent their future felicity may be affected
by theanticipated change. May we not say, in the expressive
and beautiful language of Victor Hudo,

Are they, for whom that unknown sun is bright,
Unborn as yet, or winding on their way?

Are we, invested in this sad twilight,

To feel the blessing of its ceeng ray?
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Thereisagentlehulna mur mérd ng sound

Is it the wings of them that soon must dwell

In other realms, amid a space profound?

Or is it Earth that sorrowing says

That gentle sound, which falls upon the ear,

Softasabreath nd sweet @&@s | overos tale
Is it the token of an Eden near?

Or is it Earth that gladddédning sir
The forestsrusttand t he birddés shrill song

Re-echoes loudl§ and the sounding main
Mixes with music as it rolls along,
And leaves no doulithe motive of the strain.

Oh! In such hours philosophy may teach
Calmness, but vainly, to the soul of man,

Useless for hoary fanatics to preach,

From ancient books their eyes can scarcely scan.

Itis, indeed or ought to be, a matter of deep consideration
how soon those political changes, to the chances of which we
of the present generation or our heirs of the next appear to be
destined, may involve us in a wide maze of doubt, speculation,
and unertainty. That a new era is in our horifobig with
mighty eventd there cannot be a doubt: but at what time the
crisis may commence, who shall dare hazard an opinion? Let
us, however, turn from the contemplation of that which certain
reminiscences have alkened in our mind, and direct the
reader6s attention to a few pas:
As an illustration of its style, we should reprint the first chapter,
and lay before the public a concise history of the origin of the
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Bastille; but as we inted rather to amuse than instruct our
audience in the present instance, we shall carefully abridge that
portion of the work which relates the sufferings and escapes of
De Latude, occasionally introducing the language of the author,
and indicating such extts through the usuahedium of
inverted commas.

A silly attempt at imposition upon the Marquise de
Pompadour plunged Latude, at the age offimdtwenty, into
the dungeons of the Bastille. There he was robbed of his money
and valuables clothed in rags\d confined in the Tour du Coin.
The day after his incarceration, Latude was interrogated by the
lieutenant of Police; and so deeply did the prisoner work upon
the feelings of that functionary, that his sufferings were
materially alleviated by the societyf a comradé a Jew,
named Abuzagl® whom the lieutenant suffered to dwell in the
same apartment with him. A speedy friendship sprung up
between the fellowprisoners; and as both had more or less
hopes of liberation at an early period, they mutually agtestd
the one who should first taste the delights of freedom, should
immediately exert his influence in favour of the other. Four
months elapseéd and Latude was one morning informed that
he was free. AAbuzagl o embraced
remember his fopmise. But no sooner had the joyful Latude
crossed the threshold of his prison, than he was told that he was
only going to be removed to Vincennes. Abuzaglo was
liberated shortly after; but believing that Latude was free and
had broken his word, heceazedd t ake an i nterest

Latude, on the other hand, believing that Abuzaglo had
forgotten his engagement, determined to effect his escape from
an imprisonment which the marchioness of Pompadour
destined to be perpetual. No less than nine longyweanths
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passed away, ere he could find
at length arrived. One of his felleprisoner® an
ecclesiastié6 was frequently visited by an abbé; and this
circumstance he made the basis of his project. To succeed, it
was necessary fdiim to elude the vigilance of two turnkeys,

who guarded him when he walked, and of four sentinels, who
watched the outer dodsand this was no easy matter. Of the
turnkeys, one often waited in the garden, while the other went
to fetch the prisoner. Latudegan by accustoming the second
turnkey to see him hurry down stairs, and join the first in the
garden. When the day came on which he was determined to
take flight, he, as usual, passed rapidly down the stairs without
exciting any suspicion, his keepervitey no doubt that he
should find him in the garden. At the bottom was a door, which

he hastily bolted to prevent the second turnkey from giving the
alarm to his companion. Successful thus far, he knocked at the
gate which led out of the castle. It was op@; and, with an
appearance of much eagerness, he asked for the abbé, and was

answered that the sentinel had
been waiting for him in the gat
excl ai med Latude: o1 have been

directions to no purpose. But, egad! he shall pay me for my
running! He was allowed to pass; he repeated the same inquiry
to the three other sentinels, received similar answers, and at last
found himself beyond the prison walls. Avoiding as much as
possible he high road, he traversed the fields and vineyards,
and finally reached Paris, where he shut himself up in a retired
l odging. o

From that seclusion he addressed a petition to the king,
acknowledged his fault, humbly solicited pardon, and
mentioned the plac of his concealment. But instead of
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experiencing the clemency he so fondly anticipated, he was
again arrested, and consigned to the Bastille. At the expiration
of about a couple of years he was once more allowed the society
of a fellow-captive; and, as othe former occasion, a perfect
communion of feeling instantaneously sprung up between
them. Circumstances soon convinced them that Madame de
Pompadour was inexorable; and in spite of the almost
insuperable difficulties to be overcome, the two friends
resdved upon effecting their escape. In order to do this, they
must either pass through gatesteld guarded; or else ascend,
through the strongly grated chimney, to the top of the tower in
which they were containéddescend from that dizzy height of
more tlan a hundred and fifty feet, into the diéclnd then
break through the outer wall in order to obtain their liberty. The
celebrated smuggler, Captain Johnson, who invented the
submarine boat which was to convey Napoleon from the shores
of St. Helena to thasof his own idolised France, has escaped
in his time from the Fleet, from the condemned cells of
Newgate, from the Marshalsea, and from Horsemonger Lane
gaols; we however venture to suggest an opinion that even he
would have shrunk before the dangers Wwhicatude and
D6Al egre proposed to encounter.
fitrusted to time and perseveran
often been proved. o

The first step towards the execution of their scheme was to
discover a proper hidinglace for the tooland materials which
must be employed. Circumstances soon convinced Latude that
there was a hollow space between the floor of his chamber and
the ceiling of the one immediately beneath; and calculation
enabled him to ascertain that the depth of that vasuasifrom
four to five feet and a half. There, then, was sufficient room to
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conceal their implements. But of what were those implements
to consist? Such wadandduahwifuesti o
doubtless be the interrogation of our readers.
A OWhatd! 6Ladg ade, 6have | not [
guantity of line® thirteen dozen and a half of shistsnany
napkins, stockings, nigldaps, and other articles? will not these
supply us? we will unravel them, and shall have abundance of
rope. 6 0
The first attempat tookmanufacturing upon which the two
prisoners entered, and to which they devoted all their energies
both moral and physical, was to extract two hooks from a
folding-table, and grind them to an edge on the tiled floor, They
then converted a portion tie steel of their tinddpox into a
knife, and with that useful instrument made handles for their
hooks, by which latter agency the tiles of the room were shortly
raised, and it was thereby ascer
relative to the vacant spa were correct. The threads of two
shirts were then drawn out, one by one, tied together, wound
into small balls, and subsequently formed into two larger balls,
each composed of fifty threads, sixty feet in length. These were
ultimately twisted into a rag from which was made a ladder
of twenty feet, intended to support the captives, while they
extracted the bars by which the chimney was closed. *** Six
mont hsdéd unremitting toil was bes
AiHavi ng opened t h eémnep, atbeyg a g e u
proceeded to construct their ladders. Their fuel, which was in
logs of about eighteen or twenty inches long, supplied the
rounds for the rop&adder, by which they were to descend from
the tower, and the whole of that by which they were teedte!
outward wall. More tools being required to cut the wood,
Latude converted an iron candlestick into a saw, by notching it
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with the remaining half of the steel belonging to the tiruiet.
To this implement he afterwards added others. They then set to
work on their wooden ladder, which it was necessary to make
of the length of twenty or fivandtwenty feet. It had only one
upright, three inches in diameter, through which the rounds
passed, each round projecting six inches on either side: the
pieces ofwhich it consisted were joined byortisesand
tenons and each joint was fastened by two pegs, to keep them
perpendicular. As fast as the pieces were finished, the rounds
were tied to them with a string, that no mistake might occur
when they were putogether in the dark. They were then
carefully hidden under the fl oor
Here we may pause for a mom&reven though it be in the
most approved style of romanegiters and novelists to
appeal to the sympathies of our readers, and interrogate them
as to thestate of mind in which those two daring individuals
must have toiled during the period necessary for the completion
of their work. Can the Englishman, who calmly peruses the
history of their labours in that most horrible and hopeless of
prisons, for one nmaent picture to himself the awful state of
uncertainty and dread in which L
Surrounded as they were by spies, at the mercy of a turnkey
who was at liberty to enter their room at any moment, and
subjected to a perpetual surveild®, how their hearts must
have beat at every footstep that echoed in the passage adjoining
their celd how acute must have been their amdetyow
horrible their suspense!
But to continue. it now r emai
principal ropeladder. Thisvas an arduous and almost endless
task, as it was more than a hundred and eighty feet long; and
consequently double that | ength
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however, commenced his enterprising work by unravelling all
his linen; and when he had thus acgdia sufficient quantity

