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LOTUS THE WELL-BELOVED.

1. President Hénault, remarking on royal snmames
of honor how difíicult it often is to ascertain not only why, but even when, they were conferred, takes
occasion, in his sleek official way, to make a philosophical reflection. “ The súmame of Bien-aixné
(Well-beloved),” saya he, “which Louis XV. bears,
will not leave posterity in the same doubt. This
prince, in the year 1744, while hastening from one
end of his kingdom to the other, and suspending his

d e a t h o f l o v is

8

XV

anee of Alsace, was arres
A t the news
w h ichthreatened to cu t
^ ft city taken by
of this, Pari8’ aUr ' nes Jesounded w ith supplications
sto rm ; tb e chur
iests and people were
and groans; tb e pTayer
their sobs ; and it was
every m om ent interrupte y 1^
th a t th is Surfrom an interest so dear a
title bigber
ñam e of Bien-aim é fas* % £
great prince bas
still th a n a llth e rest w hich th is g
—

. . w r itw , i .

y ,,,n « .
s lc t. b u t ,« k o .
and “ this great pnne 0 ? churches resonnd not
altered eircnmstances no ,g stoicany calm;
with excessive groammg ^ indeed none are offered

so b sin terrn p tn o prayers f
chanted at fixed
except priests’ p “
J c7 are not bable to interm oney-rate per hour,
people bas been carr o p ti» . T * .
" i , of « « . “ 4
xied borne from L ittle
0f V ersailles:
been p u t to bed in ^ S ^ it not. A t most, in tbe
tbe flock know s it and hee
g
(which ceases
im m easurable tide of
tow ard tbe sbort
n o td a y after day, and only
Tsickness emerge
honrs
of
nigbt),
m
a
y
>
of
are
from time to time as an ar ^
^news. „Bets
express
doubtless dependm g, u t y,
, l’WíRtoire d© Franc©
..•A breg e Chronologique de
p aria, r n ó ) ,P - t01.

LOUIS TB E WELL-BELOVED.

9

themselves loudly in the streets.”* But for the rest,
on green field and steepled city, the May sun shines
out, tbe May evening fades, and mea ply their useful
or useless business as if no Louis lay in danger.
3. Dame Dubarry, indeed, might pray, if she had
a talent for i t ; Duke d’Aiguillon too, Maupeou and
the Parlement Maupeou ; these, as they sit in their
high places, with France harnessed under their feet,
know well on what basis they continue there. Look
to it, D’Aiguillon, sharply, as thou didst, from the
mill of St. Cast, on Quiberon and the invading English; thou, “ covered, if not with glory, yet with
meal! ” Fortune was ever accounted inconstant, and
each dog has but his day.
4. Forlorn enough languished Duke d’Aiguillon
some years ago, covered, as we said, with m eal; nay,
with worse. For La Chalotais, the Bretón parlementeer, accused him not only of poltroonery and tyranuy, but even of concussion (official plunder of money);
which accusations it was easier to get íl quashed ” by
back-stairs influences than to get answered ; neither
could the thoughts or even the tongues of men be
tied. Thus, under disastrous eclipse, had thisgrandnephew ofthe great Richelieu to glide about, unworshipped by the world, resolute Choiseul, the abrupt
proud man, disdaining him, or even forgetting him.
Little prospect but to glide into G-ascony, to rebuild
cháteaus there,f and die inglorious killing gam e!
. '„„ 1,lcmu“ ra
5a-a(J.

JH. le carón Cesen v al” (París, 1805), ii
t
A
rthur
Young-,
Travels
(Bury St. Edmunds,“1792),
i. 14.durtug the Years 1787-88-89 ’

V E A T E OF LOTUS X V .
10
However, in the year 1770 , a certain young soldier
Dumouriez by ñame, returning frorn Corsica, could
see “ with sorrow, at Compiégne, the oíd king of
France, on foot, with doffed bat, in sight of his army,
at the side of a magnificent phaeton, domg homage to
the—Dubarry
.
5 Much lay therein! Thereby, for one thmg, eonld
D’Aiguillon postpone the rebuilding of his chatean,
and rebuild his fortunes first. For stont Choiseul
would discern in the Dubarry nothmg but a wonderfnlly dizened scarlet-woman, and go on his way as i
she were not. Intolerable; the source of sighs, tears
of pettings and pontings, which wonld not end til
“ France ” (La France, as she named her royal valet)
flnally mustered heart to see Choiseul; and with that
“ quivering in the chin (tremblement dn mentón)
natural in snch case,t faltered out a dism issal-dismissal of his last suhstantial man, but pacification o
his scarlet-woman. Thus D’Aignillon rose agam,
and culminated. And with him there rose Maupeou,
the banisher of parlements, who plants yon a refrac
t o r president “ at Croe in Combrailleson the top o
steep rocks, inaccessible except ^ f ®?bé Íerray
consider himself. Likewise there rose Ahbé Terray,
dissolute financier, paying eightpence m the shfil g,
so that wits exclaim in some press at the play-house
Ï X r e is Ahbé Terray, that he might reduce us »
two-thirds ? ” And so haré these individuals (venly
. ..LaV ie et les Memolree du General Dumouriez"
(Paris, 1823). i. 141.
+ “ Besenval,” ' 1Memoires, ii. *1
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by black-art) built them a Domdaniel, or enchanted
Dubarrydom—cali it an Armida-palace—where tliey
dwell pleasantly; Chancellor Maupeou “playing
blind-man’s-buff ” with the scarlet enchantress, or
gallantly presenting her with dwarf negroes; and a
most Christian king has unspeakable peace within
doors, whatever he may have without. “ My chan
cellor is a scoundrel; but I cannot do without him.”*
6. Beautiful Armida-palace, where the inmates
live enchanted lives, lapped in soft music of adulation, waited on by the splendors of the world, which,
nevertheless, hangs wondrously as hy a single hair.
Should the most Christian king die, or even get seriously afraid of dying ? For, alas! had not the fair,
haughty Chateauroux to fly, with wet cheeks and
flaming heart, from that fever scene at Metz, long
since, driven forth by sour shavelings ? She hardly
returned, when fever and shavelings were hoth swep
into the background. Pompadour, too, when Damiens wounded royalty “ slightly, under the fifth
rib,” and our drive to trianon went off futile, in
shrieks and madly shaken torches, had to pack and
be in readiness, yet did not go, the wound not proving poisoned. For his majesty has religious faitli;
believes, at least, in a devil. And now a third peril;
and who knows what may be in it? For the doctors
look grave, ask privily if his majesty had not the
small-pox long ago, and doubt it may have been a
false kind. Yes, Maupeou, pucker those sinister
brows of thine, and peer out on it with thy malign
* Dulaure, “ Histoire de Paris” (Paris, 1821), vil. 328.
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BEAL1ZKD IDEALS.

Í Ï l i T o f o!e

Yes, will he die? that is now, for all France, the
grand question and hope whereby alone the king’s
sickness has still some interest.
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CHAPTER II.
BEALIZED IDEALS.

8. Such a changed France have we, and a changed
Louis! Changed, truly, and further than thou yet
seest! To the eye of history many things in that
siek-room of Louis are now visible which to the
courtiers there present were invisible. For, indeed,
it is well said, “ In every object there is inexhaustible meaning; the eye sees in it what the eye brings
means of seeing.” To Newton and to Newton’s dog
Diamond, what a different pair of universes ; while
the painting on the optical retina of both was, most
likely, the same! Let the reader here, in this sickroom of Louis, endeavor to look with the mind too.
9. Time was when men could (so to speak) of a gi ven
man, by nourishing and decorating him with fit appliances, to the due pitch make themselves aking, almost
asthebeesdo; and, what was still more to thepurpose,
loyally obey him when made. The man so nourished
and decorated, thenceforth named royal, does verily
bear ru le; and is said, and even thought, to be, for
example, “ prosecuting conquests in Flanders,” when
he lets himself, like luggage, be carried thither—-and

14

D EATH OF LOUIS X V .

ras

nlayers with their pasteboard coulisses thunder
barréis' their kettles. fiddles, stage wardrobes, porta
ble
larders
(and chaffering and
enough)
ble mounted
iaruers \au
, quarreling
<,secona
eCond-hand
chaises
all
in wagons, tm nbnls
-sufficient, not to conquer Flanders, but the patience
, the worid W ith such a flood of loud-jmglmg
i ™ » to « . . d e » ,
nevertheless, it was and had been
^ ^ inev_
tbinker it m ight seem strange,
itable, not unnatural.
man is
10 For ours is a most íictile rvonu,

- -ní<-- r n r ïs sa s
unholies! Which inrvard sense J »
^
permanent, like tbe outwar on
¿frican take
S Ï Ï ^ c l o Z V y , exportad Monmoutb

REALIZAD IDEALS.

15

Street cast clothes) what will suffice, and of these,
cunningly combining them, fabricate for himself an
eidolon (idol, or thing seen), and ñame it Mumbo
Jumbo ! which be can tbenceforth pray to, with upturned, awe-struck eye, not without hope? The
white European mocks, but ought rather to consider,
and see whether he, at borne, could not do the like a
little more wisely.
11. So it roas, we say, in those conquesta of Flan
ders, thirty years ago ; but so it no longer is. A las!
much more lies sick than poor Louis ; not the French
king only, but the French kingship; this, too, after
long, rough tear and wear, is breaking down. The
World is all so changed ; so much tbat seemed vigorous has sunk decrepit, so much that was not is beginning to b e! Borne over the Atlantic, to the closing ear of Louis, king by the grace of God, what
sounds are these, muffled, ominous, new in our cen
turies ? Boston harbor is black with unexpected
tea. Behold a Pennsylvanian congress gatlier; and
ere long, on Bunker Hill, democracy announcing, in
rifle volleys death-winged, under her star banner, to
the tuneof Yankee-doodle-doo, that she is born, and,
whirlwind-like, will envelop the wliole world!
12. Sovereigns die, and sovereignties ; how all dies,
and is for a time only—is a “ time-phantasm, yet
reckonsitself real! ” The Morovingian kings, slowly
wendingon their bullock-carts through the streetsof
París, with their long hair flowing, have all wended
slowly on—into eternity. Charlemagne sleeps at
Salzburg, with truncheon grounded, only fable ex-

16
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pecting th a t he w ill aw aken. Charles th e H am m er,
Pepin Bow-legged, where now is th e ir eye of menace,
their voice of com m and? Bollo and his s aggy
N orthm en cover not the Seine w ith ships, h u t have
sailed off on a longer voyage. T he h air of Tow-hea
(Téte d ’étoupes) now needs no com bing; Iron-cutter
(Taillefer) cannot cu t a cobweh ; shrill Fredegonda,
shrill B runhilda, have had ont th e ir h o t life-scold,
and lie silent, th e ir h o t life-frenzy cooled. K either
from th a t hlack Tower de Nesle descends now darkling th e doomed gallant, in his sack, to th e Seme
waters, plunging into n ig h t; for Dam e de Nesle now
cares not for th is world’s gallantry, heeds not this
w orld’s scand al; Dame de Nesle is herself gone m to
night. They are all gone; sunk—down, down, w it
th e tu m u it they m ade ; and th e rolling and the
tram pling of ever new generations passes over th e m ;
and they hear it not any m ore forever.
13. A nd yet, w ithal, has there not been realized
som ew hat? Consider (to go no further) these strong
stone edifices, and w hat they hold! M ud-tow n of
th e borderers (Lutetia, Parisiorum or Barisiorum )
haspaved itself, h as spread over all th e Seme islands,
and far and w ide on each bank, and become City of
Paris, sometim es boasting to be “ A thens of Europe,
and even “ Capital of the universe.” Stone towers
frown aloft, long-lasting, grim w ith ath ousand years.
Cathedrals are there, and a creed (or memory oí a
creed) in them ; palaces, and a state and law. Thou
seest the smoke-vapor, unextinguished breath as of a
thing living. Labor’s thousand ham m ers ring on her

17

anvils; also a more miraculous labor works noiselessly, not with the hand but with the thought. How
have cunning workmen in all crafts, with their cunning headand right hand, tamed the four elements to
be their ministers; yoking the winds to their seachariot, making the very stars their nautical timepiece; and written and collected a Bibliothéque du
Boi, among whose books is the Hebrew book! A
wondrous race of creatures! These have been realized,
and wliat of skill is in these. Call not the past time,
with all its confused wretchedness, a lost one.
14. Observe, however, that of rnan’s whole terrestrial possessions and attainments, unspeakably the
noblest are his symbols, divine or divine-seeming,
under which he marches and fights, with vietorious
assurance, in this life-battle—what we can cali his
realized ideals. Of which realized ideals, omitting
the rest, consider only these two—his church, or
spiritual guidance; his kingship, or temporal one.
The church—w hat a word was there, richer than
Golconda and the treasures of the world! In the
heart of the remotest mountains rises the little kirk,
the dead all slumbering round it, under their white
memorial-stones, “ in hope of a happy resurrection.”
Dull wert thou, O reader, if never in any hour (say
ofmoaning midnight, when such kirk hung spectral
in the sky, and being was as if swallowed up of darkness) it spoke to thee—things unspeakable, that went
into thy soul’s soul. Strong was he that had a church,
what we can cali a church ; he stood thereby, though
“in the center of immensities, in the conflux of etera
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nities,” yetm an-liketow ard God and m an ; th e ,a g ü e ,

for example, could answer the expostulatory magistrate with his “ L’etat c’est moi t The state ? I am
the statej,” and be replied to by silence and abaslied
looks. So far had accident and forethought—had
yourLouis Elevenths, with the leaden Virgin in their
liat-band, and torture-wheels and conical oubliettes
(man-eating!) under their feet; your Henri Fourths,
with their prophesied social millennium, “ when every
peasant sliould have his fowl in the p o t a n d , on the
wliole, the fertility of this most fertile existence
(named of good and evil)—brought it in the rnatter
of the kingship. Wondrous! Concerning which may
we not again say that in the huge mass of evil, as it
rolls and swells, there is ever some good working imprisoned—working toward deliverance and trium ph ?
16. How such ideals do realize themselves,and grow
wondrously from amid the incongruous, ever fluctuating chaos of the actual! this is what world-history, if it teach anything, has to teach us. How
they grow, and, after long, storrny growth, bloom out
mature, supreme; then quiekly (for the blossom is
brief) fall into decay, sorrowfully dwindle, and
crumble down, or rush down, noisily or noiselessly
disappearing ! The blossom is so brief, as of some
centennial cactus flower, which, after a century of
waiting, shines out for hours! Thus, from the day
when rough Clovis, in the Cliamp de Mars, in sight
of his whole army, had to cleave retributively the
head of that rough Frank, with sudden battle axe,
and the fierce words, “ It was thus thou clavest the
vase "(St. Remi’s and mine) “ at Soissons,” forward to
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Louis the Grand and his L’etat c’est moi, we count
soxne twelve hundred years; and now this t e v y
next Louis is dying, and so much dying w
•
Nay, thus too, if Catholicism, with and agamst
fcudalism (but not against nature ^ d her bonnty),
gave us English a Shakespeare and era of Shakes
peare, and so produced a blossom of Catholicism, i
Was not till Catholicism itself, so far as law could
abolish it, had been abol·lshed here.
17 But of those decadent ages in which no ideal
either grows or blossoms ? When belief and loyalty
have passed away, and only the cant and false echo
of them remains; and all solemnity has become pageantry, and the creed of persons m anthorrty l as
become one of two things, an imbecility or a M achavelism? Alas! of these ages, world-history can
take no notice; they have to become compressed
more and more, and finally suppressed m the annals
of mankind: blotted out as spnrious, which mdeed
they are. Hapless ages, wherem, ii ever m any, it
an unhappiness to be born! To be born.and^Joleajn
onlv by every tradition and example, that Gods
i. b «m . - d . ««i
Ouack ” the hierarch of men! In ivhich mournfulest
Íaith, nevertheless, do we not see Whole_ generid.ons
ítwo and sometimes even three successively) ln e
Í 5 2 íhey call living-and vanish, withont chance of
reappearance^ ^
age_or one fast verging
that' way, had onr poor Louis been born Grant
also, that if the French kingship had not, by course
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of nature, long to live, he of all men was the man to
accelerate nature. The blossom of French royalty,
cactus-like, has accordingly made an astonishing progress. In those Metz days, it was still standing with
all its pètals, though bedimmed by Orleans regents
and roué ministers of cardinals ; but now, in 1774,
we behold it bald, and the virtue nigh gone ont of
it.
19. Disastrous, indeed, does it look with those
same “ realized ideals,” one and a ll! The church,
which in its palmy season, seven hundred years ago,
could make an emperor wait barefoot, in penance
shirt, three days in the snow, has for centuries seen
itself decaying; reduced even to forget all purposes
and enmities, and join interest with the kingship.
On this younger strength it would fain stay its decrepitude, and these two will henceforth stand and
fall together. Alas! the Sorbonne still sits tliere,
in its oíd mansión; but mumbles only jargon of
dotage, and no longer leads the consciences of men.
Not the Sorbonne; it is encyclopédies, philosophie,
and who knows what nameless innumerable multitude of ready writers, profane singers, romancers,
players, disputators, and pamphleteers, that now
form the spiritual guidance of the world. The
world’s practical guidance, too, is lost, or lias glided
into the same miscellaneous hands. IVho is it that
the king (able-man, named also roi, rex, or director)
now guides ? His own huntsmen and prickers.
When there is to be no huut, it is well said, “ Le roi
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from their roofs ;* but contents himself with partridges and grouse. Cióse yiewed, their industry and
function is that of dressing graeefully and eating
sumptuously. As for their debauchery and depravity, it is, perhaps, unexampled since the era of Tibe
rius and Commodus. Nevertheless, one has still
partly a feeling with the lady Maréchale: “ Depend
upon it, sir, God thinks twice before damning a man
of that quality.”f These people, of oíd, surely had
virtues, uses, or they could not have been there.
Nay, one virtue they are still required to have (for
mortal man cannot live without a conscience), the
virtue of perfect readiness to fight duels.
21. Such are the shepherds of the people, and now
how fares it with the dock ? W ith the fiock, as is
inevitable, it fares ill, and ever worse. They are
not tended, they are only regularly shorn. They
are sent for to do statute labor, to pay statute taxes,
to fatten battle-fields (“ named bed of honor ”) with
their bodies, in quarrels which are not theirs; their
hand and toil is in every possession of man, but for
themselves they have little or no possession. Untaught, uncomforted, unfed, to pine stagnantly in
thick obscuration, in squalid destitution and obstruction, this is the lot of the millions—peuple taillable et corvéable a merci et misericorde. In Brittany they once rose in revolt at the first introduction
of pendulum docks, thinking it had sometliing to do
* Laoretelle, “ Histoire de Franee,” pendant le 18me
Siéele ” (París, 1819), 1.271.
+ Dulaure, vii. 261.
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and its destinies. Besides the old noblesse, originally
of flghters, there is a new recognized noblesse of
lawyers, whose gala-day and proud battle-day even
now is. An unrecognized noblesse of commerce,
powerful enough, with money in its pocket. Lastly,
powerfulest of all, least recognized of all, a noblesse
of literature, without Steel on their tliigli, without
gold in their purse, but with the “ grand thaumaturgic facuity of thought ” in their head. Frencli piiilosophism has arisen, in which iittle word how mucli
do we include ! Here, indeed, lies properly the cardi
nal symptom of the whole widespread malady.
Faith is gone ont, skepticism is come in. Evil
abounds and accumulatos; no man has faith to withstand it, to amend it, to begin by amending himself;
it must even go on aceumulating. Wliile bollo w
languor and vacuity is the lot of the upper, and want
and stagnation of the lower, and universal misery is
very certain, what other thing is certain ? That a lie
cannot be believed ! Philosophism knows only this;
her other belief is mainly, that in spiritual, supersensual matters no belief is possible. U nhappy!
Nay, as yet the eontradiction of a lie is some kind of
belief; but the lie with its eontradiction once swept
away, what will remain ? The five unsatiated senses
will remain; the sixth insatiable sense íof vanity)—
the whole demonic nature of man—will remain,
hurled l'orth to rage blindly without rule or rein ;
savage itself, yet with all the tools and weapons of
civilization—a spectacle new in history.
23. In such a Flanee, as in a powder-tower, where
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inuch as spoken of, must not, on the very threshold
of the business, witch Dubarry vanish, hardly to return should Louis even recover ? W ith her vanishes
Duke d’Aiguillon and company, and all their Anuida,
palace, as was said; chaos swallows the whole again,
and there is left nothing but a smell of brimstone.
But then, on the other hand, what will the dauphinists and choiseulists say ? Nay, what may the royal
m artyr himself say, should he happen to get deadly
worse, without getting delirious ? For the present,
he still kisses the Dubarry hand ; so we, from the
anteroom, can note ; but afterward ? Doctors’ bulletins may run as they are ordered, but it is “ confluent
small-pox ”—of which, as is whispered, too, the gatekeeper’s once so buxom daughter lies ill—and Louis
XY. is not a man to be trifled with in his viaticum.
Was he not wont to catechise his very giris in the
parc-aux-cerfs, and pray with and for them, that they
might preserve their—orthodoxy ?* A strange fact,
not an unexampled one ; for there is no animal so
strange as man.
26. For the moment, indeed, it were all well, could
Archbisliop Beaumont but be prevailed upon—to
wink with oneeye! Alas, Beaumont would himself so
fain do i t ; for, singular to teli, the church, too, and
whole posthumous hope of Jesuitism, now hangs by
the apron of this same unmentionable woman. But
then, “ the forcé of públic opinion?” Rigorous
Christophe de Beaumont, who has spent his life in
persecuting hysterica! Jansenista and incredulous
* Dulaure (viil. 217), Besenval, eto.
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scandal, prayersand vacancy. If majesty carne some
morning, with coffee of its own making, and swallowed it with them hastily while the dogs were uncoupling for the hunt, it was received as a grace of
heaven.* Poor, withered, ancient women! in the
wild tossings that yet await yonr fragüe existence¡
before it he crushed and broken; as ye fly through
hostile countries, over tempestuous seas, are almost
taken by the Turks ; and wbolly, in the sansculottic
eartliquake, know not your right hand from your
left, be this always an assured place in your remembrance, for the act was good and loving! To us,
also, it is a little suDny spot in that dismal howling
Waste, where we hardly flnd another.
28. Meanwhile, wliat shall an impartial, prudent
courtier do ? In these delicate circumstances, while
not only death or life, but even sacrament or no sacrament, is a question, the skilfulest may falter. Few
are so happy as the Duke d’Orléans and the Prince
de Condé, who can themselves, with violatile salts,
attend the king’s antechamber; and at the same time
send their brave sons (Duke de Cliartres, Egalité
that is to be ; Duke de Bourbon, one day Condé too,
anc famous among dotards) to wait upon the dauphin. W ith another few, it is a resolution tak en ;
jacta est alea. Oíd Eichelieu—when archbishop
Beaumont, driven by public Opinión, is at last for entering the sick-room—will twitch him by the rocliet,
into a recess; and there, with his oíd dissipated
mastiff-face, and the oüiest vehemence, be seen
Campan, 1. 11-38.
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pleading (and even, as we judge by Beaumont’s
change of color, prevailing) “ tbat tbe king be not
killed by a proposition in divinity.” Duke de Fronsac, son of Ricbelieu, can follow bis father, when the
curé of Yersailles whimpers something about sacraments, he will threaten to “ throw him out of the
window if he mention snch a thing.”
29. Happy these, we may say; but to the rest that
Rover between two opinions, is it not trying ? He
who would understand to rvhat a pass Catholicism,
and much else, had now got—and how the symbols
of the holiest have become gambling-dice of the basest—must read the narrative of those things by Besenval, and Soulavie, and the other court newsmen of
the time. He will see the Yersailles galaxy all scattered asunder, groupcd into new ever shifting constellations. There are nods and sagacious glances;
go-betweens, silk dowagers mystçriously gliding,
with smiles for this constellation, sighs for th a t,
there is tremor, of liope or desperation, in severat
hearts. There is the pale, grinning shadow of death,
ceremoniously ushered along by another grinning
shadow, of etiquette: at intervals the growl of chapel
organs, like prayer by machinery, proclaiming, as in
a kind of horrid, diabòlic horse-langhter, Vanity of
vanities. ali is vanity!
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CHAPTER IV.
LOUIS THE UNFOEGOTTEN.

30. Poor Louis! With these it is a hollow phantasmagory, where like mimes they mope and mowl,
and utter false sounds for hire ; but with thee it is
frightful earnest.
Frightful to all men is death, from of old named
King of Terrors. Our little compact horne of an existence, where we dwelt complaining, yet as in a horne,
is passing, in dark agonies, into an unknown of separation, foreignness, unconditioned possibility. The
heathen emperor asks of his soul, Into what places
art thou now departing ? The Catholic king must
answer, To the judgment-bar of the most high G-od!
Yes, it is a summing-up of life; a final settling and
giving-in the “account of the deeds done in the body;”
they are done now, and lie there unalterable, and do
bear their fruits, long as eternity shall last.
31. Louis XV. had always the kingliest abhorrence
of death. Unlike that praying Duke of Orleans,
Egalité’s grandfather—for, indeed, several of them
had a touch of madness—who honestly believed tliat
there was no death ! He, if the court newsmen can
be believed, started up, once on a time, glowing with
sulphurous contempt and indignation on his poor
secretary, who had stumbled on the words, feu roi
d’Espagne (the late king of Spain): “ Feu roi, monsieur ? ” “ Monseigneur,” hastily answered the trembling b u t adroit man of business, “ c’est une titre
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qu’ils prennent (’tis a title they take).”* Louis, we
say, was not so happy ; but be did what he could.
He would not suffer deatb to be spoken o f; avoided
tbe sigbt of cliurcbyards, funereal monuments, and
whatsoever could bring it to mind. It is tbe resource
of tbe ostrich, who, hard bunted, sticks his foobsb
head in tbe ground, and would fain forget that his
foolisb unseeing body is not unseen too. Or, sometim.es, witb a spasmodic antagonism, significant ot
tbe same tbing, and of more, be would g o -o r stopping bis court carriages, would send—mto churchyards. and ask “ bow many new graves tbere were
to-day,” tbough it gave his poor Pompadour the disa-rreeablest qualms. We can figure tbe thought of
Louis that day, wben, all royally caparisoned for
bunting, be met, at some sudden turning m the wood
of Senart, a ragged peasant with a coffln: or
whom ? ” It was for a poor brotber slave, wbom
maiesty had sometimes noticed slaving in those quar
ters. “ W hatdid he die o f?” “ O fhunger.” The
kin0, gave his steed the spur. i
32. But figure his tbought when death is now
clutcbing at his own heart-strings, unlooked for, in
exorable! Yes, poor Louis, death has found thee.
No palace-walls or life-guards, gorgeous tapestnes or
nilt buckram of stiffest ceremonial, could keep him
o u t; but he is bere, bere at thy very life-breath, and
will extinguish it. Thou, whose whole existence
bitherto was a cbimera and scemc show, at lengtb
* Besenval, i. 199.
+ Campan, itl. 39.
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becometh a reality; sumptuous Versailles bursts
asunder, like a dream, into void immensity ; time is
done, and all tbe scaffolding of time falis wrecked
witb liideous clangor round thy soul; the pale kingdomsyawn open; there must thou enter naked, all
unking’d, and await what is appointed tliee! Unhappy man, tbere as thou turnest, in dull agony, on
thy bed of weariness, what a tbought is thine ! Purgatory and hell-fire, now all too possible, in the pros
pecta in the retrospect, alas! what thing didst thou
do that were not better undone ? what mortal didst
thou generously help ? what sorrow hadst thou mercy on ? Do the “ five hundred thousand ” gliosts,
who sank shamefully on so many battlefields from
Rossback to Quebec that thy harlot might take revenge for an epigram, crowd round thee in this hour ?
Thy foul harem, the curses of mothers, the tears and
infamy of daughters ? Miserable m an! thou “ hast
done evil as thou c o u ld s tth y whole existence seems
one hideous abortion and mistake of nature, the use
and meaning of thee not yet known. W ert thou a
i'abulous griffin, devouring the works of men, daily
firagging virgins to thy cave; ciad also in scales that
no spear would pierce, no spear but Death’s ? A
griffin not fabulous but real! Frightful, O Louis,
seem these moments for thee. We will pry no further
into the horrors of a sinner’s death-bed
33. And yet let no meanest man lay flattering unction to his soul. Louis was a ruler, but art thou not
also one ? His wide France, look at it from the fixed
stars (tliemselves not yetinfinitude), is no wider than

DEA TH OF LOUIS X V .
34
thy narro w brickfield,where thou, too, didst faithfully
or didst unfaithfully. Man, “ Symbol of eternity imprisoned into tim e! ” it is not thy works, which are
all mortal, infinitely little, and the greatest no greater tban the least, but only the spirit thou workest in,
that can lia ve worth or continuance.
34. But reflect, in any case, what a life-problem
this of poor Louis, when he rose as Bien-aimé from
that Metz sick-bed, really w as! W hat son of Adam
could have swayed such incoherences into coherence?
Could he ? Blindest fortune alone has cast him. on
the top of it; he swims there; can as little sway it
as the drift-log sways the wind-tossed, moon-st irred
Atlantic. “ W hat have I done to be so loved ?” he said
then. He may say now, “ W hat have I done to be so
hated ? Thou hast done nothing, poor Louis! Thy
fault is properly even this, that thou didst nothing.
W hat could poor Louis do ? Abdicate and wash his
hands of it, in favor of the ñrst that would accept,
Other clear wisdom there was none for him. As it was,
he stood gazing dubiousiy, the absurdest mortal extant, a verysolecism incarnate, into the absurdest confused world; wherein at last nothing seemed so certain as this, that he, the incarnate solecism, liad five
senses; that there were flying tables (tables volantes,
which vanish through the floor to come back reloaded), anda parc-aux-cerfs.
35. Whereby, at least, we have again this historical
curiosity, a human being in an original position,
swimming passively, as on some boundless u mother
of dead dogs,” toward issues which he partly saw.
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For Louis liad, withal a kind of insight in him. So
when a new minister of marine, or what else it might
be, carne announcing his new era, the scarlet-woman
would hear from the lips of majesty at supper:
Yes, he spread out his ware like another, promised
the beautifulest things in the world, not a thing of
which will come; he does not know this región ;°he
will see.” Or again: “ ’Tis the twentieth time I
have heard all th a t; France will never get a navy, I
believe.” How touching, also, was this: “ I f ’ j
were lieutenant of pólice, I would prohibit those
Paris cabrioléis.”*
36. Doomed mortal—for is it not a doom to be
solecism incarnate? A new roi fainéant, king donothing; but with the strangest new mayor of the
palace. No bow-legged Pepin now for mayor, but
that same cloud-capt, fire-breatliing specter ofdemocracy incalculable which is enveloping the world!
' ' as Louis- then- no wickeder than this or the other
prívate do-nothing and eat-all, such as we ofteu see
under the ñame of man of pleasure, cumbering God’s
diligent creation for a time? Say wretclieder ! His
life-soleeisni was seen and felt of a whole scandalízed world ; him endless oblivion cannot engulf and
swallow to endless depths—not yet for a generation
or two.
37. However, be this as it will, we remark, not
with out interest, th at “ on the evening of the 4th,”
Dame Dubarry issued from the sick-room, with per
ceptible “ trouble in her visage.” It is the fourth
* “ Journal de Madame de Hausaet,” p. 293, etc.
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evening of May, year of grace 1774. Such a whispering in the CEil de Bceuf! Is he dying.then?
W hat can be said is that Dubarry seems making up
her packages; she sails, weeping, through her gilt
bondoirs, as if taking leave. D’Aiguillon and com
pany are near their last card; nevertheless, they will
not yet tlirow np the garne. But as for the sacra
mental controversy, it is as good as settled without
heing mentioned; Louis sends for his Ahhé Moudon
in the conrse of next night, is confessed by him,
some say for the space of “ seventeen minntes, and
demands the sacraments of his own accord.
38. Nay, already, in the afternoon, behold, is not
this your sorceress Dubarry with the handkerchief
at her eyes, mounting D’Aiguillon’s chariot, rolling
off in his duchess’s consolatory arms? She is gone
and her place knows her no more. Yanish, false
sorceress, into space! Needless to hover at neighboring Ruel, for thy day is done. Shut are the royal
palace gates for evermore; hardly in coming years
shalt thou, under cloud of night, descend once, in
black domino, like a black night-bird, and disturb
the fair Antoinette’s music-party in the park; all
birds of paradise flying from thee, and musical
wind-pipes growing mute.* Thon unclean, yet unmalignant, not unpitiable thing! W hat a course
rvas thine, from that first truckle-bed (in Joan of
Arc’s country), where thy mother hore thee, with
tears, to an unnamed father, forward, through lowest subterranean depths and over highest sunlight
* Campan, i. 197-
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heights of harlotdom and rascaldom,to the guillotine
axe, whicli shears away thy vainly whimpering
head! Rest there uncursed, only buried and abolished; what else befitted thee ?
39. Louis, meanwhile, is in considerable impatience for his sacraments; sends more than once to
the window to see whether they are not coming. Be
of comfort, Louis, what comfort thou canst; they
are under way, those sacraments. Toward six in the
morning they arrive. Cardinal Grand-Almoner
Roche-Aymon is here in pontificals with his pyxes
and his tools; he approaches the royal pillow, elevates his wafer, mutters or seems to m utter somewhat; and so (as the Abbé Georgel, in words that
stick to one, expresses it) has Louis “ made the
amende honorable to God:” so does your Jesuit con
strue it. “ Wa, wa,” as the wild Clotaire groaned
out when life was departing, “ what great God is
this that pulís down the strengtli of tlie strongest
kings !”*
40. The amende honorable, what “legal apology”
you will, to God, but not, if D’Aiguillon can help it.
to man. Dubarry still hovers in his mansión at
Ruel; and wliile there is life, there is hope. Grand.
Almoner Roche-Aymon, accordingly (for he seems to
be in the secret), has no soonerseen his pyxes and gear
repacked than he is stepping majestically forth again,
as if the work were done! But king’s confessor Abbé
Moudon starts forward, with anxious, acidulent face,
twitches him by the sleeve, whispers in his
* Gregorius Turonensia Histor." lib. Iv. cap. &
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"WLereupon t'he poor cardinal has to tu ra around,
and declare audibly “th a t his m ajesty repents of any
subiects of scandal be m ay have given (a pudonner),
and purposes, by th e strengtb of heaven assistmg
him to avoid th e like—for tbe fu tu re !” W ords listened to by Richelieu, w ith mastiff-face growing
b lack er; and answered to, aloud, “w ith an epitliet,”
—w hich Besenval w ill not repeat. Oíd Ricbelieu,
conqueror of Minorca, companion of flying-table
orgies, perforator of bed-room walls,* is thy day also

is now the lOth of Hay, 1774. He will soon have
done now.
43. This tenth of May day falls into the loathsome
sick-bed, but dull, unnoticed there; for they that
look out oí the Windows are quite darkened; the
cistern-wheel moves discordant on its axis; life, like
a spent steed, is panting toward the goal. In their
remote apartments, dauphin and dauphiness stand
road-ready, all grooms and equerries booted and
spurred, waiting for some signa! to escape the house
of pestilence.* And, hark ! across the GDil-de-Boeuf,
what sound is that—sound “terrible and absolutely
like thunder ?” It is the rusli of the whole court,
rushing as in wager, to salute the new sovereigns:
Hail to your majesties! The dauphin and dauphin
ess are king and queen! Overpowered with many
emotions, they two fall on their knees together, and,
with streaming tears, exclaim, “O God, guide us, protect u s; we are too young to reign!” Too young indeed.
44. But thus, in any case, “with a sound abso
lutely like thunder,” has the horologe of time struck,
and an oíd era passed away. The Louis that was,
lies forsaken, a mass of abhorred clay; abandoned
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done?
. ,
41. Alas, tbe chapel organs may keep gomg, the
sbrine of Saiute Geneviéve be let down, and pulled
up again, without effect. In the evening the whole
court, with dauphin and dauphiness, assist at tbe
chapel: priests are hoarse with chanting their prayers of forty bours,” and the heaving bellows blow.
Almost frightful! for the very heaven blackens, battering rain torrents dash, with thunder, almost
drowning the organ’s voice, and electnc ñre-flashes
make the very flambeaux on the altar palé. So that
the most, as we are told, retired wlien it was over,
with hurried steps, “in a state of meditation, (recueillement),” and said little or nothm g. f
42. So it has lasted for the better half of a fortnight, the Dubarry gone almost a week. Besenval
says all the world was getting impatient que cela
fin it; that poor Louis would have done with it.
« Ptesenval, i. 159-173. Genlis; Duc de Levis, etc.
+ Weber “ Memoires concernant Mane Antomette
fLondon. 1809), i. 33.
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“to some poor persons, and priests of tlie Chapelle
Ardente,” who make liaste to put him “in two lead
coffins, pouring in abundant spirits of wine.” The
new Louis, with his court, is rolling toward Choisy
through the summer afternoon: the royal tears still
flow; but a word mispronounced by Monseigneur
d’Artois sets them all laughing, aud they weep no
more. Light mortals, how ye walk your light lifeminuet over bottomless abysses, divided from you by
a film !
45. For the rest, the proper authorities felt that
no funeral could be too unceremonious. Besenval
himself thinks it was unceremonious enough. Two
carriages containing two noblemen of the nsher
species and a Versailles clerical person; some score
of mounted pages, some fifty palfreniers, these, with
torches, but not so much as in black, start from Ver
sailles on the second evening, with tlieir leaden bier.
A ta high trot, they start, and keep up that pace.
For the jibes (brocards) of those Parisians who stand
plantcd in two rows all the way to St. Denis, and
“give vent- to their pleasantry, the characteristic of
the nation,” do not tempt one to slacken. Toward
midnight the vaults of St. Denis receive their own,
unwept by any eye of all these, if not by poor Loque,
his neglected daughter’s, whose nunnery is hard by.
Him they crush down, and huddle under ground,
in this impatient w ay; him and his era of sin and
tryanny and shame; for behold, a new era is come;
the future all the brighter that the past was base.
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BOOK SECOND.
TH E PAPER AGE.
CHAPTER I.
ASTECA KEIHJX.

46.
A paradoxical philosopher, carrying to the uttermost length that aphorism of Montesquieu’s,
“ HaPPy people whose annals are tiresome,” has
said, “ Happy the people whose annals are vacant.”
In which saying, mad as it looks, may there not still
be found some grain of reason ? For truly, as it has
been written, “ Silence is divine,” and of heaven ; so
in all earthly things, too, there is a silence which is
better than any speech. Consider it well, the event,
the thing which can be spoken of and recorded, is it
not, in all cases, some disruption, some solution of
continuity ? Were it even a glad event, it involves
change, involves loss (of active forcé); and so far,
either in the past or the present, is an irregularity, a
disease. Stillest perseverance were our blessedness;
not dislocation and alteration—could they be avoided.
47. The oak grows silently in the forest a thousand
years; only in the thousandLh year, when the wood-
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man arrives with his axe, is there heard an echomg
throagh the solitudes, and the oak announces itself
when, with far-sounding crash, it falis. How silen ,
too, was the planting of the acorn, scattered from the
lapof some wandering wind! Nay, when our oak
flowered or put on its leaves (its glad events), what
sliout of'proclamation could there he? Hardiy from
the most observant a word of recogmt 0 •
thin-s hefell not, they were slowly done ; not m an
hour hut through the flight of days. W hat was to
be said of it? This hour seemed altogether as the
last was, as the next would he.
48. It is thus everywhere that foolish rumor babbles not of what was done, but of what was nnsdone
or undone; and foolish history (ever, more or less
the written epitomized synopsis of rnmor) knows so
little that were not as well unknow n-A ttila im a
sions, W alter-the-P enniless crusades, Sicilian vespers,
Xhirty Years’ wars; mere sin and m isery; not worl^
but hindrance of work! For the earth, all this
while, was yearly green and yellow with her kmd
harvests; the hand of the craftsman, the mind of the
thinker rested n o t; and so, after all, and m spite of
all, we 'have this so glorious, high-domed, blossoming world, concerning which poor history may w
ask with wonder, whence it came. She knows so
little of it, knows so much of what ohstructed it,
what would have rendered it impossible. Such,
levertheless, by necessity or foolish choree, m her
rule and practice; whereby that Paradox, Happy
the people whose annals are vacant,” is not without
its true side.
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49.
And yet, what seems more pertinent to note
here, there is a stillness, not of unobstructed growth,
but of passive inertness, the symptom of imminent
downfall. As victory is silent, so is defeat. Of the
opposing forces the weaker lias resigned itself; the
stronger marches on, noiseless now, but rapid, inev
itable : the fall and overturn will not be noiseless.
How all grows, and has its period, even as the herbs
of the fields, he it annual, centennial, m illennial!
All grows and dies, each by its own wondrous laws,
in wondrous fashion of its own ; spiritual things
most wondrously of all. Inscrutable to the wisest,
are these latter; not to be prophesied of or understood. If, when the oak stands proudliest flourishing
to the eye, you know that its heart is sound, it is not
so with the m an; how much less with the society,
with the nation of m en! Of such it may be affirmed
even that the superficial aspect, that the inward feeling of full health, is generally ominous. For, indeed,
it is of apoplexy, so to speak, and a plethoric, lazy
habit of body, that churches, kingships, social institutions, oftenest die. Sad, when such institution plethorically says to itself, Take thy ease, thou hast
goods laid u p ; like the fool of the gospel, to whom
it was answered, Fool, this night thy life shall be required of thee!
50. Is it the healthy peace, or the ominous unhealthy, that rests on France for these next ten years?
Over which the historian can pass lightly, without
call to linger; for as yet events are not, mucli less
performances. Time of sunniest stillness; shall we
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cali it, what all men thought it, the new age of gold ?
Call it, at least, of paper; which in many ways ís the
succedaneum of gold. Bank-paper, wherewith you
can still huy when there is no gold left; book-paper,
splendid with theories, philosophies, sensibilities—
heautiful art, not only of revealing thought, hut also
of so beautifully hiding from ns the want of thought.
Paper is made from the rags of things that did once
exist • there are endless exeellences in paper. W hat
wisest philosopher,in this halcyon, uneventful permd,
could prophesy that there was approachmg, big with
darkness and confusión, the event of events? Hope
ushers in a revolution, as earthquakes are preceded
by bright weather. On the 5th of May. fifteen years
henee, oíd Louis will not be sending for the sacram ents: hut a new Louis, his grandson, with the whole
pomp of astonished, intoxicated Frunce, will be opening the states-general.
51. Dubarrydom and its D’Aiguillons are gone forever. There is a young, still docile, well-i ntentioned
king • a young. beautiful, and bountiful, well-mtentioned queen; and with them all Frunce as it
were, become young. Maupeou and his parlement
huye to vanish into thick n ig h t; respectable magistrates, not indifferent to the nation, were it only for
haying been opponents of the court, descend now unchained from their “ steep rocks at Croe m Combrailles” and elsewhere, and return singing praises: the
oíd parlement of Paris resumes its functions. Instead
of a profligate, bankrupt Abbé Terray, we have now,
for controller-general, a yirtuous, philosophic Tur-
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got, with a whole reformed Frunce in his head. By
whom whatsoever is wrong, in finance or otherwise,
will be righted—as far as possible. Is it not as if
Wisáom herself were lienceforth to have seat and
voice in the council of kings ? Turgot has taken
office, with fhe noblest plainness of speech to that
effect; been listened to with the noblest royal trustfulness.* It is true, as King Louis objeets, “They
say he never goes to m ass; ” but liberal France likes
him little worse for th a t; liberal France answers,
“ The Abbé Terray always went.” Philosopliism
sees, for the first time, a philosophe (or even a philosopher) in office; she in all things tvill applausively
second him ; neither will light oíd Maurepas obstruet,
if he can easily help it.
52. Then how “ sweet ” are the manners; viee
“ losing all its deform ity;” becoming decent (as
established things, making regulations fortliemselves,
do) ; becoming almost a kind of “ sweet ” virtue !
Intelligence so ahounds, irradiated by wit and the
art of conversation. Philosophism sits joyful in her
glittering saloons, the dinner-guest of opulence
grown ingenuous—the yery nobles proud to sit by
her—and preaches, lifted up overall Bastilles, a Corn
ing millennium. From far Ferney, patriarch Yoltaire gives sign; veterans Diderot, D’Alembert, have
lived to see this day; these, with their younger Marmontels, Morellets, Chamforts, Raynals, make glad
* Turg-ot’s letter: Condorcet, “ Vie de Turgot” (“ CEuvres de Condorcet,” t. v.), p. 6T. The datéis ffith August,
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the spicy board of rich ministering dowager, of pbilo
sophic farmer-general. O nights and suppers of tht
.rods! Of a truth, the long-demonstrated will now
be done; “ the age of revolutions approaches ” (as
Jean Jaeques wrote), hutthen of happy blessed ones.
Man awalcens from his long somnambulism, chases
the phantasms that beleaguered and bewitched hnn.
Behold the n=w morning gÜttering down the eastern
steeps! Fly, false phantasms, from íts shaits ol
lig h t; let the absurd fly utterly, forsakmg th.s lower earth forever. It is truth and astaea redux that
(in the shape of philosophism) lienceforth reign
For what imaginable purpose was man made íí no
to be happy?” By victorious analysis, and progress of the species, happiness enough now awaits
him Kings can become pliilosophers, or else philosophers kings. Let but society be once nghtly cons
tuted by victorious analysis. The stomach that is
empty sball be filled; the throat that is dry shall be
“ Ü d ,« 1 . «i,,,. Labor M
”
rest not grievous, but joyous. Wheat-flelds, on
would think, cannot come to grow untilled; no man
made clayey or made weary thereby un <ss, in< >
machinery will do it? Gratuitous taüors and re
taurateurs may start up at flt intervals, o n e ^ ye
seos not how. But if each will, accordmg to rule ot
benevolence, have a care for all, then Sur^. no «
will be uncared for. Nay, who knows but, by suffi
ciently victorious analysis, “ human Ufeunay be m
deflnitely lengthened,” and men get nd of death, as
they have already done of the devil? W eshall then
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be happy in spite of death and the devil. So preaches
magniloquent philosophism hor Bedeunt Saturnia
regna.
53. The prophetic song of Paris and its philosophes
is audible enough in the Yersailles CEil-deBoeuf; and the CEil-de-Bosuf, intent chiefiy
on nearer blessedness, can answer, at worst,
with a polite “ Why n o t? ” Good oíd cheery
Maurepas is too joyful a prime minister to dash tlie
world’s joy. Sufficient for the day be itsow n evil.
Cheery oíd m an; he cuts his jokes, and hovers careless along, his cloak well adj usted to the wind, if so
be he may please all persons. The simple young
king, wliom a Maurepas cannot think of troubüng
with business, has retired into the interior apartments, tacitum, irresolute, though with a sharpness
of temper at times : he, at length, determines on a
little smith-work; and so, in apprenticeship with a
Sieur Gamain (wliom one day he shall have little
cause to bless), is learning to malee locks.* It appears, further, he understood geography, and could
read English. Unhappy young king; his childlike
trust in that foolish oíd Maurepas deserved another
return. But friend and foe, destiny and himself,
have combined to do him hurt.
54. Meanwliile the fair young queen, in her halls
of state, walks liks a goddess of beauty, the cynosure
ofall eyes; as yet mingles not with affairs, heedsnot
the future, least of all, dreads it. "Weber and Campanf have pictured her, tliere within the royal tapes* Campan, i. 125.
+ Ib. i. 100 151. Weber, 1. 11-50.
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tries, in bright boudoirs, batbs, peignoirs, and tbe
grand and little toilette; with a whole bnlliant
world waiting obsequious on ber glance ; fair young
daugbter of time, what things bas time in store for
tbee ’ Like earth’s brigbtest appearance, she moves
gracefully, environed witb tbe grandeur of eartb ; a
reality, and yet a magic visión; ior, behold, sba
not utter darkness swallow it? The soft young
heart adopts orphans, portions meritonous maids,
deligbts to succor the poor, such pooras eome pict resquely in her w ay; and sets tbe fasluon of domg
it; for, as was said, benevolence bas now begun
reigning. In her Duc'ness de Polignac, in her Prmcess de Lamballe, she enjoys somethmg almost like
friendship; now, too, after seven long years, she has
a child, and soon even a dauphm, of her own , can
reckon herself, as queens go, happy m a husband.
55. Events ? The grand events are but charitable
feasts of morals (fètes des mceurs), witb their prizes
and speeches; poissarde processions to the dauphm s
eradle; above all, flirtations, their rise, progresa, de
cline, and fall. There are snow statues raised by the
poor in hard winter to a queen who has given them
fuel. There are masquerades, theatncals, beaut y
ings of Little Trianon, punchase and repair of S .
Cloud; journeyings from the surnmer court-elysmm
to the winter one. There are poutings and grudgmgs
from the Sardinian sisters-in-law (for tlie pnnees,
too, are wedded); little jealousies, which court-etiquette can moderate. Wholly the bghtest-hearted
frivolous foam of existence, yet an artfully refined
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foam ; pleasant were it not so costly, like that which
mantles on the wine of Champagne!
56. Monsieur, the king’s eider brother, has set up
for a kind of wit, and leans toward the philosophe
side. Monseigneur d’Artois pulís the mask from a
fair impertinent, fights a duel in consequence, almost
drawing blood.* He has breeches of a kind new in
this world, a fabulous kind. “Four tall lackeys,”
says Mercier, as if he had seen it, “ hold him up in
the air, that he may fall into the garment withoutvestige of w rinkle; from which rigorous incasement
the same four, in the same way, and with moreeffort,
have to deliver him at night.”f This last is he who
now, as a gray, time-worn man, sits desolate at
G ratz; J having winded up his destiny with the
three days. In such sort are poor mortals swept and
shoveled to and fro.
CHAPTER II.
PETITION IN HIEEOGLYPHS.
57. W ith the w orking people, again, it is not so
well. U nlucky! Por there are from tw enty to
twenty-five m illions of them. Whom, however, we
lum p together into a kind of dim, compendious unity,
m onstrous but dim, lar off, as th e canaille, or more
hum anely, as “ the masses.” Masses, indeed! and
* Besenval, ii 282-330
+ Mercier, “ Nouveau París,” iii. 147.
X A. D. 1834.
4
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vet singular to say, if, with an effort of imagmation,
Ihou foliow them, over broad Franee, mto their clay
hovels, into theii garrete and hutches, the masses
consist ali of unite. Every unit of whom has ln
own lieart and sorrows, stands covered there wit
his own skin, and if yon prick him he w ül bleed
O purple sovereignty, holiness, reverence thou for
example, cardinal grand-almoner, with thy plus
covering of honor, who hast thy hands strengthened
with dfgnities and moneys, and art set on thy world
watcli-tower solemnly, in sight of God, for such ends
what a tliought, that every unit of these masses is
miraculous man, even as tliou thyself art i ^rugglmg,
with visión or with blindness, for h,s nikmte hmg
dom (this life which he has got once>onl* m t
middle of eternities); with a spark
w hatthou callest an immortal «ral, ^ him .
-o Drearv laneuid, do these struggle in their on
cheerleas, « t o t
thin. For them, in this world, rises no era of hope
hardly now in the o th e r-if it be not hope m the
eloomy rest of death, for their faith, too, is faihng.
Untaught, uncomforted, unfed! A dumb generation- their voice only an inarticulate cry , spoL an ’ in the king’s council, in the world’s forum they
have none that finds credence. At rare interi a s (
now in 1775) they will fling down their hoes ant
hammers and, to the astonishment of thinking mankind,* dock hither and thither, dangerous, a.mless,
.. B m g r^ h ie ^ n iV M s e lle ^ t^ fu rg o t ‘(by h u r o z o i r ) 455’
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get the length even of Versailles. Turgot is altering
the corn-trade, abrogating the absurdest corn-laws;
there is dearth, real, or were it even “ factitious; ”
an indubitable scarcity of bread. And so, on the
second day of May, 1775, these waste multitudes do
here, at Versailles chàteau, in wide-spread wretchedness, in saliow faces, squalor, winged raggedness, pre
sent, as in legible hieroglyphic writing, their peti tion
of grievances. The chàteau gates have to be shut,
but the king will appear on the balcony and speak
to them. They have seen the king’s face ; their petition of grievances has been, if not read, looked at.
For answer, tivo of them are hanged, on a “ new gallows forty feet high,” and the rest driven back to
their dens—for a time.
59.
Clearly a difficult “ point ” for government,
that of dealing with these masses—if, indeed, it be
not rather the sole point and problem of government,
and ali other points mere accidental crochets, superficialities, and beatings of the wind ? For, let charterchests, use and wont, law common and special, say
what they will, the masses count to so many millions
of u n its; made, to all appearance, by God, whose
earth this is declared to be. Besides, these people
are not without ferocity ; they have sinews and indignation. Do but look what holiday old Marquis
Mirabeau, the crabbed old friend of men, looked on,
in these same years, from his lodging, at the baths of
Mont d’O r: “ The savages descending in torrents
from the mountains; our people ordered not to go
out. The curate in surplice and stole, justice in ita

THE PAPER AGE.
52
peruke, Marechausée, saber in hand, guarding tbe
place, till the bagpipes can begin. The dance mterrupted, in a quarter of an liour, by battle ; the cries,
the squealings of children, of infirm persons, and
other assistants, tarring them on, as the rabble does
w hendogsflght; frightful men, or rather ínghtiul
wild animals, ciad in jopes of coarse woolen, witli
large girdles of leather studded with copper nails :
of gigantic stature, heightened by high wooden-clogs
(sabots); rising on tiptoe to see the fig h t; trampmg
tim e to i t ; rubbing their sides with their elbows,
their faces hagard (figures háves), and covered with
their long greasy hair ; the upper part of the visage
waxing palé, the lower distortmg ítself mto the attem pt at a cruel laugh, and a sort of ferocious nnpatience. And these people pay the ‘taille! And
yon want, further, to take their salt from them .
And you know not what it is you are strippiug aier>
or as you cali it, governing; what, by the spurt o
your pen, in ¡ts coid, dastard indifference, you will
fancy you can starve always with impunity ; always
till the catastrophe come! Ah, madame, such government by blind-man’s-buff, stumbling along too
far, will end in tbe general overturn (‘ culbute generale
60. Undoubtedly a dark fcature this in an age oi
gold—age, at least, of paper and hope ! Meanwhile
trouble us not with the prophecies, O croakmg frtend*
* “ Memoires de Mirabeau,” ecrits par Uii-meme, par
son pere, son onde, et son fils adoptií tPans, lSái-o), n. 186.
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of men, ’tis long that we have heard such, and still
the oíd world keeps wagging in its oíd way.

CHAPTER III.
QÜESTIONABLE.

