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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. 

ðThomas Paine 

 

Preface 

 

Whenever I argue with any one on the truth or fallacy of 

revealed religion, his universal answer is, ñSee how the 

prophecies of the Old Testament are fulfilled in the New!ò1 

Setting aside the fact that the New Testament was made to fit 

with certain expressions of the Old, setting aside this evident 

and positive conclusionðthere are no prophecies in the Old 

Testament concerning Christ, his apostles, his sufferings, or his 

divinity. I am not ashamed to own that it was the Age of Reason 

that first opened my eyes to the errors in which for seventeen 

years I have hitherto lived regarding my God; and having 

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

make when they peruse this volume: ñOh! that infamous 

Thomas Paineðhis frivolous and unfounded work has turned 

the youth's brain.ò But no; I defy any living soul to refute 

 
1 Original citation: G.W.M. Reynolds, The Errors of the Christian 

Religion Exposed, by a Comparison of the Gospels of Matthew and 

Luke (London: Richard Carlile, 1832). 
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Paineôs arguments. I have read answers to them, and attempts 

at refutation; but none succeedðall sink to the ground.  

To prove, therefore, that there never were such things as 

prophecies of Jesus Christ, I shall use the same arguments with 

regard to one passage in Isaiah, which is called a prophecy, as 

are to be found in the Age of Reason; albeit, there is one verse 

in Isaiah which I shall insert, and which seems to have escaped 

Mr. Paineôs notice, more conclusive than any other. Mr. Paine 

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 prophecies, in all the Bible, and upon which the basis of 

the Christian religion chiefly seems to rest, is this verse of 

Isaiah, ñBehold a virgin shall conceive, and shall bear a son, 

and shall call his name Immanuel.ò In order to prove that this 

is no prophecy, I 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 

quaint style of the Old Testament. And if any ask why I do this, 

considering it is but a reiteration of what Mr. Paine has already 

said, my answer is, Because so many have a foolish horror of 

admitting that Authorôs books into their houses, his correct 

ideas on the score of religion are seldom known; therefore I 

take upon myself to 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. 
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At [the] time [when] Ahaz was king of Judah,2 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 him, he and 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 of God 

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 be 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 what Isaiah had spoken. For instance, to apply a parallel 

case: if I say to my reader,ðThere shall be a great earthquake 

next year in England,ðhe will naturally ask me how I know it. 

Then if I say to him,ðI will give you a sign; that is, St. Paulôs 

cathedral shall fall down;ðand if this latter prophecy be 

fulfilled, my reader will believe the other. But in order-to make 

 
2 The text in the original book reads as follows: ñAt what time Ahaz 

was king of Judah.ò 
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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 say,ðI will give you a sign: behold, the cathedral shall 

fall down a hundred years hence;ðas in that case the thing 

would happen before the sign which was to prove that thing 

true. I shall apply this episode more immediately anon. 

But to continue with the history. After some little delay on 

the part of Ahaz in asking a sign, Isaiah gives him one, which 

is this: ñBehold, O king, a virgin shall conceive and bear a son.3 

Butter and honey shall he eat, that he may know how to refuse 

the evil and choose the good. And this is the sign, O king, 

whereby you may know that what I have said is true. Before 

this child shall know to refuse evil and choose what is good, 

the land that thou abhorrest shall be forsaken of both her kings.ò 

Therefore, as I exemplified in my episode above, this child 

must be born almost immediately, to convince Ahaz of Isaiah's 

veracityðat all events, during Ahazô life-time. If it were not to 

be born for centuries (as Christ was not), how ridiculous (as my 

little parallel tale exhibits) would be the sign! But, reader, mark 

how ends this paragraph of the Old Testament, which 

Christians twist into a prophecy of Jesus! 

Isaiahôs wife, called by him the prophetess, conceives and 

bears a son, who is called Maher-shabal-hash-baz; and Isaiah 

then says, ñBefore this child can cry óMy father, or My mother,ô 

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.ò There, then, was the sign that  

 
3 I 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, and I hope my reader sees the truth of the 

story; for I 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 self-evident, Isaiah 

himself says, chap. viii. verse 18, ñBehold I, and the children 

which the Lord hath given me, are for signs and for wonders in 

Israel from the Lord of hosts, which dwelleth in Mount Sion!ò 

Having thus 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 truth of what the Lord had spoken. 

In the thirty-eighth 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 

monarchôs ending his earthly career. However, to pass over this 

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 Isaiah thus affirms: ñAnd this shall be a sign for thee, to 

prove that the Lord " will do even as he hath said. Behold, the 

sun shall go ten degrees backwards!ò And immediately after 

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 I find by the heads of events at the 

beginning of the chapter. ñComfort ye, comfort ye my people, 

saith your God. Speak ye comfortably to Jerusalem, and cry 

unto her that her warfare it accomplished, that her iniquity is 

pardoned: for she hath received of the Lordôs hand double of 

all her sins.ò And this is called a prophecy concerning the 

promulgation of the gospel, when it does not even accord with 

what Christ himself is represented to say to Jerusalem in the 

twenty-third chapter of Matthew, and at the thirty-seventh 

verse, viz. ñO Jerusalem, Jerusalem! behold your house is left 

unto you desolate!" And again, in Luke, chap. xxi, verse 22: 

ñFor these be the days of vengeance, that all things that are 

written may be fulfilled!ò But if those words of Isaiah above 

quoted 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 Christ, for in the tenth verse we have: ñBehold! the Lord 

your God will come with a strong hand, and his arm shall rule 

for him.ò If this allude to Jesus, it is false. Christ came weak 

and powerless, with regard to ruling or to kingdom; and, as we 

see by the men called evangelists, often obliged to hide 

himselfðalways 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 applied to it, and I can see nothing prophetic in it 

myself, and I 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 of the sixty-first 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 proclaim 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 them beauty 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 might be glorified.ò This cannot 

allude to Christ, because immediately after Isaiah says ñI will 

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 herself with jewels.ò Isaiah 

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, say, "I thank God 

for my salvationò? which implies the salvation of a mortal once 

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 himself, he must 

always have worn it. These inconsistencies prove this last 

sentence of the above quotation not to allude to Christ. 

Therefore it must mean Isaiahðat all events, not Jesus; and the 
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first three verses of the above quotation are evidently 

continuations of those verses I quoted from the fortieth chapter. 

Then in the sixty-second 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 Church, to see has no allusion to anything regarding 

Christðno prophecy of such a being. And in the sixty-third 

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 meek and holy. 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: 

ñI will tread them in mine anger, and trample them in my fury; 

and their blood shall be sprinkled upon my garments, and I 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 I will tread 

down the people in mine anger, and make them drunk in my 

fury, and I will bring down their strength to the earth.ò These 

are the unjust and vindictive sentiments of a fire-breathing 

conqueror, travelling with a power mighty to do much, rather 

than the bland and merciful words of a meek and 

compassionate Redeemer, who would cry to his Father, ñLord, 

forgive them, they know not what they do!ò Christ had better 

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 his 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 I know not, 

and care as little; since 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 

ñChristôs mercy towards his Church;ò when they not only speak 

of what had been done at the time they were written, and not of 

what should be done, but 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 

propheciesðat least, it can be made typical. When Isaiah 

expressly says, ñI will mention the loving-kindnesses of the 

Lord, according to all that the Lord hath done towards the house 

of Israel;ò (verse 7)ðyet this is made a reference to Christ's 

mercy towards his church! Cannot the reader see how it applies 

to the mercies of God towards Israel, and no more to Christôs 

church than it does to me? But notwithstanding this and other 

evidence against the truth of revealed religionð

notwithstanding the voice of reason is loud in its cries against 

itðand notwithstanding the palpable obscurities, 

inconsistencies, and contradictions incident to the Bible,ð

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 of the 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 they call 

Christians. About a year ago I began to be sceptical. People 

may wonder how I 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 

luminous mid-day from the deep shades of night. When I first 

began to grow sceptical with regard to revealed religion, I read 
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Paleyôs Evidences, Tomlinôs Theology, Hugo Grotius, and 

many other works over again attentively. All these, however, 

only served to convince me 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 I perused the Age of Reason; and this entirely 

opened my eyes to the errors in which I had so lately trodden. 

Had I known of the inconsistencies and false interpretations of 

many passages in the Bible before this period, I should have 

also embraced the creed of Deism before; but it is only when 

we read, reason, and compare, that we find, the Old and 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 is we 

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 upon what 

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. If we extract that sentence of Isaiah, ñBehold, 

a virgin,ò &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 totally 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), I 

will prove shortly in my comparison of the Gospels of Matthew 
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and Luke. People will be disgusted with me for this volumeð

my friends will avoid me as they would an adderðand my 

relatives will renounce me. And why? Because I defend my 

God from the horrible calumnies attached to his name, and 

endeavour to open the eyes of the world to the errors they have 

so long imbibed. 

And here I 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 deny themselves 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 all thoughts of worldly ambition, that 

their hopes of a reward in heaven may be the more sure? I 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 ministers 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 thought of tomorrow, 

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 ears! They 

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 poorðbut 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. I know a 

clergyman who 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 the footstool 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, I am sorry to say, is libelðand the greater 

the truth, the greater the libel. But as I have already extended 

my preface beyond the limits I had proposed to myself when 

first setting off, I shall hastily conclude it, and commence my 

comparison of the books, called Gospels, written by Matthew 

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 mercyðlisten 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 

another 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 be naturally 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 ofðhere, I say, we have two 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 of Christôs very grandfather by 

his fatherôs side is differently mentioned. Can we then receive 

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? I thank the Almighty, whom 

I believe in, the one and only God, that He has opened 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, I shall here set down a regular list of the 

genealogy of Jesus Christ, as copied from each evangelist, and 

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.Osias 



17 
 

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.Elmodam 

xviii.Cosam 

xix.Addi 

xx.Melchi 

xxi.Neri 

xxii.Salathiel 

xxiii.Zorobabel 

xxiv.Rhesa 

xxv.Joanna 

xxvi.Judah 

xxvii.Joseph 

xxviii.Semei 

xxix.Mattathias 

xxx.Maath 

xxxi.Nagge 

xxxii.Esli 

xxxiii.Naum 

xxxiv.Amos 

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 
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makes forty-three generations from David to Jesus Christ, and 

Matthew only 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 other is 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 books of inconsistencies 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, that the 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 Giant-killer, or the 

Baron Munchausen; but these last personagesô achievements 

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 liesðhis are amusing and 

connected, theirs are not: he does not wish posterity to believe 

his anecdotesðbut they did. And here in its place I should 

remark, that all through this dissertation I suppose Matthew and 

Luke to have written the gospels which bear their name: my 

treatise does 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, 

Matthew says, ñWhen as his mother Mary was espoused to 

Joseph, before they came together, she was found with child of 
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the Holy Ghost,ò plainly indicating that she was with child 

before they were married, which premature pregnancy may 

happen to any other prostitute. And here I must stop one instant, 

to remark the horror of the taleðto 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 Christiansðif these be the ideas you have 

of your Godðbetter to hang a millstone (using your own 

words) about your necks, and cast yourselves into the deep 

waters. But to proceed. Luke, in his statement, has these words, 

ñTo a virgin espoused to a man, whose name was Joseph.ò4 

Now by the word espoused, Luke cannot mean contracted, or 

merely 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. But noðhe plainly indicates 

that Joseph and Mary were united 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, now-a-days, a common 

girl fathered her bastard child upon God, and called a company 

of fishermen and publicans to prove it, whose only testimony 

could be, ñWe believe it, because we are told so,ò what would 

the judge and jury imagine? This trick will not pass off in these 

days of civilisation and education, but it 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 

 
4 The Hebrew word for virgin also signifies young woman. 
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any account of. Besides, Herod was not absoluteðhe 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, because it seems 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 event as 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 that the evangelists wrote from 

oral traditionðas 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 which, a man 

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 I am 

confident it is of spurious extraction. Let others believe this and 

the like stories if they will be blind, I 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 other living creatures. In the 17th verse, 

Matthew says, ñBut when Herod was dead, an angel of the Lord 
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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 sought the young child's life.ò But in 

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 Herod the tetrarch; and Luke affirms 

that at what time John came baptising in the wilderness, Herod 

was tetrarch of Galilee.ðchap. iii. verse 1. My reader sees that 

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

I defy sophist and theologian to confute 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 lions, as 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, I 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, I may here add, as a supplementary note to this anecdote 

of the evangelists, 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 

happened. Now to many this may appear a ridiculous desire in 

me to find out as many petty and immaterial faults as I can; but 

I 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 subject of 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 represents the 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 ñTHE WORD OF GOD.ò 

And here I may ask, what possible meaning there can be in 

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 I 

allude is this, ñThat it might be fulfilled which was spoken by 

Esaias the prophet, saying, the land of Zebulun and the land of 

Nephthalim, by the way of the sea, beyond Jordan, Galilee of 

the Gentiles.ò As if I were to say, ñThe land of Kent, and the 

land of Hampshire, by the way of the sea, beyond Thames, 

Middlesex of the English.ò 

Thomas Paine has exposed the imposition of this passage; 

but as his works, as I have afore said, are seldom read, or kept 

in houses or libraries, I will place this sentence properly as he 

has placed it. Matthew extracts it from Isaiah, chap. ix. verse 1; 

which stands thus: [ñNevertheless, the dimness shall not be 

such as was in her vexation, when at the first he lightly afflicted 

the land of Zebulun] and the land of Nephthali, [and afterwards 

did more grievously afflict her] by the way of the sea, beyond 

Jordan, [in] Galilee of the nations.ò 

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 accustomed to 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 I ask them, what sense exists in my 

parallel application of English names above? And therefore, in 

the verse, as it is quoted 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 country. Were it my object in this 

treatise to examine the prophecies, I 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 to come to 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 establish their own 

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 

expose these 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 of a married woman (it matters notðthe 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 true, then God is dependent on a higher 

power still, which power signified to him the necessity of the 
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alternativeðñyou must either sacrifice your son, or the world 

must be irrecoverably destroyed, and condemned.ò And God, 

in obedience to this higher power, chose the alternative of 

crucifying his son. But we know that there is no higher power 

than God, and therefore this supposition is ridiculousðand yet 

the story of the sacrifice of Christ depends upon this 

supposition, and is also ridiculous. But Christians (to carry my 

argument still further) say that Christ is Godðthat he is part of 

Godðthat he is one of the three which are in oneð

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 daysðGod died for three daysðthe 

God of heaven and earth ceased to exist: what then became of 

the whole system of worlds?ðwho 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, and the 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, 

ñThe fame of Jesus went out into every place of the country 

round about.ò It then appears, to follow Luke still further, that 

immediately after the miracle, Christ went into Simonôs house, 

and healed Peterôs wifeôs mother, who was sick of a fever. But 

antecedent to this last miracle, which Matthew does mention, 
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Matthew represents Jesus as coming down from a mountain, 

healing a leper, 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 performed the miracle in Peter's house. 

If I 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 straight from 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, I say, would future ages put much confidence in 

either of our stories? Would they not unanimously cry out, ñWe 

are not obliged to believe this, for the two authors detail it 

differently.ò And were not the intervening miracles great 

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 language,ðas for 

instance, the words of John Baptist, and the words in the 

temptation. This then still further proves that the whole 

anecdotes were written from oral traditionðas, when each 

evangelist heard them, he arranged them as he liked,ðof 

course, taking care to put the birth first, and the 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 had intervened 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 anyðbut this sentence is also to be 

found in Luke, chap. iv. verse 40. Moreover, with regard 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 I were to write another history of Munchausen, and 

transpose the eventsðrelinquishing some, and adding others. 

The whole basis of the Christian Religion is not firmer than that 

of the book above-mentioned; and the New Testament is quite 

as ridiculous, 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 power, 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 I have given sufficient proof of the 

inaccuracy of the chronology already), and without relating 

elaborately what tales are narrated by one, and omitted by the 

other, I 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 comments 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 I wish 

all who read it, to be thoroughly convinced of the imposition 

that has for eighteen hundred years been put upon the world. 

Nor do I 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. But Iðin the face of all men, in 

opposition to the creed which my late revered parents professed 

and taught meðI am not timid nor backward in expressing my 

sentiments on so awful a subject; for I feel it to be a duty I owe 

myself and others. I have therefore conspicuously affixed my 

name to the first page of this volume; and I send it 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. I am not ashamed of the creed I professðfor 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 I not also 

do it? I deduce my arguments entirely from the book itselfðI 

compare two of the histories of Christ together, and mark how 

discrepant, how inconsistent, 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. This then 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 these were 

absent, performing miracles, healing sicknesses, &c. &c., this 

evangelist goes on to say, ñthat John heard in prison the works 
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of Christ, and sent two of his disciples to say unto him, art thou 

he that should come, or do we look for another?ò5 This 

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 ñI have need to be baptized of thee, and comest thou to 

me?ò And also in the gospel of the evangelist John, the Baptist 

says these words, seeing Jesus coming unto him, ñBehold the 

Lamb of God, which taketh away the sins of the world; this is 

he of whom I said, after me cometh a man that is preferred 

before me. And I knew him not; but that he should be made 

manifest to Israel, therefore came I baptizing with water. And 

John bare record, saying, I saw the spirit descending from 

heaven like adore, and it abode upon him. And I knew him not; 

but he that sent me to baptize with 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 I saw and bare record that this is the Son of 

God.ò 

How many contradictions have we here! between Matthew 

and himself, and between Matthew and John. Matthew, as I 

have already shown, makes out that John knew Jesus the 

moment he saw himðbefore the dove came down; and John 

makes out that the Baptist did not know Jesus before the 

descension of the spirit. 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 Christ by saying, ñBehold the Lamb 

 
5 According to Matthew, Herod then did not put John to death, for 

Herod is dead at this timeðnot so according to Luke. 
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of God,ò &c., and then denied his knowledge of him, till the 

descent of the spirit convinced John who Christ was, and which 

was he.6 

And what does Luke say?ðIn chap. vii. verse 19, John 

sends his disciples to Jesus to ask Jesus the same question as is 

found in Matthew, ñArt thou he that should come, or do we 

look for another?ò But this event, according to Luke, happened 

before Jesus sent out his own disciples, and in Matthew it 

happened immediately after. But it was immediately after 

Christ sent out his disciples, according to Luke, that ñHerod, 

hearing of the things that were done, supposed that it was John 

(whom he had beheaded) risen from the dead,ò chap. ix. verse 

9. And behold, in chap. xiv. of Matthew, Herod is again alive, 

notwithstanding this evangelist had killed him while Jesus was 

a young child in Egypt (chap. ii. verse 19); and Herod also 

makes the same remark concerning the re-appearance of John 

as is represented in Luke. Luke kills John before Christ sent out 

his disciples to publish the Christian faith; but Matthew makes 

John send 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 miracle 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 incongruous as to the 

 
6 Perhaps I 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 Johnôs came to him with the questions 

before mentioned, or he must have sent them after that inquiry 

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 happening at 

a different period of Jesusô life from the era mentioned by the 

other, the conclusion I 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 therefore the 

whole Christian religion is a false and base fabrication of 

falsehood and lies. 

I 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 that Smollett 

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 man's life, 

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, I will give dates to each event 

there mentioned; and suppose that Smollett's stand thusð1220, 

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 

Smollett 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 digress for a moment, I must here observe, that I 

know of no other more effectual way of proving these matters, 

than by bringing forward parallel cases, embracing other 

subjects. I proceed to apply my paragraph. Suppose Jesus to 

have been thirty years old (Luke iii. 23) when he was baptized, 

thirty-one when John sent his disciples, and thirty-two 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, thirty-one when he sent out his own 

followers, and thirty-two when the Baptist dispatched disciples 

to make the afore-mentioned inquiry. Here, then, is a parallel 

application of my passage, self-evident, self-convincing: and I 

again defy all Christian theologians and casuists to refute these 

arguments. 

The only argument they could use would be this: ñMatthew 

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 his history, 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 not critically particular, we should not be 

so.ò This could be their only reply to my argument concerning 

the chronology of Christ's historiesðand yet, I dare affirm, 

they would deem this reply decisive and convincing; and 

perhaps they would qualify it with a hint concerning 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, I will ask, do the 

histories of Christ not agree, if they be true? Would God entrust 

his holy 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 the first, 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? I dare say there 

be many who have never 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, I would advise them to 

do it speedily, and to assist themselves in the task by a perusal 

of An Examination of the Prophecies, by 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 behold these 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 worldly 

affairs is sage and goodðI 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 in my 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, when, 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 churchmen and 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 a tear, or if they heaved a 

parting sigh, the first would be in regret at the long blindness 

which enveloped them ere their con-version, and the latter 

would be expressive of a prayer to the Almighty Father, the one 

and only God, that he would be graciously pleased 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 annunciation (as the descent 

of the Holy Spirit of God in the shape of a dove, supposing for 

an instant this event to be true) of Christôs heavenly extraction 

and celestial mission, all those parts of Judea at least must have 

known him, for Luke gives us to understand 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 Christ; and 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 

exclamation of ñThou, Jesus of Nazareth!ò and of ñThou art 

Christ, the son of God!ò Luke and Matthew do not certainly 

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 now come to the transfiguration. Matthew begins, chap. 

xvii. verse 1, thus: ñAnd after six days Jesus taketh Peter, and 

James, and John his brother, up into a high mountain apart.ò 

But Luke commences, chap. ix. verse 28, thus: ñAnd it came to 

pass, about an eight days after this,ò &c. Here both the 

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 inaccuracy 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. I suppose this transfiguration happened at 

night-time, as no one else in the world saw it, and as poor 

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! But noðthis 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 Jews 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 some time after rebukes his apostles for 

quarreling about which was the greatest, making this remark, 

ñHe that is least among you, the same shall be great.ò But, 

excluding nearly all, he takes with him that prince of liars, 

Peter; to whom, I am certain, Jesus alluded when he said, ñThe 

devil was the father of lies.ò 

The application of that verse in Matthew,7 ch. 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 can have 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 and fallacy displayed in the New Testament. Here 

also I 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 

 
7 ñAnd if so be that he find it, verily I say unto you, he rejoiceth 

more of that sheep than of the ninety-nine which went not astray.ò 

Also, see Luke, chap. xv, verse 4. 
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Christians, prefer men that 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 good,ðwould he 

prefer these to persons who had never sustained even the 

tainted breath of calumny without its vanishing 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. 

xx., verse 29, says, ñAnd as they departed from Jericho, two 

blind men, sitting by the way-side, cried out, saying, Have 

mercy on us, 0 Lord, thou son of David.ò But Luke writes, 

chap. xviii. verse 36, that ñAs he came nigh unto Jericho, a 

certain blind man sat by the way-side begging.ò This, to say 

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, continues, ñAnd Jesus entered and 

passed through Jericho.ò Here is not only a discrepancy in the 

number, but also in the place; and this is the way I account for 

it. A verbal tradition was handed down from father to son, that 

ña man, probably a great physician, called Jesus Christ, cured a 

person, or two people, of blindness near Jericho;ò so that when 

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 somewhere near Jericho: in the 

same way I 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 to 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 I drop 

any further remarks upon this pretended miracle: the 

inconsistency speaks for itself. 

The next thing I. am led to discuss is the discrepancy that 

exists between the two parables that mention a future state. I 

mean, concerning the judgment-day in Matthew, chap. xxv. 

verse 31, and the story of the rich man and Lazarus, in Luke, 

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 the world, ñwhen the Son of Man8 shall come in 

his glory, and all the holy angels with him;ò and that till this 

day the dead are in a state of nothingness: for he says, ñAnd 

before him (Jesus) shall be gathered all nations.ò 

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 condemned by instant judgment; for he avers, that ñthe 

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 lift up his eyes, being in torment.ò 

Then, again, this salvation of the one and condemnation of 

the other are evidently proved to be before the end of the world, 

that is, before the world was summoned universally to the 

judgment-seat; because we have these words handed down to 

us by the same evangelist, immediately after the former 

 
8 So-called. 
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quotation, at the 27th verse. ñThen said the rich man, I pray 

thee therefore, father Abraham, that thou wouldest send 

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

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

torment. Abraham saith 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.ò 

I 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 

ñthat a certain maid beheld him,ò and accused him first; after 

that, a man, to whom Peter says, ñMan, I am notò one of Christ's 

followers: and lastly a single individual, in opposition to 

Matthewôs number, addressed the unfortunate apostle in 

similar words; to whom the reply was, ñMan, I know not what 

thou sayest.ò 

Now this also leads me to consider the circumstances of 

Peterôs smiting off the servant's ear. If he had done so, the Jews, 

who already sought the disciples of Christ, as well as Jesus 

himself, would have immediately recognised Peter as one, and 

would have presently seized 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 noðPeter gets off, nobody knows how, the ear 

is healed, and nothing is said of the circumstance at the 

judgment-seat. 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 afterwards 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 

Herodðbut Matthew has entirely forgotten the circumstance. 

Moreover, the very superscription over the cross of Christ is 

differently represented; for according to Matthew it is:ð 

 

THIS IS [JESUS] THE KING OF THE JEWS 

 

and Luke writes it,ð 

 

THIS IS THE KING OF THE JEWS 

 

and here I cannot help noticing, that Luke says, ñand it was 

about the sixth hour;ò but Mark affirms it to have 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 

oôclock; consequently, Jesus was crucified at twelve according 

to Luke, and at nine o'clock according to Mark. 

But to drop this digression, and to continue with my 

comparison. Luke, in verse 33 of this chapter, says, ñThey 

crucified him, and the malefactors, one on his right hand, and 

the other on his left.ò Then again he contradicts himself by 
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saying, verse 39, ñAnd one of the malefactors which were 

hanged,ò &c.: and yet I suppose theologians will get over this, 

by affirming that crucifixion is hangingðbut that would be a 

quibble. Matthew says nothing of the thief repenting,9 and, on 

his conversion, being promised by Christ the joys of paradise; 

but he gives us to understand that both reviled him; for he says, 

ñThe thieves also cast the same in his teeth.ò Such a remarkable 

circumstance, as a malefactor upon the cross or gibbet 

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 

supplicating expression of ñEli, Eli, lama sabacthani?ò if he had 

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, 

ñMy God, my God, why hast thou forsaken me?ò but it is not 

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 one, co-equal in power. 

Not but what this circumstance is all 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 healing, should publish his fame 

and his powers; and when he addressed the multitude thus, who 

came out to take him: ñBe ye come out as against a thief, with 

swords and staves? When I sate with you daily in the temple, 

 
9 If he were hanged, how, in the name of common sense, could he 

speak? 
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ye stretched forth no hands against me; but this is your hour, 

and the hour of darknessò was not this an intercession to the 

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 departed saints paid to 

divers people in the city; and I have before shown that Luke's 

account is not supplementary to Matthewôs; therefore, the 

inference I draw from the omission of this very important event 

is, that our friend Luke never had it in his power to mention 

itðand this for a capital reasonðbecause 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 three nights 

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 thirty-eight hours, instead of seventy-

two, as it should have been if Christ's prophecy were fulfilled. 

Luke begins his conclusive chapter thus: ñUpon the first day of 

the week, very early in the morning,ò &c., thereby indicating it 

was morning. But Matthew says, ñIn the end of the Sabbath, as 

it began to dawn,ò &c., intending to represent that it was not 

yet Sunday morning, but Saturday night still. 

Matthew's angel was seated on a stone outside 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 describes two angels standing inside the sepulchre.10  

Matthew's angel tells the women they shall 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 eleven as they 

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 written, I 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, it is my fervent and constant hope that 

 
10 That the reader may continue his comparisons farther still, I 

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 will not have been vainly bestowed, 

and I 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 I before expressed myself, with 

the favour and countenance of some few whose sentiments and 

opinions coincide with mine, I shall avail myself, but not, I 

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 maintain its 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 opportunities given 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, or rather foresaw the advantages to 

be gained by its acquisition.11 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 the French 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 important town to occupy,ð

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 southern colonies. 

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. Scipio (Aemilius) added the 

valley of the Bagradas to the kingdom of Masinissa and of 

Micipsa, his son-in-law, and the whole took the name of 

 
11 Original citation: G.W.M. Reynolds, óConstantina; on the 

Importance of its Occupation by the Frenchô, The Monthly 

Magazine, March 1837, pp. 228ï35. 
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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 proconsuls, and 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 re-established 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 people 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. Constantius, the son of 

Constantinus the Great, re-built 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 had 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, the ancient 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 well-initiated in agricultural knowledge, its trade in 

the centre of Africa, and its advantageous situation between the 

finest tract of Beled-el-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 Constantina, which 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 north by the 

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 herosim, 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 that 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 260,000l. Constantina had at the same 

time a trade with Bona, the small sea-ports of Quol and Storra, 

and the Royal African Company of Marseilles, to the amount 

of 200,000l. per annum. Within the few last years the 

commercial intercourse between Constantina and Tunis has 

experienced a rapid and considerable increase, and we cannot 

entertain the slightest doubt that if Achmet-Bey 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. We will endeavour 

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 Ouanquarah. 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 occasional rocks or 

mountains, formed of a species of free-stone, 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 and almost 

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 occasional 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 of rendezvous for the caravans of the 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 

Augelah 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:ð

arrived 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 the whole break up into small parties for Tripoli, 

Bengahzi, and the other sea-ports 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 arrival in 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 other sea-ports 

in the neighbourhood, passing through Mozab, Touzer, and 

Tuggurt, whence goods are exported to Constantina 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 Bamakou. It passes 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 22,000 to 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 with goods, 

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 Darfour and Ouaday: 4000 to 4500 more are 

destined for Tripoli and the various sea-ports 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 the caravans 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 immediate 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 merchandise imported from Central to 

Northern Africa and to the western provinces by the ports of 

the Senegal, annually amounts to upwards of 3,200,000l.; and 

the value of the exports from the Mediterranean shores, the 

Senegal, and the gulphs of Benin and Biafra, amounts to 

2,800,000l.  

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 article only requires the 

services of ten camels, 

 

The actual worth, then, would amount to 

 

£168,000 

The expenses incidental to, and the profits of the 

Caravans 

 

£400,000 

European trade at the Senegal 

 

£320,000 

ðððð 

 £2,400,000 

 

There therefore remains for the value of 20,000 

to 25,000 camels, that have carried convertibles 

and water for the slaves and the animals brought 

from the south 

 

£800,000 

 

The worth of a camel, therefore, bound for the north, would 

amount to about 32l. sterling. This would be subject to a 

considerable and evident augmentation during a journey to the 

south. 

Again, from the sum of 2,800,000l. the amount of the 

imports from the Mediterranean shores and those of the ocean 

to the interior of Africa, we must cut off 400,000l. from 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 2,000,000l. to answer the value of the 25,000 camels 

returning, which would allow 801. for each camel. At the same 

time we must remark 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 
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timesðthat their camels are less fatigued on their arrival at the 

end of their muchðand 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 those countries 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, millet, Indian 

corn, barley and flour, dates, dried fruits, and salt meatð

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, china-porcelain, paper, weapons, ammunition, 

glass-ware, &c. &c. 

The objects of barter are indigo, opium, cochineal, saffron, 

plants for dying, certain kinds of spice, drugs, perfumery, liver-

wort, resin, varnish, ivory, ostrich-feathers, &c., which are 

exported by means of the caravans. The ports of the Senegal 

trade in gums of all species, palm-oil, 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 sea-ports and the south: and it is to 

avail themselves 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 of cultivation and agricultural industry, 

not only now diminishes, but in process of time will totally 

destroy the trade of Alexandria. Mehemet-Ali, in his gigantic 

march towards the civilization of the Egyptians, has stopped 

the progress of the trade of Alexandria, and has cut off her 

commerce in those very articles which contributed to her 

wealth and prosperity. Mehemet-Ali requires black slaves for 

his armies and copper for his arsenals; the merchants of 

Alexandria are therefore obliged to neglect the import of the 

other productions of Den-Saleh, 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 

custom-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, Sidi-Jussuf-Aly-Keramanly-Oglan, was 

a man of considerable talents and political knowledge, and a 

staunch protector of the maritime trade as well as that of 

Central Africa. His brothers-in-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, and obliged 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 

10,000l. sterling and a hundred black slaves of both sexes. By 

this vigorous measure the 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 of the 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 Bengahzi, 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 his authority. The Capitan-Pacha 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 those domestic 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 caravans 

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 are bound 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 Deyôs dismissal. 