of threads, he and DO6 Al egre
them into ropes, To be brief, the whole of their manufacture
amounted to more than fourteen hundred feet of strong rope;
and the preparation of this and other matergdsentially
necessary to ensure the practicability of their flight, occupied
another year and a half. Such perseverance, ingenuity, and
almost unparalleled courage, were indeed deserving of
eventual success!

AAll was now prepar dadorlydgor t
decide upon the day for attempting their hazardous enterprise.
The 25th of February, 1756, was the day which they close. A
portmanteau was filled with a change of clothes, the rounds
were fastened into the rofedder, the wooden ladder wast go
ready, the two crovbars were put into cases to prevent them
from clanging, and a bottle of brandy was prudently added to
their baggage, to hearten them while they worked in the
wate 0 an operation to which
compel thed i f o r Seinehted overflowed, and at that
moment there were from four to five feet water in the moat of
the Bastille, and ice was f|

Latude was the first to commence the perilous undertaking.
With pain and difficulty he clambered up the chimnayl an
his arrival at the summit, let down a rope, throughntieglium
of which he drew up the ladders, portmanteau, ropes, and other
i mpl ements fabricated for t
followed his friend; and in a few minutes they breathed together
the fresh air of heaven on the platform of the Bastille.
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The remainder of the incidents connected with this
marvellous escape must be told in the concise and lucid
language of Mr. Davenport himséf:

ifAs the Tour du Tresor appear e
for their descent, they carried their apparatus thither. One end
of the ropeladder was made fast to a cannon, and the other was
gently let down. The safety rope was next passed through a
firmly fixed block, and it was tied securely round the body of
Latude. The daring adventurer now commenced his fearful
descent of more than fifty vyard:
letting out the rope. It was well that they had taken this
precaution; for at every step that he took, Latude swung so
violently in the air thait is probable he would have lost his
hold, had not the safety rope given him confidence. In a few
moments, which however must have seemed hours, he reached
the ditch unhurt. The portmanteau and the other effects were
then lowered to him; and he placedrthapon a spot to which
t he water had not ri sen. D6 Al eg
Latude applied all his strength to steady the ladder, the descent
of his companion was effected with less annoyance and hazard
than his own had been *** As they heard a sesltpacing
along at the distance of ten yards, they were obliged finally to
relinquish the scheme of climbing the parapet, which they had
still cherished a hope of carrying into execution. There was,
therefore, no resource but to break a hole throughwtie
They accordingly crossed the ditch of the Bastille, to the spot
where the wall separated it from that of the Porte Saint Antoine.
Unluckily the ditch had been deepened here; and the water, on
which ice was floating, was up to their apits. They,
nevertheless, set to work with a vigour which can only be
inspired by circumstances like those under which they were
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placed. Scarcely had they begun, when, about twelve feet above
their heads, they saw light cast upon them from a lantern carried
by a patrolmajor; they were compelled instantly to put their
heads under water, and this they had to do several times in the
course of the night. The wall at which they were working was
a yard and a half in thickness; so that although they plied their
crow-bars withait intermission, they were nine mortal hours in
making a hole of sufficient size for them to creep through. Their
task was ultimately achieved; they passed through the aperture,
and were speedily beyond the walls of their prison. But even at
this moment ofexultation, they had a narrow escape from
perishing. In their way to the road by which they were to go,
there was an aqueduct; it was not more than six feet wide, but
it had ten feet of water and two of mud. Into this they stumbled.
Fortunately, Latude dinot lose his upright position; having
shaken off his companion, who had mechanically grasped him,
he scrambled up the bank, and t
hair of his head.
AfiThe clock struck five as they
For aconclusion of the adventures of Latude and his friend

f

DOAl egr e, we must refer our re
doubtless have been awakened by these interesting extracts, to

t he work i tsel f; and in taking
Bastill e, & repeat thatawhich ava Isaid in the

commencement of this notice, that it is replete with interest and
instruction. Although the oriental fruit a wk er may cr vy,
name of the Proph&tf i ¢ sf, i@ other wordsparturiunt

montes nascetur ridiculus nmughere is no analogy between

the former fact, or the latter fiction, and the performance of the
author of the volume under notice. If his aim were bfhis
execution is worthy of that aim; and in signalizing one single
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portion of the book to submit to thenmdty of refutation, we
select the first eight I|ines of
a reference to which will exemplify the precise nature of our
criticism.

The Father: An Episode in the Life of a Nobleman

It was about twenty years ago, eseitceeded to my present
title, that | was returning one
that of a friend with whom | had been diniffgOh! the fatal
evening! | remember it but too wall'twas in the winter tim#
thick clouds enveloped the planets of thighty while their
sombre hue threatened the earth with deluging rain. A low wind
scarcely disturbed them in the boundless regions of space; but
fruitlessly the moon essayed to pierce their density and cast her
rays upon the world. Yet the lamps were brighBond Street,
and | hardly regretted not having ordered a carriage to call for
me: but | walked hastily onward, till something glittering on
the pavement attracted my attention. | stooped and picked it up;
6t was a beauti ful rom thagsfonewast h a b
a name. Five yards before me two individuals were anxiously
looking about for an object they had apparently lost. | accosted
them; and by the glare of the lamp, discovered the features of
the most lovely girl in the world. She was leanion the arm
of an old gentleman, sixty years of age at least, who afterwards
proved to be her father. The ring | had found was the cause of
their search ; and as | tendered it to the young lady, she smiled
on me with so much sweetness, that she ravishedaub

“0riginal citation: G.W M. Reynol ds
the Life ofThedMonthly Mdgazmesapt@mber 1838,
pp. 279 84.
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although at the same moment a large tear stole down her cheek
; for the lamp cast its rays direct on her bewitching
countenance.

AA thousand thanks, Sir, o0 she
voice. AThat ring was my dpoor mo
but her memory is dearly cherished by me. In pulling off my
glove, | inadvertently dropped that precious relic. We thought

we might have |l ost it at the the
The father cut short his daughi
me again withune mmon ci vi |l ity; and havi

good night, 0 he moved rapidly on
chide his daughter for having ke
cold. o Those were his words.

That night no sleep visited my pillow: the transitory view
had had of so |l ovely a creature
and dwelt perpetually in my mind. | then discovered that, if
there be not love at first sight, there is frequently a deep
impression made on the heart, which may essentially control
our actionsn after years. A fortnight elapsed, and | still dreamt
of nought save her with whom | had only exchanged two
words: but at length | met her again. It was at a théatie
matter whicl® and she was again accompanied by her father. |
was welcomed with a sneilwhen | addressed her, and with an
excess of politeness by the old man, who was indeed rather
profuse and cringing in his civilities, as if he did not feel
precisely on the same level as myself. The reason of this,
however, soon developed itself; for, ohgy a brief
conversation, | ascertained that his name was Benson, that he
was a tradesman, and that pecuniary misfortunes had frequently
embarrassed him in the prosecution of his business. | also learnt
the place of his residence: it was Oxfaideet.
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i Tadesmadshop ! 06 were the words t
all night |doxnhgap!Ad rvaase sarlaln | utt
father, next morning at breakfast, put some comyplane
guestion to me.