61. Or is this same age of hope itself but a simula
crum, as hope too often is ? Cloud-vapor with rainbows painted on it, beautiful to see, to sail toward—
which hovers over Niagara Falls ? In that case, victorious Analysis will have enough to do.
Alas, yes! a whole world to remake, if she could
see i t ; work for another than she ! For all is wrong,
and gone out of joint; the inward spiritual and the
outward económica!; liead or heart, there is no soundness in it. As, indeed, evils of all sorts are more or
less of kin, and do usually go together; especially it
is an oíd trufch that wherever liuge physical evil is,
there, as the parent and origin of it, has moral evil
to a proportionate extent been. Before tliose five-andtwenty laboring millions, for instance, could get that
haggardness of face, which oíd Mirabeau now looks
on, in a nation calling itself Christian, and calling
man the brother of man—what unspeakable, nigh in
finite dishonesty (of seeming and not heing) in all
manner of rulers and appointed watchers, spiritual
and temporal, must there not, through long ages, have
gone on accumulating! It will accumulate; more-
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over, it will reach a head, for the first of all gospels
is this, that a lie cannot endure forever.
62. In fact, if we pieree through that roee-pink
vapor of sentimentalism, philanthropy, and feast of
morals, there lies hehind it one of the sornest spectacles. You might ask, W hat bonds that ever held a
human society happily together, or held it together
at all, are in forcé here? It is an unbelieving peopie ; which has suppositions, hypotheses, and frothsystems of victorious analysis; and for hehef, this
mainly, that pleasure is pleasant. Hunger they have
for all sweet things, and the law of hunger, but what
other law? W ithin them, or over them, properly
none!
. .
...
63. Their king has become a king pop ni] ay, witn
his Maurepas government, gyrating as the weathercock does, blown about by every wind. Above them
they see no God ; or they even do not look above, except w ith astronomieal glasses. The church, indeed,
stili is; but in the most submissive state; quite
tam edby philosophism, in a singularly short tim e;
for thehour was come. Some twenty years ago, your
Archbishop Beaumont would not even let the poor
Jansenista get buried : your Loménie Bnenne (a rising man, whom we shall meet with yet) could, in the
ñame of the elergy, insist on having the anti-Protestant laws, which condemn to death for preachmg,
“ put in execution.”ï' And, alas, now not so much as
Barón Holbach’s atheism can be burnt—except as*
* Boissy d’Anglas, “ Vie de Malesherbes,” i. 16-22.
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pipe-matches by the private speculative individual.
Our church stands haltered, dumb, like a dumb ox ;
lowing only for provender (of tithes) ; content if it
can have th a t; or, witli dumb stupor, expecting its
further doom. And the twenty millions of “ haggard
faces; ” and, as finger-post and guidance to them in
their dark struggle, “ a gallows lbrty feet high ! ”
Certainly a singular golden age; with its feasts of
morals, its “ sweet manners,” its sweet institutions
(institutions douces); betokening notliing but peace
among men !—Peace? O philosophe-sentimentalism,
what hast thou to do with peace, wlien tliy motlier’s
ñame is Jezebel? Foul product of still fouler corruption, thou with the corruption art doomed !
64. Meauwhile it is singular how long the rotten
will hold together, provided you do not handle it
roughly. For whole generations it continues standing, “ with a ghastly affectation of life,” after all life
and truth has fled out of i t ; so loth are men to quit
their oíd ways, and, conquering indolenceand inertia,
venture on new. Great, truly, is the actual; is (he
thing that has rescued itself from bottomless deeps
of tlieory and possibility, and stands there as a defi
nite, indisputable fact, whereby men do work and
live, or once did so. Wisely shall men cleave to that,
while it will endure; and quit it with regret, when
it gives way under them. Rash enthusiast of change,
beware! Hast thou well considered all tliat hàbit
does in this life of ours; how all knowledge and all
practice hang wondrous over infinite abysses of the
unknown, impracticable : and our whole being is an
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infinite abyss, overarched by babit, as by a tbin earthrind, laboriously built together?
65. But if “ every man,” as it lias been written,
“ holds confined witliin him a morf-man,” what must
every society do—society, which in its commoncbt
state is called “ the standing miracle of this world?”
“ W itbout sucb earth-rind of habit,” continues our
autlior, “ cali it system of babits, in a word, fixed
■ ways of acting and believing, society would not exist
at all. W ith sucb it exists, better or worse. Herein,
too, in tbis its system of babits acquired, retained
how you will, lies tbe truc law-code and constitution
of a society; tbe only code, though an unwritten
one, which it can in nowise dí'sobey. The thing we
cali written code, constitution, form of government,
and tbe like, what is it but some miniature image,
and solemnly expressed summary of tbis unwritten
code ? Is, or rather, alas! is not; but only should
be, and always tends to be! In wbicb latter discrépancy lies struggle witbout end.” And now, we
add in tbe same dialect, let but, by ill chance, in
sucb ever-enduring struggle, your “ tbin earth-rind”
be once broken! The fountains of tbe great deep
boil fortb—fire-fountains, enveloping, engulfing.
Your “ earth-rind ” is shattered, swallowed u p : instead of a green, flowery world, there is a waste
wild-weltering chaos; wbicb has again, with tum ult
and struggle, to matee itself into a world.
66. On the otber hand, be this conceded : Wliere
tbou findest a lie that is oppressing thee, extinguish
it. Lies exist there only to be extinguisbed; they
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wait and cry earnestly for extinction. Tbink well,
meanwbile, in what spirit tbou wilt do it. Not witb
batred, witb beadlong, selfisli violence, but in clearness of heart, with lioly zeal, gently, almost with
pity. Thou wouldst not replace sucb extinct lie by a
new lie, which a new injusticeof thy own were; the
parent of still otber lies? Whereby the latter end
of that business were worse than the beginning.
67. So, however, in tbis world of ours, which has
both an indestructible hope in tbe future and an in
destructible tendeney to persevere as in the past,
must innovation and conservation wage their per
petual conílict as they may and can. Wherein tbe
“ demonio element ” that lurks in all human things
may, doubtless, some once in the tliousand years, get
vent! But, indeed, may we not regret that such
conílict, which, after all, is but like that classical one
of “ hate-filled Amazons with heroic youths,” and
will end in embraces, should usually be so spasmodic!
For conservation, strengthened by that mightiest
quality in us, our indolence. sits for long ages, not
victorious only, which she should be, but tyrannica!,
ineommunicative. She holds her adversary as if annihilated; such adversary lying all the while like
some buried Enceladus, who, to gain the smallest
lreedom, has to stir a whole Trinacria with its
fEtnas.
68. Wherefore, on tlie whole, we will honor a
paper age too; an era of hope! For in this same
Irightful process of Enceladus revolt, when the task,
on which no mortal would willingly enter, has be-
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come imperitive, inevitable, is it not even a kindness
of nature that she lures us forward by cheenul
promises, fallacious or not, and a whole generation
plunges into tbe Erebus blackness, ligbted on by an
era of hope ? I t bas been well said: Man is based
on hope; be has properly no other possession but
hope; this habitation of bis is named tbe place of
hope.”

bundles tied in tape. But the government? For
government is a thing that governs, that guides, and,
if need be, compels. Visible in France there is not
such a thing. Invisible, inorgànic, on the other
haud, there is ; in philosophe saloons, in ceil-de-boeuf
galleries, in the tongue of the babbler, in the pen of
the pamphleteer. Her majesty appearing at the
opera is applauded; she returns all radiant with joy.
Anón the applauses wax fainter, or threaten to cease;
she is heavy of h eart; the light of her face has fled.
Is sovereignty some poor montgolfier, which, blown
into by the popular wind, grows great and mounts,
or sinks flaecid if the wind be withdrawn ? France
was long a “ despotism tempered by epigrams,” and
now, it would seem, the epigrams have got the upper
hand.
71. Happy were a young “ Louis the Desired ” to
make France happy, if it did not prove too troublesome, and he only knew the way. But there is endless discrepancy round him ; so many claims and
clamors; a mere confusión of tongues. Not reconciiable by man, not manageable, suppressible, save
by some strongest and wisest man ; which only a
ligh tly-jesting, lightly-gyrating M. de Maurepas can
so much as subsist arnidst. Philosoi>hism claims her
new era, meaning thereby innumerable things; and
claims it in no faint voice; for France at large,
hitherto mute, is now beginning to speak also, and
speaks in that same sense. A huge, many-toned
sound ; distant, yet not unimpressive. On the other
hand, the CEil-de-Bceuf, which, as nearest, one can
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69. But now, among Freneb hopes, is not that of
oíd M. de Maurepas one of the best-grounded, who
hopes that he, by dexterity, shall contnve to eontinue minister? Nimble oíd man, who, for all eme gencies, has his light jest; and ever, in the worst
confusión, will emerge, cork-like, unsunk i Sma !
care to him is perfectibility, progress of the species
and astraia redux; good only that a man of lig
wit, verging toward fourscore, can in the seat oí
authority feel himself im portant among men. Sha
we cali him, as haughty Chateauroux was wont oí
oíd “ M. Faquinet ” (diminutive of scoundrel). ln
" ’r ti» dl.lect, h . » now numed “
N esto «f
F r a n c e s u c h governmg Nestor as France has.
70 At hottom , nevertheless, it m igh t puzzle oneto
say w h ereth e governm ent of France, m these days
speciali y is. In th a t cháteau of V ersailles we h a ré
Nestor, king, queen, m inisters, and clerks, w ith paper
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poor king, who had written few weeks ago, “II n’y a
que y o u s et moi qui aimions le peuple (There is
none but you and I that lias the people’s interest at
heart),” must write now a dismissal,* and let the
French revolution accomplish itself, pacifically or
not, as it ean.
73. Hope, then, is deferred? Deferred—not destroyed or abated. Is not this for example, our
Patriarch Yoltaire, after long years of absence,
reyisiting Paris? W ith faceshriveledto nothing, with
“huge peruke à la Louis Quatorze, which leaves only
two eyes visible, glittering like carbuncles,” the old
man is here.f W hat an outburst! Sneering Paris
has suddenly grown reverent, devotional with heroworship. Nobles have disguised themselves as
tavern-waiters to obtain sight of him ; the loveliest
of France would lay their hair beneath his feet.
“His chariot is the nucleus of a comet, whose train
fills whole streets:” they crown him in the theater,
with immortal vivats; finally “stifle him under
roses”—for old Richelieu recommended opium in
such state of the nerves, and the excessive patriarch
took too mucli. Her majesty lierself had some
thought of sending for him, but was dissuaded. Let
maj esty consider it, nevertheless. The purport of th is
man’s existence has been to wither up and annihilate
all whereon majesty and worship for the present
rests; and is it so that the world recognizes him ?
W ith apotheosis; as its prophet and speaker, who has
* In May, 1776.
t February, 1778.
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spoken wisely the thing i t so longed to say • Add
only th at the hody of this same rose-stifled, beautified patriarch cannot get buried except by stealth.
It is wholly a notable business, and France, without
doubt, is big (what the Germans call “of good hope ):
we shall wish her a happy birth-hour and blessed

cause in spite of the world ; fights for it against re
porters, parlements, and principalities, with light
banter, with clear logic; adroitly, with an inexhaustible toughness and resource, like the skillfulest fencer; on whom, soskillful is he, the world now looks.
Three long years it lasts, w ith wavering fortune. In
fine, after labors comparable the twelve of Hercules,
our unconqrerable Carón triumphs—regains his law
suit and lawsuits, strips Reporter Goezman of the
judicial ermine, covering him with a perpetual garment of obloquy instead: and in regard to the Parle
ment Maupeou (which he has helped to extinguish),
to parlements of all kinds,and to French justice generally given rise to endless reflections in the minds of men.
Thus has Beaumarchais, like a lean French Hercules,
ventured down, driven by distiny, intothenetherking
doms, and victoriously tamed hell-dogs there. He also
is henceforth among the notabili ties of his generation.
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*74.' Beaumarchais, too, has now winded up his
law-pleadings (“Mémoires”),* not w ithout result to
himself and to the world. Carón Beaumarchais (or
de Beaumarchais, for he got enobled) had heen born
poor, but aspiring, esurient; w ith talents, audaci y,
adroitness; above all, with the talent for intrigue a
lean, but also a tough, indomitable man. Fortune
and dexterity brought him to the harpsichord of
Mesdames our good Princesses Loque, Graille, ana
sisterhood. Still better, Páris Duvernier, the court
banker, honored him w ith some confidence to the
length even of transactions in cash. W hich conñdence, however, Duvernier’? heir, aperson of quality,
would not continue. Quite otherwise; there spnngs
a lawsuit from it, wherein tough Beaumarchais, losing both money and repute, is, in the opinión of
Judge-Beporter Goezman, of the Parlement Maupeou, and of a whole indifferent, acquiescing world,
miserably beaten. In all men’s opinión, only not in
his ow n! Inspired by the indignation which makes,
if not verses, satirical law-papers, the withered musicmaster, with a desperate heroism, takes up his lost
* 1773-6 See “ CBuvres de Beaumarchais,” w here they
and th e h'istory of them are given.
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75. Observe, however, beyond the Atlantic, has not
the new day verily dawned ? Democracy, as we said,
is born ; storm-girt, is struggling for life and victory.
A sympathetic France rejoices over the rights of
m an : in all saloons it is said, W hat a spectacle!
Now, too, behold our Deane, our Franklin, American
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plenipotentiaries, here in person solicitíng: the sons
of the Saxon Puritans, with their old-Saxon temper,
old-Hebrew culture, sleek Silas, sleek Benjamín, here
on sueh errand among the light children of heathenism, monarcliy, sentimentalism, and the scarletwoman. A spectacle, indeed, over which saloons may
cackle joyous, though Kaiser Joseph, questioned on
it gave this answer, most unexpected from a philoso
phe: “ Madame, the trade I live by is that of royalist (Mon metier á moi c’est d’étre royaliste).
76 So thinks light Maurepas too ; but the wind of
philosophiam and the forcé of public opimon w.ll
blow him round. Best wishes, meanwhile, are sen t,
clandestine privateers armed. Paul Jones shall equip
his Bon Homme Richard; weapons, military stores,
can be smuggled over (if the English do not sei*
them); wherein once more Beaumarchais, dimly, as
the giant smuggler, becomes visible, fillmg his own
ank pocket withal. But surely m any case Franc
jhould have a navy. For which great object were
not now the time—now wlien that proud termagan
of the seas has her liands full ? It is trae, an impoi erished treasury connot build ships ; but the l int
once given (which Beaumarchais says he gave), th>s
and the other loyal seaport, chamber of commerce,
will build and offer them. Goodly vessels bound mto the w aters-a Ville de París, leviathan of ships.
77 .
And now when gratuitous three-deckers dance
there at anchor, with streamers flying, and the eleuth* 1777; Deane somewhat earlier. Franklin remained
tlll 1785.
6
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eromaniac philosophedom grows even more clamorous, what can a Maurepas do—but gyrate ? Squadrons cross the ocean ; Gateses, Lees, rough Yankee
generals, “ with woolen night-caps under their liats,”
present arnis to the far-glancing chivalry of France;
and newborn democracy sees, not without amazement, “ despotism tempered by epigrams” fight at
her side. So, however, it is. King’s forces and heroic
volunteers, Eochambeaus, Bouillés, Lameths, Lafayettes, have drawn their swords in this sacred quarrel
of mankind—shall draw them again elsewhere, in
the strangest way.
78. Off Ushant some naval thunder is heard. In
the course of which did our young prince, Duke de
Chartres, “ hide in the hold,” or did he materially,
by active heroism, contribute to the vietory ? Alas!
by a second edition we learn that there was no victory, or that English Keppel liad it.* Our poor young
prince gets his opera plaudits clianged into mocking
te-hees, and cannot become grand admiral—the source
to him of woes which one may cali endless.
79. Woe, also, for Ville de París, the leviathan of
ships! English Eodney has clutched it and led it
home with the rest, so successful was his new“maneuver of breaking the enemy’s line.”f It seems as if,
according to Louis XV., “ France were never to have
a navy.” Brave Suffren must return from Hyder
Ally and the Indian waters with small result, yet
with great glory for “ six ” non-defeats, which, indeed,
* 27th July, 1778.
t 9th and 12th April, 1782.
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with .» dLet
. « the
c ..aoíd
i.g sea-hero
« be b rest
‘ V now
” % 7honored
L “ d 7of
heroic.
France in his native Cevennes m ountam s, se
smoke 'not of gunpowder, but mere culinary smo- ,
through the old chimneys of the castle of a es, v? nc
one day in other hands, ¿hall have other fame.
ISrave Lapérouse shall by and by lift anchor on plnlanthropic voyage of discovery, for th e “ g
.

geography* B ut, alas! this also «Ü 1 not prospe^;
the brave navigator goes, and retu ras
,
ishea
ers search far seas for him m vain. H e has vamshe
trackless into bine im m ensity, and only some m ouinfub m ysterious shadow of him bovers long m all
lieads and hearts.
PVhrnltar
80. N either, .vhile th e w ar y e t lasts, w ill G ibralt
surrender. N ot though Crillon, Nassau-Smgem w ith
Z T X L projector. « « < . « •
C o n d é and Prince d ’Artois have hastened to hclpW ondrous leather-roofed floating battenes, set afloat
hv F r e n c h - S p a n is h pacte de fam ille, grve gallant
summonsj to w hich, nevertheless, G ibralter answers
Plutonically witli m ere torrents of red-hot iron, a
ffsto n e Calpe had become a th ro at ot the p d , and utters snch a doom’s-blast of a B as all m en m u st
Cr8Ft Í n d s o 1w ith th is loud explosión, the noise ol
w cr bns ceased • an age ofbenevolencem ay hope, for
ever. Our noble volunteers of freedom have returned
I . S u a l S s t e r - (Dodsleys), xxv. M 7 . September, October, 1782.
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to be her missionaries. Lafayette, as the matchless
of his time, glitters in the Yersailles CEil-de-Boeuf;
has his bust set up in the Paris Hotel-de-Ville. Democracy stands inexpugnable, immeasurable, in her
New W orld; has even a foot lifted toward the O ld;
and our French finances, little strengthened by such
work, are in no healthy way.
82. W hat to do with the finances ? This, indeed,
is the great question; a small but most black weathersympton, which no radiance of universal hope can
cover. We saw Turgot cast forth from the controllership, with shrieks, for want of a Fortunatus’s purse.
As little could M. de Clugny manage the d u ty ; or,
indeed, do anything but consume his wages; attain
“ a place in history,” where as an inefiectual shadow
thou beholdest him stili lingering, and let the duty
manage itself. Did Genevese Necker possess such a
purse, then? He possessed banker’s skill, banker’s
honesty; credit of all kinds, for he had written acad
èmic prize essays, struggled for India companies,
given dinners to philosophes, and “ realized a fortune
in twenty years.” He possessed, further, a taciturnity
and solemnity, of depth, or else of dullness. How
singular for Celadon Gibbon, false swain as he had
proved—whose father, keeping most probably his
own gig, “ would not hear of such a unión ”—to find
now his forsaken Demoiselle Curchod sitting in the
high places of the world, as minister’s mada me, and
“ Necker not jealous! ”*
* Gibbon’a “ Letters,” date, 16th June, 1777, etc.
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83. A new young demoiselle, one day to be famed
as a madame and a De Stael, was rompmg about the
Pnces of tbe Decline and Fall; tbe Lady Necker
founds hospitals, gives solemn philosophe dmner-parties, to cheer her exhausted controller-general.
Strange things have happened—by clamor of pin os
ophism, management of Marquis de Pezay, and poverty constraining even kings. And so Necker, A t.
like, sustains tbe burden of tbe finances for fiveyear
lon<r* W itbout wages, for be refused such ; cbeere
only by public opinión, and tbe ministenng o ns
noble wife. W ith many tbougbts in
hopeJ ’
which, bowever, he is shy of uttering. His Compte
Rendu,” pnblished by tbe roya! permission fresh
sign of a new era-show s wonders, which wbat but
tbe genius of some Atlas-Necker can prevent from
becoming portents? In Necker’s bead, too, tbere is
a whole pacific Frencb revolution, of its kmd an
in that taciturn dull depth, or deep dullness, ambi-

sand copies ” of his new book, which he calis “Administration des Finances,” will be sold in a few
days. He is gone, but shall retum , and that more
than once, borne by a whole shouting nation. Sin
gular controller-general of the finances, once clerk in
Thelusson’s bank!
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tl08n4.e Mefnwbile, alas, bis Fortunatus’s pnrse tum s
out to be little other than the oíd “ vectigal of parsimony ” Nay, he too has to produce his scheme of
t a x i ; clergy, noblesse, to be taxed; P—
assemblies, and tbe rest, like a mere Turgot. The
expiring M. de Maurepas must gyrate one other
time Let Necker also depart, not unlamented.
85: C reat in a private station, N ecker lo o k so n
from tb e distance, abiding bis tim e. Eig y

Till May.lïSL
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WINDBAGS.

86. So marches the world, in this its paper age, or
era of hope. Not witbout obstructions, war-explosions; which, bowever, heard from such distance,
are little other than a cheerful marching musie. If,
indeed, that dark, living chaos of ignorance and hunger, five-and-twenty million strong, under your feet,
tvere to begin playing !
87. For the present, however, consider Longchamp
now when Lent is ending, and the glory of Paris and
Frunce has gone forth, as in annual wont. Not to
assist at tenebris masses, but to sun itself and show
itself, and salute the young spring.* Manifold,
bright-tinted, glittering with gold ; all tlirough the
Bois de Boulogne, in long-drawn variegated rows,
like long-drawn living flower-borders, tulips, dahlias,
libes of the valley; all in their moving flower-pots
(of new-gilt carriages) ; pleasure of the eye, and
Mercier, “etc.
Tableau de París,” ii.51. Louvet, “Roman
de* Faublas,”
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pride of life! So rolls and dances the procession ;
sfceady, of firin assurance, as if it rolled on adamant
and the foundations of the w orid: not on mere her
àldic parchment, under which smolders a lake of íire.
Dance on, ye foolish ones; ye sought not wisdom,
neither have ye found it. Ye and your fathers have
sown the wind, ye shall reap the whirlwind. Was
it not, from of oíd, w ritten: The wagea o/ sin is death ?
88. But at Longehamp, as elsewhere, we remarle
for one thing, that dame and cavalier are waited on
each by a kind of human familiar, named jokci.
Little elf, or im p; though young, already withered ;
with its withered air ofprem ature vice, of knowingness, of completed elf-hood; useful in various emergencies. The ñame jokei (jockey) comes from the
English, as the thing also fancies that it does. Our
Anglomania, in fact, is grown considerable; prophetic
of mueh. If France is to be free, why shall she not,
now when mad war is hushed, love neigboring íreedom? Cultivated men, your Dukes de Liancourt,
de la Roehefoucault, admire the English constitution,
the English national character; would import what
of it tliey can.
89. Oí’ what is lighter, especially if it be light as
wind, hovr much easier the freightage ? Kon-Admiral
Duke de Chartres (not yet d’Orleans or Egalite) flies
to and fro across the strait, importing English fashions; this he—as hand-and-glove with an English
Prince of Wales—is surely qualified to do. Carriagcs
and saddles, top-boots and redingotes, as we cali
riding-coats. Nay, the very mode of riding ; for now
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no man on a level with his age but will trofc à l’Anglaise, rising in the stirrups ; scornful of the oíd sitfast method, in which, according to Shakespeare,
“ butter and eggs ” go to market. Also, he can urge
the fervid wheels, this brave Chartres of ours; no
whip in Paris is rasher and surer than the unprofessional one of monseigneur.
90. Elf jokeis we have seen, but see now real Yorksliire jockeys, and what they ride on and train—Eng
lish racers for French races. These, likewise, we
owe first (under the providence of the devil) to
monseigneur. Prince d’Artois has, withal, the
strangest horse-leeeli, a moon-struck, much-enduring
individual of Ncufeliátel in Switzerland, named Jean
Paul Marat. A problemàtic Chevalier d’Eon, now in
petticoats, now in breeches, is no less problemàtic
inLondon than in Paris, and causes betsand lawsuits.
Beautiful days of international communion! Swindlery and blackguordism have stretched hands across
the channel and saluted mutually ; on the race-course
of Vincennes or Sablons, behold, in English curricleand-four, wafted glorious among the principalities
and rascalities, an English Dr. Dodd,* for whom, also,
too early gallov.-s gapes.
91. Duke de Chartres was a young prince of great
promise, as young princes often are; which promise,
unfortunately, has bebed itself. W ith tlie lnige
Orléans property, with Duke de P^nthiévre for
father-in-law (and now the young brother-in-law
t

*Dood.
Adelung, “ Geschichte der Mensehlichen Narrheit
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Lamballe killed by excesses), he will one day be the
ricbest man in France. Meanwhile, “ his hair is ali
falling ont, his blood is quite spoiled,” by early transcendentalism of debauchery. Carbuncles stud liis
face—dark studs on a ground of burnished copper.
A most signal failure, this young prince! The stuff
prematurely burnt out of him ; little leffc but foul
smoke and ashes of expiring sensualities; -what
might have been tliought, insight, and even conduct,
goue now, or fast going, to confused darkness, broken
by bewildering dazzlements ; to obstreperous croteliets, to activities which you may cali semi-delirious,
or even semi-galvanic ! Paris affects to laugli at his
charioteering, but he heeds not such laughter.
92. On the other hand, what a day, not of laughter,
was that when he threatened, for lucre’s sake, to lay
sacrilegious handson the Palais Royal garden !* The
flower-parterres shall be riven up, the chestnut avenues shall fall—time-lionored boscages, under which
the opera hamadryads were wont to wander, not in
exorable to men. Paris moans aloud. Philidor,
from his Caffi de la Régence, shall no longer look on
greenness; the loungers and loséis of the world, where
now shall tlieyhaunt? In vain is moaning. The
axe glitters, the sacred groves fall crashing, for indeed monseigneur was short of money ; the opera
hamadryads fly with shrieks. Shriek not, ye opera
hamadryads, or not as those that have no comfort.
He will surround your garden with new edifices and
• 1781-82. (Dulaure, viii- 423).
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piazzas; though narrowed, it shall be replanted,
dizened with hydraulic jets, cannon which the sun
fires at noon ; things bodily, things spiritual, such as
man has not imagined—and in the Palais Royal shall
again, and more than ever, be the surcerer's Sahhath
and Satan-at-liome of our planet.
93. W hat will not mortals attem pt? From remote
Annonay in the Vivarais, the brothers Montgolfier
send up tlieir paper-dome, filled with the smoke of
burnt wool.* The Vivarais provincial assembly is to
be prorogued this same d ay; Vivarais assembly-members applaud, and the shouts ol' congregated men.
Will victorious analysis scale the very heavens, tlien?
94. Paris liears with eager wonder ; Paris shall ere
long see. From Réveillon’s paper-warehouse there, in
the Rue St. Antoine (a noted warehouse), the new
Montgolfier air-ship launches itself. Ducks and
poultry have been borne skyward, but now shall
men be borne.f Nay, Chemist Charles thinks of hydrogen and glazed silk. Chemist Charles will hiniself ascend, from the Tuileries garden, Montgolfier
solemnly cutting the cord. By lieaven, this Charles
does also mount, he and another! Ten times ten
thousand hearts go palpitating ; all tongues are mute
with wonder and fear—till a shout, like the voice of
seas, rolls after him, on his wild way. Ile soars, he
dwindles upward ; has become a mere gleaming circlet—like some Turgotine snuff-box, what wre cali
“ Turgotine-platitude; ” like some new daylight
* 5th June, 1783.
t October and November, 1783.
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moon! Finally he descends, welcomed by the uni
verse. Duchess Polignac, with a party, is in the Bois
de Boulogne, waiting, though it is drizzly winter, the
Ist of December, 1873. The whole chivalry of France,
Duke de Chartres foremost, gallops to receive him.+
95. Beautiful invention, mounting heavenward, so
beautifully—so unguidably! Emblem of mucb, and
oi' our age of liope itself; which sliall mount, specifically-light, majestically in this same manner; and
bover—tumbling whither .fate will. Well if it do
not, Pilàtre-like, explode, and demount ali the more
tragically ! So, riding on windbags, will men scale
the empyrean.
96. Or observe Herr Doctor Mesmer, in his spacious
magnètic halls. Long-stoled he walks, reverend,
glancing upward, as in rapt commerce—an antique
Egyptian hierophant in this new age. Soft music
flits, breaking fitfully the sacred stillness. Round
their magnètic mystery—which to the eye is mere
tubs with water—sit breathless, rod in hand, the
circles of beauty and fashion, each circle a living cir
cular passion-flowcr, expecting the magnètic afflatus
and new-manufactured heaven-on-earth. O women,
O men, great is your infidel faith ! A parlementary
Duport, a Bergasse, D’Espréménil we notice there;
Chemist Berthollet too—on the part of Monseigneur
de Chartres.
97. Had not the Academy of Sciences, with its
Baillys, Franklins, Lavoisiers, interfered ! But it did
interiere.* Mesmer may pocket his hard money, and
• August, 1781.
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withdraw. Let him walk silent by the shore of the
Bodensee, by the ancient town of Constance, meditating on much. For so, under the strangest new
vesture, the old great truth (since no vesture can
hide it) begins again to be revealed, that man is what
we cali a miraculous creature, with miraculous power
over men ; and, on the whole, with such a life in him,
and such a world round him, as victorious analysis,
with her physiologies, nervous-systems, physic and
metaphysic, will never completely name, to say nothing of explaining. Wherein also thequack shall,in
ali ages, come in for his share.
CHAPTER VII.
c on tka t

so c ia l .

98. In such succession of singular prismàtic tints,
flush after flush suflusing our horizon, does the era
of hope dawn on toward fulfillment. Qüestionable!
As indeed, with an era of hope that rests on mere
universa! benevolence, victorious analysis, vice cured
of its deformity, and, in the long run, on twenty-five
dark, savage millions, looking up, in hunger and
wearincss, to that ecce-signum of theirs “ forty feet
high ”—how could it but be qüestionable?
99. Through ali time, if we read aright, sin was»is,
will be, the parent of misery. This land calls itself
most Christian, and has crosses and cathedrals, but
♦ Lacretelle,“ 18me Sie'cle,” ili. 258.
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its liigh-priest is some Roche-Aymon, some NecklaceCardinal Louis de Rohan. The voice of the poor,
through long y ears, ascends inarticulate, m jacquenes,
meal-mobs; low-whimpering of infinite moan. unheeded of the earth, not unheeded of heaven. Always,
moreover, where the millions are wretched, there are
the thousands straitened, unhappy; only the units
can flourish, or say rather, be ruined the last. Industry, all noosed and haltered, as íf it, too, were
some beast of chase for the mighty hunters of this
world to bait, and cut slices from, cries passionately
to these its well-paid guides and watchers, not Guide
me, but, Laissez faire; leave me alone of your gmdance! W hat market has industry m this France.
For two things there may be market and demand—
for the coarser kind of field-fruits, since the millions
will live; for the finer kinds of luxurv and spicery,
of mnltiform taste, from opera-melodies down to
racers and courtesans, since the units will be amused.
It is at bottom but a mad state of things.
100 To mend and remake all which we have, mdeed, victorious analysis! Honor to victorious analysis! nevertheless, out of the workshop and laboratory,
what thing was victorious analysis yet known to
make ? Detection of incoherences, mainly ; destruction of the incoherent. From of oíd, doubt was but
half a magician; she evokes the specters which she
cannot quell. We shall have “ endless vortices of
froth-logic,” whereon first words, and then things, are
whirled and swallowed. Remark, accordmgly, as
acknowledged grounds of hope, at bottom mere pre-
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cursors of despair, this perpetual theorizing about
man, tlie mind of man, pliilosopliy of government,
progress of the species and such-like—the main thinking furniture of every head. Time, and so many
Moutesquieus, Mablys, spokesmen of time, have discovered innumerable things; and now has not Jean
Jacques promulgated bis new evangel of a “ Contrat
Social,” explaining the whole mystery of government,
and how it is contracted and bargained for, to univer
sal satisfaction? Theories of government? Such
have been, and will be, in ages of decadence. Acknowledge them in their degree, as processes of Ñature, who does nothing in vain, as stops in her great
process. Meanwhile, what theory is so certain as
this, that all theories, were they never so earnest,
painfully elaborated, are, and, by the very conditions
of them must be, incomplete, qüestionable, and even
false ? Thou shalt know that this universe is wliat
it professes to be, an infinite one. Attem pt not to
swallow it, for thy logical digestión; be thankful if,
skillfully planting down this and the other fixed
pillar in the chaos, thou prevent its swallowing thee.
That a new young generation has exchanged the
skeptic creed, What shall I believe? for passionate
faith in this gospel according to Jean Jacques, is a
furthei step in the business, and betokens much.
101 Blessed, also, is hope; and always from the
begmning there was some millennium prophesied—
millennium of holiness—but (what is notable) never,
till this new era, any millennium of mere ease and
plentiful supply In such prophesied lubberland of
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happiness, benevolence, and vice cured of its deformity, trust not, my friends! Man is not what one
calis a happy animal, his appetite i'or sweetvictual is
so enormous. How, in this wild universe, which
storms in on him, infinite, vague-menacing, shall
poor man find, say not happiness, but existence, and
footing to stand on, if it be not by girding himself
togetlierforcontinualendeavor and endurance? Woe,
if in bis heart there dwelt no devout faitb, if the
word duty had lost its meaning for him ! For as to
this of sentimentalism, so useful for weeping with
over romances and on pathetic occasions, it otberwise
r erily will avail nothing; nay, less. The healthy
heart that said to itself, “ How healthy am I !” was
already fallen into the fatalest sort of disease. Is not
sentimentalism twin sister to cant, if not one and the
same with it ? Is not cant the materia prima of the
devil, from which all falsehoods, imbecilities, abominations, body themselves, from which no (rué thing
caneóme? For cantis itself properly a double-distilled lie, the second-power of a lie.
102. And now if a whole nation fcll into that ?
In such case, I answer, infallibly they will return
out of it! For life is no cunningly-devised deception
or self-deception: it is a great truth that thou art
alive, that thou hast desires, necessities; neither can
these subsist and satisfy themselves on delusions,
but on fact. To fact, depend on it, we shall come
back—to such fact, blessed or cursed, as we liave
wisdom for. The lowest, least blessed fact one
knows of, on which neeessitous mortals have ever

based themselves, seems to be the primitive one of
cannibalism—that I can devour thee. What if such
primitive fact were precisely the one we had (with
our improved methods) to revert to, and begin anew
from!
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103. In such a practical France, let the theory of
perfectibility say what it will, discontents cannot be
wanting; your promised reformation is so indis
pensable; yet it comes not; who will begin it—with
himself? Discontent with what is around us, still
more with what is above us, goes on increasing; seeking ever new events.
104. Of Street ballads, of epigrama that from of
oíd tempered despotism, we need not speak. Ñor of
manuscript newspapers (nouvelles à la main) do we
speak. Bachaumont and his journeymen and followers may cióse those “ thirty volumes of scurrilous
eaves-dropping,” and quit that trade; for at length,
if not liberty of the press, there is license. Pamphlets can be surreptitiously vened and read in Paris,
did they even bear to be “,printed at Pekin.” We
have a Courrier de l’Europe in those years, regularly
published, at London, by a De Morande, whom the
guillotine has not yet devoured. There, too, an unruly Linguet, still unguillotined, when his own
country has become too hot for him, and his brother
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advocates have cast him out can emit his hoarse
wailing and “ Bastille Dévoilée ” (Bastille Unveiled.)
Loquacious Ahbé Raynal at length has his wish;
sees the “ Histoire Philosophique,” with its “ lubricity,” unveracity, loose, loud, eleutheromaniac rant
(contributed they say, by philosophedom at large,
though in the ahbé’s ñame and to his glory), burnt
by the common hangman—and sets out on his traveis
as a martyr. It was the edition of 1871; perhaps the
last notable book that had such fire-beatitude—the
hangman discovering now that it did not serve.
105. Again, in courts of law, with their moneyquarrels, divorce-cases, wheresover a glimpse into the
household-existence can be had, what indications!
The parlements of Besançon and Aix ring, audible
to all France, with the amours and destinies of a
young Mirabeau. He, under the nurture of a “ friend
of men,” has, in state prisons, in marching regiments,
Dutch author’s-garrets, and quite other scenes,
“ been for twenty years learning to resist despotism”
—despotism of men, and, alas! also of gods. How,
beneath this rose-colored veil of universal benevolence and astrosa redux, is the sanctuary of home so
often a dreary void, or a dark, contentious hell-onearth! The old friend of men has his own divorcecase, too, and at times, 11his whole family but one ”
under lock and key. He writes much about reforming and enfranchising the world; and for his own
private behoof he has needed sixty lettres-de-cachet.
A man of insight, too; with resolution, even with
manful principie; but in such an element, inward
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and outward; which he could not rule, but only
madden. Edacity, rapacity—quite contrary to the
finer sensibilities of the heart! Fools, that expect
your verdant millennium, and nothing but love and
abundance, brooks running wine, winds whispering
music with the whole ground and basis of your existence champed intoa mudof sensuality which, daily
growing deeper, will soon have no bòttom but the
abyss!
106.
Or consider that unutterable business of the
diamond necklace. Red-hatted Cardinal Louis de
Roban; Sicilian jail-bird Balsamo Caglíostro; milliner Dame de Lamotte, “ with a face of somepiquancy:” the highest ehurch dignitaries waltzing, in
Walpurgis dance, with quack-prophets, pickpurses
and públic women—a whole Satan’s invisible world
displayed; working there continually under the
daylight visible one; the smoke of its torment going
up forever! The throne has been brought into scandalous collision with the treadmill. Astonished
Europe rings with the mystery for nine months; sees
only lie unfold itself from lie; corruption among the
lofty and the low, gulosity, credulity, imbecility—
strength nowhere but in the hunger. Weèp, fair
queen, thy first tear of unmixed wretchedness! Thy
fair ñame has been tarnished by foul breath; irremediably while lile lasts. No more shalt thou be
loved and pitied by living hearts, till a new generation has been born, and thy own heart lies cold,
cured of all its sorrows. The epigrams henceforth
become, not sharp and bitter, but cruel, atrocious,
5
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unmentionable. On that 31st oí May, 1786, a mis
erable Cardinal Grand-Almoner Roban, on issuing
from bis Bastille, is escorted by hurrabing crowds
unloved be, and worthy oí no love; but important
since tlie court and queen are his enemies.*
107. How is our bright era of hope diinmed, and
tbe wbole sky growing bleak withsigns of hurrieane
and earthquake! It is a doomed world: gone all
“ obedience that made men free.” íast going tbe
obedience that made men slaves—at least to one
another. Slaves only of their own lusts they now
are, and will be. Slaves oí sin; inevitable also oí
sorrow. Behold the moldering mass oí sensuality
and falsehood; round which plays foolishly, itself a
corrupt phosphorescence, some glimmer of sentimentalism; and over all, rising, as ark of their covenant,
tbe grim patibulary fork “ forty feet high,” which
also is now nigli rotted. Add only that tbe French
nation distinguishes itself among nations by the
cbaracteristic of excitability; with tbe good, but
also with tbe perilous evil, which belongs to that.
Rebellion, explosión, of unknown exient is to be ealculated on. There are, as Chesterfield wrote, “ all
tbe symptoms I have ever met with in history!”
108. Shall we say, tben, woe to philosophism, that
it destroyed religión, what it called “ extinguishing
the abomination (écraser l’infámel ? ” ~Woe rather
to those that made the lioly an abomination, and ex-

tinguishable; woe to all men that live in such a time
of world-abomination and world-destruction! Nay
answer the courtiers, it was Turgot, it was Necker’
with their mad innovating; it was the queen’s want
of etiquette; it was he, it was she, it was that.
Friends! it was every scoundrel that had lived, and
quack-like pretended to be doing, and been only eating and mísdoing, in all provinces of life, as shoeblack or as sovereign lord, each in his degree, from
the time of Charlemagne and earlier. All this (for
be sure no falsehood perishes, but is as seed sown out
to grow) has been storing itself for thousands of
years; and now the account-day has come. And
rude will the settleraent be: of wrath laid upagainst
the day of wrath. O my brother,be not thou a
quack! die rather, if thou wilt take counsel; ’tis but
dying once, and thou art quit of it forever. Cursed
is that trade; and bears curses, thou knowest not
how, long ages after thou art departed, and the wages
thou hast are all consumed; nay, as the ancient wise
have written through eternity itself, and is verily
marked in the doom-book ofa god!
109. Hope deferred maketh the heart sick. And
yet, as we said, hope is but deferred; not abolished
not abohshable. It is very notable, and touching’
how tlns same hope does still light onward the
French nation through all its wild destinies. For
we shall still find hope shining, be it for fond invita
tum, be it for anger and menace; as a mild heavenly
light it shone; as a red conflagration it shines: burning sulphurous-blue, through darkest regions of ter-
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ror, it stili sliines; and goes out not at ali, since
desperation itself is a kind of hope. Thus is our era
stili to be named of hope, though in the saddest
sense—when there is nothing left but hope.
110. But if any one would know summarily what
a Pandora’s box lies there for the opening, he may
see it in what by its nature is the symptom of all
symptoms, the surviving literature of the period.
Abbé Raynal, with his lubricity and loud, loose rant,
has spoken his word ; and already the fast-hastening
generation responds to another. Glance at Beaumar
ehais’s “ Mariage de Fígaro; ” which now (in 1784),
after difficulty enough, has issued on the stage; and
“runs its hundred nights,” to the admiration of all
men. By rvhat virtue or internal vigor it so ran, the
reader of our day will rather wonder—and indeed
will know so much the better that it flattered some
pruriency of the time, that it spoke what all were
feeling, and longing to speak. Small substance in
that “ Figaro:” thin, wire-drawn intrigues, thin,
wire-drawn sentiments and sarcasms, a thing lean,
barren, yet which winds and whisks itself, as tlirough
a wholly mad universe, adroitly, with ahigh-sniffing
air: wherein each, as was hinted, which is the grand
secret, may see some image of himself, and of his own
state and ways. So it runs its hundred nights, and
all France runs with i t ; laughing applause. If the
soliloqnizing barber ask, “ What lias your lordship
done to earn all this ?” and can only answer, “You took
the trouble to be born (Vous vous étes donné la peine
de nátre),” all men must laugh; and a gay, horse-
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racing, Anglomaniac noblesse loudest of all. For
how can small books have a great danger in them ?
asks the Sieur Carón, and fancies his thin epigram
may be a kind of reason. Conqueror of a golden
fieece, by giant smuggling; tamer of hell-dogs, in
the Parlement Maupeou; and finally crowned Or
pheus in the Theátre Franjáis, Beaumarchais has
now culminated, and unites the attributes of several
demi-gods. V e shall meet him once again, in the
course of his decline.
111.
Still more significant are two books produced
on the eve of the ever memorable explosión itself,
™d read eagerly by all the world, Saint Pierre’s
“ Paul et Virginie,” and Louvet’s “ Chevalier de Faublas.” Noteworthy books, which may be considered
as the last speech of oíd feudal France. In the first,
there rises melodiously, as it were, the wail of a mor
ibund world; everywhere wholesome nature in unequal conflict with diseased, perfidious art; cannot
escape from it in the lowest hut, in the remotest island of the sea. Ruin and death must strike down
the loved one; and, what is most significant of all,
death even here not by necessity but by etiquette.
What a world of prurient corruption lies visible in
that super-sublime of modesty! Yet, on the whole,
our good Saint Pierre is musical, poetical, though
most morhid: we will cali his book the swan-song
of oíd dying France.
112. Louvet’s, again, let no man account musical.
Truly, if this wretched “ Faublas ” is a death-speech,
it is one under the gallows, and by a felón that does
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not repent. Wretched cloaca of a book, without
depth even as a cloaca! What “ picture of French
society ” is here ? Picture properly of nothing, if
not of the mind that gave it out as some sort of pieture. Yet symptom of much ; above all, of the world
that could nourish itself thereon.
BOOK THIRD.
THE PARLEMENT OF PARIS.)
CHAPTER I.
DISHONOEED BILLS.

113. While the uuspeakable confusión is everywhere weltering within, and througli so many cracks
in the surface sulphur-smoke is issuing, the question
arises. Through what crevice will the main explo
sión carry itself? Through whicli of the oíd craters or
chimneys, or must it at once form a new cráter for
itself? In every society are such chimneys, are institutions serving as such ; even Constantinopleis not
without its safety-valves ; there, too, discontent can
vent itself—in material fire ; by the number of noc
turnal conflagrations, orof hanged bakers, thereigning power can read the signs of the times, and cliange
course according to these.
114. We may say that this French explosión wilj
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doubtless first try all the oíd institutions of escape;
for by each of these tliere is, or at least there used to
be, some communication witli the interior deep; they
are national institutions in virtue oí' that. Had they
even become personal institutions, and what we can
cali choked up froin their original uses, there, nevertheless, must the impediment be weaker tlian elsewhere. Through whicli of them, then ? An observer
might have guessed, Through the law parlements ■
above all, through the parlement of Paris.
115. Men, though never so thickly ciad in dignities,
sit not inaccessible to the influences of their time ;
especially men. whose life is business; who at all
turns, were iteven from behind judgment-seats, have
come in contact with the actual workings of the
ivorld. The counselor of parlement, the president
himself, who has bought his place with hard money
that he might be looked up to by his fellow-creatures,
how shall he, in all philosophie soirées, and saloons
of elegant culture, become notable as a friend of darleness? Among the Paris long-robes there may be
more than one patriòtic Malesherbes, whose rule is
conscience and the public good; there are clearly
more than one hot-headed D’Espréménil, to whose
confused thought any loud reputation of the Brutus
sort may seem glorious. The Lepelletiers, Lamoignons, have titles and wealth, yet, at court, are only
styled “ noblesse of the robe.” There are Duports of
deep scheme; Préteaus, Sabatiers, of mcontinent
tongue—all nursed more or less on (he milk of the
contrat social. Nay, for the whole body, is not this

patriòtic opposition also a-fighting for oneself?
Awake, parlement of Paris, renew thy long warfare!
Was not the Parlement Maupeou abolished with
ignominy ? Not now has thou to dread a Louis XI Y.,
with the crack of his whip, and his Olympian looks;
not now a Richelieu and bastilles: no, the whole nation is behind thee. Thou, too (O heavens!), mayest
become a political power; and with the shakings of
thy horse-hair wig shake principalities and dynasties,
like a very Jove with his ambrosial curls!
116.
Light oíd M. de Maurepas, since the end of
1781, has been fixed in the frost of death. “ Never
more,” said the good Louis, “ shall I hear his step in
the room there overhead;” his light jestings and
gyratings are at an end. No more can the importú
nate reality be hidden by pleasant wit, and to-day’s
evil be deftly rolled over upon to-morrow. The morrow itself has arrived ; and now nothing but a solid,
phlegmatic M. de Yergennes sits there, in dull matter
of fact, like some dull, punctual clerk (which he originally was); admits what cannot be denied, let the
remedy come whence it will. In him is no remedy,
only clerk-like “ dispatch of business ” aceording to
routine. The poor king, grown older, yet hardly
more experienced, must himself, with such no-faculty
as he has, begin governing, wherein also his queen
will give help. Bright queen, with her quick, clear
glances and impulses; clear, and even noble; but all
to superficial, vehement-shallow, for that work! To
govern France were such a problem! and now it has
grown well-nigh too hard to govern even the QEil-de-
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Bceuf. For if a distressed people has its cry, so likewise, and more audibly, has a bereaved court. To
the CEil-.de-Boeuf it remains inconceivable how, in a
France of such resources, the horn of plenty should
run dry; did it not use to flow? Nevertheless,
Necker, with his revenue of parsimony, has “ suppressed ahove six hundred places,” before the courtiers eould oust him, parsimonions finance-pedant as
he was. Again, a military pedant, Saint-Germain,
with his Prussian manouvers, with his Prussian notions, as if merit and not coat of arnis should be the
rule of promotion, has disaffected military men ; the
mousquetaires, with much else, are suppressed: for
he, too, was one of your suppressors; and unsettling
and oversetting did mere mischief—•to the CEil-deBoeuf. Complaints abound; scarcity, anxiety: it is
a changed (Eil-de-Bceuf. Besenval says, already in
these years (1781) there was such a melancholy (such
a tristesse) abont court, compared with former days,
as made it quite dispiriting to look upon.
117. No wonder that the CEil-de-Boeuf feels mel
ancholy, when you are suppressing its places! Not
a place can be suppressed but some purse is the
lighter for it, and more than one heart the heavier ;
for did it not employ the working-classes too—manu
facturers, male and female, of laces, essences; of
pleasure generally—whosoever eould manufacture
pleasure? Miserable economies, never felt over
twenty-five millions! So, however, it goes on, and is
not yet ended. Few years more and the wolf-hounds
shall fall suppressed, the bear-hounds, the falconry;

places shall fall, thick as autumnal leaves. Duke de
Polignac demonstrates, to the complete silencing of
ministerial logic, that his place cannot be abolished;
then gallantly, turning to the queen, surrenders it,
since her majesty so wishes. Less chivalrous was
Duke de Coigny, and yet not luckier. “ AVe got into
a real quarrel, Coigny and I,” said King Louis; “ but
if he had even struck me, I eould not have blamed
him.”* In regard to such matters there can be but
one opinión. Barón Besenval, with that frankness of
speech which stamps the independent man, plainly
assures her majesty that it is frightful (affreux);
* you go to bed, and are not sure but you shall rise
impoverished on the morrow: one might as well be
in Turkey.” It is, indeed, a dog’s life.
118. How singular this perpetual distress of the
royal treasury! And yet it is a thing not more incredible than undeniable. A thing mournfully true
the stumbling-block on which ali ministers sueeessively stumble, and fall. Be it “ want of fiscal genius,”
or some far other want, there is the palpablest discrepancy between revenue and expenditure; a deficit
of the revenue: you must “ choke (combler) the de
ficit, or else it will swallow you! This is the stern
problem; hopeless, seemingly, as squaring of the
circle. Controller Joly de Fleury, who succeeded
Necker, eould do nothing with i t ; nothing but propose loans, which were tardily filled u p ; impose new
taxes, unproductive of money, productive of clamor
and discontent. As little eould Controller d’Ormes-
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son do, or even less; for if Joly maintained himself
beyond year and day, D’Ormesson reckons only by
months: till “ the king purchased Rambouillet without Consulting him,” which he took as a hintto withdraw. And so, toward the end of 1783, matters
threatened to come to a stand-still. Yain seems hu
man ingenuity. In yain has our newly-devised
“ council of finances ” struggled; our intendants of
finance, coutroller-general of finances; there are unhappily no finances to control. Fatal paralysis
invades the social movement; clouds, of blindnessor
of blackness, envelop us: are we breaking down,
then, into the black horrors of national bankruptcy ?
119. Great is bankruptcy—the great bottomless
gulf into which all falsehoods, puhlic and private, do
sink, disappearing; whither from the first origin of
them, they were all doomed. For nature is true and
not a lie. No lie you can speak or act but it will
come, after longer or shorter circulation, like a bilí
drawn on nature’s reality, and be presented there for
payment—with the answer, No cffects. Pity only that
it often liad so long a circulation ; that the original
forger were so seldom he who bore the final smart of
it! Lies, and the burden of evil they bring, are
passed on ; shifted from back to back, and from rank
to rank; aud so land ultimately on the dumb lowest
rank, who with spade and mattock, with sore heart
and empty wallet, daily come in contad with reality,
and can pass the cheat no further.
120. Observe, nevertheless, how, by ajust compensating law, if the lie with his burden (in this con-
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fused Whirlpool of society) sinks and is shifted ever
downward, then in return the distress of it rises ever
upward and upward. Whereby, after the long pining
and demi-starvation of thosetwenty millions, a Duke
de Coigny and his majesty come also to ha ve their
“ real quarrel.” Such is the law of just nature;
bringiug—thougli at long intervals, and were it only
by bankruptcy—matters round again to the rnark.
121. But with a Fortunatus’s purse in his pocket,
through what lengtli of time might not almost any
falsehood last! Your society, your household, practical or spiritual arrangement, is untrue, unjust, offensive to the eye of God and man. Nevertheless,
its hearth is warm, its larder well replenished: the
innumerable Swiss of heaven, with a kind of natural
loyalty, gather round it; will prove, by pamphleteering, musketeering, that it is a truth; or if not an
unmixed (unearthly, impossible) truth, then better,
a wholesomely attempered one (as wind is to the shorn
lamb), and works well. Changed outlook, however,
when purse and larder grow empty! Was your
arrangement so true, so accordant to nature’s ways,
then, how, in the ñame of wonder, has nature, with
her infinite bounty, come to lea ve it famishing there?
To all men, to all women, and all children, it is now
indubitable that your arrangement wasfalse. Honor
to bankruptcy; ever righteous on the great scale,
though in detail it is so cruel! Under all falsehoods
it works, unweariedly mining. No falsehood, did it
rise heaven-high and cover the world, but bankruptcy, one day, will sweep it down, and make us
free of it
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122. Under such cireumstances of tristesse, obstruetion, and sick languor, when to an exasperatea
court it seems as if fiscal genius had departed from
among men, what apparition could be welcomer tlian
that of M. de Calonne ? Calonne. a man of indisput
able genius, even fiscal genius, inore or less; of experience botli in managing finance and parlements,
for he has been inteDdant at Metz, atLille; king’s
procureur at Douai. A man of weiglit, connected
with tlie moneyed classes; of unstained name—if it
■ \vere notsome peccadillo (of sliowing a client’s letter) in that oíd D’Aiguillon-Lachalotais Business, as
good as forgotten now. Ile lias kinsmen of heavy
purse, felt on the stock exchange. Our Foulons,
Berthiers, intrigue for him—oíd Foulon, who has
now notliing to do but intrigue; who is known and
even seen to be what tliey cali a scoundrel; but of
unmeasured wealtli; who, from commissariat clerk
whicli he once was, may hope, some think, if the
game go right, to be minister himself one day.
123. Such propping and backing has M. de Calonne!
and then intrinsically such qualities! Hope radiates
from his face; persuasión hangs on bis tongue. For
all straits he has present remedy, and will make the
world roll on wheels before him. On the 3d of No
vember, 1783, the CEil-de-Boeuf rejoices in its new
controller-general. Calonne also shall have trial;
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Calonne, also in his way, as Turgot and Necker had
done in tlieirs, shall forward the consummation; suf
fuse, with one other flush of brilliancy our now too
leaden colored era of hope, and wind it up—into fulfillment.
124. Great, in any case, is the felicity of the (Eilde-Boeuf. Stinginess has fled from tliese royal abodes:
suppression ceases; your Besenval may go peaceably
to sleep, sure that he shall awake unplundered.
Smiling plenty, as if eonjured by some enchanter,
has returned; scatters contentment from her new
flowing liorn. And mark what suavity of manners!
A bland smile distinguishes our controller: to all
men he listens with an air of interest, nay, of anticipation; makes their own wish ciear to themselves,
and grants i t ; or, at least, grants conditional promise
of it. “ I fear this is a matter of diffieulty,” said her
majesty. “ Madame,” answered the controller, “ if
it is but difiicult, it is done; if it is impossible, it
shall be done (se fera).” A man of such “ faeility,”
witlial. To observe him in the pleasure-vortex of
society, which nonepartakes of with more gusto, you
might ask, When does he work ? And yet his work,
as we see, is never behind-hand; above all, the fruit
of his work—ready money. Truly a man of inmedi
ble faeility; facile action, facile elocution, facile
thought; how, in mild suasion, philosophie depth
sparkles up from him, as mere wit and lambent
sprightliness; and in her majesty’s soirées, with the
weight of a world lying on him, he is the delight
of men and women! By what magic does he accom-
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plish miracles ? By the only true magic, that of
genius. Men ñame him “the minister; ” as, indeed,
when was there another such ? Crooked things are
became straight by him, rough places plain ; and
over the CEil-de-Bceuf there rest an unspeakable sunshine.
125. Nay, in seriousness, let no man say that
Calonne had not genius—genius for persuading; before
all things, for borrowing. With the skillfulest judicious appliances of underliand money, he keeps the
stock exchanges flourishing ; so that loan afterloan is
filled up as soon as opened. “ Calculators likely to
know”* have calculated that he spent, in extraordinà
ries, “ at the rate of one million daily;” whicli, indeed,
is some 50,000 pounds sterling; but did he not pro
cure something with i t ; namely, peace and prosperity, for the time being? Pliilosophedom grumbles
and croaks; buys, as we said, 80,000 copies of Necker’s new book: but Nonpareil Calonne, in her majesty’s apartment, with the glittering retinue of dukes,
duchesses, and mere happy admiring faces, can let
Necker and philosophedom croak.
126. The misery is, such a time cannot last! Squandering and payment by loan is no way to choke a
deficit. Neither is oil the substance for quenching
conflagrations—alas, no, only for assuaging them, not
permanently! To the Nonpareil himself, who wanted not insight, it is clear at intervals, and dimly certain at all times, that his trade is by nature temporary, growing daily more düficult; that changes in* Besenval, ili. 216.
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calculable lie at no great distance. Apart from finan.
cial déficit, the world is wholly insuch anew-fangled
humor; all things working loose írom their oíd fastenings toward new issues and coinbinations. There is
not a dwarí jokei, a cropt Brutus’s head, or Anglornaniac horseman rising on his stirrups, that does not
betoken change. But what then ? The day, in any
case, passes pleasantly; for the morrow, if the morrow come, there shall be counsel too. Once mounted
(by munificence, suasion, magic of genius) high
eneugh in favor with the (Eil-de-Bceuf, with the
king, queen, stock exchange, and so far as possi
ble with all men, a nonpareil controller may liope
to go careering through the inevitable, in some unimagined way, as handsomely as another.
127. At all event, for these three miraculous years,
it has been expedient lieaped on expedient; till now'
with such cumulation and height, the pile topples
perilous. And here lias this world’s-wonder of a diamond necklace brought it at last to the clear verge
of tumbling. Genius in that direction can no more:
mounted high enouglr, or not mounted, we rnust fare
forth. Hardly is poor Rollan, the necklace-cardinal.
safely bestowed in the Auvergne mountains, Dame
de Lamotte (unsafely) in the Salpétriére, and that
mournful business hushed up, when our sanguine
controller once more astonishes the world. An ex
pedient, unheard of for these 160 years, has been
propounded; and by dint of suasion (for his light
audacity, his hope and eloquenee, are matchless) has
been got adopted—convocation ofthe notables.
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128. Let notable persons, the actual or virtual rulers of tlieir districts, be suminoned froru all sides of
Frunce; let a true tale, of bis majesty’s patriòtic purposes and wretclied pecuniary impossibilities, be suar
sively told them; and then the question put, What
are we to do ? Surely to adopt healing measures,
sucli as the magic of genius will unfold; such as,
once sanctioned by notables, all parlements and all
raen ruust, with more or less reluctance, submit to.
CHAPTER III.
THE NOTABLES.