Tunis has extensive manufactures of woollen tissues, felt 

caps, and purple dye. Its plains are fertile, and the productions 
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of the highly-cultivated 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, Tunis 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 maritime commerce of Tunis has more than doubled its 

exports and imports. Their gross amount in 1832 exceeded 

1,040,000l.: in 1833, it was 1,002,000l. The cholera was the 

cause of this trifling depreciation. Should the French possess 

themselves of Constantina and 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 merchandise 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 sea-ports, rather than trusting such 

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 to be 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 waterðthe morality of its 

inhabitantsðthe wisdom of the Sultan of Terny-Moun, who 

governs the confederation of the oases of the Tuatsðall these 

circumstances will eventually tend to aggrandise the fortunes 

and the authority of the inhabitants of that oasis. The Tuats are 

naturally independent in disposition, as well as from the 

circumstance of their central position in the midst of Sabarah; 

they love their countryðthey are rich and industriousðand to 

them belongs the greater portion of the camels that traverse the 

desert. 

We may also remark that the fourth line of communication, 

from the north to the south, is much shorter than the third and 

the fifth: the march occupies sixty-three days, and its length is 

1100 geographical miles. The third line, on the contrary, 

embraces a journey of 1500 miles, and requires seventy-three 

days: the fifth occupies eighty-four 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 which 

Constantina is situated, the branch caravans have only four 

daysô march, and seventy-five miles to accomplish, ere they 

arrive at the town of Bona, and a much less distance to the gulfs 

of Stora and Quol. To Algiers, there are nine daysô journey, and 

172 miles to travel. 

But to be briefðfor we have unwittingly spun out this 

article of statistics and commercial geography to an unusual 

lengthðit 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 advantages accruing to the fourth line of communication 

from the south to the north, a portion of those belonging to the 

third line, and another partðmore or less importantðof the 

fifth. These expeditions would soon surpass in magnitude the 

number of 6000 laden camels, which, even at the 

commencement, would enrich Constantina. Their value for the 

southern enterprisesðnot counting the slaves, the camels, nor 

the horsesðis at least 321. 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 £12 a-

piece 

 

£24,000 

Expense of 1500 camels or horses £9,000 

 ððððð 

£305,000 

 

Six thousand camels, laden with goods intended 

for the desert and the south, at the rate of £60 a-

piece 

£860,00 

 

The occupation of Constantina will therefore 

produce by its trading alone 

£665,000 
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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 feudal vassalage, the same subserviency, and 

the same submission on the part of the inhabitants, that were 

enjoyed by the Dey of Algiers,ðthat is to say, in the countries 

of Belledel-gerid, or land of dates, as far as Tafeleltð Zab, 

Beskorah, and the tract of Bled-el-gerid as far as the lake of 

Melgig,ðtogether with Ouady, Ouerquelah, Tuggurt, and 

Ouady-Moyabôs six towns and villages.  

The occupation of Constantina by the French, moreover, 

assures to them the alliance of the Dey of Tunis, and on his side 

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 honourable 

employment to many French officers now on half-pay, 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 

 

Part One. 

 

The ñQuarterly Reviewò some time ago put forth a fulminating 

article against French novels.12 In 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 

1830,ðan insurrection having for its object the working of a 

great and glorious change in the liberties of a mighty people,ð

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 library than 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 abounding with 

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 

on French novels by the writer in the ñQuarterly Reviewò is 

correct and well founded. Such acknowledgment, however, we 

do not mean to make unconditionally nor without qualification. 

The writer in the ñQuarterlyò has a most marvellous facility 

of stringing together a variety of epithets that we only expect to 

 
12 Original citation: G.W.M. Reynolds, óThe French Poets and 

Novelistsô, The Monthly Magazine, May 1837, 524ï32. 
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see in the police reports of the ñWeekly Dispatchò or ñBellôs 

Life in London.ò ñA vulgar, stupid, and ugly maid-servant of 

an obscure house had attractions for Jean Jacques Rousseau;ò 

and what then? Why, it 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 condemn. ñA baser, meaner, 

filthier scoundrel never polluted society than Rousseau.ò This 

is partially true: but does the 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 pointed, its elucidations more 

clear, and its exposition of tyranny and injustice more palpable 

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

ñContrat Socialò as vain, as absurd, and as fatal in their practice 

as the writer in the ñQuarterlyò would endeavour to make them 

appear? Noðfor the sovereignty of the people is indisputably 

the peopleôs right; and no one can deny a nationôs privilege to 

choose its own governors. As for Rousseauôs works, in which 

he attacks the fundamental principles and the excellence 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 denizens of earth? 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 have remained 

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 ñQuarterly,ò had a revolution taken 

place in England 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 reasoning of the said ñQuarterly.ò But 

we beg to inform our readers that no French novels contain 

such indecent pictures 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 

ñPericles, Prince of Tyre,ò ñCymbeline,ò ñTroilus and 

Cressida,ò &c., of Shakespeare. 

After some rambling abuse, equally remarkable for its want 

of talent and of truth, the writer in the ñQuarterlyò commences 

his grand cannonade with a formidable attack on M. Charles 

Paul de Kock. 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 painted in such glowing colours, as the critic 

in the ñQuarterlyò would seem to infer. As for any vulgarity of 

style, Paul de Kockôs wit cannot be called vulgar nor low: but 

we strongly suspect that the said critic is not very familiar with 

the French language, and consequently 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 reflections. In ñLe Barbier de Parisò there are many 

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 ruffians of the olden time, who were 
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called ñgentle knights,ò P. de Kock has not at least been guilty 

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 most celebrated 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 ñLe Barbier de Paris,ò ñSoeur Anne,ò ñJean,ò ñM. 

Dupont,ò and ñLe Cocu.ò The first of these here enumerated is 

a romance somewhat in the Radcliffe style;ðthe 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, an enlévement necessarily 

succeeds, and the dénouement of the tale elucidates the 

mysteries in the regular German fashion. Touquet, the barber, 

has murdered the supposed father of Blanche, and Blanche is 

the marquisôs daughter. The last chapter is peculiarly 

interesting. Blanche is immured in a chamber in the marquisôs 

country-houseðthe 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 apartment, 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 trembles, 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 water. He 

succeeds in dragging her to the land; and at that moment the 
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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 notðthe vital spark had fled, and she 

remained a corpse between the two individuals who deplored 

her. 

There is one very excellent character in the ñBarber of 

Paris;ò it is the Chevalier Chaudoreille, who never opens his 

lips but to tell a lie. He is employed by the barber in a variety 

of ways, and universally endeavours to pass himself off as a 

great man. ñThose women,ò said he, ñthose women, cadédis!ò 

(his favourite oath) ñare ruinous! Sacredié! were it not for them 

I should be rich; but I ruin myself for their smiles. Eh! bienð

never mind: I have only to look kindly with my killing eyes 

upon some duchess or dowager, and I can be bravely clad in a 

minute.ò This worthy gentleman is a native of Gascony, and of 

course as great a rogue as he is a liar. 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 gallant and the gay, when both 

pocket and stomach are empty. Chaudoreille, who proclaims 

himself a very raffin® dôhonneur, is the greatest coward in the 

world. Hence may we learn to mistrust the empty vaunts and 

superficial boastings of those individuals who ñhave killed their 

man,ò or who ñare ready to go out whenever they have an 

opportunity.ò 

ñSoeur Anneò is a most affecting tale. A poor dumb girl 

becomes the victim of the seducerôs desires. The son and heir 

of a rich nobleman succeeds in possessing himself of her 

person, and although he faithfully remains near her during the 
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first few months of illicit pleasure, circumstances oblige him 

eventually to return home to the paternal dwelling. Time wears 

away; he marries; and ñSister Anneò leaves her cottage, to go 

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 returnsðthen comes the sad dénouement of the tale. 

ñSister Anneò has a child, the fruit of her illicit amour, and she 

and her infant sleep in a wing detached from the main body of 

the house. Her apartment catches fireðshe is with her lover in 

the gardenðthe sight of the devouring flames unties her 

tongueðand, as an accident originally struck her dumb, so now 

a similar occurrence restores her long-lost faculty of speech. 

ñMy childðmy childðoh! save my child!ò and the child is 

saved: but ñSoeur Anneò lives not to see it grow, nor to hear 

the word ñMotherò from its lisping tongueðshe dies in early 

youth, broken-hearted, and only consoled by the assurance of a 

paternal home for her child. 

Dubourg in ñSoeur Anneò is the parallel to Chaudoreille in 

ñLe Barbier de Paris;ò but his character is, if anything, more 

amusing; and the various shifts to which he and a poor tutor are 

reduced, in order to 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 falsehoodsðthese again point out useful lessons, 

afford good examples, and place the vices of the world forcibly 

in their proper light. 
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ñJeanò is exquisitely witty. In few of his works has Paul de 

Kock displayed so much humour as in this. All the peculiarities 

of the French, youthful 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 man in 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 herbalist 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 knocks at the Tosi of several, crying out ñLa 

garde! la garde!ò (The nurse! the nurse!) which also means 

ñThe guard! the guard!ò He arrives home without any accident, 

and gives his wife, and a neighbour who has kindly dropped in, 

a fine description of his walk, or rather run. Meantime the 

labour-pains increase: a loud knocking at the front door seems 

to promise the assistance 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, ñWhere are the robbers?ò 

The fact was, that the neighbourhood, alarmed by the cries 

of Durand in the street, and hearing him hallooing after ñla 

garde!ò fancied he was summoning military assistance instead 

of a nurse; and up to the period when the history takes leave of 

her, the servant continually declared that Monsieur Durand had 

expressly called in a regiment of soldiers to see his wife 

brought to bed. 

There are some admirable characters in ñJean.ò Belle-queue 

the retired barber, Mistigris the dancing-master, 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 sheriffs-officer, 

the stationer, or the cabinet-maker, her departed lords; and she 

is continually making comparisons between other peopleôs 

children and her thirteenth, or ninth, or seventh child, she 

forgets which; but she declares in Madame Durandôs case that 

she has never known so military an accouchement. She had 

heard of military funerals, military weddings, but never of 

military births.  

John, the hero of this novel, is at first a good-for-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, all-powerful love, before 

whose darts fall vanquished kings, princes, and noblesðlove, 

 

Who rules the court, the camp, the grove,  

And men below, and saints above;  

For love is heavôn, and heavôn is loveð 

 

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

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

obliges him to abandon his low-life 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 

Dorville, the object of Jeanôs attachment, becomes sensible of 

the youthôs merits since his change of behaviour; she also 

entertains a reciprocal attachment, and, despite of the mean 

devices of their enemies, they are united in matrimonial bonds. 

ñWhere is the moral,ò the ñQuarterly Reviewò may ask, ñin 

this novel?ò The moral is, that however bad our propensities 
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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 

knows well how to keep up the interest of his tales till the last. 

In those where there are mysteries, few would guess the 

dénouement; and in those where there are not, the mind is never 

wearied of dwelling upon the work, although no elucidation of 

anything as yet 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; this is ñCaleb Williams,ò for 

Miss Melville cannot be called the heroine of the tale; her 

history is merely an episode. 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 amusing parts of the book. But let us say one word upon 

ñM. Dupont.ò 

Monsieur Dupont is a grocer, and he falls in love, very 

naturally, with a beautiful girl, whose nomenclature is far from 

sentimental. ñóMiss Montounetòðatrocious appellation!ðhas, 

however, her own cher ami, Adolphe. Adolphe is the 

unsuccessful suitorðDupont 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 tied to the horsesô tails, and 

nosegays placed between their ears. The occasional remarks of 

an old clerk, Bidois, are particularly piquant. In this character 

Paul de Kock combines much of humour, honesty, and 

curiosity: Bidois has all the wit of Dubourg and Chaudoreille, 

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; in the meantime Eugéne has proofs of 

Adolpheôs infidelity; she sees him with a mistress, and repents 

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 Dupont hastens 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 encountered at the various 

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 Shakespeare 

was fain to do with Mercutio in ñRomeo and Juliet;ò by means 

of death, for an authorôs agency in such dilemmas is no other, 

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 them 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 

Paul de Kock, the critic in the ñQuarterlyò proceeds to attack 

Victor Hugo, and asserts without advancing one iota of any 

kind of proof, without even quoting one passage from the book, 

that ñ óNotre Dame de Parisô is an imitation of Walter Scott, 

whom it resembles as much as Goose Gibbie in his helmet and 

buff coat might resemble the noble chivalry of Lord Evandale.ò 

We are therefore to suppose, first, that because the scenes of 

ñQuentin Durwardò and ñNotre Dame de Parisò are laid in the 

time of Louis the Eleventh of France, and that ñQuentin 

Durwardò was written prior to the other work, ñNotre Dame de 

Parisò is consequently an imitation of ñQuentin Durward;ò and 

secondly, because the critic declares the romance of Victor 

Hugo to be despicable when compared with the 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 fact of his 

article being in the ñQuarterlyò will consecrate 

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 subject. We maintain that he has 

successfully competed with the our Northern writer now no 

more; we have seen him throw round a low girlðan obscure 

beingðthat halo of all-absorbing interest which hitherto had 

been attached to queens or princesses, and which never may be 

forgotten by him who has read ñNotre Dame de Paris.ò But the 

age of romance has yielded to a brighter oneðwhen 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, following 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 horrors13 to the world instead of the light, the 

witty, and the 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 failedðand he stood, 

and he stands alone as 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 of men. 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 soul-harrowing interest, that ñpleasing 

pain,ò that love of aught terrible, pervading his plays, which 

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 

is in ñLucrece Borgiaòðit is addressed by a son to his 

motherða son who is not aware that he is speaking to his 

mother:ð 

ñI know that I have a mother, and that she is unhappy; and 

willingly would I lay down my present life to see her weep, and 

all my future hopes in another to see her smile.ò Sublimity, 

 
13 Witness ñBug Jargalò and ñHans dôIsland.òô 
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tenderness, hope, despair, passion, and energy, are all 

combined in these few words! 

Victor Hugoôs last work is the ñSongs of Twilight.ò We 

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 

conclusion, would ask, ñWherefore are they called óChants du 

Crepuscule?ô ò And many might ask the same question for ñAn 

Ode to the Heroes of the 29th of Julyòðanother ñTo the 

Column in the Place Vendomeòðanother ñTo the Duke of 

Orleans,ò and so onðthese seem totally 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 

civilizationðhow the mind of man and society 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 resembles twilight. ñHence,ò as the author says in 

his preface, ñthe reader may account for those tender couplets 

closed by others of complaintðthat calmness touched with 

melancholyðthose sighs of delightðthat feebleness suddenly 

revivingðthat resigned infelicityðthose profound sorrows 

which excite the very surface of the sea of poetryðthose 

political tumults contemplated with serenityðthose holy 

wanderings from public to domestic mattersðthat dread of 

mundane affairs proceeding darkly, and then again those 

intervals of joyous and burning hope that the human species yet 

may flourish to excel.òðPref. p. 2. 

Hugoôs verses are harmonious, but his sentiments are 

occasionally commonplaceðhis 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 virtuous,ð

these are the principal merits of the author. The conversations 

in the ñSongs of Twilight,ò or ñChants du Cree puscule,òð

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 sympathy and unison of feeling 

existing between a lover and his mistress,ðconversations, 

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 

conversations are replete with beautiful imagery and brilliant 

metaphor. 

But we have already said sufficient on Victor Hugoôs last 

work: and now let us return to the abuse of the ñQuarterly,ò still 

following its criticisms on the same author. In that periodical 

we find ñLe Dernier Jour dôun Condamn®ò vituperated, the 

reader will never guess wherefore,ðsimply because it is 

printed ñin a diffuse style, divided into many chapters; and each 

chapter is so short and so carefully separated by blank leaves 

and open spaces, that of 312 pages, of which the volume 

consists, there are but 158, or about one-half, of letter-press.ò 

Now as the article in the ñQuarterlyò is intended to be an attack 

on authors, and not on printers and publishers, we cannot 

conceive an imagination so depraved as one that can invent a 

sentence like that above quoted; as if Victor Hugo attended to 

the arrangements made by Monsieur Eugene Renduel, 

publisher, who purchased the copyright. The fact is that ñLe 
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Dernier Jour dôun Condamn®ò is one of the most useful books14 

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 malefactorôs mind as he draws nearer 

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 ñNotre Dame de Paris,ò much might be said 

in its favour; and we would rather consult its pages as authority 

relative to the court of Louis XI than trust to the statements of 

ñQuentin Durward.ò The character of Esmeralda is one of the 

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 were more 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 the dénouement is 

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 2,400l. sterling, for the copyright of this 

edition only. 

Having thus far combated the false reasoning and rectified 

the misrepresentations in the ñQuarterly,ò relative to French 

authors, we shall postpone the conclusion of our article to the 

 
14 This novel was published about ten years ago.ðEd. 



74 
 

next number of our magazine, and shall then take an 

opportunity of examining the writings of Alexandre Dumas, 

Lamartine, George Sand, and De Balzac. 

 

Part Two 

 

We now come to Alexandre Dumas.15 Speaking of the 

ñSouvenirs dôAntony,ò the critic of the ñQuarterlyò says, ñThe 

scene of the first tale is Naples during its occupation by the 

French. A reward is offered 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 called enfans) how they had seen a sheep killed, cut his 

throat, &c.ò Now this sentence corroborates our assertion 

relative to the criticôs ignorance of the French language. These 

two boys had numbered seventeen summers, and the French as 

often apply the word enfant as garçon to individuals of that age. 

Fathers of families call their sons enfans even when they are 

thirty or forty years old. 

But to continue. We must inform the writer in the 

ñQuarterlyò that the two first and the last of M. Dumasô five 

tales are founded on facts, that he gathered those facts himself 

in Naples and that all Frenchmen understand as much. We must 

moreover remind the same gentlemanðfor from his language 

we naturally suppose the author of the article entitled ñFrench 

Novelsò to be of the male sexðthat there are two schools of 

novels, the romantic and the fashionable, and that M. Dumasô 

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

 
15 Original citation: G.W.M. Reynolds, óThe French Poets and 

Novelistsô, The Monthly Magazine, June 1837, pp. 609ï18. 
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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 choose to be their 

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 before him, 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 philosophy, of 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 ñQuarterly.ò As literary productions De 

Balzacôs novels are the first in France; and if the descriptive 

portions of his works be occasionally wearisome and tedious, 

as in the ñLys de Vall®e,ò and the ñPeau de Chagrin,ò the 

elegance of the language and the vivacity of the ideas amply 

compensate for this fault. The critic in the ñQuarterlyò has a 

particular regard for the word vulgar, 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 ñJoseph Andrewsò is not extenuated even by the admirable 

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

Balzacôs works ñare a series of unconnected tales of the 

vulgarest and most licentious character.ò 

We, however, strongly suspect that the author of the article 

in the ñ Quarterlyò is one of those Englishmen who have passed 

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 indispensable aid of a Nugentôs 

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 even to allow them to discuss the subjects in common 

conversation. Of this an editor of the ñAtlasò gave us a 

specimen about a year ago; when, in a long article intended to 

be a notice on the ñRevue des deux Mondes,ò and the ñRevue 

de Paris,ò he coolly tells us ñthat the French have no other 

literary periodical journals of any consequence, that their 

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

pay but little attention to criticisms on recent publications.ò All 

this is entirely false. The Parisian press boasts of the 

ñChronique de Paris,ò the ñVoleur,ò and the ñCabinet de 

Lecture,ò which are as large as the ñAthenaeum,ò which appear 

six times a month, and which invariably contain critical notices 

as elaborate as those of the English parallel papers. In addition 

to these, there are the ñRevue des deux Mondes,ò the ñRevue 

de Paris,ò ñFrance Litteraire,ò and ñLe Panorama de Londres,ò 

which are published every Sunday, and consist of from 150 to 

200 closely-printed octavo pages each, the ñRevue du Nord,ò 

the ñRevue Brittannique,ò and a variety of other magazines 

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 

newspapers (to the number of thirty-seven) 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. 

But let us return to our subject. The writer in the ñQuarterlyò 

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 

a few words with regard to ñJocelyn.ò 

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 deliriumðit is poetry. If there 

be any author who has complete power over 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 coloursðit is the poet. 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 passages in Victor Hugoôs 

ñChants du Crepuscule;ò we admired them for the novelty of 

the subject, the peculiarity of their style, 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 ñ Jocelyn.ò There is something so touching in the 

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 laid aside 

the book when once it was commenced. But let us be more 

special in our remarks. 

ñJocelynò is an episodeðit is not an entire poem. Even if 

the work were completed, and if the fragment, as it now stands, 

were connected as two books with ten others in the same style, 

the whole would not be entitled to the name of an ñEpic Poem.ò 

We do not mean to say that ñJocelyn,ò on the ground of its own 

merits, is unworthy of being considered an epic composition; 

for the word ñepicò has a peculiar and singular meaning; nor 

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 extend it at some future 

period, and as that extension would embrace the incidents, the 

subjects, and the style of ñJocelyn,ò he preferred sending forth 

this episode of his intended work at present, in order to prepare 

the way for the remainder, or to furnish materials 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 filled up of Spenserôs ñFaerie Queene;ò and 

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 enviable solitude, 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 hauntsð 

 

For, ôtwas the hour, when, free from evôry care,  

The holy hermit pourôd to heaven his prayer;  

And towôrds the cottage as I nearer drew,  

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 had not reposôd  

In Thetisô lap, the lattices were closed.  

A shudder came upon me, as the blast  

A transient ruffling oôer the waves may cast;  

Still, without vainly yielding to my woe,  

I 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 

confirmedðhis friend was no more. He ascended the 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 eôer had been;  

And on his tranquil countenance was shed  

A ray that seemed to tell he was not dead;  
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And the faint smile, which curled his lip ere he  

Had left the earth to seek eternity,  

Still lingeredðhappy sign that envious death  

Used but small effort to withdraw his breath! 

(page 26) 

 

When the funeral obsequies were completed, the author 

questioned 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 formed the tale of ñJocelyn,ò which 

Lamartine in his preface declares to be ñalmost a recital of 

facts, and not an ideal narrative accidentally entering into his 

thoughts.ò 

The tale opens with the noble sacrifice of a brotherôs 

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 of his sisterôs felicity, to give 

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 their Godðis admirably 

delineated and portrayed. But Jocelyn had the internal 

satisfaction which a good man feels when he has done a good 

action; or, in his own words,ð 

 

Heavôn has rewarded me! óTwas yesterday  

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 pleasure felt,  
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Tôwould seem that fortuneôs choicest gifts were shed,  

And favôring genii hovered oôer their head,  

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 that Jocelyn 

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 reposeð 

óTwas thus I tried to soothe my motherôs woes;ð  

Absorb the anguish of your deep distress,  

A few short hours, in sleepôs forgetfulness: 

Pray for thy children, suffocate those sighs,  

And wipe the tear-drops from your streaming eyes, 

So that amid the visions of to-night  

No horrors break upon my mental sight 

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 soul be 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 bed-side shall Jocelyn be found;  

And if one tear of bitterness betray  

Our inward grief, Heaven wipe the drop 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 lines, inform us that six years have passed away 

since the era of Jocelynôs departure from the maternal dwelling. 

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 the fertile plains of France are covered 

with blood. Jocelynôs mother and sister, and that fair sisterôs 

husband, quitted their disastrous country at the commencement 

of the civil tumult; and Jocelyn himself is obliged to fly from 

the persecuting hand that has thus exiled his family, and seek 

shelter in Dauphiny. He falls in with an old hermit, who kindly 

takes compassion upon him, and conducts him to the ñEagleôs 

Grotto,ò a cave situated amidst the almost impervious recesses 

of the windings of the Alps. It is surrounded 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 over the 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 tremendous bridge of 

communication, At length one morning he ventured to 

reconnoitre the 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 or sixteen, 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 outlaw and his son arrived at the middle 

of the curved mass of iceðJocelyn 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, such was the boyôs name, was delicately but 

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 was encircled 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 Jocelyn often 

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. 

Time passed on; and, in Jocelynôs own words,ð 

 

Since griefs no longer his young heart oppress,  

How Laurence thrives in youthful loveliness!  

At times a heavenly radiance seems to shine  

Upon his brow; and as his eyes meet mine,  

I scarce can brook the magic of his charms,  
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But feel my bosom ruffled with alarms,ð 

 The holy fears that erst those women knew,  

When towôrds their Saviourôs sepulchre they drew,  

And when the angelsô answer to their prayer  

Told them in solemn sounds, ñHe is not there!ò  

(page 166.) 

 

One morning Jocelyn ventured out at an early hour, and left 

Laurence asleep in the cave. 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 retraced 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 nearly separated from 

Laurence for ever; for the bridge gave way and mingled with 

the torrents beneath. Jocelynôs activity, however, saved him, 

and he thanked God that Laurence was not with him. 

Arrived at the cavern once more, he sought for Laurence, 

but sought in vain. 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 bottom, seized his friend in his arms, and 

hurried with him to the cave. 

 

Long time I called him back to life in vain,  

My lips no breath to his could give again;  

Despairingly I 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,  

Eôen with my teeth, I rent the gory vest;  

Great God! beneath that garment long concealed,  

A femaleôs lovely bosom was revealed! 

(page 304.) 

 

Laurence recovered, 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 secret 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 the distracted girl, who was 

removed from the ñEagleôs Grottoò to the protection of friends. 

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 a humble 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 sickly was the light,  

The dingy curtains hid her from my sight,  

Save when the slightest motion half-revealed  

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, amply clustôring oôer her bosomôs swell,  

Thence to the ground in rich profusion fell.  

ñO Father!ô she cried in accents scarce unknown.  

My soul was shaken by that dulcet tone;  

I felt, while all my frame convulsôd with fear,  

A vague remembrance as it met my ear;  

And scarcely, in that moment of distress,  

An exclamation could my lips suppress!ò  

(page 178, vol. ii.) 

 

The lady proceeded with her confession, and told Jocelyn 

that her 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 solace to herð 

 

ñFor still devoid of hope, alas! each day  

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 the youthful bloom  

That half defied thôattraction of the tomb;  

Thus a fair tree, with foliage ever green,  

Contains a worm which gnaws its core unseen.ò  

(page 186, vol. ii.) 

 

The lady pursued her confession in the same melancholy 

strain, composed half of bitterness and half of an unnatural joy 

that she was approaching her end, and concluded in the 

following manner:ð 
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ñOh! in the hour when dissolutionôs nigh,  

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 lose its sting!ò  

   ñNo more restrained  

By fear,ò I cried, ñLaurence, thy wish is gained!ò  

The feeble lamp a sickly lustre shed,  

She raisôd herself with rapture in the bed;  

And gazôd upon my features. ñYesðôtis he! 

ñLaurence, ótwas God that sent me thus to thee,  

To grant you absolution, and ensure  

Peace to thy soul, no longer stainedðbut pure!ò 

(page 189, vol. ii.) 

 

Laurence never rises from that bed, which 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 

Lamartineôs genius. And in these times when almost all are 

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 originality is 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 writer in the ñQuarterlyò and of edifying our 

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 the critic 

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 the former instances. Let us pass on to the criticôs 

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, ñthat no one can read the 

sketches he has given of 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.ò 

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 novel, as 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, as to France alone. Moreover, because we read in a 

French novel a description of a wifeôs infidelity, a husbandôs 

vengeance, and a lover's suicide, does the critic in the 

ñQuarterlyò mean to argue that every wife is unfaithful in 

France, that every husband revenges his wrongs, and that every 

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? Noðwe never 
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take up a paper without reading a case of crim. con.;16 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 police-magistrates have assumed to 

themselves the right of punishing those who are detected and 

saved in an attempt at self-destruction. 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 thirty-four millions of souls, without a single 

exception, they being all one family in vice. 

Perhaps the critic, whose deplorable misrepresentations 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 registered in the annals 

of turpitude and delinquency in the former than there are in the 

latter country. An appeal to the ñNewgate Calendar,ò and to a 

collection of the ñGazette des Tribunaux,ò will bear us out in 

our assertion. 

The abuser of French novels now proceeds to favour us with 

some extracts from the said ñGazette des Tribunaux,ò relative 

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 to select half a dozen of the 

most dreadful, ñin order to prove that the principles which 

pervade the novels appear to exhibit themselves elsewhere.ò In 

 
16 [Criminal conversation]. 



90 
 

answer to this we declare that the same principles exhibit 

themselves also in England; particularly when Mrs. 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 late murder of Mrs. 

Brown by Greenacre was not attended with any dreadful 

circumstances, we suppose. Oh! Noðin England murders are 

always committed mercifully and humanely, according to the 

inferences we naturally draw from the remarks of the critic in 

the ñQuarterly;ò whereas in France they are invariably attended 

with unusual circumstances of horror. To support this assertion 

he adduces the case of Dellacollonge, ñwho cut the body into 

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

and ditches.ò Our worthy critic forgets the almost parallel 

conduct (above-mentioned) of Cooke, who cut the body into 

pieces to burn it; nor could he possibly foresee the monstrous 

deeds of Greenacre. 

The verdict in Dellacollongeôs case was as follows:ðñAs 

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.ò 

Upon which the writer in the ñQuarterlyò says, ñWithout 

premeditation! He had concealed the girl for some days in his 

house, till he could find an occasion of making away with her. 

And the extenuating circumstances were that to the robbery 

was superadded sacrilege, and that sacrilegious robbery was 

committed to enable a murderer to make his escape.ò 

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 journals of February, 

1836, will establish the truth of this assertion. The 

misrepresentation is about the words ñextenuating 

circumstances.ò In England life is often wasted for trivial 

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

time to repent, when mercy can possibly be thus extended; and 

it was only a merciful and humane feeling that caused the 

addition of the words ñextenuating circumstancesò to be made 

to the juryôs verdict; an addition that, without compromising 

their sincerity, did honour to the jurorsô hearts. 

The palpable object of the article under notice, and as the 

author himself almost confesses, is to show that ñthe July 

revolution has worked a great and sudden changeò in the 

morality of the French. He says it has ñemancipated the women 

from all etiquette and reserve; that is, in one word, modesty!ò 

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

astonished to meet with so palpable a folly in the ñQuarterly 

Review.ò A child could not be made to believe that the 

insurrection of a 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 variation on 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 superstitious and encroaching 

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 Jewôs Tale 

 

List awhile, and I will tell  

Crimes that causôd a doom so fell  

    As that which curses me:17  

I Know, then, that as we led afar  

The Saviour unto Golgotha,  

Where, as the ban of all our race,  

The cross was rearôd towôrds heayônôs face, 

    (Great God! ôtis agony!)  

Spiteful I struck the Lord of lords,  

And added then these scornful words: 

ñKing of the Jews, support your tree!  

The vengeance of your blood shall be,  

If this is crime, repaid on me,  

And on my future progeny!ò 

 

Oh! that Iôd died upon the spotð 

My name has since become a blot,  

    And I a wandôrer lonely;  

For I, of all the scatterôd race,  

Shall never see my Makerôs face,  

    As I was branded only.  

Long will the calm unruffled look  

Of Jesus, when my curse he spoke,  

   Dwell in my torturôd soul;  

A sense of long and lasting care,  

Years of unutterable despair,  

 
17 Original citation: G.W.M. Reynolds, óThe Wandering Jewôs 

Taleô, The Monthly Magazine, July 1837, pp. 70ï74. 
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    Prophetic thrillôd the whole  

Of my still agonizing heartð 

For life and I must never part!  

I'd scoffô'd him in the judgment-hall,  

My voice was loudest of them all,  

    My words were most severel  

Iôd seen him scourgôd until the blood  

Wellôd from his deep wounds in a flood;  

And then to taunt him had I stood  

    The lowly Saviour near!  

Twas I that urgôd when Pilateôs breast  

Ideas of mercy once expressôdð 

    óTwas I that urgôd and cried,  

Loudest amid ten thousand tongues,  

Heaping upon him wrongs on wrongs,  

    ñHe must be crucified!ò 

 

When I had spoke, a silence dread  

Upon the multitude was shed,ð 

    And then a murmuring hum,  

Like distant thunder, ôgan arise,  

Increasing till a thousand cries  

Shook the blue canopy of skies,  

    And struck the Roman dumb!  

To mercy still was he inclinedð 

óTwas then I hardened Pilateôs mind,  

    ñTwas then again I criedð  

I know not what thus urged me on,  

To speak against the Almightyôs Sonð 

    ñHe must be crucified!ò  

There was a hum when I spoke first,  
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But now ten thousand voices burst  

    Upon the deafened ear;  

A prince of the Sanhedrim I,  

And ruling chief of Nephtali,  

    How had I cause to fear?  