AfYou were at the theatre | ast
not 20 heai d wh yell us nothing about the
performance, the play, or the sp
AThe tradesman. o

il ndeed! And what piece was peil
iThe shop, 06 was my reply: and

my own chamber, where | sate down foe tpurpose of

pondering more at liberty on the lovely Miss Benson. A strange
sentiment of curiosity filled my mind. | was desirous of
ascertaining whether so innocent a girl served in the shop

herself, and whether she was exposed to the rude gaze of her
cugomers. To Oxfores t r e e t I accordingly h
HABERDASHER, 0 in | arge | etters «c
with fear and trembling | entered, and discovered Mr. Benson,

assisted by two or three boys, very busily engaged in attending

to the wants othose who went thither to make purchases. |

inquired for his daughter, and was shown to a neat little parlour

at the back of the shop, where she was sitting; for she did not

servein the shop.

AiYou are kind, very kind, 0 sai
individual s who are under obligati on
iObligations, Mi ss Benson! o |

returning a valwuable jewel to it
AOh!dtSiart ring was my mot her 6s.
how | value it. But , by ofhe bye,
VOi Cce, ifithis is the third time I
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you, and not yet do | know the name of him to whom | am
deeply indebted. o

Now for my first weakness, Should | confess my real rank,
and never visit Miss Benson again? or should | congsal
position in the world, and associate with her as an equal? | had
already discovered, that, were she acquainted with my high
expectations, her lofty and independent spirit would cause her
manners to become distant, reserved, and embarrassed. And
anothetthing:d | did not wish Mr. Benson to be able to tell his
friendd this cobbler, or that tailér how the only son and heir
apparent of Lord visited him constantly, and courted his
daughter. Nor less was | influenced by a dread of my intimacy
with the Bensondecoming known to my father, who would
have adopted most summary measures to put an end to it
forever. | therefore yielded to the weight of these reflections,
and invented a name to conceal my own. This was my first
deceit!

Daily did 1 visit the lovely Mss Benson; and daily did |
become more enamoured of her. The father deemed me to be a
young gentleman of small independent fortune; and as he
himself was not only poor, but was also considerably advanced
in years, he was naturally glad to have beforednospect of
seeing his daughter established in a respectable manner. And
she returned my loveand we were happy; and we appeared
to live, as it were, only for each other; and we cared not for the
world without.

Eliza Benson was about nineteen years gé.&She was
stoud even inclined toembonpoint but the delicacy of her
hands and her foot and ankle was such that they seemed to
partake of infantine proportions. Her bust was voluptuous and
well-formed, and was rather that of a woman of mature years
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thanof a female of her tender age. Her complexion was of the
purest white and rédher mouth red and poutiéigher teeth
even and whit@ her eyes dark blue and languisténger hair

of chestnut hu@ and her forehead high and pale, though
slightly freckled. On the wdle she was as lovely and faultless

a creature as woman can be in this world of ours. But to
continue my narrative. One afternoon | entered the shop, and
found all in confusion. IHHooking men were standing abéut

the desk was unoccupied by the cteitke toys were
whispering in a cornérand Mr. Benson was not there.
Determined to ascertain the meaning of such disorder from the
fountainhead, | pushed my way to the parlour, and found Miss
Benson lying on the sofa, just recovering from a swoon into
which shehad ere now fallen: the only servant left in the house
was attending her.

fiGood God, Mi ss Benson! o | cri
this unaccountable posture of yo
fO heavens! o she excl ai med, a

rushing t oeylmaeertaken away my fdildete is
gone, gone to a prison! My fatl®emy poor old father is gone
to a gaol: and it was in vain that | told them he was my father!
They heard me nétor if they did, they would not heed me.
And | am aloné alone in the worldd my mother is dead
and they have taken away my father, | repaaty have taken
away my father! But | will follow him whithersoever he shall
god 0

And she rose from the sofa, but only to fall into my arms,
for she was weak and feeble. | reassured liwploredher to
remain where she was till my retdrrmand | then proceeded to
the shop to learn the particulars of the case. It appeared that a
harsh creditor had arrested Mr. Benson for four hundred and
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odd pounds, and that the poor old man had been taken to a lock

up house. | found out which it was, and hurried thither. Mr.

Benson was in tears, raving after his daughter: it went to my

heart to witness the distress of venerable old age. When |

entered the room of that preparatory gaol, he cried like a child.
nBeantqrui | , my dear Smorrqw0 0 I e

morning you shall be free. | have the money at your sdvice

that is, | can getd but not beforetanor r ow rm@dor ni ng o

| did not dare ask my father for so considerable a sum towards

the end of the quarternd | knew that my friend, Mr. & ,

would not be at home till late that night. I, however, succeeded

in relieving Mr. Bensonbds mind:;

these word€t i Gl my dear bog and console my daughter.

She loves yodd you love and respectiieandl@an t r ust you
| bade him adieu, promised that by eight next morning he

should be free, and then returned to comfort the afflicted girl.

And | succeeded in comforting her; for | repeated over and over

again, not only my ability to release her father, &lsb my

determination so to do: and thus | made her happy. The servant

retiredd the shop was soon cleafednd we sate down in the

little parlour, alone together on the sofa. It was nine in the

evening, and a lamp burned near us. Eliza called me the

preserveof her fathed her poor father: she invoked blessings

on my headand | then laid open to her the sentiments of my

secret soul. | declared my love: she made a reciprocal

confessiod | caught her in my arndsand we lingered in a

longd a lasting a fervent emlace. | placed my arm around

her, and she suffered me to inhale the fragrance of her breath:

but she was pondering on my affection, on my promises, on my

conduct towards her aged fatléein fine, she threw herself

upon my honou she relied on my justiéeshe yielded
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herself to me, to do with her as | chose, to dispose of her as |
desired she trusted to me as much as a confiding girl, who

sees all, all in her lover, can trust to him. And | clasped her
closer in my arms; and | whispered tender things in heaedr

| talked of future happiness. She listefed

*k%k

AMy di shonoured daughter! o crie
rage.

AReturn her to me, my | ord, 0 |
ireturn me my daught edgive@é ve me
back my daughter, | g& and, O God! | will forgive you! Yes,
my lordd , for so you are noév you wear a mourning dre¥s
that mourning is for your parent! You know how to weep for a
parent: believe then that a parent can weep for adclaitdi
give me back my dishonoured daug

AiBy the high heavens above us,

iSome ti me ago, she was at t
generosity provided for her, o0 p
smile and a sarcastic accent. | traced her outdhkverote a
note to hed | said | wouldsee her that ddyand she was gone:
you have hidden my daughter from my sight. | am a poor old
mard | am stricken in yeafs cares are multiplying thickly
upon my head. Oh! my lord, can you see these hoarydocks
these hoary, grey locBiscan you contemplate tive my lordd
those almost whitened loaksand then refuse to give me back
my daughter ?o0

Vainly did | declare my ignorance of the route she had
taken, so precipitate had been her flight: but bitterly did |
reproach myself in secret for the harshness of my wznd