129. Here, then, is verily a sign and wonder; visi
ble to the whole world ; bodeful of much. The CEilde-Boeuf dolorously grumbles; were we not well as
we stood—quenching conflagrations by oil ? Constitutional philosophedom starts with joyful surprise;
stares eagerly what the result will be. The public
creditor, the public debtor, the whole thinking and
thoughtless public, have their several surprises, joy
ful or sorrowful. Count Mirabeau, who has gothis
matrimonial and other lawsuits liuddled up, better
or worse, and works now ¡n the dimmest element at
Berlín, compiling “ Prussian Monarchies,” pamphlets
“ On Cagliostro,” writing, with pay, but not with
honorable recognition, innumerable dispatches for
his government—scents or descríes richer quarry
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from afar. He, like an eagle or vulture, or mixture
of both, preens his wings for flight homeward*
130.
M. de Calonne has stretched out an Aaron’s
rod over France; miraeulous; and is summoning
quite unexpected things, Audacity and hope alter
nate in him with misgivings, though the sanguinevaliant side carries it. Anón he writes to an inti
mate friend, “Je me fais pitié à moi-mème (I am an
object of pity to myself);» anón, invites some dedicating poet or poetaster to sing “ this assembly of the
notables, and the revolution that is preparing.”f
Preparmg, indeed; and a matter tobe sung, only not
till we have seen it, and what the issue of it is. In
deep, obscure unrest, all things have so long gone
rockmg and swaying, will M. de Calonne, with this
his alchemy of the notables, fasten altogether agaiiq
and get new revenues? Or wrench all asunder, so’
that it go no longer roeking and swaying, but clashing and colliding ?
131. Be this as it may, in the bleak, short days, we
ehold men of weight and infiuenee threading the
great vortex of French locomotion, each on his sev
eral hne, from aU sides of France, toward the cháteau
of Versailles, summoned thither de par le roi. There,
on the 22d day of February, 1787, they have met
and got installed: notables to the number of 137 as
we count them ñame by ñame;+ add seven princes
of the blood, it makes the round gross of notables.
e k s f 1*8

“ Memoires de Mirabeau,” t. iv. livy. 4,
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Men of the sword, men of the robe, peers, dignlfied
clergy, parlementary presidents: divided into seven
boards (bureaux), under our seven princes of the
blood, Monsieur D’Artois, Pentbièvre, and the rest,
among whom let not our new Duke d’Orleans (for,
since 1785 he is Chartres no longer) be forgotten. Never yet made admira], and now Uirning the corner of
his fortieth year, with spoiled blood and prospects,
half weary of a world vvhich is more tlian half weary
of him, monseigneur’s future is most qüestionable.
Not in illumination and insight, not even in conflagration, but, as was said, “ in dull smoke and ashes
of outburnt sensualities,” does he live and digest.
Sumptuosity and sordidness, revenge, life-weariness,
ambition, darkness, putresceuce; and,say, insterling
money, 300,000 a year, were tliis poor prince once to
burst loose from his conrt-moorings, to what regions,
with what phenomena, might he not sail and drift?
Happily, as yet, he “affects to hunt daily;” sits
there, since he must sit, presiding that burean of his,
with dull moon-visage, dull, glassy eyes, asif it were
a mere tedium to him.
139. We observe, finally, tliat Count Mirabeau has
actually arrived. He descends from Berlin on the
scene of action, glares into it with flashing sun-glance,
discerns tliat it will do nothing for him. He had
hoped these notables migbt need a secretary. Tliey
do need one, but liave flxed on Dupont de Nemours,
a man of smaller fame, but then of better, who,
indeed, as his fnends often hear, labors under tliis
complamt, surely not a universal one, of having “ five
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kings to correspond with.”* The pen of a Mirabeau
cannot become an official one, nevertlieless it remains
a pen. In defect of secretaryship, lie sets to denouncing stock-brokerage (denonciation de Pagiotage),
testifying, as his wont is, by loud bruit, that he is
present and busy ; till, warned by friend Talleyrand,
and even by Calonue himself underhand, that a
“ seventeenth lettre-de-cachet may be launched
against him,” he timefully flits over the marches.
133. And now, in stately royal apartments, as pictures of that time stili represent them, our hundred
and forty-four notables sit organized, ready to hear
and consider. Controller Calonne is dreadfully
behind hand with his speeches, his preparatives 1
however, the man’s “ facility of work” is known to
us. For freshness of style, lucidity, ingenuity, largeness of view, that opening harangue of his was unsurpassable had not the subject-matter been so
appalling. A deficit, concerning wliich accounts
vary and the controller’s own account is not unquestioned—but which all accounts agree in representing
as enormous.” This is the epitome of our controllers
difficulties; and then his means? Mere Turgotism,
for thither, it seems, we must come at last: provin
cial assemblies, new taxation; nay, strangest of all,
new land-tax, what he calls subvention territoriale,
from which neither privileged nor unprivileged,
noblemen, clergy, nor parlementeers, shall be ex
empti
134. Foolish enough! These privileged classes
* Dumont, “Souvenirs sur Mirabeau” (Paris, 1832), p. 20.
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have been used to tax; levying toll, tribute, and
custom, at all hands, wliile a penny was left—but to
be tbemselves taxed ? 01' such privileged persons,
meanwhile, do tliese notables, all but the merest
fraction, consist. Headlong Calonne liad given no
heed to the “composition,” or judicious paeking of
them ; but chosen such notables as were really
notable, trusting for the issue to off-hand ingenuity,
good-fortune, and eloquence that never yet failed.
Headlong controller-general! Eloquence can do
mucli, but not all. Orpheus, with eloquence grown
rhythmic, musical (wliat we call poetry), drevv iron
tears from the cheek of Pluto ; but by what witcliery
of rhime or prose wilt thou from the pocket of
Plutus draw gold?
135. Accordingly,tlie storm that now rose andbegan
to whistle round Calonne, first in tliese seven bureaus,
and then on the outside of them, awakened by them,
spreading wider and wider over all France, threatens
to become unappeasable. A deficit so enormous!
Mismanagement, profusión, is too ciear. Peculation
itself is hinted a t; nay, Lafayette and others go so
far as to speak it out, with attempts at proof. The
hlanie of his deficit our brave Calonne, as was natu
ral, had endeavored to shift from himself on his pre
decessors; not excepting even Necker. But now
Necker veliemently denies; wherenpon an “angry
correspondence,” which also finds its way into print.
136. In the CEil-de-Boeuf and lier majesty’s private
apartments, an eloqüent controller, with his “madarne, if it is but difficult, “had been persuasive; but,
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alas, the cause is now carried elsewhither. Behold
him, one of tliese sad days, in monsienr’s bureau ; to
which all the other hureaus have sent deputies.
He is standing at bay; alone; exposed to an inces
sant fire of qüestions, interpellations, objurgations,
from those “hundred and thirty-seven” pieces of logicordnance—what we may call bouches à feu, firemouths literally! Never, according to Besenval, or
hardly ever, had such display of intellect, dexterity,
coolness, suasive eloquence, been made by man. To
the raging play of so many fire-mouths he opposcs
nothing angrier than light-heams, self-possession,
and fatherly smiles. With the imperturbables! hland
clearness, he, for five hours long, keeps answering the
incessant volley of fiery, captious qüestions, reproachful interpellations in words prompt as lightning,
quiet as light. Nay, the cross-fire, too; such sidequestions and incidental interpellations as, in the
heat of the main battle, he (having only one tongue)
could not get answered; iliese, also, he takes up, at
the first slake; answers even these.* Could blandest suasive eloquence have saved France, slie were
saved.
137. Heavy-laden controller! In the seven bureaus
seems nothing but hindrance: in monsieur’s burean,
a Loménie de Brinne, Arclihishop of Toulouse, with
an eye himself to the controllership, stirs up the
clergy; there are meetings, underground intrigues.
Neither from without anywhere comes sign of help
orhope. For the nation (wliere Mirabeau is now,
* Besenval, iii. 196.
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with stentor-]ungs, “denouncingagio”) the controller
has hitherto done notliing, or less. For philosopliedom lie has done as good as nothing—sent out some
scientific Lapérouse, or the like: and he is not in
“angry correspondence” with its Neeker ? The very
(Eil-de-Bceuf looks qüestionable; a falling controller
has no friends. Solid M. deYergennes, who with his
phlegmatic, judicious punctuality might have kept
down many things, died the very week before these
sorrowful notables met. And now a seal-keeper,
Garde-des-Sceaux, Miroménil, is thought to be playing the traitor—spinning plots for Loménie-Brienne!
Queen’s-Reader Ahbé de Yermond, unloved individ
ual, was Brienne’s creature, the work of his hands
froni the first: it may be feared the back-stairs passage is open, the ground getling mined under our feet.
Treacherous Garde-des-Sceaux Miroménil, at least,
should be dismissed; Lamoignon, the eloqüent nota
ble, a stanch man, with connections, and even ideas,
parlement-president yet intent on reforming parlements, were not he the right keeper ? So, for one,
thinks husy Besenval; and, at dinner-table, rounds
the same into the controlleres ear—who always, in
the intervals of landlord-duties, list.ens to him as
with charmed look, but answers nothing positive.*
138. Alas, what to answer ? The forcé of private
intrigue, and then also the í'orce of public opinión,
grows so dangerous, confused! Philosopliedom sneers
aloud, as if its Necker already triumphed. The gaping populace gapes over wood-cuts or copper-cuts;
* Besenval, iil. 20i
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where for example, a rustic is represented convokiug
the poultry of his barnyard, with this opening address: “Bear animals, I have assembled you to ad
vise me what sauce I shall dress you with to which
a coek responded, “We don’t want to beeaten;”
is checked by, “You wander from the point. (Vous
vous ecartez de la question),”* Laughter and logic;
ballad-singer, pamphleteer ; epigram and caricature:
what wind of public opinión is this—as if the cave
of the winds were bursting loose! At nightfall Pre
sident Lamoignon steals over tothe coutroller’s, finds
him “walking with large strides in hischamber; like •
one out of himself.”f With rapid confused speech
the controller begs M. de Lamoignon to give him “an
advice.” Lamoignon candidly answers that, except
in regard to his own anticipated keepership, unless
that would prove remedial, he really cannot take
upon him to advise.
139. “On the Monday after Easter,” the 9th of
April, 1787, a date one rejoices to veriíy, for nothing
can excel the indolent falsehood of these “Histoires”
and “Mómoires”—“on the Monday after Easter, as 1,
Besenval, was riding towards Romainville to the
Maréchal de Ségur’s, I met a friend on the boulevard,
who told me that M. de Calonne was out. A little
further on came M. the duke d’Orléans, dashing
toward me, head to the wind”(trotting à l’Anglaise),
“and confirmed the news.”í It is true news. Treach1834)" Hepublislle(1 in the Musee de la Caricature ” (Paris,
t Besenval i i i .m
t Besenval, iii. 211.
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erous Garde-des-Sceaux Biroménil is gone, and
Lamoignon is appoiuted in liis room ; but appointed
for bis own profit only, not for the controller’s :
“next day” the controller, also, has had to move. A
little longer liemay linger near; be seen among the
money-changers, and even “working in the controller’s office, ” where much lies unfinished; but
neither will that hold. Too strong blows and beats
this tempest of public opinión, of private intrigue,
as from the cave of all the winds; and blows hira
(higher authority giving sign ) out of Paris and
Trance—over the horizon, into invisibility, or outer
darkness.
140. Such destiny the magic of genius could not
forever avert. Ungrateful (Eil-de-Bceuf! did he not
miraculously rain gold manna on you; so that, as a
courtier said, “ All the worid held out its hand, and
I held out my hat”—for a time ? Himself is poor;
penniless, had not a “ financier’s widow in Lorraine”
offered him, though he was turned of fifty, her hand
and the rich purse it held. Dim, henceforth, shall
be his activity, though unwearied; letters to the
king, appeals, prognostications, pamphlets (from London), written with the oíd suasive facility, which,
however, do not persuade. Luckily his widow’s
purse fails not. Once, in a year or two, some shadow
of him shall be seen hovering on thenorthern border,
seeking eleetion as national deputy; but be sternly
beckoned away. Dimmer, then, far-horne over utmost European lands, in uncertain twilight of diplomacy,he shall hover, intriguing for “ exiled princes,”

and have adventures; be overset into the Rhinestream and half-drowned, nevertheless save his papers
dry. Unwearied, but in vain! In France he works
miracles no more, shall hardly return thitlier to find
a grave. Farewell, thou facile, sanguine controllergeneral, with thy light rash hand, thy suasive mouth
of gold: worse men there have been, and better; but
to thee, also, was allotted a task—-of raising the wind,
and the winds; and thou has done it.
141. But now, while Ex-Controller Calonne flies
storm-driven over the horizon, in this singular way,
whathas become of the controllership ? It hangs
vacant, one may say extinet, like the moon in her
vacant interlunar cave. Two preliminary shadows,
poor M. Fourqueux, poor M. Yilledeuil, do hold, in
quick suecession, some simulacrum of it*—as the new
moon will sometimes shine out with a dim, prelimi
nary oíd one in her arms. Be patient, ye notables!
An actual new controller is certain, and even ready;
were the indispensable maneuvres but gone through.
Long-headed Lamoignon, with Home-Secretary Breteuil, and Foreign Secretary Montmorin have exchanged looks; let these three once meet and speak.
Who is it that is strong in the queen’s favor, and the
Abbé de Vermond’s? That is a man of great capacity ? Or, at least, that has struggled, these fifty
years, to have it thought great; now, in the clergy’s
ñame, demanding to have Protestant death-penalties
“ put in execution now flaunting it in the CEil-deBoeuf,as the gayest man-pleaser and woman-pleaser,
• It>,lii,226,
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gleaning even a good word from philosophedom and
your Yoltaires and D’Alemberts ? That has a party
ready-made for liim in the notables? Loménie de
Brienne, Arehbishop of Toulouse! auswer all the
three, with the elearest instantaneous concord ; and
rush off to propose liim to the king, “ in such liaste,”
says Besenval, “ that M. de Lamoignon had to borrow a simarre,” seemingly some kind of cloth appara
tus necessary for that.*
142. Loménie-Brienne, who had all his life “ felt a
kind of predestinaron for the highest offices,” has
now, therefore, obtained them. He presides over the
finances; he shall have the title of prime minister
itself, and the effort of his long life be realized. Unhappy only that it took such talent and industry to
gain the place, that to qualify for it hardly any talent
or industry was left disposable! Looking now into
his inner man, what qualifieation he may have, Lom
énie beholds, not without astonishment, next to
nothing but vacuity and possibility. Principies or
methods, acqnirement outward or inward (for his
very body is wasted, by hard tear and wear) he finds
none; not so much as a plan, even an nnwise one.
Lucky, in these circumstances, that Calonno has had
a plan! Calonne’s plan was gathered from Turgot’s
and Nécker’sby compilation, shall become Loménie’s
by adoption. Not in vain has Loménie studied the
working of the British constitution; for he professes
to have some Anglomania, of a sort. Why, in that
free country, does one minister, driven out by parlia* Besenval, iii, 224.
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ment, vanisli from his king’s presence, and another
enter, borne in by parliament?* Surely not for
mere cliange (which is ever wasteful), but that all
men may have share of what is going; and so the
strife of freedom indefinitely prolong itself, and no
harm be done.
143. The notables, mollified by Easter festivities,
by the sacrifice of Calonne, are not in the worst
humor. Already his majesty, while the “ interlunar
shadows ” were in office, had held session of notables;
and from his throne delivered promissory conciliatory
eloquence: “ the queen stood waitiug at a window,
till bis carriage carne back, and monsieur from afar
clapped liands to lier,” in sign that all was well.f It
has had the best effect, if such do but last. Leading
notables, mean while, can be “ caressed;” Brienne’s
new gloss, Lamoignon’s long liead, will profit somew hat; conciliatory eloquence shall not be wanting.
On tbe vvhole, however, it is not undeniable that this
of ousting Calonne and adopting the plans of Ca
lonne is a measure which, to produce its best effect,
sliould be looked atfroin a certain distance, cursorily;
not dwelt on with minute near scrutiny ? In a word,
that no Service the notables could now do were so
obliging as, in some handsome manner, to—take themselves away ? Their “ six propositions ” about pro
visional assemblies, suppression of corvées and suchlike, can be accepted without criticism. The subvention
or land-tax, and much else, one must glide hastily
* Montgaülard, “ Histoire de tr a n c e ,i. 410-17.
* Besenval, iii. 220.
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over; safe nowhere but in flourislies of conciliatory
eloqnence. Till at length, on tliis 25th of May, year
1787, in solemn final session, there bursts forth what
we can cali an explosión of eloquence; king, Ló
menle, Lamoignon and retinue taking up the succes
sive strain, in harangues to the number of ten, besides
bis majesty’s, which last the livelongday—vvhereby,
as in a kind of clioral anthem, or bravura peal, of
thanks, praises, promises, the notables are, so to speak,
organed out, and dismissed to their respective places
of abode. They had sat, and talked, some nine weeks;
they were the first notables since Richelieu’s, in the
year 1626.
144. By some historians, sitting much at their ease
in the safe distance, Loménie has been blamed for
this dismissal of his notables; nevertheless, it was
clearly time. There are things, as we said, which
should not be dwelt on with minute cióse scrutiny.
Over hot coals you cannot glide too fast. In these
seven bureaus, where no work could be done, unless
talk were work, the questionablest matters were
Corning up. Lafayette, for example, in Monseigneur
d’Artois’s bureau, took upon him to set forth more
than one deprecatory oration about lett.res-de-cacliet,
liberty of the subject, agio, and such like, which
monseigneur, endeavoring to repress, was answered
that a notable being summoned to speak his opinión
must speak it.*
145. Tlius, to, his grace the Archbishop of Aix,
perorating once, with a plaintivepulpittone, in these

words, “ Tithe, that free-will offering of the piety of
Christians “ Tithe,” interrupted Duke la Rochefoucault, with the coid business manner he has learned
from the English, “ that free-will offering of the piety
of Christians, on which there are now 40,000 lawsuits
in this realm.”* Nay, Lafayette, bound to speak his
opinión, went the length, one day, of proposing to
convoke a “national assembly.” “ You demand
states-general? ” asked monseigneur, with an air of
miuatory surprise. “ Yes, monseigneur; and even
better than that,” “ Write it,” said monseigneur to
the clerks.f Written accordingly it is; and, what is
more, will be acted by and by.
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CHAPTER IV.
lomenie’s edicts.
146. Tlius, then, liave the notables returned home,
carrying to all quarters of Frailee such notions of
deficit, decrepitude, distraction, and that statesgeneral will cure it, or will not cure it but kill it.
Eacli notable, we may faney, is as a funereal torch,
disclosing hideous abysses, better left liid ! The unquietest humor possessesall men, ferments, seeksissue
pamphleteering, caricaturing, projecting, declaiming
—vain jangling of thought, word, auddeed.
* Dumont, “ Souvenirssur Mirabeau.” p. 21.
t Toulongeor., “ SUtoire de Franca depuis de Kevolutlon de 1789 ” (Parts, 1803), i. app. 4.
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147. It is spiritual bankruptcy, long tolerated, verging now toward economical bankruptcy, and beeome
intolerable; for, from the lowest dumb rauk, tbe
inevitable misery, as was predicted, has spread upward. In every man issome obseure feeling that bis
position, oppressive or else oppressed, is a false one;
all men, in one or the other aerid dialect, as assaulters
or as defenders, must give vent to the unrest that is
m them. Of such stuff, national well-being, and the
glory of rulers is not made. O Loménie, what a wildheaving, waste-looking, hungry, and angry world
hast thou, after life-Iong effort, got promoted to take
charge of!
148. Loménie’s flrst editsare mere soothing ones;
creation of provincial ássemblies “ for apportioning
the imposts,” when weget any, suppression of corvées
or statute labor, alleviation of gabelle, soothing measures recommended by the notables, long clamored for
by all liberal men. Oil cast upon the waters has
been known to produce a good eflect. Before venturing with great essential mensures, Loménie will see
tliis singular “swell of the public mind” abate
somewhat.
149. Most proper, surely. But what if it werenot
a swell of the abating kind ? ïhere are swells that
come of upper tempest and wind-gust. But, agam,
thereare swells thatcomeof subterranean pentwind,
some say, and even of inward decomposition, of decay
tbat has becomeself-combustion—as when, according
to Neptuno-Plutonic geology, the world is all decayed
down into due attritus of tliis sort, and shall now be
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exploded and new made! These latter abate not by
oil. The fool says in his heart, How sliall not tomorrow be as yesterday, as all days, which were once
to-morrows? The wise man, lookingon this France,
moral, intel·lectual, economical, sees, “ in short, all the
symptoms he has ever met with in history,” unabatable by soothing edicts.
150. Meanwhile, abate or not, casli must be liad ;
and for that, quite another sort of edicts, namely’
bursal ” or fiscal ones. How easy were fiscal edicts,
did you know for certain that the parlement ol' Paris
would what they cali “ register ” them ! Such right
of registering, properly of mere writing doion, the
parlement has got by oíd want, and, tliough but a
law court, can remonstrate, and higgle considerably
aboutthe same. Henee many quarrels, desperate
Manpeou devices, and victory and defeat, a quarrel
now near forty years long. Henee fiscal edicts, which
otherwise were easy enough, beeome such problems.
For example, is there not Calonne’s subvention ter
ritoriale, universal, unexempting land-tax, the sheetanchor of finance. Or, to show, so far as possible,
that one is not without original finance talent. Ló
meme himself can devise an edit du timbre, or
stamp-tax, borrowed also, it is true, but tlien from
America. May it prove luckier in France than there!
151. France has her resources; nevertheless, it
cannot be denied, the aspect of that parlement is
qüestionable. Already among the notables, in that
final symphony of dismissal, the Paris president
had an ominous tone. Adrien Duport, quitting
8
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magnètic sleep, in tliis agitation of the world, threatens to rouse himself into preternatural wakefnlness.
Shallower, Init also louder, there is magnètic D Esprèmènil, with his tropical heat (he was born at
Madras), with his dusky, confused violence, holding
ot’ illumination, animal magnetism, public opinion,
Adam Weisshaupt, Harmodius, and Aristogiton, and
ali manner of confused, violent things, of whom can
come no good. The very peerage is infected with the
leaven. Our peers have, in too many cases, laid
aside their frogs, laces, bag-wigs, and go about in
English costume, or ride rising in their stirrups, in
the most headlong manner; nothing but insubordination, eleutheromania, confused, unlimited opposition in their heads. Qüestionable; not to be ventured upon, if we had a Fortunatus’s purse! But
Loménie has waited ali June, casting on the waters
what oil he had; and now, betide as i* uay, the two
finance edicts must out. On the 6th of . '-lly he forwards his proposed stamp-tax and land tax to the
parlement of Paris, and, as if putting his own leg
foremost, not his borrowed Calonnc s-leg, places the
stamp-tax flrst in order.
152. Alas! the parlement will not register; the
parlement demands instead a “ state of the expenditure,” a “ state of the contemplated reductions
“ states” enough, which his majesty must decline to
furnish. Discussions arise, patriòtic eloquence, the
peers are summoned. Does the Ncmean lion begin
to bristle? Here, surely, is a duel, which France
and the universe may look upon, with prayers, at
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lowest, with curiosity and bets. Paris stirs with
new animation. The outer courts of the Palais de
Justice roll with unusual crowds, coming and going;
their huge outer hum mingles with the clang of
patriòtic eloquence witliin, and gives vigor to it.
Poor Loménie gazes from the distance, little comforted; has his invisible emissaries flying to and fro
assiduous, without resuit.
153.
So pass the sultry dog-days, in the most electnc manner, and the whole month of July. And
stili, m the sanctuary of justice, sounds nothing but
Harmodius-Aristogiton eloquence, environed with
the hum of crowding Paris, and no registeriug accomplished, and no “states” furnished. “ States?”
said a lively parlementeer; “messieurs, the states
tliat should be furnished us, in my opinion, are the
states-generat.” On which timely joke there follow
cachinnatory buzzes of approval. What a word to
bespoken in the Palais de Justice! Oíd D’Ormesson (the e.\--eontroller’s uncle) shakes his judicious
head, far enough from laughing. But tire outer
courts, and Paris and France, catch the glad sound,
and repeat it; shall repeat it, andre-echo and rever
berate it, till it grow a deafening peal. Clearly
enough—here is no registeriug to be thought of.
154. The pious proverb says, “There are remedies
for ali things but deatb.” When a parlement re
fuses registering, the remedy, by long practice, has
become familiar to the simplest —a bed of justice.
One complete month this parlement has spent in
mere idle jargoning, and sound and fury; the timbre
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ediot not registered, or like to be; the subvention
not yet so mucli as spoken of. On tlie 6th of August
let the whole refractory hody roll out, in wheeled
vehicles, as far as the king’s chàteau of Versailles;
there shall the king, holding his bed of justice, order
them, by his own royal lips, to register. They may
remonstrate in an undertone, but they must obey,
lest a worse, unknown thing befall them.
155. It is done: the parlement has rolled out on
roya! summons; has heard the express royal order to
register. Whereupon it has rolled back again, amid
the liushed expectancy of men. And now, behold,
on the morrow this parlement, seated once more in
its own palais, with “ crowds inundating the outer
courts,” not only does not register, but (0, portent!)
declares all that was done on the prior day to be
nuil, and the bed of justice as good as a futility. In
the history of France here verily is a new feature.
Nay, better still, our heroic parlement, getting suddenly enlightened on several things, declares that
for its part it is incompetent to register tax-edicts at
all, having done it by mistake during these late cen
turies; that for such act one authority only is com
petent—the assembled three estates of the realm.
' 156. To such length can the universal spirit of a
nation penetrate the most isolated body-corporate:
say rather with such weapons, homicidal and suicidal,
in exasperated political duel, will bodies-corporate
fight! But in any case, is not this the real deathgrapple of war and internecine duel, Greek meeting
Greek; whereon men, had they even no interest in
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it, might look with interest unspeakable? Ciowds,
as was said, inundate the outer courts: inundation
of young eleutheromaniac noblemen in Englisli costume, uttering audacious speeches; of procureurs,
basoche-clerks, who are idle in these days; of
loungers, news-mongers, and other nondescript
classes, rolls tumultuous there. “ From three to four
thousand persons,” waiting eagerly to h«ar the arrètés.(resolutions) you arri ve at within; applauding
with bravos, with the clapping of from six to eight
thousand hands. Sweet, also, is the meed of patri
òtic eloquence, when your D’Espréménil, your Fréteau, or Sabatier, issuing from his Demosthenic
Olympus; the thunder being liushed for the day, is
welcomed in the outer courts with a shout from 4,000
throats, is borne home shoulder-liigh “ with bencdictions,”and strikes the stars with his sublime head.
CHAPTER V.
LOMENIE’S THUNDERBOLTS.

157. Arise, Loménie-Brienne, here is no case for
“ letters of jussion; ” for faltering or compromise.
Thou seest the whole loose fluent population of Paris
(whatsoever is not solid, and fixed to work) inundat
ing these outer courts like a loud destructive deluge;
the very basoche of lawyers, clerks talks sedition.
The lower classes, in this duel of authority with
authority, Greek throttling Greek, have ceased to
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respect the city-watch; police-satellites are marked
on the back with chalk (the M signifies inouchard,
spy); they are hustled, hunted like ferse naturas.
Subordínate rural tribunals send messengers of con
gratularon, ofadherence. Their fountain ofjustice
is becoming a fountain of revolt. The provincial
parlements look on with intent eye, with breatliless
wishes, while their eider sister of Paris does battle;
the whole twelve are of one blood and temper, Ihe
victory of one is that of all.
158. Ever worse it grows ; on the lOth of August,
there is “plainte ” emitted touching the “ prodigalities of Calonne,” and permission to “proeeed” against
him. No registering, but instead of it, denouncing—
of delapidation, peculation ; and ever the burden of
the song, States-general! Have the royal armones
no thunderbolt, that thou eouldst, O Loménie, with
red riglit hand launch it among these Demosthenic,
theatrical thunder-barrels—mere resin and noise for
most part—and shatter and smite them silent ? On
the night of the 14th of August, Loménie launches —
his thunderbolt, or handful of them. Letters named
ol the seal (de-cachet), as many as needful, some sixscore and odd, are delivered over night. And so,
next day betimes, the whole parlement, once more
set on wheels, is rolling incessantly toward Troyes
in Champagne, “escorted,” says history, “ with the
blessings of all people,” the very iunkeepers and postillions looking gratuitously reverent* This is the
* A7oJ,
Lameth, “ Histoire de l’Assemblee Constituante ”
(int.
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159. What will not people bless, in their extreme
need? Seldom had the parlement of Paris deserved
much blessing, or received much. An isolated bodycorporate, which, out of oíd confusions (while the
seepter of the sword was confusedly struggling to
become a seepter of the pen), had got itself together
better and worse, as bodies-corporate do, to satisfy
some dim desire of the world, and many olear desires of individuals ; and so had grown in the course
of centuries, on concession, on acquirement, andusurpation, to be what we see it, a prosperous social anomaly, deeiding lawsuits, sanctioning or rejecting laws,
and withal, disposing of its places and offices by sale
for ready money—which method sleek President
Hénault, after meditation, will demonstrate to be the
indifferent-best*
160. In such a body, existing by purchase for
ready money, there could not be excess of public
spirit; there miglit well be excess of eagerness to
divide the public spoil. Men in helmets have divided that with swords; men in wigs with quill and
ink-horn do divide i t ; and even more hatefullv these
'/atter, if more peaceably, for the wig-metliod is at
once irresistibler and baser. By long experience
says Besenval, it has been found useless to sue a parlementeer at law ; no officer of justice will serve a
writon one; bis wig and gown are his Vulcan’spanoply, his enchanted cloak-of-darkness.

* “ Abrégé Omonologique,” p. 975.
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161. The parlement of Paris may count itself an
unloved body; mean, not magnanimous on the politícal side. Were the king weak, always, (as now) has
his parlement barked, cur-like, at his heels, with
what popular cry there might be. Were he strong,
it barked before his face, hunting for him as his alert
beagle. An unjust body, wliere foul influences have
more than once worked shameful perversión ofjudgment. Does not, in tliese very days, the blood of
murdered Lally cry aloud for vengeance ? Baited,
circumvented, driven mad like the snared lion, valor
liad to sink extinguished under vindictive chicane.
Behold him, that hapless Lally, his wild dark soul
looking through his wild dark face , trailed on the
ignominious death-hurdle, the voice of his despair
choked by a wooden gag ! The wild fire-soul that
has known only peril and toil, and for three-score
years has buffeted against fate’s obstruction and
men’s perfidy, like genius and courage amid poltroonery, dishonesty, and commonplace, faithfully
endunng and endeavoring—O parlement of Paris,
dost thou reward it with a gibbet and a gag ? * The
dying Lally bequeathed his memory to his boy : a
young Lally has arisen, demanding redress in the
ñame of God and man. The parlement of Paris doe3
its utmost to defend the indefensibie, abominable;
nay, what is singular, dusky-glowing Aristogiton
d’Espréménil is the man chosen to be its snokesman
in that.
162. Such social anomaly is it that France now
* 9th May, 1766: 1Biographlc Universelle,” g Lally.
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blesses. An unclean social anomaly : but in duel
against another worse, the exiled parlement is felt to
have “ covered itself with glory.” There are quarrels in which even Satan, bringing help, were not
unwelcome; even Satan, fighting stiflly, might cover
himself with glory—of a temporary sort.
163. But what a stir in the outer courts of the
palais, when Paris finds its parlement trundled off to
Troyes in Champagne; and nothing leftbutafew
mute keepers of records; the Demosthenic thunder
become extinct, the martyrs of liberty clean gone!
Confused wail and menace rises from the four thousand throats of procureurs, basoche-clerks, nondescripts, and Anglomaniac noblesse; ever new idlers
crowd to see and hear; rascalit.y, with increasing
numbers and vigor, hunts mouchards. Loud Whirl
pool rolls through these spaces; the rest of the city,
fixed to its work, cannot yet go rolling. Audacious
placards are legible; in and about the palais, the
speeches are as good as seditions. Surely the temper
of Paris is much changed. On the third day of this
business (18th of August) Monsieurand Monseigneur
d’Arfois, coming in state carriages, according to use
and wont, to have these late obnoxious arrétés and
protests “ expunged ” from the records, are received
in the most marked manner, Monsieur, who is
thought to be in opposition, is met with vivats and
strewed flowers; monseigneur, on the other hand,
with silence, with murmurs, which rise to hisses and
groans; nay an irreverent rascality presses toward
him in lloods, with such hissing vehemence that the
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captain of the guards has to give order, “ Haut les
armes (Handle arms)!” at which thunder-word,
indeed, and the flash of the olear iron, the rascalflood reooils, throngh all avenues, fast enough.* New
features these. Indeed, as good M. de Malesherhes
pertinently remarks, “ it is a quite new kind of con
test lilis witli the parlement; ” no transitory splutter,
as from collision of hard bodies more lilce “ the first
sparks of vvhat, if not quenehed, may become a
great conflagration.f
164. Thisgood Malesherhes sees himself now again
in the king’s council, after an absenee of ten years.
Loménie would profit if not by the faculties of the
man, yet by the ñame he has. As for the man’s
opinión, it is not listened to ; wherefore he will soon
witlidraw, a second time, baek to his books and his
trees. In sueli king’s council what can a good man
profit? Turgot tries it not a second time. Turgot
has quitted France and this earth some years ago ;
and now cares for none of these things. Singular
enough, Turgot, this same Loménie, and the Abbé
Morellet were once a trio of young friends, fellowscholars in the Sorbonne. Forty new years llave carried them severally tlius far.
165. Meanwhile the parlement sits daily at Troyes,
calling cases, and daily adjourns, no procureur making his appearance to plead. Troyes is as hospitable
as could be looked for, nevertheless, onehas comparatively a dull life. No crowds now to carry you,

shoulder high, to the immortal gods; scarcely a
patriot or two will drive out so far, and bid you be
of firm courage. You are in furnished lodgings, far
from home and domèstic comfort, little to do but
wander over the unlovely Champagne fields, seeing
the grapes ripen, taking counsel about the thousand
times consulted, a prey to tedium, in danger even
that Paris may forget you. Messengers come and
go; Pacific Loménie is not slack in negotiating,
promising; D’Ormesson and the prudent eider members see no good in strife.
166. After a dull montli, the parlement, yielding
and retaining, makes truce, as all parlements must.
The stamp-tax is withdrawn, the subvention landtax is also withdrawn; but in its stead there is
granted what is called a “ prorogation of the second
twentieth,” itself a kind of land-tax, but not so
oppressive to the influential classes; which lies
mainly on the dumb class. Moreover, secret promises
exist (on the part of the elders) that finances may he
raised by loan. Of the ugly word states-general
there shall be no mention.
167. And so, on the 20th of September, our exiled
parlement returns. D’Espréémnil said, “ It went
out covered with glory, but had come back covered
with mud (de boue).” Not so, Aristogiton, or if so,
thou surely art the man to clean it.
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CHAPTER VI.

produce more controversy than cash. Taxes on the
privileged classes cannot be got registered, are intol
erable to our supporters themselves; taxes on the
unprivileged yield nothing—as from a thing drained
dry more cannot be drawn. Hope is nowhere if not
in the oíd refuge of Ioans.
171. To Loménie, aided by the long head of Lamoignon, deeply pondering this sea of troubles, the
thought suggested itself, Why not have a successive
loan (emprunt successif), or loan that went on lending, year after year, as mucli as needful, say till
1792 ? The trouble of registering such loan were
the same; we liad then breathing time, money to
work with, at least to subsist on. Edict of a suc
cessive loan must be proposed. To conciliate the
philosophies, let a liberal edict walk in front of it,
for emaucipation of Protestants; let a liberal prom
ise guard the rear of it, that when our loan ends, in
that final 1792, the states-general shall be convoked.
172. Such liberal edict of Protestant emancipation, the time having come for it, shall cost a Lo
ménie as little as the “ death-penalties to be put in
execution ” did. As for the liberal promise of statesgeneral, it can be fulfilled or not: the fulfillment is
five good years off, in five years rnuck intervenes.
But the registering? Ah, truly, there is the diíficulty! However, we have that promise of the
elders, given secretly at Troyes. Judicious gratuities, cajoleries, underground intrigues, with oíd
Foulon, named “ Ame damnée—Familiar-demon—of
the parlement,” may, perhaps, do the rest. At worst

l o m e n ie ’s plots .

168. Was ever unfortunate chief minister so bested
as Loménie-Brienne ? The reins of the state fairly
in bis hand these six months, and not the smallest
motive-power (of finance) to stir from the spot with,
this way or that! He flourishes his whip, but
advances not. Instead of ready nioney, there is
nothing but rebellious debating and recalc'trating.
169. Far is the public mind from being ealmed ;
it goes chafing and fuming ever worse; and in tlie
royal cofíers, with such yearly déficit running on,
there is hardly the color of coin. Ominous prognostics! Malesherbes, seeing an exhausted, exasperated
France grow hotter and hotter, talks of “conflagrat.ionM irabeau, without talk, has, as we perceive,
descended on París again, cióse on the rear of the
parlement*—not to quit his native soil any more.
170. Over the frontiers, behold Holland invaded
by Prussia,f the French party oppressed, England
and the stadtholder triumphing, to the sorrcw of
War-Secretary Montmorin andall men. But without
money, sinews of war, as of work, and of existence
itself, what cana chief minister do? Taxes profit
little; this of the second twentieth falls not due till
next year, and will then, with its “strict valuation,”
* Fils Adoptif, “ Mirabeau,” iv. 1.5.
t Ootober, 1787. Montgaillard, i. 374.

Besenval,

lii. 283.
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and lowest, the royal authority has resources—which
ought it not to put forth ? If it cannot realizo
nioney, the royal authority is as good as dead—dead
of that snrest and miserablest death, inanitíon.
Eisk and win; without risk, all is already lost! For
the rest—as in enterprises of pith a touch of stratagem often proves furthersome—his majesty announces a royal hunt, for the 19th of November next,
and all whom it concerns are joyfully getting their
gear ready.
173. Royal hunt, indeed, but of two-legged unfeathered game! At eleven in the morning of that
royal hunt day, 19th of November, 1787, unexpected
blare of trumpeting, tumult of charioteering and
eavalcading, disturbs theseat of justice: his majesty
is come, with Garde-des-Sceaux Lamoignon, and
peers and retinue, to hold royal session and have
edicts registered. What a change since Louis XIV.
entered here in boots; and, whip in hand, ordered
bis registering to be done—with an Olympian look,
which none durst gainsay; and did, without stratagem, in such unceremonious fashion, hunt as well
as register !* For Louis XVI., on this day, the
registering will be enough, if, indeed, he and the
day suffice for it.
174. Meanwhile, with fit ceremonial words, the
purpose of the royal breast is signified—two edicts,
for Protestant emancipation, for successive loan, of
both which edicts our trusty Garde-des-Sceaux La
moignon will explain the purport; on both which a
* Dulaure, vi. 306.
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trusty parlement is requested to deliver its opinion,
eacli member having free privilege of speech. And
so, Lamoignon, too, having perorated not amiss, and
wound up with that promise of states-general—the
sphere-music of parlementary eloquence begins.
Explosive, responsive, sphere answering sphere, it
waxes louder and louder. The peers sit attentive, of
diverse sentiment, unfriendly to states-general, unfriendly to despotism, which cannot reward merit,
and is suppressing places. But what agitates his
highness D’Orléans ? The rubicund moon-head goes
wagging; darker beams the copper visage, like uuscoured copper; in the glazed eye is disquietude; he
rolls uneasy in his seat, as if he meant something.
Amid unutterable satiety, hassuddenly uew appetite,
for new forbidden fruit, been vouchsafed him ? Dis
gust aud edacity, laziness that cannot rest; futile
ambition, revenge, non-admiralship—O, within that
carbuncled skin what a confusión of confusions sits
bottled!
175. “ Eight couriers,” in the course of the day,
gallop from Versailles, where Loménie waits palpitating, and gallop back again, not with the best
news. In the outer courts of the palais, huge buzz
of expectation reigns; it is whispered the chief min
ister has lost six votes over night. And from within
resounds nothing but forensic eloquence, pathetic
and even indignant heartrending appeals to the royal
clemency, that his majesty would please to summon
states-general forthwith, and be the savior of France
—wherein dusky-glowing D'Espréménil, but still
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more Sabatier de Cabre, and Fróteau, since named
Commere Fréteau (Goody Fréteau), are among the
loudest. For six mortal hours it lasts, in tliis manner, tbe infinite hubbub unslackened.
176. And so now, when brown dusk is falling
tbrough the Windows, and no end visible, bis
majesty, on hint of Garde-des-Sceaux Lamoignon,
opens bis royal lips once more to say, in brief, that
■ he must llave bis loan-edicts registered. Momentary
deep pause! See! Monseigneur d’Orléans rises;
with moon-visage turued toward tbe royal platform,
be asks, with a delicate graciosity of manner covering unutterable things, “ wliether it is a bed of justice, then, or a royal session.” Fire flashes on him
from the throne and neighborliood; suriy answer
tbat “ it is a session.” In that case, monseigneur
will crave leave to remark that edicts cannot be reg
istered by order in a session; and, indeed to enter
against sucb registry, bis individual humble protest.
“ Vous étes bien le maitre (You will do ,your pleasure),” answers the kiug; and thereupon, in higli
state, marches out, escorted by bis court retinue;
D’Orléans himself, asín duty bound, escorting him,
bnt only to the gate. Whicli duty done, D’Orléans
returns in from the gate, redacts bis protest, in the
face of an applauding parlement, an applauding
France; and so—has cut his court-moorings. shall we
say? And will now sail and drift, fast enough,
toward chaos?
177. Tliou foolish D’Orléans; equality that art to be!
Is royalty grown a mere wooden scarecrow, whereon
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thou, pert, scald-headed crow, mayest alight at pleasure and peck ? Not yet wholly.
178.
Next day a lettre-de-cachet sends D’Orléans
to bethink liimself in his chateau of Villers-Cotterets,
where, alas, is no Paris, with its joyous necessàries
of life; no facinating, indispensable Madame de
Buffon light wife of a great naturalist much too oíd
for her. Monseigneur, it is said, does nothing but
ualk distractedly at Villers-Cotterets, cursing his
stars. Versailles itself shall hear penitent wail from
him, so hard is his doom. By a second, simultaneóos
lettre-de-cachet, Goody Fréteau is hurled into the
stronghold of Ham, amid the Norman inarshes; by
a third, Sabatier de Cabre into Mont St. Micheí,
amid the Norman quicksands. As for the parlement,
it must, on summons, travel out to Versailles, with
its register-book under its arm, to have the protest
biiie (expunged); not without admonition, and even
rebuke. A stroke of authority which, one might
have hoped, would quiet matters.
179. Unhappily, no ; it is a mere taste of the whip
to rearing eoursers, which makes them rear worse!
AVlien a team of twenty-five millions begins rearimr,
what is Loménie’s whip? The parlement will
nowise acquiesce meekly, and set to register the
1 rotestant edict, and do its other work, in salutary
l'ear of these three lettres-de-cachet. Far from that,
it begins questioning lettres-de-cachet generally, their
legality, endurability; emits dolorous objurgation,
petition on petition to have its three martyrs delivered; cannot, till that be complied with, so much as
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think of examining the Protestant edict, but puts it
off always “ till this day week.”*
180. In which objurgatory strain París and France
joius it, or rather has preceded it, making fearful
chorus. And now, also, the other parlements, at
length opeuing tlieir mouths, begin to join ; some of
them, as at Grenoble and at Rennes, with portentous
emphasis, threatening, by way of reprisal, to interdict the very tax-gatherer.f “ In all former contests,”
as Malesherbes remarks, “ it was the parlement that
excited the public; but here it is the public that
excites the parlement.”
CHAPTER VII.
INTEKNECINE.

181. What a France, through these winter months
of the year 1787! The very CEil-de-Bceuf is doleful,
uucertaiu with a general feeling among the suppressed
that it were better to be in Turkey. The wolfhounds are suppressed, the bear-hounds, Duke de
Coigny, Duke de Polignac; in the Trianon littlelieaven, her majesty, one evening, takes Besenval’s
arm ; asks his candid opinión. The intrèpid Besenval, having, as he hopes, nothing of the sycophant in
him, plainiy significa that, with a parlement in rebellion, and an CEil-de-Bceuf in suppression the kings
* Besenval, iii. 309.
t tVeber, i, 266.
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crown is in danger; whereupon, singular to say, her
majesty, as if hurt, changed the subject, Et ne me
parla plus de ríen !*
182. To whom, indeed, can this poor queenspeak?
In need of wise counsel, if ever mortal was, yet beset
here oniy by the hubbub of chaos! Her dwelling
place is so bright to the eye, and confusión and black
care darkens it all. Sorrows of the sovereign, sorrows of the woman, thick-coming sorrows environ her
more and more. Lamotte, the necklace-countess, has
in these late months escaped, perhaps been suffered
to escape, from the Salpètrière. Vain was the hope
that Paris might thereby forget her, and this everwidening lie, and heap of lies, subside. The Lamotte,
with a Y. (for voleuse—thief) branded on both
shoulders, has got to England, and will therefrom
em itlie on lie, defiling the highest queenlyname;
mere distracted lies,f which, in its present humor
France will greedily believe.
183. For the rest, i t is too ciear our successive loan is
not filling, as, indeed, in such circumstances, a loan
registered by expunging of protests was not the likeliest to fill. Denunciation of lettres-de-eachet, of
despotism generally, abates n o t; the twelve parle
ments are busy j the twelve hundred placarders,
ballad-singers, pamphleteers. Taris is what, in figurative speeeh, they cali “ fiooded with pamphlets (re* Besenval, iii. 264.
t “ Mémoires Ju stificatifs de IaCom tessede Lamotte”
(London, 1788). “ Vie de Jeanne deSt. Remi Comtesse de
Lamotte,” etc »etc. See “ D iam ondN eeldace”

(utsuprá).
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gorge de brochures); ” flooded and eddying again.
Hot deluge, (rom so many patriot ready-writers, all
at tile fervid or boilingpoint; each ready-writer, now
in the hour of eruption, going like an Iceland geyser!
Against which what can a judicious friend Morellet
do, a Rivarol, an unruly Linguet (well paid for it),
spouting coid ?
184. Now also, at length, does come discussion of
the Protestant edict; but only for new embroilment)
in pamphlet and counter-pamphlet, increasing tbe
madness of men. Not even orthodoxy, bed-rid as
she seemed, but will llave a hand in tliis confusión.
Slie once again, in the sbape of Abbé Lenfant, “whom
prelates drive to visit and congratúlate,” raises audi
ble sound from her pulpit-drum* Or mark how
D’Espréménil, who has his own confused way in all
things, produces at tlie right moment in parlementary harangue, a pocket crucifix, with the apostrophe,
“ Will ye crucify him afresh ? ” Him, O D’Esprémé
nil, without scruple—considering what poor stuff, of
ivory and filigree, he is made of!
185. To all which add only that poor Brienne has
fallen sick, so liard was the tear and wear of his sin
ful yonth ; so violent, incessant, is this agitation of
his foolish oíd age. Baited, bayed at through so
many throats, his grace, growing consumptive, inflamniatoiy (with humeur de dartre), lies reduced to
milk diet; in exasperation, almost in desperation,
with “ repose,” precisely the impossible recipe, prescribed as the indispensable.-)» Lacretelle, ii i 343, Montga lard, ota
t lteseuval, iii. 317.
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186.
On the whole, what can a poor govemment do
but once more recoil ineffectual ? The king’s treasury
is running toward the lees, and Paris “ eddies with a
flood of pamphlets.” At all rates, let the latter subside a little! D’Orléans gets back to Raincy, which
is nearer Paris and the fair frail Buffon; finally to
Paris itself; neither are Fréteau and Sabatier banished forever. The Protestant edict is registered, to
the joyof Boissy d’Anglas and good Malesherbes;
successive loan, all protests expunged or else withdrawn, remains open—the rather as few or none come
to fili it. States-general, for which the parlement
has clamored, and now the whole nation clamors,
will follow “ in five years,” if, indeed, not sooner. O
parlement of Paris, what a clamor was that! “ Messieurs,” said oíd D’Ormesson, “ yon will get statesgeneral, and you will repent it.” Like the horse in
the fable, who, to be avenged of his enemy, applied
to the man. The man mounted, did swift execution
on the enemy, but, unhappily, would not dismount!
Instead of five years, let tliree years pass, and this
clamorous parlement shall have both seen its enemy
hurled prostrate, and been itself ridden to foundering (say, rather, jugulated for hide and shoes), and
lie dead in the ditch.
187. Under such omens, however, we have reached
the spring of 1788. By no path can the king’s government find passage for itself, but is everywhere
shamefully flung back. Beleaguered by twelve rebellious parlements, which are grown to be theorgans
of an angry nation, it can advance nowhither; can
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accomplish nothing, obtain nothing, not so much as
money to subsist on; but must sit tbere, seemmgly,
to be eaten up of déficit.
188. ïlie measure of tbe iniquity, tben, o ie
falsehood whieh has been gathering through long
centuries, is nearly full. At least that of tbe misevy
is! From tbe bovels of the twenty-five millions the
misery, permeating upward and forward, as íts law
is has got so far—to the very CEil-de-Bceuf oí \ ersailles. Man’s hand, in this blind pain, is set agamst
man; not ouly the low against the higher, but the
higher against each other ; provincial noblesse is
bitter against court noblesse, robe against sword,
rochet against pen. But against the king’s governmcnt, who is not bitter ? Not even Besenval m tliese
To it, all men and bodies of men are become
as enemies; it is the center whereon infinite contentions unite and clash. What new universal vertiginous movement is this of institutions, social arrangements, individual minds, which once worked co
operative, now rolling and grinding in distracted collision ? Inevitable; it is the breaking up of a worldsolecism, worn out at last, down even to bankruptcy
of money! And so this poor Versailles court, as the
chief or central solecism, finds all the other solecisms
arrayed against it. Most natural! Foryour human
solecisms, be it person or combination of persons, is
ever, by law of nature, uneasy; if verging toward
bankruptcy, it is even miserable; and when would
the meanest solecism consent to blame or amend
itself vvhile tliere remained another to amend ?
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189. Thcse threatening signs do not terrify Lo
móme, much less teacli liiin. Loménie, though of
light nature, is not without courage, of a sort. Nay,
liave we not read of lightestcreatures, trainedcanarybirds, tliat could fly clieerfully with lighted matches,
and íire cannon—fire wliole powder magazines ? To
sit and die of deficit is no part of LoménieVplan.
The evil is considerable; but can he not remove it;
can lie not attack it ? At lowest, he can attaek the
sijmptom of i t ; tliese rebellions parlements he can
attack, and, perliaps, remove. Much is dim to Lo
ménie, but trvo things are clear—that such parlementary duel with royalty is growing perilous, nay,
internecine; above al!, that money must be liad.
Take tliought,brave Loménie, thou Garde-des-Sceaux
Lamoignon, who hast ideas! So often def'eated,
balked cruclly, when the goldeu fruit seemed witliin
clutcli, rally for one other struggle. To tame the
pari ement, to fill the king’s cofifers—these are now
1ife-and-death qüestions.
190. Parlements liave been tamed more tlian once.
Set to perch “ on the peaks of rOcks inaccessable except by litters,” a parlement grows reasonable. O
Maupeou, thou bold, bad man, liad we left thy work
wliere it was! But apart from exile, or other violent
methods, is there not one metliod wherebyall things
are tamed, even lions? The method of luinger!
What if tlie parlement’ssupplies were cut oíf, namely,
its lawsuits!
191. Minor eourts, for the trying of innumerable
minor causes, might be instituted; these we could
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call grand bailliages. Wliereon tlie parlement,
shortened of its prey, would look with yellow despair; Irat t'he públic, fond of clieap justice,. with
favor and hope. Then for finance, for registering of
edicts, why not from our own GEil-de-Bceuf dignitaries, our princes, dukes, marshals, malte a thing we
could call plenary court; and there, so to spealt, do
our registering ourselves. St. Louis had his plenary
court, of great barons* most useful to him, our great
barons are stili here (at least the ñame of them is
stili here), our necessity is greater than his.
192. Such is the Loménie-Lamoignon device, welcome to the lting’s council as a light-beam in great
darkness. The device seems feasible; it is eminently
needful; be it once well executed, great deliveranoe
is wrought. Silent, then, and steady; now or never
—the world shall see one other historical scene, and
so singular a man as Loménie de Brienne stili the
stage-manager there.
193. Behold, accordingly, a Homc-Secretary Bréteuil “beautifying Paris,” in thepeaceablest manner,
in this hopeful spring weather of 1788; the old hovels
and liutcliesdisappearing from our bridges, as if for the
state, too, there were halcyon weather, and nothing
to dobut beautify. Parlement seems to sit acknowledged victor. Brienne says nothing of finance, or
even says and prints that it is ali well. How is this,
such halcyon quiet, though the successive loan did
not fili ? In a victorious parlement, Counselor Goeslard de Monsabert even denounces that “ levying of

the second twentieth on striet valuation ; ” and gets
decreo that the valuation shall not be striet—not on
Cio privileged classes. Nevertheless, Brienne endures
it, lauuches no lettre-de-cachet against it. How is
this?
194. Smiling is such vernal weather, but treacherous, sudden! For one thing, we hear it whispered,
“ theintendants of provinces have ali got order to be
at their posts on a certain day.” Stili more singular,
wliat incessant printing is this that goes on at the
king’s cháteau under lock and key ? Sentries occupy
all gates and Windows; the printers come not out;
they sleep in their work rooms; their very food is
handrd in to them !* A victorious parlement smells
new danger. D’Espréménil has ordered horses to
Versailles, prowlsround that guarded printing-officu;
prying, snufling, if so be the sagacity and ingenuity
of man may penetrate it.
195. To a shower of gold most things are penetra
ble. D’Esprémínil desceuds on the lap of a printer’s
Danae, in the shape of “ five hundred louis d’o r;”
theDanae’s husband smuggles a ball of clay to her,
which she delivers to the golden counselor of parle
ment. Kneaded within it there stick printed proofsheets—by heaven! the roya! edict of that same
self-registering plenary court, of those grand bailliages
that shall cut sliort our lawsuits! It is to be promulgated over all France on one and the same day
196. This, then, is what the intendants were bid
wait for at their posts; this is what the court sat
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hátching, as its accursed eockatrice-egg, and woulti
not stir, though provoked, till the brood were out!
Hie with it, D’Espréménil, home to Paris; convoke
instantaneous sessions; let the parlement, and tlio
earth, and the heavens know it.