óT was pressing on towards Calvary,  

He, whispôring, spoke the words to með  

ñStay, unbelieverðscofferðstay,  

And tarry till the judgment-day!ò 

As thunderbolt upon my head,  

I felt the sentence Jesus said! 

 

Where could I rest my recreant head?  

I sought a place my tears to shed.  

ñTo live for everðneôer to dieð  

To lingerðlive eternally!ò  

Such were my thoughts as I maddôning rovôd  

Amid the fair scenes that I once had loved;  

A figure passedðit was brotherð  

Dearer to me there lived no other,  

And in his love I 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;  

    I kissed his cheek and bathed his brow;  

    Methinks I see his horror now:ð  

Cold dews his paly forehead bound;  

I tried to fan his parting breath,  

And keep him from the jaws of death;  
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But when I knew he was no more,  

Wretched, my very clothes I tore:  

Agonizing, on my head  

Ashes I profusely spread;  

Though uselessðpassing vain for me  

Would ashes or would sackcloth be,  

For I must live eternally! 

 

When morning dawned, I woke to roam,  

And hurried to mine ancient home;  

There did I pass a mirror gay,  

That stood conspicuous in my way;  

I 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 layð 

Great God! I fainting turned away;  

Upon my burning brow is spread  

A scorching cross of fiery red!  

Not Sinai, when the seer beheld  

The face of heavenôs high King unveiled,  

Shot redder lightnings from its brow  

Than are the flames that mark me now!  

ñAlas! my brother!ò was my cry,  

ñThisðthis indeed is infamy!  

This is the ban of heaven on me,  

And this inflicted death to thee!ò  

Quickly I bound the fatal mark,  

And wrapt around this covering dark.  

Years passed on yearsðmatters not howð  
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And neôer have I unveiled my brow,  

Except my vengeance to display  

Upon the Romanôs darkest day,  

When Alaric stirred up the fray,  

For hatred did I owe to themð 

They stormed and burnt Jerusalem! 

 

Alas! how dimly set the sun,  

    And murky rose the shades of night  

Oôer Sion, when the day was done,  

    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 oôer thine head!  

How often would thy slaughtered king  

Have gathered 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 I to the wretches near,  

ñFly to the mountains of Judea,  

And bid them fall upon your head;  

    Seek Herman and Amanaôs height,  

    Let Masada veil ye in night,  

    And spare you sorrows infinite!ò  

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 with the groundð  

The murmuring of despair; 

For on the welkinôs face were seen  

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 templeôs gates, and mighty towers,  

Thy glittering tribes, and martial powers,  

    Fell by the Roman hand;  

But few were spared to weep thy fall,  

And I 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 notðcannot die!  

And oft my mind essayed to find  

    Things neôer to mortals known;  

I toiled by night, and to my sight  

    Appeared the sophistôs stone,  

With power to turn to glittôring ore  

Metals that were as dross before;  

Yet was my ardent spirit less  

Sated with hardly-earned success  

Than wondôring alchemist would guess. 
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Where be the friends that once were mine?  

Coldðcold within the tomb!  

Cropped as the fig-tree and the vine,  

They singly met their doom!  

Where is the wife that used to play  

Upon the harpôs wild stringsð  

The infants frolicsome and gay?  

Oh! death has lent 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 themselves; at the same time the understanding of 

that people is acute and comprehensive, and their ideas are 

characterized by a peculiar quickness and vivacity.18 The nature 

of the countryð rude in aspect, and cold in climate amongst 

the mountainous regions, and serene and beautiful in its fertile 

partsðcauses the inhabitants to participate in the varied 

qualities respectively peculiar to the denizens of the northern 

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 the cultivation 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 Heruli, the 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, and mingled with 

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 rays of Christianity penetrated to those climes 

 
18 Original citation: G.W.M. Reynolds, óThe Literature of Hungaryô, 

The Monthly Magazine, July 1837, pp. 33ï39. 
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through the medium of missionaries sent thither by Saint 

Stephen I. Those missionaries introduced the Latin language, 

which in a few years became familiar to the various tribes 

occupying the Hungarian territories, A 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 cultivation of literature, the 

intellectual powers of the inhabitants were slow in developing 

themselves. A perpetual series of war- fare with the Germans, 

the Grecians, the Venetians, and the Bulgarians, changed the 

face of the country into a complete desert. Intestine 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 statute in the 

fourteenth century. To remedy the effects of such numerous 

disasters, the kings of Hungary were necessitated to call to their 

aid the co-operation of foreign powers, and to admit into their 

dominions colonies of Russians, Kumans, and Jazygues. 

Thence originated 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 nobles 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 at 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 favour of the 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, encouraged the 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 the perpetual 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, and obtained 

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 

Ferdinand 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 changed into 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, eventually succeeded in conquering 

half the country,ðall these misfortunes continued till the reign 

of Joseph the first at the commencement of the eighteenth 

century, and threw a thousand self-evident obstacles in the way 
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of civilization. But since this period Hungary has lifted up her 

drooping head. The victories achieved by Prince Eugéne over 

the Turks, re-established national security and social order in 

the territory; and the beneficent reigns of Maria Theresa and 

Joseph the second gave an additional moral strength to 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 intellect amongst 

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 the warlike 

songs and national airs, com- posed 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 called Trouveres; but they were 

generally individuals of a character far from estimable ; 

insomuch that the synods or courts of law frequently for- bade 

the people to listen to their songs or to assist the vagrant bards 

with the alms of charity. The monarchs themselves, however, 

had their own 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: martial 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, Bilassa 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 the same with Bornemisa and 

Goénezi; and similar defects have characterized the Hungarian 

translation in verse of ñPierre de Provence et la Belle 

Maguelove.ò Notwithstanding that poverty of language and 

metrical imperfection which threatened to ruin all attempts at 

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 Ladislaus the 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 day serve as guides and 

means of elucidation to antiquarian researches. The reader has 

probably read or glanced his eye over blind Harry the minstrelôs 

ñLife of Sir William Wallace,ò Archdeacon Barbourôs ñHistory 

of King Robert Bruce,ò Draytonôs ñRobin Hood,ò &c. &c.; and, 

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 Temesvari, Haltai, and 

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 

times, such as ñThe Adventures of Ajax,ò ñThe Exploits of 
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Ulysses,ò ñThe History of Cyrus and the Persian Princes,ò &c., 

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 

trials have 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 progress at 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 tragi- comic representations. The subjects 

were generally furnished by the heathen mythology or by the 

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 tolerated 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 than the circumscribed field offered by the poetic 

chroniclers or the incipient drama, and penned the grand 

national poem entitled the ñZrinyad,ò which would have been 

a masterpiece of perfection, had not the poverty of his native 

tongue thrown an insurmountable 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, and the wretched jingles of his 

rivals were laid aside to make way for his grand production. 

Listzi, the most successful and jealous of Zrinyôs 

contemporaries, wrote a poem called ñThe Battle of Mohacz;ò 

but he spoilt his work by pursuing the didactic style, so much 

at variance with the subject. With regard to the other literary 

enemies of Zriny, one word will suffice,ðthat 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, and idylls, 

that exhibit a peculiar naïveté, 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 

controversy. 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 Pazmany, 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 auspicious 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, restricted the march 

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 dynasty of 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, re-established 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 and its 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 Venusô court instead of the exploits of 

Mars. But through his influence the public 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 parents, guardians, 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, evinced a more 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 Hungarians tended 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 yielded to 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 re-opened in the principal towns, newspapers 

were allowed to be circulated, and prizes were distributed 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 pre-eminence; and although they were not as 

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 from its 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 or nationalisé (the English language is less rich in 

synonyms than the French), 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 in alternate 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 advocates for non-innovation, 
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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 improvements, 

although it cannot compete with that of Italy, France, and 

England. Still due praise must be given to Czuczor and 

Vorosmarty; the former is the author of ñThe Battle of 

Augsburg,ò and ñ The Diet of Arad;ò the latter has written ñThe 

Conquest of Hungary by Arpad, Chief of the Magyar in 907,ò 

ñThe Defeat of the Kumans at Czerhalom;ò ñThe Siege of 

Erlaus;ò and the óEnchanted Valley.ò The sagas and ancient 

traditions, the substance of which is chiefly remembered by old 

soldiers and peasants, have been collected and 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 reputation ñere perenniusò by his 

admirable poem entitled the ñLoves of Himfy.ò Nothing is 

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 those of Horace, and whose songs are replete with 

simplicity, elegance, and feeling ; then comes Szentmilossky, 

after him the noble-minded Berzseny; Horvat, so celebrated for 

his didactic productions; Szatz, Telcki, Charles Kisfaludy, 

Szemer, and Bartfay.  

The drama is still little 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. Charles Kisfaludy 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 more than 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 preference which does not 

exist with the French and the English. The infinite 

discrepancies and divisions in society existing óamong them are 

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 verses:ðMontaigne, Descartes, Newton, Hooker, 

and Herschel, would perhaps never a written, if they had been 

condemned to put their 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 chains than 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 story in The Monthly 

Magazine and was then incorporated into the narrative of 

Master Timothyôs Bookcase and then as a single story again in 

The Young Fisherman and Other Stories]. 

 

Chapter One: The Calais Mail 

 

It was in the middle of August, 1822, that the epoch of our tale 

commences.19 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 carriages, and gigs, thronged opposite the gate of the 

extensive building, and encumbered the narrow street which 

has been dignified with the illustrious name of Jean Jacques 

Rousseau. The porters and numerous dependants on all public 

institutions were most assiduous in aiding, or rather 

embarrassing, the individuals who issued from their respective 

vehicles, with importunate assistance: and the often repeated 

cries of ñWhich mail does Monsieur go byðBrestðHavreð

StrasbourgðCalaisðLyonðMezieres?ò &c., were 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. 

 
19 Original citation: G.W.M. Reynolds, óThe Baroness: A Novelô, 

The Monthly Magazine, August 1837, pp. 165ï75. 
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The mails were drawn up in a long line across the wide court 

which is known as the Cour dôHorloge; and many an anxious 

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 fixed at half-

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.  

ñIs my baggage safely stowed away, porter?ò enquired a fat 

English gentleman in bad French. 

ñCertainly, my lord,ò was the reply; ñdo you think the 

people who attend upon the Lyons mail are robbers?ò  

ñAnd my umbrella!ò screamed an old lady, as she 

endeavoured to ascend the steps of the Orleans coach without 

assistance.  

ñRight as the flask of cognac I stowed away for you, 

madam, in the left hand pocket,ò returned an insolent fellow in 

a smock-frock.  

ñWhich is the Caen mail?ò demanded an Italian refugee, 

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 shirts and a pocket handkerchief.  

ñCannot you use your eyes and read the names on the 

panels?ò  

ñHow ignorant some people are!ò said a little English boy 

of thirteen to his mother.ðñThank God! I have received a good 

education, and should know where to look for C, A, E, N,ò 
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added the urchin, as he spelt the word with a triumphant glance 

towards his parent. 

ñSend for a gendarme to take up that gentleman in the 

handsome coat and new hat, who is fumbling in this old ladyôs 

pockets,ò roared a postilion, as he pointed to an individual 

literally clothed in rags. 

ñThe governor ought to complain to Monseigneur, the 

minister of the interior,ò observed another beggar, scarcely 

better clad than the one to whom his allusion was directed.  

At length the bustle ceased, the busy hum 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 upon the clock 

at the bottom of the court. No sooner had the first stroke of the 

chimes announced the half-hour, 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 dashed out 

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 

dôHorloge or the Rue Jean Jacques Rousseau. 

The Calais mail was the fifth 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, despite of 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 not imagine 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. Denis is 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 or courier and one passenger; and the body of the 

coach, or the interior, contained in 1822 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. One was an old man of seventy. His 

few thin locks were as white as snowðhis forehead was 

covered with a thousand wrinklesðhis mouth was drawn inð

his cheeks sunkenðhis small dark eyes hollow and death-like. 

Still the ravaging hand of time had not robbed his countenance 

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 deep blackð

his clothes were cut in a peculiarly old fashion long ago 

explodedðand the ponderous cloak, with which he was more 

encumbered than rendered comfortable, was lined with costly 

sables. A massive gold chain hung from his watch-pocket, and 

he occasionally regaled himself with a pinch of snuff from a 

box made of the same metal. But 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 involve 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 few by-gone summers at 

a little distance. 

This venerable personage had taken his place in the mail 

under the name of the Chevalier dôAltamont, a title, the cross 

of St. Louis, which he wore at his button-hole, seemed to 

corroborate. 

The individual who occupied the second place in the Calais 

mail was a man who had probably seen 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 their intentions 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 his favour. 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. 

His name was entered upon the courierôs way-bill as M. de 

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 dark and 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 great-coat to envelope 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 double-

breasted waistcoat was carefully buttoned up to the throat, and 

did not permit the smallest particle of linen to show itself 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 name was Sans-géneðand a very 

appropriate name it will eventually prove to beðhad booked 

himself for Boulogne-sur-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 consequent apoplexy 

occasioned by the deceased gentlemanôs unconquerable 

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. At length 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 aged companion said, ñThe king is at this moment 

in yonder dwelling.ò 

ñI know it,ò returned the chevalier, ñand let us thank a 

bountiful Providence for having restored an ancient dynasty to 

its rights, and established the former glories of France on a 

firmer basis than ever!ò 

ñYou were then no friend to the emperor?ò observed the 

notary.  

ñAn honest man is never a friend to tyrants,ò was the laconic 

answer.  
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ñQuite right, old fellow,ò said Sans-géne, accompanying his 

approval with a familiar slap on the chevalierôs knee.  

ñAnd yet, messieurs,ò persisted M. de Moirot, with a 

peculiar suavity of voice and manner, ñand yet Napoleon has 

done more for France than ever was performed by the Bourbon 

family.ò  

ñHe rendered her the most miserable country in the worldð

he covered her plains with slaughtered heroes.ò  

ñSacrebleuò cried Sans-géne, totally unawed by the 

indignant glances of dôAltamont, ñthe old fellow does not 

preach badly.ò  

ñStill the fame of Napoleonôs victories is undying on the 

page of history,ò said de Moirot, casting a look of contempt at 

Sans-géne, who ran his fingers through his hair with the most 

ineffable nonchalance. 

ñGlory is an empty bubble, and peace conduces to the 

welfare of illustrious men. But let us change the conversation,ò 

continued M. dôAltamont; ñand, in order to vary the topic, ere 

we dispute, allow me to ask whether you propose going as far 

as Calais?ò  

ñAh! thatôs it,ò cried Sans g®ne, helping himself to a copious 

pinch of the chevalierôs snuff. ñGood dust this, old boyð

bought at the Ciret, of courseðeh ?ò  

ñI intend to stop at Amiens,ò said de Moirot.  

ñAnd I also,ò observed the chevalier.  

ñTis a disagreeable hour to arrive at an hotelðthree oôclock 

in the morning,ò observed Sans-g®ne; ñdeuced tired, and 

obliged to shift for oneôs-self. No gentleman can stand it, ou le 

diable môem- porte.ò 
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ñHad not pressing business compelled me to visit the 

neighbourhood of Amiens,ò began M. de Moirot, without 

noticing Sans-g®neôs observations, ñI should notðò  

ñAh! it is not in the town, then,ò exclaimed the old man 

quickly, ñthat the mail will put you down?ò 

ñMon pardonðI must endeavour to snatch a few hours of 

repose at Amiens, and then a hired carriage will speedily 

convey me to the chateau.ò  

ñA chateau near Amiens, in Picardy !ò said the chevalier 

hastily.  

ñI am about to visit the Baroness of Grandmanoir,ò 

observed the notary.  

ñDevilish high connexion that,ò exclaimed Sans-géne.  

ñWithin a mile of Amiens,ò continued de Moirot, ñthe two 

very first objects that meet the eye are the tall spire of the 

cathedral, and the distant turrets of the ancient chateau.ò  

ñI have remarked them in former times,ò said the old man. 

ñThe manor-house is surrounded by groves of lofty trees; but 

the turreted walls peep over that verdant enclosure. There is not 

a finer estate in all Picardy than that of Grandmanoir. Perhaps 

you have seen it yourself?ò  

ñIf my memory do not fail me,ò returned the chevalier 

slowly, ñI think I have once or twice been an inmate of the 

noble mansion. But for many years I have not visited this part 

of the country. Of course the baroness is still alive?ò  

ñAnd in good health,ò said de Moirot. óñThe excellent lady! 

she has seen many a change of season, many a political 

vicissitude ! At this moment she cannot be less than sixty-five 

or sixty-six years of age. I have had the honour of transacting 

business for her during a quarter of a century, and my fatherð

ò  
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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 chevalier 

dôAltamont did not exhibit any wish to renew it, Sans-géne was 

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 the horsesô hoofs, and the cracking of the 

postilionôs whip, now alone interrupted the solemn silence, and 

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, and 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. 

The clock of the town-hall had struck half-past 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 the clerk at the post-office. 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 to put up. 

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. de Moirotôs teeth chattered as he walked up and down 

immediately opposite the post-office, while Sans-géne thrust 
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his hands into the great-coat pocket of the courier to warm 

them. But the horses were soon harnessed to the mailðSans-

géne resumed his seat in the interior, 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 that we allude to Sans-géne. 

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 notary within the 

precincts of the hotel. A chamber-maid 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. 

ñYou will call me at eight oôclock,ò said M. de Moirot to the 

girl.  

ñAnd you will suffer me to sleep as long as I choose,ò 

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 frowning parapet and long windows arched 

at the top; on the other were colonnades supported by massive 

pillars in the Corinthian fashion. The Doric and Ionic were not 
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less visible amongst that motley pile of buildings, which on the 

whole was vested with a certain 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 antique gables and massive chimneys that seemed 

incapable 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 chateauðit appeared to belong not to time, but to eternity! 

On each side of the 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 towers, and 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 occupied niches between every 

high- arched window of the whole fabric; the wood-work of the 

gables was fantastically carved; the very belfry, in which hung 

the sonorous instrument that periodically called the inmates to 

the dining-halls, partook of that venerable antiquity. 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 Franceðthe insignia of the re-establishment of 

the Bourbon dynasty. 

The principal entrance, which 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 improvement of the last century. The gate itself was 
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composed of folding doors, well studded with 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 manor-house 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 King 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. Cascades, Chinese 

bridges, fountains, arbours of twining jasmine, labyrinths of 

clematis and grape-vines, fish-ponds teeming with carp and 

tench, bowers of roses, rich fruit trees, gaudy flowers, hot-

houses, and summer-houses, were seen in all directions. Never 

was there 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 sixth year when the epoch of this tale commences. Forty-

eight summers had scattered flowers over her extensive 

domains, and forty-eight winters had cast their snows upon the 

old castle, since she was first led a blooming bride to those 

ancient halls. The lord of Grandmanoir 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 wealthy, although of an ancient 

family,ðbeing descended from the venerable constable 

Montmorenci, who fought and died at St. Quintin in 1557,ð

were too much delighted at the proposal of the illustrious baron 

to raise the slightest scruple; and the wedding was celebrated 

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 spouse the 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 after this 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 the chateau 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 manor-house 

to be let. 

It was not till the year 1790 that the bankerôs lease was 

concluded. The baroness Grandmanoir then returned to France, 

accompanied by her son, but unattended by her lord. They were 

dressed in deep mourningðthe one for a husband, the other for 
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a father. M. de Moirot attended them to their 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, where she remained 

until the re-establishment 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 daughters 

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 witness 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 alone, whose 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 

Moirotôs son had succeeded to his fatherôs business, and to the 

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 mail 

from Paris to Amiens. His father, at his decease, had left him 

an immense fortune in addition to his etude de notaire; and 

there were not found wanting certain scandalous tongues who 

declared that the greater portion of this wealth was extracted 

from the productive lands of Grandmanoir. Be that as it may, 
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the baroness did not dispute the accuracy of the notaryôs 

accounts, and M. de Moirot was an occasionalðwe know not 

whether a welcomeðguest at the chateau. 

It is, then, in the year 1822 that we have commenced our 

tale. The baroness was seated with her grand-daughters 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 every time 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; her dark 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 tainted air of 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. Her complexion was somewhat 

inclined to the clear oliveða 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 shaded by long dark lashes, 

which seemed to indicate that Spanish blood rolled in her 

veins;ðbut it was not so. Nor were her passions like those of 

the ultra-Pyrenean maidens. Her heart was as incapable of a 

sentiment of revenge as her virgin pride was impossible to be 

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 slightly 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 she trod upon. Her manners were full of 

playfulness and girlish sportiveness, while her sisterôs were 

somewhat quiet and reserved. Eugenie was a domesticated 

beingðClemence was like the winged butterfly of opening 

summer. 

Between these two fascinating creatures was 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 guardians increased 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 visitor at the chateau 

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 beauty, was 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 

thought that 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 occupied a seat at the breakfast 

table of the baroness of Grandmanoir, was the Abbé 

Prudôhomme. Father Joseph, as he was familiarly called by the 

family, was a man of about five-and-thirty. He was amongst 

that class of individuals whose characters are delineated by 

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 him. 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 Joseph 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 penetrating 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. The flock may be sound and pureðthe 

shepherd may be false and designing. 
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The count de Montville; the priest, and the two sisters, all 

noticed the down-cast air of the venerable baroness, and longed 

to question her as to the cause. But that lady had inculcated 

such sentiments of deference and respect into the minds of her 

grand-daughters, 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 

allusion 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 strict observance to those laws that regulated the rest 

of the family. No general ever possessed a greater command 

over his regimentðno monarch ever reigned more absolutely 

over his people than did the baroness in the ancestral halls of 

her departed husband. Still was her sway lenient and mild; no 

one felt the chains her authority had cast around her 

dependants,ðall fancied they obeyed from motives of respect 

and deference. 

The restraint already mentioned was peculiarly irksome to 

the two sisters. They loved and-revered 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 baronessô sorrow. We must, however, leave them and our 

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 young ladies, attended by the count, sought the 

garden; and the baroness remained alone in the apartment 

where the morningôs repast had been served.20 Two footmen in 

gorgeous liveries entered to clear away the various meats and 

dainties that had been scarcely touched; 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 person, winning smile, 

and respectful bow, slid into the room upon his tip-toes, and 

stood at the distance of a few paces from his mistressôs arm-

chair, in which she sate like a royal queen. 

ñYou may approach, Germain,ò said the baroness, waving 

her withered hand to the steward, for it was he who sought her 

presence thus humbly, ñand pray despatch with thy business, 

for M. de Moirot is expected from Paris. He was to have left by 

the mail last night, according to a letter I received from him 

yesterday morning.ò  

ñYour ladyship shall be obeyed,ò returned the steward, and 

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.  

ñYour ladyship will observe,ò continued the steward, ñthat 

Jacques Devot, who was once the most exact of all your 

ladyshipôs tenants, has not yet been able to discharge the arrears 

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

 
20 Original citation: G.W.M. Reynolds, óThe Baroness: A Novelô, 

The Monthly Magazine, September 1837, pp. 266ï74. 



129 
 

few days ago, and found him in the greatest distress. He is now 

a most unprofitable tenant, your ladyship.ò  

ñWhat can be the cause of so sudden a change, Germain?ò 

inquired the venerable dame.  

ñHis daughter has married against his will, my lady,ò was 

the respectful reply; ñand her husband is a worthless fellow, 

who lives upon the poor father, and will not work.ò  

ñTo-morrow we will either send a receipt in full to Jacques 

Devot,ò returned her ladyship, ñor else he shall be distrained 

for the arrears that are due to us.ò  

ñSend a receipt or a bailiff, your ladyship!ò cried Germain, 

in unfeigned astonishment, and at a loss to account for the 

motives of such extraordinary alternatives.  

ñOne or the other,ò observed the baroness drily. 

ñAnd there is Michel Dubois, your ladyship,ò continued the 

steward; scarcely recovered from the astonishment into which 

the strange behaviour of his venerable mistress had thrown him. 

ñWhat of Michel Dubois, Germain?ò  

ñHe pleads the badness of the crops, your ladyship, and 

cannot fulfil his engagements more satisfactorily than the 

other.ò  

ñWe will adopt the same line of conduct with regard to him 

as we shall do towards Devot,ò said the lady of Grandmanoir, 

mildly but firmly.  

ñAnd Henri Labat, the miller, your ladyship, has sent me the 

amount of his 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, heðò  
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ñI cannot decide till to-morrow morning, Germain,ò 

interrupted the baroness: ñbut I fancy the accounts are correct, 

save the instances you mentioned?ò  

Germain replied in the affirmative.  

ñYou may make your usual report, then, Germain,ò added 

the high-born dame.  

ñNothing of material consequence has ensued during the 

last week, your ladyship,ò began the steward. ñThe small canal 

has overflowed its banks, and damaged the railings of the park 

on the northern side; and the grape-vines are almost cut to 

pieces by the winds that blew with such severity a few days 

ago. Farther than that, your ladyship,ò added the favoured 

domestic, ñI have nothing to report.ò  

ñYou may retire, Germain,ò said the baroness of 

Grandmanoir; and the steward withdrew on tip-toes, as he had 

entered. The butler, the cellarer, the housekeeper, 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 conversation that took place 

between the venerable baroness and her steward, to give the 

reader an idea of the excellent ladyôs character, and of the 

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, Germain ðthe sedate, steady, 

tranquil Germainðwas more than astonished at the indecisive 

responses the baroness had returned to his representations 

concerning her tenantry. 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 extremes of generosity 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 procrastinate 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 that the mental 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 notary, who maintained a certain air of 

fawning politeness and obsequiousness which the baroness 

well knew was assumed and forced. They seated themselves at 

the tableðthe baroness prepared to listenðM. de Moirot to 

speak. The man of the law first drew a portfolio 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.  

ñYour ladyship is aware that this is the 14th of August, 

1822, I believe,ò said the notary after a long hesitation, and with 

an embarrassment in his manner.  

ñYou need not remind me of the date, M. de Moirot,ò 

answered the baroness, in a firm tone of voice.  

ñAnd you are also aware, my lady, thatðaccording to the 

terms of our agreementðor rather the agreement with my late 

fatherðò  
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ñProceedðI listen, and understand you.ò  

ñWhich agreement, your ladyship, bears the date of 1776; 

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

forceðin case of certain defaultðwithin one month after the 

I4th of August, 1822, on which day notice must be given, as I 

now give it, of the determination of my deceased fatherôs heirs 

or executors toðtoðò  

ñYou need not name such resolution, Monsieur,ò 

interrupted the baroness haughtily, ñI understand it too well.ò  

ñMille pardons, madame,ò said the notary, with a peculiar 

affectation of mildness; ñI would not willingly repeat 

unpleasant truths, nor recall to your memory scenes 

disagreeable to dwell upon. I have, howeverðand your 

ladyship is aware of itða wife and family to provide for, and 

the bulk of my fatherôs property was vested in the transaction, 

the arrangement and condition of which have now brought me 

hither. You must moreover recollect, Madame,ò continued the 

notary, recovering his courage as he spoke, ñthat during the 

ensuing month, you remain but ostensibly the Mistress of this 

domain, if such were my will; but I could notðwould notð

heap such insults upon your head. Continue to sway, Madam, 

the lands of Grandmanoir, and on the 14th of September next I 

shall again do myself the pleasureðI shall again call upon you, 

definitively to settle the affairs which have to-day occasioned 

my visit to Amiens.ò  

ñOf you, M. de Moirot, I ask no delayðno mercy,ò 

exclaimed the baroness, ñI have amassed enough to secure a 

competency to my dear grand-childrenðand that even you 

cannot take from me. Had your younger brother come forward 

when he attained the age of one and twentyðò  
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ñThen the lands of Grandmanoir would have passed away 

from me and my heirs for ever, you would say, Madam,ò 

interrupted de Moirot, with a fiendish smile of triumph, ñSuch 

was my fatherôs will, as your deceased husband well knew. But 

Alfred de Moirot is not in existence; and to me must your 

ladyship account for the fulfilment of the conditions of the 

treaty.ò  

ñOur business is now concluded, I fancy, M. de Moiret,ò 

said the baroness, after a momentôs pause, and rising as she 

uttered these words in a haughty tone of voice. ñIf you will give 

yourself the trouble to walk to the oaken-parlour, you may 

haply find wherewith to refresh yourself. I now offer you that 

which in another month you will perhaps have a right to 

command.ò  

ñIt is not my intention to reside on the estate,ò said de 

Moirot carelessly; then, in a tone of exceeding politeness, he 

added, ñand if Madame la baronne will continue to occupy a 

suite of apartmentsðò  

ñWhat!ò exclaimed the venerable dame, fire flashing from 

her eyes, and all her frame trembling with rage and indignation, 

ñwhat! inhabit on sufferanceðas a tenantðthe ancient halls of 

my husbandôs forefathers! dwell in this mansion as a tolerated 

guest, when for years almost all that I 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! de Moirotðyour 

offer is as base as the advantage you take of a treaty forced 

upon my unfortunate husband by your selfish father!ðPass on, 

Sir, and say no more!ò  

There was something so awful, at the same time so 

venerable and commanding, in the language and attitude 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 the salle de conference. 

 

Chapter Four: Sans-géne. 

 

In the meantime the mail continued its even pace, and at about 

two oôclock, p, m., Sans-géne arrived safely at Boulogne-sur-

Mer. No sooner did the wheels of the massive vehicle rattle 

over the stones of that beautiful sea-port, than Sans-géne hastily 

passed his fingers through his hair, drew down his coat-sleeves 

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 worthy Boulonnais, while his 

left hand rattled a few two-sous pieces in his waistcoat-pocket.  

The moment the mail stopped at the post-office, Sans-géne 

sprung from the interior; and having desired the courier to be 

very careful how he disengaged his baggage from the 

surrounding boxes, trunks, and portmanteaus, he addressed 

himself to a shabby-genteel-looking gentleman, who rejoiced 

in the lucrative post of commissionaire, or touter to an hotel, 

and requested to be informed ñwhich was the best inn Boulogne 

could boast of, and the one that was most fitted to receive a 

person of consequence and rank.ò  

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 decorum, he laughed outright, when the courier 

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 hand- kerchief circumvented the whole 

of that portable wardrobe. ñAnd pray what do you find so 
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mighty singular to laugh at, coquin?ò cried Sans-géne, casting 

a look of ineffable disdain on the touter. ñBecause a nobleðI 

mean a gentleman, chooses to travel incog. for a wager, is his 

assumed poverty to be made a laughingstock? Dieu merci! we 

have coin about us,ò added Sans-géne triumphantly, as he 

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 gentlemanôs baggage, and to conduct him 

to the Hotel de ðð, situate near the harbour.  

During the walk, Sans-géne whiled 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.  

ñPray, is Boulogne very gay at this moment?ò enquired 

Sans- géne.  

ñTolerably gay, Monsieur,ò was the reply; ñbut we require 

two or three dashing young gentlemen like yourself to enliven 

us.ò  

ñIf understand your compliment, my friend, and assure you 

in return that you are not far wrong. In a few days, my cousin, 

Count Polliawiski, an eminent Pole, will join me; and as I 

expect the Marquis de Poche-pleine from England, in the 

course of next week, we shall form a pleasant little party. Is 

there good stabling at your hotel?ò  

ñExcellent! Does Monsieur expect his stud as well as his 

friends the count and the marquis?ò  
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ñCertainly; but one could not bring a dozen thorough-bred 

horses in the government mail. Had it not been for a cursed 

wagerðò  

ñAh! it was a wager that brought Monsieur hither,ò 

interrupted the touter with affected obsequiousness.  

ñFool that I am!ò exclaimed Sans-g®ne; ñI invariably expose 

myself through an excessive communicativeness! But are there 

many foreignersðthose vulgar, fat, plum-pudding-eating 

English, you knowðat Boulogne?ò  

ñOh! yes, Monsieur,ò was the answer; ñand instead of being 

very rich, as we fancied all Englishmen to be, they are 

dreadfully poor.ò 

ñPoor!ò exclaimed Sans-g®ne, ñof course they are poor, or 

they would have stuck to their white cliffs and roast beef 

forever. But,ò he added, forgetting for a moment his own 

assumed importance, ñis there any disgrace in being poor? 