278



towards her. The unfortunate father continued his lamentable
appeal.
AMy | ord, the vengeance of an
upon your head. You have robbeddrnan old mad of the
support of my years: you have ruined the little happiness that
awaited tle miserable remnant of wearied existence that was
mine: you have destroyed the prop that held up a tottering
fabric; you have filled the dreg
gall; and you now refuse me the only amends you can possibly
make. You came, my id, to a humble dwelling | did not
seek you, and you were regardless of my grey hairs, and you
thought not of my infirmities; but your selfish lusts were to be
gratified, and the price was ruin! | was pédr was
embarrasseil | was in difficulties: but my daghter loved
med my daughter consoled demy daughter shared all my
misery. You envied me that solitary bliss. Oh!&egou were
jealous of my felicitp and you robbed me of my dear, dear
daughterdyou robbed me of my daught e
Great God! how galling werthese reproaches. | would not
have encountered them for worlds, had | dared eject the author
of them from my dwelling: but his hair was whitened with age
and with affliction; and | could not have harshly used him.
Indeed, there was a moment, amongst theynthat were
dissipated during this scene, when | was ready to fall at his feet,
and confess how deeply | had wronged him, and supplicate his
pardon: pride alone checked me. At length he departed, and he
left his curse behind him, and well did | merit thelediction;
ford

* k%
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In Bethlehem Hospital there is a mad old man, who decks
his white locks with straws, and who frantically cries after his
dishonoured daughter! Alas! he little knows who sobs and
moans for her heartbroken father in the adjaceltit c
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Mary Hamel: A Tale of the Seventeenth Century

[This story first appeared as a short storylie Monthly
Magazineand was then incorporated iftba st er Ti mot hy
Bookcase n 1841 wunder the title of

In one of the most retired streets of Nuremberg, towards the
middle of the seventeenth century, resided the family of
Madame Hamel* She had been left a widow at an early age,
with a moderate competency;daimstead of mingling in the

gay scenes of fashionable life, had, ever since the death of her
husband, devoted herself almost exclusively to the education of
her two daughters, Angiolina and Mary, and to a nephew who
had been consigned as an orphan taches.

At the period when our tale commences, George Hamel had
more than fulfilled the great promises his infantine years
seemed to afford of future greatness. His attention had been
entirely devoted to the study of medicine; and at the age of five
and twenty hevas considered to be the most eminent physician
in Nuremberg. His cousins were two of the most beautiful
creatures that ever illumined this earthly sphere. Angiolina, the
elder, was tall and statéywith dark blue eyes, light flaxen
hair, and a clear comgtion in which the white and red seemed
to be struggling to decide which should obtain the conquest.
Her bust was large and voluptuéuand her waist so thin, it
appeared as if two hands could span it. She was a girl of a quick

“0riginal citation: G. \WheWonthFeynol ds
Magazine October 1838, pp. 38202.
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and fiery disposition, of sbng passions, and endowed with
even a masculine intellect.

Her sister Mary was a perfect contrast to this picture. She
was not above the middle height, her hair was dark as jet, her
eyes large and black, and full of softness, and her figure
modelled in thgroportions of a Hebe. In temper she was mild,
reserved in her manners, retiring in her disposition, and far
more domestic in her habits than her beautiful sister.

It had al ways been Madame Hame
and George would one day be joinedgdther in the
indissoluble bonds of matrimony; and to every appearance the
inclinations of the young physician tended towards the same
point. But Angiolina felt no other affection for her cousin than
that originated by relationship and intimacy; whereagyMa
indulged in the secret and hopeless attachment she had formed
for George Hamel.

The house in which this family resided, belonged to
Madame Hamel; on one side of it was a large garden, separated
from the street by a high wall; and at the end of theeyard
distance of about a hundred and twenty yards from the &ouse
was a species of pavilion or cottage containing four or five
rooms. With this pavilion there were two means of
communication, either by the garden from the house, or by a
wicket which openethto the street.

At the death of her husband, Madame Hamel let this
pavilion; and a Captain Rosenthal, who commanded a company
of infantry stationed in the town, was the occupier of it at the
period which marks the commencement of our narrative.

Angiolina was about nineteen years of age, when Captain
Rosenthal first saw her; and a deep impression was made upon
the heart of the susceptible girl by the handsome appearance of
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the officer. This impression speedily yielded to the most sincere
affection; and aRosenthal was a frequent visitor at the house,
he soon perceived the effect he had produced upon the mind of
Angiolina. Rosenthal was a dissipated hypocrite, who, under
the mask of honourable intentions, had reduced many a lovely
victim to disgrace, despaand often death! He spared no
expense to gratify his desires; and as his fortune was easy, he
found ample means of fulfilling all his wishes.

But if Angiolina were perfectly free from the slightest
serious attachment to George, he was not the lesgandent
of her caprice. In his capacity of medical adviser, he had been
summoned to attend the only child of the Countess of Arnheim,
a rich and lovely widow who resided at Nuremberg. Amelia
doArnheim was about five or
becameacquainted with George Hamel. She possessed a fine
and commanding figure, a lovely face, and the most fascinating
manners. Her conversation was agreeable and lively, and as she
had been educated in Paris, she had all the vivacity of a
Frenchwoman. She wasghly connected and proud of her
noble descent: her uncle was President of the tribunal of
Nuremberg; and other relatives occupied important places near
the person of the sovereign.

One of the most constant visitors at the house of the
Countess of Arnheimmwas Captain Rosenthal: and as George
entertained the most ardent passion for the beautiful widow
from the first moment of his acquaintance with her, he did not
fail to view the frequent calls of the gallant officer with the eye
of jealousy. Rumours hadhispered, that if anyone could make
the countess change her resolutions, and accept the hand of a
second husband, that man was Rosenthal; and scandal had even
hinted that his intimacy with the countess was already based

283

S



upon something more than commonridship. But of anything

to the prejudice of her character, George Hamel believed not a
word: he imagined her to be too proud to be criminal, even if

her inclinations were so deeply engaged in favour of Rosenthal.
A variety of circumstances, however, conigelhim to retain

the secret of his attachment within his own breast; and while

Mary vainly deemed that he doted upon Angiolina, his hopes

were all centred in the possibility of his being enabled to render
himself agreeable to the Countess of Arnheim.

It was therefore, with pleasure that George began to
percei ve, that the visits of Ro
became less frequent; and at length they ceased altogether,
without any very evident cause. The captain, however, became
more assiduous to thertder Angiolina; and it was easy to
perceive, that he was endeavouring to render himself as
agreeable as he could to the too susceptible girl. He would pass
hours alone with Angiolina in the garden; and as Madame
Hamel regarded him in the light of a paui@r friend, this
increasing intimacy did not meet with any discouragement at
her hands. As for George he was delighted to observe that his
cousinbds society diverted the of
any longer to the Countess of Arnheim; and he diditerfere
in their increasing and dangerous intimacy.

One evening George was seated in his study, which was the
first room on the right hand side of the gatay of the house,
and was pondering on his passion when the noise of some of
the turbulent stuehts of the town attracted his attention; for he
thought that their shouts were mingled with the screams of a
female voice. He rushed out into the street, and perceived by
the light of a dim lamp, half a dozen students in pursuit of a
woman closely veiledwho was hastening along the garden
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wall before described, as if she had come from the direction in
which the pavilion was situate, and running rapidly towards the
place where George Hamel stood.

AThe coar se dathunto atlagk a defercélemss n s
femal e! 6 excl ai med George; and as
came up to the door, he hastily invited her to seek protection in
the house. The offer was gladly acceptate lady followed
George into his studyand the students passed onwards
without attemptig further molestation.

In about an hour George Hamel conducted her, to whom he
had thus given refuge, to her own home.

On his return to his study, his mind was agitated with a
thousand conflicting ideas and emotions. He paced up and
down the roord@ muttered strange things to himsélfand
seemed a prey to the most extraordinary feelings. His face was
pale, he appeared agitated and nergols resembled a man,
who, having committed some crime, is in momentary dread of
detection.