tone wherein sometliing of plaintiveness bleuds with
and tempers heroic valor. And thus, having sounded
the storm-bell, which Paris hears, which all Franee
will hear; and liurled sueh defiance in the teeth of
Loménie and despotism, the parlement retires as from
a tolerable first day’s work.
199. But hovv Lomcnie felt to see his eockatriceegg (so essential to the salvation of Franee) hroken
fn tliis premature rnanner, let readers fancy ! Indig
nant, he clutehes at his tliundcrbolts (de-cacliet, of
the seal), and launches two of theni—a bolt for
D’Espréménil; a bolt 1'or that husy Goeslard, whose
Service in the second tweutieth and 'l stiict valuation ”
is not forgotten. Sueh holts clutcliedpromptly overnight, and lauuched witli the early new morning,
shall strike agitatèd Paris, if not into reqniescence,
yet into wholesome astonishment.
200. Ministerial thunderbolts may he lauuched;
but if they do not hit? D’Espréménil and Goeslard,
warned botli of tliem, as is thought, hy the singing
of some lriendly hird, elude the Lorcénie tipstaves;
escape disguised through sky Windows, over rools, to
their own Palais de Justice; the thunderbolts ha ve
missed, Paris (for the huzz Hies ahroadj is struck
into astonishment not wholesome. The two raartyrs
of liberty doff their disguises, don their long gowns:
hehold, in the space of an hour, hy aid of ushersand
swift ruuners, the parlement, with its counselors,
presidents, even peers, sits anew assemhled. The
assemblcd parlement declares that tliese its two martyrs eanuot be given up to any suhlunary authority;
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197. On the morrow, which is the 3d of May, 1788,
au astonislied parlement sits convoked, listens speechless to the speeeh ot' D’Espréménil, unfolding the
infinite misdeed. Deed of treachery, of unliallowed
darkness, sueh as despotism loves! Denouuce it, O
parlementof Paris; awaken Franee and the universe;
roll what thnnder-barrels of forensic eloquence thou
hast; with tliee, too, it is verily now or never!
198. The parlement is not wanting at sueh juncture.
Iu the hour of his extreme jeopardy, the lion first
incites himself hy roaring, hy lasliing his sides. So
here the parlement of Paris. On the motion ot
D’Espréménil, a most patriòtic oath, of the oue-andall sort, is sworn, with united throat—an excellent
new idea, which, in these Corning years, sliall not
remain nnimitated. Next comes indomitable declaration, alniost of the rights of man, at least of the rights
of parlement; invocation to the friends of Frencli
freedom, in this and in subsequent time. Ali which,
or the essence of ali which, is brouglit to paper; in a
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moreover, that the “ session is permanent,” admitting
of no adjournment till pursuit of them lias been relinquished.
201. And so, with forensic eloquence, denuneiation and protest, with couriers going and returning,
the parlement, in this state of continual explosión
that shall cease neither night nor day, waitsthe issue. Awakened Paris once more inundates those
outer conrts; boils, in fioods wilder than ever,
tlirough all avenues. Dissonant huhbuh there is;
jargun as of Babel in the liour when they were flrst
smitten (as here) with mutual unintelligibility, and
the people had not yet dispersed!
202. Paris city goes through its diurnal epochs of
working and slumbering; and now, for the second
time, most European and African mortals are asleep.
But here in this Whirlpool of words, sleep falls not;
the night spreads lier coverlid of darkness over it in
vain. Within is the sound of mere martyr inviucibility ; tempered with the due tone of plaintiveness.
Without is the infinite expectant hum—growing
drowsier a little. So has it lasted for six and thirty
hours.
203. But hark, through the dead of midnight,
whattrampis this? Trampas of armed nien, foot
and horse; gardes Françaises, gardes Suisses; marching hither, in silent regularity, in the flare of torchlight! There are sappers, too, with axes and crowbars: apparently, if the doors open not, they will be
forced! It is Captain d’Agoust, missioned from Versailles. D’Agoust, a mau of known firmness, who
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once forced Prince Condé himself, by mere incessant
looking at him, to give satisfaction and fight;*he
now, with axes and torches, is advancingon the very
Banctuary of justice. Sacrilegious, yet what help?
The man is a soldier; looks merely at his orders;
impassive, moves forward like an inanimate engine.
204. The doors open on summons, there need no
axes—door after door. And now the innermost door
opens, discloses the long-gowned senators of France,
a hundred and sixty-seven by tale, seventeen of them
peers, sitting there, majestic, “ in permanent session.”
Were not the man military, and of cast-iron, this
siglit, this silence re-echoing the clank of his own
boots, might stagger him! For the hundred and
sixty-seven reeeive him in perfect silence, which
some liken to that of the Roman senate overfallen
by Brennus; sorbe to that of a nest of coiners surprised by officers of the police.f Messieurs, said
D’Agoust, de par le roi! Express order has charged
D Agoust with the sad duty of arresting two indi
viduals, M. Duval d’Espréménil and M. Goeslard do
Monsabert. Which respectable individuals, as he
has not the honor of knowing them, are hereby invited, in the king’s name, to surrender themselves.
Profound silence! buzz, which grows a murmur:
“ We are all D’Espréménils!” ventures a voice, which
other voices repeat. The president inquires whether
he will employ violence? Captain d’Agoust, honored
with his majesty’s commission, has to execute his
* Weber, i. 283.
t Besenval. iii. 365.
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maj esty’s order; would so gladly do it without violence, will in any case do it; grants an augustsenatc
space to deliberate which melliod they prefer. And
therenpon D’Agoust, with grave military courtesy,
has withdrawn l'or the moment.
205. What boots it, august senators? All avenues
are closed with fixed bayonets. Yourcouriergallops
to Versailles, through the dewy niglit; but also
gallops back again, with tidings that the order is
authentic, that it is irrevocable. The outer courts
simmer with idle population ; but D’Agoust’s grenadier-ranks stand there as immovable flood-gates;
there will be no revolting to deliver you. “ Messieurs!” thus spoke D’Espréménil, “ when the victorious Gauls entered Rome, which they had carried
by assault, the Roman senators, clothed in their
purple, sat there, in their curule chairs, with a proud
and tranquil countenance, awaiting slavery or death.
Such, too, is the lofty spectacle which you, in this
hour, offer to the universe (à l’univers), after having
generously”—with mucli more of the like, as can
still be read.x
206. In vain, O D’Espréménil! Here is this eastiron Captain d’Agoust, with his cast-iron military
air, come back. Despotism, constraint, destruction,
sit waving in his plumes. D’Espréménil must fall
silent; heroically give himself up, lest worst befall.
Him Goeslard heroically imitates. With spoken and
speechless emotion, they fling themselves into the
arms of their parlementary brethren, for a last em

brace; and so, amid plaudits and plaints, from a
liundred and sixty-five throats, amid wavings, sobbings, a whole forest-sigli of parlementary pathos,—
they are led through winding passages to the reargate, wliere, in the grey of the morning, two conches
with exempts stand waiting. There must the victims mount, bayonets menacing beliind. D’Espréménil’s stern question to the populace, “ Whetlier
they have courage T" Is answered by silenee. They
mount and roll, and neither the rising of the May
sun (it is the 6th morning) ñor its setting sliall
lighten their heart; but they tare íorward continually ; D’Espréménil toward the utraost Islesof Sainte
Marguerite, or Hieres (supposed by some, if that is
any comfort, to be Calypso’s island); Goeslard toward
the land-fortress of Pierre-en-Cize, extant then near
the city of Lyons.
207. Captain D’Agoust may now, therefore, look
forward to majorship, to commandantship of the
Tuileries*—and, withal, vanish from history, wliere,
nevertlieless, he has been fated to do a notable thing.
For not only are D’Espréménil and Goeslard safe
whirling southward, but the parlement itself has
straightway to march out—to that also his inexora
ble order reaches. Gathering up their long skirts,
they file out, the whole liundred and sixty-five of
them, through two rowsof unsympatheticgrenadiers,
a spectacle to gods and men. The people revolt not,
they only wonder and grumble; also, we remarle,
these unsympatlietie grenadiers are grades Françaises
* Montgaillard, i. 404.
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—wlio, one day, will sympathize! In a word, the
Palais de Justice is swept ciear, the doors of it are
locked ; and D’Agoust returns to Versailles with the
key in his pocket, having, as was said, merited preferment.
208. As for this parlement of Paris, now turned
out to the Street, we will without reluctanee leave it
there. The beds of justice it had to undergo, in the
coming fortnight at Versailles, in registering, or
rather refusing to register, those new-hatched edicts;
and how it assembled in taverns and tap-rooms
there, for the purpose of protesting ;* or hovered
disconsolate, with outspread skirts, not knowing
where to assemble; and was reduced to Iodge protest
“ with a notary;” and in the end, to sit stili (in a
state of forced “ vacation ”) and do nothing; ali this,
natural now as the burying of the dead after battle,
shall not concern us. The parlement of Paris has as
good as performed its part; doing and misdoing, so
far, but hardly furtber, could it stir the world.
209. Loménie has removed the evil, then ? Not at
ali, not so mnch as the symptom of the evil; scarcely
the twelfth part of the symptom, and exasperated the
other eleven ! The intendant of provinces, the military commandants, are at their posts on the appointed
8th of May, but in no parlement, if not in the single
one of Douai, can these new edicts get registered.
Not peaceable signing with ink, but browbeating,
bloodshedding, appeal to primary club-law! Against
these bailliagcs, against this plenary court, exasperat-

ed Themis everywhere shows face of battle; the
provincial noblesse are of her party, and whoever
hates Loménie and the evil time, wit.. her attorneys
and tipstaves, she enlista and operates down even to
the populace. At Kennes in Brittany, where the
historica! Bertrand de Moleville is intendant, it has
passed froni fatal continua! duelling, between the
military and gentry, to Street fighting, to stonevolleys and musket-shot; and stili the edicts remain
unregistered. The afflicted Bretons send remonstrance
to Loménie, by a deputation of twelve, whom, however, Loménie having heard them, shuts up in the
Bastille. A second, larger, deputation he meets, by
his scouts, on the road, and persuades or frightens
back. But now a third, largest, deputation is indignantly sent by many roads; refused audience on
amving, it meets to take council; invites Lafayette
and all patriot Bretons in Paris to assist, agitates
itself—becomes the Bretón Club, first germ of the
Jacobin’s society.*
210. So many as eight parlements get exiled ;f
others might need that remedy, but it is one not
always easy of appliance. At Grenoble, for instance,
where a Mounier, a Barnave, have not been idle, thf
parlement had due order (by lettres-de-cachet) tn
depart, and exile itself, but on the morrow, instead
of coaches getting yoked, the alarm-bellbursts forth
ominous, and peáis and booms ali day—crowds oi
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mountaineers rush down, with axes, even with firelocks—whom (most ominous of all!) the soldieiy
shows no eagerness to deal with. “ Axe over head,”
the poor general has to sign eapitulation, to engage
that the lettres-de-cachet shall remain unexecuted,
and a beloved parlement stay where it is. Besançon,
Dijon, Bouen, Bourdeanx, are not what they should
he! At Pau in Bearn, where the old commandant
had failed, a new one (a Grammont, native to them)
is met by a procession of townsmen with the eradle
of Henri Quatre, the palladium of their town; is
conjured as he venerates this old tortoise-shell, in
which the great Henri was rocked, not to trample on
Bearnese liberty; is informed, withal, that his majesty’s cannon are all safe, in the keeping of his majesty’s faithful burghers of Pau, and do now lie pointed on the walls there, ready for action*
211. At this rafe, your grand bailliages are like to
have a stormy infaney. As for the plenary eourt, it
has literally expired in the birth. The very courtiers
looked shy at i t ; old Marshal Broglie declined the
honor of sitting therein. Assaulted by a universal
storm of mingled ridicule and execration,f this poor
plenary court met once, and never any second time.

Distraeted country! Contention hisses up, with
forked hydra-tongue, wheresoever poor Loménie sets
his foot. “ Let a commandant, a commissioner of
the king,” says Weber, “ enter one of these par] ements
to have an edict registered, the whole tribunal will
disappear, and leave the commandant alone with the
clerk and first president. The edict registered and
the commandant gone, the whole tribunal hastens
back, to declare such registration nuil. The highways are covered with grand deputations of parlements, proceeding to Yersailles, to have their registers expunged by the king’s hand; or returning
home, to cover a new page with a new lesolution
still more audacious.”*
212. Such is the France of this year 1788. Not
now a golden or paper age of hope, with its horseracings, balloon-flyings, and finer sensibilities of the
heart. A h! gone is that; its golden effulgence paled,
bedarkened in this singular manner, brewing toward
preternatural weather! For, as in that wreek-storm,
of Paul et Yirginie and Saint Pierre, “ One huge
motionless cloud ” (say, of sorrow and indignation)
girdles our whole horizon, streams up, hairy,
copper-edged, over a sky of the color of lead.”
Motionless itself, but “ small clouds,” as exiled parlements and such-like, “ parting from it, fly over the
zenith with the velocity of birds,” till, at last, with
one loud howl, the whole four winds be dashed
together, and all the world exclaim, There is the
tornado! Tout le monde s’écria, voilà l’ouragan!
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213. For the rest, in such circumstances, the suc
cessive loan, very naturally, remains unfilled;
neither, indeed, can that impost of the second twentieth, at least not on “strict valuation,” be levied to
good purpose. “Lenders,” says Weber, in bis hysterical, vehement manner, “are afraid of ruin; taxgatherers of hanging.” The very clergy turn away
their face; convoked in extraordinary assembly, they
afford no gratuitous gift (don gratuit), if it be not
that of advice. Here, too, instead of cash, is clamor
for states-general.*
214. O Loménie-BrieDne, with thy poor flimsy mind
all bewildered, and now “three actual cauteries” on
thy worn-out body, who art like to die of inflammation, provocation, milk-diet, dartres vives, and maladie (best untranslated),f and presidest over, a
France with innumerable actual cauteries, which, also
is dying of inflammation and the rest! Was it wise
to quit the bosky verdures of Brienne, and thy new
ashlar chutean there, and what isheld for thisf Soft
were those shades and lawns; sweet the hymns of
poetasters, the banishments of high-rouged graces,}
and always this and the other philosopher Morellet
(nothing deeming himself or thee a qüestionable
sham priest) could be so happy in making happy;
and, also (hadst thou known it), in the military
school hard by, there sat, studying mathematics, a
dusky-complexioned, taciturn boy, under the ñame

of Napoleón Bonaparte! With fifty years of effort,
and one final dead-lift struggle, thou hast made an
exchange! Thou hast got thy robe of office, as Her
cules had his Nessus’s shirt.
215. On the 13th of July of this 1788, there fell, on
the very edge of harvest, the most frightful hailstorm, scattering into wild waste the fruits of the
year, which had otherwise suffered grievously by
drought. For sixty leagues round Paris, especially,
the ruin was almost total.* To so mauy other evils,
then, there is to be added that of dearth, perhaps of
famine.
216. Some days before this hailstorm, on the 5th
of July, and still more decisively some days after it,
on the 8th of August, Loménie announces that the
states-general are actually to meet in the following
month of May. Till after which period, this of the
plenary court, and the rest, shall remain postponed.
Further, as in Loménie there is no plan of forming or
holding these most desirabie states-general, “thinkers
are invited” to furnish him with one, through the
medium of discussion by the public press!
217. What could a poor minister do ? There are
still ten months of respite reserved. A sinking pilot
will fling out all things, his very biscuit-bags, lead,
log, compass, and quadrant, before flinging out him
self. It is on this principie of sinking, and the
incipient delirium of despair, that we explain, likewise, the almost miraculous “invitation to thinkers.”
Invitation to chaos to be so kind as build, out of ita
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tumultuous drift-wood, an ark of escape for him?
In these cases, not invitation, but command, lias
usually proved serviceable. The queen stood that
evening, pensive, in a window, with her face turned
toward the garden. The chef de gobelet had followed
her with an obsequious cup of coffee, and tben retired till it were sipped. Her majesty beckoned
Dame Campan to approach. “Grand Dieu!” murmured she, with the cnp in her hand, “what a piece
of news will be made public to-day! The King
grants states-general.” Tlien raising her eyes to
heaven (if Campan were not mistaken), she added,
“’Tis a tirst beat of the drum of ill-omen for France.
This noblesse will ruin us.”*
218. During all thathatchingof the plenary court,
wliile Lamoignon looked so mysterious, Besenval had
Kept asking him one question: Whether they had
cash ? To which, as Lamoignon ai ways answered (on
the faith of Loménie), that the cash was safe,
judicious Besenval rejoined tlien that all was safe.
Nevertheless, the melancholy fact is, that the royal
coffers are almost getting literally void of coin. Indeed, apart from all other things, this “invitation to
thinkers,” and the great change now at hand, are
enongh to “arrest the circulation of capital,” and forward only that of pamphlets. A few thousand
gold louis are now all of money or money’s worth
that remains in the king’s treasury. With another
movement, asof desperation, Loménie invites Necker
lo come and be controller of finances ! Necker has
* Campan, iii. 104,111.
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other work in view than controlling finances for
Loménie; with a dry refusal, he stands taciturn,
awaiting bis time.
219. What shall a desperate prime minister do '?
He has grasped at the strong-box of the King’s
Theater. Some lottery had been set on foot for
those sufferers by the hailstorm; in his extreme
necessity, Loménie lays hands even on this* To
make provisión for the passing day, on any terms,
will soon be impossible. On the 16th of August,
poor Weber heard at Paris and Yersailles, hawkers,
“with a hoarse, stifled tone of voice fvoix étoufféej
sourde),” drawling and snuffling through the streets
an edict concerning payments (such was the soft title
Rivarol had contrived for it). All payments at the
royal treasury shall be made henceforth three-fifths
in cash, and the remaining two-fifths—in paper bearingiuterest! Poor Weber almost swooned at the
sound of these cracked voices, with their doleful
raven-note, and will never forget the effect it had on
him.f
220. But the effect on Paris, on the world generally? From the dens of stock brokerage, from the
heights of political economy, of Neckerism and
philosophism, from all articulate and inarticulate
throats, rise hootings and howlings, such as ear had
not yet heard. Sedition itself mar' ae imminent!
Monseigneur d’Artois, moved by Dnwhess Polignac,
feels called to wait upon her majesty, and explain
* Besenval. iii. 360.
t Weber, i. 339.
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frankly what crisis matters stand in. ‘'The queen
wept,” Brienne himself wept, í'or it is now visible and
palpable that he must go.
221. Remains only that the court, to whom his
manners and garrulities were always agreeable, shall
make his fall soft. The grasping oíd man has already
got hisarchbishopship of Toulouse exclianged for the
richer one of Sens; and now, in this hour of pity, he
shall havethe co-adjutorshipfor his nephew (hardly
yet of due age); a dameship of the palace for his niece,
a regiment for her husband, for himself a red cardinal’s hat, a coupe de bois (cutting from theroyal for
ests), and, on the wliole, “ from five to six hundred
thonsand livres of revenue.”* Finally, his brother, the
Comte de Brienne, shall still continuo war-minister.
Buckled round with such bolsters and huge featherbeds of promotion, let him now fall as soft as he
can!
222. And so Loménie departs; ricli, if court-tiles
and money-bonds can enrich him, but, if these cannot, perhaps the poorest of all extant raen. “ Hissed
at bv the people of Versailles,” he drives forth to
Jardi, southward to Brienne, for recovery of health.
Then to Nice, to Italy, but shall return; shall glide
to and fro, tremulous, faint-twinkling, fallen on
awful times, till the guillotine snuff out his weak
existence ? Alas! worse: for it is hlown out, or
choked out, foully, pitiably, on the way to the guil
lotine ! In his palace of Sens, rude Jacobin bailiffs
made him drink with them from his own wine-cel-

lars, feast with them from his own larder, and on the
morrow morning the miserable oíd man lies dead.
This is the end of Prime Minister Cardinal Arehbishop Loménie de Brienne. Flimsier mortal was
never fated to do as weighty a mischief, to have a
life as despicable-envied, an exit as frightful. Fired
as the phrase is, with ambition; blown, like a kindled rag, the sport of winds, not this way, not that
way, but of all ways, straight toward such a powdermine—which he kindled! Let us pity the hapless
Loménie, and forgive him; and as soon as possible,
forget him.
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223. Besenval, during these extraordinary operations of payment two-fifths in paper, and ehange of
prime minister, liad been out on a tour through his
district of command, and, indeed, for the last months
peacefully drinking the waters of Contrexéville, Returning now in the end of August toward Moulins,
and“knowing nothing,” he arrives one evening at
Langres, finds the whole town in a state of uproar
(grande rumeur). Doubtless some sedition, a thing
too common in these days. He alights, nevertheless,
inquires of a “ man tolerably dressed,” what the matter is. “ Iíow,” answers the m an; “ you have not
heard the news f The archbishop is thrown out, and
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M. Necker is reealled; and all is going to go well.”*
224. Such rumeur and vociferous acclaim has
arisen round M. Necker, ever from “ that day when
he issued from thequeen’s apartments,” anominated
minister. It was on the 24th of August, “ the galleries of the cháteau, the courts, the streets of Versailles, in few hours the capital, and as the news
flew, all France, resounded with the cry of Vive le
Roi! Vive M. Necker ! ”f In Paris, indeed, it unfortnnately got the length of “ turhulence.” Petards,
rockets go off in the Place Dauphine, more than
enough. A “wieker figure (mannequin d’osier),” in
archbishop’s stole made emblematically, three-fiftlis
of it satin, two-fifths of it paper, is promenaded.not
in silence, to the popular judgment-bar; is doomed,
shriven by a mock Abbé de Yermond, then solemnly
consumed by fire at the foot of Henri’s statue on the
Pont Neuf—with such petarding and huzzaing that
Chevalier Dnbois and his city-watch see good finally
to make a charge (more or less ineffectual); and
there wanted not burning of sentry-boxes, forcing of
guard-houses, and also “ dead bodies thrown into the
Seine overnight,” to avoid new effervescence.J
225. Parlements, therefore, shall return from exile;
plenax’y court, payment two-fifths in paper, have vanished, gone off in smoke, at the foot of Henri’s statue.

States-general (with a political millennium) are now
certain, nay, it shall be announeed, in our fond haste,
for January next; and all, as the Langres man said,
is “going to go.”
226. To the proplieticglance of Besenval, one other
thing is too apparent, that fvieml I.amoignon cannot
keep his keepership. Neither he nor war-minister
Comte de Brienne! Already old Foulon, with an eye
to be war-minister himself, is making underground
movements. This is that same Foulon named Ame
damnée du parlement, a man grown gray in treachery, in griping, projecting, intriguing, and iniquity ;
who, once when it was objected to some finance
scheme of his, “ What will the people do ?” made
answer in the fire of discussion, “ The people may
eat g ra ssh a sty words, which fly abroad irrevoca
ble, and will send back tidings.
227. Foulon, to the relief of the world, fails on
this occasion ; and will always fail. Nevertheless, it
steads not M. de Lamoignon. It steads not the
doomed man that he have interviews with the king,
and be “ seen to return radieux,” emitting rays.
Lamoignon is the hated of parlements; Comte de
Brienne is brother to the cardinal arelibishop. The
24th of August has been, and the 14th September
is not yet, when they two, as their great principal
had done, descend—made to fall soft, like him.
228. And now, as if thelastburden had been rolled
from its heart, and assurance were at length perfect,
Paris bursts forth anew into extreme jubilee. The
basoche rejoices aloud that the foe of parlements
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is fallen; nobility, gentrv, commonalty have rejoiced,
and rejoice. Nay, now, with emphasis, rascality itself, starting suddenly from its dim deptlis, will arise
and do it; for down even thither the new political
evangel, in some rude versión or other, has penetrated. It is Monday, the 14th of Septemher, 1788:
rascality assembles anew iu great forcé, in the Place
Dauphine; lets oíf petards, fires blunderbusses, to an
Ineredible extent, without interval, for eighteenhours.
There is again a wicker figure, “mannequin of osier”
the center of endless howlings. Also Necker’s portrait snatched or purchased from a print-shop, is
borne processionally, aloft on a perch, with liuzzas—
an example to be remembered.
229. But chiefly on the Pont Neuf, where the great
Henri, in bronze, rides sublime, there do the crowds
gather. All passengers must stop till they have
bowed to the people’s king, and said audibly, Vive
Henri Quatre; au diable Lamoignon! No carviage
but must stop, not even that of bis highness d’Orléans.
Your coach-doors are opencd; monsieur wiil please
to put fortli his head and bow, or even if refractory,
to alight altogether and kneel; from madarne a wave
of lier plumes, a smile of her iair face where she sits
shall suffice; and surely a coin or two (to buy fusées)
were not unreasonable from the upper classes, friends
ofliberty? In'this manner it proceeds for days, in
such rude horse-play—not without kicks. The citywatch can do nothing—hardly save its own skin.
For the last twelvemonths, as we have sometimes
seen, it has been a kind of pastime to hunt tlifi watch.

Besenval, indeed, is athand with soldiers; but they
have orders to avoid firing, and are not prompt to
stir.
230. On Monday morning, the explosión of petards
began, and now it is near midnight of Wednesday;
and the “wicker mannequin” is to be buried—apparently in the antique fashion. Long rows of torches
following it, move toward the Hotel Lamoignon; but
“a servant of mine” (Besenval’s) hasrun to give warning, and there are soldiers come. Gloomy Lamoig
non is not to die by conflagration; or this night—not
yet for a year, and then by gunshot (suicidal or acci
dental is unknown).* Foiled rascality burns its
“mannikin of osier,” under his Windows, “tearsup the
sentry-box,” and rolls off to try Brienne; to try Dubois, captain of the watch. Now, however, all is
bestirring itself, gardes Françaises, invalides, horsepatrol: the torch procession is met with sharp shot,
with the thrusting of bayonets, the slashing of sabers.
Even Dubois makes a charge with that cavalry of his,
and the cruelest charge of all: “there are a great
many killed and wounded.” Not without clangor,
complaint, subsequent criminal trials, and official
persons dying of heart-break.f So, however, with
steel-besom, rascality is brushed back into its dim
depths, and streets are swept clear.
231. Not for a centurv and a half had rascality
ventured to step forth in this fashion; not for so long
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showed its huge rude lineaments in the light of day,
A wonder and new thing, as yet gamboling merely,
in awkward Brobdignag sport, not without quaintness, hardly in anger: yet in its huge, half-vacant
laugh lurks a shade of grimness—which could unfold
itself.
232. However, the thinkers invited by Loménie
are now far on with tbeir pamphlets; States-general
on one plan or another, will infallibly meet; if not in
January, as was once hoped, yet at latest in May.
Oíd Duke de Riclielieu, moribund in these autumn
days, opens liis eyes once more, murmuring, “What
would LouisFourteenth” (whomheremembers) “have
said?”—then closes them again, forever, hefore the
evil time.
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233. The universal prayer, therefore, is to be fulfilled ! Always in days of national perplexity, whea
wrong abounded and help was not, this remedy of
states-general was ealled for, by a Malesherbes, nay,
by a Fénelon ;* even parlements calling for it were
“ escorted with blessings.” And now, behold, it is
vouchsafed u s; states-general shall verily be!
234. To say, let states-general be, was easy , to say
in what manner they shall be, is not so easy. Since
the year 1614, there have no states-general met in
France, all trace of them has vanished from the
living habits of men. Their structure, powers, methods of procedure, which were never in any measure
fixed, have now become wholly a vague possibility.
Clay which the potter may shape, this way or that—
say, rather, the twenty-five millions of potters; for
* Montgaillard, i. 461.
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so many have now, more or less, a vote in i t ! How
to shape the states-general ? There is a problem.
Each body-corporate, each privileged, each organized
class, has secret hopes of its own in that matter; and
also seeret misgivings of its own—for, behold, this
monstrous twenty-million class, hitherto the dumb
sheep which these others had to agree about the
manner of shearing, is now also arising with hopes!
It has ceased or is ceasing to be dumb ; itspeaks
through pamphlets, or at least brays and growls behind them, in unisón—increasing wonderfully their
volume of sound.
235. As for the parlement of Paris, it has at once
declared for the “ oíd form of 1614.” Which form
had this advantage, that the tiers etat, third estáte,
or commons, figured there as a show mainly ; whereby the noblesse and clergy had but to avoid quarrel
between themselves, and decide unobstructed what
they thought best. Such was the clearly declared
opinión of the Paris parlement. But, being met by
a storm of mere hooting and howling from all men,
such opinión was blown straightway to the winds,
and the popularity of the parlement along with it—
never to return. The parlement’s part, we said above,
was as good as played. Concerning which, however,
there is this further to be noted, the proximity of
dates. It was on the 22d of September that the par
lement retumed from "vacation ” or “ exile in its estates,” to be reinstalled amid boundless jubilee from
all Paris. Precisely next day it was that the same
parlement carne to its “ clearly declared opinión ; ”
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and then, on th< morrow after that, yon behold it
“ coveredwith ouwages;” its outer court one vast
sibilation, and the glory departed from it for evermore.^ A popuiarity of twenty-four hours was, in
those times, no uncommon allowance.
236. On tlie otner hand, how superfluous was that
invitation of Loménie’s, the invitation to thinkers!
Thinkers and unthinkers, by the million, are spontaneously at their post, doing what is in them,
Clubs labor: Sociétd Publicóle, Bretón Club, Enraged
Club (Club des Enragés). Likewise dinner-parties
in the Palais Royal; your Mirabeaus, Talleyrands
dining there, in company with Chamforts, Morellets,
with Duponts and hot parlementeers, not without
object! For a certain Neckerean lion’s provider.
whom one could ñame, assembles them theref—or
even their own private determination to have dinner
does it. And then as to pamphlets—in figurativo
language, “It is a sheer snowing of pamphlets; like
to snow-up the government thoroughfares!” Now'
is the time for friends of freedom: sane, and even
insane.
237. Count, or self-styled Count, d’Aintrigues,
“ the young Languedocian gentleman,” with perhaps, Chamfort the cjmic to help him. rises into furor
almost Pythic; highest where many are. high.J'
Foolish young Languedocian gentleman, who himself so soon, “ emigrating among the foremost,” has
* Weber,i. 347.
t Ibid. i. 303
i 457-9lémOÍreS’surle9 Etílt3-Généraux.” See Montgaillard
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to fly indignant over the marches, with the “contrat so
cial” in his pocket, toward outer darkness, thaukless
intriguings, ignis-fatuus hoverings, and death by the
stiletto! Abbé Sieyes has left Ohartres Cathedral, and
canonry and book-shelves there; has let his tonsure
grow, and come to Paris witli a secular head, of the
most irrefragable sort, to ask three qüestions, and
answer them : What is the third estáte? All. What
has it hitherto leen in our forrn of government ? Nothing. What docs it want ? To bccome something.
238. D’Orléans—for be sure he, on his way to
chaos, is in the thick of this—promulgates his “ Deliberations,”* fathered by him, written by Lacios of
the “ Liaisons Dangereuses.” The result of which
comes out simply, “ The third estáte is the nation.”
On the other liand, Monseigneur d’Artois, with other
princes of the blood, publishes, in solemn “memorial”
to the kiug, that if such things be listened to, privilege, nobility, monarchy, church, state, and strongbox are in danger.f In danger truly ; and yetif you
do not listen, are they out of danger ? It is the voice
of all Prance, this sound that rises. Immeasurable,
manifold, as the sound of outbreaking wàters; wise
were he who knew what to do in it—if not to fly to
the mountains, and hide himself?
239. How an ideal, all-seeing Tersadles govern
ment, sitting there on such principies, in such an
* “ Délibérations è prendre pour les Assemblées de
pailliages.”
t " Mémoire presenté au Roi” par Monseigneur Cornie
a’Artois, M. le Prince de Coudé, M. leD uc Bourbon, d Bug-hien. et M. le Prince de Conti. (Given i n “ Hist. Pari.
!.
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envionment, would have determined to demean itself
at this new juncture, may even yet be a question.
Such a government would have felt too well that its
long task was now drawing to a close; that, under
the guise of these states-general, at length inevitable,
a new omnipotent unknown of democracy was Corn
ing into being; in presence of which no Tersadles
government either could or should, except in a provisory character, continue extant. To enact which
provisory character, sounspeakably important, miglit
its whole facul ties but have snfficed ; and so a peaceable, gradual, well-conducted abdication and Dominedimittas have been the issue!
240. This for our ideal, all-seeing Tersadles govemment. But for the actual, irrational Tersadles
government ? Alas, that is a government existing
there only for its own behoof; without right, except
possession; and now also without might. It foresees
nothiug, sees nothing; has not so much as a purpose.
but has only purposes—and the instinct whereby ad
that exists will struggle to keep existing. Wholly a
vortex, in which vain counsels, hallueinations, falschoods, intrigues, and imbeciiities whirl.like withered
rubbish in the meeting of winds! The CEil-de-Bceuf
has its irrational hopes, if also its fears. Since hith
erto all states-general have done as good as nothing,
why should these do more ? The commons, indeed!
look dangerous; but, on the whole, is not revolt, un
known now for flve generations, an impossibility ?
The three estafes can, by management, be set against
each other; the third will, as heretofore, join with
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the king; will, out of mere spite and self-interest, be
eager to tax and vex the otlier two. The other two
are thus delivered bound into our hands, that wemay
fleece them likewise. Wliereupon, moneybeing got,
and the three estatesall in quarrel. dismiss them, and
let the future go as it can! As good Archbishop
Lomènie was wont to say, “ There are so many acci
dents ; and it needs but one to save us.” Yes; and
h o w many to destroy us?
241. Poor Necker in the midst of such an anarehy
do¡s what is possible for him. He looks into it with
obstinately hopeful face; lauds the known rectitudo
of the kingly mind; listens indulgent-like to the
known perverseness of the queenly and courtly—■
emits, if any proclamation or regulation, one favoring
thetiers etat; but settling nothing; hovering afar
off, rather, and advising all things to settle tliemselves. The grand qüestions, for the present, have
got reduced to two—the double representation, ana
the vote by head. Shallthe commonshave a “ double
representation,” that is to say, have as manymembers as the noblesse and clergy united ? Shall the
states-general, when once assembled, vote and delib
erate, in one body, or in three separate bodies; “ vote
by head, or vote by class”—ordre, as they cali it?
These are the moot-points now ñlling all French witli
jargón, logic, and eleutlieromania. To terminate
which, Necker betliinks him, might not a second
convocation of the notables be flttest? Such second
convocation is resolved on.
242. On the 6th of November of this year 1788,
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these notables accordingly have reassembled, after an
interval of some eighteen months. They are Calonne’s old notables, the same hundred and fortyfour—to show one’s impartiality; likewise to save
time. They sit there once again, in their seven
bureaus, in the liard winter weather: it is the hardest winter since 1709; thermometer below zero of
Falirenlieit, Seine river frozen over* Cold, scarcity,
and eleutlieromaniac clamor: a changed world since
these notables were “ organed out,” in May gone a
year! They shall see now whetlier, under tlieir seven
princes of the blood, in their seven bureaus, they can
settle the moot-points.
243. To the surprise of patriotism, these notables,
once so patriòtic, seem to incline the wrong way,
toward the anti-patriotic side. They stagger at the
double representation, at the vote by head: there is
not affirmative decisión; there is mere debating, and
that not with the best aspeets. For, indeed, were not
these notables themselves mostly of the privileged
classes ? They clamored once ; now they have their
misgivings, make their dolorous representations. Let
them vanish, ineffectual, and return no more! They
vanish, after a month’s session, on this 12th of De
cember, year 1788—the last terrestria] notables—not
to reappear any other time in the history of the
world.
244. And so, the clamor still continuing, and the
pamphlets, and nothing but patrio tic addresses, louder
etc.

* Marmontel, “ Mémoires” (London, 1305), tv. 33.
Pari.”
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and louder, pouring in on us from all còrners of
France—Necker himself, some fortnight after, before
the year is yet done, has to present his “ Report,
recommending at his own risk that saíne double representations; nay, alinost enjoining it, so loud is
jargon and eleutheromania. What dubitating, what
circumambulating! These whote six noisy months
(for itbegan with Briennein July), hasnot “ report”
followed “ report,” and one proclamation üown in
the teeth of the otlier ? ”f
245. However, that first moot-point, as we see, is
now settled. As for the second, that of voting bv
head or by order, it unfortunately is still left hanging. It hangs there, we may say, between the privileged orders and the unpriviieged, as a ready-made
battle-prize, and necessityof war, from the veryfirst;
which battle-prize, whosoever seizes it may theneeforth bear as battle-flag, wit-h the bestomens!
246. But so, at least, by royal edict of the 24th of
January.t does it finally, to im patient, expectant
France, become not only indubitable that national
deputies are to meet, but possible (so far and hardly
farther has the royal regnlation gone) to begin eleoting them.

CHAPTER II.

166

* “ Rapport fait au Kol dans son Conseil, le 27 Décem-

b,t'5 th Julv; 8th August; 23dSeptem ber,etc . etc.
....... du
........................
JJUU l mla vConvocation
w u i v c i v u u u «des
v u íEtats
m,
+T “ Réfflement
Roí pour
~
t _____ - i i ___ •>
/T>
íir l uwrong
r r n n i r rdated,
l o t n r l iin
r
Généraux
à- tVersailles.”
(Reprinted,
“Histoire Parlem entaire,” i. 262).

167

THE ELECTION.

247. Up, then, and be doing! The royal sigualword flies througli France, as through vast forests
the rushing of a nxighty wind. At parish cliurches,
in town-halls, and every house of convocation ; by
bailliages, by seneschalsies, in whatsoever form nien
convene; there, with confusión enough, are primary
assemblies forming. To elect, your electors, sucli is
the form prescribed ; then to draw up your “ writ of
plaints and grievances (cahier de plaintes et doiéances),” of which latter there is no lack.
248. With such virtue works this royal January
edict, as it rolls rapidly, in its leathern mails, aiong
these frost-bound highways, toward all the four
winds. Like some flat, or magic spell-word—whieli
such things do resemble! For always, as it sounds
out “ at the market-cross,” accompanied with trumpet-blast, presided by bailli, seneschal, or other
minor functionaries, with beef-eaters, òr, in country
churches, is droned forth after sermón, “ au prone
des messes paroissales,” and is registered, posted, and
let fly over all the world—-you behold how this multitudinous French people, so long simmering and
buzzing in eager expectancy, begins heaping and
shaping itself into orgànic groups. Which orgànic
groups, again, hold smaller orgànic grouplets; the
inarticulate buzzing becomes articulate speaking and
acting. By primary assembly, and then by secondary;
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by “ successive elections,” and infinite elaboration
and scrutiny, according to prescribed proccss—shall
tlie genuine “plaints and grievances” be at length
got to paper, shall the fit national representative be
at lengtli laid hold of.
249. How the whole people shakes itself, as if it
had one life, and, in thousand-voiced rumor, announces that it is awake, suddenly out of long deathsleep, and will thenceforth sleep no more! The
long-looked-for has come at last; wondrous news, of
victory, deliverance, enfranchisement, sounds magical
through every heart. To the proud, strong man it
has come, whose strong hands shall no more be
gyved, to whom boundless unconquered continents
lie disclosed. The vveary day-drudge has heard of
it; the beggar with his crust moistened in tears.
W hat! to us also has liope reached, down even to us ?
Hunger and hardship are not to be eternal? The
bread ive extorted from the rugged glebe, and, with
the toil of our sinews, reaped and ground, and kneaded
into loaves, was not wholly for another, then, but
we, also, shall eat of it, and be filled ? Glorious news
(answer the prudent elders),but ali too unlikely!
Thus, at anyrate, may the lower people, who pay no
money taxes, and have no right to vote,* assiduously
crowd round those that do, and most halls of assembly, within doors and without, seem animated
enough.
250. Paris alone, of towns, is to have representa• « Réglemçnt du Koi,” (in “Histoira Parlomentaire,”
as above, i- 86T-307J-

tives ; the number of them, twenty Paris is divided
into sixty districts, eacli of which (assembled in some
churcli, or the like) is choosing two electors. Oflichil
deputations pass from district to district, for all is
inexperience as yet, and there is endless Consulting.
The streets swarm strangely with busy crowds, pací
fic, yet restless and loquacious; at intervals is seen
the gleam of military muskets, especially about the
palais, where the parlement, once more on duty, sits
querulous, almost tremulous.
251. Busy is the French world! In those great
days, what poorest speculative craftsman but will
leave his workshop, if not to vote, yet to assist in
voting? On all highways is a rustling and bustling.
Ovei the wide surface of Franee, ever and anon,
through the spring months, as the sower casts his
corn abroad upon the furrows, sounds of congregating and dispersing, of crowds in deliberation, acclamation, voting by ballot and by voice, rise discrepant
toward the ear of lieaven. To which political plienomena add this economieal one, that trade is
stagnant, and also bread getting dear; for before the
rigorous winter there was, as we said, a rigorous
summer. with drought, and on the 13th of July with
destructive hail. What a fearful day! all eried
while that tempest feli. Alas, the next anniversary
of it will be a worse.* Under such aspects is Franee
electing national representatives.
252. The incidents and specialties of tliese elections
belong not to universal, but to local orparish history,

i6o

* BaiUy, “ Mémoires,” i. 336.
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for which reason let not the new troubles of Grenoble
or Besançon, the bloodshed on the streets of Kennes,
and conseqüent marcli thitlier of the Bretón “ young
men,” with manifestó by their “ mothers, sisters, and
sweethearts,”* ñor such-like, detain us here. It is
the same sad history everywhere, with superficial
variations. A reinstated parlement (as at Besançon),
which stands astonished at this behemoth of a statesgeneral it had itself evoked, starts forward with
more or less audacity, to fix a thorn in its nose, and,
alas, is instantaneously struck down, and hurled
quite out, for the new popular forcé can use not only
arguments but brickbats ! Or else, and perhaps combined with this, it is an order of noblesse (as in
Brittany), which will beforehand tie up the third
estáte, that it harm not the oíd privileges. In which
act of tying up, never so skillfully set about, there is
likewise no possibility of prospering; but the behemoth-Briareus snaps your cords like green rushes.
Tie up ? Alas, messieurs! And then, as for your
chivalry rapiers, valor, and wager-of-battle, think
one moment, how can that answer? The plebeian
lieart, too, has red life in it, which changes not to
palenessat glance even of you ; and “ the six hundred
Bretón gentlemen assembled in arms, for seventy-two
hours, in the Cordeliers’ cloister, at Bennes,” have

to come out again, wiser than they entered. For the
Nantes youth, the Angers youtli, all Brittany, was
astir; “ mothers, sisters, and sweethearts ” shrieking
after them, March! The Bretón noblesse must even
let the mad world have its way.*
253. In other provinces, the noblesse, with equal
good-will, finds it better to stick to protests, to wellredacted “ cahiersof grievances,” and satirical writings and speeches. Such is partially their course in
Provence, whither, indeed, Gabriel Honore Biquetti,
Comte de Mirabeau, has rushed down from Paris to
speak a word in season. In Provence, the privileged,
backed by their Aix parlement, discover that such
novelties, enjoined though they be by royal edict,
tend to national detriment, and, wliat is still more
indisputable, “ to impair the dignily of the noblesse.”
Whereupon. Mirabeau protesting aloud, this same
noblesse, amid huge tumult witbin doors and without, flatly determines to expel him from their assembly. No other method, not even that of successive
duels, would answer with him, the obstreperous,
fierce-glaring man. Expelled he accordingly is.
254. “ In all countries, in all times,” exclaims he,
departing, “ the aristocrats have implaeably pursued
every friend of the people, and with tenfold implacability if such a one were himself bom of the aristocracy. It was thus that the last of the Gracchi perished, by the hands of the patricians. But he, being
struck with the mortal stab, flung dust toward heav* “ Hist.Parí.”i. 287- “ Deux Amis de la Liberté,"!.

170

♦ “ P rotestation et A rrété des Jeunes Gens de Ia Ville
de Nantes, du 28Janvier, 1789, avant leurdópartpour Itennes. A rreté d .s Jeunes G ensde la Ville d’Angers, du 4
Février, 1789, Arrété desMéres. Soeurs, Epouses, et
Amantes des Jeunes Citoyens d'Angei’S, du 6 Février,
1789.” (Keprinted in “Histoire Parlem entaire,” i 290-3)
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en, and called on the avenging deities; and fromthis
dust there ivas born Marius—Marius not so illustrious
for exterminating the Cimbri as for overturning in
Home the tyranny of the nobles.” * Casting up
which new curious handful of dust (through the
printing-press) to breed what it can and may, Mirabeau stalks forth into the third estáte.
255. That he now, to ingratiate himself with this
third estáte, “ opened a cloth-shop in Marseilles,”
and, for moments, became a furnishing tailor, or even
the fable that he did so, is to us always among the
pleasant memorabilities of this era. Stranger clothier never wielded the ell-wand and rent webs for
men, or fractional parts of men. The fils adoptif is
indignant at such disparaging fable,t which, nevertheless, was widelybelieved in those days.J But, indeed, if Achilles, in the heroic ages, killed mutton,
why should not Mirabeau, in the unheroic ones,
measure broadcloth ?
256. More autheutic are his triumph-progresses
through that disturbed district, with mob-jubilee,
flaming torches, “ Windows liired for two louis,” and
voluntary guard of a hundred men. He is deputy
elect, both of Aix and of Marseilles. but will prefer
Aix. He has opened his far-sounding voice, the
depths of his far-sounding soul ; he can quell (such
virtue is in a spoken word) the pride-tumults of the
rich, the hungeT-tumults of the poor; and wild mul-

titudes move under him, as under the moon do billows of the sea; he has become a world-compeller,
and ruler over men.
257. One other incident and specialty we note,
with how different an interest! It is of the parlement of Paris, which starts forward like the others
(only with less audacity, seeing better how it lay),
to nose-ring that behemoth of a states-general.
Worthy Doctor Guillotin, respectable practitioner in
Paris, has drawn up his little “ plan of a cahier of
doléances ”—as he had not, having the wish and gift,
the clearest liberty to do ? He is getting the people
to sign it, whereupon the surly parlement summons
him to give account of himself. He goes, but with
ali Paris at his heels, which floods the outer courts,
and copiously signs the cahier even there, while the
doctor is giving account of himself w ithin! The
parlement cannot too soon dismiss Guillotin, with com
pliments, to be borne home shoulder-high.* This re
spectable Guillotin we hope to behold once more,
and perhaps only once; the parlement not even once,
but let it be ingulfed unseen by us.
258. Meanwhile, such things, cheering as they are,
tend little to cheer the national creditor, or indeed,
the creditor of any kind. In the midst of universal
portentous doubt, what certainty can seem so certain
as money in the purse, and the wisdom of keeping
it there? Trading speculation, commerce of all
kinds, has, as far as possible, come to a dead pause,
and the handof the industrious lies idle in his bosom.
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Frightful enough, when now the rigor of the season
has also done its part, and to scarcity of work is
added scarcity of food! In the opening spring,
there come rumors of forestallment; there come king’s
edicts, petitions of bakers against millers; and, at
length, in the montb of April, troops of ragged lackalis, and fierce cries of starvation! These aro the
thrice-famed brigands; an actual existing quotity of
persons, who, long reflected and reverberated tlirough
so many millions of heads, as in concave multiplying
mirrors, hecome a whole brigand world, and, like a
kind of supernatural machinery, wondrously more
the epos of the revolution. The brigands are here,
the brigands are there, the brigands are coming!
Not otherwise sounded the clangof Phoïbus Apollo’s
silver bow, scattering pestilence and pale terror;
for this clang, too, was of the imagination, preternat
ural, and it, too, walked in formless immeasurability,
having made itself likc to the night. (vuxt'i èncxcúç'j
259. But remark, at least, for the first time, the
singular empire of suspicion in those lands m those
days. If poor famishing men shall, prior to death,
gather in groups and crowds, as the poor fieldfares
and plovers do in bitter weather, were it but that
they may chirp mournfully together, and misery
look in the eyes of. misery; if famishing men (what
famishing fieldfaies cannot do) should discover, once
congregated, that they need not die while food is in
the land, since they are many, and with empty wallets have riglit hands—in all this what need were
there of preternatural machinery ? To those people
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none, but not to French people in a time of revolu
tion. These brigands (as Turgofs also were, fourteen years ago) have all been set on; enlisted,
though without tap of drum, by aristocrats, by
demócrata, by D’Orléans, D’Artois, and enemies of
the puhlic weal. Nay, historians, to this day, will
prove it by one argument: these brigands, preteuding to have no v’ctual, nevertheless contrive to drink,
nay, have been seen drnnk.* An unexampled fact!
But, on the whole, may we not predict that a people,
with such a width of credulity and of incredulity
(the proper unión of which makes suspicion, and,
indeed, unreason generally), will see shapes enough
of immortals fighting in its battle-ranks, and never
want for epical machinery ?
260. Be this as it may, the brigands are clearly
got to Paris in considerable multitudes,)' with sallow
faces, lank hair (the true enthnsiast complexión),
with sooty rags, and, also, with large clubs, which
they smite angrily against the pavement! These
mingle in the election tum uit; would fainsignGuillotin’s cahier, or any cahier or petition wliatsoever,
could they but write. Their enthusiast complexión,
the smiting of their sticks, bodes little good to any
one, least of all to rich master-manufacturers of ;ho
suburb Saint-Antoine, with whose workmen they
consort.
* Lacretelle, “ 18me Siécle," ii-155.
t B esen val,lii. 385, eto.
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GKOWH ELECTRIC.

261. But, now al so, national deputies from all ends
of France are in Paris, with tlieir commissions, wliat
they call pouvoirs, or powers, in their poekets, inquiring, Consulting, looking out for lodgings at Versailles. The states-general sliall open there, if not
on tlie lst, then, surely, on the 4th of May, in grand
procession and gala. The Salle des Menus is all new
carpentered, bedizened for thenr; their very costume
has been fixed; a grand controversy which there vvas
as to “ sloucli-hats or slouched-hats ” for the commons deputies, has got as good as adjusted. Ever
new strangers arrive; lonngers, miscellaneous persons, officers on furlough—as the worthy Captain
Dampmartin, whom we hope to be acquainted with
—these, also, from all regions, have repaired hither
to see what is toward. Our Paris committees, of
the sixty distriets, are busier than ever; it is now
too ciear, the Paris elections will be late.
262. On Monday, the 27th day of April, astronomer Bailly notices that the Sieur Réveillon is not at
his post. The Sieur Réveillon—“ extensive paper
manufacturer of the Rue Saint-Antoine ”—he, commonly so punctual, is absent from electoral committee, and even will never reappear there. In those
“ immense magazines of velvet paper ” has aught befallen? Alas, yes! Alas' it is no montgolfier rising
there to-day, but drudgery, rascality, and the sub-
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urb that is rising! AVas the Sieur Réveillon, himself
once a journeyman, heard to say that “ a journeyman
miglit li ve handsomely on fífteen sous a day ?” Some
sevenpence half-penny. ’Tis a slender sum! Or was
he only thought and believed to be heard saying it?
By this long chafiug and friction, it would appear.
the national temper has got electric.
263. Dowu in those dark dens, in those dark heads
and hungry hearts, who knows in whatstrange figure
the new political evangel may have sliaped itself;
what miraculous a communion of drndges” may be
getting formed! Enongh grim indi viduals—soon
waxing to grim multitudes, and other multitudes
crowding to see—beset that paper-warehouse; dem
onstrate in loud ungrammatical language (addressed
1.0 the passions too), the insufficiency of sevenpence
iialf-penny a day. The city watch cannot dissipate
them; broils arise, and bellowings. Réveillon, at his
wits’ end, entreats the populace, entreats theauthoritie3. Bcsenval, now in active command, command
ant of Paris, does, toward evening, to Réveillon's
carnest prayer, seud some thirty Gardes Françaises.
These clear the Street, happily without firing, and
take post there for the night, in hope that it may be
ull over.*
264. Not so; on the morrow it is far worse. SaintAntoine has arisen anew, grimmer than ever—reinforced by the unknown tatterdemaliou figures, with
their enthuiast complexión and large sticks. The
city, through all streets, is ílowing thitherward to
* Besenval, 111. 685-88
12
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aee; “ two cartloads of paving-stones, that happened
to pass that way,” have been seized as a visible godsend. Another detaehment of Gardes Françaises
must be sent—Besenval and the colonel taking earnest counsel. Then stili another; they hardly, with
bayoneta and menaee of bullets, penetrate to tlie
spot. What a sight! A Street choked np with lumber, tumuit, and tbe endless press of men. A paper
wareliouse eviscerated by axe and fire; mad din of
revolt; musket-volleys responded to by yells, by
miscellaneous missiles, by tiles raining from roof and
window—tiles, exeerations, and slain men!
265. The Gardes Françaises like it not, but have
to persevere. All day it continues, slackening and
rallying; the sun is sinking, and Saint-Antoine has
not yielded. The city flies hither.and thither; alas!
the sound of that musket-volleying booms into the
far dining-rooms of the Chaussée d’Antin, alters the
dinner-gossip there. Captain Dampmartin leaves
his wine; goes out with a friend or two to see the
fighting. Unwashed men growl on him, with mur
mure of “A bas les aristocrats (Down with thearistoc ra ts )a n d insuit the cross of St. Louis! They
elbow him, and hustle him, but do not pick his
pocket—as indeed at Réveillon’s, too, there was not
the slightest stealing."
266. At fall of night, as the thing will not end,
Besenval takes his resolution; orders out the Gardes
* “ laEvénemens
se sont passSs
youx pen
dant
RévolutiouquiFrançaise,”
par sous
A. H.mesDampmartin
(Berlín, 1799), i. 25-27.