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 lustre that came from the eyes of his 

cat.ò  

ñWere those gentlemen also acquaintances of Monsieur?ò 

asked the touter, with an ill-suppressed smile at the novel 

substitute for candles, of which he now heard for the first time; 

ñand does Monsieur expect them to join him at Boulogne?ò 

Posterity will for ever remain unacquainted with the 

probable answer Sans-gene would have given to these queries, 

for while a reply was about to issue from his lips, the 

commissionaire hastily turned into a magnificent porte-

cochere, and led the way to a spacious court-yard, around 

which parallelogram rose a vast and splendid hotel. Sans-géne 

could not avoid casting a single glance at his shabby coat-



137 
 

sleeves, and suffering his mouth to form a slight grimace or 

contortion, when he had surveyed the handsome pile of 

buildings, the carriages standing in the court, the well-dressed 

servants running backwards and forwards, and the air of 

expenditure, wealth, and luxury that seemed to reign 

throughout. 

ñWill Monsieur have private apartments, or will he use the 

coffee-room?ò enquired the touter, as he threw open the door 

of the latter chamber, and ushered in the new guest.  

ñPrivate apartments, to be sure,ò answered Sans-g®ne; ñand, 

hark ye, my worthy friend, I tell you in confidence only, for I 

would not have my secret exposed to all the world, I am a 

person of rank in disguise,ðlet that suffice.ò 

The touter bowed, and led the way to a superb parlour, 

adjoining which was an equally handsome bed-chamber, and 

having received Sans-g®neôs orders to prepare a hasty dejeuner 

a la fourchette, retired to inform his master and mistress ñthat 

the strangest gentleman in the world had just arrived at the 

hotel,ðthat he was immensely rich, that Messieurs Homer, 

Plato, and de Poche-pleine were his intimate friends, and that 

he was travelling in apparent poverty and in disguise for a 

considerable wager.ò  

No sooner was Sans-géne 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 thumb, and 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 seul led him towards the door at the very moment 

the waiter entered with a well-laden tray in his hand. One kick 
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from the foot of the immortal Sans-géne scattered the divers 

viands, soups, and dainties, intended for his luncheon, over the 

person of the astonished waiter, and in the passage behind that 

discomfited individual. Sans-géne saw the ruins he had caused, 

and recollecting that among the two-sous pieces there lurked a 

double crown of six francs, to which he justly laid claim as 

proprietor, he instantly consigned it to the hands of the waiter, 

and ordered another breakfast to be immediately served up. 

This petite ruse de guerre produced the desired effect; and the 

obsequious garçon smiled amidst soups and gravies, and retired 

to execute the fresh orders of the strange guest. 

Having made 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, Sans-géne not only felt himself considerably 

refreshed, but also made a point of 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 the following reply 

was returned:ð  

 

Dear Sir,ðI 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 I request the 

pleasure of your company to breakfast to-morrow 

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. I have the honour to remain, with the 

most perfect consideration,21 

Your obedient servant,  

DeLeux, Solicitor. 

Boulogne, August 14th, 1822.  

 

ñTres bien!ò exclaimed Sans-géne, extending himself on the 

sofa, sipping his last glass of Chambertin, and throwing the 

welcome note across the table to the waiter, in order to 

convince that individual of his solvency.  

ñA few hundred thousands of francs, garcon, nothing 

moreða mere trifleðbut still acceptableðeh?ò  

ñMonsieur a raison,ò said the waiter.  

ñGar­on!ò cried Sans-géne, as the person thus addressed 

was about to leave the apartment, ñwho occupies the suite of 

rooms next to mine? I thought I heard voices there just now.ò  

ñAn old gentleman of sixty,ò was the reply; ñand if you 

heard voices in his room, they must have been those of himself 

and another waiter. He has just finished his dinner.ò  

ñWhat is his name?ò enquired Sans-géne.  

ñDelvilleðM. Delville,ò was the reply. ñIs he fat or thinð

and what is his height ?ò 

ñRather fatðno, thin, and about the height of Monsieur,ò 

answered the waiter, astonished at these queries.  

ñThat will do,ò cried Sans-g®ne. ñGarcon, present my 

compliments to the gentlemanðM. 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 

help to drink the Chambertin.ò  

 
21 The usual way of concluding letters in France. 
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ñButðMonsieurðò  

ñDisappear! I must be obeyed!ò cried Sans-oéne, with 

astounding emphasis on the word must. When his orders were 

obeyed, Sans-géne presented himself at the door of M. 

Delvilleôs room, and, having made a slight bow, entered the 

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 non-chalance of his strange guest; and in a few 

minutes they were on excellent terms with each other. M. 

Delville laughed heartily at Sans-g®neôs peculiarities; anecdote 

followed quickly upon anecdote; good humour prevailed; and 

when the old gentleman perceived that the two bottles of 

Chambertin were empty, he insisted upon ñstanding his 

quantum,ò whereupon the waiter was again summoned, and the 

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 half-past nine 

oôclock, Sans-géneðthe seediness of whose coat could stand 

the test of dusk and lamp-lightðsuggested a walk, M. Delville 

acceded to the proposition, and the two gentlemen sallied forth, 

considerably the worseð or the better, which shall we say?ð

for their frequent libations.  

As they sauntered down the Rue de lôEcu, they met several 

young ladies returning from their evening walks; and Sans-

géne did not fail to bow to some, and to address a few words of 

unheeded compliment to others.  

ñI thought you were a perfect stranger at Boulogne,ò said 

M. Delville, with an inquiring tone of voice, as he leant upon 

his companionôs arm.  
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ñOh! yes; but the freemasonry of love, my dear Sir, is 

understood every where,ò answered Sans-géne; and at that 

moment the brother of one of the young ladies whom Sans-

g®neôs offensive adulation had annoyed, applied such a 

vigorous blow to the cranium of the masonic admirer of the fair 

sex, that he rolled upon the pavement, dragging the unfortunate 

M. Delville with him. The punishment thus inflicted was quite 

satisfactory to the attacking party; and Sans-géne hastily rose 

from the pavement, lifted up his prostrate companion, and ran 

with all his might down the street, followed by M. Delville, 

who kept close at his heels. The sounds of a violinð or 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 

auberge or public house, where various young apprentices, 

tradesmenôs sons, &c., were dancing with as many grisettes, all 

dressed in their gayest garb for the occasion.  

ñBe not astonished, gentles and fair dames,ò cried Sans-

géne, in order to allay the confusion his precipitate entrance had 

occasioned, ña love-adventureða flightða duelðand 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 irretrievably lost.ò  

The apprentices and the grisettes appeared delighted with 

this explanation, and the two new visitors were received with 

the utmost cordiality. Punch was handed roundðthe dancing 

recommencedð Sans-géne capered about like a madmanðand 

M. Delville chatted with those young ladies who happened not 

to be engaged in that quadrille.  

But Sans-géne, 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 of resisting when it was too late. Thereupon 

the young ladyôs lover interfered, and several of his male 

companions aided him in an attack upon Sans-géne and 

Delville, which latter gentleman was doomed to be implicated 

in the quarrels produced by the extravagances of his 

companion. Sans-géne 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 which they again 

commenced a rapid flight, and only halted when they were 

convinced there was no one in pursuit.  

ñWhere are we?ò enquired M. Delville, now opening his lips 

for the first time since the precipitate exit from the auberge: ñI 

see neither houses nor lights.ò  

ñWe must be on the Paris road,ò returned Sans-géne in a 

tone of confidence which he did not actually feel.  

ñAre you sure? I never know my way in the dark, and 

methinks that I walk unsteadily,ò observed Delville, on whom 

the wine and punch had worked their effects.  

ñTake hold of my hand, I never lost myself in my life,ò cried 

Sans-géne, totally uncertain which direction to pursue.  

ñ But it is pitch dark!ò  

ñOh! that is nothingðkeep firm hold of my hand.ò  

ñYesðbut where the devil are you dragging me?ò  

ñBack to the hotel, to be sure,ò answered Sans-géne. 

ñI am up to my knees in mud,ò exclaimed M. Delville.  

ñNever mind, your trowsers will speedily dry.ò  

ñShall we soon be at home, do you think ?ò  

ñWe must get somewhere presently,ò was the consolatory 

reply.  



143 
 

ñI fancy we are already in the street.ò  

ñHow infamously it is lighted, and not a soul to tell us our 

way.ò  

ñWhat! do you really imagine no one to be passing? The 

darkness alone deceives you; we are already half-way down the 

street, and crowds are traversing it on either side.ò  

ñThank God! Butðoh!ò exclaimed M. Delville, as he and 

Sans-géne rolled into a ditch. Sans-géne vented his wrath in 

imprecations; and his unfortunate companion, having contrived 

to extricate himself from his bed of filth, sank down by the side 

of the ditch, in the muddy road, literally exhausted.  

ñSacrebleu! this is unfortunateðdevilish unfortunate !ò 

cried Sans-g®ne, in a miserable soliloquy: ñI, who wanted his 

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 I have money to 

receive.ò  

At that moment the heavy wheels of a diligence were heard, 

and in another instant a coach, which had left Paris the day 

before for Calais, was hailed by Sans-géne. Without giving 

himself the trouble to inquire whither it was going, he caused 

his companionðnow fast asleep from fatigue and 

intoxicationðto be lifted into the 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 Disclosure 
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When Sans-géne 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 evening.22 He 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 individual concerning the old gentleman.  

ñHe has taken a singular freak into his head, and performed 

it,ò said Sans-géne, amidst peals of laughter. 

ñAh!ò ejaculated the waiter; ñand pray what might the freak 

be, Monsieur?ò he added in a respectful tone.  

ñTo get drunk, and go to Calais to drink soda-water,ò was 

the reply.  

The waiter opened his eyes in unfeigned astonishment, and 

shrugged his shoulders doubtfully, as he muttered a ñJe nôy 

comprends rien.ò  

ñDespatch, waiter, and prepare my breakfast,ò cried Sans-

géne, when the immoderate ebullition of his mirth had 

somewhat abated; ñfor I have important business to transact 

with M. Deleux, the solicitor, who, by the way, invited me to 

breakfast with him: but I dare not venture out with an empty 

stomach; so use despatchðand, waiterðò  

ñWhat is your pleasure, Monsieur?ò said the gar­on.  

ñHave the goodness to enquire at the office down stairs, if 

two or three trunks and half a dozen carpet bags arrived from 

Paris by the waggon this morning, addressed óA sa 

 
22 Original citation: G.W.M. Reynolds, óThe Baroness: A Taleô, The 

Monthly Magazine, October 1837, pp. 382ï90. 
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seigneurieðô no, I mean to óM. Sans-géne, voyageur, 

Boulogne-sur-Mer.ô ò  

ñCertainly, Sir,ò returned the waiter. ñIs there any other 

commission to be executed for Monsieur?òô  

ñYesðwhen I recollect myselfðcall at the bankerôs in the 

Rue de lôEcu, and enquire if a remittance have been received 

for me.ò  

The waiter bowed, and retired to perform those errands 

which Sans-géne knew perfectly well would lead to 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 mantel-piece.  

ñThe waggon is not yet arrived, Monsieur,ò said the waiter, 

when he re-entered the room, after the lapse of a quarter of an 

hour or twenty minutes; ñand the banker has not yet received 

any advice from Paris relative to your remittances.ò 

ñAs for the money,ò said Sans-géne very coolly, ñI do not 

care about that; but my baggageðthat is the essential pointð

for I travelled purposely in a very old suit, and am ashamed to 

appear before, my lawyer, from whom I am to receive a 

considerable sum of money, in such habiliments: not but that 

my coat is-cut in the first Parisian fashionòð(it had been 

purchased at an old clothesô shop for the handsome sum of 

twelve francs)ðñand my breechesò (which he had borrowed 

from a friend in 1821) ñwere new only three weeks ago.ò  

ñIf, Monsieurðô began the waiter.  

ñSpeakðdo not be alarmed, my dear fellow,ò said Sans-

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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ñI have a Sunday suitðò continued the timid gar­on.  

ñAnd I have sixteen on the road,ò observed Sans-géne.  

ñWhich, if Monsieur would accept for a day,ðò said the 

waiter.  

ñThree of mine are of superfine black clothðò added Sans-

géne.  

ñIt is at Monsieurôs service,ò achieved the attendant.  

ñWith velvet collarsðò remarked Sans-géne.  

ñNoðit has no velvet about it,ò interrupted the waiter, 

fancying that the gentleman of the extensive wardrobe was 

alluding to the coat he so liberally proffered.  

ñAnd I shall reward you with fifty francs,ò cried Sans-géne, 

by way of cutting the 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 Sans-géne, they did not fit badly. 

At all events they were better 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 office, during which 

time a clerk was employed in informing M. Deleux of the 

client's arrival, and a quarter of an hour, in the solicitorôs 

private cabinet, whither he was eventually shown, Sansgéne 

began to feel a certain uneasiness in thus being forced to tarry 

so unreasonable a time, and accordingly commenced the 

perusal of some of the lawyerôs private papers that lay scattered 

on the desk, to while away a few minutesða task which he 

found somewhat difficult. But the obsequious bows, numerous 

welcomes, and cordial 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 French language and French manners 

are capable of demonstrating had been effectually lavished on 

each other by those gentlemen, they proceeded to busi- ness, 

the lawyer opening the conyersation in these terms:ð 

ñThe respected M. Sans-g®ne died very suddenly,ò observed 

the solicitor.  

ñThrough his predilection for fried eels, was it not?ò  

ñAlas! poor manðit was,ò returned the lawyer very 

seriously, ñAnd his money-bags, M. Deleuxðwere they 

tolerably well lined?ò enquired the anxious client. 

ñThe late venerable M. Sans-géne, who for many years had 

carried on a certain commercial intercourse with our 

transmarine neighbours, the English,ò began M. Deleux with 

peculiar solemnityð  

ñSmuggling, I suppose,ò interrupted Sans-géne, as he laid 

his right foot on the corner of the solicitorôs desk, thereby 

interposing the well-polished boot, supplied by the waiter, 

between his own physiognomy and that of the lawyer; 

ñsmuggling, eh? was it not?ò  

ñIf we must descend to particular details,ò observed M. 

Deleux, ñit was by those daring transactions that the venerable 

M. Sans-géne amassed the sum of twenty-five thousand 

francs.ò  

ñTwenty-five thousand francs!ò shouted Sans-géne in 

raptures.  

ñPrecisely,ò answered the lawyer. ñWhich sum, in the 

plenitude of his kindness, he has left to you,ò continued the man 

of business, ñas well as divers barrels of spirituous liquors, 

some furniture, plate, linen, a waggon with three wheels, a lame 
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horse, a mule, some oriental snakes preserved in spirits, and 

other valuables duly noticed in a catalogue of the effects.ò  

ñOf which I stand much in need,ò remarked the heir.  

ñWhat? of the waggon or the linen?ò cried the lawyer in 

astonishment.  

ñOh! no, thank Godðbut of the property,ò said Sans-géne, 

correcting himself. ñAt this very moment I have no less than 

six dozens of fine linen shirts, with cambric bosomsðthree 

dozensðò  

ñMille pardons!ò exclaimed the lawyer; ñbut my time is 

precious, and I can readily take your word for the various 

articles that form your wardrobe. Should you intend to reside 

at Boulogneðò  

ñDecidedly not,ò said Sans-g®ne, taking up the solicitorôs 

pen-knife to pair his nails.  

ñThen, in that case, perhaps the best step that could be taken, 

would be to realize the personal property, and convert the 

whole into ready money.ò  

ñMonsieur,ò replied Sans-g®ne, ñyou are a very Solomonð

a Locmanðan upright judge. Realize the property, and, in the 

meantime, give me a little cash for immediate purposes.ò  

ñWith pleasure,ò answered M. Deleux. ñBut first, I must 

communicate a very important secret to youða secret that has 

reposed in my breast for the last twenty yearsða secret that the 

late venerated M. Sans-géne entrusted to my ears on his first 

arrival at Boulogne.ò  

ñSacrebleu!ò exclaimed Sans-g®ne; ñhere is a mystery! 

Pray, was the old gentleman a king in disguise, a prophet, or a 

necromancer?ò  

ñNeither, my dear Sir; but he was not your father!ò  
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ñNot my father!ò ejaculated Sans-g®ne; ñI suppose, 

however, that his wife was my mother?ò  

ñNoðM. Sans-géne, 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 Ménardð

Paul M®nard.ò 

ñVery likely,ò remarked Sans-g®ne; ñ but I shall retain my 

present nomenclature, which is not only more distingué than 

that of Ménard; but, by a strange coincidence, is exactly 

expressive of my true character; so that it would appear as if I 

were made for the name, instead of the name for me.ò  

ñVery true,ò said the lawyer, smiling at these observations, 

and glancing towards Sans-g®neôs elevated leg, which had 

already caused several ñdogs-earsò to curl the angles of certain 

parchments and deeds scattered over the desk to make a show, 

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

ñI have, however, done my duty,ò continued the man of 

business, ñin thus communicating a matter which I was only 

permitted to unfold after the demise of the respected M. 

Ménard, alias Sans-géne, It is now my intention to hand you 

over ten thousand francs for your immediate wants, and in the 

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. I 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 coursesðpardon me, M. 

Sans-géne; it is my dutyðand become as steady as he could 

wish you to be. Therefore, mon cher monsieur, reflectðò  
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ñBeg pardon, my dear Sir, in return,ò interrupted Sans-géne, 

ñbut my time is plaguy preciousðthree rendezvous, with as 

many noblemen staying here, already, and two conquests to 

attend toðmight I therefore requestðò  

The lawyer understood Sans-g®neôs meaning full well, and 

accordingly produced the promised sum, which the enraptured 

heir duly consigned to his pocket, whistling an opera-air as he 

conveyed each consecutive bank-note 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 deigning 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 paid it under circumstances of extraordinary bustle 

and ostentation. He then sent for a tailor, shoemaker, hatter, and 

hosier, and speedily equipped himself cap-a-pie in new 

garments, declaring that he was not accustomed to be so long 

without his baggage, which 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 

liberality of ña certain nobleman travelling incognito, and 

stopping at the Hotel de ðð,ò was ñbruited all over the town,ò 

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 

character and his safety in so disreputable a manner, upon 

which Sans-géne 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 the chateau in the neighbourhood of Amiens, 

and the high-born inhabitants of the mansion of Grandmanoir. 

 

Chapter Six: The Abb® Prudôhomme 

 

ñHow gorgeous is that sunset,ò said Count de Montville to the 

two beautiful grand-daughters of the baroness, as they sate on 

the green lawn opposite the ancient chateau. ñThe rays of that 

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.ò  

ñIt is scarcely marvellous,ò observed Eugenie, ñthat semi-

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 

to be pitied, much less blamed.ò  

ñIs it the solemn stillness of the evening, dear sister, that 

renders us thus sentimental?ò enquired the playful Clemence 

with a sweet sinile; then, while a deep sigh escaped her bosom, 

she added, ñor is it, alas! the increased melancholy of the 

baroness since the visit of the Notary?ò  

ñThat melancholy is inexplicable,ò said the count. ñI have 

endeavoured to console my ancient friend as well as I possibly 

couldðI have ventured to hint that if any pecuniary 

embarrassment have caused her pain, a remedy could easily be 

foundðbut it is all in vain, mesdemoiselles; a deep melancholy 

hangs over that powerful mind, and will shortly destroy its 

energies, if it be suffered to corrode there much longer.ò  

The young ladies watched with peculiar earnestness the 

countôs changing features as he spoke, and merely sighed a 
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reciprocal assent to the truth of his observations. The young 

nobleman proceeded. ñBut, besides her Maker,ò said he, ñthere 

is one man who knows the hidden cause of her mental 

sufferingsðwho advises her in difficult mattersðwho attends 

to her temporal interests as well as to her future welfare. He is 

the depositor of her secretsðhe has made himself necessary to 

herðhe alone can control her actions, if any one living have 

such power. And that man is the Abb® Prudôhommeða man 

whom I mistrustða man whom I cannot even respect.ð God 

knows whereforeðI may be wrongðI may injure him, deeply 

injure himðbut I like him not; and my fears lead me to believe 

that his counsels are evil, and that those counsels will ruin her!ò  

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 statements 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 cross-question him on the subject; but at the 

moment when her curiosity would have 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 the chateau. Eugenie and 

Clemence looked anxiously in the direction he had taken, and 

shortly espied the Abb® Prudôhomme seated on a bench amidst 

the trees. De Montville accosted the Abbé with a somewhat 

stern countenance, and addressed him as follows:ð  

ñI am happy that we should 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 demand an explanationðò  

ñDemand an explanation, my lord!ò ejaculated the Abb®, 

rising from the bench on which he had been seated, and 

assuming an air of injured pride.  

ñYesðdemand an explanation!ò repeated de Montville. 

ñAnd, first, Monsieur lôAbb®, allow me to tell you,ò continued 

the young nobleman, ñthat I mistrust youðò  

ñMy lord!ò  

ñInterrupt me not! I mistrust you, Sir; and it is my intention 

to make you reply to a few questions which I shall presently 

put to you.ò  

ñLord de Montville,ò said the Abb®, with admirable 

coolness, ñyour language is as inexplicable as it is rude and 

unseemly. If you hope to intimidate me with harsh expressions, 

or excite my feelings by severe taunts, your lordship will be 

mistaken.ò  

ñKnow you this hand-writing?ò cried de Montville, taking a 

piece of paper from his pocket, and holding it before the priestôs 

eyes. The Abbé glanced at it for one momentðstartedðand 

then suddenly collecting himself, he calmly said, ñThe writing 

is similar to my ownðbut it, nevertheless, is not mine. Some 

one has forged that document.ò  

ñWretch!ò cried the count in a voice of thunder, as he 

returned the paper to his pocket, and advanced towards the 

priest with a threatening air; ñdo you mean to insinuate that I 

am capable of such a deed?ò 

ñI insinuate nothing,ò replied the priest coolly; ñI would 

merely observe, that he who would peruse a paper, which he 

may have found, is capable of a darker act of treachery.ò  
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ñMy suspicions are well grounded then!ò observed the 

count, the flush of rage having left his cheek, and an expression 

of the most sovereign contempt curling his lip. ñAlas! poor 

baroness!ò  

ñRather say, óAlas! poor Clemence!ôò muttered the priest; 

ñfor when the grand secret shall be known, Count de Montville 

will pay his addresses to the heiress of some 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 elapsed ere the singularity of the priestôs observation 

struck him; and then he knew not how to reply. He cast his eyes 

upon the ground, reflected on the ambiguity of the Abb®ôs 

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 attached to the 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 minuteôs consideration determined him to question 

the priest in a most peremptory manner on the subject; but, 

when he raised his head, the ñholy fatherò was no longer in his 

presence. 

Prudôhomme, alarmed at the remark he had made, and the 

half-promise of revealing a secret into which his anger had 

betrayed him, hastily retreated from the grove the moment 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 the chateau where he was certain to encounter the 

young nobleman again, the Abbé bent his steps in the direction 

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 

totally 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 the grove, he frequently struck his forehead with 

impatience, and muttered the name of Eugenie! Dark were his 

thoughts ðdarker his machinationsðhis countenance was 

ghastly pale, and his features were frequently distorted for 

some minutes into hideous expressions, 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 opposite to 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.  

ñAre you bound for Grandmanoir?ò enquired the priest.  

ñI was, may it please your reverence,ò answered Jean 

Maillot, the well-known coachman usually employed by the 

proprietor of the Hotel de France; ñbut now that I have 

encountered you, my commission is more than half executed.ò  

ñAnd what may that be?ô demanded the priest in partial 

astonishment.  

ñThere is a sick man at our house,ò replied Jean hastily; ñand 

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 

mentioned.ò  
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ñThis is strangeððpassing strange!ò murmured the priest; 

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 the jeunes demoiselies on that of the hostess, 

rather assailed than welcomed Father Joseph, when he made his 

appearance in the court-yard of the hotel. His 

acknowledgments and replies were courteous but hasty; and 

were speedily cut short by a request to be immediately shown 

to the apartment of the Chevalier dôAltamont, for such was the 

name, according to the information he obtained from the host, 

of the sick gentleman lodging in the hotel. The Abbé was 

accordingly conducted to the chevalierôs apartment, where 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 

grey locks and cool his feverish cheeks. 

ñBenedice, mi fili,ò cried the priest, as he advanced towards 

the chevalier, and made the sign of the cross. ñMeseems that 

the hand of sickness is upon thee; but if thou hast sent to me for 

ghostly comfortò 

ñGhostly comfort!ò cried the chevalier with a smile of 

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

the priest to be seated with his right hand; ñ ghostly comfort!ò 

he repeated in a less severe tone, ñno, Abb® Prudhomme, I am 

not so deeply affected with corporeal suffering as thou mayôst 

imagine; and had I required ghostly comfort, as thou art pleased 

to call it, I might have sent to other priests in the 

neighbourhood, whose abode is not so distant as thine.ò  
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The priest gazed in mute astonishment at the singular 

language which issued from the lips of that old but venerable 

personage; while the chevalier proceeded in a more 

conciliatory tone.  

ñYou are a clever man, Monsieur Abb®, and a man of the 

world ðeh? And a worldly-minded man. Start notðI mean no 

insultðas the communications I shall shortly make will fully 

prove; but I must touch a string in thy heart ere I unfold the 

secrets I have to confide to theeða string which will oscillate 

to nothing but the contiguity of gold!ò  

ñChevalier dôAltamont,ò began the priest, apparently irate 

at this unusual frankness on the part of a stranger.  

ñSilenceðand be seated!ò cried the old man, with a peculiar 

tone of command which the Abbé felt himself indescribably 

bound to obey. ñSilenceðI repeatðand affect not a virtue you 

cannot feel. You must serve meðyesðserve me, I repeat, in 

preference to a certain individual with whom I accidentally 

travelled a few days ago, and whose name did not transpire till 

after his departureðand that name is de Moirot!ò  

ñDe Moirot!ò cried the priest, starting on his chair, and 

casting a look of mingled curiosity and dread at the venerable 

individual, who returned his glance with a calmness not 

unmixed with satisfaction. ñDe Moirot, did you say?ò  

ñDe Moirot, the Notary,ò was the tranquil reply.  

ñI know himðknow him well!ò said the priest, laconically, 

perceiving that it was useless to dissimulate with the chevalier.  

ñI am aware of it; and you serve a treacherous friend, a 

dangerous enemy, and an unprincipled usurer,ò continued 

dôAltamont, somewhat warmly. ñBut you must now enlist 

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 and surprise 

you, at the same time that they will induce you to forsake the 

cause of a villain.ò  

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 gentleman, 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 

 

ñIt was in the year 1774,ò said the Chevalier dô Altamont to the 

all-attentive Abb® Prudhomme, ñthat I was first intimately 

acquainted with the baron and baroness of Grandmanoir.23 The 

baroness was one of the most beautiful creatures that ever 

existed. But certain reasons oblige me to be concise on this 

head, or I might give you a description of a being a fairer than 

whom the sun neôer shone upon. Her husband was deeply 

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 in 1775, and the baronôs happiness was complete. 

They were then residing at Grandmanoir; and a continued 

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

time. There never were less than twenty or thirty visitors 

staying at the chateau, amongst whom I was invariably 

included. But the most constant guestðand the one whose 

presence appeared to be the most indispensable to the baronð

was the duke de Dumaille. 

 
23 G.W.M. Reynolds, óThe Baroness: A Novelô, The Monthly 

Magazine, November 1837, pp. 493ï500. 
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 ñThe duke was the baronôs most intimate friend. They had 

been educated together at the same seminary in early youth, and 

had made a continental tour in each otherôs company when they 

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 

astonishing that the duke de Dumaille and the baron de 

Grandmanoir should thus remain inseparable companions. The 

duke was remarkably handsome. Tall and well-formed, he had 

that aquiline cast of feature which so well corresponds with a 

commanding air and aristocratic bearing. His manners were 

fascinating in the extremeðhe had a most retentive memoryð

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 means of apt 

quotation, and whose amour propre he 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.  

ñTo give you an idea of the nature of the friendship that 

existed between the duke de Dumaille and the baron of 

Grandmanoir, I need but mention an occurrence which took 

place in January 1776, and to which may eventually be traced 

the origin of all the pecuniary difficulties that now threaten the 

ancient family. You startðMonsieur lôAbb®ðbut I know more 

than you suspectðand I am perfectly aware that the baroness 

is at this moment involved in embarrassments, and that those 

embarrassments were the cause of de Moirotôs late visit. But to 

continue my anecdote. The duke was a notorious gambler, and 

one of the most extravagant men in existence. One eveningð
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when the duke was supposed to be at Parisða post-chaise 

suddenly drew up to the door of the chateau, 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 playðthat his estates were already mortgaged for a 

timeðbut that 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 money on terms apparently easy at the 

moment, but which have since proved the origin of a thousand 

evils. An infamous deed was signedðthe baron did not object 

to the conditions of it, so firmly did he rely upon the promises 

of the duke and his ability to repay the money at the period 

specifiedðand 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. 

Howeverðsuffice it to say that the duke was made happyðthe 

baron pleased at having been so materially serviceable to a 

friendðand they returned to the chateau together. I 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 encumbrance 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. 

ñThe days were passed in amusements of all kindsðthe 

evenings in dancing, fétes champétres, or with music and cards. 

There were barges upon the canals, beautifully fitted up for the 

use of the visitors who were fond of water-excursions; hounds 
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and huntsmen for the chase; and shooting apparatus for the 

sportsman. The ponds were filled 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; 

and ennui was banished from those halls of delight.  

ñAt length it came to the baronôs knowledge that the duke 

had expressed himself in ardent terms relative to the baroness. 

Of this circumstance I was well informed, residing, as I before 

told you, almost constantly at Grandmanoir. The baron knew 

full well the dukeôs character and disposition, and did not for 

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 

not persuade himself had been already estranged from the liege 

lord of her first affections.  

ñI shall not dwell at any length upon this portion of my 

narrative; nor shall I expatiate on the intense anxiety 

experienced by the baron during the few months that elapsed 

after suspicion and jealousy had once been awakened in his 

mind. Suspicion, M. lôAbbe, deprives you of sleepðturns the 

hours set apart for repose into restless vigils ðchases the blood 

away from the cheekðplants untimely wrinkles on the browð

and causes you to start at the slightest whisper. And jealousy, 

M. lôAbbe, is the spider of the mind, that weaves its venomous 

webs around the finest fibres which concrete in the human 

breast, distorts all things into other shapes, gives false colours 

to the appearance 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!ò  



162 
 

Here the Chevalier dôAltamont hesitated for a moment to 

recover breath; and the Abb® Prudôhomme awaited in the 

deepest suspense the conclusion of the tale. 

ñNo,ò continued the chevalier, ñthose suspicions were 

justðand that jealousy was not a vain and visionary idea. The 

baron confided all his secrets to me; my breast was the 

repository of all his sentiments, all his dread, and all his fears, 

as well as all his sorrowsðand those sorrows, M. lôAbb®, were 

not trivialðthey were deep and profound! If I speak with 

warmth, pardon me, for I was the baronôs dearest friend, and I 

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

glaring and most unequivocal proofsðat length convinced the 

unhappy husband of his wifeôs infidelity; and, in a moment of 

pardonable ire, the baron sought to slay the cruel seducer of 

innocence and yirtue, without allowing him an opportunity of 

preparing for self-defence. But the duke escapedðGod only 

knows howðthe effects of his injured friendôs just resentment; 

and immediately made a precipitate retreat from the chateau. I 

have since ascertained 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 with the baron of Grandmanoir. I did not 

fail subsequently to acquaint my injured friend with this (to 

him) important fact; and it considerably alleviatedðif solace 

could be experienced in the midst of woes so deep as hisðthe 

acuteness of his sorrows.  

ñFew were the reproaches he breathed in the ears of his 

faithless spouse; to save his honourðto conceal the disgrace 

that had fallen upon his familyðto prevent the possibility of a 

rencontre between himself or his wife and the infamous de 
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Dumailleðthese were now his 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 a series of successive 

centuries, during which many were the noble scions that were 

born to and died from that honourable stock, no disgraceð-no 

infamy had ever been attached to their glorious name. Can you 

wonder, then, Monsieur lôAbb®, that in his agonyðin his 

despairðthe 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 ancientðnot less 

renownedðnot less exalted by rankðnor 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 

climeðto forsake his proud and lordly acquaintancesðto 

banish himself from his paternal estateðto shun the glances of 

his fellow-countrymenðOh! M. Abbé, you know not how 

galling such proceedings must have been to the haughty and 

unbending disposition of the peer of Grandmanoir!  