He was aroused from his painfutugtion by the entrance
of Mary Hamel, who came to inform him that the supper was
prepared.

il wi || wai t upon you i mmedi at
i mpatientl y. AfHeavens! are you
affectionate qirl, gazing wistfully upon her cousis
countenance. i Y oduandyouwr eyessollgsal e a s

if you had seen a spirit.o

i Mad ityis nothind a sudden illnessleave me, dear
cousin, o0 stammered George.

AnAnd your friend Harfeldt, who
said Mary.
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nAh! w hnay taunthiravised that rackrained, mad
capped student again this evenin
At this moment a loud knock at the study door interrupted
the conversation; and Charles Harfeldt, the youth of whom they
had been speaking, entered the room.
i N o ly,my good name, | dare swear it was no other than
Mademoiselle Mary Hamel whom I, with some five or six other
rovers, most ungallantly pursued along the wall, up the street,
just now, 0 exclaimed Harfeldt.
AYdgedi t was, 0 ejacul dtéoedc rGedr g
Mar vy, in the most unbddompined as
contradict me , for the |l ove of (
tremulous whisper to his cousin, as Harfeldt cast his eye over a
book.
iln that case, 0 resumed Harf el
hasty whisper, Al have to make te
| fancied it must have been Mademoiselle Mary, so soon as |
saw her take refuge in this house: but who would have thought
of seeing her out at that time o
iShe came f r oewodrlkaginggoahe gardenon, t |
being |l ocked, 06 said George, mo r
Mary held her tongue in speechless astonishment.
fiCaptain Rosent hdaHehdsgohatothes t hi ¢
citadel of Valden with his compadyand so the pavilion is
vacant once more. o0
AWhat, George?0 sai eosbkasioly,, r ecc
and trembling for the intellects of her cousin.
i Si loear ¢the love of God; and | will explain all
presently, 0 again whispered Geor
however reslved to humour him.
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iWwel | | and if supper be ready,

l' ively student, nl et udaden ha
what have we here?0 and as he
stooped down and picked up a | ad

AfAh! 06 ejacul ated Geor ge; and f
with his eyes instantly fixed upon the mitten.

AiUpon my honour, there is bloo
after a moment 6s pause.

Al ot is nothing!o ejacul ated Ge
fromhisfried 6s hand, and hastily | ock
belongs to my cousin Madyas she ran into the house, when
you foll owed her, she fell down

AiMy dear George, 0 b@&@gan Mary, i

AnMary, have the kiwudtheensysto t o ha
the suppet abl e, 6 cried George, i nte

order to prevent her from remonstrating with him for the
extraordinary statements he had just made. The bewildered girl
saw that expostulation was vain; and as Harfeldt seemed to
attach no importance to anything that was said, she held her
peace, and conducted the two gentlemen to the apartment
where the evening repast was spread.
AfHave you seen Angiolina | ate
Hamel of her younger daughter.
iShe wenth tbewghkdéen at about

Mary; fand from that mo ment | h a
filt i s now ten odbcl ock, o obs
somewhat al ar med; Afand your si st
I's she in her bedchamber ?0

Mary hastened to inform hetsef this, and returned in a
minute or two with the tidings that she was not there. Supper
was accordingly served up. During the meal George was still
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agitated and anxious in his mandiedarfeldt chattered as if he
knew not the name of cdre and Madame Hagl and her
daughter were silent and abstracted.

At length the clock struck twelve, and Angiolina did not
make her appearance. Every one now became really alarmed,
and Madame Hamel was borne to her couch in a fainting fit.
Mary forgot the extraordinary cdact of her cousin in her fear
for her sisted George himself expressed his terror that
something disastrous might have occudrethd even the
volatile Harfeldt shared in the general grief.

Early on the following morning, George Hamel arose,
having past a sepless night, and left the house without seeing
his aunt and cousin. He merely enquired after their health and
if Angiolina had returned; and having received unfavourable
replies to his queries, he mounted his horse and galloped away
without uttering andter word.

Long and tedious was that day for the wretched Mary and
her afflicted mother. They had both pressed slumberless
pillowsd both dared not avow that hope was extinct, and that
dread anticipations filled their mindsand both endeavoured,
but fruitlessy, to cheer each other.

Suddenly a terrible idea rushed across the mind of Madame
Hamel. She remembered that Angiolina and Captain Rosenthal
had lately been much together. Could the imprudent girl have
eloped with the handsome officer. In her agony, dikielged
the suspicion to her younger daughter: but by her it was rejected
with something approaching to indignation and disdain. She
judged her sisterés purity and c
and she at once refused to admit even the possibil#yaf an
occurrence. Still the mother was fain to believe that such was
the case; and for some time she fancied that George had most
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probably departed to ascertain the truth of a suspicion which

might have entered his mind also. Mary saw that her mother
still attached some degree of faith to the idea; and she prayed
to her Almighty Father speedily to dispel the terrible darkness

which enveloped the affair.

I't was about ten o6clock in tfF
Countess of Arnhei mo stressthat@ast i cs
stranger was desirous of obtaining an immediate audience. The
noble lady turned deadly pale at this news, and for some time
was uncertain how to act. She nevertheless speedily recovered
her presence of mind, and desired the servant to admit t
visitor. In a few moments an individual, enveloped in a large
cloak, and with an immense slouched hat which concealed his
features, stood in the presence of the Countess of Arnheim, who
trembled |i ke the aspedhwhdateaf, a
meang hi s mystery?o

The visitor then threw aside his hat, dropped his cloak, and
excl ai me & madénd® a thaisamd times pardon for
this intrusion! o

iGeorge Hamel ! 0 cried the coun
and gasping for breath: her emotions were not, kewe
perceived by the young physician.

fiYd madand Geor ge Hamel , O saidd h
mel ancholy tone of voice: MfAGeorg
Nurember@ this very nighd and who still finds it impossible
to leave without divesting himself of a horrible siggmd 0

AA suspicion! o almost screamed

i Y ed® madand a suspicion which occupies all my
thoughts, o rejoined George Hame
suspicion be devoid of foundatién know that your contempt
will be the just chastisement of mudacity and | also know,
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even should your lips change my fears into a certainty, that |

have neither the right to accuse
AAh! 0 excl aimed the Countess of

was beloved by her physician suddenly flittingossrher mind.

i Pr oc e ed,dotandsalylew ohsdtidfaction animated that

countenance which was vested with the unrivalled splendour

and majesty of beauty.

AiBut, 0 continued George, hast.
me so truly miserable, that | am ressdvat once to terminate

the agonies | endure. o

AfiHe is in my power, then, 0 said
a smile of triumph curled her pouting red lips.

i Know, t hen, madam, 0 said Geo
tone of wvoice, Mt trzedtoNuremidesge t hi s

from Valderd and that already perhaps the officers of this
pl ace are after me for a murder
Al mpossible!d exclaimed the co

Georgemournfullg Ai t i s, alas! todo true.
but it was in loyal and equal comBah e f e | | in a due
fiHeavens protect you!odo said thi
AiThe real motive of the quarrel
continued George. fAThe man whom

be the seducer ofyrcousin Angiolind and thus will scandal
be satisfied. You alone, madam, besides God and myself, shall

be informed wherefore that man w
il knew hi m, then?0 cried the
'Y & madand | killed him,0 said the

appalling vehemence, B heecause

calumniated he cast shame upon your name. It is almost
impossible for me to mention his statengehiut still it is
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necessary. He declared, madam, thatdygau, Amelia,
Countess of Arnheiliwer e hi s mi stress! o

iYou have kill ed, t hen, Capt a
countess, taken off her guard by this sudden disclosure.

i Oh! & homor ® she has named hénand it is then
but too true! 0 e rewhichibespoleth®e or g e
most bitted bitter agony.

For one moment he hesitated what course to pérkee
reflected that the officers of justice might be already in search
of him, for in those times the law punished the surviving
duellist with death; he accordjly flung his cloak hastily
around him, seized his hat, cast one look of despair at the
almost fainting countess, and rushed from the house.