Suisses with two pieces of artillery. The Swiss
guards shall proceed thither, summon that rabble to
depart, in the king’s ñame. If disobeyed, they shall
load their artillery with grape-shot, visibly to the
general eye; shall again summon; if again disobeyed,
fire—and keep firing “till the last man” be in this
manner blasted off, and the Street olear. With whieh
spirited resolution, as might have been hoped,
tlie business is got ended. At sight of the lit
matches, of the foreign red-coated Switzers, SaintAntoine dissipates, hastily, in the shades of dusk.
There is an encumbered Street; there are “from four
to five hundred” dead men. Unfortunate, Réveillon
has found shelter in the Bastille; does therefrom,
safe behind stone bulwarks, issue plaint protestation,
explanation, for the next month. Bold Besenval has
thanks from all the respectable Parisian classes, but
finds no special notice taken of him at Versailles—a
thing the man of true worth is used to.*
267. Buthowit originated, this fierce electric sputtei and explosión ? From D’Orléans! cries the courtparty; he, with his gold, enlisted these brigands—
surely in some surprising manner, without sound of
drum; he raked them hither, from all còrners, to fer
ment and take fire; evil is his good. From the
court! cries enliglitened patriotism ; it is the cursed
gold and wiles of aristocrats that enlisted them, set
them upon ruining an innocent Sieur Réveillon; to
írighten the faint, and disgust men with the career
of freedom.
t Besenval, iii, 389.
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268. Besenval, with relucíanos, concludes that it
came from “the English, our natural enemies.” Or,
alas, might not one rather attribute it to Diana in
the shape of hunger ? To some twin Dioscuri, oppression and revenge so often seen in the battles of
men? Poor lackalls, ali betoiled, besoiled, incrnsted
into dim defacement—into whom, nevertheless, the
breath of the Almighty has breathed alivingsoul!
To them it is ciear only that eleutheromaniac pliilcsophism has yet baked no bread; that patriot committee-men will level down to their own level, and
no lower. Brigands, or whatever they might be, it
was bitter earnest with them. They bury their dead
with the title of défenseurs de la patrie, martyrs of
the good cause.
269. Or shall we say, insurrection has now served
its apprenticeship, and this was its proof-stroke, and
no inconclusive one? Its next will be a masterstroke, announcing indisputable mastership to a
whole astonished world. Let that rock-fortress,
tyranny’s stronghold, which they ñame Bastille, or
building—as if there were no other building—look to
its guns!
270. But,in such wise, with primary and secondary
assemblies, and cahiers of grievances; with motions,
congregations of ali kinds, with much thunder of
froth-eloquence, and at last with thunder of platoonmusketry—does agitated France accomplish its elections. With confused winnowing and sifting, in this
rather tumultuous manner, it has now (all except
some remnants of Paris) sifted out the true wheat-
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grains of national deputies, twelve hundred and fourteen in number, and will forthwith open its statesgeneral.
CHAPTER IV.
THE PROCESSION.
271. On the first Saturday of May, it is gala at
Versailles, and Monday, fourth of the month, is tobe
a stili greater day. The deputies have mostly got
thither, and sought out lodgings ; and are now successively, in long, well-ushered files, kissing the
hand ofmajesty in the cháteau. Supreme Usher de
Brézé does not give the highest satisfaction; we cannot but observe that in ushering noblesse or
clergy into the anointed presence, he liberally opens
both his folding-doors, and, on the other hand, for
members of the third estáte opens only one! However, there is room to enter; majesty has smiles for
all.
272. The good Louis welcomes his honorable mem
bers with smiles of hope. He has prepared for them
the Hali of Menus, the largest near him ; and often
surveyed the workmen as they went on. A spacious
hall; with raised platform for throne, court, and
blood-royal; space for 600 commons deputies in
front, for half as many clergy on this hand, and half
as many noblesse on that. It has lofty galleries,
wherefrom dames of honor, splendid in gaze d’or; for-
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eign diplomàcies, and other gilt-edged, wliite-frilled
individuals, to the number of 2,000—may sit and look.
Broad passages flow through it, and, outside the
inner wall. all round it. There are committee-rooms.
guard-rooms, robing-rooms; really a noble hall,
where upholstery, aided by the subject fine-arts, has
done its best, and crimson-tasseled cloths and em
blemàtic fleurs-de-lis are not wanting.
273. The hall is ready ; the very costume, as \ve
said, has been settled; and the commons are not to
wear t.hat hated slouch-hat (chapeau clabaud),but
one not quite so slouched (chapeau rabattu). As for
their manner of wovTcing when all dressed, for theii
“ voting by head or by order ” and the rest—this
which it were perhaps stili time to settle, and in few
hours wili be no longer time—remains unsettled,
hangs dubious lu the breast of twelve hundred men.
274. But now, finally, the sun, on Monday the 4th
of May, has risen—unconcerned as if it were no
special day. And yet, as his flrst rays could strike
music from the Memnon’s statue on the Nile, what
tones were tliese, so thrilling, tremulous of preparation and foreboding, which he awoke in every bosom
at Yersailles? Huge Paris, in all conceivable and
inconceivable vehicles, is pouring itself forth ; from
eacli town and village come subsidiary rills; Yer
sailles is a very sea of men. But above all, from the
church of St. Louis to the church of Notre Dame,
one vast suspended-billow of life—with spray scattered even to the chimney-tops! For on chimneytops, too, as over the roofs, and up thitherward on
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every lamp-iron, sign-post, break-neck coign of vantage, sits patriòtic courage; and every window hursts
with patriòtic beauty; for the deputiesaregatliering
at St. Louis church, to march in procession to Notre
Dame and hear sermón.
275. Yes, friends, ye may sit and look, bodily or
in thouglit, all France, and all Europe, may sit and
look ; for it is a day like few others. Oh, one might
weep like Xerxes, so many serried rows sit perched
there, like winged creatores, alighted out of heaveu;
all tliese, and so many more that follow them, shall
have wholly fled aloft again, vanishing into the blue
deep, and the memory of this day still be fresh. It is
the haptism-day of democracy; sick Time has given
it birth, the numhered months being run. The extreme-unction day of feudalism! A superannuated
system of society, decrepit with toils (for lias it not
done much; produced you, and what ye have and
know!)-and with tliefts and brawls, named glorious
victòries; and with profligacies,sensualities, and, on
the whole, with dotage and senility—is now to die;
and so, with death-throes and birth-throes, a new
one is to be born. What a work, O earth and
heavens, what a work ? Battles and bloodslied, Sep
tember massapres, bridges of Lodi, retreats of Moscow, Waterloos, Peterloos, ten-pound franchises, ta»
barréis and guillotines—and from this present date,
if one might prophesy, some two centuries of it still
tofight! Two centuries, hardly less, before demo
cracy go through itu due, most balcful, stages oí
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qiiackocracy ; and a postilential world lie bumfc up,
and have liegun to grow green and young again.
276. Rejoiee, nevertheless, ye Vcrsaillcs multi
tudes; to you, from vvliom all this is hid, the glorious end of it is visible. This day, sentence of deatli
is prononnced on sliams ; judgment of resnseitation,
were it but afar off, is prononnced on realities. This
day it is declared aloud, as witli a doom-trumpet,
tliat a lie is unbelievable. Believe that, stand by tliat,
if more there be not; and let what thing or tliings
soever will follow it, follow. “ Ye can no other, God
be your help!” So spake a greater than any of you,
opening his chapter of world-history.
277. Behold, however! The doors of St. Louis
cliurch flung wide; and the procession of processions
advancing toward Notre-Dame! Shouts rend the
air, one shout, at which Grecian birds might drop
dead. It is, indeed, a stately. solemn sight. The
elected of Frailee, and then the court of France;
tliey are marshaled and marched there, all in prescribed place and costume. Our conimons “ in plain
black rnantle and white cravat;” noblesse, in goldworked, bright-dyed cloaks of velvet, resplendent,
rustling witli laces, waving with plumes; the clergy
in rocket, alb, or other best pontifioalibus; lastly
comes the king himself, and king’s liousehold, also
in tlieir brightest blaze of pomp—their brightest and
final one. Sonie fourteen hundred men blown together from all winds, on the deepest errand.
278. Yes, in that silent marching mass there lies
futurity enough. No symbolic ark, like the oíd

Ilebrews, do these men bear, yet with them, too, is a
coveuant; tliey, too, preside at a new era in the history of men. The whole future is there, and destrny
dim-brooding over it; in the hearts and unshaped
thoughts of these men it lies, ¡Ilegible, inevitable.
Singular to think, they have it in them, yet not tliey,
not mortal, only the Eye above can read it—as it
shall uufold itself in fire and thunder of siege and
field-artillery; in the rustling of battle-banuers, the
tramp of hosts, in the glow of burning cities, the
sliriek of strangled nations! Such things lie hiddeu,
safe-wrapt in this fourth day of May—say rather,
liad lain in some other unknown day, of which this
latter is the públic fruit and outeome. As, indeed,
what wonders lie in every day—had we the sight, as
liappily we have not, to decipher i t ; for is not every
meanest day “ the conflux of two eternities!”
279. Meanwhilé, suppose we, too, good reader,
sliould, as now without miracle Muse Olio enables us
—take our station also on some coign of vantage, and
glance momentarily over this procession and this
1¡fe-sea, with far other eyes than the rest do, namely,
with proplietic? \Ve can mount, and stand there,
without fear of falling.
289. As for the life-sea, or onlooking unnumbered
multitude, it is unfortunalely all too dim. Yet as
we gaze fixedly, do not nameless figures not a few,
which shall not always be nameless, disclose themselves, visible or presumable there! Young Baronesa
de Stael—she evidently looks from a window, among
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older honorable women.* Her 1'atlier is minister, and
one of the gala personages ; to Insown eyes tlie chief
one. Young spiritual amazon, thy rest is not there,
nor thy loved father’s : as Malebranche saw ali
things in God. so M. Necker sees all things in Necker v
—a theorem that will not hold.
281. But where isthebrown-loeked, light-behaved,
fire-hearted Demoiselle Théroigne? Brown, elo
qüent beauty, who with thy winged words and
glances shalt thrill rough bosoms, whole Steel battalions, and persuade an Austrian kaiser—pike and helm
lie provided for thee in dueseason; and, alas, also,
slrait-waistcoat and long lodging in the Salpétrière.
Better hadst thou staid in native Luxemburg, and
been the mother of some brave man’s childreu, but it
was not thydask, it was not thy lot.
282. Of the rougher sex, how, witliout tongue, or
liundred tongues. of ¡ron, enumerate the notabilities!
Has not Marquis Yaladi hastily quitted bis Quaker
broad-brim, his Pythagorean Greek in Wapping, and
the eity of Glasgow ?f De Morande from his Courrier de 1’Europe; Lihguet from his Annales, tliey
looked eager througli (he London fog, and became
ex-editors—that tliey might feed the guillotine, and
have their due. Does Louvet (of Faublas) stand atiptoe ? And Brissot, hight De Warville, friend ol
the blacks ? He, with Marquis Condorcet and Clavière the Genevese, “ have created the Moniteur news* Madame de Stael, " Considérations sur la Kévolution
Française ” (London, 13]-), 114-191.
t “ Founders of the French Republic” (London, 1798),
8 Valadi.
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paper,” or are about creating it. Able editors rnust
give account of such a day.
283. Or seest thou with any distinctness, low down
probably, not in places of honor, a Stanislas Maillard,
riding-tipstafif (huissier à cheval) of the chátelet, one
of the shiftiest of men ? A Captain Hulin of Geneva,
Captain Elie of the Queen’s Regiment; both with an
air of half-pay ? Jourdan, with tile-colored whiskers,
not yet with tile-beard, an unjust dealer in mules?
He shall be, in few months, Jourdan the Headsman,
and liave other work.
284. Surely, also, in some place not of honor, stands
or sprawls up querulous, that he, too, though short,
may see—one squalidest bleared mortal, redolent of
»oot and horse-drugs—Jean Paul Marat of Neuchátel!
O Marat, renovator of human Science, lecturer on
optics; O thou remarkablest horse-leech, once in
D’Artois’s stables—as thy bleared soul looks fortli,
through thy bleared, dull-acrid, woe-stricken face,
what sees it in all this ? Any faintest liglit of hope,
like dayspring after Nova-Zembla night.? Or is it
but Une sulphur-light, and spectres; woe, suspicion,
revenge without end?
285. Of draper Lecointre, how he shut liis clotlishop hard by, and stepped fortli, one need liardly
speak. Nor of Santerre, the sonorous brewer from
the Faubourg St. Antoine. Two other figures, and
only two, we signalize there. The huge, brawny
figure, through whose blackbrows andrude ílattened
face (figure écrasée) there looks a waste energy as of
Hercules not yet furibund—hs is an esurient, unpro-
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vided advocate, Danton by name, him mark. Then
that other, his slight-built comrade and craft-hrother;
lie with the long curling locks, with the face of dingy
blackguardism, wondrously irradiated with genius,
as if a naphtha-lamp hurnt within i t ; that figure is
Camille Desmoulins. A fellow of infinite shrewdnes,
■ ivit, nay, humor; one of the sprightliest, clearest
souls in ali these millions. Thou poor Camille, say
of thee what they may, it were hut falsehood to pretend one did not almost love thee, thou headlong,
lightly-sparkling man ! But the brawny, not yet
furibund figure, we say is Jacques Danton, a name
that shall he “ tolerably known in the revolution.”
He is president of the electoral Cordeliers district at
Paris, or about to he it, and shall open his lungs of
brass.
We dwell no longer on the mixed shouting multitude, for now, behold, the commons deputies are at
hand!
286. Which of these 60P individuals, in plain white
cravat, that have come up to regenerate France, might
one guess would become their king ? For a king or
leader they, as ali bodies of men, must have, be their
work what it may; there is one man there who, by
character, faculty, position, is fittest of all to do i t :
that man, as future, not-yet-elected king, walks there
among the rest. He witli the thick black locks, will
itb e? With the hure, as himself calls it, or hlack
boar’s-head, fit to be “ shaken ” as a senatorial por
tent ? Through whose shaggy beetle-brows and
rough-hewn, seamed, carbuncled face there look natu

ral ugliness, small-pox, incontinence, bankruptcy,
and buruing fire of genius, like comet-fire glaring
fuliginous through murkiest confusions? It is
Gabriel Honoré Kiquetti de Mirabeau, the worldcompeller; man-ruling Deputy of Aix! According
to the Baroness de Stael, he steps proudly along,
though looked at askance here, and shakes his black
chevelure, or lion’s mane, as if prophetic of great
deeds.
287. Yes, reader, that is the Type-Frenchman of
tliis epoch, as Voltaire was of the last. He is Freneh
in his aspirations, aequisitions, in his virtues, in his
vices; perhaps more Freneh than any other man—
and intrinsically such a mass of manhood too. Mark
him well. The national assembly were all different
without that one; nay, he might say, with the old
despot: “ The national assembly? I am that.”
288. Of a Southern climate, of wild Southern
blood—for the Riquettis, or Arrighettis, had to fly
from Florence and the Guelfs, long centuries ago,
and settled in Provence, where from generation to
generation they have ever approved themselves a
peculiar kindred, irascible, indomitable sharp-cutting, true, like the Steel they wore; of an intensity
and activity that sometimes verged toward madness,
yet did not reach it. One ancient Riquetti, in mad
fulfillment of a mad vow, chains two mountains together, and the chain, with its “iron star of five rays,”
is stili to be seen. May not a modera Riquetti unchain so much, and set it drifting—which also shall
be seen ?
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289. Destiny has work for tliat swart, burlyheaded Mirabeau; destiny lias watched over him,
prepared him from afar. Did not his grandfather,
stout Col-d’Argent (Silver-Stock, so they named
him), shattered and slashed by seven-and-twenty
wounds in one fell day, lie sunk together on the
bridge at Casano, while Prince Eugene’s cavalry
galloped and regalloped over him—only tlie flying
sergeant had thrown a camp-kettle over tliat loved
head; and Vendóme, dropping his spy-glass moaned
out, “Mirabeau is dead, then!” Nevertheless, he was
not dead: he awoke to breath and miraculous surgery—for Gabriel was yet to be. With his silver
stock he kept bis scarred head erect, through long
years, and wedded, and produced tough Marquis
Vietor, the fricnd of men. Wliereby at last in the
appointed year, 1749, this long-expected, rough-hewn
Gabriel Honoré did likewise see the light; roughest
lion’s-whelp ever littered of that rough breed. How
the oíd lion (for our oíd marquis, too, was lion-like,
most unconquerable, kingly genial, most perverse)
gazed wondering on his offspring, and determined to
train him as no lion had yet been! It is in vain,
O marquis! This cub, though thou slay him and
Hay him, will notlearn todraw in dog-cart of political
economy and be a friend of men; he will not be thou,
but must and will be himself, another tlian thou.
Divorce, lawsuits, “whole family save one in prison,
and three-score lettres-de-cachet” for thy own solé
use, do but astonish the world.
290. Our luckless Gabriel, sinned against and sin-

ning, has been in the isle of Rilé, and heard the
Atlantic from his tower; in the castle of If, and heard
the Mediterranean at Marseilles. He has been in
the fortress of Joux, and forty-two months, with
hardly clothing to his back, in the dungeon of Vincennes—all by lettre-de-eacliet, from his lion father.
He has been in Pontarlier jail (self-constituted
prisoner); was noticed fording estuaries of the sea
(at low water), in fliglit from the face of men. He
has pleaded before Aix parlements (to get back his
wife), the public gatheringon roofs, tosee, since they
could not liear: “The clatter-teetli (claque dents)!”
snarls singular oíd Mirabeau ; discerning in such
admired forensic eloquence notliing but two clatteringjawbones, and a head vacant, sonorous, of the
drum species.
291. But as for Gabriel Honoré, in these strange
wayfarings, what has he not seen and tried! From
drill-sergeants, to prime-ministers, to foreign and
domèstic booksellers, all manner of men he has seen.
All manner of men he has gained; for at bottom it is
a social, loving heart, that wild, unconquerable one—
more especially all manner of women. From the
archer’s dangliter at Saintes to that fair young
Sophie Madame Mounier, whom he could not but
“steal,” and be beheaded for—in effigy! For, indeed, hardly since the Arabian prophet lay dead, to
Ali’s admiration, was there seen such a love-hero,
with the strength of thirty men. In war again he
has helped to conquer Corsica ; fought duels, irregu
lar brawls; horsewhipped calumnious barons. In
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literature, he has written on “Despotism,” on “Lettres-de-Cacheteròtics Sappliic-Werterean, obscenities, profanities; books on the “Prussian Monarchy,”
on “Cagliostro,” on “Calonne,” on “The Water Companies of Paris”—eaeh book comparable, we will say,
to a bituminous alarm-fire, huge, smoky, sudden!
The fire-pan, the kindling, the bitumen, were bis
own ; but the lumber, of rags, old wood, and nameless combustible rubbish (for all is fuel to him), was
gathered from hucksters, and ass-pauniers, oí every
description under heaven. Whereby, indeed, huck
sters enough have been heard to exclaim, Out upon
it, the tire is mine.
292. Xay. consider it more generally, seldom had
man such a talent for borrowing. The idea, the
faculty of auother man he can make his ; the man
himself he can make his. “All reflex and echo (tout
de reflet et de reverbere)!” snarls old Mirabeau, who
can see, but will not. Crabbed old friend of men!
it is his sociality, his aggregative nature; and will now
be the quality of qualities for him ! In that fortyyears’ “struggle against despotism,” he has gained
the glorious faculty of seJf-help, and yet not lost the
glorious natural gift of fellowship, of being helped.
¡irire unión : this man can live self-sufficing—yet lives
also in the lifeof other men; can make men love
liini, work with him ; a born king of men!
293. But consider further how, as the old marquis
stili snarls, hehas “made away with {humé, swallowed,
snuffed up) ali formulas”—a factwhich, if we medi
tate it, will in tliese days mean much. This is no

man of System, then ; he is only a man of instincts
and insights. A man, nevertheless, who will glare
fiercelyon any object, and see throughit, and conquer i t ; for he has intellect, he has will, forcé beyond other men. A man not with logic-spectacles,
but with an eye! Unhappily without decalogue,
moral code or theorem ofanv fixed sort, yet not with
out a strong living soul in him, and sincerity there;
areality, not an artificiality, not a sham! And so
he, having struggled “forty years against despotism,”
and “ made away with ali formulas,” shall now
become the spokesman of a nation bent to do the
same. For is it not precisely the struggle of France,
also, to cast off despotism, to make away with her
old formulas—having found them naught, worn out,
far from the reality ? She will make away with
such formulas, and even go lare, if need be, till she
have found new ones.
294. Toward such work, in such manner, marches
he, this singular Riquetti Mirabeau. In fiery rough
figure, with black Samson-loeks under the slouch liat,
he steps along there. A fiery, fuliginous ni; ss, which
could be choked and smothered, but would fili ali
France with smoke! And now it has got air; it
will burn its whole substance, its whole smoke-atmosphere, too, and fili ali France with flame. Strange
lot! Forty years of that smoldering, with foul firedamp and vapor enough; then victory over that,
and like a burning mountain he blazes heaven-high,
and, for twenty-tkree resplendent months, pours out,

192

193

194

STA TES-GENERAL.

in flame and molten fire-torrents, ali that is in him,
the Pharos and wonder-signs of an amazed Europe—
and then lies hollow, cold forever! Pass on, thou
qüestionable Gabriel Honoré, the greatest of them
all: in the whole national deputies, in the whole
nation, there is none like and none second to thee.
295. But now, if Mirabeau is the greatest, who of
these 600 may be the meanest ? Shall we say, that
anxious, slight,inefifectual-looking man, under thirty,
in spectacles; his eyes (were the glasses off) troubled,
careful; with upturned face, suuffing dimly the uncertain future tim e; complexión of a multiplex atrabiliar color, the final shade of which may be the pale
sea-green.* That greenish-colored (verdátre) indi
vidual is an advocate of Arras; his name is Maximilien Robespierre. The son of an advocate; his
father founded mason-lodges under Charles Edward,
the English prince or pretender. Maximilien, the
first-born, was thriftily educated; he had brisk
Camille Desmoulins for school-mate in the college of
Louis le Grand, at Paris. But he begged our famed
necklace-caiVinal, Rohan, the patrón, to let him depart thence, and resign in favor of a younger brother.
The strict-minded Max departed, home to paternal
Arras; and even had a law-case there, and pleaded,
not unsuccessfully, “ in favor of the first Franklin
thunder-rod.” With a striet, painful mind, an understanding small but ciear and ready, he grew in
favor with official persons, who could foresee in him
♦ SeeD eStael, “ Conaiderations” (ii. U3); Barbaroux.
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an excellent man of business, happily quite free from
genius. The bishop, therefore, taking counsel, apPoints him judge of his diocese, and he faithfully
does justice to the people, till behold, one day, a culprit comes whose crime merits hanging, and the
strict-minded Max must abdicate, for his conscience
will not permit the dooming of any son of Adam to
die. A strict-minded, strait-laced m an1 A man unfit for revolutions, whose small soul, transparent,
wholesome-looking as small ale, could by no chance
ferment into virulent alegar—the mother of ever-new
alegar—till all France were grown acetous virulent?
We shall see.
296. Between which two extremes of grandest and
meanest, so many grand and mean roll on, toward
their several destinies, in that processioni There is
Cazalés, the learned young soldier, who shall become
the eloqüent orator of royalism, and eam the shadow
of a name. Experieneed Mounier, experienced Malouet, whose presidential parliamentary experience
(he stream of things shall soon leave stranded. A
Pétion has left his gown and briefs at Chartres for a
stormiersort ofpleading; has not forgotten his vio
lin, being fond of music. His hair is grizzled, though
he is stili young; convictions, beliefs placid-unalterable, are in that man ; not hindmost of them, belief
m himself. A Protestant-clerieal Rabaut-St.-Etienne,
a slender, young, eloqüent, and vehement Barnave,
will help to regenerate France. There are so many
of them young. Till thirty the Spartans did not suf
fer a man to marry, but how many men here under
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thirty, coming to produce not one sufficient Citizen,
but a nation and a world of sucli! The old to heal
up rents, the young to remove rubbish—which iatter
is it not, indeed, the task here?
297. Dim, formless from this distance, yet authentically there, thou noticest the deputies from Nantes ?
To us mere clothes-screens, with slouch-hat ami
cloak, but bearing in their pocket a cahier of doiéances with this singular clause, and more such, in
i t : “ That the master wig-makers of Nantes be not
troubled with new guild-brethren, the actually existing number of ninety-two being more than suffi
cient!”* The Eennes people have elected farmer
Gérard, “ a man of natural sense and rectitude without any learning.” He walks there with solid step,
unique, “ in his rústic farmer-clothes,” which he will
wear always, careless of short cloaks and costumes.
The name Gérard, or 11Père Gérard, Father Gérard,
as they please to call him, will fly far borne about in
endless banter, in royalist sàtires, in republican didàc
tic almanacs.f As for the man Gérard, being askc<;
once what he did, after trial of it, candidly think o;
this parlementary work, “I think,” answered he, thai
there are a good many scoundrels among us.” S<
walks father Gérard, solid in his thickshoes, whithersoever bound.
298. And worthy Doctor Guillotin,whom wehoped
to behold one other time? If not here, the doctor

should be heic ,nd we see him with the eye of
prophecy; < ndeed the Parisian deputies are all a
little late, jingular Guillotin, respectable practifioner; doomed by a satiric destiny to the strangest
¡mmortal glory that ever kept obscure mortal from
Iiis resting-place, the bosom of oblivion! Guillotin
can improve the ventilation of the hall, in all cases
of medical pólice and hygiène be a present aid; but,
greater far, he can produce his “ Report on the Penal
( ode,” and reveal therein a cunningly devised beheading machine, which shall become famous and
world-famous. This is the product of Guillotin’s endeavors, gained not without meditation and reading;
which product popular gratitude or levity christens
by a feminine dt rivative name, as if it were his daughter La Guillotine! “ With my machine, messieurs,
I whisk off your head (vous fais sauter la téte) in a
twinkling, and you have no pain whereat they
all laugh* Unfortunatedoctor! Fortwo-and-twenty
years he, unguillotined, shall hear nothing but guil
lotine, see nothing but guillotine; then dying, shall
through long centuries wander, as it were, a disconsolate ghost, on the wrong side of Styx and Lethe
lús name like to outlive Coesar’s.
299. See Bailly, likewise of Paris, time-honored
historian of astronomy ancient and modern. Poor
Bailly, how thy serenely beautiful philosophizing,
with its soft moonshiny clearness and thinness, ends
in foul thick confusión—of presidency, mayorship,
* Moniteur newspaper, of December lst, 1789, (in “ His
toire Parlementaire ’t

196

» “ Histoire Parlementaire,” i. 335.
+ “ Actes des ApStres” (by Pettier and others); “ AI
manachdu Père Gérard,” (by Collotd’Hebois),etc.. etc

197

198

THE PROCESSION.

S1A TES- GENERA L.

diplomàtic officiality, rabid triviality, and the thioat
of everlasting darkness! Far was it to descend frorn
tbe heavenly galaxy to the drapeau rouge; beside
that fatal dung-heap, on that last hell-day, tliou
raust “tremble,” tbough only witk coid—“de froid.”
■ Speculation is not practice: to be weak is not so
miserable, but to be weaker than our task. Woe tbe
ilay when they mounted thee, a peaceable pedestrian
mi that wiid hippogriff of a democracy, whicli,
spurning the firm earth, nay, lashing at the very
siars, no yet known Astolpho could have ridden!
300. In the commons deputies there are merchants,
artista, men of letters, 374 lawyers,* and at least one
clergyman, the Abbé Sieyes. Him also Paris sends
among its twenty. Behold him, the light, thin man ;
coid, but elastic, w iry; instinct with the pride of
logic; passionless, or with but one passiou, that of
self-conceit. If, indeed, that can be called a passion,
whicli, in its independent concentrated greatness,
seems td have soared into transcendentalism; and to
sit there with a kind of godlike indifference, and
look down on passion ! He is the man, and wisdom
.shall die with him. This is the Sieyes who shall be
system-builder, constitution-builder general, and
build constitutions (as many as wanted) sky-high—
which shall all unfortunately fall hefore he get the
scafíolding away. “ La politique,” said he to Dnmont, “ polity is a Science I think I have completed
(achevée).”t What things, O Sieyes, with thy clear
* Bouille, “ Mémoires Bur la Révolution Française’’
(London, 1797), i. 6S.
t Bumont, “ Souvenlrs Bur Mirabeau,'' o. 64.
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assiduous eyes, art thou to see! But were it not
curious to know how Sieyes, now in these days (for
lie is said to be still alive)* looks out on all that
constitution masonry, through the rheumy soberness
of extreme age? Might we hope, still with the oíd
irrefragable transcendentalism ? The victorious cause
pleased the gods, the vanquished one pleased Sieyes
(victa Catoni).
Thus, however, ainid sky-rending vivats, and blessinga from every heart, has the procession of the
commons deputies rolled by.
301. Next foliow the noblesse, and next the clergy;
concerning both of wliom it miglit be asked what
they specially have come for. Specially, little as
they dream of it, to answer this question, put in a
voice of thunder: What are you doing in God’s fair
earth and task-garden, where whosoever is not working is begging or stealing ? Woe, woe to themselves
and to all, if they can only answer, Collecting tithes,
preserving game. Eemark, meanwhile, how D’Or!éans aflfeets to step before his own order and mingle
with the commons. For him are vivats; few for the
rest, though all wave in plumed “ liats of a feudal
•ut,” and have sword on thigli: though among them
is D’Antraigues, the young Languedocian gentleman
—and, indeed. manya peer more or less noteworthy.
302. There are Liancourt and La Rochefoucalt, the
liberal Anglomaniac dukes. There is a filially pious
Lally; a couple of liberal Lameths. Above all,
there is a Lafayette, whose ñame shall be Cromwell* A. D. 1834.
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Grandison, and flll the world. Many a “ formula ”
has this Lafayette, too, made away with, yet not all
formulas. He sticks by the Washington formula;
and by that he will stick—and hang hy it, as by sure
bower-anchor hangs and swings the tight war-ship,
which, after all chaoges of wildest weather and
water, is found stili hanging. Happy for him, he it
glorious or not! Alone of all Frenchmen he has a
theory of the world, and right mind to conform
thereto; he can become a hero and perfect character,
were it but the hero of one idea. Note, further, our
old parlementary friend, Crispin-Catiline d’Espréménil. He is returned from the Mediteranean
islands, a red-hot royalist, repentant to the fingerends, unsettled-looking; whose liglit, dusky-glowing
at best, now flickers foul in the Socket; whom the
national assembly will by and by, to save time, “ regard asin a state of distraction.” Note lastly that
globular younger Mirabeau, indignant that his eider
brother is among the commons; it is Viscomte Mira
beau; named oftener Mirabeau Tonneau (Barrel
Mirabeau), on account of his rotundity, and the
quantities of strong liquor he contains.
303. There, then, walks our French noblesse. All
in the old pomp of chivalry: and yet, alas, how
changed from the old position, drifted far down from
their native latitude, like Arctic icebergs got into
the equatorial sea, and fast thawing there! Once
these chivalry duces (dukes, as they are still named)
did actually le.ad the world—were it only toward
battle-spoil, where lay the world’s best wages then;
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moreover, being the ablest leaders going, they had
their lion’s share, those duees, which none could
grudge them. But now, when so many looms, improved plow-shares, steam-engines, and bilis of excliange have been invented ; and, for battle-brawling
itself, men hire drill-sergeants at eighteen pence a
day—what mean these gold-mantled chivalry figures,
walking there “ in black-velvet cloaks,” in higliplumed “ hats of a feudal cut ?” Reeds shaken in
the wind!
304. The clergy have got up, with cahiers for abolishing pluralities, enforcing residence of bishops, better payment of tithes* The dignitaries,' we can ob
serve, walk stately, apart from the numerous undignified—who, indeed, are properly little otlier than
commons disguised in curate-frocks. Here, however,
thougli by strange ways, shall the precept be fulfilled, and they that are greatest (much to their astonishinent) become least. For one example out of
many, mark that plausible Grégoire: one-dayCurd
Grdgoire shall be a bishop, when the now stately are
wandering distracted, as bishops in partibus. With
other thought, mark also the Abbd Maury, his broad
bold face, month accurately primmed, full eyes, that
ray out intelligence, falseliood—the sort of sophistry
which is astonished you should find it sophistica!.
Skillfulest vamper-up of old rotten leather, to make
it look like new ; always a rising man ; he used to
teli Mercier, “ You will see, I shall be in the Academy
* " Hist. Parí." i. 322-327.
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before you.”* Likely, indeed, thou skillfulest Maury;
nay, thou slialt have a cardinal’s hat, and plush and
glory ; but alas, also, in the long-run—mere oblivion,
like the rest of us, and six feet of earth! What
boots it, vamping rotten leather on ihese terms?
Glorious in comparison is the livelihood thy good
oíd father earns by making shoes—one may hope,
in a sufficient manner. Maury does not want for
audacity. He shall wear pistols by and by ; and, at
death-cries of“La lanterne, The lanip-iron!” answer
eoolly, “ Friends, will you see better there ?”
305. But yonder, haiting iamely along, thou noticest next Bishop Talleyraud-Perigord, his reverence
of Autun. A sardònic grimness lies in that irreverend reverence of Autun. He will do and suffer
strange things; and will become surely one of tho
strangest things ever seen, or like to be seen. A
man living in falseliood and on falsehood, yet not
what you call a false man—there is the specialty 1
It will be an enigma for future ages, one may hope:
hitherto sucli a product of nature and art was possi
ble only for this age of ours—age of paper, and of
the burning of paper. Consider Bishop Talleyrand and
Marquis Lafayette as the topmost of their two kinds,
and say once more, looking at what they did and
what they were, 0 tempus ferax rerum!
306. On the whole, however, has not this unfortunate clergy also drifted in the time-stream, far from
its native latitude ? An anomalous mass of men; of
whom the whole world has already a dim understand» Meroier, “Nouveau Paris.”

ing that i t can understand nothing. They were once
a priesthood, interpreters of vvisdom, revealers of the
holy that is in man ; a true clerus (of inheritance of
God on earth); but now ? They pass silently, with
sueh eahiers as they have been able to redact; and
none cries, God bless them.
307. King Louis with his court brings up the rear;
he clieerful, in this day of hope, is saluted withplaudits; stili more Neeker his minister. Not so the
queen, on whom hope shines not steadily any more.
Ill-fated queen! Her hair is already gray with
many cares and crosses ; her first-born son is dying
in these weeks; black falsehood has ineffaeeably
soiled her fair name—ineffaeeably while this generation lasts. Instead of Vive le reine, voices in
sult her with Vive d'Orléans. Of her queenly
beauty little remains except its stateliness; not now
gracious, but haughty, rigid, silently enduring.
With a most mixed feeling, wherein joy has no
part, she resigns herself to a day she hoped never
to have seen. Poor Marie Antoinette; with thy
qnick, noble instinets, vehement glancings, visión all
too fitfu! narrow for the work thou hast to do! Oh!
there are tears in store for thee; bitterest wailings,
soft womanly meltings, though thou hast the heart
of an imperial Theresa’s daughter. Thou doomed
one, shut thy eyes on the future 1
308. And so, in stately procession, have passed the
elected of France. Some toward honor and quick
iire-consummation; most toward dishonor; not a few
toward massacre, confusión, emigration, desperation;
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I toward eternity! So many heterogeneities cast
/gether into the fermenting-vat; there, witli incal
culable action, counteraction, elective affinities, exploíive developments, to work out healing for a sick.
moribund system of society! Probably the strangest
body of men, if we consider well, that ever met
togetlier ou our planet on such an errand. So tliousandfold complex a society, ready to burst up from
its infinite depths; and these men, its rulers and
healers, without life-rule for tliemselves—other lifernle thanagospel according to Jean Jacques! To
the vvisest of them, what we must call the wisest,
man is properly an accident under the sky. Man is
without duty round him ; except it be “to make the
constitution.” He is without heaven above him, or
heli beneath him ; he has no God in the world.
309. What further orbetter helief can besaid to exist
in these twelvehundred? Belief in highplumedhats
of a feudal cut; in heràldic scutcheons; in the divine
riglit of kings, in the divine right of game destroyers.
Belief, or what is still worse, canting half-belief; or
worst. of all, mere Machiavelic pretense-of helief—in
consecrated dough-wafers, and the Godhood ofa poor
oíd Italian man! Nevertheless, in that immeasurable
confusión and corruption, which struggles there so
lfiindly to become less coufused and corrupt, there is,
as we said, this one salient point of a new life discernible—the deep fixed determination to llave done with
sliams. A determination which, consciously or unconsciously, is fixed; which waxes ever more fixed,
into very madness and fixed-idea; which in such
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embodiment as lies provided there, shall now unfold
itself rapidly; monstrous, stupendous, unspeakable;
new for long thousands of years! How has the
heaven’s light, often times in this earth, to clothe it
self in thunder and electric nmrkiness, and descend
as molteu lightning, blasting, if purifying! Nay,
is it not rather the very murkiness, and atmospheric
suffocation, that brings the lightning and the light ?
The new evangel, as the old had been, was it to be
born in the destruction of a world?
310. But how the deputies assisted at high mass,
and heard sermón, and applauded the preacher,
church as it was, when he preached polities ; how,
next day, with sustained pomp, there are, for the
first time, installed in their Salle des Menus (hall no
longer of amusements), and become a states-general—
readers can fancy for themselves. The king from his
estrade, gorgeous as Solomon in all his glory, runs
his eye over that majestic hall; many-plumed, manyglancing; bright-tinted as rainbow, in the galleries
and near side-spaces, wbere beauty sets raining
bright influence. Satisfaction as of one that after
long voyaging had got to port, plays over his broad
simple face—the innocent king! He rises and
speaks, with sonorous tone, a conceivable speech.
With which—still more with the sueceeding onehour and two hours’ speeches of Garde-des-Sceaux
and M. Necker, full of nothing but patriotism, hope,
faith, and deficiencyof the revenue—no reader of
these pages shall be tried.
311. We remarked only that, as his majesty, on
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íinishing the speech, put on his plumed hat, aud tlie
noblesse according to custom imitated him, our tiers'■ tat deputies did mostly, not vvithout a shade of
fierceness, in like manner clap on, and even crusli on
their slouched hats, and stand there awaiting the issue.* Thick bnzz among thera, between majoritv and
minority, of Couvrez-vous, Découvrez-vous (Hatsoff
Hats on)! To which his inajesty puts an end by
taking off his own royal hat again.
The sessi on terminates without further accident
or ornen than this ; with which, significantly enough,
Francehas opened her states-general.
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312. That exasperated France, in this same national assembly of hers, has got something, nay, something great, momentous, indispensable, cannot be
doubted; yet still the question were, Specially what ?
A question hard to solve, even for calm onlookers at
this distance ; wholly insoluble to actors in the íniddle of it. The states-general, ereated and conflated
by the passionate effort of the whole nation, is there
as a thing liigh and lifted up. Hope, jubilating, cries
aloud that it will prove a miraculous brazen serpent
in the wilderness, whereon whosoever looks, with
faith and obedience, shall be healed of all woes and
serpent-bites.
313. We may answer, it will at least prove a svmbolic banner; round whicli the exasperated complaining twenty-five millions, otherwise isolated and
vvithout power, may rally, and work—what it is in
them to work. If battle must be the work, as one
cannot help expecting, then shall it be a battle-ban-
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ner (say, an Italian gonfalón, in its oíd repnblican
carroccio); and sliall tower up, car-borne, shining in
the wind; and with iron tongue peal forth many a
signal. A thing of prime necessity; which, whether
in the van or in the center, whether leading or led
and driven, must do the fighting multitude incalcu
lable Services. For a season, while it floats in the
very front, nay, as it were, stands solitary there,
waiting whether forcé will gather round it, this
same national carroccio, and thesignal-peals it rings,
are a main object with us.
314. The ornen of the “ slouch-hats clapt on”
shows the common deputies to have made up thcir
minds on one thing, that neither noblesse ñor clergy
shall have precedence of them, hardly even majesty
itself. To such length has the “ Contrat Social ” and
forcé of public opinión carried us. For what is wajesty but the delegate of the nation, delegated and
bargained with (even rather tightly)—in some very
singular posture of afíairs. which Jean Jacques has
not fixed the date of ?
315. Corning therefore into their hall on the morrow, an inorgànic mass of 600 individuals, these commons deputies perceive, without terror, that they
have it all to themselves. Their hall is also the
grand or general hall for all tliree orders. But the
noblesse and clergy, it would seem, have retired to
their two separate apartments or halls, and are tliere
“ verifying their powers,” not in a conjoint, but in a
separate capacity. They are to constitute two separ
rate, perhaps separately-voting orders, then ? It is

as if both noblesse and clergy liad silently taken for
granted that they already were such! Two orders
against one, and so the third order to be left in a
perpetual minority ?
316. Mueh may remain ttnfixed; but the negative
of that is a thing fixed in the sloucli-hatted heads, in
the French nation's head. Double representation,
and all else liitlierto gained, were otherwise futile,
nuil. Doubtless the “ powers must be verified ”—
doubtless thecommission, tke electoral documents of
your deputy must be inspected by his brother depu
ties, and found valid; it is the preliminary of all.
Neither is tliis question, of doing it separately or doing it conjointly, a vital one; but if it lead to such ?
ít must be resisted; wise was that maxim, resist the
beginnings! Nay, were resistance unadvisable, even
dangerous, yet surely pause is very natural—pause,
with twenty-five millions beliind you, may become
resistance enough. The inorgànic mass of commons
deputies will restrict itself to a “ System of inertia,”
and for the present remain inorgànic.
317. Such method, recommendable alike to sagaCity and to timidity, do tlie commons deputies adopt;
and, not without adroitness, and with evermore
tenacity, they pcrsist in it day after day, week after
week. For six vi eeks their history is of the kind
named barren, which indeed, as pliilosophy knows,
is often the fruitfullest of all. These were their still
creation-days, wherein they sat ineubating! In fact,
what they did was to do nothing in a judicious manner. Daily the inorgànic body reassembles; regrets
H
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that fhey cannot get organization, “ verification oí'
powers in common,” and begin regenerating Franco.
Headlong motions may be made, but let sueh be repressed; inertia alone is at once unpunishable and
unconquerable.
318. Cunning must be met by cunning, proud pre
tensión by inertia, by a low tone of patriòtic sorrow :
low, but incurable, unalterable. Wise as serpents,
harmless as doves, what a spectacle for France! Six
hundred inorgànic individuals, essentialior its regen
eraron and salvation, sit there on their elliptic
beuches, longing passionately toward lile, in painful
durance, Iike souls waiting to be boru. Speeches are
spoken, eloqüent, audible witbin doors and without.
Mind agitates itself against mind, the nation looks
on with ever deeper interest. ïhus do the commons
deputies sit incubating.
319. There are private conclaves, suppcr-parties,
consultations, Braton club, club of Viroflay, germs oí'
many clubs. Wholly an element of confused noiso,
dimness, angry heat—wherein, however, the Eros-egg.
keptat the iit temperature, mayhover sale, unbroken
till it be liatched. In your Mouniers, Malouets,
Lechapcliers, is Science sufficient for tliat; fervor in
your Barnaves, Babauts. At times sliall come an
inspiration from royal Mirabeau: he is nowise yot
recognized as royal; nay, he was “groaned at ” when
his ñame was íirst mentioned, but he is struggling
toward recognition.
320. In the course of the week, the commons having called their eldest to the chair, and furnished
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him with young, stronger-lunged assistants, can
speak artieulately; and in audible lamentable words
declare, as we said, that they are an inorgànic body
longing to become organic. Letters arrive; but an
i norganic body cannot open letters, they lie on the
table unopened. The eldest may at most procure for
himself some kind of list or muster-roll, to take the
votes by, and wait what will betide. Noblesse and
elergy are all elsewliere; however, an eager public
crowds all galleries and vacancies, wliich is some
comfort. With effort it is detcrmined, not that a
deputation shall be sent—for how cau an inorgànic
body send deputations ?—but that certain individual
commons members shall, in an accidental way, stroll
into the elergy chamber and then into the noblesse
one, and mention there as a thing they have happened to observe, tliat the commons seem to be sitting waiting for tliem, in order to verify their pow
ers. That is the wiser method!
321. The elergy, among whom are such a multitude of undignified, of mere commons in cura tes’
frocks, depute instant respectful answer that they
are, and will now more than ever be, in deepest
studv as to that very matter. Contrariwise the
noblesse, in cavalier attitude, reply after four days,
that they, for their part, are all verified and constituted, which, they liad trusted, the commons also
were; such separate, verification being clearly the
proper constitutional wisdom-of-ancestors method—
as they the noblesse will have much pleasure in demonstrating by a commission of their number, if the
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commons will meet them, commission against com
mission! Directly in tlie rcar of wliieh comes a dtputation of clergy, reiterating, in their insidious con«iliatory way, the same proposal. Here, then, is a
complexity; what will wise commons say to this ?
.122. Warily, inertly, the wise commons, eonsidering.that they are, if not a French third estáte, at
Icast an aggregate of individuals pretending to some
title of that kind, determine, after talkingon it five
,lays, to ñame suck a commission—though, as it were,
with proviso not to be convinced ; a sixtli day is
taken up in naming i t ; a seventh and an eighth day
in getting the forms of meeting, place, hour, and the
like, settled: so that it is not till the evenirig of the
23d of May thatnoblesse commission first meets com
mons commission, clergy acting as conciliatore; and
begins the impossible task of convincing it. One
other meeting, on the 25th, will suffice; the commons
are inconvincible, the noblesse and clergy irrefragably convincing; the commissions retire, each order
persisting in its first pretensions.*
323. Thus have three weeks passed. For three
weeks, the third-estate carroccio, with far-seen gon
falón, has stood stock-still, fiouting the wind, waiting
what forcé would gather round it.
Fancy can couceive the feeling of the court, and
how counsel niet counsel, and loud-sounding inanity
whirled in that distracted vortex, where wisdom
could not dwell. Your cunningly devised taxing* Repórter!
debates 6th
May to lst June, 1789 (in “ Histoire
Parlementaire,”
i. 379-122).
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machine has been got together, set up with incredible labor, and stands there, its three pieces in contact,
its two fly-wlic of noblesse and clergy, its huge
working-wheel of tiers-état. The two fly-wheels
whirl in the softest manner, but, prodigious to look
upon, the huge working-wheel hangs motionless,
refuses to stir ! The cunningest engineers are at fault.
How will work when it ,ioesbegin " Fearfully, my
friends, and to many purposes; but to gather taxes
or grind court-meal, one may apprehend, never.
Could we but have continued gathering taxes bi/
hand! Messeigneurs d’Artois, Conti, Conde (named
court triumvirate), they of the auti-democratic “ Memoire au Roi,” has not their foreboding proved true?
They may wave reproaclifully their high heads, they
may beat their poor brains, but the cunningest engi
neers can do nothing. Nccker himself, were he even
listened to, begins to look blue. The only thing one
sees advisable is to bring up soldiers. New regiments,
two, and a battalion of a third, have already reached
Paris; others shall get in rnarch. Good were it in
all circumstances to have troops within reach ; good
that the emnmand were in sure hands. Let Broglie
be appointed; oíd Marshal Duke de Broglie, veteran
disciplinarían, of afirm drill-sergeant morality, such
as may be depended on.
324. For, alas! neitlier are the clergy ñor the very
noblesse what they should be, and might be, when so
menaeed from witliout; entire, undivided within.
The noblesse, indeed, have their Catiline or Crispin
d’Esprémínil, dusky-glowing, all in renegade heat;
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theír boisterous Barrel Mirabeau; but also they
llave tbeir Lafayettes, Liancourts, Lameths; above
all, tbeir D'Orléans, now cut forever from bis
court-moorings, and musing drowsily of higb and
bighest sea-prizes (for is not he too a son of Henri
Quatre, and partial potential heir-apparent ?) on bis
voyage toward chaos. From tbe clergy again, so
numerous are the curés, actual deserters have run
over: two small parties, in the second party Cure
Grégoire. Nay, there is talle of a whole hundred
and forty-nine of tbem about to desert in mass, and
only restrained by an arclibisbop of Paris. It seems
a losing gaine.
325. But judge if France, if Paris, sat idle all tliis
u lule Addresses from far and near flow in ; forour
commous have now grown organic enough to open
letters. Or indeed to cavil at them! Tbus poor
Marquis de Brézé, supreme usher, master of ceremonies. or wliatever bis title was, writing about this
lime on some ceremonial matter, sees no lmrm in
winding up with a “ Monsieur, yours rvith sincere
attacbment.” “ To whom does it address itself, tliis
sincere attachment? ” inquires Mirabeau. “ Totlic
deán of tbe tiers-état.” “ Tbere is no man in France
eutitled to write that,” rejoins he, whereat the galleries and the world will not be kept from applauding*
Poor De Brézé! Tbese commons have a still oidor
grudge at him, ñor has heyet done with them.
32G. In another way Mirabeau has had to protest
against the quick suppression of his newspaper,
* lloniteur (in “ Histoire Parlem entaire,’ i- 406).
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Journal of the fetates-General, and to continue it
under a new ñame. In which act of valor the Paris
electors, still busy redactiug tbeir cahier, could not
but support him by address to his majesty; they
claim utmost “ provisory freedom of the press;”
they have spoken even about demolisliing the Bastille,
and erecti ng a bronze patriot kingon the site ! These
are the rich burghers; but now considerhow it went,
for example, with such loose miscellany—now all
grown eleutheromaniac—of loungers, prowlers, social
non-descripts (and the distilled rascality of our
planet), as whirls forever in the Palais Boyal; or
wltat low infinite groan, fast changing into a growl,
comes from Saint Antoiue and the twenty-five millions in danger of starvution!
327. There is the indisputablest scarcity of com
be it aristocrat-plot, D'Orléans-plot of this year, or
drought and hail of last year; in city and province
the poor man looks desolately toward a nameless lot.
And this states-general, that could make usan age of
gold, is torced to stand motionless, caunot get its
powers verified ! All industry necessarily languishes,
if it be not that of rnaking motions.
328. In the Palais Boyal there has been erected,
apparently by subscription, a kind of wooden tent
(en planches debois)*, most convenient, whereselect
patriotism can now redact resolutions, deliver harangues, with comfort, let the weather be as it will.
Lively is that Satan-at-home! On his table, on his
chair, in every café, stands a patriòtic orator, a crowd
♦ “Histoire Parlementaire," i. 429.
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round him within, a crowd listening froin without,
open-mouthed, through open door and winduw, with
“ thunders of applause for every sentiment of more
tliau commoa liardiness.” In Monsieur Dessein’á
pamphlet-shop, cióse by, you caunot without strong
elbowing get to the counter; every liour produces its
pamphlets, or litter of pamphlets; “ there were thirteen to-day, sixteen yesterday, ninety-two last week.”*
Tliink of tyranny and scarcity, fervid eloquence,
rumor, pamphleteering, Société Publicóle, Bretón
Club, Enraged Club—and whether every tap-rocmj
coffee-room, social reunión, accidental street-group,
over wide France, was not an enraged club!
329. To all whicb the commous deputies can only
listen with a sublime inertia of sorrow, reduced to
busy themselves “ with their internal pólice.” Surer
positrón no deputies ever occupied, if they kecp it
with skill. Let not the temperature rise too liigh ;
break not the Eros-egg till it be liatched, till it break
itself! An eager public crowds all galleries and
vacancies—“ cannot be restrained from applauding.”
The two privileged orders, the noblesse, all verified
and constituted, may look on with what face they
will, not without a secret tremor of heart. The clergy,
always acting the part of coneiliators, make a clutch
at the galleries, and the popularity there, and miss
it. Deputation of them arrives, with dolorous message about the “ dearth of grains,” and the necessity
there is of casting aside vain formalities, and deliberating on this. An insidious proposal, which, how* Arthur Young, “Travels,” i. 104.
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ever, the commons (moved thereto by sea-green
Robespierre) dexterously accept as a sort of hint, or
even pledge, that the clergy will forthwith come
over to them, constitute the states-general, and so
cheapen grains!* Finally, on the 27th day of May,
Mirabeau, judging the time now nearly come, pro
poses that “ the inertia cease;” that, leaving the
noblesse to their own stiff ways, the clergy be summoned, “in the ñame of the God of peace,” to join
the commons, and begin.f To which summons, if
they turn a deaf ear—we shall see! Are not 14J of
them ready to desert?
330. O triumvirate of princes, new Garde-desSceaux Barentin, thou Home Secretary Breteuil,
Dnchess Polignac, and queen eager to listen, what is
now to be done? This third estáte will get in motion, with the forcé of all France in it, clergy machinery with noblesse macliinerv, which were to
serve as beautiful counter-balances and drags, will
be shamefully dragged after it, and take tire along
■ with it. What is to be done? The CEil-de-Boeuf
waxes more confused than ever. Whisper and
counter-whisper; a very tempest of whispers! Leading men from all the three orders are nightly spirited
thither; conjurors, many of them, but can they con
jure this ? Necker himself were now welcome, could
he interfere to purpose.
331. Let Necker interfere, then, and in the king’s
ñame! Happily that incendiary “God-of-peace”
» Bailly, “ Mémoires,” i . 114.
t “ Histoire Parlementaire,” 1.418.
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message is not yet answered. The three orders shall
again have conferences; under this patriot minister
oí' theirs, somewhat may he healed, clouted up, we
meanwhile getting forward Swiss regiments and a
“hundred Pieces of fieid artillery.” This is what the
CEil-de-Boeuf, for iis part, resolves on.
332. But as for Necker—alas, poor Necker, thy ob
stínate third estáte has one first-last word, verificati°n in common, as the pledge of votingand deliberatmg in common! Half-way proposals, from such a
tried fnend, they answer with a stare. The tardy
conferences speedily break up; the third estáte, now
ready and resolute, the whole world backing it, returns to its hall of the three orders, and Necker to
the CEil de-Bceuf, with the character of a disconjurer
there fit only for dismissal.*
333. And so the commons deputies are at last on
their own strength getting under way ? Instead of
chairman, or deán, they have now got a president—
astronomer Bailly. Under way, with avengeance!
With endless, vociferous, and temperate eloquence,
borne on newspaper wings to ull lands, they have now'
on this 17th day of June, determined tliat their ñame
is not third estáte, but national assembly ! They, then,
are the nation ? Triumvirate of princes, queen, reíractory noblesse, and clergy, what, then, are you ?
A most deep question—scarcely answerable in living
political dialects.
334. All regardless of which, our new national astaii®”biat^l'4?8;t0 17th June' 1789 <in “HistoireParlemen-