ñBut he was inflexible in his determination. The stately 

hotel in the Faubourg Saint Germain was sold, the servants 

were dismissed, the furnitureðyes, the very furnitureðwas 

disposed of, in order to convince the baroness of the stern 

resolve of her husband, and the uncertainty of their ever again 

returning to Paris; and they departed on a tour to Italy, leaving 

their extensive possessions under the control of a notary of the 

Rue Vivienne in Paris. I need scarcely inform you that this was 
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M. de Moirot, the father of the present unworthy claimant to 

the estate of Grandmanoir.ò  

ñSingularðmost singular!ò cried the Abb®, while the 

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 reach as he reclined upon 

the sofa. ñAll this is perfectly new and strange to me,ò added 

Father Joseph, unable to refrain from expressing his 

astonishment.  

ñStrange and new!ò cried the chevalier, almost 

contemptuously. ñWhat! are you astonished that, amongst other 

communications, the baroness should have withheld from you 

the secret of her shame ðof her disgrace? No; she thinks you 

are her friendðin her declining years she fancies she has need 

of your counsels in the emergency of her affairs; and she 

entrusts just so much to your wisdom as she chooses and is 

obliged by circumstances to do. Mistake her not, Abbé 

Prudôhomme. I know her wellðI was long intimate with her 

and her husbandðin fine, I am this day engaged in her cause. 

But let me continue my narrative, ere the night shall be too far 

advanced.ò  

ñProceed,ò said Father Joseph; ñI am most anxious to know 

the result of these mysterious deeds.ò  

ñThe baron and his wife,ò continued the chevalier, ñleft 

Paris, and proceeded towards the genial clime of Italy. When 

they bade adieu to 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 return to 

France. But three years passed awayðand they sought not 

again the enjoyments of their native land. I 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 

where his 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; and that 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 into 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.  

ñThe baron and baroness of Grandmanoir,ò continued the 

chevalier, after a momentary pause, ñat length fixed their abode 

in Florence, and gradually entered into the dissipations and 

pleasures of the Tuscan capital. Year succeeded year; the baron 

eagerly plunged 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 fail to aid her noble husband in making 

away with their vast riches: she gave magnificent 

entertainmentsðkept a splendid equipageð hired a beautiful 

villa in the vale of Arnoðand eyen astonished the wealthiest 

inhabitants of Florence by her expenditure and ostentatious 

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 ruinous a course, destroyed the happiness of the 

baron for ever, involved his property in deeper jeopardy, andð

andðbut no matterðhe was my friend, M. lôAbb®ðand you 

will pardon these tears!ò 

The holy father said nothing; he was lost in deep thoughtð

a multitude of new ideas and new schemes were already jarring 

in his breastðand he scarcely remarked the bitterness with 

which the venerable old man wept. A long interval ensuedð

the moon was by this time high in the heavensðthe busy hum 

of the city was almost rocked in reposeðand the bat winged 

his airy flight around the tall gables of the houses. The night 

was still calm and sereneðnot a cloud veiled the stars aboveð

the darkness consisted of a dusky veil, whose surface was 

uniformly of the same hue, and was not varied by occasional 

vapours; and in that little apartment sate those two menðeach 

with thoughts of vast import agitating his mindð 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 

length dôAltamont started upðthe iron tongue of the cathedral 

bell proclaimed the hour of elevenðand the sonorous note 

effectually aroused the inmates of the apartment to which we 

have introduced our reader, from their reflections.  

ñIt is now mine,ò said the chevalier, ñto detail a succession 

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 gaietyðwhile music 

was nightly heard in the cassino hired by the baroness in the 
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vale of Arnoðand 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 careerðwhile de Moirot was deriving immense profits 

from his situation as intendant of the property of 

Grandmanoirðand while the eventual ruin of that noble 

familyôs fortune and honour alike appeared to be threatenedð

the duke de Dumaille suddenly arrived in Florence! He was still 

gay, volatile, and handsome 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.  

ñThe baron was absent, on a visit to an Italian nobleman at 

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 Arnoða 

return that was sudden and totally unanticipated by herða 

return that took place at midnight, when all was gaiety, with 

dancing, music, and mirth in the country residenceðit was 

only then that the baron first became aware of the dukeôs 

presence in Florence, and encountered him in the salons of the 

baroness, surrounded by the gay Italian youths who flitted 

about the handsome and noble Frenchman, and were proud to 

be honoured by his smiles. For a moment the baronôs brow 

darkened, and his hand sought his sword; but respect for 

himself and for his family restrained his indignation, and he 

bowed distantly to the duke, who saluted him with a half-

impudent, half-patronising inclination of the head. That night a 

terrible scene took place between the baron and his spouse, and 

a confession of a renewed guilty intercourse was slowly elicited 

from the unwilling lips of the lost woman!  
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ñMisfortunes never come singly, M. lôAbb®,ò pursued the 

chevalier, hastily quitting the subject which related to the 

arrival of de Dumaille at Florence; ñnoðcalamity in its visits 

is never unattended. On the following morningðafter that 

eventful nightðthe 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 information of the same fact, and 

advertising the baron of the non-payment of the enormous sum 

advanced in 1776, as I before stated. These news were 

sufficient to paralyze the energies of any common individual; 

but the baron endeavoured to bear up against his misfortunes 

with fortitude and magnanimity. He knew it was useless to 

apply to de Dumailleðeven 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 layðin 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 tottering on the verge of ruin, and a desperate sacrifice 

could alone save him. The non-fulfilment 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 Moirot to 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 amountðas you may rememberð

of the original loan, had been suffered to accumulate; and, 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 madeðthat is to say, a certain risk was to be 

runðand that sacrifice, and that risk, were both proposed by 

the avaricious 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 for the 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 might 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 monthôs due notice. Thus to gratify the avaricious 

calculations of one man, and to suit the convenience of another, 

was concluded the most villainous private commercial treaty24 

ever concocted by a notary, or signed by a land-holder! I 

subsequently understood that de Moirot settled this anticipated 

wealthðthat is, either the sum due, or the estate itselfðon his 

younger son Alfred, of whose mysterious disappearance I have 

since been informed.ò 

 ñAnd the baronessð,ò said the Abb® Prudôhomme, taking 

advantage of another pause in the chevalierôs narrative to put a 

question that might elicit the information he required.  

ñThe baroness,ò exclaimed the chevalier sharply. ñWellð

while these things were being done, her son throveðand the 

features of the boy resembled those of his sire.ò  

 
24 The details of this transaction are partially founded on fact. 
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ñBut what steps did the baron takeð?ò interrupted the 

Abbé, looking at his watch, and manifesting a certain 

impatience which indicated his anxiety to depart.  

ñFor some time he devoured his wrathðfor some time he 

tolerated the visits of the duke at his house in Florenceðand 

for some time he merely reproached his wife in secret for 

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 concerning 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 Arnoðthey were accompanied by secondsðthey fired at the 

same timeðand the baron was left for dead!ò  

ñBut he did not dieðhe survived that event,ò exclaimed the 

Abbé hastily, and casting a peculiar glance of suspicion or 

doubt on the flushing countenance of the chevalier.  

ñAh! how knowest thou that?ò demanded the venerable 

dôAltamont, starting from his recumbent position, and sitting 

upright on the sofa, while he gave the Abbé a look which 

seemed to read the reverend fatherôs inmost soul. 

ñYour confidence shall be met with equal confidence,ò said 

the Abb® calmly. ñDuring de Moirotôs visit the other day, I 

overheard all that passed between him and the baronessðI 

listened in an adjoining apartmentðsolicitude for her welfare 

urged me to be thus indiscreet; and in the course of their 

conversation, de Moirot made use of these words,ðóWere my 

brother Alfred de Moirot in existence, then the lands of 

Grandmanoir would pass away from me and my heirs for ever. 

Such was my fatherôs willðas your deceased husband well 
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knew!ô Now Alfred de Moirot was only born in 1791ðso far 

as my informationðò 

ñThat may be!ò cried the chevalier, ñbecause the baron did 

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 by 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 I received letters 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 to Franceðshould you 

ask wherefore he was desirous of being deemed no more a 

denizen of this worldðseek 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 Dumaille avowed 

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 would be 

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 

conductðsingular, perhaps, to you and to me, but reasonable 

when connected with an individual entertaining the highest 

sense of family honour, and jealous of the breath of aspersion!ò  
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Here the chevalier paused, and as the last words, which he 

uttered with considerable 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 passed between 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 departure. 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. dôAltamont have so long refrained from seeking the 

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 

 

ñIt is most unaccountable,ò said M. Delville, ñparticularly as 

the conducteur of the Diligence swore that a gentleman, who 

was with me, and who appeared to be nearly as intoxicated as 

myself, helped me into the vehicle, and declared that I was 

bound for Calais.ò25 

ñEh! bien, my dear friend,ò exclaimed Sans-g®ne; ñbut have 

I not pledged my word and honour that I am as innocent with 

regard to your adventure as the Great Mogul himself? We were 

 
25 Original citation: G.W.M. Reynolds, óThe Baroness: A Taleô, The 

Monthly Magazine, January 1838, pp. 57ï62. 
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walking very quietly along the road, and parted in an equally 

quiet manner.ò  

ñHow was that?ò enquired the still half credulous Delville. 

ñSimply by falling into a ditch,ò returned Sans-g®ne. ñBut 

you expressed your intention the other day of visiting Calais; 

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

Mahomet, Mahomet was obliged to go to the mountain.ò  

ñThat may be,ò observed M, Delville; ñbut if ever I be again 

led away by the inducements you hold out, M. Sans-géne, to 

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

characters you have yet encountered.ò  

ñNous verronsðnous verrons!ò cried Sans-géne, rubbing 

his hands together, and casting a satisfied look at his person in 

the reflecting Psyche opposite to where he sate.  

ñAnd what may be the cause of these wise resolutions?ò  

ñTo tell you the truth,ò murmured M. Delville in a voice 

which he affected to render peculiarly sentimental, ñI must be 

upon my guard, for I am certain my actions are watched.ò  

ñWatched!ò cried Sans-g®ne: ñhow? by the police?ò ñOh! 

no; by a soubretteða ladyôs maid, you know,ò was the reply, 

accompanied by a cunning smile.  

ñAh! I understandðan affair of gallantryða little amourð

eh ?ò observed Sans-géne, adding to the broad hint conveyed 

by his remark the additional emphasis of a blow or poke 

between M. Delvilleôs ribs in the most sensitive part.  

ñYou are right; but not with the ladyôs-maid,ò returned the 

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

the introduction of Sans-g®neôs knuckles between his bones.  

ñNot with the ladyôs-maid!ò exclaimed Sans-g®ne. ñWho 

then is the happy fair one that has captivated the illustrious 

Delville?ò  
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ñHer mistress!ò was the solemn reply.  

ñAll honourable, correct, straight-forward, eh?ò said Sans-

géne.  

ñOh! yes; a widow, my dear fellowða rich widow, and as 

lovely as she is wealthy.ò  

ñPeste!ò ejaculated Sans-g®ne; ñcannot you introduce a. 

friend, old boy?ò 

ñWith pleasureðI am not jealous,ò answered Delville; 

ñalthough I have not yet proposedðthat is, expressed myself 

in direct terms. A thousand little hints, 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.ò  

ñThat was modest, at all events!ò observed Sans-g®ne, ñDid 

you answer the effusion?ò  

ñNot yet,ò replied M. Delville. ñThe fact is, between you 

and me, I occasionallyðonly occasionally, recollectðwear 

spectacles; andðand I find it disagreeable to write without 

them. I do not say it is impossible, mindðmerely inconvenient; 

and, if you remember, I had my spectacles on my noseðò  

ñWhen we issued in a tolerable hurry from the cabaret 

together,ò said Sans-géne.  

ñYes,ò continued Delville; ñand also when I tumbledðthat 

is, felléò  

ñInto the ditch, where you lost them; and at present you are 

sans lunettes,ò hastily observed Sans-géne, in order to cut short 

a long story.  

ñYou have hit it precisely; the real truth is now unfolded,ò 

said Delville. 

ñHave you ever written to the lady in question before?ò  
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ñNever,ò replied the old gentleman.  

ñNor does she know your hand-writing?ò persisted Sans-

g®ne. ñI once showed her how I made my Pôs and Dôs.ò  

ñPshaw! is that all?ò  

ñFarther than those letters are concerned, Madame Gaston 

is totally unacquainted with my hand-writing.ò  

ñGood!ò cried Sans-g®ne; ñI will indite a letter for you. 

Setting aside the spelling, my hand is tolerably decent.ò  

ñNo!ò ejaculated M. Delville, his countenance expressing a 

certain band delight which called a smile to the lips of his 

companion. ñWill you really do me that service?ò  

ñCertainly,ò said Sans-géne; and having arranged the 

writing materials upon the table in M. Delvilleôs room, where 

they were seated, he desired the old gentleman to dictate the 

reply he was anxious to transmit to Madame Gaston, for that 

was the name of the fair inamorata.  

ñAdorable creature,ò commenced M. Delville, ñIt is with 

the deepest sense of gratitude and love thatðò 

ñExcellent!ò cried Sans-g®ne. ñProceed.ò  

ñThat I take up my pen toð must I say ómy penô?ò  

ñCertainly. How is she to know any thing to the contrary?ò 

demanded Sans-géne, who was very busily engaged in writing.  

ñWell, then,ò continued M. Delville,ðñthat I take up my 

pen to acknowledge the receipt of your welcome epistle, and 

reply in a style which I hope will not fail to please you. Proud 

that my attentions have not been thrown away, and that my 

personal appearance is not displeasing, I venture to offer up 

the incense of a pure affection at the altar ofðofð what shall 

I say?ò 
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ñRidicule and folly!ò said Sans-géne, whose hand was 

busily employed in tracing certain characters on the paper 

before him, and whose mind was at the moment rather absent.  

ñNonsense!ò exclaimed M. Delville, thinking that his 

amanuensis was lightly treating a serious matter.  

ñSay, óat the altar of beauty and mental accomplishments; 

and so soon as I shall have been blessed with the supreme 

felicity of calling myself your husband, my constant endeavour 

to study your happiness only will demonstrate more forcibly 

than all the flowers of rhetoric, the extent of my affection. I 

remain, dear madam, your constant adorer, Mathieu 

Delvilleô.ò  

Sans-géne scribbled away, and much longer than M. 

Delville continued to dictate, which at first astonished the old 

gentleman. He was however re-assured, when Sans-géne threw 

down his pen, and said, ñWell, so far so good; I have copied 

your effusion precisely as it issued from your honied lips; but I 

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

taking a quiet morningôs walk to the galleys at Brest or Toulon, 

for the small inadvertency called forgery. Pray, mon cher ami, 

sign your own name: that surely you may accomplish even 

without glasses.ò  

To this reasonable demand M. Delville assented, and 

accordingly subjoined his two appellationsðprenomen and 

cognomenðto the paper which Sans-géne placed in a 

convenient position before him. The letter was then folded up, 

sealed, and duly addressed to ñMadame veuve Gaston,ò &c. 

&c. In the course of an hour an answer was returned, to the 

effect that the fair widow would have much pleasure in 

receiving Messieurs Delville and Sans-géne that evening to 

partake of supper, &c., at half-past nine oôclock.  
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ñPeste!ò exclaimed Delville; ñyou have already created a 

sensation in Boulogne, mon cher. But how could Madame 

Gaston know that we were intimate?ò  

ñShe has doubtless seen us together,ò observed Sans-géne, 

suppressing a smile that would have been peculiarly 

significant, had not prudence ñnipped it in the bud.ò  

ñTrue!ò cried Delville; ñand perhaps she knows that you are 

a nobleman in disguise?ò  

ñOh! I hope not,ò exclaimed Sans-g®ne hastily. ñWould it 

not be better if you were to pass me off as your nephew?ò 

ñWith pleasure!ò ejaculated Delville, who was flattered by 

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 sea-breeze for that 

day, they returned 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 Sans-géne gratified his 

curiosity by causing M. Delville to put him in possession of all 

particulars relative to that ladyôs personal attractions and 

worldly goods. The substance of the old gentlemanôs 

communication was, ñthat Madame Gaston was the widow of 

a wealthy merchantðthat she enjoyed an income of four 

hundred pounds per annumðthat she was about thirty-six 

years of age, tall and moderately stoutðand that she was very 

anxious to supply the place of the deceased negociant with 

another protector.ò Sans-géne was peculiarly satisfied with the 

colouring of this picture, and forbore to make such frequent 

applications to the wine-bottle as was his wont: determined, 

however, that the hotel-keeper should not be a loser by this 
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unusual abstemiousness, he plied M. Delville to the heartôs 

content of that worthy individual, 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 mutual happiness. 

At half-past nine Messieurs Delville and Sans-géne rang at 

the door of Madame Gastonôs house, and were immediately 

admitted to that ladyôs presence. The room in which she was 

seated was elegantly furnished; and Madame Gaston herself 

was an elegant 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 bashfulnessða look that would have been exceedingly sly, 

had its acumen not been suppressed by a latent modesty or 

confusionðat Sans-géne.  

ñM. Delville is welcomeðand his nephewðò began 

Madame Gaston.  

ñMy nephew!ò exclaimed M. Delville in astonishment; 

ñhow did it become known thatðò  

ñOh!ò cried Sans-géne, almost precipitating himself upon 

his venerable companion, ñall the world at Boulogne knows 

that I am your nephew; I foolishly spread the report myself; 

andðò  

ñAndðandðthe letter, you remember!ò murmured 

Madame Gaston in M. Delvilleôs ear.  

ñEh! the letterðwhat? he did not confessðò  

ñOh! no; not he!ò said Madame Gaston in the same sotto 

voce.  

ñSo much the better!ò cried M. Delville, almost bewildered 

with wine and a consciousness of some mystery which he could 
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not ex- plain, while Sans-géne hastened to turn the 

conversation.  

ñMonsieur has not been long at Boulogne-sur-Mer?ò 

observed Madame Gaston, fixing her large blue eyes with a 

peculiar expression on Sans-géne.  

ñNo, Madame, only a few days. I came hither for the 

purpose of receiving a considerable fortune from a lawyer in 

this town, under the will of a deceased relative.ò  

ñWhat! is it possible? were you related to the late M. Sans-

géne of the Basse-Ville?ò exclaimed Madame Gaston, drawing 

back her chair a few paces, and suffering her features to 

contract into a frown. 

ñI have not that honour, Madame,ò replied the adventurer: 

ña coincidence of namesðnothing more, L assure you.ò 

ñSingular, indeed !ò cried the lady, suddenly relapsing into 

smiles once more.  

ñAnd does M. Sans-g®ne intend to make a long stay?ò  

ñMa chere,ò interrupted M. Delvilleðñfor so I may now 

call you, under existing circumstancesðò  

ñCertainly! certainly!ò interrupted Sans-géne in his turn, 

and with impolite haste; ñoh! certainlyðmatrimonial 

speculationsðlittle familiaritiesðdrop all ceremonyðma 

chereðcertainly, certainly !òð then, without giving M. 

Delville time to recover from his anger and astonishment, nor 

Madame Gaston from her pretty confusion, he said, ñYes, 

Madame, I came hither for the purpose of receiving a large sum 

of money; and thinking that the sea air might agree with me, I 

desired Laplace and Lafleur, my two domestics, to follow with 

the horses. One is so dull in a strange place without oneôs stud; 

but now that I have the honourðò 
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ñMa chere!ò again interrupted M. Delville, the influence of 

wine and the green-eyed monster working upon him; 

ñconsidering our relative situations, I think you might 

condescend to address a few words to me, whoðò  

ñWhat! do you already repent?ò cried Madame Gaston, 

flirting with her fan, behind which she partially concealed her 

face.  

ñRepent! Howðrepent! Really methinks, Madame, that 

after the letter I had the honourðò  

ñIt is precisely that letter,ô exclaimed Madame Gaston, 

ñthatðò 

ñExactly, the letter!ò shouted Sans-géne, purposely letting 

fall his handkerchief, and giving Delville a tremendous pinch 

on the calf of his leg, as he stooped to pick it up.  

The colloquy would doubtless have become more and more 

mystified, and M. Delville more and more at a loss to 

understand the ambiguous portions of it, had not the entrance 

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 Sans-géne. In fact, the only 

person who was not essentially displeased by it was Madame 

Gaston; and the effect it produced upon her was a series of 

blushes, flirtings with the fan, and various little coquetteries 

which she enacted for her own peculiar benefit.  

A magnificent repast was spread out in an adjoining 

apartment. A paté de fois gras stood on one side of the table, 

and a cold poulet truffé on the other. A fricandeau de veau, 

reposing in a bed of oseille, afforded a pleasing spectacle and 

gratifying odour; and a dish of cotelettes de mouton a la 

jardiniere crowned the banquet. Champagne and the best 
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Bordeaux-Laflitte garnished a dumb-waiter placed near the 

table; while nosegays of beautiful flowers, tastefully arranged 

on the mantel-piece, gave a sweet perfume amidst the grosser 

emanations from the inviting supper.  

ñDelicious!ò cried M. Delville, as with a vacant eye he 

surveyed the banquet thus spread out.  

ñAsseyons-nous, Messieurs,ò said the courteous lady of the 

house, ñand do honour to my preparation, M. Sans-géne, this is 

your place, next to me; M. Delville, take the chair at the bottom 

of the table.ò  

ñMais, ma chere,ò commenced the discomfited old 

gentleman.  

ñNo remonstrances, my dear M. Delville!ò exclaimed 

Madame Gaston; then, in a sort of half whisper, she added, 

ñYou are not consistentðyou appear to repent of your 

determination every momentðand forget the óridicule and 

follyô, as you yourself express itðò  

ñUpon my honour, Madam, this is a mysteryðò 

ñAllons! interrupted Sans-g®ne, ñare we to stand prattling all 

the evening, while so many good things await our attack? Pray 

seat yourself, M. Delville;ò and, without any more ado, he 

quietly pushed that gentleman into the chair indicated by 

Madame Gaston.  

ñHere is some mystery that I cannot understand,ò muttered 

Delville to himself; ñbut resignation is at present my only 

resource, in addition to a good supper;ò with which 

consolations, and particularly the latter, he managed to amuse 

himself for the better portion of half an hour.  

In the meantime Sans-géne was remarkably assiduous to 

Madame Gaston, and she on her part lavished a considerable 

quantity 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 Sans-géne 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 generous wines, he did 

not notice the repeated oeillades that 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 double, he fancied Madame Gastonôs 

conduct towards Sans-géne had something more in it than 

common civility warranted, or that he was naturally of a 

querulous 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 presently arose from his seat, supporting himself by 

the table, and exclaimed at the top of his voiceð 

ñMadame, your conduct is disgraceful; and I hereby 

renounce all intention of fulfilling any engagement I may have 

contracted with you.ò  

ñOh! I thought you would repent,ò cried the lady with a 

sweet and conciliatory smile, while Sans-géne sate uneasily on 

his chair.  

ñRepent, Madam! yesðI do repentðand I am sorry that my 

egregious folly could haveðcould haveðthat isðò  

ñYour nephew is not under age, I presume, Sir,ò said 

Madame Gaston very coolly, and with a species of triumph 

depicted on her countenance. 

ñNephew! Madame!ò ejaculated the irate old gentleman, his 

face purple with anger; ñhe is not my nephewðhe is a total 

strangerða vaurienða mange-tout for any thing that I know.ò  
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ñAt least you yourself assured me that he was your 

nephew.ò  

ñWho? I, Madam!ò  

ñYes, Monsieur; you, in your letter of this morning!ò 

continued Madame Gaston, now angry in her turn; and 

producing the epistle from her reticule, she added, ñI am sorry, 

Sir, you so soon forget your own assertions; pray recall them to 

your memory;ò and with these words she handed over the letter 

to M. Delville, who was not so far advanced on the high road 

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

which ran as follows:ð  

 

Chere Madame, 

 

I have received your kind and welcome note, and 

should have replied to it sooner, had I not mislaid my 

spectacles, without which I can no more write than 

dance in the ballet at the opera. I 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. I have therefore purposed to introduce to 

your notice my nephew, M. Sans-géne, 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, I shall still be 

able to enjoy the pleasure of your society, and still sign 

myself  

Your truly devoted servant,  

Mathieu Delville. 
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p.s. Should you be disengaged this evening, I might 

have the opportunity of introducing my beloved 

nephew. 

 

While M. Delville was occupied in the perusal of the above 

modest and elegantly-worded epistle, Sans-géne and Madame 

Gaston were employed by a trifling explanation which the 

former thought fit to tender that lady.  

ñAdorable creature,ò said he, ñpardon the audacity of my 

conduct! I had heard of your beauty, your accomplishments, 

and your virtue; and I was anxious to possess such a treasure. 

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

notice, I adopted a venial though somewhat fraudulent method 

to effect my purpose. That method was the following one:òð

and Sans-géne related in a few words the whole adventure, 

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

only pleased her, but raised Sans-géne to a considerable 

eminence in her opinion.  

ñTraitor!ò cried M. Delville, when he had managed to put 

himself in possession of the contents of the letter; ñI could tear 

your very flesh from your body; but I prefer the adoption of 

other measures, which I shall put into immediate effect, and 

thus avenge my injured honour;ò and having delivered himself 

of this eloquent oration, M. Delville reeled, fell back into his 

chair, and relieved his sorrows by the powerful medicine 

recommendable in such casesðMo±ttôs best Champagne. He 

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 otherðwhich 

was the principal and visible aim of bothðall particulars 
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relative to their respective property. Madame Gaston was 

mistress of the sum of a hundred and seventy-five thousand 

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

disposal of which depended entirely upon her own discretion. 

Sans-géne, in his turn, recapitulated the various items of his 

own possessions; and with considerable emphasis, 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 establishment, ñwell known,ò he said, ñas the firm of 

Bull, Beef, and Port.ò In addition to these handsome revenues, 

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 from the 

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 already ñenamoured pairò separated 

with many sweet smiles, Sans-géne 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 Priestðthe Declaration 

 

Noðit is not true that love has but a period more or less limited 

to reign in the heart of man;26 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 

 
26 Original citation: G.W.M. Reynolds, óThe Baroness: A Novelô, 

The Monthly Magazine, February 1838, pp. 172ï78. 
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which nothing can enchain, and which must perish together 

with the bosom that has nursed it! Noðit 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! Oh!ðnoðthe designs 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 

loveðtrue loveðcan be destroyed like the fragile glass; that 

its image may 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 not recommenceðfor it never ceases. At one moment it 

is ardent and passionate; at another, languishing and docile; 

now heated and feverishðthen calm and reflective; now 

jealous and unjustðthen forgiving and blind to a fault; now 

like the bursting volcanoðthen smooth as the placid lake; at 

one time selfish and cruelðat 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 blooming simultaneously with all the 

most beauteous flowers, like the rose- trees 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 beautiful 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 series 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 knowðand the rest can readily 

imagineðthe nature of the tender questions, timid repliesð

bashful looks, and downcast eyesðthe volumes expressed by 

those signsðfor the mute language of love is far more 

expressive than the eloquent bursts of verbal eloquence which 

flow from the tongueðand the ardour of the lover, and the 

hesitation of the maiden,ðall this can full easily be divined, 

and requires no embellishment of metaphor or poesy to render 

it intelligible.  

ñMy lord,ò said the blushing Clemence, when pressed for a 

definitive reply to the suit of her impassioned adorerðfor no 

words are so delicious in sound or sentiment to the ears of a 

lover, as those three monosyllables, ñI love you,òðñMy lord,ò 

said Clemence, ñto assert that I am not flattered by your offer, 

would be but to pay a bad compliment to yourself; and to say 

that you are indifferent to me, would be the assumption of a 

coquetry and ridiculous deception of which I am not capable. 

Noðmy lordðyour candour, your kindness, your attentions 

have secured my affection: butðat the present moment, my 

lordðwhen a crisis appears toðto menace the baroness, my 

venerable guardianðò  

ñClemence,ò interrupted the Count, ñI know what you 

would say. Some dreadful mystery involves the affairs of my 

respected friend in doubt and dread: her own melancholy 

demeanourða few occasional half-uttered remarksða 

perpetual dread to hear the name of de Moirot alluded to in her 

presenceðand the increased confidence she appears to place in 

the Abb® Prudôhommeðall these circumstances, Clemence, 
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have awakened something more than suspicion in my mind. 

Hence ðat such a momentðwere 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 possible,ðand to such task shall my mind immediately be 

bent.ò  

ñMy lordðò  

ñWherefore that coldðthat chilling manner of addressing 

me, Clemence, now that our vows are plighted in the face of 

heaven?ò  

ñBut half an hour ago, and I was ignorant ofðofðò began 

the bashful girl, casting her eyes upon the ground.  

ñToo true!ò exclaimed the Count; ñwe shall become more 

familiar, as you know me better.ðHa!òðand de Montville 

started, as if a serpent had stung him.  

ñHeavens!ò cried Clemence; ñare you unwell, my lord?ò  

The Count made no reply, but pointed towards a secluded 

walk which intersected the grove, and which two individuals, 

in earnest conversation, were slowly threading. Clemence 

glanced in the direction thus indicated by her companion, and 

discovered her sister Eugenie and the Abb® Prudôhomme, the 

former apparently listening with the 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 loverôs strange conduct in vain: he hastily 

collected his scattered ideasðdrew the arm of the astonished 

maiden abruptly within his own ðand silently retraced his 
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steps towards the chateau, 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 manor-house, the shades of evening had spread 

a thick veil over the surrounding scenery; 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 be influenced by such 

a reflection, as he was about to enter the chateau; 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 melancholy by emotion, he said, ñClemence, my breast is 

strangely agitated by a variety of conflicting feelings. To-

morrow, dear girl, I will tell thee moreðnay, I will confide all 

my suspicionsðall my fears to thy sympathetic bosom.ò  

ñAnd wherefore not now?ò enquired the beautiful maiden, 

the tone of whose voice had caught the tremulousness that had 

betrayed itself in the Countôs. ñMethinks this is the hour for 

such confidential discourse,ò added she with all the naivety of 

an innocent and infant mind.  

ñOr rather for one of thy sweet songs, Clemence,ò 

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 loverðher vanity 

required 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 reluctant assent 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  

Like a jeweilôd vest appear.  

Like a jewellôd vest, the arch above  

Is gemmôd with many a star,  

To guide the swain to his ladye-love,  

Or the champion to the war!  

Away, away! The sun-beams play  

On Atlantic billows now;ð  

The glistôning foam, as she dances home,  

Sports around the vesselôs prow.  

Oh! it gaily sports around the bark,  

With the early beam of morn:ð  

To another sphere, when ourôs is dark,  

Thus the light is newly born!  

Away, away! Like night and day  

Is the chequered race we run,ð 

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 crownôd! 

 

ñAlas! this is indeed a chequered life!ò observed the Count, 

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 simultaneously followed by the 

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

the pathway towards the chateau, met the eyes of the lovers.  

ñHow singular!ò exclaimed Clemence, when the Abb® 

Prudôhomme was no longer in sight: ñEugenie is not with him!ò  

The Count made no reply: but the suspicion that lurked in 

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

chateau by another avenue, in pursuance of the directions of 

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

then, suddenly perceiving that the night air was beginning to 

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

and re-conducted her to the chateau, where they found the 

baroness and the priest already seated at the evening repast.  

ñWhere is Eugenie?ò enquired the venerable dame, after a 

few indifferent remarks upon the state of the weather, &c.  

ñIs she not come in, yet?ò demanded the Count hastily.  

ñI fancied you were all three together,ò said the baroness, 

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 desired Clemence to see if her sister were not in 

her bed-chamber. 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 bonnet were not in her sleeping 

apartment.  

ñI fancy that Mademoiselle Eugenie was walking with 

Monsieur Abb® ere now,ò said the Count, excessively alarmed 

at the prolonged absence of the sister of his intended wife, and 
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mentioning that, in the agitation of the moment, which he had 

intended to have kept secret from the party most intimately 

connected with a fact which might ap- pear to others innocent 

and void of suspicion.  

ñCertainly,ò cried Clemence, before the priest could reply: 

ñI also saw Eugenie with you, Father Joseph, not half an hour 

ago, in the grove near the canal.ò  

ñYou are right,ò returned the priest, with extraordinary 

equanimity of manner: ñbut we separated at the entrance of the 

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

gates of the chateau.ò  

ñIt is most extraordinary!ò exclaimed the Count, casting a 

searching glance at the man the trammels of whose dark and 

mysterious mind few could define.  

ñYour ladyshipðò he added, after a pauseð ñI begin to feel 

particularly anxious on Eugenieôs account. Some accident may 

have happenedðò 

ñOh! my sisterðmy dear, dear sister!ò cried Clemence, as 

the dreadful suspicion that some untoward circumstance might 

have involved Eugenieôs safety in fearful jeopardy, darted 

across her mind. ñWhat can we do?ðMy lordðFather 

Josephðwhat, what shall we do?òðand the terrified girlôs 

voice was lost in sobs and heart-rending sighs. 