George hurried to the abode of his aunt in a state bordering
on distraction. He dared not meet his affectionali@ive® he
merely enquired if Angiolina had returned, and received an
answer in the negative; and he sat down and wrote a few words
to Mary to apprise her that he had killed the reputed seducer of
his cousin, and was obliged to fly from Nuremberg. He then
despatched the servant with the note to Mary Hamel, and
departed upon a fresh horse with the speed of lightning. He was
already far beyond the walls of Nuremberg when Mary, in
breathless haste and horror, rushed into his study, which he had
just left, tobid him adieu and utter one word of consolation ere
his departure. But he was géand the weeping girl fell
almost senseless into a chair. Miseries were complicating
around herself and her miserable mother. Angiolinadlost
ruined® perhaps in want and poveron one side; on the other
a relative, whom the savage laws of the land would lead to a
scaffold if he were entrapped by the myrmidons of justice! and
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then her own hopeless pasgio®h! it was too much for that
young heart to bear!
In the midst of her soows she was interrupted by the
volatile Harfeldt, who ran hastily into the room, with the
unpleasant tidings that the police officers were in pursuit of
George; and scarcely had Mary time to inform him that she was
already too well aware of the fatal enebut that George had
escaped from the city, when a violent knocking commenced at
the street door. The servant ran to admit the vigitansd in a
moment the study was filled by the delegates of the law, with a
magistrate at their head. Mary cast a hgtiynce amongst the
crowd; and her courage rose when she saw that her cousin was
not there.
AThank God, o6 cried she ferventl
iMademoi sell e, 0 said the magi st
courteously addressi ngredamsel f t
that Captain Rosenthal has this morning been killed in a duel

by your cousin George Hamel . 0
iAl as! I am fully aware of the
al most i naudi bl e tone of voi ce

magi strate, ft hberealademhrtégibie or ge Han
AOh! dhe is, o0 interrupted Mary,
il believe it was in a pavili
Captain Rosenthal resided, 0 said
ilt was, 0 returned Mary.

iWe must proceed thither and
property, for the benefit of his |
AMonsi eur Har fel dt, woul d you
conduct this gentleman and his
asked Mary, her own strength failing her.
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AWith pleasur e, 0 inamtharmaomerd Har f
Mary was again alone in the study.
Ten minutes elapsédand the sorrowful girl was giving
way to her tears, when the magistrate, his followers, and
Harfeldt returned to the study in haste, with horror depicted
upon their countenances.

fidavens, what a sight! o excl ail
his hands together.
AYour sister, mademoi sell e, 0 b
was as pale as death.
AOh! mypwhsastef my sister?0 cri

from her reverie.

AYour &a& s gHaifeldtitrembling violently.

ASpeéal! speak! o cried Mary. i
suspense: What of my sister?5o9

AYour sister, 0 continued Harfel
courage to disclose the terrible tididg8y o ur sister
murdered and in that pavilioh 0

AOoh! myd edaerarsi ster! o cried Mar:
accent, that even the magistrate shed tears; and she sank upon
the chair from which she had risen when Harfeldt had
addressed her.

ALet no one | eave this room, 0 ¢
Maryhad slightly recovered hersel
mademoiselle, pray endeavour to compose yourself sufficiently
to reply to my questions. 0

AMy poor sister!o was the only
dear mother suffer!o

iHas anyone b e esincethe captdinaldit pavi |
Nuremburg?0 enquired the magistr

Mary indicated a negative.
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AThis mitten was found near th
officers, stepping forward, and respectfully presenting the
article alluded to, to his superior.

AA mitten! o ejacul ated Harfel dt
across his bradon. Al saw one | iK

AWhere! 06 demanded the magistr a
stammered Harfeldt, afraid of compromising even the one
whom he now deemed guilty of murder.

AYou must speak, 0 said the magi
wi || compel you. o
Al was r ealerysinsitsetda kHeanr,foe Ipd t . fi
and the torturée oom wi th t hat witness, 0
beckoning to his men. At the utterance of that terrible word,
Har fel dt 6s c 6 he falgupon Hisaknd@samd hi m
promised to reveal all he knew.

ATi $lweé said the magistrate. f
one somewher e, | think?0o
il saw it here, 0 answered Harf

voice; and by degrees he related the circumstance of himself

and friend having pursued a female who seemed to haweds

from the paviiod of hi s having found Mar
studyd of his picking up a mitten covered with bldb@nd of

all the conversation which then took place between himself and

George Hamel.

ifGreat God, protect me! @ cried
|l i stened in stupid astonidshment
but George was mistaken! o

AfAnd where did George Hamel p L

enquired the magistrate.
filn his desk, o was the answer.
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NnBreak it open, O said the ma
immediately obeyadl the desk was forcédand the object of
search was produced. It corresponded exactly with the one
found near the corpse.

AnAnd this was stated to have ¢t
said the magistrate.

ilt was, o0 redfirin@dadnddaoh e wi t ness

AiAnd did Mary Hamel deny that,
made by George Hamel ?0

The answer was of course in the negative.

AiwWhere is the wound which you
when you fell, as stated by vyo
magistrate of the alost fainting Mary.

Alt wad®aall af @les@si on, 0 mur mur

of mind which no pen canddescriob
he certainly detailed all those circumstances to his friend

Harfeld® b u t not one i ota was coOorrecH
i Mar y Hietthd madistrate, in a loud tone of voice,
il arrest you on suspicion of ha

No sooner were these terrible words uttered, when the door,
which communicated with the interior of the house, was
suddenly opened, and Madame Hamelhed wildly into the
room. The magistratebs decree of
she arrived in time to receive her fainting daughter in her arms,
and place her in an arghair.

Al mpossi bl e, Sir; it i s i mpos
mot her . niyWhdeawghtser Angiolina?o
AMur der ed, i n yonder pavilion
magi strate; fiand oh! it grieves

strongly against your younger da
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Those words were fatal as the arrows of Azrael, the
Mahommedan angel ofedth. Madam Hamel made no reply;
she glanced once at her inanimate daughter, and then towards
the heavens, and she fell back a lifeless corpse upon the floor.
In another hour Mary was alone, in a cell of the prison of
Nuremberg.

There was a mass of evidenagainst the unfortunate Mary
Hamel. The circumstances, with which the reader is already
acquainted, the nature of- Harfe
known fact that Mary was desperately in love with her cousin
George, and naturally jealous of her sigtegiolina, whom she
believed he was attached to, were damning evidence against
her. Still she firmly persisted in declaring her innocence, and in
adhering to her original statementiz. that she was not the
female pursued by the students; that she mesalfered
George to mislead Harfeldt as before described, because she
saw that he wished her not to contradict him; and that she could
not, of course, anticipate the disastrous events such a line of
conduct might lead to. But she did not say that which she
trembled to think upo#, she did not mention the agitation in
which she found her cousin when she sought him in the&tudy
O no; she would not create in the breasts of others that horrible
suspicion which she could not prevent herself from entertaining
0 a wspicion which pointed to George Hamel as the murderer
of her sister Angiolina!

Never was a young female in a more pitiable predicament
than Mary Hamel. She was in a dungeon, under sentence of
death for the murder of her sistemer mother had died at her
feetd and George did not come forward to proclaim his
consciousness of her innocence! Human nature could scarcely
support such an overburthening mass of afflictions. If hell be
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terrible, and if Mary Hamel were guilty, surely that was a bitter
foretaste ofhe sufferings of the damned in those regions where
the worm dieth not, and their fire is not quenched.