sembly proceeds to appoint a “ committee of subsistences,” dear to France, though it can find little or n grain. Next, as if our national assembly stood quite
firm on its legs.to appoint “ four other standingcomm itteesth en to settle the securityof the national
debt, then that of the annual taxation, all within
eight-and-forty hours. At such rate of velocity it is
going, the conjurers of the CEil-de-Bceuf may well
ask themselves, whither ?
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335. Now surely were the time for a “ god from the
m achinethere is a nodus worthy of one. The only
question is, which god ? Shall it be Mars de Broglie,
with his hundred pieces of cannon? Not yet, answers prudence, so soft, irresolute, is King Louis. Let
it be messenger Mercury, our Supreme Usher de
Brézé!
336. Onthe morrow, which is the 20th of June,
these hundred and forty-nine false curates, no longer
restrainable by his grace of Paris, will desert in a
body; let De Brézfi intervene, and produce—closed
doors! Not only shall there be royal session in that
Salle des Menus, but no meeting, ñor working (except by carpenters), till then. Your third estáte,
self-styled “ national assembly,” shall suddenly see
itself extruded from its hall, by carpenters, in this
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dexterous way, and reduced to do nothing, not even
to meet, or articulately lament, till majesty, with
séance royale and new miracles, be ready! In this
manner shall De Brízí, as Mercury ex machina, in
tervene, and, if the CEil-de-Boeuf mistake not, work
deliveranee from the nodus.
337. Of poor De Brezé we can remark that he has
yet prospered in noce of his dealings with these
commons. Five weeks ago, wlien tliey kissed the
hand of majesty, the mode he took got nothing but
censure; and then his “ sincere attachment,” how
was it scornfully whiffed aside! Before supper this
night he writes to President Bailly a new letter, to
be delivered shortly after dawn to-morrow, in the
king’s ñame. Which letter, however, Bailly, in the
pride of office, will merely crush together into his
pocket, like a bilí he does not mean to pay.
338. Accordingly on Saturday morning the 20th of
June, shrill-sounding heralds proclaim, tlirough the
streets of Versailles, that there is to beséance royale
next Monday, and no meeting of the states-general
till then. And yet, we observe, President Bailly, in
sound of this, and with De Brízé’s letter in his pock
et, is proceeding, with national assembly at his heels,
to the accustomed Salle des Menus, as if De Brézí
and heralds were mere wind. It is shut, this salle,
occupied by gardes Françaises. “ Where is your
captain ? ” The captain shows his royal order:
workmen, he is grieved to say, are all busy setting
up the platform for his majesty’s séance; most nnfortunately no admission ; admission, at furthest, for
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president and secretaries to bring away papers, which
the joiners might destroy! President Bailly enters
with secretaries and returns bearing papers ; alas,
within doors, instead of patriòtic eloquence, there is
now no noise but hammering, sawing, and operative
screeching and rumbling! A profanation without
parallel.
339. The deputies stand grouped on the Paris
road, on this umbrageous Avenue de Yersailles;
complaining aloud of the indignity done them.
Courtiers, it is supposed, look from their Windows
and giggle. The morning is none of the comfortablest; raw, it is even drizzling a little.* But all
the travelers pause patriot gallery-men, miscellaneous spectators increase the groups. Wild counsels
alternate. Some desperate deputies propose to go
and hold session on the great outerstaircaseat Marly,
under the king’s Windows; for his majesty, it seems,
has driven over thither. Others talk of making the
Cháteau Forecourt, what they cali Place d’Armes, a
Runnymede and new Champ de Mai of free Frenehm en; nay, of awakening to sounds of indignant
patriotism the echoes of the CEil-de-Bceuf itseif.
Notice is given that President Bailly, aided by judicious Guillotin and others, has found place in the
tennis-court of the Rué St. François. Thither, in
long-drawn files, hoarse-jingling, like cranes on
wing, the common deputies angrily wend.
340. Strange sight was this in the Rué St. François,
Vieux Yersailles! A naked tennis-court, as the
* Bailly. “ Mémoires,” i. 185-206.
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pictures of that time still give i t ; four walls, naked
except. aloft some poor wooden penthouse, or roofed
spectators’-gallery hanging round them—on tlie floor
not now an idle tee-heeing, a snapping of M is and
rackets; but the bellowing din of an indignant
national representation, scandalonsly exiled hither!
However, a cloud of witnesses looks down on them
from wooden pentliouse, from wall-top, from adjoining roof and chimney, rolls toward them from all
quarters, with passionate spoken hlessings. Some
tahle can he procured to write on; some chair, if not
to sit on, tken to stand on. The secretaries undo
their tapes; Bailly has constituted the assemhly.
341. Experienced Mounier, not wholly new to such
things, in parlementary revolts, which he has seen
or heard of, thinks that it were weli, in these lament
able threatening circumstances, to unite themselves
by an oath. Universal acclamation, as from smoldering bosoms getting vent. The oath is redacted,
pronounced aloud by President Bailly—and, indeed.
in such a sonorous tone that the cloud of witnesses,
even out-doors, hear it, and bellow response to it.
Six hundred right-hands rise with President Bailly’s,
to take God above to witness that they will not sep
arate for man below, but will meet in all places, un
der all circumstances, wheresoever two or three can
get togetber, till they have made the constitution.
Made the constitution, friends! That is a long task.
Six hundred hands, meanwhile, will sign as they
have swom; six hundred save one, one loyalist Abdiel,
still visible by this solé light-point, and namable,

poor “ M. Martin d’Auch, from Castelnaudary, in
Languedoc.” Him they permit to sign or signify
refusal; they even save him from the cloud of wit
nesses, by declaring “ his head deranged.” At four
o’clock, the signatures are all appended; new meeting is fixed for Monday morning, earlier than the hour
of the royal session, that our hundred and forty-nine
clerical deserters be not balked ; we will meet “ at the
Eecollets eharch or elsewhere,” in hope that our hun
dred and forty-nine will join us—and now it is time
to go to dinner.
342. This, then, is the Session of the Tennis-Court,
famed Sí anee du Jeu de Paume; the fame of which
has gone forth to all lands. This is Mercurius de
Brdzé’s appearance as Deus ex machina; this is the
frnit it brings ! The giggle of courtiers in the Yersailles avenue has already died into gaunt silence.
Did the distracted court, with Garde-des-Sceaux Barentin, Triumvirate and Company, imagine that they
could scatter 600 national deputies, big with national
constitution, like as much barn-door poultry, big
with next to nothing—by the white or black rod of
a supreme usher? Barn-door poultry fiy cackling,
but national deputies turn round, lion-faced, and,
with uplifted right-hand, swear an oath that makes
the four corners of France tremble.
343. President Bailly has covered himself with
honor, which shall becorne rewards. The national
assembly is now doubly and trebly the nation’s assembly; not militant, martyred only, but triumphant, insulted, and which could not he insulted. Paris dis-
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embogues itself once more, to witness, “ with grim
looks,” the séance royale;* which, by a new felieity,
is postponed till Tuesday. The hundred and fortynine, and even with bishops among them, all in pro
cessional mass, liave liad free leisure to march off and
solemnly join the commons sitting vvaiting in their
church. The commons welcomed them with sliouts,
with embracings, nay, with tears,f for it is growing
a life-and-death matter now.
344. As for the sdance itself, the carpenters seem
to have accomplished their platform, but all else remains unaccomplished. Futile, we may say fatal,
was the whole matter. King Louis enters, through
seas of people, all grim-silent, angry with many
things—for it is a bitter rain too. Enters, to a third
estáte, likewise grim-silent, which has been wetted
waiting under mean porches, at back-doors, while
court and privilege were entering by the front. King
and Garde-des-Sceaux (there is no Necker visible)
make known, not without long-windedness, the determinations of the royal breast. The three orders
shall vote separately. On the other hand, France
may look for considerable constitutional blessings, as
specified in these five-and-thirty articles,J which
Garde-des-Sceaux is waxing hoarse with reading.
Which five-and-thirty articles, adds his majesty,
again rising, if the three orders most unfortunately

cannot agree together to effect them, I rnyself will
efíect: “ Seúl je ferai le bien de mes peuples ”—which
being interpreted may signify, You, contentious deputies of the states-general, have probably not long to
be 1 e ! But, in fine, all shall now withdraw for
this day, and meet again, each order in its separate
place, to-morrow morning, for dispatcli of business.
Tliis is the determination of the royal breast, pithy
and clear. And herewith king, retinue, noblesse, majority of clergy, file out, as if the whole matter were
satisfactorily completed.
345. These file out through grim-silent seas of peo
ple. Only the commons deputies file not out, but
stand there in gloomy silence, uncertain what they
shall do. One man of them is certain, one man oí
them discerns and dares! It is now that King Mirabeau starts to the tribune, and lifts up his lion-voiee.
Yerily a word in season, for, in such scenes, the mo
ment is the mother of ages! Had not Gabriel Hon
orí been there—one can well fancy, how the com
mons deputies, affrighted at the perils which now
yawned dim all round them, and waxing ever paler
in each other’s paleness, might very naturally, one
after one, have glided off; and the whole course of
European history have been different!
34G. But he is there. List to the hrool of that
royal forest-voice; sorrowful, low, fast swelling to a
roar! Eves kindle at the glance of his eye: Na
tional deputies were missioned by a nation, they
havesworn an oath, they—But lo! while the linn’s
voice roars loudest, what apparition is this ? Appar-
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t Dumont, “ Souvenirs sur Miraheau,” c. 1.
t “ Histoire Parlem entaire,” i. 13.
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ition of Mercurius de Brézé, muttering somewliat'
“ Speak out,” cry several. “Messieurs,” shrills De
Brézé, repeating himself, “ you have heard the king’s
orders!” Mirabeau glares on him with fire-flashing
face, shakes the black lion’s mane: “ Yes, monsieur^
we have heard what the king was advised to say, and
you, who cannot be the interpreter of his orders to
the states-general; you, who have neither place ñor
right of speech here; you are not the man to remiud
us of it. Go, monsieur, teli those who sent you that
we are here bv the will of the people, and that nothing but the forcé of bayoneta shall send us henee !”*
And poor De Brézé shivers forth from the national
assembly—and also (if it be not in one faintest glimmer, months later) finally from the page of liistóry!
347. Hapless De Brézé; doomed to survive long
ages in men’s memory, in this faint way, with tremulant white rod! He was true to etiquette, which
was his faith here below, a martyr to respect of persons. Short woolen eloaks could not kiss majesty’s
hand as long velvet ones did. Hay, lately, when the
poor little dauphin lay dead, and some ceremonial
visitation camer was he not punctual to announce it
even to the dauphin’s dead body—“ Monseigneur, a
deputation of the states-general ?”f Sunt lachrynue
rerum.
348. But what does the CEil-de-Boeuf, now when
De Brézé shivers back thither? Dispatch that same
forcé ofbayonets? Not so, the seas of people still
* M onitsar ( ‘Histoire Parlem entaire,’'ii. 22).
t Montgaillard, 11.38.
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hang multitudinous, intent on what is passing; nay,
rush and roll, loud-billowing, into the courts of the
cháteau itself, for a report has risen that Necker is to
be dismissed. Worst of all, the Gardes Françaises
seem indisposed t act; “ two companies of them do
notfire when ordered! ”* Necker, for not being at
the séance, shall be shouted for, carried home in triumph, and must not be dismissed. His grace ot
Paris, on the other hand, has to fly, with broken
coach-panels, and owe his life to furious driving.
The gardes-du-corps (body-guards), which you were
drawing out, had better be drawn in again.f There
is no sending of bayonets to be thought of.
349. Instead of soldiers, the OEil-de-Boeuf sends—carpenters, to take down the platform. Ineffectual
shift! In few instants the very carpenters cease
wrenehing and knocking at their platform, standing
on it hammer in hand, and listen open-mouthed.J
The third estáte is decreeing that it is, was, and will
be nothing but a national assembly; and now, moreover, an inviolable one, all members of it inviolable:
“ infamous, traitorous toward the nation, and guilty
of capital crime, is any person, body-corporate, tri
bunal, court or commission, that now or henceforth,
during the present session or after it, shall daré to
pursue, interrogate, arrest, or cause to be arrested, detain or cause to be detained, any ” etc., etc., “ on whose
parí soever the same be commanded,”! "Which done,
*t Bailly.
“ Histoire
Parlementaire.” 11. 26.
i. 217.
t “ Histoire Parlementaire.” 11, 23.
t Montgalllard, ii. 47.
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one can wind up with this comfortable reflection from
Alibi Sieyes, “ Messieurs, you are to-day what you
TVere yesterday.”
350. Courtiers may shriek; bnt it is, and remains,
even so. Their well-charged explosión has exploded
through íhe touch-hole; covering themselves with
scorches, confusión, and unsecmly soot! Poor triumvirate, poor queen ; and, above all, poor queen’s husbaud, who means well, liad he any fixed meaning!
Folly is that wisdom which is wise only behindliand.
Few months ago these thirty-five concessions had
filled France with a rejoicing which might have lasted
for several years. Now it is unavailing, the very
mention of it slighted; majesty’s express orders set
at naught.
351. All France is in a roar; a sea of persons, estimated at 10,000, whirls “ all this day in the Palais
Royal."* The remaining clergy, and likewise some
forty-eight noblesse, D’Orléans among them, have
now forthwitli gone over to the victorious commons
—by whom, as is natural, they are received “ with
acclamation.”
352. The third estáte triumphs; Versailles town
shouting round i t ; 10,000 whirling all day in the
Palais Royal; and all France standing a-tiptoe, not
unlike whirling 1 í.et the CEil-de-Bosuf look to it.
As for King Louis, he will swallow his injuries; will
temporize, keep silence; will at all costs have pres
ent peace. It was Tuesday, the 38d of .Tune, when
he spoke that peremptory royal mandate, and the
♦ A rthur ïouag, 1.119.
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week is not done till he has written to the remaining
obstinate noblesse, that they also must oblige him,
and give in. D’Esprémdnil rages his last; Barrel
Mirabeau breaks his sword, making a vow—which
he might as well have kept. The “ triple family ” is
now, therefore, complete; the third erring brother,
the noblesse, having joined it—erring, but pardonable; soothed, so far as possible, by sweet eloquence
from President Bailly.
353. So triumphs the third estáte; and states-general are becoming national assembly; and all France
may sing Te Deum. By wise inertia, and wise cessation of inertia, great victory has been gained. It is
the last night of June; all night you meet nothing
on the streets of Versailles but “ men running with
torches,” with shouts and jubilation. From the 2d
of May when they kissed the hand of majesty, to this
30th of June when men run with torches, we count
eight weeks and three days. For eight weeks the
national carroccio has stood iar-seen, ringing many a
signal; and so much having now gathered round it,
may hope to stand.
CHAPTER III.
BROGLIE THE WAR-GOD.

354. The court feels indignant that it is conquered.
but what then ? Another time it will do better.
Mercury descended in vain; now has the time come
for Mars. The gods of the CEil-de-Boeuf have with-
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drawn into the darkness of their cloudy Ida; and sit
there, shaping and forging what may be needful, be
it “ billets of a new national bank,” munitions of
war, or things forever inscrutable to men.
355. Accordingly, what means this “ apparatus of
troops ? ” The national assembiy can get no furtherance for its committee of subsistences; can hear only
that at París the bakers’ shops are besieged; that in
the provinces people are “ iiving on meal-husks and
boiled grass.” But on all highways there llover
dust-clouds, with the march of regiments, with the
trailing of camión: foreign Pandours, of Aeree aspectj
Salis-Samande, Esterhazy, Royal-Allemand; so many
of them foreign; to the number of 30,000—which
fear can magnify to ñfty; all wending toward Paris
and Versailles! Already on the heiglits of Montmartre is a digging and delving, too like a scarping
and trencliing. The effluence of Paris is arrested Vcrsailles-ward by a barrier of cannon at Sèvres bridge.
From the queen’s mews cannon stand pointed on the
national assembiy hall itself. The national assembiy
has its very slumbers broken by the tramp of soldiery,
swarming and deñling, endless, or seemingly endless,
all round those spaces at dead of night, “ witliout
drum-music, without audible word of command.”*
What means it?
356. Sliall eight, or even sliall twelve deputies, our
Mirabeaus, Barnaves at the head of them, be whirled
suddenly to the castle of Ham; the rest ignominiously dispersed to the winds ? No national asseni* A. Lameth, “AssembléeConstituante,”!. 41.

bly can make the constitution with cannon leveled
on it from the queen’s mews! What means this reticence of the CEil-de-Boeuf, broken only by nods and
shrugs ? In the mystery of that cloudy Ida, what is
it that they forge and shape? Sucli qüestions must
distracted patriotism keep asking and receive no
answer but an echo.
357. Questious and echo bad enough in themselves
—and now, above all, wliile the hungry food-year,
which runs from August to August, is getting olderj
becoming more and more a famine-year! With
“ meal-husks and boiled grass,” brigands may actually
collect, and in crowds at farm and mansión, howl
angrily, Food! Food! It is vain to send soldiers
against them: at sight of soldiers they disperse, they
vanish as under ground; tlien directly reassemble
elsewhere for new tumult and plunder. Frightful
enough to look upon, but what to hear of, reverberated through 25,000,000 of suspicious minds! Brig
ands and Broglie, open conflagration, preternatural
rumor, are driving mad most hearts in France. What
will the issue of these things be ?
358. At Marseilles, many weeks ago, the townsmen have taken arms for “ suppressing of brigands ”
and otlier purposes: the military commandant may
make of it what he will. Elsewhere, everywhere,
could not the like be done ? Dubious, on the dis
tracted patriot imagination, wavers, as a lastdeliver
anee, some foreshadow of a national guard. But conceive, above all, the wooden tentin the Pal ais Boyal!
A universal hubbub there, as of dissolving worlds;
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there loudest bellows the mad, mad-making voice of
rumor; there sharpest gazes suspicion iiito the pale,
dim world-whirlpool, discerning shapes and phantasms; imminent, bloodthirsty regiments camped on
the Champ de Mars; dispersed national assembly;
red-hot cannon-balls (to burn Paris); the mad waxgod and Bellona’s sounding thongs. To the calmest
man it is becoming too plain that baltle is inevitable.
359. Inevitable, silently not messeigneurs and
Broglie; inevitable and brief! Your national assem
bly, stopped short in its constitutional labors, may
fatigue the royal ear with addresses and remonstrances, those cannon of ours Stand duly leveled;
those troops are here. The king’s deelaration, with
its thirty-five too generous articles, was spoken, was
not listened to, but remanís yet unrevoked: he himself shall effect it, seul il fera!
360. As for Broglie, he has his headquarters at
Versailles, all as in a seat of war; clerks writing;
significant staff officers, inelined to taciturnity;
plumed aids-de-camp, seouts, orderlies flying or hovering. Ile himself looks forth, important, impene
trable; listens to Besenval, commandant of Paris,
and his warning and earnest counsels (for he has
come out repeatedly on purpose), with a silent smile.*
The Parisians resist? scornfully cry messeigneurs.
As a meal-mob may! They have sat quiet, these
five generations, submitting to aU. Their Mercier
declared in these very years that a Parisian revolt
was, henceforth, “ impossible.”! Stand by the royai
* Besenval, iii. 398.
t Mercier, “ Tabieau de Paris,'’ vL 22.
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deelaration of the 23d of June. The nobles of France.
valorous, chivalrousas of oíd, will rally round us witli
oneheart; and as for this wliieli you call tliird estáte,
and which we call canaille of unwashed sans-culotl.
of patelins, scribblers, factious spouters—brave Brog
lie, “ with a whiff of grapeshot (salve de canons),” if
need be, he will give quick account of it. Thns reason they on their cloudy Ida; hidden from men
men also hidden from tbem.
361. Good is grapeshot, messeigneurs, on one condition: that the shooter also werc made of metal:
But unfortunately be is made of flesh; under hir.
buíïs and bandoleers your hired sliooter has instincU;
feelings, even a kind of thouglit, It is his kindred.
bone of his bone, this same canaille that shall be
whiffed; he has Brothers in it, a father audmother—
living on meal-husks and boiled grass. His very
doxy, not yet “ dead i’ the spital,” drives him into
military heterodoxy ; declares that if he slied patriot
blood he shall be accursed among men. The soldier,
who has seen his pay stolen by rapacions Foulons,
his blood wasted by Soubises, Pompadonrs, and. the
gates of promotion sliut inexorably on him if he werc.
not born noble—is himself not without griefs againsí
you. Your canse is not the soldier’s cause, but, as
would seew, your own only, and no other god’s nor
man’s.
362. For example, the world may have heard how,
at Béthune lately, when there rose some “riot about
grains,” of which sort there are so many, and the
soldiers stood drawn out, and the word “ Fire! ” was
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given—not a trigger stirred; ouly the butts of ali
muskets rattled angrily against the ground; and the
soldiers stood glooming, with a mixed expression of
countenanee—till clutched “ each under the arm of a
patriot liouseholder,” they were ali hurried oflf, in
this manner, to be treated and caressed, and have
their pay mcreased hy subscription !*
363. Neither liave the Gardes Françaises, the best
regiment of the line, shown any promptitude for
street-firing lately. They returned grumbling from
Réveillon’s, and have not burnt a single cartridge
since; nay, as we saw, not even when bid. A dangerous humor dwells in these gardes. Notable men,
too, in their way ! Valadi the Pythagorean was at
one time an officer of theirs. Nay, in the ranks, un
der the three-cornered felt and cockade, what hard
heads may there not be, and refleetions going on—
unknown to the public! One liead of the hardest
we do now diseern there: on the shoulders of a certain Sergeant Hoche. Lazare Hoche, that is the
nameof him; he used to be about the Versailles
royal stables, nephew of a poor lierbwoman; a handy
lad, exceedingly addicted to reading. He is now
Sergeant Hoehe, and can rise no farther; he lays out
his pay in rushlights and cheap editions of books.f
364. On the whole, the best seems to be: Consign
these Gardes Françaises to their barracks. So Besenval thinks and orders. Consigned to their barracks,
* "Histoire P arlem entaira”
t “ Dictionnaire des Hommes Marquans," Londres
(Paris), 1800, ii. 198.
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the Gardes Françaises do but form a “ secret association,” an engagement not to act against the uational
assembly. Debauched by Yaladi the Pythagorean,
debauched by money and women ! cry Besenval and
innumerable others. Debauched by what you will,
or in need of no debauching, behold them, long files
of them, their consignment broken, arrive, headed by
their sergeants, on the 26th day of June, at the Palais
Royal! Welcomed with vivats, with presents, and
a pledge of patriot liquor, embracing and embraced,
declaring in words that the cause of France is their
cause! Next day and the following days the like.
What is singular, too, except this patriot humor, and
breaking of their consignment, they behave otherwise
with “ the most rigorous accuraey.”*
365. They are growing qüestionable, these gardes!
Eleven ringleaders of them are put in the Abbaye
prison. It boots not in the least. The imprisoned
eleven have only, “by the hand of an individual,” to
drop, toward nightfall, a line in the Cafd de Foy,
where patriotism harangues loudest on its table.
“Two hundred young persons, soon waxing to four
thousand,” with iit crowbars, roll toward the Abbaye,
smite asunder the needful doors, and bear out their
eleven, with other military victims—to supper in the
Palais Royal garden, toboard. and lodging“in campbeds” in the Thíátre des Variétés; other national
Prytaneum as yet not being in readiness. Most de
liberate ! Nay, so punctual were these young persons,
that finding one military victim to have been im• Besenval, iii. 394-396.
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prisoned for real civil crime, they returned him to
üis cell with protest.
366 Why new military forcé was not called ont?
New military forcé was called out. New military
forcé did arrive, full gallop, with drawn saber; but
the people gently “laid hold of their bridles,” the
dragoons sheathed their swords, lifted their caps by
way of salute, and sat like mere statues of dragoons
—except, indeed, that a drop of liqnor being brought
them, they “drank to the king and nation with the
greatest cordiality.”*
367.
And now ask in return why Messeigueurs and
Broglie, the great god of war, on seeing these things
did not pause and take some other course, any other
course. Unhappily, as we said, they could see nothmg. Pnde, which goes before a fall; wrath, if not
reasonable, yet pardonable, most natural, had hard
ened their hearts and heated their heads: so with
imbecility and violence (ill-matched pair), they rusl.
to seek their hour. All regiments are not Gardos
Françaises, or debauched by Valadi the Pythagorean ;
let fresh, undebauched regiments come up; let RoyalAliemand, Salis-Samade, Swiss Cháteau-Vieux come
up-which can fight, but can hardly speak except in
Germán gutterals—let soldiers march and highways
thunder with artillery-wagons: majesty has a new
royal session to hold—and miracles to work there'
The whiff ofgrapeshot can,if needful, become ablast
and tempest!
368. In which circumstances, before the red-hot
• “HistoireParlementaire,”ii. 32.

balls begin raining, may not the hundred-and-twenty
Paris electors, though their cahier is long since finished, see good to meet again daily, as an “electoral
club?” They meet first “in a tavern,” where “a large
wedding-party” cheerfully gives place to them.* But
latterly they meet in the Hotel-de-Ville, in thetownhall itself. Flesselles, provost of merchants, with
his four echevins (scabins, assessors), could not prevent it; such was the forcé of public opinión. He,
with his echevins and the six-and-twenty town-councilors, all appointed from above, may well sit silent
there, in their long gowns, and consider, with awed
eye, what prelude this is of convulsión coming from
below, and how they themselves shall faie in thatl
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369. So hangs it, dubious, fateful, in the sultry
days of July. It is the passionate printed advice of
M. Marat to abstain, of all things, from violence.f
Nevertheless the hungry poor are already burning
town barriere, where tribute on catables is levied;
getting clamorous for food.
370. The twelfth July morning is Sunday; the
streets are all placarded with an enormous-sized De
par le roi, “inviting peaceable citizens to remain
* Duaaulx, “ Frise de la Bastille” (Collection des Mémoires,” par Berville et Barriére, Paris, 1821), p. 269.
t “ Avia au Peuple, ou les Ministres dévoilés,” lst July,
1789 (in “ Histoire Parlementaire,” ii. 37).
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withindoors,” to feel no alarm, to gather in no crowd
Why so? What means these “placards of enormous
size?” Above ali, what means this clatter of military;
dragoons; hussars, rattling in from all points of the
compass toward the Place Louis Quinze, with a staid
gravity of face, though salutedwith mere nicknames,
hootings, and even missiles?* Besenval is with
them. Swiss guards of his arealready in the Champs
Elysées, with four pieces of artillery.
371. Have the destroyers descended on us, then?
From the bridge of Sévres to utmost Yii:oennes,from
Saint-Denis to the Champ-de-Mars, we are begirt!
Alarm, of the vague unknown, is in every heart.
The Palais Royal has become a place of awestruck
interjections, silent shakings of the head; one can
fancy with what dolorous stound the noontide cannon
(which the sun fires at Crossing of his meridian)
went oíT there—bodeful, like an inarticulate voice of
doom-t Are these troops verily come out “against^
brigands? Where are the brigands? What mystery is in the wind ? Hark! a human voice reporting articulately the Job’s-news: Neclcer, people's
minister, saviour of Frunce, is dismissed! Impossible;
incredible! Treasonous to the public peace! Such
a voice ought to be choked in the water-works, J
hadnotthe news-bringer quickly fled. Nevertheless, friends make of it what you will, the
news is true. Necker is gone. Necker hies north* Besenval, iil. 411.
+ “ Histolre Parlementalre,” U. 81.

t Ibld.

ward incessautly, in obedient secrecy, since yesternight. We have a new ministry—Broglie the wargod; aristocrat Breteuil; Foulon, who said the peopie might eat grass!
372. Rumor, therefore, shall arise in the Palais
Royal, and in broad France. Paleness sits on every
face; confused tremor and fremescenee, waxing into
thunder-peais, of fury stirred on by fear.
373. But see Camille Desmoulins, from the Cafó de
Foy, rushing out, sibylline in face; his hair streaming, in each h?nd a pistol! He springs to a table;
the pólice satellites are eyeing him; alive they shall
not take him, not they alive him alive. This time
he speaks without stammering, Friends! shall we
die like hunted hares ? Like sheep hounded into
their pinfold, bleating for mercy, where is no mercy,
but only a whetted knife ? The hour is come, the
supreme hour of Frenchman and man; when oppressors are to try conclusions with oppressed, and
the word is. Svvift death or deliverance forever. Let
such hour be well-come! Us, messeems, one cry only
befits: To arms! Let universal París, universal
France, as with the throat of the whirlwind, sound
only, To arms! “ To arms!” yell responsive the in
numerable voices, like one great voice, as of a demon
yelling from the air; for all faces wax fire-eyed, all
bearts burn up into madness. In such, or fitter
words,* does Camille evoke the elemental powers, in
* " Vieux Cordelier,” par Camille Desm mlins No. 5 (reprinted in “ Collection dea Mémoires,” par Baudouin
Fréres, Paris, 1825), p. 81.
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this great moment. Frienda, continues Camille,
some rallying sign! Cockades, green ones—tile color
of hope! As with the flight of locnsts, these green
tree-leaves, green ribbons from theneighboringshops,
all green things are snatched and made cockades of.
Camille descends from his table, “ stifled with em
braces, wetted with te a rs h a s a bit of green ribbon
handed him, sticks itin his hat. And now to Curtius’s
image-shop there, to the boulevards, to the four
winds, and rest not till France be on fire.
374. France, so long shaken and wind-parched, is
probably at the right inflammable point. As for poor
Curtuis, who, one grieves to think, might be but imperfectly paid—he cannot make two words about his
images. The wax bust of Necker, the wax bust of
D’Orléans, helpers of France, these, covered with
crape, as in funeral procession, or after the manner
of suppliants appealing to heaven, to earth, and Tar
tarus itself, a mixed multitude bears off. For a sign!
As indeed man, with his singular imaginative faculties, can do little or nothing without signs. Thu
Turks look to their prophet’s banner, also osier maniHns have been burnt, and Necker’s portrait has erewhile figured aloft on its perch.
375. In this manner marcli tbey, a mixed, continually increasing multitude, armed with axes,
stares, and miscellanea; grim, many-sounding,
through the streets. Be all theaters shut; let all
dancing on planked floor, or on the natural ’greensward, cease! Instead of a Christian Sabbath, and
feast of guinguette tabernacles, it shall be a sorcerer’s
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Sabbath, and Paris gone rabid, dance—with thefiend
for piper!
37G. However, Besenval, with horse and foot, is in
the Place Louis Quinze. Mortals promenading homeward in the fall of the day, saunter by, from Chaillot
or Passy, lVom flirtation and a little thin wine, with
sadder step than usual. Will the bust procession
pass that way? Behold it, beliold also Prinee Lám
bese dash forth on it, with his Royal-Allemands!
Shots fall, and saber-strokes; busts are hewed
asunder, and, alas! also heads of men. A sabered
procession has nothing for it but to explode, along
what streets, alleys, Tuileries avenues it finds, and
disappear. One unarmed man lies hewed down, a
Garde Française by his uniform: bear him (or bear
even the report of him) dead and gory to his barracks
—where he has eomrades still alive!
377. But why not now, victorious Lámbese, charge
through that Tuileries gardeu itself, where the fugi
tives are vanishing? Not show the Sunday promenaders, too, how Steel glitters, besprent with blood;
that it be told of, and men’s ears tingle ? Tingle,
alas! they did, but the wrong way. Victorious
Lámbese, in this his second or Tuileries charge, succeeds but in overturning (cali it not slashing, for he
struck with the flat of his sword) one man, a poor
oíd school-master, most pacifically tottering there;
and is driven out, by barricade of chaire, by fughts
of “ bottles and glasses,” by execrations in bass voice
and treble. Most delicate is the mob-queller’s vocation, wherein too-much may be as bad as not-enough.
16
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For eacli of these basa voices, and more each treble
voice, borne to all parta of the city, rings now nothing but distracted indignation—will ring all night.
The cry, To arms! roars tenfold; steeples with their
metal storm-voice boom out, as the aun sinks;
armorers’ sbops are broken open, plundered; the
streets are a living foam-sea, cbafed by all the winds.
378. Such issue carne of Lambesc’s charge on the
Tuileries garden, no striking of salutary terror into
Chaillot promenaders; a striking into broad wakei'ulness of frenzy and the three furies—which otlier
wise were not asleep! For they lie always, those
subterranean Eumenides (fabulous and yet so trae),
in the dullest existence of man—and can dance,
brandishing their dusky torches, shaking their serpent-hair. Lámbese with Royal-Allemaud may ride
to his barracks, with curses for his marching-music,
then ride back again, like one troubled in mind;
vengefnl Gardes Française, sacrang, with knit brows
start out on him, from their barracks in the Chaussé
d’Antin, pour a volley into him (killing and wounding), which he must not answer, but ride on.'f
379. Counsel dwells not under the plumed liat. If
the Eumenides awaken, and Broglie has given no
orders, what can a Besenval do ? When the Gardes
Françaises, with Palais-Royal volunteers, roll down
greedy of more vengeance, to the Place Louis Quinze
itself, they find neither Besenval, Lámbese, RoyalAllemand, ñor any soldier now there. Gone is military order. On the far eastern boulevard, of Saint-

Antoine, the Chasseurs Normandie arrive, dusty,
thirsty, after a hard day’s ride; but can íind no billetmaster, see no course in this city of confusions; cannoi. get to Besenval, cannot so much as discover
where he is. Normandie must even bivouac there,
in its dust and thirst—unless some patriot will treat
it to a cup of liquor, with advices.
380. Raging multitudes surround the Hotel-deVille, crying, Arms! Orders! The six-and-twenty
town-councilors, with their long gowns llave ducked
under (into the raging chaos)—shall never emerge
more. Besenval is painfully wriggling himself out.
to the Champ-de-Mars; he must sit there “in the
cruelest uncertaintycourier after courier may dash
off for Yersailles, but will bring back no answer, can
hardly bring himself back. For the roads are all
bloeked with batteries and pickets, with floods of
carriages arrested for examination; such was Broglie’s one solé order; the CEil-de-Bceuf, hearing in the
distance such mad din, which sounded almost like
invasión, will before all things keep its own head
whole. A new ministry, with as it were, but one
foot in the stirrup, cannot take leaps. Mad Paris is
abandoned altogether to itself.
381. What a Paris when the darkness fell! A
European metropolitan city hurled suddenly forth
from its oíd combinations and arrangements, to crash
tnmultuously together, seeking new. Use and wont
will now no longer direct any man; each man, with
what of originality he has, must begin thinking, or
following those that think. Seven hundred thou-
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sand individuals, on the sudden, fmd all their old
paths, old ways of acting and deciding, vanish from
under their feet. And so there go they, with clangor
and terror—they know not as yet whether running,
swimming, or flying—headlong into the new era.
With clangor and terror from above, Broglie the wargod impends, preternatural, with his red-hot cannonballs ; and from below a preternatural brigand world
menaces with dirk and firebrand; madness rules the
hour.
382. Happily, in place of the submerged twentysix, the electoral club is gathering; has declared itself a “provisional municipali ty.” On the morrow it
will get Provost Flesselles, with an echevin or two,
to give help in many things. For the present it decrees one most essential thing, that forthwith a
Parisian militia shall he enrolled. Depart, ye heads
of distriets, to labor in this great work, while we
here, in permanent committee, sit alert. Let fencihle men, eaeh party in its own range of streets, keep
watcli and ward all night. Let Paris court a litti®
fever-sleep'; confused by such fever-dreams; oí “vi
olent motions at the Palais R o y a l o r from time to
time start awake, and look out, palpitating, in its
night-cap, at the clash of discordant mutually-unintelligible patrols, on the gleam of distant barriera,
going up all too ruddy toward the vault of night.*
• “ D eus Amia,” i. 267-308«

GIVE US AKMS.

245

CHAPTER V.
GIVE DS ABMS.

383. On Monday the huge city has awoke, not to
its week-day industry, to what a different one ?
The working man has become a fighting man : has
one want only, that of arms. The industry of all
erafts has paused—except it he the smith’s, fiercely
hammering pikes; and, in a faint degree, the kitehener’s cooking off-hand victuals; for bouche va toujours. Women, too, are sewing cockades—not now
of green, which heing D’Artois color, the Hotel-deVille has had to interfere in it; but of red and blue,
our old Paris colors: these, once based on a ground
of constitutional white, are the famed tricolor—which
(if prophecy err not) “will go round the world.”
384. All shops, unless it be the bakers' and vintners’, are shut. Paris is in the streets—rushing,
foaming like some Venice wine-glass into which you
had dropped poison. The tocsin, by order, is pealing
madly from all steeples. Arms, ye elector munici
pals ; thou Flesselles with thy eehevins, give us
arms! Flesselles gives what he can ; falacious,
perhaps insidious promises ofarms from Charleville ;
order to seek arms here, order to seek them there.
The new municipals give what they can: some
three-hundred and sixty indifferent firelocks, the
equipment of the city-watch. “A man in wooden
shoes and without coat, directly clntclies one of
them, and mounts guard.” Also, as liinted, au order
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Lo all smiths to make pikes with their whole soul.
385. Heads of distriots are in fervent consultation,
subordínate patriotism roams distracted, ravenous
for arms. Hitberto at the Hotel-de-Yille was only
such modicum of indifferent firelocks as we have
peen. At the so-called arsenal, there lies notliing but
rust, rubbish, and saltpetre—overlooked, too, by the
guns of the Bastille. His majesty’s repository, what
they cali garde meuble, is forced aud rausacked; tapestries enough, and gauderies; but oí servicable
fighling-gear small stock! Two silver-mounted
camions there are, an ancient gift from his majesty
of Siam to Louis Fourteenth: gilt sword of the Good
Henri; antique chivalry arms and armor. Tliese
and such as these, a necessitous patriotism snatches
greedilv, for want of better. The Siamese cannons
go trundling on an errand they were not meant for.
Among the indifferent firelocks are seen tourneylances; the princelv helm and hauberk glittering
amid ill-hatted heads—as in a time when all times
and their possessions are suddenly sent jumbling!
386. At the Maison de Saint Lazare, lazar-house
once, now a correction house with priests, there was
no trace of arms ; but, on the other haud, corn plainly to a culpable extent. Out with it, to market, in
this scarcity of grains! Heavens, will “fifty-two
carts,” in long row, hardly carry it to the halle aux
bleds? Well, truly, ye reverend fathers, was your
pantry filled; fat are your larders, overgenerous
your wine-bins, ye plotting exasperators of the poor,
traitorous forestallérs of bread ?

387. Yain is protesting. entreaty ou bare knees,
the house of Saint-Lazarus has that in it which
comes not out by protesiing. Behold, how, from
every window, it vomita mere torrents of furniture,
of bellowing and hurly-burly—the cellars also leaking wine. Till, as was natural, smoke rose, kindled,
some say, by the desperate Saint-Lazaristes tliemselves, desperate of other riddance; aud the establishment vanished from this world in fíame. Remark
nevertheless that “a thief” (set on or not by aristocrats), being detected there, is “ instantly hanged.'’
388. Look also at the Chíitelet prison. The debtors’
prison of La Forcé is broken from without; and they
that sat in boudage to aristocrats go free; hearing of
which the felons at the Chíitelet do likewise “ dig up
their pavements,” and stand on the offensive, with
the best prospeets—liad not patriotism, passing that
way, “ fired a volley ” into the felón world ; and
crushed it down again under liatches. Patriotism
consorts not with thieving and felony ; surely also
punishment, this day, hitches, (if slie still liitcli),
alter crime, with friglitful shoes-of-swiftness ! “Some
score or two” of wretclied persons, found prostrate
with drink in the cellars of that Saint-Lazare, are
indignantly lialed to prison ; the jailor has no room ;
whereupon, other place of security not suggesting
itself, it is written, “ on les pendit, (they hanged
them).”* Brief is the word, not without significance.
be it true or untrue!
389. In such circumstances, the aristocrat, the un-
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patriòtic rich man, is packing-up for departure. But
he shall not get departed. A wooden-shod torce has
seized all harriers, hurnt or not; all that enters, all
that seeks to issue, is stopped there and dragged to
the Hotel-de-Ville; coaches, trumbrils, piate, furniture, “ many meal-sacks,” in time even “ flocks and
herds,” encumher the Place de Grève.*
390. And so it roars, and rages, and brays: drums
beating, steeples pealing, criers rushiug witli liandbells: “ Oyez, oyez. All men to their districts to be
enrolled! ” The districts have met in gardens, open
squares, are getting marshaled into volunteer troops.
No red-hot ball has yet fallen from Besenval’s camp;
on the contrary, desertéis with their arms are continually dropping in, nay, now, joy ol’joys, at two in the
afternoon, the Gardes Françaises, being ordered to
Saint-Denis, and flatly decliniug, have come over in
a body! It is a fact worth many. Three thousand
six hundred of the best fighting men, with complete
accoutrement; with canuoneers even, and cannon.
Their oflicers are left standing alone—could not so
much as succeed in “ spiking the guns.” The very
Swiss, it may now be hoped, Cháteau-Vieux and the
others, will have doubts about fighting.
391. Our Parisian militia—which some thiuk it
were better to name national guard—is prospering as
heart could wisli. It promised to be 48,000, but will
in few hours double and quadruple that number,
invincible if we had only arms!
392. But see the promised Charleville boxes, mark-

ed arlillerie! Here, tlien, are arms enough ? Conceive
the blank face of patriotism wlien it found them
filled with rags, foul linen, candle-ends, and bits of
wood. Provost of the mercliants, how is this?
Neither at the Chartreux convent, whither we were
sent with signed order, is there or ever was tlicre any
weapou of war. Nay, here in this Seine boat, safe
uiider tarpaulins (had not the nose oí patriotism
been of the finest), are live thousand-weight of gunpowder,” not Corning in, but surreptitiously goiug
out! What meanest tliou, Flesselles? 'Tisaticklish game, that of “ amusing” us. Cat plays with
captive mouse; but mouse, with enraged cat, with
enraged national tiger ?
393. Meanwhile, the faster, O ye black-aproned
smiths, smite, with strong arm and willing heart.
Tliis man and that, all stroke from head to heel,
shall thunder alternating, and ply the great forgehammer, till stithy reel and ring again, while ever
and anón, overhead booms tlie alarm cannon—for tlie
city has now got gunpowder. Pikes are fabricated,
fifty thousand of them, in six-and-thirty hours;
judge whether the black-aproned have been idle.
Dig trenches, unpave the streets, ye others, assiduous,
man and maid; eram the earth in barrel-barricades,
at each of them a volunteer sentry; pile the whinstones in window silis and upper rooms. llave
scalding piteh, at least boiling water, ready, ye weak
old women, to pour it and dash it on Royal-Allemaud, with your old skinny arms; your slirill curses
along with it will not be wanting. Patrols of the
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newborn national guard, bearing toretes, scour the
streets all that night, whicli otherwise are vacant,
yet illuminated in every windovv by order. Strange
looking, like some naptha-lighted city of tbe dead,
with here and there a flight of pertnrbed gbosts.
O poor mortals, how ye make tbis earth bitter
for eacli other; tbis fearful and wonderful life fearful and horrible, and Satau lias bis place in all
hearts! Such agonies and ragings and wailing ye
liave, and have liad, in all times—to be liurled all in
so deep silence; and tbe salt sea is not swolleu witb
your tears.
394. Great, meanwhile, is tbe moment when
tidings of freedom reacb us; when the long-inthralled
soul, li'oin amid its cliains and squalid stagnaney,
arises, were it still only in blindness and bewilderment, and swears by Him that made it that it will
be frcel Free? Understand tliat well; itis the deep
commaudinent, dimmer or clearer, of our wliole beiug to be free. Freedom is the one purport, wiselj
aimed at, or uuwisely, of all man’s struggles, toilings and sufferings in tbis earth. Yes, supreme is
such a moment (if tbou liave known it), first visión
as of a flame-girt Sinai, in tbis our waste pilgrimage
—which thenceforth wants not its pillar of cloud by
day and pillar of Are by niglit. Something it is even
—nay, something considerable, when the chainshave
gruwn corrosive, poisonous—to be free “from oppression by our fellow-man.” Forward, ye maddened
sons of France; be it toward tbis destiny or toward
that! Around you is but starvation, falsehood, cor-

ruption and the clam of death. Where ye are is no
abiding.
395. Imagination may, imperfectly, figure how
Commandant Besenval, in tbe Champ-de-Mars, has
worn out these sorrowful liours. Insurrection raging
all round, his men melting away! From Yersailles,
to the most pressmg messages, comes no answer, or
once only some vague word of answer wliicb is worse
than none. A council of ofiieers can decide merely
that there is no decisión: colonels inform him,
“weeping,” that they do not think their men will
fight. Cruel uncertainty is here, war-god Broglie
sits yonder, inaccessible in his Olympus; does not
descend terror-ciad, does not produce his whiff of
grape-shot, sends no orders.
396. Truly, in the Chateau of Yersailles all seems
mystery; in the town of Versailles, were we there,
all is rumor, alarm, aud indignation. An august
national assembly sits, to appearance, menaced witb
death, endeavoring to defy death. It has resolved
“that Necker carries with him the regrets of the
nation.” It has sent solemn deputation over to the
cliáteau, with entreaty to have these troops withdrawn. Invain; his majesty, with a singular composure, invites us to be busy rather with our own
duty, making the constitutioni Foreign pandours,
and such-like, go pricking and prancing, with a
swashbuckler air, with an eye, too, probably to the
Salle des Menus—were it not for the “grim-looking
countenances” that crowd all avenues there.* Be
* See Lameth; Ferrieres, eto.
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firm, ye national seuators, the cynosure of a firm
grim-looking people!
397. The august national senators determine that
there shall, at least, be permanent session till this
thing end. Wherein, however, consider tliat worthy
Lafranc de Pompignan, our new president, whom
we have named Bailly’s successor, is an oíd man,
wearied with many things. He is the brother oí
that Pompignan who meditated iamentably on the
book of Lamentations:

would, he imagines, turn their cannon against himself.
399. Unfortunate oldmilitary gentlemen, it is your
hour, not of glory! Oíd Marquis de Launay, too, of
the Bastille, has pulled up his drawbridges long
since, “and retired into his interior,” with sentries
walking on his battlements, under the midniglit
sky, aloft over the glare of illuminated París—whom
a national patrol, passing that way, takes the liberty
of flring at, “seven sliots toward twelve at night,” wliich
do not take effect.* This was the 13th day of July,
1789, a worse day, many said, than the last 13th was,
when only hail fell out ofheaven, not madness rose
out of Tophet, ruining worse than crops!
400. In these same days, as chronology will teach
us, hot oíd Marquis Mirabeau lies stricken down at
Argenteuil—not within sound of these alarm-guns;
or he properly is not there, and only the body of him
now lies, deaf and coid forever. It was on Saturday
night that he, drawing his last life-breaths, gave up
the ghost there—leaving a world which would never
go tohis mind, now broken out, seemingly, into deliration and the culbute gánérale. What is it to him,
departing elsewhither, on his long jouruey ? The
oíd Cháteau Mirabeau stands silent, far off, on its
scarped rock, in that “gorge of two windy valleys
the pale-fading specter now of cluiteau ; this huge
world-riot, and Frunce, and the world itself, fades
also, like a shadow on the great still mirror-sea;
and all shall be as God wills.
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Savez vous pourquoi Jeremie
Se lamentait toute sa vie?
C’est qu’il prevoyait
Que Pompignan le traduiraitl

Poor Bishop Pompignan withdraws, having got Lafay ette for helper or substitute; this latter, as noctur
nal vice-president, with a thin house in disconsolate
humor, sits sleepless, with liglits unsnuffed, waiting,
what the hours will bring.
398. So at Versailles. But at Paris, agitated Besenval, before retiring for the night, has stept over to
oíd M. de Sombreuil, of the Hotel des Invalideshard
by. M. de Sombreuil lias, what is a great secret,
some ciglit-and-twenty thousand stand of muskets
deposited in bis cellars tliere, but no trust in the
temper of bis invalides. This day, for example, he
sent twenty of the fellows down to unscrew those
muskets, lest sedition might snatch at them; but
scarcely, in six hours, liad the twenty unscrewed
twenty gun-locks, or dogs-heads (chiens) of locks,
each invalide his dogs-head! If ordered to fire, they

• “Deux Amis de la Liberté,” i. 313.
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401. Young Mirabéau, sai of heart, for he loved
this crabbed, brave oíd father—sad of heart, and occupied with sad cares, is withdrawn from public history. The great crisis transacts itself without bim.^
CHAPTER VI.
STOEM AND VICTORY.

402. But, to the liviug and the struggling, a new
fourteenth niorning dawns. Under all roofs of this
distracted city is the nodus of a drama, not untragical, crowding toward solution. The bustlings and
preparings, the tremors and menaces, the tears that
feli from oíd eyes! This day, my sons, ye símil quit
you like men. By the memory of your íathers.
wrongs; by the hope of your childrems rights!
Tyranny impends in red wrath: help for you is
nono, if not in your own right hands. This day ye
must do or die.
403. From earliest light, a sleepless permanent
committee has heard the oíd cry, now waxing almost
frantic, mutinous, Arms! Arms! Provost Flesselles,
or what traitors there are among you, may think of
those Charleville boxes. A hundred and fifty thousand of us, and but the third man furnished with so
much as a pike! Arms are the one thing needful;
with arms we are an unconquerable man-defying national guard ; without arms, a rabble to be whiffed
with grape-shot.
* Fila Adoptif, “ Mirabéau,” v. 1. L
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401. Ilappily the word has arisen, for no secret can
lie kept, that there lie muskets at the Hotel des In
valides. Thither will we, King’s Procureur M.
Ethys de Corny, and whatsocver of authority a per
manent committee can lend, shall go with us. Besenval’s camp is there; perhaps he will not fire on us;
if he kill us, we shall but die.
405. Alas ! poor Besenval, with his troops melting
away in that manner, has not the smallest humor to
tire! At five o’clock this morning, as helay dreaming, oblivious in the Ecole Militaire, a “figure” stood
suddenly at bis bedside; “ with face rather handsome, eyes inflamed, speech rapid and curt, air audacious: ” such a figure drew Priam’s cuitains! The
message and monition of the figure was that resistance would be liopeless; that if blood flowed, woe to
him who shcd it. Thus spoke the figure, and vanished : 11Witlial there was a kind of cloquence that
struck one.” Besenval admits that he should llave
arrested him, but did not* AVbo this figure with
inflamed eyes, with speech rapid and curt, mightbe,
Besenval knpws, but mentions not. Camille Desmoulins? Pythagorean Marquis Valadi, inflamed
with “ violent raotions all night at the Palais Royal ?”
Fame ñames him “ Young M. Meillar; ”f tlien sbuts
her lips about him forever.
400. In any case, bebold, about nine in the morn* Besenval, iii. 4H.
t "Tableaux de la Revolution. Pri“c de la Bastille ” (a
folio collection of púlv’es and portraits. with letterpress. not always uimuu-uctive—part oí it is said to be
by Chamfort).

THE THIRD ESTATE.

STOEM AND VICTOBY.

ing, onr national volunteers rolling in long wide flood
south-westward to tlie Hotel des Invalides, in search
of the one tliing needful. King’s Procureur M.
Ethys de Corny and oficiáis are tliere; the curé oí
Saint-Etienne dn Mont marches unpacific at the
head of his militant parish ; the clerks of the basoche
in red coats we see marching, now volunteers of ib*
basoche, the volunteers of the Palais Eoyal, na
tional volunteers, numerable by tens of thousands,
oí one heart and mind. The king’s muskets are
the nation’s; think, oíd M. de Sombreuil, how, in
this extremity, thou wilt refuse them ! Oíd M. de
Sombreuil would fain hold parley, send couriers,
but it skills not; the walls are scaled, no inva
lide firing a shot; the gates must be flnng open.
Patriotism rushes in tumultuous, from grunsel up to
ridge-tile, through all rooms and passages, rummaging distractedly for arms. What cellar or what
cranny can escape it? The arms are found, all safe
tliere, lying packed in straw, apparently with a view
to being burnt! More ravenous than famishing
lions over dead prey, the multitude, with clangor and
vociferation, pounces on them, struggling, dasliing,
clutching, to the jamming up, to the pressnre, frac
ture, and probable extinction of the weaker patriot.*
And so, with sucli protraeted crasli of deafening,
most discordant orchestra-music, the scene ischanged;
and eight-and-twenty thousand sufficient lire-locks
are on the shoulders of as many national guards,
lifted tliereby out of darkness into fiery light.

407. Let Besenval look at the glitter of these mus
kets as they flash by! Gardes Françaises, it is said,
have cannon leveled on him, ready to open, if need
were, from the other side of the river* Motionless
sits he ; “ astonished,” one may flatter one’s self, “ at
the proudbearing (fiére contenance) of the Parisians.”
And now to the Bastille, ye intrèpid Parisians!
Tliere grape-shot still threatens: thither all men’s
thoughts and steps are now tending.
408. Oíd De Launay, as we hinted, withdrew “ in
to bis interior ’’ soon after midnight of Sunday. He
remains tliere ever since, hampered, as all military
gentlemen now are, in the saddest conflict of uncertainties. The Hotel-de-Ville “ invites ” him to admit national soldiers, whieh is a soft ñame for surrendering. On the other hand his majesty’s orders
were precise. His garrison is but eiglity-two oíd
invalides, reinforced by thirty-two young Svviss; his
walls, indeed, are nine feetthick ; he has cannon and
powder, but, alas ! only one day’s provisión of victuals. The city, too, is French, the poor garrison
mostly French. Eigorous oíd De Launay, think
what thou wilt do !
409. All morning, since nine, there has been a cry
everywhere, To the Bastillo! Eepeated “ deputations of citizens ” have been liere, passionato for
arms, wliom De Launay lias got dismissed by soft
speeelies through port-holes. Toward noon, Elector
Thuriot de la Bosiére gains admittance, finds De
Launay indisposed for surrender, nay, disposed for
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blowing up tlie place ratlier. Thuriot mounts with
him to the battlements; beaps of paving-stoues, oíd
iron, and missiles lie piled; cannon all duly leveled;
in every embrasure a cannon—only drawn back a little! But outwards, behold, O Thuriot, how the multitude flows on, welling through every Street; tocsin
í'uriously pealing, all drums beating the générale;
the suburb Saint-Antoine rolling hitherward wholly,
as one man! Such visión (spectral, yet real) thou,
O Thuriot, as from thy mount of visions, beholdest in
this moment, prophetic of what other phantasmagories and loud-gibbering spectral realities which thou
yet beholdest not, but shalt! “ Que voulez-vous ? ”
said De Launay, turning palé at the sight, with an
air of reproach, almost of menace. “Monsieur,” said
Thuriot, rising into the moral sublime, “ what mean
you ? Consider if I could not precipítate loth of us
from this height,” say only a hundred feet, exclusivé
of the walled ditch! Whereupon De Launay fell
silent. Thuriot shows himself from some pinnacle,
to comfort the multitude becoming suspicious, fremescentjthen descends, departs with protests, with warning addressed also to the invalides, on whom, however, it produces but a mixed, indistinct impression.
The oíd heads are none of the clearest; besides, it ia
said, De Launay has been profuse of beverages (pro
digue des buissons). They think they will not fire—
if not fired on—if they can help it; but must, on the
whole, be ruled considerably by circumstances.
410. ‘Woe to thee, De Launay, in such an liour, if
thou canst not, taking some one firm decisión, rule
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circumstances! Soft speeches will not serve, liard
grape-shot is qüestionable, but hovering between the
two is «nquestionable. Ever wilder swells the tide
of men, their infinite hum waxing ever louder, into
imprecations, perhaps into crackle of stray musketry
—whieh latter, on walls nine feet thick, cannot do
execution. The outer drawbridge has been lowered
for Thuriot; new deputation of citizens (it is the
third and noisest of all) penetrates that way into the
outer court; soft speeches producing no clearance of
these, De Launay gives fire, pulís up his drawbridge.
A slight sputter, which has kindled the too com
bustible chaos, made it a roaring fire-chaos! Bursts
forth insurrection, at sight of its own blood (for there
were deaths by that sputter of fire), into endless,
rolling explosión of musketry, distraction, execration, and over head, from the fortress, let one great
gun, with its grape-shot, go booming, to show what
we could do. The Bastille is besieged!
411. On, then, all Frenchmen that have hearts in
your bodies! Roar with all your throats of Cartilage
and metal, ye sons of liberty; stir spasmodically
whatsoever of utrnost faculty is in you, soul, body,
or spirit, for it is the hour! Smite thou, Louis
Tournay, cartwright of the Marais, oíd soldier of the
Regiment Dauphiné■ smite at that outer drawbridge
chain, though the fiery hail whistles round thee!
Never, over nave or felloe, did thy axe strike such a
stroke. Down with it, man; down with it to Orcus;
let the whole aecursed edifice sink thither, and
tyranny be swallowed up forever! Mounted, some
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say, on the roof of the guard-room, some “ on bayonets stuck isto joints of the wall,” Louis Tournay
smites, brave Aubin Bonnemére (also an oíd soldier)
secondiug him. The Chain yields, bréales; the huge
drawbridge slams down, thundering (avac fracas).
Glorious! and yet, alas! it is still hut the outworks.
The eight grim towers, with their invalide musketry,
their paving-stones and cannon-mouths, still soar
aloft intact; ditch yawning impassable, stone-faced;
the inner drawbridge with its haclc toward us; the
Bastille is still to take!
412. To describe this siege of the Bastille (thought
to be one of the most important in history) perhaps
transcends the talent of mortals. Could one but,
after infinite reading, get to understand so much as
the plan of the building! But there is open esplanade at the end of the Kue Saint-Antoine; there are
such forecourts, (cour avancé), cour del’orme, arched
gateway (where Louis Tournay now figlits); then
new drawbridges, dormant-bridges, rampart-bastions,
and the grim eight towers, a labyrinthic mass, highfrowning there, of all ages from twenty years to four
hundred and twenty, beleaguered in this its last hour,
as we said, by mere chaos come again! Ordnanee of
all calibers, throats of all capacities, men ofall plans,
every man his own engineer; seldom since the war
of pygmies and cranes was there seen so anomalous
a thing. Half-pay Elie is horne for a suit of regi
mentáis, no one would heed him in colored clotlres;
balf-pay Hulin is haranguing Gardes Françaises in
the Place de Gréve. Frantic patriota pick up the

STOBM AND VICTORY.