ñCompose yourself, Clemence,ò said de Montville, in a 

soothing tone of voice; then turning sharply round upon the 

priest, he exclaimedðñYou were walking this evening with 

Mademoiselle Eugenie, Monsieur lôAbb® ?ò 

ñI was,ò responded the priest, with the most imperturbable 

calmness. 

ñAnd you separated from herðò continued the Count. 
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ñAt the commencement of the two avenues fifty yards 

distant, as I before stated,ò interrupted the Abb®, returning the 

dark and menacing glance of the Count with another of deep 

and haughty disdain.  

ñSingular, most singular!ò said the Count; for he recollected 

that the circumstance of the Abbé having sought the front gate 

of the a chateau alone, 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 evidence of the priestôs statement. 

Delicacy, justice, and the sake of appearances did not therefore 

warrant him to question the Abb® Prudôhomme farther, upon 

that occasion.  

While the inhabitants of the chateau were thus thrown into 

a strange state of doubt, anxiety, and alarm, the 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 been spread, 

communicated, re-echoed to the steps ofô several individuals. 

Clemence dared not raise her eyes as the strangers entered the 

apartmentðbut the Count started from his chair, exclaiming at 

the same time, ñHeavensðEugenie! and in this state!ò And 

there, indeed, was the elder sisterðborne in the arms of two 

strange individualsðthe one a man dressed in the extreme of 

fashion; the other a female of coarse and vulgar appearanceð

and both entirely unknown to all present. Eugenieôs clothes 

were dripping wetðher long black hair hung dishevelled over 

her shouldersðher eyes were closedðher countenance was 

pale as deathðher bosom, from which her gown had been 
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roughly torn, palpitated but faintlyðand the hues of death 

appeared to have gathered upon her once lovely countenance.  

ñDo not give way to any unnecessary alarm, my dear 

friend,ò exclaimed the stranger, addressing himself to de 

Montville, who surveyed the dreadful picture before him in 

speechless horror. ñSheôs not deadðalthough you might think 

so at the first blush of the thing. Make haste, however, and give 

her all necessary assistanceðsheôs a fine girl, sacrebleu!ðand 

must not be suffered to die this timeðand then you shall tell 

me whether it be usual for young ladies to drown themselves in 

these parts!ò 

ñDrowned herself!ò cried the Count, casting a terrible look 

at the Abb®, ñImpossible!ò  

ñWellðthis is a most singular part of the world!ò cried the 

unceremonious stranger, yielding his fair burden, who now 

showed some signs of life, to the crowds of attentive servants 

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: ñthis is a singular province! Instead 

of being thanked for saving a young ladyôs life, I am coolly told 

that it is impossible!ò 

ñAnd is it to you, then, Sir,ò began the priest, ñthat we are 

indebted forðò  

ñIndebted!ò cried the stranger. ñWhyðcertainly you are: 

but if I do not make haste and get some supper, those very 

pleasing looks of yourôs will take away my appetite. When a 

man has travelled all day, and jumped up to his knees in a canal 

at night, he ought to be rather hungry, I think!ò  

And with these words, the unceremonious stranger very 

quietly seated himself at the table, beckoned the lady, 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 singular 

visitors commenced a most vigorous attack upon the dainty 

food, from which they only withdrew their attention to apply 

themselves to the wine-bottle at frequent intervals.  

ñSingular thing!ò at length exclaimed the strange 

gentleman, pulling an enormous gold 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: 

óvery singular, indeed!ò  

ñWhat is so extraordinary?ò enquired the priest, whose 

countenance was, if possible, paler than usual, and whose 

manners betrayed a degree of embarrassment which had never 

before characterized them. 

ñPass that bottle, old scare-crow, and I will tell you.ò  

The priest regarded 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.  

ñMine is a very singular destiny,ò cried the stranger, in a 

tone of jocularity to which the churchman was in no ways 

accustomed. ñIn the course of a month, I inherit a brilliant 

fortune from my fatherðI marry a rich and loving wifeðand 

this is she,ò added the facetious visitor, indicating his female 

companion through the novel medium of throwing a somewhat 

massive piece of bread at her noseðñI find that my putative 

father is not my real fatherðI ascertain who I am ðI go to 

claim a vast estateðI rescue a young lady from a strange 

suicidal kind of deathðand lastly, I find myself in the presence 
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of a very pleasant and agreeable gentleman, in the shape of a 

priest, who will neither eat, drink, chat, laugh, nor admit a 

joke!ò  

ñAnd, pray, might I have the honour of being made 

acquainted with the name of the person,ò said the priest, with a 

degree of interest that somewhat surprised the stranger, ñwho 

has experienced such a variety of adventures in the space of one 

month?ò  

ñMost decidedly, cried the stranger. ñTill a few days ago my 

nomenclature was happily designed as Paul Sans-géneðand a 

very appropriate name, I dare say you will think it,ò added the 

owner of the prenomen and cognomen just mentioned, as he 

gave the priest a violent knock upon the shoulder with his 

clenched fist.  

ñAnd, pray, what may your appellations be, now?ò enquired 

the Abb® Prudôhomme, drawing back his chair from the 

immediate vicinity of the too facetious guest.  

ñAlfred de Moirot,ò returned the stranger, with the most 

enviable nonchalance in the world.  

ñAlfred de Moirot!ò exclaimed the priest, starting from his 

chair, and gazing intently on the features of him whom the 

reader may have recognised as an old acquaintance.  

ñThe same,ò said that individual, coollyðNotary of the Rue 

Vivienne in Paris.ò  

The Abb® Prudôhomme appeared to 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 Sans-géneðor rather, Alfred de Moirotð

heard the sounds of a horseôs hoofs in the court-yard at the back 
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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 

 

ñTo you, dear Clemence, alone,ò said Eugenie, on the 

morning that followed the events related in the last chapter, 

ñshall I now relate the motives that induced me to attempt the 

horrible crime from which a strange hand so happily saved 

me.27 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 

wiles of the most ruthless and designing of men.ò  

Mademoiselle de Grandmanoir paused for a moment, while 

Clemence, in speechless impatience, awaited the 

communication her a sister was about to confide to her.  

ñFor the last six months, the manners of the Abb® 

Prudôhomme,òðótwas thus that Eugenie communicated her 

brief narrativeðñhave filled my mind with strange suspicions. 

Whenever he found himself alone with me, his conversation 

turned upon topics at variance with the presumed sanctity of his 

profession and his usual public deportment. At times I did not 

comprehend himðat others I affected not to do so; but I 

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. de Moirot 

 
27 Original citation: G.W.M. Reynolds, óThe Baroness: A Novelô, 

The Monthly Magazine, March 1838, pp. 302ï10. 
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visited the Chateau, about three weeks backðas you may 

recollectðand 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 I could no 

longer pretend to misinterpret. You may readily conceive the 

resentment that filled my breast, Clemence ðthe 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. But he knew 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 deeplyðO God! how 

deeplyðregret the circumstances that obliged me to conceal 

the villainy of him, who, under the garment of holiness and 

sanctity, had a heart capable of every crime. 

óAh! said the wily priest, óI see that my candourðmy 

frankness is offensive. ôTis wellðbut know, stubborn 

beautyôðthese were his very wordsðóthat I may haply compel 

thee to act more courteously to one who is too intimately 

connected with the fortunes of the Baroness of Grandmanoir to 

be regarded as a creature without importance. De Moirotôð

added the priestðóis my friend, and will be led by my counsel. 

De Moirot, in one month, will take possession of these 

estatesðbanish your aged relative and yourselves penniless 

from the mansionðand close the gates of your forefathers for 

ever against their posterity. Or this same de Moirotðon the 

other handðwill grant time for the payment of the frightful 

mortgage that thus embarrasses the Baroness; according to my 

suggestions. Circumstances have put me in possession of these 

and other strange facts connected with your familyðmy letters 

to de Moirot have compelled him to act as my friendðdo not 

you, then, make me your enemy.ô And with these wordsð
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words that involved me in a horrible state of uncertainty and 

suspenseðthe 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, that de Montville abruptly left 

us in the garden, and sought an interview with the Abbé in the 

grove. 

ñConceive the state of my mind! I dared not communicate 

my suspicions, and the conduct of the priestðnot eyen to you, 

dear sisterðalthough from infancy our thoughts, our fears, our 

joys, and our woes, were reciprocally told and shared. A 

species of indecisionðan uncertainty how to actða 

nervousnessðan anxiety that I could not conquer, and cannot 

define, destroyed my happiness; and in order to avoid 

interrogation, I was nevertheless necessitated to assume a 

cheerful countenance. 

ñIt appears that de Monteville suspected the Abb®ôs 

designðfor the priest, on one occasion, questioned me whether 

the Count had ever spoken to me concerning a letter which 

heðthe Abbéðhad inadvertently 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. 

ñOn every occasion did the Abb® torment me with similar 

protestations and avowals of a love which I loathed and 

detested. At one time he was fawning and timidðat another, 

passionate, full of menaces, dark and mysterious in his 

manners, muttering strange threats, and then attempting to 

justify his unholy attachment. Then, againðwould 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 before meðeither to 
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wed a being whose very presence is revoltingðor 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! 

ñLast eveningðfor I will not particularize, dear Clemence, 

the agonies, the persecutions, and the anxiety I endured each 

successive day during the past fortnightðlast evening, the 

priest demanded an interview in the grove, and spoke in so 

imperious a tone of voice, that I saw refusal was useless. I 

accordingly acceded to the requestðor rather, commandðand 

accompanied the Abbé to the place he had named. 

ñ óA few days,ô said he, after a long pause, óhave only now 

to elapse, and de Moirot will be here. This is the last time, 

Eugenie, continued the vile priest, óthat I shall address you 

upon the subject. Consent to become my wife in a country 

where no law imposes restrictions upon individuals of my 

profession; and I swearðby the Almighty Judge who now 

hears usðthat the lands of Grandmanoir shall not depart from 

the Baroness, whom you respect and revere. Ponder on the 

noble sacrificeðif sacrifice it beðyou will thus make; or, on 

the other hand, consider yourself as the cause of the downfall 

of one of the oldest families of France!ô  

ñIt was in vain that I 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 shape. Oh! 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, Clemenceðmay he receive that 

respite, and experience that leniency, he refused to me!ò  

Eugenie ceased for a momentðher pale countenance was 

animated with a sudden glowða heavenly light of Christian 

piety fired her eyeðand 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 a word, and then, by a simultaneous impulse, threw 

themselves into each otherôs arms, and wept freely on each 

otherôs bosoms. At length their emotions gradually subsided 

into calmness; and, Clemence having resumed her seat, 

Eugenie thus concluded her woeful tale:ð 

ñIt is useless to reiterate all that I said to endeavour to turn 

the priest from his purpose. To every appeal I frantically made 

to that iron heart, the wretch coolly repliedðóConsent to our 

union, as the only condition of safety for the Baroness!ô What 

was I to do? Could I see that venerable relative exiled from her 

home at her advanced age? Could I behold my Clemence driven 

from that mansion where she had passed so many happy days? 

Oh! noð the thought was maddeningðbut there was no 

alternativeðI accordingly collected the remnants of my 

scattered courage, and in as firm a tone of voice as I could 

command, said to the priestðóIf you be decided, I must consent 

to accompany you to England.ô óTis well,ô said he. óAt six 

oôclock to-morrow morning, meet me at this very placeðand I 

will take such measures that our flight shall be unperceived.ô  

ñI reiterated my promise with a species of resigned 

fortitude, the extent of which now astonishes me when I think 
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of it; but in a few moments that feeling gave way, and was 

succeeded by one of the most gloomy and terrible 

despondencyðor rather, despair! We retraced our steps 

towards the Chateauðwe parted at the commencement of the 

two avenuesðfor the priest had desired me to enter the house 

by the back gate. It was at that moment that all the horrors of 

my situation were present in most dismal colours to my mind. 

I saw the outline of the vast building in the twilightðand felt a 

presentiment, that if I once quitted it, I should never behold it 

more. I turned to the rightðour favourite gardens, Clemence, 

greeted my sight; I turned to the leftðand there the flowers, 

that I myself had reared, watched, and brought to perfection, 

appeared to fill my soul with dismal forebodings. In fine, my 

brain whirledðmy mind was worked up to a pitch of 

desperation that made death welcome in any shapeðI felt that 

if I ceased to exist, all obstacle would be removed to the 

settlement of the affairs of the Baroness, through the influence 

of the priestðand, in a state only to be envied by an individual 

about to suffer the tortures of the Inquisitionðthe rackðthe 

wheelðor the ódrop of water,ôðI retraced my steps towards 

the grove, and instinctively sought the banks of the canal. For 

one moment I hesitated, and lifted my eyes to heaven, as if I 

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. Those stilly waters, lighted by the silvery rays of the 

deity of the night, seemed almost to consecrate the suicideôs 

grave. Suddenly the sound of an approaching carriage fell upon 

my earsðI listened for one momentðit drew nearerðmore 

nearðdeliberation was at an endða momentary feeling of 
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delight, to think how noble was the sacrifice I was about to 

make at so tender an age, for the sake of my relations, came 

across meðI sprung from the bank, and was immediately 

immersed in the depths of the canal. The waters rang in my 

earsða suffocating sensation seized upon meðI rose to the 

surfaceðand at that instantðfor it was only a momentary 

thoughtðI would have given worldsðmillions and millions, 

had I possessed themðto be saved. Oh! the agony of that one 

single momentôs thought! Neverðnever can it be eradicated 

from my memoryðnever will it cease to haunt me like a 

hideous spectreða perpetual night-mareða phantom of whose 

presence imagination may not divest itself. Years of penuryð

wantðindigenceðstarvationðwere preferable to the 

endurance of that one moment of thought: ages of 

persecutionðimprisonmentðsicknessðperilðand pain had 

better be endured than the agony of that single idea!ò  

ñEugenieðdear Eugenie!ò exclaimed Clemence, once more 

flinging herself into her sisterôs arms; ñcease this despairingð

this frightful language. You alarm me!ò  

ñThink not of it, then, Clemence,ò returned Eugenie hastily. 

ñBut IðOh! neverðnever may I forget that moment!ò  

ñTime, dear sisterðò began Clemence, about to use a trite 

argument as a means of consolation.  

ñLet us not dwell upon the subject,ò interrupted Eugenie. 

ñThe remainder of my tale is already known to you. A stranger 

rescued me from a watery graveðand that stranger is the heir 

to the territories of Grandmanoir, in case of the inability of the 

Baroness to meet his claims. The priest has disappearedðand 

nought but ruin and misery appear to await us.ò 

ñDe Montville is still here,ò suggested Clemence, timidly; 

ñand he has come to befriend us.ò  
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ñAh!ò said Eugenie, with a withering smile of sorrow: ñ but 

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.ò  

Clemence was about to reply, when a carriage drew hastily 

up to the principal entrance of 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.  

ñHe will now encounter his brother, whom he believes to 

have ceased to exist;ò cried Clemence, clasping her hands 

together, and precipitately retracing her steps to Eugenieôs 

chamber. 

 

Chapter Eleven: Conclusion 

 

In the meantimeðwhile Eugenie and Clemence were 

occupied, as detailed in the preceding chapterðthe 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 proprietor 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 Sans-géne; and on the 

table itself were divers papers, the corners of which were 

stamped with the timbre royale of France.  

ñM. de Moirot,ò said the Baroness, pushing aside one of the 

deeds just alluded toðñwe cannot, for one moment, doubt the 

genuineness of these documents. The will of your late father 

was too clearly drawn up to admit of doubt or question, even 

were I disposed to dispute its conditions. He held an extensive 
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mortgage over these landsðhe left his business to his elder 

sonðhe assigned the estates of Grandmanoir to the younger, in 

case of the non-payment of the sums due. You are the 

individual to whom the second charge in his will so especially 

relatesðI am unable to liquidate your claimðto-morrowðfor 

delay is uselessðshall you enter into the possession of that 

which is your own.ò  

ñI do not, for one moment, intend to quarrel with the terms 

in which you have expressed yourself, my Lady,ò said Sans-

géne, nodding facetiously to the Baroness, and giving the 

Count a violent kick under the table at the same time; ñbutðò 

continued heðñI must beg to contradict the latter part of your 

statement, although you talk like a printed book or a deputy 

with a sinecure-place.ò  

ñJesting, Sir,ò interrupted de Montville, ñin such a case, is 

but an aggravation on the part of the son, of that injury which 

was inflicted by the villainy of the father.ò  

óñAs I do not very well recollect my deceased parent,ò 

replied Sans-g®ne, or de Moirot, coolly, ñI do not pretend to 

justify his character. I dare say he was a terrible rogue, if you 

say so; but that has nothing to do with what I was about to 

observe. I have already had the supreme felicity of assuring 

you, that till a day or two ago I fancied myself the son of a quiet 

and easy gentleman, happily designated as Monsieur Paul 

Ménard. But, amongst the papers of that individualðpapers, 

which, as I also informed you, had been deposited in the hands 

of his bankerðwas found one which disclosed a terrible 

conspiracy; a second, establishing my identity as Alfred de 

Moirot; a third, containing extracts from my real fatherôs will; 

and a fourth, which demonstrated, in the most unequivocal 

style in the world, the right I have to this territory.ò 
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óWherefore this recapitulation, monsieur?ò demanded Lord 

de Montville, angrily.  

ñTo enhance the value of the sacrifice I am about to make, 

my Lord,ò answered Sans-g®ne, with a smile.ò  

ñAh!ò said the Baroness, starting on her chair.  

ñI dare swear,ò continued Alfred de Moirot, slowly, ñthat 

you think me to be a merciless creditor, who is glad to 

embarrass his unfortunate debtor. Noðnoðò added he, in a 

more serious tone than he had yet adoptedðñI have just 

married a lady who has quite enough to suit my present 

purposesðI have a small store of mine ownðwealth and 

brilliant prospects are in the perspective of my yearsðand shall 

I, then, diminish my present felicity by an act that will render 

others miserable? May your ladyship long retain the lands of 

Grandmanoirðmay the Count de Montville deign to approve 

of my conductðand any arrangement that your ladyship shall 

propose to my solicitors, will be cordially approved of by me.ò  

ñIs it possible?ò exclaimed the Count, rising from his chair; 

and proffering his hand across the table to the benefactor of his 

venerable friend.  

ñIt is a dream!ò said the Baroness, almost sinking beneath 

the weight of such unprecedented and unexpected generosity. 

At that moment, a carriage drove up to the principal gate of the 

Chateau.  

ñThis is your brother,ò said the Count de Montville, after a 

pause, during which he had hastened to the window and 

observed the person that descended from the vehicle.  

ñThe villain!ò exclaimed Alfred de Moirot, with unfeigned 

indignation, ñLet him approach!ò  

Before the Baroness and de Montville had time to request 

an explanation of this extraordinary behaviour, the notary 
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entered the room, and was immediately confronted by the 

individual who had so earnestly desired an interview with him.  

ñYour business?ò enquired Alfred, laconically. ñYour name 

is already known,ò he added, with a sneer.  

ñMy business is not with you, Sir,ò replied the notary, a 

disdainful smile curling his lip, ñbut with her ladyship of 

Grandmanoir.ò  

ñYou err, Sir,ò continued Alfred. ñIt is with me that you 

have now to converse, relative to these possessions.ò  

ñHave I, then, the honour of speaking to your ladyshipôs 

legal adviser?ò said the astonished notary, turning towards the 

venerable dame, who, together with de Montville, remained a 

silent spectator of the scene that was being enacted before 

them.  

ñNo, SirðI am no lawyer, thank God!ò exclaimed Alfred, 

with a bitterness and irony that struck the notary with awe. ñI 

am an injured person, Sir,ò continued he, in the same tone, 

ñwhom an elder brother consigned to the care of an individual 

at a tender age, in order to remove a barrier between himself 

and a vast property. That 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 and name. To be 

briefðthat individual was Paul Ménardðand you are the elder 

brother, whose villainy was not even arrested by the ties of 

blood, of affection, and of duty.ò  

The notary sank upon a chair, gazed wildly at that brother 

whom he had never wished to encounter 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 Montville exchanged looks 

of mingled satisfaction and anxiety.  

ñWretch!ò exclaimed Alfred, after a long pause: ñwhen the 

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 his property 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 fulfilled the task? How has your duty been 

accomplished? Oh! at the moment when I find a relationðthe 

only one I ever yet knewðI am obliged to withhold my hand 

from his grasp, retreat to a distance to avoid contamination, and 

look upon him as I would upon my bitterest enemy!ò  

ñAlfredðOh! Alfred!ò cried the notary; ñI know that I have 

deeply injured you!ò And the brothers wept in concert; but 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 whisperings of all Natureôs kindest 

feelings, stop the promptings of tenderness and love, and 

establish hatred on that throne where nought but affection and 

bounty should be seen.  

But the day, on which the above-mentioned 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 thrown open, and a powdered lacquey announced the 

ñChevalier dôAltamont, and the Abb® Prudôhomme.ò The 

Baroness started, as they entered the roomðand, casting one 
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single glance upon the features of the Chevalier, she fainted in 

the aims of the Count de Montville, who 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. 

 ñThere,ò he said, at length, ñis the ransom for the estates of 

Grandmanoir;ò and he pointed to the piles of bank-notes he had 

spread upon the table before him.  

ñIt is not to me,ò exclaimed the notary, in reply to a glance 

which the old Chevalier cast at him, ñthat you must address 

yourself in this matter. There is the rightful owner of the wealth 

you have now displayed.ò  

De Moirot pointed towards his brother, and rushed hastily 

out of the room,  

ñDo you not follow your friend?ô enquired de Montville, 

addressing himself in an ironical tone to the priest, who held 

down his head and made no answer.  

ñNayðspare him, young man,ò exclaimed the venerable 

Chevalier; ñfor if he have deeply sinned, he has also expressed 

his sincere penitence.ò  

De Montville bowed, and remained silent. The Baroness 

was now recovered from her swoon by the speedy assistance of 

her female domestics; and her eyes immediately fell upon the 

awe inspiring countenance of dôAltamont. A momentary 

hesitation on the part of that individual might have been 

observed by the Count; but it was speedily forgottenðand a 

long and fervent embrace conveyed conviction to the minds 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. Indeedð  

 

We do not rhyme to that dull elf,  

Who cannot figure to himself? 

 

that the Count de Montville received the sanction of the 

Baron and Baroness of Grandmanoir to his union with the 

beautiful Clemenceðthat 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 

Grandmanoirðand 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 climes; and 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® Prudôhomme, shortly after the marriage of 

Clemence, retired to the convent of La 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 another ðñBrother, we must 

die!ò Eugenie de Grandmanoir never recovered the shock her 

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 unrevealed 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 her life. 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 monarch issued his fatal ordinances 

from the Palace of St. Cloudðwhen, in one dread moment, he 

sought to abridge the liberties of the greatest of nationsðde 

Moirot was amongst the first to take up arms in favour of 

tyranny and despotism. He fell beneath the hand of one of 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 the Chateau of 

Grandmanoir, as well as at the abode of the Count and Countess 

de Montville. We have also ascertained, that a certain M. 

Delville was a constant guest at Alfred de Moirotôs residence. 
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The Lovers: A Legend of Guernsey 

 

On Sarniaôs shores the gales are soft,28 

   And all the maids are passing fair,29 

That wander in her gardens oft, 

   To meet their own true lovers there:ð 

But none was fairer in that isle  

Than Elgitha, whose very smile 

   Might win an angel from his skies,  

And heavônly cherubim beguile  

   To leave their native paradise. 

And Albert owns the maidenôs loveð  

   Oh! he must be supremely blest ; 

Less sweet the pleasures of above, 

   Less enviable to be possessôd 

Of boundless wealth and countless store, 

   And Harems fillôd with women bright, 

   That scarce endure their masterôs sight,ð 

He craved not these, for she was more!  

 

And they are wandôring in the vale,  

And she is listôning to the tale  

   Young Albertôs lips are breathing;  

Less sweet to her the lovliest rose  

That in her own fair garden grows,  

   Less sweet the jasmine wreathing  

Above the maidenôs favôrite bowôr,  

 
28 óSarniaôðThe ancient name of Guernsey. 
29 Original citation: G.W.M. Reynolds, The Loversô, The Monthly 

Magazine, August 1837, pp. 175ï80.  
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Than Albertôs syllables that hour.  

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 deep,ð 

But those the dreams that fled with sleep,  

   And this would never, never die;  

   For while on earth ôtwas herôs to stay,  

Still would this one celestial ray  

Gild ever radiantly her day,  

And light thô horizon of her sky! 

 

Now the shades of night had begun to fall,  

As they reachôd at length her fatherôs hall; 

And they lingerôd a moment in the grove  

To utter their parting sounds of love,  

And to witness the Moon in her virgin 

splendour,  

As they breathôd their adieus and farewells 

tender.  

At length they part, and the green-wood shade  

Has veilôd from her loverôs eye the maid:  

He hurried apace to the open plain,  

And homeward has tracôd his steps again;  

He saw the light from his turret gleaming,  

Around on the plain was its lustre streaming,  

Brighter by far than Cynthiaôs beaming.  

He turnôd to the joyful beacon straight,  

But, ere he has reachôd his castle-gate,  

A challenge arrested his eager pace,  
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And a brand has wavôd across his face,  

And a figure stern in his pathway stood,  

That haply had issuôd from the wood,  

Which on the right for a mile was spread;  

But the youth has betrayed no sign of dread.  

 

Now Albert knew that the pirates there  

Often ravagôd the island fair,  

And bore in their barks, across the main,  

The wealthy till they were ransomôd again.  

He answered not, but he drew his blade,  

And a furious stroke at the pirate made;  

But the seaman blew a whistle loud,  

And quickly was joinôd by a ruffian crowd;  

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 torrents the deluging rain.  

They have hemmôd the young warrior in 

around,  

They have dashôd his weapon to the ground,  

And have bound him strongly, foot and hand,  

At the voice of their daring chiefôs command.  

 

Their work was done without blood or 

slaughter,  

And they bore their prey along to the water,  

Where their anchorôd barge, in a little bay,  

Securely moorôd from the curious lay.  

In Albertôs breast there was scarcely scope  
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To entertain eôen the smallest hope;  

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 its ills is resignôd.  

So came it now, as the lightningôs glance  

Oôer the gloom of night will suddenly dance. 

 

ñRelease your prey!ò The sudden word  

Clearly by all the crew was heard;  

The pirates smilôd to think that one  

Should bid them leave their booty, won  

   By toil and dangerðoften darôd!  

But, oh! the interval for thought  

Amid that pirate crew was 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 ruffian-crew his eye,  

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.  

Dispersôd the crew; and now his hand  
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Unloosôd young Albertôs binding band.  

ôTwere vain to say how Albert gave  

Meet thanks unto the stranger brave;  

Or how upon his knees he fell,  

   And to the Virgin there  

Addressôd himself; his beads did tell,  

   And pourôd his fervent prayôr  

To heavôn; but, ere his vows were done,  

He chanced to gaze upon that one,  

   And markôd that strangerôs eye.  

Great God! the boldest heroôs breast  

That moment terror had confessôd,  

   And sank all tremblingly.  

There was indeed enough for fear 

His lip wore a contemptuous sneer,  

   His eye was far more bright  

Than comet rushing in the heavôn,  

Towôrds Phoebusô regal palace drivôn;  

Or than the radiant beacon gleaming,  

And high oôer Albertôs turrets beaming  

   With far more pure a light! 

 

ñAlbert!ò exclaimôd the stranger then 

ñYesðthou art like thy fellow-men;  

For all must shudder when they see  

A being in this world like me.  

Yet, haply, to this hand of mine,  

Which bears a power almost divine,  

Your life to-night you owe;ðsome task  

For this, then, in return I ask!  

I wish a confidant, to hear  
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Secrets, that neôer to mortalôs ear  

By lips of mine were breathôd before 

For this I sought your native shore,  

As I have watchôd you from your birth 

And you may live to scourge the earth.  

Thou shalt inherit all my power 

For that I savôd thy life this hour!  

Such is my hestðby few, O youth,  

That were not quickly done, in sooth!  

Hast thou neôer heard of him whose life  

Is not contingent on the strife,  

Age, sickness, poison, or the knife 

Him whose duration on this earth  

Will reach to centuries from his birth? 

But let it passðbehold him hereð 

Ah! well thy heart may sink with fear,  

As thus these sounds so strange you hear!ò 

 

óThou wretched mortal!ô Albert criedð  

ñOf what availôs thine earthly pride,  

Since heavôn and immortality  

Of future bliss are lost to thee?ò  

ñAh!ò cried the other,ðñwhat! darôst thou  

Revile the one who savôd ere now  

Thy life endangerôd.ðBut you fear  

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 I savôd such heart as this?ð 

Go, recreant, goðworm of to-dayð  
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I would not crush thee in my way:  

Too insignificant for wrath,  

I would not tread thee in my path!ò 

 

ñThen take the life thou deignôst to save  

This moment from the pirateôs glaive.  

Deemôst thou my heart so weak, that taunts,  

And all thy base alluring vaunts  

Of earthly grandeur and of power, 

Have force to make me wish the hour  

Thatôs mine on earthðalthough so shortð 

Were long as thine? I spurn the thought,  

And would not link with one like theeð 

No, not for immortality!ò  

Stern was the glance that stranger gaveð  

ñThen blindly rush into thy grave!  

Not by my hand to-nightðOh! noð  

This weapon shall not deal the blow:  

My vengeance must have other sort  

Of agony to make me sport!ò  

 

He pausôd an instantðthen again  

   Resumôd his converse stern:  

ñYou love young Elgitha! how vain  

Is mortalôs dream! a sullen train  

Of woes, his happiness to pain,  

   Will in a moment turn!  

Speed on the bridalðhaste the cheerð 

Proclaim the hour of marriage near:  

Henceðhence unto thy maiden dear,  

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 Sarniaôs island long shall ring  

Of him that could perform such thing  

   As I will show her there.  

Farewellðfarewell! Forget not thou  

The message I have told thee now;  

But haste thine Elgitha to tellð 

Speed on the hourðtill then, farewell!ò 

The night has passôdðanother day,  

   Another, and another gone;  

And many a week was whilôd away  

   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 confessôd? 

 

                     ***  

 

Her fatherôs halls with lamps are bright,  

   And Elgitha is smiling there;  

And Albertôs heart is gay and lightð 

   His love has never seemôd more fair!  

That evening to his longing arms  

Would give the maidenôs blushing charms;  

   That eve would crown his bliss!  

His days had been a scene of joyð 

Since first he was an infant boy,  

Those days had passôd without alloy,  
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   But, oh! how blest was this!  

The music seemed to breathe more sweet  

   Than eôer before his ears did greet:  

He felt more freeðhis heart more light  

   Than eôer himself had known;  

For, oh! it was the bridal night,  

   And she is now his own!  

YesðElgitha is Albertôs brideð 

And there are gatherôd Sarniaôs pride  

   To welcome beautyôs favôrite daughter:  

Her eyes could scarce their raptures hide,ð 

   Those eyes, that, blue as oceanôs water  

Around the island deeply flowing,  

With perfect happiness were glowing. 

 

By Elgitha so sweetly blushing,  

   Young Albertôs standing now;  

And while his very veins are flushingð  

Those veins with liquid ardour gushing,  

   And pleasureôs in his breast below,  

To think how soon claspôd in his arms,  

Shall languish all those blooming charmsð  

He whispers tender things, and she  

Fondly attendsðbut timidly.  

ñO Elgitha, this is reward  

ñFor all the moments we have sharôd  

    ñTogether faithfullyð 

ñHow bright our views of future bliss, 

ñFor evôry day, as fair as this,  

   ñChangeless appears to be!  

ñAnd whenðgreat God!òðwhy sinks he there  
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In agony of wild despair?  

   Why groans his sorrowing breast!  

And why is fixôd his glance upon,  

Amid the crowd, a single One,  

   That stands among the rest?  

But, oh! that Oneðhis very breath  

Seems laden with the shafts of Death! 

 

All lookôd upon the object near,  

That seemôd the cause of Albertôs fear;  

None knew his person, nor his name,  

Whence he had come, with whom he came;ð 

All shudderôd, as they each addressôd 

His neighbour, who might be that guest?ò  

And he, with glance of eye so bright  

As to outvie the torchesô light,  

Was gazing on the luckless swain,  

Who neôer on earth shall breathe again!  