The morning of the execution dawned, and, as early as
daylight, the place where the scaffold was erected was crowded
to excess. A crier paraded the tgwthus advertising the
inhabitants of the terrible tragedy which the tribunal had
ordered to be enact&di THI S DAR MARY HAME
FOUND GUILTY OF FRATRICIDE, WILL UNDERGO THE
LAST PENALTY OF THE LAW. PRAY FC
REPOSE! 0o

But an hour before the oneahich the unhappy girl was
destined to ascend the scaffold, a horseman, covered with dust,
his dress in disorder, his hair dishevelled, galloped into the
town, and rode straight to the Palace of Justice, where he
surrendered himself into the hands of piudice, and declared
that Mary Hamel was innocent, and that he was the true
murderer of the deceased Angiolina! The -seifused was no
other than George Hamel.

The execution was accordingly suspended, and an
immediate investigation into the matter wasesed by the
president of the tribunal.
il am the guilty person! o excl ¢
as the judges had taken their seats. There was a strange coolness
and dogged determinati®runnatural and appallidgin the
manners of the prisoner.

i Wh at prompted you to tehe hor
president.

il was devotedly attached to m
George, not daring to glance towards the place where he knew
Mary to be standing; Afand on t he
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was consummated, | went to the pavilion to say farewell to
Captain Rosenthal. Angiolina was thérd; was stung with
rage and jeal ousy, and in a fit
At this terrible announcement, a piercing scream rent the
aird a scream so wild, so loud, and so long, that even after its
echoes had ceaseddtike the ear, the dismal wail made the
very heartstrings of all present vibrate, and Mary Hamel was
borne senseless from the court. Her worst suspicions were
confirmed she was save@ but George was guilty of her
sisterds deat h!
AAnd wher e fedthespresidemt,ovineh ordeiuwas
once more restored in the court,
forward to save Mary Hamel, when on the night in question,
and in the presence of a witness named Harfeldt, you
endeavoured to avert all suspicion that might egbently
arise from yourself to your cous

il was then n éophloassllinanmdlan gi t at e
body, 06 answered George, hastily
came uppermost in my mind: but

added, violently strikingtheba at whi ch he st ood,
not my folly on that evening would lead to so dismal a result
for her. Remorse has now brought me hither, and | await my
doom! o

The judges consulted togeth@ddarfeldt was then
examined once mor@;Mary Hamel was orderedot be
released, and George was committed to the dungeon which she
had so lately occupied. On the following day, the examination
was resumed, and sentence of death was passed upon the
unhappy young man.

It was in vain that Mary Hamel petitioned the tributzabe
allowed to have an interview with her wretched cousin. She
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would have endeavoured to console and support him in his
hours of agony; she would even have been kind to the assassin
of her sister: but the power was denied her; and this last stroke
of affliction was more poignantly felt than any other.
But extraordinary revelations were yet to be made; and the
manes of the murdered girl were not to be appeased with an
innocent victim.
The evening before the day on which George was ordered
to be executedand just before the court was preparing to
adjourn, the Countess of Arnheim was led in by the father
confessor. Her face was ashy @aleer fine voluptuous form
had lost itsembonpoird her eyes were sunkérher cheeks
hollowd her hands emaciated; a few dagsl worked immense
changes in that woman, whose majestic beauty was lately the
admiration of all Nuremberg; so changed, indeed, was stte
altered that her uncle, the president, scarcely knew her, as she
entered the hall where he and his feHmdges sa
i My Lord, o saidd t he pri-est, 0
fainting Countess supported hers
to confess an enormous crime, and do justice to one who would
have sacrificed himself for her!
AWhat! o cried t he @quntess iofdent ,
Arnheim gquilty of a crime. Oh! nbimpossible. Father

Bertrand, explain yourself!o
AMy | ord, [ take God to witness
to confesd 0

AWhat 20 said the president, ha:

AThe murder of Angi oliniafirmm Ha mel |,
tone of voice,

A cry of horror was uttered by every one in that spacious
hall; and the countess sunk senseless upon the cold pavement.
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AThe Countess of Arnheim guilt
president. Al mpossi bl ehbndls. and he
AQh! mynyssmn! 06 ejacul ated the
partially recovered her senses by the aid of the restoratives that
were immediately applied. That expression of maternal
solicitude drew tears from every eye; in sooth, it was a solemn
and awfulscene! The countess was accommodated with a chair,
and the priest hastened to disclose certain extraordinary
particulars relative to the murder of Angiolina Hemel.

The countess was accommodated with a chair, and the priest
hastened to disclose certain extrdinary particulars relative to
the murder of Angiolina Hemel.

It appears that on the morning of the day when the deadly
deed was committed, the Countess of Arnheim was informed
that Captain Rosenthal was about to leave Nuremberg for the
citadel of Valaén. The countess, whose great affection for the
handsome officer had led her into those criminal paths which
eventually led to exposure and ruin, had long suspected that she
had been slighted and neglected for some favoured rival. She
accordingly determirgtto seek a last interview with Captain
Rosenthal, and know the worst. Suspense was more terrible
than a knowledge of misfortune.

She hastened at night to the pavilion, whither her guilty love
had often before led her; but Rosenthal had already departed
for the citadel. The countess, however, hastened to the parlour,
which she knew full well; and there she found a lovely girl in
an agony of grief and despair reclining on a sofa, That girl was
Angiolina Hameld the mistress of Captain RosentBathe
rival who had succeeded the Countess in the affections of the
fickle officer. Angiolina raised her head, and immediately
recognised the Countess of Arnheim.

300



ATmorrow, 0 said Angiolina, bitt
know that the noble Countess of Arnheim wadhat same
rendezvous of |l ove with Angiolin

The misguided girl recked not for her own honour.

At these words the Countess felt the blood rush to her
countenance; she became wild and uncertain how to act; and in
her turn she uttered taunting wotdghe imprudent Angiolina.

iYou shall not | eave this plac
you have sworn that you will for
iThe Countess of Arnheim reduce
to a | evel with Angi ol mnodé Hamel
Rosent hal 6s unhall owed desires;

commands as a superior. o

At that moment a cloud obscured the rays of the moon; and
Angiolina laughed in scorn at the haughty Countess of
Arnheim, whose hand grasped a dagger, which she always
wore concealed in her garments when she roved through the
streets by night, as on this occasion. Fatal occurrence! the
Countess, blinded by her rage, struck at randbrAngiolina
fell: there was a deep graam gurgling in the throdt and all
was over!

Bewildered wildd haggard and a prey to a million
horrible ideas, the Countess hastily left the pavilion, and rushed
into the street. There she found herself in the midst of a
disorderly band of students, who surrounded her, and resolved
upon compelling hetto unveil her countenance. But she
concealed her face the more strenuously, and succeeded in
emancipating herself from the impertinent collegians, She
rand they pursued he¥, a door stood open before téemand
George's study afforded her refuge.
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i O my dBadthé Gountess, as she sank upon the chair
which George hastily tendered her.

AThatotvlbdoxe features! o said the
the lady drew aside her veil.

NYSHDt dshe Countess of Arnhei m!
Abut ask méono questions

i@ ! this strange conduct deman
George within hi msel f. ABut pu
wronged this noble lady: tomorrow Rosenthal shall confirm or

anni hilate the scandal . o

AOne fadomwe ,fasvoyr only have |
saidt he Count ess. ACal umny must n

George aloud.

A Cal udmo,ysi?d oh! nad not for my sod my dear
sonbds sake, dMalansny mustrnot thanishethe ,
nobl e name of Arnheim!/o cried t
depicted upon her catenance, and demonstrated in her
manners.

AYou may command us, Madam, 0 s:
pause.
AYou wil/| conduct me to my hot

dropping her mitten in the agitation of the moment. The other
she had already left behinagthfrom the same cause, in the
pavilion.

George Hamel made no further observalidns mind was
too full of extraordinary sentiments and conflicting emotions to
allow him to give utterance to them in woddmere words,
cooled by human breaihand he obeyede directions of the
countess without a murmur. The reader is already aware, that
he conducted her safely to her abode.
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Time passed on, and after a series of occurrences already
detailed the day, nominated for the execution of Mary Hamel,
dawned. Dreadfuh the interim had been the sufferings of the
Countess of Arnheim; the constant presence of her son alone
prevented her from proclaiming the innocence of Mary, and
accusing herself.