261

grape-shots, bear them, still hot (or seemingly so), to
the Hotel-de-Ville. Paris, you perceive, is to be
burnt! Flesselles is “ palé to the very lips,” for the
roar of the multitude grows deep. Paris, wholly, has
got to the acmé of its frenzy, whirled all ways by
panic madness. At every street-barricade there
whirls, simmering, a minor Whirlpool, strengthening
the barricade, since God knows what is coming; and
all minor whirlpools play distractedly into that grand
fire-mahistrom which is lashing round the Bastillet
413. And so it lashes and it roars. Cholat, the
wine-merchant, has become an impromptu cannoneer.
See Georget, of the marine Service, fresli from Brest,
ply the King of Siam’s cannon. Singular (if we
were not used to the like). Georget lay, last niglrt,
taking his ease at his inn; the King of Siam’s cannon
also lay, knowing nothing of lnm for a hundred
years; yet now, at the right instant, they liave got
together, and discourse eloqüent musió; for, hearing
what was toward, Georget sprang from the Brest
diligence, and ran. Gardes Françaises, also, will be
here, with real artillery. Were not the walls so
thick! Upward from the esplanade, horizontally
from all neighboring roofs and Windows, flashes one
irregular deluge of musketry, without effect. The
invalides lie fíat, firing comparatively at their ease
from behind stone ; hardly through port-holes show
the tip of a nose. We fall, shot, and make no impression!
414. Let conflagration rage of whatsoever is com
bustible ! Guard-rooms are burnt, invalides mess-
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rooms. A distracted “ peruke-maker with two fiery
torches” is forburning “ thesaltpetersof tke arsenal,”
liad not a womau ran screaming, liad not a patriot,
witli some tincture of natural philosophy, instantly
struck the wind out of him (butt of musket on pit of
stomach), overturned barréis, and stayed thedevouring element. A young beautiful lady, seized, escaping, in tliese outer eourts, and thouglit, falsely, to be
De Launay’s daughter, sball be burnt in De Launay’s
sight: she lies, swooned, on a paillasse; but, again, a
patriot—it is brave Aubin Bonnemére, the oíd soldier—daslies in, and rescues her. Straw is burnt;
three cartloads of it, hauled hither, go up in white
smoke, almost to the choking of patriotism itself;
so that Elie liad, witli singed brows, to drag back
one cart, and Réole, the “ gigantic haherdasher,” anotlier. Smoke as of Tophet, confusión as of Babel,
noise as of the crack of doom!
415. Blood flows, the aliment .of new madness.
The wounded are carried into houses of the Rué
Cerisaie; the dying leave their last mandate not to
yield till the accursed stronghold fall. And yet,
alas! how fall? The walls are so thiek! Deputations, three in number, arrive from the Hotel-deVille, Abbc Fauchet (wlio was of one) can say with
what almost superliuman courage of benevolenee.*
These wave their town-flag in the arched gateway,
and stand, rolling their drum, but to no purpose. In
such crack of doom, De Launay cannot hear thein,
daré not believe thera; they return, with justified
» Fauchet’s " Narrativo " (“Deux Amls,"l. 324).
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rage, the whew of lead still singing in their eare.
What to do ? The firemen are here, squirting with
their fire-pumps on the Invalides cannon, to wet the
touch-holes; tliey unfortunately cannot squirt so
high, but produce only clouds of spray. Individuals
of classical knowledge propose catapulta. Santerre,
the sonorous brewer of the suburb Saint-Antoine,
advises rather that the place be fired by a “mixture
of phosphorous and oil of turpentine spouted up
through forcing-pumps.” D Spinola-Santerre, hast
thou the mixture ready ? Every man his own enginerr! And still the fire-deluge abates not; even
women are firing, and Turks—at least one woman
(with hersweetheart), and oneTurk* Gardes Françaises have come; real cannon, real cannoneers.
Usher Maillard is busy; half-pay Elie, lialf-pay Hulin,
rage in the midst of thousands.
416. How the great Bastille dock ticks (inaudible)
in its inuer court, there, at its ease, liour aiter hour;
as if nothing special, for it or the world, were passing!
It tolled one when the firing began, and is now pointing toward five, and still the firing slakes not. Far
down, in their vaults, the seven prisoners hear muffied din as of earthquakes; their turnkeys auswer
vaguely.
417. Woe to thee, De Launay, with thy poor liundred invalides! Broglie is distant, and his ears heavy;
Besenval hears, but can send no help. One poor
troop of hussars has crept, reconnoitering, cautiouslv
along the quais, as far as Pont Neuf. “We are come
to join you,” said the captain, for the crowd seems
* “ Deux Amis,” i. 319, Dusaulx, etc-
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shoreless. A large-headed dwarfish individual, of
emoke-bleared aspeet, shambles l'orward, opening bis
bluelips,fortliereissenseinbim,aiid croaks, “Alight
then, and give up your arms! ” The hussar-eaptain is
too happy to be eseorted to the barriers and dismissed
on parole. Who the squat individual was ? Men
answer It is M. Marat, author of the excellent pacific
“ Avis au Peuple!” Great, truly, O thou remarkable dog-leech, is tliis tliy day of emergence and newbirtli; and yet this same day come four years—but
let the curtains of the future hang.
418. Whatshall De Launay do? One thing only
De Launay could llave done—what he said he would
do. Fancy him sitting, from the first, with lighted
tapei, within arm’s-length of the powder-magazine;
motionless, like oíd Roman senator, or bronze lampholder; coldly apprising Thuriot, and all men, by a
slight motion of his eye, what his resolution was.
Harmless he sat there, while nnharmed; but the
kiug’s fortress, meanwliile, could, .might, would or
should in nowise be surrendered save to the king’s
messenger; one old man’s life is_worthless, so it be
lost with honor; but think, ye brawling canaille,
how will it be when a wliole Bastille springs skyward ? In such statuesque, taper-holding attitude,
one íàncies De Launay might have left Thuriot, the
red clerks of the basoehe, curé of Saiut-Stephen, and
all the tag-ragandbobtail of the world, to work their
will.
419. And yet, withal, he could not do it. Hast
thou considered how each man’s lieai't is so tremu-
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lously responsive to the hearts of all men ? hast thou
noted how omnipotent is the very souud of many
men? How their shriek of indignation palsies the
strong soul ? their howl of contumely withers with
unfelt pangs ? The Ritter Gluck confessed that the
ground-tone of the noblest passage in one of his
noblest operas was the voice of the populace he had
heard at Vienna, crying to their kaiser, Bread! Bread!
Great is the combined voice of men, the utterance of
their instincte, which ¡iré truer than their thoughts;
it is the greatest a man encounters, airoug the sounds
and shadows which make up this world of time!
He who can resist that, has his footing somewhere
beyond time. De Launay could not do it. Distracted,
he hovers between two—hopes in the middle of despair; surrenders not his fortress; declares that he
will blow it up, seizes torches to blow it up, and
does not blow it. Uuhappy old De Launay, it is the
death-agony of thy Bastille and thee ! Jail, jailoring, and jailor, all three, such as they may have been,
must linish.
420. For four hours now has the world-bedlam
roared; call it the world-chimera, blowing fire! The
poor invalides have sunk under their battlements, or
rise only with reversed muskets; they have made a
white flag of napkins, go beating the chamade, or
seeming to beat, for one can hear nothing. The very
Swiss at the poitcullis look weary of firing, disheartened in the fire-deluge; a port-hole at the drawbridge
is opened, as by one that would speak. See Huissier
Maillard, the shifty man! On his plank, swinging
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over the abyss of that stone ditcli, plank resting on
parapet, balanced by weigbt of patriots, be hovera
periïous—sucb a dove toward such an ark ! Deftly,
tliou shifty usher; one man already fell, and lies
smashed, far.down there, against the masonry! Ush
er Maillard falls not; deftly, unerring, he walks,
\vith outspread palia. The Swiss holds a paper
through his port-hole; the shifty usher snatches it
and returns. Terms of surrender, Pardon, immunity
to all! Are they accepted? “Foi d’ofidcier (On the word
of an officer),” answersliall half-pay Hulin, or halfpay Elie—for men do not agree on it—“ they are! ”
Sinks the drawbridge, Usher Maillard bolting it
when down; rushes—in the living deluge; the Bas
tille is fallen 1 Victoire! La Bastille est prise !*

ever new, also in ecstasy not wholly of joy. As we
said, it was a living deluge, plunging headlong ;"had
not the Gardes Françaises, in their eool military way,
“ wheeled round with arms leveled,” it would have
plunged suicidally, by the hundred or the thousand,
into the Bastille-ditch.
422. And so it goes plunging through court and
corridor; billowing uncontrollable, firing from Win
dows—on itself; in hot frenzy of triumph, of grief;
and vengeance for its slain. The poor invalides will
fare ill; one Swiss, running off in his white smock,
is driven back, with a death-thrust. Let all prisoners be marched to the town-hall to be judged ! Alas,
already one poor invalide has his right liand slashed
off him, his maimed bodydragged to the Place de
Gréve, and hanged there. This same right hand, it
is said, turned back De Launay from the powdermagazine, and saved Paris.
423. De Launay, “ diseovered in gray frock with
poppy-colored ribbon,” is for killing himself with the
sword of his cañe. He shall to the Hotel-de-Ville,
Hulin, Maillard, and others escorting him, Elie marching foremost, “ with the capitulation-paper on his
sword’s point.” Through roarings and cursings,
through hustlings, clutchings, and at last through
strokes! Your escort is hustled aside, fell down;
Hulin sinks exhausted on a heap of stones. Misera
ble De Launay! He shall never enter the Hotel-deVille ; only his “ bloody hair-queue, held up in a
bloody hand,” that shall enter, for asign. Thebleeding trunk lies on the steps there; the head is off
through the streets, ghastly, aloft on a pike.
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421. Why dwell on what follows? Hulin’s foi
d’officier should have been kept, but could not. The
Swiss stand drawn up, disguised in white canvas
smocks; the invalides without disguise, their arms
all piled against the wall. The first rush of victors,
in ecstasy that the death-peril is passed, “ leaps joyfully on their necks; ” but new victors rush, and
* “ Histoire de la Révolutlon,” par Deux Amis de la
Liberté, i. ¡¡67-306; Besenval. iii. 410-434; Dusaulx, ‘-Prise
de la Bastille,” 301-303; Builly, '-Mémoires (Colleetion de
Berriére’'), i. 322 et seqq.
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424. Rigorous De Lauuay has died, ci'ying out,
“ O friends, kill me fast! ” Merciful De Losme must
die; though gratitude embraces him, in this í'earí'ul
hour, and will die for him, it avails not. Brothers,
your wrath is cruel! Your Place de Gréve is become
a throat of the tiger, fnll of mere fierce bellowings,
and thirst oí blood. One other oflicer is massacred;
one other invalide is hanged ou the iamp-iron ; with
difflculty, with generous perseveranee, the Gardes
Françaises will save the rest. Provost Plesselles,
stricken long since with the paleness of death, must
descend from his seat, “ to be judged at the Puláis
Royal; ”—alas, to be shot dead by an unknown haud
at the turning of the first Street!
425. O evening sun of July, how, at this hour, thy
beams fall siant on reapers amid peaceful woody
fields, on oíd women spinning in cottages, on ships
far out in the silent main; on balls of the orangerie
of Versailles, where high-rouged dames of thepalace
are even now dancing with double-jacketed liussarofficcrs; and also on this roaring hell-porch of a
H'átel-de-Ville! Babel tower, with the confusión of
tongues, were not bedlam added with the conflagration of thoughts, was no new type of it. One forest
of distracted Steel bristles, endless, in front of an
electoral committee; points itself, in horrid radii,
against this and the other accused breast. It was
the Titans warring with Olympus; and they, scareely
crediting it, have conquered; prodigy of prodigies;
delirious-—as it could not but be. Denunciation, vengeauce, blaze of triumph on a dark ground of terror ¡
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all outward, all inward things fallen into one general
wreck of madness!
426. Electoral committee? Had it a thousand
throats of brass, it would not suíflce. Abbé Lefevre,
in the vaults down below, is black as Vulcan, distributing that “five thousand-weiglit of powder,”
with what perils, these eight-and-forty hours! Last
night, a patriot, in liquor, insistedonsittingtosmoke
on the edge of one of the powder-barrels; there
smoked he, independent of the world—till the Abbá
“ purchased his pipe for three francs,” and pitched it
far.
427. Elie, in the grand hall, electoral committee
looking on, sits “ with drawn sword bent in three
places; ” with battered helm, for he was of the
Queen’s Regiment, cavalry; with torn regimentáis,
face singed and soiled; comparable, some think, to
“ an antique warrior”—judging the people, forming
a list of Bastille heroes. O friends, stain not with
blood the greenest laureis ever gained in this world,
such is the burden of Elie’s song, could it but be listened to. Courage, Elie! Courage, ye municipal
electors! A declining sun, the need of victuals and
of telling news, will bringassuagement, dispersión—
all earthly things must end.
428. Along the streets of Paris circulate seven Bas
tille prisoners, borne shoulder-high, seven heads on
pikes, the keys of the Bastille, and much else. See,
also, the Gardes Françaises, intheirsteadfast military
way, marching home to their barracks, with the in
valides and Swiss kindly inclosed in hollow square.
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It is one year ancl two months since these same men
stood unparticipating, with Brennus d’Agoust at the
Palais de Justice, wlien late overtook D’Espréménil;
and now they have participated, and will particípate.
Not Gardes Françaises lienceforth, but Center Grenadicrs of the National Guard—men of iron discipline
and humor,not withoutakind of thought in tliem!
429. Likewise, aslilar stones of the Bastille con
tinue thundering through the dusk; its paper arch
ives shall fly white. Oíd secrets come to vievv, and
long-buried despair flnds voiee. Read this portion
of an oíd letter :* “ If for my consolation monseigneur would grant me, for the sake of God and the
most blessed Trinity, that I could have news of my
dear wife, were it only her ñame on a card, to show
that she is alive ! It were the greatest consolation I
could receive, and I should forever bless the greatness of monseigneur.” Poor prisoner, who namest
thyself Quéret-Démery, and has no other history-—
she is dead, that dear wife of thine, and thou art
dead! ’Tis fifty years since thy breaking lieart put
this question, to be heard now flrst, and long heard,
in the hearts of men.
430. But so does the July twilight thicken; so
must Paris, as sick children and all distracted creatures do, brawl itself finally into a kind of sleep.
Municipal electors, astonished to find their heads
still uppermost, are home; only Moreau de Saint* Dated à la Bastille, 7 Oetobre, 1752; signed QuéretDemery. ‘ Bastille D évoilee;” in Linguet, “ Mémoires
sur la Bastille" (Paris, 1821), p. 199.
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Méry, of tropical birth and heart, of coolest judgment,
he, with two others, shall sit permanent at the townhall. Paris sleeps; gleams upward the illunpnated
city; patrols go clashing, without common watchword; there go rumors, alarais of war, to the extent
of“ 15,000men marching through the suburb SaintAntoine”—who never got it marched through. Of
the day’s distraction jndge by this of the night—■
Moreau de Saint-Méry, “ before rising from his seat,
gave upward of 3,000 orders.”* AVhat a head, com
parable to Friar Bacon’s brass head! Within it lies
all Paris. Prompt must the answer be, right or
wrong; in Paris is no other authority extant. Seriously, a most cool, clear head—for which also thou,
O brave Saint-Méry, in many capacities, from august
senator to merchant’s clerk, book dealer, vice-king
in many places, from Virginia to Sardinia, shalt, ever
as a brave man, find employment.f
431. Besenval has decamped under cloud of dusk,
“ amid a great affluence of people,” who did notharm
him; he marches with faint-growing tread, down the
left bank of the Seine, all night—toward infinite
space. Re-summoned sliall Besenval himself be, for
trial, fordiffieult acquittal. Hisking-troops, hisRoyalAllemand, are gone henee forever.
432. The Versailles balland lemonade is done ; (he
orangerie is silent except for night-birds. Over in
the Salle des Menus Vice-President Lafayette, with
* Dusaulx.
+ “ Biographie üniverselle.

Fournier-Peseay).

6 Moreau S aint-Méry (by
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unsnuffed lights, “ with some hundred or so of members stretched on tables round him,” sits erect, outwatching the bear. This day a second solemn deputation went to his majesty, a second, and tlien a
third—with no effect. What will the end of these
things be?
433. In the court all is mystery, not without
whisperinga of terror, thongh ye dream of lemonade
and epaulettes, ye foolish women ! His majesty, kept
in happy ignoranee, perhaps dreams of double-barrels and the woods of Meudon. Late at night, the
Duke de Liancourt, liaving official right of entrance,
gains access to the royal apartments, nnfolds, with
earnest elearness, in his constitutional way, the Job’s
news. “ Mais,” said poor Louis, “ c’est une révolte
(Why, that is a revolt)!” “Sire,” answered Lian
court, '' it is not a revolt—it is a revolution.”
CHAPTEE VIII.
CONQÜERrNG YOUR RING.

434. On the morrow a fourth deputation to the
cháteau is on foot, of a more solemn, not to say awful
character; for, besides “ orgies in the orangery,” it
seems “ the grain-convoys are all stopped,” ñor has
Mirabeau’s thnnder been silent. Such deputation is
on the point of setting out—when lo, his majesly
himself, attended only by his two brothers, steps in,
quite in the paternal manner, announces that the

CONQUERING YOÜR KING.

273
troops, and all causes of offense, are gone; and
henceforth there shall be notlnng but trust, reeoncilement, good-will; whereof he “permits, and even
requests,” a national assembly to assure Paris in his
líame ! Acclamation, as of men suddenly delivered
from death, gives auswer. The whole assembly spontaneously rises to escort his majesty hack, “ interlacing their arms to keep off tlie excessive pressure from
him,” for all Versailles is crowding and shouting.
The eháteau musicians, with a felicitous promptitude,
strike up the Sein de sa Famille (Bosom of One’s
Family); the queen appears at the balcony with her
little boy and girl, “ kissing tliem several times,” in
finite vivats spread far and wide—and suddenly there
has come, as it were, a new heaven-on-earth.
435. Eighty-eight august senators, Bailly, Lafayette, and our repentant arclibisliop among them, take
coach for Paris, with the great intelligence; benedictions without end on their heads. From the
Place Louis Quinze, where they alight, all the way
to the Hotel-de-Ville, it is one sea of tricolor cockades, of clenr national muskets, one tempest of huzzaings, hand-clappings, aided by “ oecasional rollings"
ofdrum music. Haranguesof duefervoraredelivered,
especially by Lally Tollendal, pious son of the illfated murdered Lally, on whose head, in consequence,
a civic erown (of oak or parsley) is forced—which he
forcibly transfers to Bailly’s.
43G. But surely, for one thing, the national guard
sliould liave a general! Moreau de Saint-Méry, he
of the “ three tliousand orders,” casts one of his signi
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ficant glances on the bust of Lafayette, whieh has
stood tliere ever since tlie American war of liberty.
Whereupon, by acclamation, Lafayette is nominated.
Again, in room of the slain traitor or quasi-traitor
Flesselles, President Bailly shall be—provost of the
merchants? No; mayor of Paris! So be it. Maire
de Paris! Mayor Bailly, General Lafayette; vive
Bailly, vive Lafayette! the universal out-of-doors
multitude rends the welkin in confirmation. And
now, finally, let us to Notre-Daine for a Te Deum.
437. Toward Notre-Dame cathedral, in glad procession, these regenerators of the country walk,
through a jubilant people, in fraternal manner, Abbé
Lefevre, still black with his gunpowder Services,
walkingarm in arm with the white-stoled arclibishopPoor Bailly comes upon the foundling cliildren, sent
to kneel to him, and “ weeps.” Te Deum, our arch
bishop officiating, is not only sung, but shot—with
blank cartridges. Our joy is boundless, as our woe
threatened to be. Paris, by her own pike and musket, and the valor of her own lieart, has conquered
the very war-gods—to the satisfaciion now of majesty itself. A couricr is, this night, getting under way
for Necker ; the people’s minister, iuvited baek by
king, by national assembly, and nation, shall traverse France amid shoutings, and the sound of trumpet and timbre!.
438. Seeing whieli course of things, messeigneurs
of the court triumvirate. messieurs of the dead-born
Broglie ministry, and others such, consider that their
part also is clear-to mount and ride. Off, ye too-
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royal Broglies, Polignacs, and princes of the blood;
off while it is yet time! Did not the Palais Royal,
in its late nocturnal “ violent motions,” set a specific
price (place of payment not mentioned) on each of
your heads? With precautions, with the aid of
pieces ofcannon and regiments that can be depended
on, messeigneurs, between the sixteenth night and
seventeenth morning, get to their several roads. Not
without risk!, Prince Condé has (or seems to have)
men galloping at full speed,” with a view, it is
thought, to fling him into the river Oise, at PontSainte-Mayence.* The Polignacs travel disguised,
friends, not servants on their coaeh-box. Broglie has
his own difficulties at Versailles, runs his own risks
at Metz and Verdun, does, nevertheless, get safe to
Luxemburg, and there rests.
439. This is what they cali the first emigration,
determined on, as appears, in full court-conclave, his
majesty assisting—prompt he, for his share of it, to
follow any counsel whatsoever. “ Three sons of
France and four princes of the blood of Saint Louis,”
says Weber, “ could not more effectually humble the
burghers of Paris than by appearing to withdraw in
íear of their life.” Alas, the burghers of Paris bear it
with uncxpected stoicism! The man D’Artois, indeed, is gone, but has he carried, for example, the
land D’Artois, with him ? Not even Bagatelle, the
country-house (which shall be useful as a tavern);
hardly the four-valet breeches, leaving the breechesmaker! As for oíd Foulon, one learns that he is
• Weber, 11.126.
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dead; at least “ a sumptuons funeral ” is going on;
the undcrtakers honoring him, if no other will. In
tendant Berthier, his son-in-law, is still living, lurking; he joined Besenval on that Eumenides Sunday,
appearing to treat it with levity, and is now fled, no
man knows whither.
440. The emigration is not gone many miles, Prince
Condé hardly across the Oise, when his majesty, according to arrangement—for the emigration also
thought it might do good—nndertakes a rather daring enterprise, that of visiting Paris in person. With
a hundred members of assembly, with small or no
military escort, which, indeed, he dismissed at the
bridge of Sévres, poor Louis sets out, leavin'g a deso
late palace, a queen weeping, the present, the past,
and the future all so unfriendly for hcr.
441. At the barrier of Passy, Mayor Bailly, in grand
gala, presents him with the keys, harangues him, in
aeademic style, mentions that it is a great day; that
in Henri Quatre’s case, the king liad to make conquest of his people, but in tliis happier case, the peopie malees conquest of its king (aconquisson Roi).
The king, so happily conquered, drives forward
slowly, through a Steel people, ali silent, or shouting
only Vive la nation; is liarangued at the town-hall
by Moreau of the three thousand oiders, by King’s
Proeureur M. Ethys de Corny, by Lally Tollendal
and others; knows not what to think of it or say of
it; learns that he is “ restorer of French liberty as
a statue of him, to be raised on the site of the Bas
tille, shall testify to all men. Finally, he is shown
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at the balcony with a tricolor cockade in his hat; is
greetednow with vehement acclamation, fromsquare
and Street, from all Windows and roofs—and so drives
lióme again amid glad mingled and, as it were, intermarried shouts of Vive le roi and Vive la nation,
wearied but safe.
442. It was Sunday when the red-het balls hung
over us, in mid air; it is now but Friday and “ the
revolution is sanctioned.” An august national assem
bly shall make the constitution j and neither foreign
pandour, domèstic triumvirate, with leveled cannoin
Guy-Faux powder plots (for that, too, wasspoken of),
nor any tyrannic power on the earth or under the
earth, shall say to it, What dost thou? So jubílales
the people, sure now of a constitution. Cracked
Marquis Saint-Huruge is heard under the Windows
of the Cháteau, murmuring sheer speculativatreason.*
CHAPTER IX.
THE LANTEENE.

443. Tlie fall of the Bastille may be said to have
sliaken all France to the deepest foundatious of its
existence. The rumors of these wonders flies everywhere, with the natural speed of rumor, with an
efTect thought to be preternatural, produced by plots.
Did D’Orléans or Lacios, nay, did Mirabeau (not
* Campan, ii.
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overburdened witli money at tliis time) send ridmg
couriers out from Paris, to galiop “on ali radii,” or
liigliwavs tovvard all points oi' France? It isa mir
acle which uo penetrating man will cali in question.*
444. Already in most towns electoral committees
were met, to regret Necker, in harangue and resolution. In inany a tovvn, as Rennes, Caen, Lyous, au
ebullient people was already regretting him in brickbats and musketry. But now at every town’s-end
in France there do arrive, in these days of terror,
“men,” as men will arrive ; nay, “men on horseback,”
since rumor ol'tenest travels riding. These men de
clare,witli alarmed countenance,f/ie Jn'yíinaís to be C orn
ing, to be just at hand ¡ and do then—ride on about
tbeir further business, be what it might! Wheretipon the whole population of snch town defensively
flies to arms. Petition is soon thereafter forwarded
to national assembly; in such peril and terror of
peril, leave to organize yourself cannot be witlilield;
the armed population becomes everywhere au en
rollad national guard. Thus rides rumor, careering
along all radii, from Paris outward to such purpose;
in fewdays, some say in not many hours, all France
to the utmost borders bristles with bayonets. Sin
gular, but undeniable—miraculous or not! But
thus may any Chemical liquid, though cooled to the
freezing-poiut, or far lower, stili continue liquid;
and then, on the sliglitest stroke or sliake. it at
once rushes wliolly into ice. Thus, has Frauce, for
* Toulongeon, i. 95; Weber, etc., eto-
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loug months and even years, been chemically dealt
with. brought below zero : and now shaken by the
fall of a Bastille, it iustantaneously congeals intoone
crystallized mass of sharp-cutting Steel! Guai a chi
la tocca,—’Ware who touches i t !
445 In Paris an electoral committee, with a new
mayor and general, is urgent with belligerent workmeu to resume their handicrafts. Strong dames of
the market (dames de la halle) deliver congratulatory harangues, present “bouquets to the shrine of
Sainte Geneviéve.” Unenrolled men deposit their
arms—not so readily as could be wislied—and receive “nine francs.” With Te Deums, royal visits,
and sanctioned revolution, there is halcyon weather,
weather even of preternatural brightness; the liurricane being overblown.
446. Nevertheless, as is natural,the waves still run
high, hollow rocks retaining their murraur. AVe are
but at the 22d of the month, hardly above a week
since the Bastille fell, when it suddenly appears that
oíd Foulonis alive; nay,thatheishere,inearlj'morning, in the streets of Paris—the extortioner, the plotter, who would make the people eat grass, and was a
liar from the beginning! It. is even so. The deceptive ‘‘sumptuous funeral” (of some domèstic that
died); the hiding-place at Vitry toward Fontaineblcau, have not availed that wretched oíd man.
Some living domèstic or dependent, for none loves
Foulon, has betrayed him to the village. Merciless
boors of Vitry unearth him, pounce on him, like
hell-hounds; westward, oíd infamy, to Paris, to be
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judged at the Hotel-de-Yille! His oíd head, which
seventy-four years have bleached, is bare, tliey llave
tied an emblemàtic bundle of grass on his back, a
garland of nettles and thistles is round his neek: in
this manner, led with ropes, goaded on with curses
and menaces, must he, with his oíd limbs, sprawl
l'onvard—the pitiablest, most unpitied of all oíd
men.
447. Sooty Saint-Antoine, and every Street, musters its crowds as he passes—the hall of the Hotelde-Ville, the Place de Gréve itself will scarcely hold
his escort and him. Foulon must not only be judged
righteously, but judged therc where he stands, withont any delay. Appoint seven judges, ye munici
pals, or seventy-and-seveu; ñame them yourselves,
or we will ñame them—but judge him !* Electoral
rhetoric, eloquence of Mayor Bailly, is wasted, for
hours, explaining the beauty of the law’s delay.
Delay, and still delay! Behold, O mayor of the
people, the morning has worn itself into noon, and
he is still unjudged! Lafayette, pressingly sent for,
arrives, gives voice: This Foulon, a known man, is
guilty almost beyond doubt: but may he not have accomplices? Oughtnot the truth to be cunningly
pumped out ofhim—in the Abbaye prison? Itisa
new light! Sanscnlottism claps hands—at which
hand-clapping, Foulon (in his fainness,ashisdestiny
wou-ld have it) also claps. “See> they understand
one another!” cries dark sansculottism, blazing into
fury of suspicion. “Friends,” said “a person in good
* “ Histoire Parlementaire,” il. H6-49.
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clothes,” stepping foward, “what is the use of judgíng this man ? Has not he been judged these thirty
years?” With wild yells, sansculottism clutches
him in its hundred hands: he is wliirled across the
Place de Gréve, tothe “lanterne” (lamp-iron), which
there is at the córner of the Bue de la Vannerie;
pleading bitterly for life—to the deaf winds. Only
with the third rope—for two ropes broke, and the
quavering voice still pleaded—can he be so much as
got hanged! His body is dragged through the
streets; his head goes aloft on a pike, the mouth
lilled with grass: amid sounds as of Tophet, from
a grass-eating people.*
448. Surely if revenge is a “kind of justice,” it is a
“wild” kind ! O mad sansculottism, hast thou risen,
in thy mad darkness, in thy soot and rags; unexpectedly, like an Enceladus, living buried, from un
der his Trinacria ? They that would make grass be
eaten do now eat grass in this manner ? After long
dumb-groaning generations, has the turn suddenly
become thiue? To such abysmal overturns, and
fnghtful instantaneous inversions of the center-ofgravity, are human solecism all liable, if they but
knew i t ; the more liable, the falser (and topheavier)
they are!
449. To add to the horror of Mayor Bailly and his
municipals, word come that Berthier has also been
arrested; that he is on his way hither from Compiégne. Berthier, intendant (say tax-levier) of Paris,
sycophant and tyrant, forestaller of corn, contriver
* ,l Deux

Amis de la Liberté,” Ii. 60-66.
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of camps against the people, accused of many things;
is he not Foulon’s son-in-law, and, in that one point,
guilty of all ? In these hours, too, when sansculottism has its blood np ! The shuddering municipals
send one of their number to escort him with mounted
national gnards.
450. At the fall of day the wretched Berthier, still
wearing a face of courage, arrives at the barrier, in
an open carriage, with the municipal besidehim; 500
horsemen with drawn sabres; unarmed footmen
enongh, not witliout noise! Placards go brandished
round him, bearing iegibly bis indictment, as sansculottism, with unlegal brevity, “ in huge letters,”
draws it up.* Paris is come forth to meet him ; with
hand-clappi ugs, with Windows flung up, with dances,
trinmph songs, as of the furies. Lastly.the head of
Foulon; this also meets him ou a pike. Well might
bis “ look become glazed ” and sense fail him at such
sight! Nevertheless, be the man’s conscience what
it mav, his nervcs are of iron. Atthe Hotel-de-Ville
he wili answer nothing. He says he obeyed superior
orders; they have his papers ; they may jndge and
determine; as for himself, not having closed an eye
these two nights, he demands before all things to bave
sleep. Leaden slecp, thou miserable Berthier!
Guards rise with him in motion toward the Abbaye.
At the very door of the Hotel-de-Ville (hoy are
* “II a voté le Roi et la Frnnce.” (He robbed the Ring
and Franep). ' He devoured the -ubstar.ce of the peo
ple ” "He was lite siav eo fthe rieb. and tbe tyrnntof
thepoor.” “ Hedrank the blood oí the widowandorphan."
" He betrayed his eountry.” See “ Deux Amia,’’ ii. 67-73.
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clutched, flung asunder as by a vortex of mad arms;
Berthier whirls toward the lanterne. He snatches a
musket, fells and strikes, defending himself like a
mad lion; he is borne down, trampled, hanged,
mangled ; his head, too, and even his heart, flies over
the city on a pike.
. 451. Horrible in lands that liad known equaljustlce! Not so unnatural in lands that had never known
it. “ Le sang qui coule, est-il done si pur?” asks
Barnave, intimating that the gallows, though by
irregular methods, has its own. Thou, thyself, O
reader, when thou turnest that córner of the Rué de
la Vannerie, and discernest still that same grim
bracket of oíd iron, wilt not want for reflections.
“ Over a grocer’s shop,” or otherwise, with “ a bust
of Louis XIV. in the niche under it,” now no longer
in the niche—it still sticks there; still holding out
an inefíectual light of flsh-oil, and has seen worlds
wrecked, and says nothing.
452. But to the eye of enlightened patriotism
what a thunder-cloud was this, suddenly sliaping
itself in the radiance of the halcyon weather! Cloud
of Erebus blackness, betokened latent electricity
without limit. Mayor Bailly, General Lafayette
throw up their commissions in an indignant manner;
need to be flattered back again. The cloud disappears, as thunder-clouds do. The halcyon weather
returns, though of a grayercomplexión, of a character
more and more evidently not supernatural.
453. Thus, in any case, with what rubs soever, shall
the Bastille be abolished from onr earth, and with it
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feudalism, despotism, and one hopes, scoundrelism
generally, and all liard usage of man by his brother
man. Alas, the scoundrelism and hard usage are not
so easy of abolition ! But, as for the Bastille, itsinks
day after day, and month aftermonth, its ashlars and
boulders tumbling down continually by express order of our municipals. Crowd of the curious roam
through its caverns; gaze on the skeletons found
walled-up, on the oubliettes iron-cages, monstrous
stone blocks, with padlock chains. One day we discern Mirabeau there, along with the Genevese Dumont,* Workers and onlookers make reverent way
for him, fling verses, flowers, on his path, Bastillepapers and curiosities into his carriage, with vivats.
454. Ahle editors compile books from the Bastille
archives, from what of them remain unburnt. The
key of that robber-den shall cross the Atlantic, shall
lie on Washington’shall-table. The great dock ticks
now in a private patriòtic cloek-maker’s apartment,
no longer measuring hours of mere heaviness. Vanished is the Bastille, what wecall vanished; the body,
or sandstones, of it hanging in benign metamorpho
sis, for centuries to come, over the Seine waters as
Pont Louis Seize ;f the soul of it living, perhaps,
stili longer in the memòries of men.
455. So far, ye august senators, with your tenniscourt oaths, your inertia and impetus, your sagacity
and pertinacity, have ye brought us. “ And yet think,
messieurs,” as the petitioners justly urged, “ you who

were our saviors did themselves need saviors ”—the
brave Bastillers, namely, workmen of Paris, many of
them in straitened pecuniary circumstances !* Suhscriptions are opened, lists are formed, more accurate
than Elie’s ; harangues are delivered. A body of Bas
tille heroes, tolerably complete, did get together—
comparable to the Argonauta, hoping to endure like
them. But in little more than a year the Whirlpool
of things threw them asunder again, and they sank.
So many highest superlatives achieved by man are
followed by new higher, and dwindled into compara
tives and positives! The siege of the Bastille,
weighed with which, in the historical balance, most
other sieges, including that of Troy town, are gossar
mer, cost, as we find, in killed and mortally wounded,
on the part of the besiegers, some eighty-three persons ; on the part of the besieged, after all that strawbuming, fire-pumping, and deluge of musketry, one
poor solitary invalide shot stone-dead (roide-mort) on
the battlements !f The Bastille fortress, like the
city of Jericho, was overthrown by miraculous sound.
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* Dumont, “ Souvenirs sur Mirabeau,” p. 305.

t Dulaure, “ Histoire de Paris,” viii. 434 .
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BOOK SIXTH.
CONSOLO)ATION.
CHAPTER L
MAKE THE CONSTITUTION.
456. Here, perhaps, is the place to fix a little more
precisely what tliese two words ,French revolution, sliall
mean; for, strictly considered, they may have as
many meanings as there are speakers of them. AJI
things are iu revolution, in change from moment to
moment, which becomes sensible from epoch to
epoch; in this time-world of ours there is properly
nothing else but revolution and mutation, and even
nothing else conceivable. Revolution, you answer,
means speedier change. Whereupon one has still to
ask, How speedy ? At what degree of speed, in what
particular points of this variable course, which varies
in velocity, but can never stop till time itself stops,
does revolution begin and end, cease to be ordinary
mutation, and again become such ? It is a thing that
will depend on definition more or less arbitrary.
457. For ourselves, we answer that French revo-
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lution means here the open violent rebellion, and
victory of disimprisoned anarchy against coriupt,
worn-out authority ; how anarchy breaks prison,
bursts up from the infinite deep, and rages uncontrollable, immeasurable, enveloping a world, in phasis after phasis of íever-frcnzy, till the frenzy burning itself out, and what elements of new order it
held (since all forcé holds such) developing themselves, the uncontrollable begot, if not reimprisoned,
yet harnessed, and its mad forces made to work
toward their object as sane regulated ones. For as
hierarchies and dynasties of all kinds, theocracies,
aristocràcies, autocràcies, strumpetocracies, have
ruled over the world, so it was appointed in the de
crees of providence, that this same victorious anarchy,
Jacobinism, sansculottism, French revolution, horrors
of French revolution, or what else mortals ñame it,
should have its tum. The “ destructive wrath ” oí
sansculottism—this is what we speak, having unhappily no voice for singing.
458. Surely a great phenomenon, nay, it is a trans
cendental one, over-stepping all rules and experience,
the crowning phenomenon of our modem time. For
here, again, most unexpectedly, comes antique fanaticism in new and newest vesture, miraculous, as all
fanaticism is. Cali it the fanaticism of “ making
away with formulas (de humer les formules).” The
world of formulas, the formed, regulated world'
which all habitable world is, mnst needs hate such
fanaticism like death, and be at deadly variance with
it. The world of formulas must conquer i t ; or fail-
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ing that, must die execrating it, anathematizing it—
cau, nevertheless, in nowise prevent its being and its
having been. The anathemas are there, and the miraculous thing is there.
459. Whence it cometli ? Whither it goeth? These
are qüestions! When the age of miracles lay faded
into the distance as an incrcdible tradition, and even
the age of conventionalities was now old, and man’s
existence had for long generations rested on mere for
mulas which were grown hollow by course of time,
and it seemed as if no reality any longer existed, but
only phantasms of realities, and God’s universe were
the work of the tailor and npholsterer mainly, and
men were buckram masks that went ahout becking
and grimacing there—on a sudden, the earth yawns
asunder, and amid Tartarean smoke and glare of
fierce brightness, rises sansculottim, many-headed,
iire-breathing, and asks, What think ye of me? Well
may the buckram masks start togetlier, térror-struck,
“ into expressive well-concerted groups!” It is, indeed, friends, a most singular, most fatal thing. Let
whosoever is but buckram and a phantasm look to it;
ili verily may it fare with him; here methinks he
cannot much longer be. Woe also to many a one
who is not vvholly buckram, but partly real and hu
man ! The age of miracles has come back ! “ Behold the world-phcenix, in íire-consummation and
fire-creation; wide are her fanning wings; loud is
her death-melody of battle-thunders and falling
towns; skyward lashes the funeral llame, enveloping
all things—it is the death-birth of a world! ”
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460. Whereby, however, as we often say, shall one
Qnspeakable blessing seem attainable. This, namely
that man and his life rest no more on hollowness and
a lie, but on solidity and some kind of truth. Welcome the beggarliest truth, so it be one, in exehange
for the royalest sham! Truth of any kind breeds
ever new and better truth; thus hard granite rock
will crumble down into soil, under the blessed skyey
influences, and cover itself with verdure, with fruitage and umbrage. But as for falsehood, which in
like contrary manner grows ever falser, what can it,
or what should it do but decease, being ripe, decompose itself gently or even violently, and return to the
father of it—too probably in flames of fire?
461.
Sansculottism will burn mucli, but what is
incombustible it will not burn. Fear not sansculot
tism ; recognize it for what it is, the portentous, inev
itable end of much, the miraculous beginning of
much. One other thing thou mayest understand of
it, that it, too, came from God, for has it not been?
From of old, as it is written, are his goings forth in
the great deep of things, fearful and wonderful now
as in the beginning; in the whirlwind, also, he
speaks, and the wrath of men is made to praise him.
But to guage and measure this immeasurable thing,
and what is called account for it, and reduce it to a
dead logic-formula, attempt not! Much less shalt
thou shriek thyself hoarse cursing it, for that, to all
needful lengths, has been already done. As an actually existing son of time, look with unspeakable
manifold interest, oftenest in silence, at what the
18
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time did bring, therewith edify, instruet, nourish
thyself, or were it but amuse and gratify thyself, as
it is given thee.
462. Another question which at eyery new turn
will rise on us, requiring ever new reply, is this,
Where tlie French revolution speeially is 7 In the
king’s palaee, in his majesty’s or her majesty’s managements and maltreatments, cabals, imbecilities and
woes answer some few—whom we do not answer.
In the national assembly, answer a large mixed multitude, who aecordingly seat themselves in the reporter’s chair, and therefrom noting what proclamations,
acts, reports, passages of logic-fence, bursts of parliamentary eloquence seem notable within doors, and
what tumults and rumor of tumult become audible
from without, produce volume on volume, and naming it History ofthe French Revolution, contentedly
publish the same. To do the like, to almost any extent, with so many filed newspapers, clioix des rapports, histoires parlementaires, as there are, amounting to many horse-loads, were easy for us. Easy,
but unprofltable. The national assembly, named
now constituent assembly, goes its course, making
the constitution, but the French revolution also goes
its course.
463. In general, may we not say that the French
revolution lies in the heart and head of every violentspeaking, of every violent-thinking French man?
How the 25,000,000 of sueh, in their perplexed combination, acting and counter-acting, may give birth
to evenis, which event successively is the cardinal
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one, and from what point of visión it may best be
surveyed, this is a problem. Which problem the
best insight, seeking light from all possible sources,
shifting its point of visión whitliersoever visión or
glimpse of visión can be liad, may employ itself in
solving, and be well content to solve in some tolerably approximate way.
464. As to the national assembly, in so far as it
stili towers eminent over France, after the manner
of a car-borne carroccio, though now no longer in the
van, and rings signáis for retreat or for advance—it
is and continúes a reality arnong other realities. But
in so far as it sits making the constitution, on the
other hand, it is a fatuity and chimera mainly.
Alas! in the never so heroic building of MontesquieuMably card-castles, though shouted over by the
world, what interest is there ? Occupied in that
way, an august national assembly becomes for us
little other than a sanhedrim of pedants, not of the
gerund-grinding, yet of no fruitfuller sort; and its
loud debatings and recriminations about rights of
man, right of peace and war, veto suspensif, veto
absolu, what are they but so many pedant’s-curses,
“ May God confound you for your theory of irregular
veris! ”
465. A constitution can be built, constitutions
enough à Sieyes; but tlie frightful difficultv is that
of getting men to come and live in tkem. Could
Sieyes llave drawn thunder and lightning out of
heaven to sanction his constitution, it liad beenwell,
but without any thunder ? Nay, strictly considered,
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is it not stili trae that without some such celestial
sanction, given visibly in thunder or invisibly otherwise, no constitution can in the long-run be worth
mucli more than tlie waste-paper it is written on ?
The constitution, the set of laws or prescribed habits
of acting, that men will live under, is the one which
images their convietions, their faith as to this wondrous universe, and what rights, duties, capabilities
they have there; which stands sanctioned, therefore,
by necessity itself, if not by a seen deity, then by an
unseen one. Other laws, whereof there are always
enough ready-made, are usurpations, which men do
not obey but rebel against, and abolish at their earliest convenience.
466. The question of qüestions accordingly were,
AVho is that, especially for rebellers and abolishers,
can mate a constitution ? He that can image forth
the general belief when there is one, that can impart
one when, as here, there is none. A most rare man,
ever, as of oíd, a god-missioned man! Here, how- ever, in defect of such transcendent supreme man,
time with its infinite succession of merely superior
men, each yielding his little contribution, does much.
Forcé, likewise (for, as antiquarian philosophers
teach, the royal scepter was from the first something
of a hammer, to crack such heads as could not be convinced), will ali along find somewhat to do. And
thus, in perpetual abolitiou and reparation, rending
and mending, with struggle and strife, with present
evil and the hope and effort toward future good,
must the constitution, as ali human things do, build
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itself forward, or unbuild itself and sink, as it
can and may. O Sieyes, and ye other committeemen, and twelve hundred miscellaneous individuals
from all parts of France! what is the belief of France,
and yours, if ye knew it ? Properly, that there shall
be no belief, that all formulas be swailowed. The
constitution which will suit that ? Alas! too clearly
a no-constitution, an anarchy—which also, in due
season, shall be vouchsafed you.
467. But, after all, what can an unfortunate national assembly do ? Consider only this, that there
are twelve hundred miscellaneous individuals, not a
unit of whom but has his own thinking-apparatus,
his own speaking-apparatus! In every unit of them
is some belief and wish, different for each, both that
France should be regenerated, and also that he individually should do it. Twelve hundred separate
forces, yoked miscellaneously to any object, miscellaneously to all sides of it, and bidden pull for life!
468. Or is it the nature of national assemblies generally to do, with endless.labor and clamor, nothing?
Are representative governments mostly at bottom
tyrannies too ? Shall we say the tyranls, the ambitious, contentious persons, from all corners of the
country do, in this manner, get gatliered into one
place, and there, with motion and counter motion,
with jargon and hubbub, cancel one another, like the
fabulous Kilkenny cats, and produce, for net-result,
zcro—the country meanwhile governing or guiding
itself by such wisdom, recognized, or for most part
unrecognized, as may exist in individual heads here
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and there ? Hay, even that were a great improvement; for of old, with their Guelf faotions and Ghibelline factions, with their red roses and wliite roses,
they were wont to cancel the whole country as well.
Besides, they do it now in a much narrower cockpit,
within the four walls of their assembly house, and
here and there an outpost of hustings and barrelheads; do it with tongues, too, not with swords—
ali which improvements in the art of producing zero,
are they not great ? Hay, best of ali, soine happy
continents (as the western one, with its savannahs,
where whosoevev has four willing limbs finds food
under his feet and an infinite sky over his head) can
do without governing. What spinx-questions, which
the distracted world, in these very generations, must
answer or die!

ored to do; yet, in the fates, in the nature of things,
there lay for it precisely of ali functions the most op
posite to that. Singular what gospel men will believe, even gospels according to Jean Jacques! It
was the fixed faith of these national deputies, as of
thinking Frenchmen, that the constitution could be
made; that they, there and then, were called to make
it. How, with the toughnessof old Hebrews or Ishmaelite Moslem, did the otherwise light unbelieving
people persist in this their credo quia impossible,
and front the armed world with it, and grow fanatic
and even heroic, and do exploits by it! The con
stituent assembly’s constitution, and several others,
will, being printed and not manuscript, survive to
future generations as an instructive, well-nigh incredible, document of the time ; the most significant
picture of the then existing France, or at lowest,
picture of these men’s picture of it.
471. But in truth and seriousness, what could the
national assembly have done ? The thing to fcedone
was, actually as they said, to regenerate France, to
abolish the old France and make a new one, quietly
or forcibly, by concession or by violence; this by the
law of nature has become inevitable. With what
degree of violence depends on the wisdom of those
that preside over it. With perfect wisdom on the
part of the national assembly, it had all been other
wise ; but whether, in any wise, it could have been
pacific, nay, other than bloody and convulsive, may
stili be a questoin.
472. Grant, meanwhile, that this constituent
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469. One thing an elected assembly of twelve hundred is fit for—destroying. Which, indeed, is but a
more decided exercise of its natural talents for doing
nothing. Do nothing, only keep agitating, debating,
and tliings will destroy themselves.
470. So and not otherwise proved it with an august
national .assembly. It took tlie narae “ constituent,”
as if its mission and function had been to construet
or build; which also, with its whole soul, it endeav-
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assembly does to the last continue to be something.
With a sigh, it sees itself incessantly foreed away
from its infinite divine task of perfecting “ the theory
of irregular verbs ”—to finite terrestrial tasks, which
latter have stili a signifieance for us. It is the cynosure of revolutionary France, this national assembly.
All work of government has fallen into its hands, or
under its control; all nien look to it for guidance.
In the middle of that huge revolt of twenty-five millions, it hovers always aloft as carroccio or battlesíandard, impelling and impelled, in the most confused way ; if it cannot give much guidance, it will
still seem to give some. It emits pacificatory proclamations not a few, with more or with less result. It
autliorizes the enrollment of national guards, lest
brigands come to devour us, and reap the unripe
crops. It sonds missions to quell “ effervescences,”
to deliver men from the lanterne. It can listen to
congratulatory addresses, which arrive daily by the
sackful, mostly in King Cambyses’s vein; also to
petitions and complaints from all mortals, so that
everv mortal’s complaint, if it cannot get redressed,
may at least hear itself complain. For the rest, an
august national assembly can produce parliamentary
eloquence, and appoint committees. Committees of
the constitution, of reports, of researches, and of
much else, which again yield mountains of printed
paper, the theme of new parliamentary eloquence, in
bursts or in plcnteous smooth-flowing floods. And
so, from the waste vortex whereon all things go
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whirling and grinding, orgànic laws, or the similitude
of such, slowly emerge.
473. With endless debating, we get the rights of
man written down and promulgated—true paper
basis of all paper constitutions. Neglecting, cry the
opponents, to declare the duties of man! Forgetting,
answer we, to ascertain the miyhts of man—one of
the fatalest omissions 1 Nay sometimes, as on tlie
4th of August, our national assembly, fired suddenly
by an almost preternatural enthusiasm, will get
throngh whole masses of work iu one night. A
memorable night, this 4th of August; dignitaries
temporal and spiritual, peers, archbishops, parlementpresidcnts, each outdoing the otlier in patriòtic devotedness, come successively to throw their now untenable possessions on the *' altar of the fatlierland.”
Witli louder and louder vivats—for, indeed, it is
“ after dinner ” too—they abolish tithes, seignorial
dues, gabelle, excessive preservation of game; nay,
privilege, immunity, feudalism root and branch;
then appoint a Te Deum for it, and so finally dis
perse about three in the morning, striking the stars
with their sublime heads. Sucli night, unforeseen
but forever memorable, was this of the 4th of Angust,
1789. Miraculous, or semi-miraculous, some seem
to thiuk it. A new night of Pentecost, shall we say,
shaped according to the new time and new church
of Jean Jacques Rousseau? It had its causes, also
its effects.
474. In such manner labor the national deputies;
perfecting their theory of irregular verbs, goveming
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France and being governed by it, with toil and noise
—cutting asunder anoient and intolerable bonds,
and, for new ones, assiduously spinning ropes ofsand.
Were tlieir labors a nothing or a something, yet tbe
eyes of ali France being reverently fixed on tliem)
history ean never very long leave them altogether
out of sigbt.
475. For the present, if we glance into that
assembly-hall of theirs, it will be found, as is natural,
“ most irregular.” As many as “ a hundred members
are on tbeir feet at once; ” no rule in making motions, or only commencements of a rule; spectators’
gallery allowed to applaud, and even to biss ;* pres
ident appointed once a fortnight, raising many times
no serene head above the waves. Nevertheless, as in
all human assemblages, like does begin arranging
itself to like; the perennial rule, Ubi homines sunt
modi sunt, proves valid. Rudiments of methods
disclose themselves, rudiments of parties. There
is a right side (coté droit), a left side (coté gauche)
sitting on M. le President’s right hand, oron his left;
the cotd droit conservative, the coté gauche destruct
ive. Intermediate in Anglomaniac constitutionalism,
or two-chamber royalism, with its Mouniers, its Lallys, fast verging toward nonentity. Pre-eminent, on
the right side, pleads and perorates Cazalès the dragoon-captain, eloqüent, mildly fervent, earning for
himself the shadow of a name. There also blusters
Barrel Mirabeau, the younger Mirabean, not without
w it; dusky D’Espréménil does nothing but sniff and
* Arthur Young.i. 11L

ejaculate, might, it is fondly thought, lay prostrate
the eider Mirabeau himself would he but try,* whieh
he does not. Last and greatest, see, l'or one moment,
the Abbé Maury, with his jesuitic eyes, his impassive hrass face, “ image of all the cardinal sins.” Iudomitable, unquenchable, he fights jesuitico-rlietorically, with toughest lungs and heart—for throne,
especially for altar and tithes. So that a shrill voice
exclaims once, from the gallery, “ Messieurs of the
clergy, you have to be shaved; if you wriggle too
much, you will get cut.”f
476. The left side is also called the D,Orlians side,
and sometimes, derisively, the Palais Royal. And
yet, so confused, real-imagiuary seems everything,
“it is doubtful as Mirabeau said, whether D’Orléans
himself belouged to that same D’Orléans party.”
Whatcanbe known and seen is that his moon-visage does beam forth from that point of space. There,
likevise, sits sea-green Robespierre, throwing in his
light weight with decisión, not yet with effect. A
thin, lean puritan and precisian, he would make
away with formulas, yet lives, moves, and has his
being wholly in formulas of another sort. “Peuple,”
such, according to Robespierre, ought to be the royal
method of promulgating laws. “Peuple, this is the
law I have framed for thee; doest thou accept it ?”
—answered, from right side, from centre and left, by
inextinguishable laughter.i Yet men of insight
• “ Biographie Universelle,” § D’Eapréménil (by Beau-

lieu).
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disceru tliat Sea-green may by chance go far. “This
man,” observes Mirabeau, “will do somewhat; he
believes every word he says.”
Abbé Sieyes isbusy with mere constitutional work,
wherein, unluekily, fellow-workmen are less pliable
than, with one who has completed the Science of polity, they ought to be. Courage, Sieyes, nevertheless!
Some twenty months of heroic travail, of contradiction from the stupid, and the constitution shall be
built; the top-stone of it brought put with shouting
—sav, rather, the top-paper, for it is all paper; and
Mou bast done in it what the earth or the heaven
could require, thy utmost. Note likewise this trio,
memorable for several things, memorable were it
only that history is written in an epigrami. ^ hatsoever these three have in hand,” it is said Dupoit
thinks it, Barnave speaks it, and Lameth does it.
477. But royal Mirabeau? Conspicimus among
all parties, raised above and beyond them all, this
man rises more and more. As we often say he has
an aje, he is a reality, while others are formulas and
eye-glasses. In the transient he will detect the perennial.find some firin footing even among paper yortexes. His fame is gone forth to all lands; it g a dened the heart of the crabbed oíd friend of man
himself before he died. The very postilmns of mns
have heard of Mirabeau; wlien au impatient traveler complains that the team is insuficient, his postilion answers, ‘‘Yes, Monsieur, the wheelers are weak
* See Toulongeon, i. c.3.
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but my mirabeau (main horse), you see, is a right
one (Mais mon mirabeau est excellent).”*
478. And now, reader, íliou shalt quit this noisy
discrepancy of a national assembly, not (if thou be
of human mind) without pity. Twelve hundred
brother-men are there, in the center of 25,000,000,
flghting so fiercely with fate and with one another;
struggling their lives out, as most sons of Adam do,
for that which profiteth not. Nay, on the whole, it
is admitted further to be very dull. “Dull as this
day’s assembly,” said some one. “Why date (Pourquoi dater) ? answered Mirabeau.
479. Consider that there are twelve hundred;
that they not only speak, but read their speeches;
and even borrow and steal speeches to read ! With
twelve hundred fluent speakers, and their Noah’s
deluge of vociferous commonplace, silence unattainable may well seem the oneblessing of life. But fig
ure twelve hundred pamphleteers, droning forth per
petual pamplilets, and no man to gag them! Neither, as in the American congress, do the arrangeinents
seem perfect. A senator has not his own desk and
newspaper here; of tobáceo (much less of pipes)
there is not the slightest provisión. Conversation
itself has to be transacted in a low tone, with continual interruption; only “pencil-notes” circulate freely, “in incredible numbers, to the foot of the very
tribune.”f Sucli work is it, regenerating a nation,
peiflscting one’stheory of irregular verbs!
* Dumont, "Souvenirs sur M irabeau,” p. 255.
t See Dumont (pp. 159-67); A rthur Young, eto.
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480. Of tlie king’s court, for the present, tliere is
almost nothing whatever to be said. Silent, deserted are tliese halls; royalty languishes forsaken ol'its
war-god and all its liopes, t-íll once the (Eil-de-Bcenf
rally again. The scepter is departed from King
Louis, is gone over to the Salle des Menus, to the
Paris town-hall, or one knows not whither. In the
July days, while all ears were yet deafened hy the
erash of the Bastille, and ministers and prinees were
scattered to the four winds, it seemed as if the very
valetshad grown heavy of hearing. Besenval, also
iu flight toward infinite space, but hovering a little
at Versailles, was addressing his majesty personally
for an order about post-horses; when lo, “the valetin-waiting places himself familiarly between his ma
jesty and me,” stretching out his rasca! neck to
learn what it was. His majesty, in sudden choler,
whirled round, made a clutch at the tongs; “I gently
prevented him ; he grasped my liand in thankfulness, and I noticed tears in his eyes.”*
481. Poor king, for French kings also are men!
Louis Fourteenth himself once clutched the tongs,
and even smote with ihem; but then it was at Louvois, and Dame Maintenon ran np. The queen sits
weeping in her inner apartments, surrounded by
weak women ; slie is “at the height of unpopularity,”
* Besenval, iii. 419.
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universally regarded as the evil genius of France.
Her friends and familiar counselors llave all fled, and
fled, surely, on the foolisliest errand. The Cháteau
Polignac still frowns aloft, on its “bold and enormous
cubical rock,” amid the blooming champaigns, amid
the blue girdling mountains of Auvergne ;* but no
Duke and Ducliess Polignac look forth from i t ; they
llave fled, they have “met Necker at B a le th e y
shall not retara. That France sliould see lier nobles
resist the irresistible, inevitable, with the face of
angry men, was ualiappy, not unexpected ; but with
the face and sense of pettish children ? This was
her peeuliarity. They understood nothing, would
understand nothing. Does not, at this hour, a new
Polignac, first-born of tliese two, sit reflective in the
castle of IIam,f in an astonishment he will never
recover from, the most- confused ofexisting mortals?
482. King Louis has his new ministry, mere popularities, Old-President Pompignan, Necker coming
back in triumpli, and other such.J But what will it
avail him ? As was said, the scepter, all but the
wooden gilt scepter, has departed elsewhither. Volition, determinaron is not in this man; only innocence, indolence, dependence on all persons but himself, on all circumstances but the circumstances he
were lord of. So troublous internally in our Yersailles and its work. Beautiful, if seen from afar,
resplendent likeasun; seen near at hand, a mere
* A rthur Younsr, i. 165.
t A D. 1835.
t Montgaillard, ii. 108.
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sun’s atmosphere, hiding darkness, confused ferment
of ruin!
483. But over France thère goes on the indisputablest “destruction of formulas,” transaetions of realities that follow therefrom. So many millions of
persons, all gyved and nigli strangled with formulas,
whose life nevertheless, at least the digestión and
hunger of it, was real enough! Heaven has at
length sent an abundant harvest; but what profits it
the poor man, when earth with her formulas inter
poses? Industry, in these times of insurrection,
must needs lie dormant; capital, as usual, not circulating, but stagnating timorously in nooks. The
poor man is short of work, is therefore short of
money; nay even had he money, bread is not to be
bought for it. Were it plotting of aristocrats, plotting of D’Orléans; were it brigands, preternatural
terror, and the clang of Phcebus Apollo’s silver bow
—enough, the markets are scarce of grain, plentiful
only in tumult. Fariners seem lazy to thresli—being either “bribed,” or needing no bribe, with priees
ever rising, with perhaps rent itself no longer so
pressing. Neither, what is singular, do municipal
enactments “that along with so many measures of
wheat you shall sell so many of rye,” and other the
like, much mend the matter. Dragoons with drawn
swords stand ranked among the corn saeks, often
more dragoons than sacks.* Meal-mobs abound,
growing into mobs of a still darker quality.
484. Starvation has been known among the French

eommonalty before this, known and familiar. Did not
we see them, in the year 1775, presenting, in sallow
laces, in wretchedness and raggedness, their petition
of grievances; and, for answer, getting a brand-new
gallows forty feet high? Hunger and darkness,
through long years! Forlook back on that earlier
Paris riot, when a great personage, worn out by debauchery, was believed to be in want of blood-baths;
and mothers, in worn raiments, yet with living hearts
under it, “filled the públic places” with their wild
Rachel-cries—stüled also by the gallows. Twenty
years ago, the friend of men (preaching to the deaf)
described the Limousin peasants as wearing a “paiustricken (souffre-douleur) look,” a look past complaiut, “as if the oppression of the great were like
the hail and the thunder, a thing irremediable, the
ordinance of nature.”* And now if, in some great
hour, the shock of a falling Bastille should awaken
you; and it were found to be the ordinance of art
merely, and remediable, reversible!
485. Or has the reader forgotten that “fíood of savages,” which in sight of the same friend of men, de
scended from the mountains at Mont d’Or ? Lankhaired haggard faces, shapes raw-boned, in high
sabots, in woolen jupes, with leather girdles studded
with copper nailc! They rocked from foot to foot,
and beat time with their elbows, too, as the quarrel
and battle which was not long in beginning, went
on; shouling fiercely, the lank faces distorted into
the similitude of a cruel laugh. For they were

304

* A rthur Young, i. 129, etc.