Yesðhe has fallôn, and breathôd his last,  

His latest sigh is givôn and past:  

From bliss to sudden woe the turn  

Came on so rapid and so stern,  

His heart, too much elate with joy,  

Broke ôneath that glance, which could destroy,  

For neôer was such unearthly lightð 

And this was Albertôs wedding night! 

 

ñ óTis the IMMORTAL!ò one and all  

Criôd out together in that hall!ð  

ñIt is thôImmortal!ò he replied,ò 

ñBy whom this night has Albert died.  
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ñIs not the scene a sport full rare?  

ñGoðgaze upon the body there,  

ñAnd learn that he, who dares my wrath,  

ñShall thus be cut off in his path!ð  

ñAnd you, young maiden, and your sire,  

ñThat thus have markôd your friend expire,  

ñRecord in letters bright the thing,  

ñThat Sarniaôs island long may ring  

ñWith memôry of a deed so fellð 

ñGentles, and lovely dames, farewell!ò 

 

None movôdðand scatheless ómid them all 

Has he departed from the hall;  

Leaving behind him hearts too sad,  

That but an hour before were glad. 

ðAnd what of Elgitha?ðShe livôdð  

But how that shock has she survivôd?  

Oh! frenzy seizôd upon her brain,  

And reason neôer returnôd again.  

Still does her melancholy sprite  

Ramble on Sarniaôs plains by night, 

And breathe unto the listôning gale  

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 commercial matters, in Belgium;30 but, except in 

the academic memoir of Dean Heylen (De Inventis Belgarum, 

1786) no one has as yet collected into a certain focus, through 

the medium of which it may be possible to seize the tout-

ensemble at one glance, the vast productions and effects of 

human intelligence in that country; nor has any author taken 

upon himself the taskðby no means a difficult oneðof 

proving that the Belgians have been constantly in a highly 

progressive state of civilization 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 mere ipse 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 an independent 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 appreciated and 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 

 
30 Original citation: G.W.M. Reynolds, óThe Progress of Civilization 

in Belgiumô, The Monthly Magazine, November 1837, pp. 510ï14. 
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manual or mechanical?ðwhat country annually enjoys the 

benefits of such rich harvests?ðwhat tract of land, parallel in 

extent, can present to the eye of the traveller more numerous 

cities, and more magnificent village?ðwhat soil gives a more 

varied species of natural productions?ðin fine, where is 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 

attain to 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, and inspired 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, Saint-Bertin, 

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. 

Desroches has 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 delight; 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 condition in 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 

miniature-painting, 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 their less skilful neighbours. 

It was in the thirteenth century that commerce and the 

manufactures attained to a remarkable degree of splendour. An 

increase of wealthðand, by consequence, of luxuryð

accompanied this prosperity; nor less did the sciences 

participate 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 celebrated for her literary societies, 

known by the name of Rhetorical Meetings. 

The fifteenth century was witness to the glorious reign of 

Philip the Good, one of the most ñmagnificent princesòðin the 

true oriental sense of the word, if the reader will allow us thus 

to apply itðthat 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 to prove 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 master-pieces 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 

rendered by them to the furtherance of the arts, sciences, and 

commercial interests. Never was the manufacture of laceðthat 

chef-dôoeuvre of human industryð carried to a higher degree 

of perfection. The palaces of kings were ornamented with the 

carpets produced from the Flemish loomsðthe 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 for even 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 patrons and votaries 

of the sciences and belles lettres in 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 new aspect to the appearance of all matters, 

whether connected 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 ardour to 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 of celebrity; and in imitation of 

the same plan, Plantin, the well-known 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 Germany, that Belgium began to decline in 

importance amongst the states of Europe, and to lose its 

supremacy. During the forty years of that monarchôs splendid 

reign, the arts, the sciences, every branch of literature, and the 

economy of trade, had been brought to 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 fortunes 

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 sciences 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 the till 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 treatises on 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 the art of engraving have also 

produced their great masters. Denys Calvert was a famous 

painter, of whom Antwerp has the honour to be the birth-place: 

Michael Coxie, Franck Flore, Charles Van Mander, and 

François Porbus, are still remembered by an applauding 

posterity. 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 must not 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 Riviere,31 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 image-breaking, which succeeded to the 

propagation of the reformation, speedily dispersed the chef-

d'oeuvres of 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 often-times 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 delighted 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 stunning 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 facilitated by the elucidations of 

André Vesale; botanical researches were advantageously 

pursued and illustrated by Charles de Langhe and François Van 

Sierbeck; while history, astronomy, geography, geology, &c., 

were successfully cultivated by Simon Stéven, Gregory Saint 

Vincent, Godfrey Wendelin, Ferdinand Verbrest, and François 

dôAguillan of Brussels. The progress that was made in all these 

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 Pascheu, and François 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 Dierix, &c., by their 

immense and laborious researches 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 Ommeganck, and 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 disciples of the 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 and the 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 the Modern 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 lôAmerique du Nord, Par M. Michel Chevalier. 

 

Part One.32 

 

It has been confidently asserted during the last twenty years that 

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 

demonstrated, 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 feudal 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 opinionsð

even there is liberty begun to be understood, 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 the very antipodes to the conditions of the existence of 

 
32 Original citation: G.W.M. Reynolds, óOn the Democracy of the 

United States and the Bourgeoisie of Franceô, The Monthly 

Magazine, January 1838, pp. 83ï93. 
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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 accession 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 intermediate opinion 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 been 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 study America, 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 afforded a 

remarkable contrast in presenting a picture of extraordinary 

civilization founded on polytheism in opposition to another 

based upon Christianity. A deep solicitudeðwhich, if not 

similar, is at least not less livelyðnow induces us to direct our 

attention 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 own peculiar refinement, nor with regard to their generally 

unpolished manners, rude address, and ill-cut garments. 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 man 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 impartiality 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 attracted public attention, and thrown 

into a strange controversy an important mass of speculations, 

opinions, and new factsðtwo works totally discrepant in 

style,ðat variance in point of views, and yet so singularly 

linked together as to appear a commencement and a sequel, the 

one as it regards the other. 

The author of La Democratie en Amerique has 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 lôAmerique du Nord has closely observed the effects 

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. If they 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 shortly be 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 didactic and rational 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 and inflexible 

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 sternðless severe in his principles, he 

is more daring in his conclusions: his thoughts wander ever and 

anon from America to Europe, from the present to the future, 

with the rapidity of those rail-roads which he depicts in a 

manner at once picturesque and scientific: in fine, his letters are 

a long series 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-

contemplation and self-admirationða state of quiescent 

beatitude originated by amour-propreðwe 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 problems 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 principle of 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 States, is simply 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 States 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 upon individuals 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 from it. The inequality, which is remarkable 

in fortune, is not admitted to extend to intelligence; and even 

that very inequality itselfðthe only one toleratedðis 

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,ðthat interior and secret luxury, which resembles the one 

in vogue amongst the Jews of the middle ages, does not modify 

and change 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 again to-morrow, 



237 
 

grasps without hesitation the hand of the common labourer or 

mechanic, whose suffrage decides, 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 coffee-rooms of taverns into drawing-rooms, 

newspapers into exclusive organs, and religious meetings 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, Seldom 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, intelligence 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 adventurous life than by the 

laws, is expressed most intimately and completely by universal 

suffrageðthe 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 numerical 

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 

axiom that declares, ñThe people need not be right to 

legitimatize their actionsòðan axiom which exceeds all other 

repugnances, insults the ancient political creed of Europe, 
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whose monarchies it would gladly overthrow, and at the same 

timeðsingular as may appear the coincidenceðis 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. That doctrine which teaches the necessity of the 

preponderance of numbers over the wisdom of a fewða 

doctrine, which makes all men equal, and on which reposes the 

fabric of all laws and customs in the United Statesðmust 

naturally appear to the narrow-minded 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 and force: 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 monarchical government 

founded on the fabled divine right of kings. 

In the continent of Europeða continent peopled by 

reasoners and profound politicians, the theory of numerical 

supremacy will never be firmly established. The doctrine of 

universal suffrage is not in 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 as matters 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 France ðthat France, 

whose sons are so prone to change, and 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, numberless individuals of upright 

characterðaccording to the ideas of their contemporariesð

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 the sacred equality prevalent 

amongst those votaries of the reformation was immediately 

associated the ñequality of the desert,ò and the pioneer was 

formed from the puritan. The members of that little circle of 

societyðthe only one of the kind, perhaps, at that time existing 

in the worldðasserted no superiority one over another: they all 

deemed themselves martyrs in a common cause, and were 

devoted to the same end. In leaving their ancient landðthe 

territory of their forefathersðthey forgot the distinctions they 

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 a common banquet; and the trees of the forest succumbed to 

him whose able arm could best wield the axe and use the saw. 

All were land-holders 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 which 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 mother-country, 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, soon 

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 last-born people of 

civilization, into whose hands Providence consigned a 

hemisphere, appear to be the members of one vast family. 

Such were the origin and foundation of the United States,ð

a singular and unique 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 young republics of the west, to whose care is now 



241 
 

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 of their 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 has, therefore, 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 themselves 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 tracts where populous towns 

extend their suburbs with facility in proportion as the 

inhabitants increase, and from that day forth the government of 

the United Statesðthat is to say, the practical application of the 

sovereignty of the peopleðwould become a disastrous 

impossibility. 

Were the United States suddenly transferred to the very 

interior of Europe, the interest of the land-holder and the 

wealthy merchant would speedily triumph over an universal 

equality now well pre- served. 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 cow-herd or the gardener did 

not anticipate eventually to become a farmer when his 

resources should permit 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 subjected to 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 agricultural 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 arbitrary powerð

oligarchyðor tyranny would be the last and terrible scourge 

America would prepare for herselfða 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 of despair 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 to re-produce them 

here. Simple as those observations are, do we not nevertheless 

feel that they create doubts of a grave and serious nature 

relative to the future fate of democracyðthat sovereignty of the 

people which is daily represented to us as infallible? Are we 

advancing towards a social organization, founded, 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 

declares ñevery thing, in the present age, whether ideal or fact, 

whether connected with society in general, or with a single 

individual, to be in a state of twilight? Mankind,ò continues the 
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same author, ñis waiting the event of much that darkens the 

horizon around us. The world is made up of a thousand 

discrepanciesðlustre 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 

we write of others, as well as in those of ourselves.ò33 

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 society divided into classes, despite of the 

second article of the Charta of 1830, which distinctly says, 

ñTout le mond est égal aupres du roi.ò In countries, where 

science and the arts are as much cultivated as commercial 

enterprises, a certain aristocracy of the 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 intelligencesðall 

understandings cannot become equalized; and hence is the idea 

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 usðif we may so far venture to explain the ideas of 

our transmarine allies to depend merely upon an incorrect 

analogy. Because the Bourgeoisie of France, being superior in 

numerical proportion, has supplanted the aristocracy, it must 

not be inferred that that same class will pursue its advantage, 

and overturn every thing appertaining to a monarchical 

 
33 Les Chants du Crepuscule, page iii. of the Preface. 
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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 satisfied. 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 tracts of 

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 one-sixth of its 

territory engaged as fallow-land,34 without the possibility of 

establishing new colonies in herself, and without much chance 

of ever founding any very important ones in Africa or 

elsewhere;35 France can only augment the riches of its land-

holders by perfecting the science of agriculture, without 

extending their numbers. 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 land-holders and farmers will become 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 of France. 

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. 
35 We do not here allude to the capability, but to the will, of the 

French in the establishment of permanent colonies.  
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orders, such as lands parcelled out by adjudication, redeemed 

by mort-main, or disengaged from feudal tenure, which had 

been acquired at 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 species of dotation inherent to that political 

power to which it was speedily associated. That vast revolution 

in freehold possessionsðor rather that important increase of 

the numbers of land-holdersðwas, without doubt, the original 

cause of all the important changes and 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 the democrats and 

the machinations of the republicans. So long as no analogous 

revolution shall take place, and so long as the majority of the 

bourgeoisie shall rank amongst the number of land-holders, 

democracy can never attain any sure footing in France, and that 

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 the summum of 

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 manôs hands is now impossible to be obtained in 



246 
 

France; and the admirable articles of the civil code strike, as it 

were with a battering-ram, against the mighty walls and 

turreted parapets of the chateau of the old regime. 

At the same time, while the provisions of that new code aim 

a deadly blow at the very root of the possibility of vast 

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 therefore 

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 hands, and 

thus acquire an immense increase of influence and wealth. 

Hence are the importance and power of the bourgeoisie 

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 foreign 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 established 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 under present discussion. 
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Amongst the lower classes, whose incompetence to become 

extensive land-holders 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 class immediately 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 intellectual 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, narrow-minded perhaps as we are, 

and dull of comprehension, no reasonable proposition 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, and to every 

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 

labourers must be commensurate with the wants of the nation 

and the capability of so circumscribed a tract to satisfy those 

exigencies. The bourgeoisie possesses a two-fold 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, that we must 

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 new people whose 

institutions 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 the eight 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 enterprises. 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 bourgeoisie, which 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 applauded that 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 Two.36 

 

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 maintaining peace and tranquillity in Europe 

since the year 1830, is, for a well-constituted bourgeoisie, at 

once the guarantee of its puissance and the consecration of its 

destinies. As yet, however, it is in France alone that the 

bourgeoisie possesses a certain power in that plenitude and 

security which enable an admirably-established principle to 

develop its results to the satisfaction of those who investigate 

its merits. It is, therefore, in France that the bourgeoisie should 

be dissected and considered as if we were 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 imagine that 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, the bourgeoisie, having gained its 

various objects, has only now to render itself worthy of filling 

that place and exercising those privileges which are no longer 

questioned. On one side lie the ruins of the party it has 

 
36 Original citation: G.W.M. Reynolds, óóOn the Democracy of the 

United States and the Bourgeoisie of Franceô, The Monthly 

Magazine, February 1838, pp. 189ï94. 
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supplanted; and on the other springs up a faction which was 

only dangerous so long as it remained unmaskedða military 

and warlike school which dared proclaim itself Americanða 

multitude of soldiers and proconsulsða host that preferred 

spreading ruin and devastation over the world rather than 

organising systems of political liberty! The bourgeoisie, 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 States. 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 the study and consideration of that class to 

which Providence has entrusted the destinies of the political 

world, become duties too incumbent to be neglected. That 

subjectðinstead of prompting the lucubrations of silly 

femalesðought to originate the publication of 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 themselves? 

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 adored,ðfor whom the dignity of 

ceremonious forms and the infallibility of a noble ancestry are 

the essential conditions of power and supremacy,ðsuch 

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 affairs. 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 magnificent ancestry; 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 classes, who 

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 never-

to-be-forgotten words,ðñTHE BLOOD OF HER CHILDREN 

BELONGS ONLY UNTO FRANCEòð words 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 the bourgeoisieðalthough 

it may be safely called the system of to-day onlyðwithout 

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 felicity, and 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 for the advantages 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 the old 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 cling more and 

more. We do not for a moment imagine that the French 

bourgeoisie is 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 singularly idiosyncratic idea that it is inaccessible to the 

whispers of sordid interest and deaf to the allurements of 

dishonest partiality. In order that the bourgeoisie shall 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 calm future, for the bourgeoisie to 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 suffer 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 the capacities 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 death-blow. For the future, the 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 in 

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 and 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 conquests of 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 Romansð the 

aristocratic boast of England is falling into disreputeðand the 

treaty of 1815 was the consequence of the warfare persisted in 

by the French. If the citizen-government now existing in France 

equal not in splendour the dynasties of former times, it must be 

remembered that the bourgeoisie rules 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 principle 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 subjected to the 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 every European 

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 democrat as well 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 instrument 

of productionða 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 generally noticed; nor is it the experience of a 

few years that can instruct us in the minutiae of 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 position in 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 land-holder, 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 land-holder will become the useful 

farmer, receiving from agricultural pursuits not only his 
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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 landed-property 

and moneyed-property. Within the last twenty years, all great 

possessors of forest-land in France have erected forges and 

similar useful establishments on their estates; and it may be 

fairly presumed that the distillation of sugar from beet-root will 

cement a necessary 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 to 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. An increase of intercourse between 

one town and another will consummate that revolution in 

manners which has already operated on the laws and 

government of the Frenchða revolution strangely 

compounded of good and evil, and full of contradictions, like 

every other revolution in human systems, where all is finite and 

all imperfectða providential work whose progress shall not be 

impeded by the machinations nor the designs of ill-judging 

critics and commentators. 
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The fruits of vast conquests in Europe were accompanied by 

an idea that political power and importance was chiefly 

constituted by extensive possession of territory. The French 

revolution has originated a sentiment not less remarkableðviz. 

the rights of intellect, and the influence of wisdom. On this 

basis is at present erected the citizen-government of the 

Frenchðfixed as to principles, but changeable as to personsð

and built upon a foundation which the efforts of democracy 

cannot easily destroy. The institutions of that government are 

suitable to the genius and intelligences of the middle classesð

uniformity of manners creates uniformity of administrationð

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 well as 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 principles of the Reform Bill in Englandð

in the great federal faction, which in reality was an incipient 

bourgeoisie, formed exactly one century too prematurely, in 

Americaðor in the political systems of the Low-Countries, 

that land of old franchises and local liberties. There, as in 

France, may be seen the juste-milieu 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 attributes which 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 superficial 

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 peopleð

ñHenceforth you will 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 proudðall are about to vanishðall 

disappearðall be consigned to oblivion in one day: your 

history will be torn and scattered to the windsðand not one 

page shall be left;ðand instead of those glorious 

reminiscences, you shall have eighty-six departments, 

described and marked at hazard, according to the course of a 

river or obscure stream, or to the distribution of circumstances 

and chance;òðto hold such language to a great, a proud, and a 

powerful people, may appear strange; but that those tones of 

authority were obeyed without resistance, must seem far more 

singular still! The future, however, consecrated the attempt; 

and, to use the words of a celebrated French writer, ñthe 

constituent assembly gave new life and youth to France in 

casting her, disencumbered and divested of her past fourteen 

centuries of despotic grandeur, into an era then so sombre and 
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gloomyðan era of doubt and dreadðbut an era that has 

produced such extraordinary results!ò37 

The English reasoner, who reflects on the nature of passing 

events in the quiet 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. The democratic 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 prove that 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 democratic classðif, in 

fine, the system of self-government were to be 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 opinions of 

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, moreover, so 

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 remnants 

 
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 properly 

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 designs that menace them within, establish the maxim on a 

firm and irrefragable basisðñThe King reigns, but does not 

governòða maxim that will become, for the bourgeoisie, the 

scale and measure of its constitutional privileges, as the words 

which declare that ñThe blood of her children belongs only unto 

France,ò are the dogma of its international rights. 

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 America. Till 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 views, and prejudiced minds ñsaw through a glass 

darkly.ò The works under notice are of a superior order of 

meritðtheir style is temperateðand though their aims be 

different, there still reigns throughout 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 monthsô residence in the metropolis of a great nation, or 

a rapid journey through the country itself, is calculated to afford 
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sufficient instruction, initiation, and data tor the fabrication of 

a history, social, moral, and political. Hence may we account 

for the production of those abortions entitled ñDomestic 

Manners of the Americans,ò and ñParis and the Parisians,ò by 

Mrs, Trollope; and of ñFrance,ò and the ñMonarchy of the 

Middle Classes,ò by H. L. Bulwer. In these volumes we look in 

vain for the faithful description, intimate acquaintance 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 great French Revolution to be passed over without due 

notice and attention.38 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 or shock 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 cognizance 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 deeply-rooted but 

ridiculous prejudice that almost invariably characterizes the 

volumes which the English pen relative to French novels, 

manners, institutions, or histories. The ñHistory of the Bastilleò 

will be perused with pleasure by all classes of readers; and its 

style, in- dependently of its subject, will place it amongst the 

standard productions of the British Press.39 

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 history that has 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: G.W.M. Reynolds, óThe History of the Bastilleô, 

The Monthly Magazine, March 1838, 280ï86. 
39 By R. A. Davenport, Esq. No. lxiv. of the ñFamily Library.òô 

Thomas Tegg and Son, London. 



262 
 

of him whom the French deemed a despot was only to be 

essentially shaken by the destruction of the worst engine of its 

tyranny; and when the adamantine bars of the gates of that 

terrible castle were destroyedðwhen the secrets of the prison-

house were displayedðwhen the dark dungeon of slavery was 

illuminated by the torch of popular vengeanceðthen emanated 

from that 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 Burke 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 throughout the atmosphere that 

surrounded it. From the burning plains of India to the peaceful 

regions of the Western worldðfrom the howling shores of 

Lapland to the Southern extremity of Africa, will that 

influence, spreading with irresistible though gradient march, 

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 the anticipated change. May we not say, in the expressive 

and beautiful language of Victor Hugo,ð 

 

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 cheering ray?  
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There is a gentle humða murmôring soundð  

Is it the wings of them that soon must dwell  

In other realms, amid a space profound?  

Or is it Earth that sorrowing says, ñFarewell?ò  

 

That gentle sound, which falls upon the ear,  

Soft as a breath, and sweet as loverôs taleð  

Is it the token of an Eden near?  

Or is it Earth that gladdôning sings, ñAll hail!ò  

 

The forests rustleðand the birdôs shrill song  

Re-echoes loudlyðand the sounding main  

Mixes with music as it rolls along,  

And leaves no doubt the 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. 

 

It is, indeedðor 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 uncertainty. That a new era is in our horizonðbig with 

mighty eventsðthere 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 awakened in our mind, and direct the 

readerôs attention to a few passages in the work under notice. 

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 intend 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 extracts through the usual medium of 

inverted commas. 

A silly attempt at imposition upon the Marquise de 

Pompadour plunged Latude, at the age of five-and-twenty, into 

the dungeons of the Bastille. There he was robbed of his money 

and valuables clothed in rags, and 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 society of a comradeða Jew, 

named Abuzagloðwhom the lieutenant suffered to dwell in the 

same apartment with him. A speedy friendship sprung up 

between the fellow-prisoners; and as both had more or less 

hopes of liberation at an early period, they mutually agreed that 

the one who should first taste the delights of freedom, should 

immediately exert his influence in favour of the other. Four 

months elapsedðand Latude was one morning informed that 

he was free. ñAbuzaglo embraced him, and conjured him to 

remember his promise. 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, he ceased to take an interest in his fate.ò 

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 long weary months 
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passed away, ere he could find the opportunity. ñThe moment 

at length arrived. One of his fellow-prisonersðan 

ecclesiasticðwas frequently visited by an abbé; and this 

circumstance he made the basis of his project. To succeed, it 

was necessary for him to elude the vigilance of two turnkeys, 

who guarded him when he walked, and of four sentinels, who 

watched the outer doorsðand this was no easy matter. Of the 

turnkeys, one often waited in the garden, while the other went 

to fetch the prisoner. Latude began 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 keeper having 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 opened; and, with an 

appearance of much eagerness, he asked for the abbé, and was 

answered that the sentinel had not seen him. óOur priest has 

been waiting for him in the garden more than two hours,ô 

exclaimed Latude: óI have been running after him in all 

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 the high road, he traversed the fields and vineyards, 

and finally reached Paris, where he shut himself up in a retired 

lodging.ò 

From that seclusion he addressed a petition to the king, 

acknowledged his fault, humbly solicited pardon, and 

mentioned the place 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 on the 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 

resolved upon effecting their escape. In order to do this, they 

must either pass through gates ten-fold guarded; or else ascend, 

through the strongly grated chimney, to the top of the tower in 

which they were containedðdescend from that dizzy height of 

more than a hundred and fifty feet, into the ditchðand 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 those of 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 which Latude and 

DôAlegre proposed to encounter. But those two individuals 

ñtrusted to time and perseverance, the efficacy of which has 

often been proved.ò 

The first step towards the execution of their scheme was to 

discover a proper hiding-place for the tools and 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 vacuum was from 

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 was the question of DôAlegre ðand such will 

doubtless be the interrogation of our readers. 

ñ óWhat!ô said Latude, óhave I not in my trunk a vast 

quantity of linenðthirteen dozen and a half of shirtsðmany 

napkins, stockings, night-caps, and other articles? will not these 

supply us? we will unravel them, and shall have abundance of 

rope.ô ò 

The first attempt at tool-manufacturing 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 of the steel of their tinder-box 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 ascertained that Latudeôs calculations 

relative to the vacant space 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 rope, 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 

monthsô unremitting toil was bestowed upon this single object. 

ñHaving opened the passage up the chimney, they 

proceeded to construct their ladders. Their fuel, which was in 

logs of about eighteen or twenty inches long, supplied the 

rounds for the rope-ladder, by which they were to descend from 

the tower, and the whole of that by which they were to scale the 

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 tinder-box. 

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 five-and-twenty 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 of which it consisted were joined by mortises and 

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 put together in the dark. They were then 

carefully hidden under the floor.ò 

Here we may pause for a momentðeven though it be in the 

most approved style of romance-writers and novelistsðto 

appeal to the sympathies of our readers, and interrogate them 

as to the state 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 moment picture to himself the awful state of 

uncertainty and dread in which Latude and Dô Alegre existed? 

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 surveillance, how their hearts must 

have beat at every footstep that echoed in the passage adjoining 

their cellðhow acute must have been their anxietyðhow 

horrible their suspense! 

But to continue. ñIt now remained for them to make their 

principal rope-ladder. This was an arduous and almost endless 

task, as it was more than a hundred and eighty feet long; and 

consequently double that length of rope was required.ò Latude, 
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however, commenced his enterprising work by unravelling all 

his linen; and when he had thus acquired a sufficient quantity 

of threads, he and Dô Alegre employed themselves in twisting 

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 materials essentially 

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! 

ñAll was now prepared for their flight, and they had only to 

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 rope-ladder, the wooden ladder was got 

ready, the two crow-bars 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 

waterðò an operation to which local circumstances would 

compel themðñfor the Seine had overflowed, and at that 

moment there were from four to five feet water in the moat of 

the Bastille, and ice was floating upon it.ò 

Latude was the first to commence the perilous undertaking. 

With pain and difficulty he clambered up the chimney; and on 

his arrival at the summit, let down a rope, through the medium 

of which he drew up the ladders, portmanteau, ropes, and other 

implements fabricated for the occasion. DôAlegre shortly 

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 himself:ð 

ñAs the Tour du Tresor appeared to be the most favourable 

for their descent, they carried their apparatus thither. One end 

of the rope-ladder 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 yards, DôAlegre meanwhile slowly 

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 that it 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 placed them upon a spot to which 

the water had not risen. DôAlegre himself followed; and, as 

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 sentinel pacing 

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 through the wall. 

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 arm-pits. 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 patrol major; 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 without 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 of exultation, 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 did not lose his upright position; having 

shaken off his companion, who had mechanically grasped him, 

he scrambled up the bank, and then drew out DôAlegre by the 

hair of his head. 

ñThe clock struck five as they entered the high road.ò 

For a conclusion of the adventures of Latude and his friend 

DôAlegre, we must refer our reader, whose curiosity will 

doubtless have been awakened by these interesting extracts, to 

the work itself; and in taking leave of ñThe History of the 

Bastille,ò we can only repeat that which we said in the 

commencement of this notice, that it is replete with interest and 

instruction. Although the oriental fruit-hawker may cry, ñIn the 

name of the Prophetðfigs!òðor, in other words, parturiunt 

montes nascetur ridiculus musðthere 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 loftyðhis 

execution is worthy of that aim; and in signalizing one single 
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portion of the book to submit to the penalty of refutation, we 

select the first eight lines of the ñAdvertisementò or ñPreface,ò 

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, ere I succeeded to my present 

title, that I was returning one evening to my fatherôs house from 

that of a friend with whom I had been dining.40 Oh! the fatal 

evening! I remember it but too wellð'twas in the winter timeð

thick clouds enveloped the planets of the night, 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 bright in Bond Street, 

and I hardly regretted not having ordered a carriage to call for 

me: but I walked hastily onward, till something glittering on 

the pavement attracted my attention. I stooped and picked it up; 

ôtwas a beautiful ring, with a black stone, and on that stone was 

a name. Five yards before me two individuals were anxiously 

looking about for an object they had apparently lost. I accosted 

them; and by the glare of the lamp, discovered the features of 

the most lovely girl in the world. She was leaning on the arm 

of an old gentleman, sixty years of age at least, who afterwards 

proved to be her father. The ring I had found was the cause of 

their search ; and as I tendered it to the young lady, she smiled 

on me with so much sweetness, that she ravished my soulð

 
40 Original citation: G.W.M. Reynolds, óThe Father: An Episode in 

the Life of a Noblemanô, The Monthly Magazine, September 1838, 

pp. 279ï84. 



273 
 

although at the same moment a large tear stole down her cheek 

; for the lamp cast its rays direct on her bewitching 

countenance.  

ñA thousand thanks, Sir,ò she said, in a melting tone of 

voice. ñThat ring was my poor motherôs: she is now no more;ð

but her memory is dearly cherished by me. In pulling off my 

glove, I inadvertently dropped that precious relic. We thought 

we might have lost it at the theatre whence we are come.ò 

The father cut short his daughterôs explanation by thanking 

me again with uncommon civility; and having wished me ña 

good night,ò he moved rapidly on. I, however, heard him gently 

chide his daughter for having kept ñthe stranger standing in the 

cold.ò Those were his words.  

That night no sleep visited my pillow: the transitory view I 

had had of so lovely a creatureôs face chased away slumber, 

and dwelt perpetually in my mind. I 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 actions in after years. A fortnight elapsed, and I still dreamt 

of nought save her with whom I had only exchanged two 

words: but at length I met her again. It was at a theatreðno 

matter whichðand she was again accompanied by her father. I 

was welcomed with a smile when I 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, during a brief 

conversation, I 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. I also learnt 

the place of his residence: it was Oxford-street. 
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ñTradesmanðshop !òô were the words that rang in my ears 

all night long. ñTradesmanðshop!ò was all I uttered, when my 

father, next morning at breakfast, put some common-place 

question to me.  

ñYou were at the theatre last evening, William, were you 

not?ò said he. ñWhyðyou tell us nothing about the 

performance, the play, or the spectators. Who was there?ò  

ñThe tradesman.ò  

ñIndeed! And what piece was performed?ò  

ñThe shop,ò was my reply: and I left the room to retire to 

my own chamber, where I sate down for the purpose of 

pondering more at liberty on the lovely Miss Benson. A strange 

sentiment of curiosity filled my mind. I 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 

customers. To Oxford-street I accordingly hurried. ñBenson, 

HABERDASHER,ò in large letters over a door, met my eyes; 

with fear and trembling I entered, and discovered Mr. Benson, 

assisted by two or three boys, very busily engaged in attending 

to the wants of those who went thither to make purchases. I 

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 

serve in the shop.  

ñYou are kind, very kind,ò said she, ñthus to remember 

individuals who are under obligations to you.ò  

ñObligations, Miss Benson!ò I exclaimed, ñfor finding and 

returning a valuable jewel to its owner.ò  

ñOh! Sirðthat ring was my motherôs, and you know not 

how I value it. But, by the bye,ò she added, in a lively tone of 

voice, ñthis is the third time I have had the pleasure of seeing 
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you, and not yet do I know the name of him to whom I am 

deeply indebted.ò  

Now for my first weakness, Should I confess my real rank, 

and never visit Miss Benson again? or should I conceal my 

position in the world, and associate with her as an equal? I 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 

another thing:ðI did not wish Mr. Benson to be able to tell his 

friendsðthis cobbler, or that tailorðhow the only son and heir 

apparent of Lordð visited him constantly, and courted his 

daughter. Nor less was I influenced by a dread of my intimacy 

with the Bensons becoming known to my father, who would 

have adopted most summary measures to put an end to it 

forever. I therefore yielded to the weight of these reflections, 

and invented a name to conceal my own. This was my first 

deceit!  

Daily did I visit the lovely Miss Benson; and daily did I 

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 before him a prospect of 

seeing his daughter established in a respectable manner. And 

she returned my loveðand 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 of age. She was 

stoutðeven inclined to embonpoint: 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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than of a female of her tender age. Her complexion was of the 

purest white and redðher mouth red and poutingðher teeth 

even and whiteðher eyes dark blue and languishingðher hair 

of chestnut hueðand her forehead high and pale, though 

slightly freckled. On the whole she was as lovely and faultless 

a creature as woman can be in this world of ours. But to 

continue my narrative. One afternoon I entered the shop, and 

found all in confusion. Ill-looking men were standing aboutð

the desk was unoccupied by the clerkðthe boys were 

whispering in a cornerðand Mr. Benson was not there. 