The fatal hour approachédand awful was the conflict in
the mind of themiserable countess. Still her sense of rectitude
could not triumph over her maternal affection which made her
cling to life, although that was now the only tie which bound
the once envied Amelia of Arnheim to existence. Suddenly a
horseman galloped up thstreed a violent ring at the bell
alarmed he¥ in a few minutes a heavy foot ascended the
spacious staicas® and George Hamel entered the room.

ils that you? or am | the sport
the countess writhing upon her chair.

AVi sieal iotryr nobl e countess, 0 s
smil e, Afwherefore turnest thou s

AAh! pparddono cried Amelia of /
by the consciousness that her secret was now known, and
sinking at the feet of him who ongewho still so tenddy
loved her.

A0 pardon, o continued Geor
Aipardon, sayest thou, for t
Pardo® par don! o

iPardon for one who suffers an
the scaffold, 0 ejantclyl ated Geor ge

AMy osnysodmy | ittle son! o strean
in all the bitterness of maternal agony.

AMy suspicions t &and theaterrible we | | 1
tidings which followed me to Frankfort and brought me back

ge, r
he mt

303



hither, o0 pursued o@eorode, b olixcweer ifin
too true. Wo ma n , t hou dost not d
A My Osmyinfand my or phan son! 0 was t
heartrending reply.

ifAmel i a, o said Geor ge, taking
squeezing her wrist with such force, that she almost mEga
withpaing A Amel i a, | have | oov@td you |

God only knows how well! | have watched your slightest
action® | have drank in as honeyed sweets the words that have
fallen from your lip® Oh heaven alone can tell the extent of
my passion! o

fiGeorgd Georgd y ou wi Il spare me! 0 cr
falling upon the floor, with her face towards the carpet.
Al will!o thundered the emphat:i

man: and he rushed wildly from the apartment.

And, O how faithfully he kept his pnoise! He hastened to
the tribunad he denounced himsélfhe reasoned as a learned
counsel against his own innocedche argued his own life
away! Such was the force of that young man's enthusiastic love!

It was impossible to resist the force of this; and when
George himself was informed that the Countess of Arnheim
had confessed her crime, and was resolved to expiate it upon
the scaffold, he no longer pleaded guilty to that which he had
not committed, but sorrowfully acknowledged his innocence.

So great was thimpression made upon the minds of his
judges by the heroic conduct of the magnanimous George
Hamel, that when cognizance of the death of Captain Rosenthal
was taken, an universal recommendation to mercy in a few days
ensured him a full pardon.

The Coungss of Arnheim was allowed the society of her
child in the dismal dungeon to which her crimes had consigned
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her; and on the evening before the morning appointed for her
execution, she put an end to his existence and her own, by
administering poison, of wbin she had carried a small quantity
about her ever since she committed the dreadful deed which
caused such desolation and misery in so many hearts!

Six months after the interment of the once brilliant and
noble Countess, Georgdamel and his cousin Mary were
united in the holy bonds of matrimony; and if a certain
desponding and melancholy expression of countenance
characterised them both during the remainder of their lives,
they could not but enjoy a pure, tranquil, and uninjeed
degree of domestic felicity in each other's society. A numerous
and smiling offspring sprung up around them; and in the good
conduct of all their childrerhey were indeed supremely blest
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The Sculptor of Florence

[This story orignally appeared iThe Monthly Magazinand
was later incorporatedintda st er Ti motirhy 6s

Boo

1841 under the title of AThe

Our tale commences upon one of those delicious eveffings,
when the splendour of an Italian sset, and the beauties of an
Italian sky, seem purposely adapted by Nature to imbue with
tenderness and joy, the hearts of those fond lovers who seek the
shady grove, or wander on the banks of the Arno, to breathe in
ech otherds ears renewed VvoOws
balmy breeze was laden with the perfume of sweet flowers; the
feathered choristers of the woods were closing their daily
harmony with a few plaintive and touching notes of melody;
and already werthe lamps bright and numerous in many of the
gay cassinos which adorned thal® of Arno. The towers and
spires of the city of Florence were for a moment gilded with the
departing rays of the setting sun: the mighty dome, which at
that period ornamentedhé ducal palace, shone as if it were
covered with a sheet of the most precious of metals; and then a
soft and delicious twilight succeeded the evanescent effulgence
of that splendid suset.

The period to which we allude, was the middle of the
sixteenth cetury: and on the evening in question, and at about
the hour of susset, two forms might have been distinguished
in a secluded spot on the banks of the Arno. They walked
slowly up and down the place, which they had evidently
selected as one of rendezvoasi¢ from the melancholy which

4 Qriginalcitat on: George W. M. Reynol ds,
F 1 o r elhedvierihly MagazineNovember 1838, pp. 5P86.
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pervaded their countenances, and the earnestness of their
conversation, an imaginative mind might gather all their history
of hopeless and unchangeable v passion which some
stern command, or unkind fate refused to rerttppy of
vows which were probably never to be fulfiliecind of
promises which young hearts so long, so tenaciously, and so
faithfully cling to. Oh! love is like the vine which clings round
the forest tree in a secluded spot: so long as its tendrils are
watered by the dews of hope, they flourish and are verdant; but
when the arid heat of despair pours its influence upon them,
they gradually relinquish their hold of the trunk which has long
supported them, and soon wither and die away.

By what we have ereow said, the reader will have no
difficulty in perceiving, that the individuals to whom we have
partially introduced him, were a lover and his fond mistress
a youth and a beauteous girl, on both of whom nature had been
prodigal in the distribution of hemngbellishments. The former
was tall and handsome, with a countenance cast in a Grecian
mould, and a slender though sinewy form, which the vesture of
the age set off to peculiar advantage. His companion was nearly
as tall as he; and her graceful figure, witar long robe
dragging upon the ground, resembled the Madonnas which the
artists of those times loved to trace upon their canvass. Her
large black eyes were suffused in t@aber vermilion lips,
apart, disclosed a set of the whitest tdetimd her scarfailing
from her shoulders, revealed short glimpses of a bust of which
the low corsage then in fashion could not conceal the snowy
and voluptuous beauties.

66Wherefore t hus di stress
yout h, i n a soot hi amothaeersesad f
a fate in store for us. 0
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AQ Manuel! 0 exclaimed the weef
inflexible; and, as he himself declared, the laws of the Persians
and the Medes were not more unalterable than his will. The
marquis Appiani is rich and poweif he is the favourite of the
Grand Duké and through his influence, my father hopes to re
establish his fallen fortunes. 0

i Tromd as ! it is too true, Leono
striking his forehead with his
gread and B a poor sculptod an artist without a nandea
wretch whose daily toils are scarcely sufficient to procure him
his daily bread! Oh! Leonod&aL e onor a! 0

AiDo not give way to despair, M:

AfAnd yet you dare not bid me hi

There was a bitterness of &an the words of each, which
went to the hearts of those disconsolate lovers.

AAnd yet, o0 said Manuel ohastily
fand yet | have one chance of ac
consent of your sire, Leonora: but it is maddelsis
childisdt o entertain so ambitious a

AiSpésapeak, 06 cried Leonor a, a r a
pal e countenance, O6Speak; in sit
see flowers of hope glowing on the very verge of impossibility
itsel f. o

AiLeonor ayaduthis asolemntaimdempressive tone
of Voi ce, Aiin ten days the exhil
place. The Grand Duke awards a laurel crown, a princely
fortune, and a title to him who produces the best statue of Saint
Cecilia. Michaelangel® the prde of Italy, and the wonder of
the whole worl@ Michael Angelo is the judge; and he is as
i mparti al as he is keen in his p
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