Determined to ascertain the meaning of such disorder from the 

fountain-head, I pushed my way to the parlour, and found Miss 

Benson lying on the sofa, just recovering from a swoon into 

which she had ere now fallen: the only servant left in the house 

was attending her.  

ñGood God, Miss Benson!ò I cried, ñwhat is the cause of 

this unaccountable posture of your affairs ?ò 

ñO heavens!ò she exclaimed, a deep sense of her misery 

rushing to her soul: ñthey have taken away my fatherðhe is 

gone, gone to a prison! My fatherðmy poor old father is gone 

to a gaol: and it was in vain that I told them he was my father! 

They heard me notðor if they did, they would not heed me. 

And I am aloneðalone in the world:ðmy mother is deadð

and they have taken away my father, I repeatðthey have taken 

away my father! But I will follow him whithersoever he shall 

goðò  

And she rose from the sofa, but only to fall into my arms, 

for she was weak and feeble. I reassured herðimplored her to 

remain where she was till my returnðand I 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. I 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 I 

entered the room of that preparatory gaol, he cried like a child.  

ñBe tranquil, my dear Sir,ôô I exclaimed: ñto-morrow 

morning you shall be free. I have the money at your serviceð

that is, I can get itð but not before to-morrow morningòðfor 

I did not dare ask my father for so considerable a sum towards 

the end of the quarter: and I knew that my friend, Mr. Hð, 

would not be at home till late that night. I, however, succeeded 

in relieving Mr. Bensonôs mind; and he sent me away with 

these words:ðñGoðmy dear boyðand console my daughter. 

She loves youðyou love and respect herðand I can trust you.ò  

I bade him adieu, promised that by eight next morning he 

should be free, and then returned to comfort the afflicted girl. 

And I succeeded in comforting her; for I repeated over and over 

again, not only my ability to release her father, but also my 

determination so to do: and thus I made her happy. The servant 

retiredðthe shop was soon clearedðand 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 

preserver of her fatherðher poor father: she invoked blessings 

on my head--and I then laid open to her the sentiments of my 

secret soul. I declared my love: she made a reciprocal 

confessionðI caught her in my armsðand we lingered in a 

longða lastingða fervent embrace. I 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 father;ðin fine, she threw herself 

upon my honourðshe relied on my justiceðshe yielded 
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herself to me, to do with her as I chose, to dispose of her as I 

desiredðshe trusted to me as much as a confiding girl, who 

sees all, all in her lover, can trust to him. And I clasped her 

closer in my arms; and I whispered tender things in her ear; and 

I talked of future happiness. She listenedð 

 

***  

 

ñMy dishonoured daughter!ò cried the old man, frantic with 

rage.  

ñReturn her to me, my lord,ò he continued more coolly; 

ñreturn me my daughter. Give me back my daughterðgive me 

back my daughter, I sayðand, O God! I will forgive you! Yes, 

my lordð, for so you are nowðyou wear a mourning dressð

that mourning is for your parent! You know how to weep for a 

parent: believe then that a parent can weep for a childðand 

give me back my dishonoured daughter!òô  

ñBy the high heavens above us, I know not where she is!ò  

ñSome time ago, she was at the gay lodgings your 

generosity provided for her,ò pursued Benson, with a bitter 

smile and a sarcastic accent. I traced her out thereðI wrote a 

note to herðI said I would see her that dayðand she was gone: 

you have hidden my daughter from my sight. I am a poor old 

manðI am stricken in yearsðcares are multiplying thickly 

upon my head. Oh! my lord, can you see these hoary locksð

these hoary, grey locksðcan you contemplate them, my lordð

those almost whitened locksðand then refuse to give me back 

my daughter?ò 

Vainly did I declare my ignorance of the route she had 

taken, so precipitate had been her flight: but bitterly did I 

reproach myself in secret for the harshness of my conduct 
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towards her. The unfortunate father continued his lamentable 

appeal.  

ñMy lord, the vengeance of an offended Heaven will fall 

upon your head. You have robbed meðan old manðof the 

support of my years: you have ruined the little happiness that 

awaited the miserable remnant of wearied existence that was 

mine: you have destroyed the prop that held up a tottering 

fabric; you have filled the dregs of my lifeôs cup with poignant 

gall; and you now refuse me the only amends you can possibly 

make. You came, my lord, to a humble dwellingðI 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! I was poorðI was 

embarrassedðI was in difficulties: but my daughter loved 

meðmy daughter consoled meðmy daughter shared all my 

misery. You envied me that solitary bliss. Oh! yesð you were 

jealous of my felicityðand you robbed me of my dear, dear 

daughter !ðyou robbed me of my daughter!ò  

Great God! how galling were these reproaches. I would not 

have encountered them for worlds, had I dared eject the author 

of them from my dwelling: but his hair was whitened with age 

and with affliction; and I could not have harshly used him. 

Indeed, there was a moment, amongst the many that were 

dissipated during this scene, when I was ready to fall at his feet, 

and confess how deeply I 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 I merit that malediction; 

forð  

 

* * *  
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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 adjacent cell! 
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Mary Hamel: A Tale of the Seventeenth Century 

 

 

[This story first appeared as a short story in The Monthly 

Magazine and was then incorporated into Master Timothyôs 

Bookcase in 1841 under the title of ñThe Fatal Gloveò] 

 

 

In one of the most retired streets of Nuremberg, towards the 

middle of the seventeenth century, resided the family of 

Madame Hamel.41 She had been left a widow at an early age, 

with a moderate competency; and instead 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 to her care. 

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 he was 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 statelyðwith dark blue eyes, light flaxen 

hair, and a clear complexion in which the white and red seemed 

to be struggling to decide which should obtain the conquest. 

Her bust was large and voluptuousðand her waist so thin, it 

appeared as if two hands could span it. She was a girl of a quick 

 
41 Original citation: G.W.M. Reynolds, óMary Hamelô, The Monthly 

Magazine, October 1838, pp. 389ï402. 
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and fiery disposition, of strong 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 the proportions 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 always been Madame Hamelôs hope that Angiolina 

and George would one day be joined together 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; whereas Mary 

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 the garden, a 

distance of about a hundred and twenty yards from the houseð

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 opened into 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 as Rosenthal 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, despair; andðoften 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 less independent 

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 

dôArnheim was about five or six and twenty when she first 

became acquainted 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 was highly 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 Arnheim, was 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 had whispered, 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 
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upon something more than common friendship. 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, compelled him 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 

perceive, that the visits of Rosenthal to the countessôs house 

became less frequent; and at length they ceased altogether, 

without any very evident cause. The captain, however, became 

more assiduous to the tender 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 particular friend, this 

increasing intimacy did not meet with any discouragement at 

her hands. As for George he was delighted to observe that his 

cousinôs society diverted the officer from paying his attentions 

any longer to the Countess of Arnheim; and he did not interfere 

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 gate-way of the house, 

and was pondering on his passion when the noise of some of 

the turbulent students 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 veiled, who 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. 

ñThe coarse unmanly villainsðthus to attack a defenceless 

female!ò exclaimed George; and as the fugitive at that moment 

came up to the door, he hastily invited her to seek protection in 

the house. The offer was gladly acceptedðthe lady followed 

George into his studyðand the students passed onwards 

without attempting 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 roomðmuttered strange things to himselfðand 

seemed a prey to the most extraordinary feelings. His face was 

pale, he appeared agitated and nervousðhe resembled a man, 

who, having committed some crime, is in momentary dread of 

detection. 

He was aroused from his painful situation by the entrance 

of Mary Hamel, who came to inform him that the supper was 

prepared. 

ñI will wait upon you immediately,ò said he, somewhat 

impatiently. ñHeavens! are you ill, George?ò exclaimed the 

affectionate girl, gazing wistfully upon her cousinôs 

countenance. ñYou are as pale as deathðand your eyes roll as 

if you had seen a spirit.ò 

ñMaryðit is nothingða sudden illnessðleave me, dear 

cousin,ò stammered George.  

ñAnd your friend Harfeldt, who is engaged to sup with us?ò 

said Mary.  
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ñAh! what has my aunt invited that rack-brained, mad-

capped student again this eveningò demanded George. 

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.  

ñNow, by my good name, I 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,ò exclaimed Harfeldt.  

ñYesðyesðit was,ò ejaculated George, in haste. ñI!ò cried 

Mary, in the most unfeigned astonishment. ñYesðdo not 

contradict me, for the love of God!ò said George in a low and 

tremulous whisper to his cousin, as Harfeldt cast his eye over a 

book.  

ñIn that case,ò resumed Harfeldt, who had not caught the 

hasty whisper, ñI have to make ten thousand apologies. Indeed 

I fancied it must have been Mademoiselle Mary, so soon as I 

saw her take refuge in this house: but who would have thought 

of seeing her out at that time of night?ò  

ñShe came from the pavilion, the door leading to the garden 

being locked,ò said George, more hastily than before, while 

Mary held her tongue in speechless astonishment.  

ñCaptain Rosenthal left us this morningðhe has gone to the 

citadel of Valden with his companyðand so the pavilion is 

vacant once more.ò  

ñWhat, George?ò said Mary, recovering her self-possession, 

and trembling for the intellects of her cousin.  

ñSilenceðfor the love of God; and I will explain all 

presently,ò again whispered George to the astonished girl, who 

however resolved to humour him. 
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ñWell, and if supper be ready, my dear friends,ò said the 

lively student, ñlet us eôen hasten to partake of it. Butðah! 

what have we here?ò and as he uttered the exclamation, he 

stooped down and picked up a ladyôs mitten.  

ñAh!ò ejaculated George; and for a moment he remained 

with his eyes instantly fixed upon the mitten.  

ñUpon my honour, there is blood upon it!ò cried Harfeldt, 

after a momentôs pause.  

ñIt is nothing!ò ejaculated George, snatching the mitten 

from his friendôs hand, and hastily locking it up in his desk. ñIt 

belongs to my cousin Maryðas she ran into the house, when 

you followed her, she fell down and grazed her arm.ò  

ñMy dear George,ò began Mary, ñI really thinkðò  

ñMary, have the kindness to hasten and show us the way to 

the supper-table,ò cried George, interrupting his cousin, in 

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.  

ñHave you seen Angiolina lately?ò enquired Madame 

Hamel of her younger daughter.  

ñShe went to walk in the garden at about six oôclock,ò said 

Mary; ñand from that moment I have not seen her.ò  

ñIt is now ten oôclock,ò observed Madame Hamel, 

somewhat alarmed; ñand your sister seldom keeps us waiting. 

Is she in her bedchamber?ò 

Mary hastened to inform herself of 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 mannerðHarfeldt chattered as if he 

knew not the name of careð and Madame Hamel 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 conduct of her cousin in her fear 

for her sisterðGeorge himself expressed his terror that 

something disastrous might have occurredðand even the 

volatile Harfeldt shared in the general grief. 

Early on the following morning, George Hamel arose, 

having past a sleepless 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 another word. 

Long and tedious was that day for the wretched Mary and 

her afflicted mother. They had both pressed slumberless 

pillowsðboth dared not avow that hope was extinct, and that 

dread anticipations filled their mindsðand both endeavoured, 

but fruitlessly, 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, she divulged 

the suspicion to her younger daughter: but by her it was rejected 

with something approaching to indignation and disdain. She 

judged her sisterôs purity and chastity of sentiment by her own: 

and she at once refused to admit even the possibility of such 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. 

It was about ten oôclock in the evening when one of the 

Countess of Arnheimôs domestics informed his mistress that a 

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 the 

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 like the aspen leaf, as she said faintly, ñSirðwhat 

means this mystery?ò 

The visitor then threw aside his hat, dropped his cloak, and 

exclaimed, ñPardonðmadamða thousand times pardon for 

this intrusion!ò  

ñGeorge Hamel!ò cried the countess, sinking upon a chair, 

and gasping for breath: her emotions were not, however, 

perceived by the young physician.  

ñYesðmadamðGeorge Hamel,ò said he with a 

melancholy tone of voice: ñGeorge Hamel, who is about to quit 

Nurembergðthis very nightðand who still finds it impossible 

to leave without divesting himself of a horrible suspicionðò  

ñA suspicion!ò almost screamed the countess.  

ñYes ðmadamða suspicion which occupies all my 

thoughts,ò rejoined George Hamel. ñBut if, as I hope, that 

suspicion be devoid of foundationðI know that your contempt 

will be the just chastisement of my audacityðand I also know, 
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even should your lips change my fears into a certainty, that I 

have neither the right to accuse you nor to pity myself!ò 

ñAh!ò exclaimed the Countess of Arnheim, the idea that she 

was beloved by her physician suddenly flitting across her mind. 

ñProceed,ò she addedðand a glow of satisfaction animated that 

countenance which was vested with the unrivalled splendour 

and majesty of beauty.  

ñBut,ò continued George, hastily, ñthis suspicion renders 

me so truly miserable, that I am resolved at once to terminate 

the agonies I endure.ò  

ñHe is in my power, then,ô said the countess to herself, while 

a smile of triumph curled her pouting red lips. 

ñ Know, then, madam,ò said George in a low and hoarse 

tone of voice, ñthat I have this moment returned to Nuremberg 

from Valdenð and that already perhaps the officers of this 

place are after me for a murder committed at that fortress!ò  

ñImpossible!ò exclaimed the countess. ñO no,ò returned 

George mournfullyðñit is, alas! too true. I have killed a manð

but it was in loyal and equal combatðhe fell in a duel.ò  

ñHeavens protect you!ò said the countess emphatically. 

ñThe real motive of the quarrel will not be publicly known,ôô 

continued George. ñThe man whom I have slain, is supposed to 

be the seducer of my cousin Angiolinaðand thus will scandal 

be satisfied. You alone, madam, besides God and myself, shall 

be informed wherefore that man was killed by my hand.ò  

ñI knew him, then?ò cried the countess, anxiously. 

ñYesðmadamðI killed him,ò said the young man, with 

appalling vehemence, ñbecause he dishonouredðhe 

calumniatedðhe cast shame upon your name. It is almost 

impossible for me to mention his statementðbut still it is 
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necessary. He declared, madam, that youðyou, Amelia, 

Countess of Arnheimðwere his mistress!ò  

ñYou have killed, then, Captain Rosenthal!ò cried the 

countess, taken off her guard by this sudden disclosure.  

ñOh! horrorðhorror !ðshe has named himðand it is then 

but too true!ò exclaimed George in a tone which bespoke the 

most bitterðbitter agony.  

For one moment he hesitated what course to pursueðhe 

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 accordingly 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 affectionate relativesðhe 

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, to bid him adieu and utter one word of consolation ere 

his departure. But he was goneðand the weeping girl fell 

almost senseless into a chair. Miseries were complicating 

around herself and her miserable mother. Angiolina lostð

ruinedðperhaps in want and poverty, on 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 passionðOh! it was too much for that 

young heart to bear!  

In the midst of her sorrows 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 event, but that George had 

escaped from the city, when a violent knocking commenced at 

the street door. The servant ran to admit the visitorsðand in a 

moment the study was filled by the delegates of the law, with a 

magistrate at their head. Mary cast a hasty glance amongst the 

crowd; and her courage rose when she saw that her cousin was 

not there.  

ñThank God,ò cried she fervently; ñhe has escaped!ò  

ñMademoiselle,ò said the magistrate, stepping forward, and 

courteously addressing himself to Mary Hamel; ñyou are aware 

that Captain Rosenthal has this morning been killed in a duel 

by your cousin George Hamel.ò  

ñAlas! I am fully aware of the sad truth,ò replied Mary in an 

almost inaudible tone of voice. ñIf then,ò continued the 

magistrate, ñthe said George Hamel be really departedðò  

ñOh! he isðhe is,ò interrupted Mary, wildly.  

ñI believe it was in a pavilion adjoining the house that 

Captain Rosenthal resided,ò said the magistrate.  

ñIt was,ò returned Mary.  

ñWe must proceed thither and put the seals upon his 

property, for the benefit of his heir,ò continued the magistrate.  

ñMonsieur Harfeldt, would you have the kindness to 

conduct this gentleman and his followers to the pavilion?ò 

asked Mary, her own strength failing her.  
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ñWith pleasure,ò returned Harfeldt; and in another moment 

Mary was again alone in the study. 

Ten minutes elapsedðand 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.  

ñHeavens, what a sight!ò exclaimed the magistrate, clasping 

his hands together.  

ñYour sister, mademoiselle,ò began Harfeldt, whose face 

was as pale as death.  

ñOh! my sisterðwhat of my sister?ò cried Mary, starting 

from her reverie.  

ñYour sister isðò said Harfeldt, trembling violently.  

ñSpeakðoh! speak!ò cried Mary. ñLeave me not in 

suspense: What of my sister?ò  

ñYour sister,ò continued Harfeldt, summoning up sufficient 

courage to disclose the terrible tidingsðñyour sister is 

murderedðand in that pavilion!ò  

ñOh! my dearðdear sister!ò cried Mary, with so wild an 

accent, that even the magistrate shed tears; and she sank upon 

the chair from which she had risen when Harfeldt had 

addressed her.  

ñLet no one leave this room,ò said the magistrate; and when 

Mary had slightly recovered herself, he observed, ñand you, 

mademoiselle, pray endeavour to compose yourself sufficiently 

to reply to my questions.ò  

ñMy poor sister!ò was the only reply. óOh! what will my 

dear mother suffer!ò 

ñHas anyone been to that pavilion since the captain left 

Nuremburg?ò enquired the magistrate. 

Mary indicated a negative.  
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ñThis mitten was found near the corpse,ò said one of the 

officers, stepping forward, and respectfully presenting the 

article alluded to, to his superior.  

ñA mitten!ò ejaculated Harfeldt, a terrible suspicion darting 

across his brain. ñI saw one like itðò 

ñWhere!ò demanded the magistrate. ñOh! I am mistaken,ò 

stammered Harfeldt, afraid of compromising even the one 

whom he now deemed guilty of murder.  

ñYou must speak,ò said the magistrate coolly, ñor the torture 

will compel you.ò  

ñI was really mistaken,ò persisted Harfeldt. ñTo the prison 

and the torture-room with that witness,ò cried the magistrate, 

beckoning to his men. At the utterance of that terrible word, 

Harfeldtôs courage failed himðhe fell upon his kneesðand 

promised to reveal all he knew.  

ñTis well,ò said the magistrate. ñYou saw a mitten like this 

one somewhere, I think?ò  

ñI saw it here,ò answered Harfeldt, in a trembling tone of 

voice; and by degrees he related the circumstance of himself 

and friend having pursued a female who seemed to have issued 

from the pavilionðof his having found Mary in her cousinôs 

studyðof his picking up a mitten covered with bloodðand of 

all the conversation which then took place between himself and 

George Hamel.  

ñGreat God, protect me!ò cried the unhappy Mary, who had 

listened in stupid astonishment to this detail. ñIt is as he saysð

but George was mistaken!ò  

ñAnd where did George Hamel put the bloody mitten?ò 

enquired the magistrate.  

ñIn his desk,ò was the answer.  
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ñBreak it open,ò said the magistrate. The order was 

immediately obeyedðthe desk was forcedðand the object of 

search was produced. It corresponded exactly with the one 

found near the corpse.  

ñAnd this was stated to have belonged to Mary Hamel?ò 

said the magistrate.  

ñIt was,ò returned the witnessðñ it wasðandðò 

ñAnd did Mary Hamel deny that, or any other statement 

made by George Hamel?ò  

The answer was of course in the negative. 

ñWhere is the wound which you inflicted upon yourself 

when you fell, as stated by your cousin?ò demanded the 

magistrate of the almost fainting Mary.  

ñIt was all falseðall a delusion,ò murmured Mary, in a state 

of mind which no pen can describe. ñI knew not his motivesð

he certainly detailed all those circumstances to his friend 

Harfeldtðbut not one iota was correct.ò  

ñMary Hamel,ò cried the magistrate, in a loud tone of voice, 

ñI arrest you on suspicion of having murdered your sister!ò  

No sooner were these terrible words uttered, when the door, 

which communicated with the interior of the house, was 

suddenly opened, and Madame Hamel rushed wildly into the 

room. The magistrateôs decree of arrest had met her ears, and 

she arrived in time to receive her fainting daughter in her arms, 

and place her in an arm-chair.  

ñImpossible, Sir; it is impossible!ò cried the agonized 

mother. ñWhere is my daughter Angiolina?ò 

ñMurdered, in yonder pavilion, Madam,ò returned the 

magistrate; ñand oh! it grieves me to say, that appearances are 

strongly against your younger daughter!ò  
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Those words were fatal as the arrows of Azrael, the 

Mahommedan angel of death. 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 evidence against the unfortunate Mary 

Hamel. The circumstances, with which the reader is already 

acquainted, the nature of Harfeldtôs testimony, and the well-

known fact that Mary was desperately in love with her cousin 

George, and naturally jealous of her sister Angiolina, 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 statement, viz. that she was not the 

female pursued by the students; that she merely suffered 

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 upon,ðshe did not mention the agitation in 

which she found her cousin when she sought him in the studyð

O no; she would not create in the breasts of others that horrible 

suspicion which she could not prevent herself from entertaining 

ða suspicion 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 sister;ðher mother had died at her 

feet,ðand 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 of the 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 town, thus advertising the 

inhabitants of the terrible tragedy which the tribunal had 

ordered to be enacted:ðñTHIS DAR MARY HAMEL, 

FOUND GUILTY OF FRATRICIDE, WILL UNDERGO THE 

LAST PENALTY OF THE LAW. PRAY FOR HER SOULôS 

REPOSE!ò 

But an hour before the one at which 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 the police, and declared 

that Mary Hamel was innocent, and that he was the true 

murderer of the deceased Angiolina! The self-accused was no 

other than George Hamel. 

The execution was accordingly suspended, and an 

immediate investigation into the matter was ordered by the 

president of the tribunal.  

ñI am the guilty person!ò exclaimed George Hamel, so soon 

as the judges had taken their seats. There was a strange coolness 

and dogged determinationðunnatural and appallingðin the 

manners of the prisoner.  

ñWhat prompted you to the horrid dee?ò demanded the 

president.  

ñI was devotedly attached to my deceased cousin,ò replied 

George, not daring to glance towards the place where he knew 

Mary to be standing; ñand on the night when the terrible crime 
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was consummated, I went to the pavilion to say farewell to 

Captain Rosenthal. Angiolina was there;ðI was stung with 

rage and jealousy, and in a fit of passion I slew her!ò  

At this terrible announcement, a piercing scream rent the 

airða scream so wild, so loud, and so long, that even after its 

echoes had ceased to strike the ear, the dismal wail made the 

very heart-strings of all present vibrate, and Mary Hamel was 

borne senseless from the court. Her worst suspicions were 

confirmedðshe was saved ðbut George was guilty of her 

sisterôs death!  

ñAnd wherefore,ò continued the president, when order was 

once more restored in the court, ñwherefore did you now come 

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 subsequently 

arise from yourself to your cousin?ò  

ñI was then nervous and agitatedðoh! I was ill in mind and 

body,ò answered George, hastily; ñand I said any thing that 

came uppermost in my mind: but I take God to witness,ò he 

added, violently striking the bar at which he stood, ñthat I knew 

not my folly on that evening would lead to so dismal a result 

for her. Remorse has now brought me hither, and I await my 

doom!ò  

The judges consulted together;ðHarfeldt was then 

examined once more;ðMary Hamel was ordered to 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 tribunal to be 

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 executed, and just before the court was preparing to 

adjourn, the Countess of Arnheim was led in by the father 

confessor. Her face was ashy paleðher fine voluptuous form 

had lost its embonpointðher eyes were sunkenðher cheeks 

hollowðher hands emaciated; a few days had worked immense 

changes in that woman, whose majestic beauty was lately the 

admiration of all Nuremberg; so changed, indeed, was sheð so 

alteredðthat her uncle, the president, scarcely knew her, as she 

entered the hall where he and his fellow-judges sat. 

ñMy Lord,ò said the priest, on whose arm the almost-

fainting Countess supported herself, ñI bring a penitent woman 

to confess an enormous crime, and do justice to one who would 

have sacrificed himself for her!ò  

ñWhat!ò cried the president, ñthe noble Countess of 

Arnheim guilty of a crime. Oh! noðimpossible. Father 

Bertrand, explain yourself!ò  

ñMy lord, I take God to witness that your niece is now come 

to confessðò  

ñWhat?ò said the president, hastily.  

ñThe murder of Angiolina Hamel,ò said the priest, in a firm 

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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ñThe Countess of Arnheim guilty of murder!ò cried the 

president. ñImpossible!ò and he buried his face in his hands.  

ñQh! my sonðmy son!ò ejaculated the countess, as she 

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 awful scene! 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 extraordinary 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 Valden. 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 determined to 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 Hamel,ðthe mistress of Captain Rosenthal,ðthe 

rival who had succeeded the Countess in the affections of the 

fickle officer. Angiolina raised her head, and immediately 

recognised the Countess of Arnheim.  
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ñTo-morrow,ò said Angiolina, bitterly, ñall Nuremberg shall 

know that the noble Countess of Arnheim was at the same 

rendezvous of love with Angiolina Hamel!ò  

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 words to the imprudent Angiolina.  

ñYou shall not leave this place,ò said the Countess, ñuntil 

you have sworn that you will forget this encounter,ò  

ñThe Countess of Arnheim reduces herself by her profligacy 

to a level with Angiolina Hamel,ò exclaimed the victim of 

Rosenthalôs unhallowed desires; ñand thus she can issue no 

commands as a superior.ò  

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 random, ðAngiolina 

fell: there was a deep groanða gurgling in the throatð and all 

was over!  

Bewilderedðwildðhaggardðand 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 her to unveil her countenance. But she 

concealed her face the more strenuously, and succeeded in 

emancipating herself from the impertinent collegians, She 

ran,ðthey pursued her,ða door stood open before her,ðand 

George's study afforded her refuge. 
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ñO my God!ò cried the Countess, as she sank upon the chair 

which George hastily tendered her.  

ñThat voiceðthose features!ò said the young physician, as 

the lady drew aside her veil.  

ñYes,ðôtis Iðthe Countess of Arnheim!ò exclaimed she; 

ñbut ask me no questionsðò  

ñOh! this strange conduct demands explanation,ò thought 

George within himself. ñBut public rumour has already 

wronged this noble lady: tomorrow Rosenthal shall confirm or 

annihilate the scandal.ò  

ñOne favour, sir,ðone favour only have I to ask of you,ò 

said the Countess. ñCalumny must not reach her!ò ejaculated 

George aloud.  

ñCalumny?ðno, sir,ðoh! noðnot for my sonðmy dear 

sonôs sake, Monsieur Hamel,ðcalumny must not tarnish the 

noble name of Arnheim!ò cried the Countess, with wildness 

depicted upon her countenance, and demonstrated in her 

manners.  

ñYou may command us, Madam,ò said George, after a long 

pause.  

ñYou will conduct me to my hotel,ò returned the countess, 

dropping her mitten in the agitation of the moment. The other 

she had already left behind her from the same cause, in the 

pavilion.  

George Hamel made no further observationðhis mind was 

too full of extraordinary sentiments and conflicting emotions to 

allow him to give utterance to them in wordsðmere words, 

cooled by human breathðand he obeyed the 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 

detailedðthe day, nominated for the execution of Mary Hamel, 

dawned. Dreadful in 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 approachedðand awful was the conflict in 

the mind of the miserable 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 the streetða violent ring at the bell 

alarmed herðin a few minutes a heavy foot ascended the 

spacious stair-caseðand George Hamel entered the room.  

ñIs that you? or am I the sport of an apparition?ò exclaimed 

the countess writhing upon her chair. 

ñVision or reality, noble countess,ò said George with a bitter 

smile, ñwherefore turnest thou so pale?ò 

ñAh! pardonðpardonò cried Amelia of Arnheim, overcome 

by the consciousness that her secret was now known, and 

sinking at the feet of him who onceðwho still so tenderly 

loved her.  

ñO pardon,ò continued George, more ironically than before: 

ñpardon, sayest thou, for the murderess of Angiolina Hamel!ò 

Pardonðpardon!ò  

ñPardon for one who suffers an innocent victim to hasten to 

the scaffold,ò ejaculated George, almost franticly.  

ñMy sonðmy sonðmy little son!ò streamed the countess, 

in all the bitterness of maternal agony. 

ñMy suspicions then are well foundedðand the terrible 

tidings which followed me to Frankfort and brought me back 
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hither,ò pursued George, lowering his tone of voice, ñare, alas! 

too true. Woman, thou dost not deny thy crime?ò 

ñMy sonðmy infantðmy orphan son!ò was the only but 

heartrending reply.  

ñAmelia,ò said George, taking her by the hand, and 

squeezing her wrist with such force, that she almost screamed 

with pain,ðñAmelia, I have loved you long and tenderlyðOh! 

God only knows how well! I have watched your slightest 

actionsðI have drank in as honeyed sweets the words that have 

fallen from your lipsðOh heaven alone can tell the extent of 

my passion!ò  

ñGeorgeðGeorgeðyou will spare me!ò cried the countess, 

falling upon the floor, with her face towards the carpet. 

ñI will!ò thundered the emphatic voice of that strange young 

man: and he rushed wildly from the apartment. 

And, O how faithfully he kept his promise! He hastened to 

the tribunalðhe denounced himselfðhe reasoned as a learned 

counsel against his own innocenceðhe 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 the impression 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 Countess 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 which 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, George Hamel 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 uninterrupted 

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 children they were indeed supremely blest
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The Sculptor of Florence 

 

[This story originally appeared in The Monthly Magazine and 

was later incorporated into Master Timothyôs Bookcase in 

1841 under the title of ñThe Broken Statueò] 

 

Our tale commences upon one of those delicious evenings,42 

when the splendour of an Italian sun-set, 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 

each otherôs ears renewed vows of affection and fidelity. The 

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 were the lamps bright and numerous in many of the 

gay cassinos which adorned the Vale 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 ornamented the 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 sun-set. 

The period to which we allude, was the middle of the 

sixteenth century: and on the evening in question, and at about 

the hour of sun-set, 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 rendezvous ; and from the melancholy which 

 
42 Original citation: George W.M. Reynolds, óThe Sculptor of 

Florenceô, The Monthly Magazine, November 1838, pp. 526ï36. 
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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 loveðof passion which some 

stern command, or unkind fate refused to render happyðof 

vows which were probably never to be fulfilledðand 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 ere now 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 mistressð

a youth and a beauteous girl, on both of whom nature had been 

prodigal in the distribution of her embellishments. 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, with her 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 tearsðher vermilion lips, 

apart, disclosed a set of the whitest teethðand her scarf, falling 

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. 

óóWherefore thus distress yourself, Leonora?ò said the 

youth, in a soothing tone of voice, ñDestiny cannot have so sad 

a fate in store for us.ò 
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ñQ Manuel!ò exclaimed the weeping girl, ómy father is 

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 powerful: he is the favourite of the 

Grand Dukeðand through his influence, my father hopes to re-

establish his fallen fortunes.ò 

ñTrueðalas! it is too true, Leonora!ò said the young man, 

striking his forehead with his hand, ñAppiani is wealthy and 

greatðand Iða poor sculptorðan artist without a nameða 

wretch whose daily toils are scarcely sufficient to procure him 

his daily bread! Oh! LeonoraðLeonora!ò  

ñDo not give way to despair, Manuel.ò 

ñAnd yet you dare not bid me hope, Leonora!ò 

There was a bitterness of woe in the words of each, which 

went to the hearts of those disconsolate lovers. 

ñAnd yet,ò said Manuel hastily, and after a long pauseð

ñand yet I have one chance of acquiring fortune, fame, and the 

consent of your sire, Leonora: but it is madnessðit is 

childishðto entertain so ambitious a design.ò 

ñSpeakðspeak,ò cried Leonora, a ray of hope animating her 

pale countenance, óSpeak; in situations like ourôs, I could fain 

see flowers of hope glowing on the very verge of impossibility 

itself.ò 

ñLeonora,ò said the youth in a solemn and impressive tone 

of voice, ñin ten days the exhibition of the prize statues takes 

place. The Grand Duke awards a laurel crown, a princely 

fortune, and a title to him who produces the best statue of Saint 

Cecilia. Michaelangeloðthe pride of Italy, and the wonder of 

the whole worldðMichael Angelo is the judge; and he is as 

impartial as he is keen in his perception of real merit.ò 