* Fils Adoptif, " Mémoires de Mirabeau, • i. 364-294.
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darkened and hardened; long had they been tlie prey
of excise-men and tax-men, of “clerks with the coid
Bpurtof theirpen.” It was the ñxed propliecy of our
oíd marquis, which no man would listen to, that “such
government by blind-man’s-buff, stumblingalongtoo
lar, would end by the general overturn (the culbute
genérale)!”
486. No man would listen, each went his thoughtless way—and time and destiny also traveled on.
The government by blind-man’s-buff, stumbling
along, has reached the precipice inevitable for it.
Dull drudgery, driven on by clerks with the coid
dastard spurt of their pen, has been driven—into a
communion of drudges! For now, moreover, there
have come the strangest confused tidings, by Paris
journals with their paper wings, or, still more portentous, where no journals are,* by rumor and con
jecture—oppression not inevitable, a Bastille prostrate, and the constitution fast getting ready!
Which constitution, if it be something and not
nothing, what can it be but bread to eat?
487. The traveler, “walking up hill, bridle in
hand,” overtakes “a poor woman,” the image, as
such commonly are, of drudgery and scarcity, looking sixty years of age, though she is not yet twentyeight.” They have seven children, her poor drudge
and she, a farm with one cow, which helps to make
the children soup, also one little horse, or garrón.
They haverents and quit-rents, hens topay this seigneur, oat-sacks to that; ldng’s taxes, statu te-labor,
* See Artbur Young, i. 137,150, eto.
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church taxes, taxes enough—and think the times inexpressible. She has heard that somewhere in some
manner, something is to be done for the poor ■ uGod
senditsoon, forthedues and taxes crush us down
(nous écrasent) !”*
l'air prophecies are spoken, but they are not fulfiiled. There have been notables, assemblages, turnings-out and comings-in. Intriguing and maneuvering; parlementary eloquence and arguing, Greek
meeting Greek in higli places, has long gone on, yet
still bread comes not. The harvest is reaped and
garnered, yet still we have no bread. Urged by despair and by hope, what can drudgery do but rise, as
predicted, and produce the general overturn ?
488. Fancv, then, some five full-grown millions of
such gaunt figures, with their haggard faces (figures
ha ves); in woolen jupes, with copper-studded leather girths and high sabots, starting up to ask, as in
forest-roarings, their washed upper-classes, after long
unreviewed centuries, virtually this question: How
have ye treated us, how have ye taught us, fed us,
and led us, while we toiled for you ? The answer
can be read in flames, over the nightly summer-sky.
This is the feeding and leading we have had of you—
emptiness, of pocket, of stomach, of head andof heart.
Behold there is nothing in us, nothing but what ñature gives her wild children of the desert-ferocity
and appetite; strength grounded on hunger. Did ye
mark among yonr rights of man that man was not to
* See Arthur Young, 1.134.
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die of starvation while tliere was bread reaped by
him ? It is among the miglits of man.
489. Seventy-two cháteaus have flamed aloft in
the Máconnais ani Beauj oláis alone ; this seems the
center of the conflagration, but it has spread over
Dauphind, Alsace, the Lycnnaise; the whole southeast is in a blaze. All over the north, from Eouen to
Metz, disorder is abroad; smugglers of salt go openly
in arnied bands, the barriers of towns are burnt, tollgatherers, tax-gatherers, offieial persons put to flight.
“ It was thought,” says Young, “ the people, from
hunger, would revolt; ” and we see they have done
it. Desperate lackalls, long prowling aimless, now
finding hope in desperation itself, everywhere form a
nucleus. They ring the church-bell by way of tocsin, and the parish turns out to the work.* Ferocity,
atrocity, hunger, and revenge, such work as we can
imagine!
490. 111 stands it now with the seigneur, who, for
example, “has walled up the only fountain of the
township,” who has ridden high on his chartier and
parchments, who has preserved game not wisely, but
too well. Churches also, and canonries, are sacked
without mercy, which have shorn the flock too cióse,
forgetting to feed it. Woe to the land over which
sansculottism, in its day of vengeance, tramps roughshod—shod in sabots! high bred seigneurs, with
their delicate women and little ones, had to “ fly
half-naked,” under cloud of night, glad to escape the
flames and even worse. You meet them at the tables* See “ Histoire Parlementaire,” ii. 343-46.
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d’hote of inns, making wise reflections or foolish,
that “ rank is destroyed ; ” uncertain whitlier they
shall now wend* The métayer will find it conve
nient to be slack in paying rént. As ior the taxgatherer, he, long hunting as a biped of prey, may now
find himself hunted as one; his majesty’s exchequer
will not “ fili up the deficit ” this season; it is the
notion of many that a patriot majesty, being the restorer of French liberty, has abolished most taxes,
though, for their private ends, some men make a
secret of it.
491. Where this will end ? In the abyss, one may
prophesy, whither all delusions are, at all moments,
traveling; where this delusiou has now arrived.
For if tliere be a faith from of old, it is this, as we
often repeat, that no lie can live forever. The very
truth has to change its vesture from time to time,
and be born again. But all lies have sentence of
death written down against them, in heaven’s chancery itself, and, slowly or fast, advance incessantly
toward their hour. “ The sign of a grand seigneur
being landlord,” says the vehement, plain-spoken
Arthur Young, “ are wastes, landes, deserts, ling;
go to his residence, you will find it in the middle of
a forest peopled with de er wild boars, and wolves.
The fields are scenes of pitiable management, as the
houses are of misery. To see so many miilions of
hands that would be industrióos, all idle and starving; oh, if I were legislator of France for one day, I
would make these great lords skip again! ”f 0 Ar*t See
etc.
Ibid.,Young-,
i. 13,48,i. 149,
84, etc.
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thur, thou now actually beholdst them skip—wili
thou grow to grumble at that too ?
492. For long years and generations it lasted. but
tbe time came. Featherbrain, whom no reasoning
and no pleading could touch, the glare of tbe iirebrand had to illuminate; there remained but tliat
method. Consider it, look at it! The widow is
gathering nettles for her children’s diuner; a perfumed seigneur, delicately lounging in the CEil-deBceuf, has an alchemy whereby he will extraed from
her the third nettle, and name it rent and law , such
an arrangement must end. Ought it not? But, oh
most fearful is such an ending! Let those to whom
God, in his great mercy, has granted time and space,
prepare another and milder one.
493. To some, it is a matter of wonder that ilio
seigneurs did not do something to help themselves,
say, combine and arm, for there were a “ hundred
and fifty thousand of them,” all valiant enough,
Unhappily, a hundred and fifty thousand, scattered
over wide provinces, divided by mutual ill-will, cunnot combine. The highest seigneurs, as we have
seen, had already emigrated—with a view of putting
France to the blush. Neither are arms now the pecu
liar property of seigneurs, but of every mortal who
has ten shillings wherewith to buy a second-hand
firelock.
494. Besides, those starving peasants, after all,
have not four feet and claws, that you could keep
them down permanently in that manner. Tliey are
not even of blaek color, they are mere unwashed

seigneurs, and a seigneur, too, has human bowels'
The seigneurs did what they could; enrolled in national guards, fled, with shrieks, complaining to
lieaven and earth. One seigneur, famed Memmay of
Quincy, near Vesoul, invited all the rusties of his
neighborhood to a banquet, blew up his chdteau and
them with gunpowder,and instantaneously vanislied,
no man yet knows whither.* Some half-dozen years
after he came back, and demonstrated that it was by
accident.
495. Nor are tbe autliorities idle, though, unluckily, all authorities, municipalities and such-like, are
in the uncertain transitionary state, getting regenerated from old monarchic to new democràtic; no official yet knows clearly what he is. Nevertheless,
niayors old or new, do gather marechaussées, national
guards, troops of the line ; justice of the most summary sort is not wanting. The electoral committee
of Maeon, though but a committee, goes the length
of hanging, for its own behoof, as many as twenty.
The prívot ofDauphiní traverses the country “ with
a movable column,” with tipstaves, gallows-ropes;
for gallows any tree will serve, and suspend itsculprit, or “ thirteen ” culprits.
496. Unliappy country 1 IIow is the fair gold-andgreen of the ripe bright year defaced with horrid
blackness—black ashes of cháteaus, blaek bodies of
gibbeted men! Industry has ceased in i t ; not
sounds of the hammer and saw, but of the toesin and
alarm-drum. The scepter has departed, whither one
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knows not, breaking itself in pieces ; here impotent,
ihere tyrannous. National guards are unskillful and
of doubtful purpose, soldiers are inclined to mutiny;
there is danger that they two may quarrel, danger
that tbey may agree. Strasburg has seen riots; a
town-hall torn to shreds, its archives scattered white
on the winds, drunk soldiers embracing drunk citizens for three days, and Mayor Dietrich and Marshal
Rochambeau reduced nigh to desperation.*
497. Through the middle of all whicli phenomena
is seen, on his triumphant transit—“ escorted,”
through Béfort for instance, “by fifty national liorsemen and ali the military music of the place ”—M.
Necker returning from Bfile! Glorious as the meridian, thongli poor Necker himself partly guesses
whither it is leading.f One highestculminatingday
at the Paris town-hall, wiih immortal vivats, with
wife and daugliter kneeling publicly to ldss hishand,
with Bcsenval’s pardon granted—but, indeed, revoked
before sunset; one highest day, but tlien lovver days,
and even lower, down even to lowest! Such
magic is in a ñame, and in the want of a name. Like
some enchanted Mambrino’s helmet, essential to victory, comes this “ savior of France,” beshouted,
becymbaled by the world, alas! so soon to be disenchanted, to be pitehed shamefully over the lists as a
barber’s basin! Gibbon “ could wish to show him
(in this ejected, barber’s basin state) to any man of

solidity, who were minded to have the soul burnt
out of him, and become a caput mortuum, by ambition, unsuecessful or successful.*
498. Another small phasis we add, and no more,
how, in the autumn montlis, our sharp-tempered
Arthur has been “ pestered for some days past,” by
shot, lead-drops, and slugs, “ rattling five or six times
into my chaise and about my ears; ” all the mob oí
the country gone out to kill game !f It is even so.
On the cliffs of Dover, over all the marches of France,
there appear, this autumn, two signs on the earth—
emigrant flights of French seigneurs, emigrant-winged
ilights of French game! Finished, one may say, or
as good as finished, is the prcservation of game on
this earth, completed for endless time. What part
it had to play in the history of eivilization is played:
plaudite; exeat!
499. In this manner does sanseulottism blaze up,
illustrating many tliings, producing, among the rest,
as we saw, on the 4th of August, that semi-miraculous night of Pentecost in the national assembly ;
semi-miraculons, which had its causes and its effects.
Feudalism is struck dead, not on parchment only,
and by ink, but in very fact, by fire—say by selfcombustion. This conflagratiou of the soulh-east
will abate, will be got scattered to the west, or elsewhither; extinguish it will not till the fuel be ali
done.
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IN QUEUE.

CHAPTER IV.

sents these two features, jubilee ceremonials and
scarcity of victual. Processions enough walk in
jubilee, of young women, decked and dizened, their
ribbons all tricolor, moving, with song and tabor, to
the shrine of Sainte Geneviève, to thank her that the
Bastille is down. The strong men of the market,
and the strong women, fail not with their bouquets
and speeches. Abbè Fauchet, famed in such work
(for Abbé Lefèvre could only distribute powder),
blesses tricolor cloth for the national guard,~and
makes it a national tricolor flag, victorious, or to he
victorious, in the cause of civil and religious liberty
all over the world. Fauchet, we say, is the man for Te
Demus and public consecrations, to which, as in this instance of the flag, our national guard will “ reply with
volleys of musketry,” church and cathedral thougli
it be,* filling Notre Dame with such noisiest fuliginous Arnen, significant of several things.
503. On the whole, we will say our new Mayor
Bailly, our new Commander Lafayette, named also
“ Scipio-Americanus,” have bought their preferment
dear. Bailly rides in gilt state-coach, with beefeaters and sumptuousity, Camille Desmoulins, and
others, snitfing at him for it; Scipio bestrides the
“ white charger,” and waves with civic plumes in
sight of all France. Neither of them, however, does
it for nothing, but, in truth, at an exorbitant rate.
At this rate, namely, of feeding Paris, and keeping
it from fighting. Out of the city funds, some 17,000
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500. If we look now.at Paris, one thing is too evi
dent: that the bakers’ shops have got their queues,
or tails, their long strings of purchasers, arranged in
tail, so that the first come he the first served—were
the shop once open! This waiting in tail, not seen
since the early days of July, again makes its appearance in August. In time, we shall see it perfected
hy practice to the rank almost of an art, and the art,
orquasi-art, ofstanding in tailbecome oneof the char
ae ter isti cs of theParisian people, distinguishing them
from all other peoples whatsoever.
501. But consider, while work itself is so scarce;
how a man musí not only realize money, but stand
waiting (if his wife is too weak to wait and struggle)
for half-days in the tail, till he get it clianged foi
dear bad bread! Controvèrsies, to the length, sometimes of blood and battery, must arise in these exasperated queues. Or if no controversy, t.lien it is but
one accordant pange lingua of complaint against the
powers that be. France has begun her long curricu
lum of hungering, instructive and productive beyond
acadèmic currículums, whichextends over some seven
most strenuous years. As -lean Paul says of his.own
lile, “ ïo a great heiglit shall the business of hunger
ing go.”
502. Or consider, in strange contrast, the jubilee
ceremonies, for, in general, the aspect of Paris pre-
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of the utterly destitute are employed digging on
Montmartre, at tenpence a day, which buys them, at
market price, almost two pounds of bad bread. They
look very yellow wlien Lafayette goes to harangue
tliem. The town-hall is in travail night and day; it
must bring forth bread, a municipal constitution,
regulations of all kinds, curbs on the sansculottic
press, above all, bread, bread.
504. Purveyors prowl the country far and wide,
witli the appetite of lions, detect hiddeu grain, purchase open grain ; by gentle means or foreible, must
and will find grain. A most thankless task, and so
difficult, so dangerous, even if a man did gain some
trifle by i t ! On the 19th of August there is food for
one day* Comp’aints there are that the food is
spoiled, and produces an effect on the intestines. not
corn but plaster of Paris ! Which effect on the in
testines, as well as that “ smarting in the throat and
palate,” a town-hall proclamation warns you to disregard, or even to consider as drastic-beneficial. The
Mayor of Saint-Denis, so black was his bread, has, by
a dyspeptic populace, been hanged on the lanterne
there. National guards protect the Paris corn-mark et; first ten suffice, then, 600.f Busy are ye, Bailly,
Brissot de Warville, Condorcet, and ye others!
505. For, as just Kinted, there is a municipal con
stitution to be made too. The oíd Bastille electors,
after some ten days of psalmodying over their glorious victory, began to liear it asked, in a splenetic tone,

Who put you there? They accordingly had to give
place, not without moanings and audible growlings
on both sides, to a new larger body, specially elected
for that post. Which new body, augmented, altered,
then fixed finally at the number of 300, with the
title of town representatives (représentans de la com
mune), now sits there, rightly portioned into committees, assiduous making a constitution, at all mo
ments when not seeking fiour.
506. And such a constitution, little short of miraculous, one that shall “ consolidate the revolution! ”
The revolution is finished then ? Mayor Bailly and
all respectable friends of freedom would fain think
so. Your revolution, like jelly suificiently boiled,
needs only to be poured into simpes of constitution,
and “ Consolidated"therein? Could it, indeed, contrive to eool, which last, however, is precisely the
doubtful thing, or even the not doubtful!
507. Unhappy friends of freedom, consolidating a
revolution! They must sit at work there, their
pavilion spread on very chaos, between two hostile
worlds, the upper court-world, the neither sansculot
tic one, and, beaten on by both, toil painfully, perilously—doing, insad literal earnest, “ the impossible."
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THE FOTTETH ESTATE.

508. Pamphleteering opens its abysmal throat
wider and wider, never to cióse more. Our philosophies, indeed, rather withdraw, after the manner of
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Marmontel, “retiring in disgust the flrst day.” Abbé
Raynal, grown gray and quiet in his Marseilles domicile, is little content with this work; tlie last
literary aet of the man will again be au act of rebellion, au indignant “ Letter to the Constituent Assembly,” answered by “ the order of the day.” Thus,
also, philosophe Morellet puckers discontented brows,
being indeed threatened in his benefices by that -Itli
of August—it is clearly going too far. How astonishing that those “ haggard figures in woolen jupes ”
would not rest as satisfied with speculation and victorious analysis as we!
509. Alas,yes; speculation. philosophism,once the
ornament and wealth of the saloon, will novv coin
itself into mere practical propositions, and circulate
on Street and highwav, universally, with results! A
fourth estáte of able editors springs up, increases and
multiplies, irrepressible, incalculable. New printers,
new journals, and ever ne w (so prurient is the world)
let our 300 curb and consolidate as tliey can. Loustalot, under the wing of Prudhomme dull-blustering
printer, edits weekly his Róvolutions de Paris in an
acrid, emphatic manner. Acrid, corrosive, as the
spirit of sloes and copperas, is Marat—friend of the
people—struek already with thefact that the national
assembly, so full of aristocrats, “ cau do nothing,”
except dissolve itself and make way for a better;
that the town-hall representatives are little other
than babblers and imbéciles, if not even knaves.
Poor is this man, squalid, and dwells in garrets ; a
man unlovely to the sense, outward and inward, a
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man forbid—and is becoming fanatical, possessed
with fixed idea. Cruel lusus of nature! Did nature,
O poor Marat, as in cruel sport, knead thee out of heí
Itavings and miscellaneous waste clay, and fling thee
fortli, stepdame-like, a distraction into this distracted
eighteenth century ? Work is appointed thee there,
which thou shalt do. The 300 liave summoned and
will again summon Marat, but always he croaks forth
answer sufficient; always he will defy them, or elude
them, and endure no gag.
__
510. Carra, “ ex-secretary of a decapitated Hospodar,” and then of a necklace-cardiual—likewise
of a pamphleteer, adventurer in many scenes and
lands—draws nigh to Mercier of the Tableau de
Paris, and, with foam on his lips, proposes an
Annales Patriques. The Moniteur goes its prosperous way, Barrère “ weeps,” on paper as yet loyal;
Rivarol, Royou are not idle. Deep calls to deep;
your domine Salvum fac Regem shall awaken Pange
Lingua; with an Ami-du-Peuple there is a king’sfriend newspaper, Ami-du-Roi. Camille Desmoulins
has appointed himself procureur-gdnéral de la lanterne (attorney-general of the lamp-iron), and pleads
not with atrocity, under an atrocious title; editing
weekly his brilliant Revolutions of Paris and Brabant. Brilliant, we say, 1'or if, in that thick murk of
journalism, with its dull blustering, with its fixed
or loose fury, any ray of genius greet thee, be sure it
is Camille’s. The thing that Camille touehes, he
with his light finger adoras; brightness plays, gentle, uuexpected, amid horrible confusions; often is
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the word of Camille worth reading wlien no other’s
is. Qüestionable Camille, how thou glitterest witli a
fallen, rebellious, yetstill semi-celestial light, as is the
starlight on the brow of Lucifer! Son of the morning, into what times and what lands art thou fallen!
511. But in all things there is good—though it be
not good for “ eonsolidating revolutions.” Thousand
wagon-loads of this pamphleteering and newspaper
matter lie rotting slowly in the public libraries of
our Europe. Snatched from the great gulf, like oysters by bibliomaniac pearl-divers, there must tliey
first rot, then what was pearl, in Camille or others,
may be seen as such, and continue as such.
512. Nor has public speaking declined, though
Lafayette and his patrols look sour on it. Loud
always is the Palais Royal, loudest the Café de Foy;
such a miscellany of citizens and citizenesses circulating there. “ Now and then,” according to Camille,
‘‘some citizens employ the liberty of the press for a
private purpose, so that this or the other patriot finds
himself short of his watch or pocket-handkerchief!”
But for the rest, in Camille’s opinión, nothing can be
a livelier image of the Román Forum. “A patriot
proposes his motion; if it finds any supporters, they
make him mount ou, a chair and speak. If he is
applauded, he pròspers and redacts; if he is hissed,
he goes his ways.” Thus they, circulating and perorating. Tall shaggy Marquis Saint-Huruge, a man
that has liad losses, and has deserved them, is seen
eminent, and also heard. “ Bellowing ” is the char
acter ol his voice, like that of a bull of Bashan, voice

which drowns all voices, which causes frequently the
. hearts of men to leap. Cracked or half-cracked is
this tall marquis’s head, uncracked are his lungs;
the cracked and the uncracked shall alike avail him.
513. Consider further that each of the forty-eight
districts has its own committee, speaking and motioning continually, aiding in the search for graiu, in the
search for a constitution, checking and spurring the
poor 300 of the town-hall. That Danton, witli a
“voice reverberating from the domes,” is president
of the Cordeliers district, which has already become
a Goshen of patriotism. That apart from the “ seventeen thousand utterly necessitous, digging on
Montmartre,” most of whom, indeed, have got passes,
and been dismissed into space “ witli four shillings”
—there is a strike or unión, of domèstics out of place,
who assemble for public speaking; next, a strike of
tailors, for even they will strike and speak ; farther,
a strike of journeymen cordwainers, a strike of apothecaries, so dear is bread* All these, havingstruck,
must speak, generally under the open canopy, and
pass resolutions—Lafayette and his patrols watchiug
them suspiciously from the distance.
514. Unhappy mortals, such tugging and lugging,
and throttling of one another, to divide, in some not
intolerable way, the joint felicity of man in this
earth, when the whole lot to be divided is such a
feast of shells! ” Diligent are the 300; none equals
Scipio-Americanus in dealing with mobs. But surely
all tliese things bode ill for the eonsolidating of a
revolution.
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BOOK SEVENTH.
THE INSURRECCION OF WOMEN.
CHAFTER I.
PATEOLLOTISM.
515. No, friends, this revolution is not of t’he consolidating kind. Do not fires, fevers, sown seeds,
Chemical mixtures, men, events—all embodiments of
forcé tliat work in this miraculous complex of forces
named universe—goon jn>w!ny,through their natural
phases and developments, each according to its kind,
reach their height, reach their visible decline, finally
sink under, vanishing, and what we cali die? They
all grow; there is nothmg hut what grows, and
shoots forth into its special expansión—once give ít
leave to spring. Observe too that each grows with
a rapidity proportioned, in general, to the madness
and unhealthiness there is in it, slow regular growth,
though this also ends in death, is what we ñame
health and sanity.
516. A sansculottism, which has prostrated bas
tilles, which has got pike and musket, and now goes
burning cháteaus, passing resolutions and haranguing
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under roof and sky, may be said to have sprüng, and,
by law of nature, must grow. To judge by the mad
ness and diseaseduess both of itself and of the soil
and element it is in, one might expect the rapidity
and monstrosity would be extreme.
517. Many things, too, especially all diseased things,
grow by shoots and fits. The first grand fit and
shooting-forth of sansculottism was that of Paris
conquering its king, for Bailly’s figure ofrhetoric was
all too sad a reality. The king is conquered, going
at large on his parole, on coudition, say, of absolutely
good behavior—which, in these circumstances, will
unhappily mean no behavior whatever. A quite
untenable position, that of majesty put on its good
behaviour! Alas, is it not natural that whatever
lives try to keep itself living ? Whereupon his majesty’s behavior will soon becorne exceptionable; and
so the second grand fit of sansculottism, that of putting him in durance, cannot be distant.
518. Necker, in the national assembly, is making
moan as usual about his déficit; barriers and customhouses burnt, the tax-gatherer hunted, not hunting;
his majesty’s exchequer all but empty. The remedv
is a loan of thirty millions; tlien, on still more enticing terms, a loan of eighty millions; neither of which
loans, unhappily, will the stock-jobbers venture to
lend. The stock-jobber has no country except his
own black pool of agio.
519. And yet, in those days, for men that have a
country, what a glow of patriotism burns in many a
heart, penetrating inwards to the very purse 1 So
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early as the 7th of August, a don patriotique, “patri
òtic gift of jewels to a considerable extent,” has been
solemnly made by certain Parisian women, and
solenmly accepted with honorable mention. Whom
forthwitli all the world takes to imitating and emulating. Patriòtic gifts, always with some heroic eloquence, which the president niust answer, and the
assembly listen to, flow in from far and near in such
number that the honorable mention can only be performed in “ lists published at stated epochs.” Each
gives what he can. The very cordwainers have behaved mnnificently. One landed proprietor gives a
forest; iashionable society gives its slioe-buckles—
takes cheerfully to shoe-ties. Unfortunate-females
give what they “ have amassed in loving.”* The
smell of all cash, as Vespasian thought, is good.
520. Beautiful, and yet inadequate! The clergy
must be “ invited ” to melt their superfluous cliurchplate—in the royal mint. Nay, finally, a patriòtic
contribution, of the forcible sort, has to be determined
on, tbough unwillingly. Let the fourth part of your
declared yearly revenue, for this once only, be paid
down; so shall a national assembly make the constitution, undistracted, at least, by insolvency. Their
own wages, as settled on the 17th oí August, are but
eighteen francs a day, each man ; but the públic Ser
vice must have sinews, must have money. To appease the dèficit—not to “ combler (or choke) the de
ficit,” if you or mortal could! For withal, as Mirar
* “ Histolre
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beau was heard saying, “ It is the deficit that saves
us.”
521. Toward the end of August our national assem
bly in its constituíional labors has got so far as the
question of veto—shall majesty have a veto on the
national enactments, or not have a veto ? What
speeehes were spoken, within doors and without,
ciear and also passionate logic, imprecations, eomminations, gone happily for most part to limbo!
Through the cracked brain and uncracked lungs of
Saint-Huruge, the Palais Royal rebellows with veto.
Journalism is busy; Franee rings with veto. “ I never shall forget,” says Dumont, “ my going to Paris one
of those days with Mirabeau, and the crowd of people we found waiting i'or his carriage about Le Jay
the bookseller’s shop. They ílung themselves before
him, conjuring him, with tears in their eyes, not to
suffer the veto absolu. They were in a frenzy. ‘Monsieur le Comte, you are the people’s father; you must
save us; you must defend us against those villains
who are bringing back despotism. If the king get
his veto, what is the use of national assembly ? We
are slaves; all is done.’ ”* Friends, if the sky fall,
there will he catching of larks! Mirabeau, adds
Dumont, was eminent on such occasions; he answered vaguely, with a patrician imperturbability, and
bound himself to nothing.
522. Deputations go to the Hotel-de-Ville j anonymous letters to aristocrats in the national assembly,
threatening that fifteen thousand, or sometimes that
* “ Souvenirs sur Mirabeau," p. 166.
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sixty-thousand, “■will march to ill uminate you.” The
Paris districts are astir, petitions signing; SaintHuruge sets fortli from tlie Palais Royal with an
escort of fifteen-liundred individuals to petition in
person. Resolute, or seemingly so, is the tall shaggy
marquis, is the Café de Foy; but resolute also is
C o llin i ai: dant-General Lafayette. The streets are
all beset by patrols; Saint-Huruge is stopped at the
Barriere des Bous Homtnes; he may bellow likethe
bulls of Baslian, but absolutely must returu. The
brethren of the Palais Royal “circuíate all niglit,
aud mate motious under the open canopy, all coffeehouses being shut. Nevertheless Lafayette and the
town-hall do prevalí; Saint-Huruge is thrown into
prison: veto absolu adjusts itself into suspensivo icio,
prohibition not forever, but for a term of time , and
this doom’s-clamor will grow silent as the others
ha ve done.
523. So far has consolidation prospered, though
with diffieulty, repressing the nether sanseulottic
world, and the constitution shall be made. With
difficulty, amid jubilee and senreity, patriòtic gifts,
bakers’s queues, Abbé-Faucliet harangues, with their
amen ofplatoon musketry! Scipio-Americanus lias
descreed thanks from the national assembly and
France. They offer him stipends and emoluments to
a handsome extent, all whicb stipends and emolu
ments he, covetous of far other blessedness than
mere money, does, in his chivalrous way, without
scruple, refuse.
524. To the Parisian commou man, meanwhile,

one thing remains inconceivable—tliat now ivlien
the Bastille is down, aud French liberty restored,
grain should continue so dear. Our rights of man
are voted, feudalism and all tyranny abolished; yet
behold we stand in queue! It is aristocrat lorestallers—a eourt still bent ou intrigues? Something
is rotten somewhere.
Aud yet, alas, what to do? Lafayette, with liis
patrols, prohibits everything, eveu complaint. SaintHuruge and other heroes of the veto lie in durance.
Peopie’s friend Marat was seized; printers of patri
òtic jouruals are fettered and forbidden: the very
hawkers cannot cry till tliey get license and leader,
badges. Blue national guards rufchlessly dissipate
all groups, scour with leveled bayonets the Palais
Royal itself. Pass on vour affairs along the Rué
Taranne, the patrol, presenting his bayonet, cries,
To the left! Tura into the Rue-Saint-Bcnoit, lie
cries, Tothe right! A judiciouspatriot (like Camille
Desmoulins in tliis instance) is driven, for quietness
sake, to take the gutter.
525. O, much suffering people, our glorious revolution is evaporating in tricolor ceremonies and complimentary harangues! Of which latter, as Loustalot acridly calcnlates, “upward of two tliousand have
bcen delivered within the last month at the townhall alone.”* And our mouths, uufilled with bread,
areto be shut, under penalties? The caricaturist
promulgates his emblemàtic tablature: Le Patrouil-
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lotisme chassant le Patriotisme (Patriotism driven
out )jy Patrollotism). Euthless patrols, long supeTñne harangues, and scanty ill-baked loaves—more
likebaked bath-bricks—which produce an eflect on
the intestines! Where will this end? In consolidation.
CHAPTER IL
O KICHARD, O MY KING.

626. For, alas, neitber is the town-hall iteelf without misgivings. The netlier sansculottic world has
.been suppressed hitherto, but then the npper courtworld! Symptoma there are that the CEil-de Boeuf
is rallying.
More than once in the town-hall sanhedrim,
ofteu enough from tbose outspoken bakers’-queues,
has the wish nttered itself; 0 that our restorer of
French liberty were here ; that he could see with
his own eyes, not with the false eyes of queens and
cabals, and his really good heart be enlightened!
For falsehood stili environs him—intrigning Dukes
deGuiche, with body-guards, scouts of Bouillé;a
new flight of intrigners, now that the old is flown.
AVhat else means this advent of the Regiment de
Flandre, entering Versailles, as we hear, on the
23d of September, with two pieces of cannon ? Did
not the Versailles nationnl guard do duty at the Chàteau? Hadthey not Swiss—Hundred Swiss—gardes-

I

329
du-corps, body guards, so-called ? Nay, it would
seem, the number of body-guards on duty has, by a
maneuver, been doubled; the new relieving battalion
oí them arnved at its time, but the old relieved one
does not depart!
527.
Actually, there runs a whisper through the
best-informed upper circles, or a nod stili more portentous than whispering, of his majesty’s Sying to
Metz, of a bond (to stand by him therein) which has
been signed by noblesse and clergy, to the incredible
amount of thirty, or even of sixty thousand. Lafayette
coldly whispers it, and coldly asseverates it, to Count
d’Estaing, one of the bravest men, quakes to the core
lest some iackey overhear it, and tumbles thoughtful, without sleep, all night.* Regiment de Flandre
as we said, is clearly arrived. His majesty, they
say, hesitates about sanctioning the 4th of August,
makes observations, of chilling tenor on the very
rights of man ! Likewise, may not all persons, the
bakers-queues themselves discern, on the streets of
Paris, the most astonishing number of ofiicers on
furlough, crosses of St. Louis, and such-like ? Some
reckon “from a thousand to twelve hundred.” Officers of all uniforms, nay, one uniform never before
seenby eye—green faced with red! The tricolor
cockade is not always visible; but what. in the
name of Heaven, may these l·lack cockades, which
some wear, foreshadow.
528. Hunger whets everything. especially suspic- HiMoi?er1S e¿ eLnta!rre,“u f^ |'EataÍDg 4 la fietao "(lD
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ion anu indignation. Realities themselves in this
Paris, have grown unreal, preternatural. Phantasms
once more stalk througli tlie brain of hungry France.
O ye laggards and dastards, cry shrill voicesfrom the
queues, if ye had tlie hearts of men, ye would take
your pikes and second-hand firelocks, and look into
i t ; not leave your avives and daughters to be starved,
murdered, and worse! Peace, women ! The lieart of
manisbitter and heavy; patriotism, driven outby
patrollotism, knows not what lo resolve on.
529. The truth is, the CEil-de-Boeuf has rallied, to
a certain unknown extent. A changed CEil-de-Bceuf;
with Versailles national guards, in their tricolor
coekades, doing duty there; a court all flaring with
tricolor! Yet even to a tricolor court men will rally.
Ye loyal hearts, burnt-out seigneurs, rally round
your queen! With avishes, which will produce
hopes, which will produce attempte!
530. For, indeed, self-preservation being snch a
law of nature, what can a rallied court do but attempt, and endeavor, or call it plot—with such wisdora and unwisdom as it has ? They will fly, escorted, to Metz, where brave Bouillé commands; they
will raise the royal standard; the bond-signatures
shall becorae armed men. Were not the lcing so
lànguid ! Their bond, if at all signed, must be signed
without his privity. Unhappy king. he has but one
resolution—not to have a civil wrar. For the rest, he
still hunts, having ceased loclc-making; he still dozes
and digests, is clay in the hands of the potter. 111
will it fare with him, in a world where all is helping

itself; where, as has been written, “ whosoever is not
hammer must be stithy,” and “ the very hyssop on
the wall grows there, in that chink, because the
wbole universe could not prevent its growing!”
531. But as for the Corning up of this Regiment de
Flandre, may it not be urged that there were SaintHuruge petitions, and continual meal-mobs ? Undebauched soldiers, be their plot, or only dim elements
of a plot, are always good. Did not the Versailles
municipality (an old monarchic one, not yet refounded into a democràtic) instantly second the proposal ?
Nay, the very Versailles national guard, wearied
with continual duty at the chàteau, did not object;
only draper Lecointre, who is now Major Lecointre,
shook his head. Yes, friends, surely it was natural
this Regiment de Flandre should be sent for, since it
could be got. It was natural that, at sight of military bandoleers, the heart of the rallied CEil-de-Boeuf
should revive, and maids of honor and gentlemen of
honor speak comfortable words to epauleted defend
éis and to one another. Natural also, and mere
common civility, that the Body-Guards, a regiment
of gentlemen, should invite their Flandre brethren
to a dinner of welcome! Snch invitation, in the last
days of September, is given and accepted.
532. Dinners are defined as “ the ultímate act of
communion; ’’ men that can have communion in
nothing else, can sympathetically eat together, can
still rise into some glow of brotherhood over food
and wine. The dinner is fixed on, for Thursday the
Ist of October, and ought to have a fine effect.
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Further, as such dinner may be ratber extensive, and
even tlie non-commissioned and the common man be
introduced, to see and tohear, could not his majesty’s
opera apartment, wliich has laín quite silent ever
since Kaiser Joseph was liere, be obtained for the
purpose? The hall of the opera is granted; the
Salón d’Hercule shall be drawing-room. Not only
the oíïicers of Flandre, but of the Swiss, of the Hundred Swiss; nay, of the Versailles national guard,
such of them as have any loyalty, shall feast; it will
be a repast like few.
533. And now suppose this repast, the solid part of
it, transacted, and the first bottle over. Suppose the
customary loyal toasts drunk, the king’s health, the
queen’s with deafening vivats—that of the nation
“ omitted,” or even “ rejected.” Suppose champagne
flowing, with pot-valorous speech, with instrumental
music, empty featherheads growing ever the noisier,
in their own emptiness, in each others’ noise. Iler
majesty, who looks unusually sad to-night (his maj
esty sitting dulled with the day’s hunting), is told
that the sight of it would cheer her. Behold ! She
enters there, issuing from her state-rooms, like the
moon from clouds, this fairest unhappy queen of
hearts; royal husband by her side, young dauphin
in her arms! She descends from the boxes, amid
splendor and acclaim, walks qreen-like round the
tables, gracefully escorted, gracefully nodding, her
looks full of sorrow, yet of gratitude and daring, with
the hope of France on her mother-bosom! And now,
the band striking up, O Richard, 0 mon roi, l’univers

O RICHARD, O MY KING.

333

t’ahandonne (O Richard, O my king, the world is all
forsaking thee), could man do no other than rise to
height of pily, of loyal valor ? Could featherheaded
young ensigus do other than, by white Bourbon cockades, handed them from fair fingers, by waving of
swords drawn to pledge the queen’s health, by trampüng of national cockades, by scaling the boxes,
whenee intrusive murmurs may come, by vociferation, tripudiation, sound, fury and distraction, within doors and wibhout—testify what tempest-tost
state of vacuity they are in? Till champagne and
tripudiation do their work, and all lie silent, horizon
tal, passively slumbering with meed-of-battle
dreams!
534. A natural repast, in ordinary times a harmless one, now fatal as that of Thyestes, as that of
Job s sons, when a strong wind smote the four còr
ners of their banquet-house! Poor ill-advised Marie
Antoinette, with a woman’s vehemence, not with a
sovereign’s foresight! It was so natural, yet so unwise. Next dav, in públic speech of ceremony, her
majesty declares herself “ delighted with the Thursday.”
5.i5. Theheartof tlieCEil-de-Bceufglows into hopc,
mto daring, which is premature. Rallied maids of
honor, waited on by abbés, sew “white cockades,”
distribute them, with words, with glances, to epauleted youths, who, in return, may kiss, not without
fervor, the fair sewing fingers. Captains of horse and
footgo swashing with “ enormous white coekade;”
nay, one Versailles national captain has mounted the

INSUMÍ ECTION 01' WOMEN.
334
like so witching were the words and glances, and
S S a . M s « o . l o . ! Well may M «« 1 - » «
sliake his head with a look of severity, and speak
audible resentful words. Butnow a swashbuck er
witli enormous white cockade, overkeanng the major,
invites him insolently, once and *en agmn dsewhere
to recant, and failing that, to duel. Which atter
feat Major Lecointre declares that he wdl not perform, not, at least hy any known lawsof fenee, tha
he, nevertheless, will, according to mere law of na
ture, by dirk and blade,“ exterminate any nle
gladiator ” who may insuit him or the nation w ici e
upon (for the majoris actually d r a w m g h.s imple
mento “ they are parted,” and no weasands siit.
CHAPTER III.
BLACK COCKADES.

536 But fancy what effect this Thyestes npast,
and trampling on the national cockade, must have
had in the Salle des Menus, in the fannshing bakersqueues at Paris! Nay, such T hyestes repasts, it
Tvould seem, continue. Flandre hasgiven ita counterdinner to the Swiss and Hundred Swiss, then on
Saturday th ere has heen anotlier.
537. Yes. here with us is farnine, but yonder at
Versailles is food, enough and to spare! Patnotism,
„ i?n •»ïTíRtnire Pari ement aire,” iii 59);
.. Deux°Amis!” l l t W oSapan. it 70-85. etc., etc
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stands in queue, shivering, hunger-struck, insulted
by patrollotism, wliile bloody-minded aristocratsi
heated with excess of high living, trample on the
national cockade. Can the atrocity be true ? Nay,
look—green uniforms faced with red, black cockades
—the color of night! Are we to have military onfall, and death also, by starvation ? For, behold, the
Corbeil corn-boat, which used to come twice a-day,
with its plaster-of-Paris meal, now comes only once.
And the town-hall is deaf, and the men are laggard
and dastard! At the Café de Foy, this Saturday
evening, a new thing is seen, not the last of its kind
—a woman engaged in public speaking. Her poor
man, she says, was pnt to silence by his district, their
presidents and officinis would not let him speak.
Wlierefore she here, with her shrill tongue, will
speak, denouncing, wliile her breath endures, the Cor
beil boat, the plaster-of-Paris bread, sacrilegious
opera-dinners, green uniforms, pírate aristócrata, and
those black cockades of theirs 1
538. Truly, it is time for the black cockades at
least to vanish. Then patrollotism itself will not
protect. Nay, sharp-tempered “ M. Tassin,” at the
Tuileries parade on Sunday morning, forgets all
national military rule, starts from the ranks, wrenches
down one black cockade which is swashing ominous
there, and tramples it fiercely into thesoil of France.
Patrollotism itself is not without suppressed fury.
Also the districts begin to stir; the voice of Presi
dent Danton reverberates in the.Cordeliers; People’s-
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friend Marat has flown to Versailles and back again
—swart bird, not oí' the halcyon kind.*
539. And so patriot meets promenading patriot
this Sunday, and sees his own grim care reflected on
the lace of another. Groups, in spite of patrollotisin,
which is not so alert as usual, fluctuate deliberative—
groups on the bridges, on the quais, at the patriòtic
catees. And ever; as any black cockade may emerge,
risesthe many-voiced growl and bark, A has (Down)!
All black cockades are rutlilessly plucked off; one
individual picks his up again, kisses it, attempts to
refix it, but “ hundred canes start into the air,” and
he desists. Still worse went it with another individ
ual, doomed by extempore plebiscitum to the lanterne; saved with difficulty by some active Corpsde-Garde. Lafayette sees signs of an effervescence,
which he douhles his patrols, doubles his diligence,
to prevent. So passes Suuday the 4th of October,
1789.
540. Sullen is the male heart, repressed by patrollotism ; vehement is the teníale, irrepressible. The
public-speaking wom&n at the Palais Royal was not
the only speaking one. Men know not what the
pantry is when it grows empty, only house-mothers
know. O women, wives of men that will only calcu
late and not act! Patrollotism is strong, but (leath
by starvation and military onfall is^slronger. Patrol
lotism represses male patriotism ; but female patriota
ism? Will guards named national thrust theii
* Camille’s nowspaper, “ Révolution do Faris et de Erabant” (iu *•Hisloire Parlementaire,” iii. 108).

bayonets into the bosoms of women ? Such thought,
or rather such dim, unshaped raw material of a
thought, ferments universally under the female
night-cap, and by earliest daybreak on slight hint
will explode.
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CHAPTER IV.
THE MENADS.

541. If Voltaire once, in splenetic humor, asked
his countrymen. “But yon, Gualches, what llave you
¡nvented?” they can now answer, The art of insurrection. It was an art needed in tliese last singular
times; an art for which the French nature, so full
of veliemence, so free from depth, was, perhaps, of
all others the fittest.
Accordingly, to what a height, one may well
say of perfection, has this branch of human industry
been carried by France within the last lialf century!
Insurrection, which Lafayette thought mightbe“tlie
most sacred of duties,” ranks now, for the French
people, among the duties which they can perform.
Otlier mohs are dull masses, wliieh roll ouward with a
dull, Aeree tenacity.adull fierceheat,bnt emitnolightflashesof genius as tliey go. The French mob, again,
is among the liveliest phenomena of our world. So
rabid,audacious; soclear-sighted, inventive,promptto
seize themoment; instinct with life toitsfinger-ends!
That talent, were there no other, of spontaneously
standiug in queue, distinguishes, as we said, the
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1 French people from all peoples, ancient and modern.
542. Let the reader confess, too, that, taking one
thing and anotlier, perlmps few terrestria! appearances are better worth consideriug than mobs. Your
mob is a genuine outburst of nature; issuing from, or
communicati ng with the deepest deep of nature.
When so much goes grinning and grimacing as a
lifeless formality, and under the stiflf buckram no
heart can be felt beating. here once more, if nowkere
else, is a sincerity and reality. Shudder at it, or
even shiiek over it, if thou must; nevertheless, consider it. Sueh a complex of human forces and individualities hurled forthin their transcendental mood,
to act and react on circumstances and one another;
to work out what it is in them to work. The thing
they will do is known to no man, least of ali to
themselves. It is the inflammablest, immeasurable
firework, generating, consuming itself. With what
phases, to what extent, with what results it will
burn off, philosophy and perspicacity conjecture in
vain.
543. “Man,” as has been written, “is forever interesting to man ; nay, properly there is nothing else
interesting.” In which liglit also may we not discern why most battles have become so wearisome?
Battles in these ages are transacted by meclianism ;
with the slightest possible development of human
individuality or spontaneity men now even die and
kill one another in an artificial manner. Battles
ever since Homer’s time, when they were fighting
mobs, have mostly ceased to be worth looking at,
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worth reading or remembering. How many weari
some bloody battles does history strive to represent,
or, even in a husky way, to sing—and she would
omit or carelessly s!ur over this one insnrrection of
women ?
544. A thought, or dim raw material of a
thought, was fermenting ali night, universally
in the female head, and might explode. In squalid
garret on Monday moming, maternity awakes
to hear children weeping for bread. Maternity
must forth to the streets, to the herb-markets and
bakers’-queues; meets there with hunger-stricken
maternity, sympathetic, exasperative. 0 we unhappy women! But, instead of bakers’-quenes, why
not to aristocrats’ palaces, the root of the matter
Allons! Let ns assemble. To the Hotel-de-Ville
to Versailles, to the lanterne!
545. In one of the guard-houses of the Quartier
Saint-Eustache, “ a yonng woman ” seizes a drum—
for how shall national guards give fire on women, on
a yonng woman? The young woman seizes the
drum, sets forth heating it, “ nttering cries relative to
the dearth of grains.” Descend, O mothers, descend,
ye Judiths, to food and revenge! All women gather
and go; crowds storm all stairs, forcé out all women;
the female insurrectionary forcé, according to Ca
mille, resembles the English naval one; there is a
universal “pres* of women.” Eobust dames of the
halle, slim mantua-makers, assidnons, risen with the
dawn ; ancient virginity tripping to matins; the
housemaid, with early broom ; all must go. Eouse
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ye, O women; the laggard men will not act; they
say we ourselves may act!
546. And so, like snowbreak from the mountains,
for every staircase is a melted brook, it storms
tumultuous, wild-shrilling, toward the Hotel-deVille. Tumultuous, with or without drum-music;
for the Fauhourg Saint Antoine also has tucked-up
its gown, and with hesom-staves, fire-irons, and even
rusty pistols (void oi' ammunition), is flowing on.
Sounds of it flies with a velocity of sound to the
utmost barriers. By seven o’cloek, on this raw Octo
ber morning, fifth of the month, the town-hall will
see wonders. Nay, as chance would have it, a male
party are already there, clustering tumultuously
round some national patrol and a baker who has been
seized with short weights. They are there, and have
even lowered the rope of the lanterne. So that the ofi
cial persons have to smuggle forth the short-weighing
baker by back-doors, and even send ‘‘to all the districts” for more forcé.
547. Grand it was, says Camille, to see so many
Judiths, from 8,000 to 10,000 of tliem in all, rushing
out to seareh into the root of the matter! Not unfrightful it must have been ; ludicro-terrific, and
most unmanageahle. At such liour the overwatched
300 are not yet stirring, none but some clerks, a com
pany of national guards, and M. de Gouvion, the
major-general. Gouvion has fought in America for
the cause of civil liberty, a man of no in considerable
heart, but deficient in head. He is, for the moment,
in his back apartment, assuaging Usher Maillard,

the Bastille-sergeant, who has come, as too many do,
with “representations.” The assuagement is stili
incomplete when our Judiths arrive.
548. The national guards form on the outer stairs,
with leveled bayonets; the 10,000 Judiths press up,
resistless, with obtestations, with outspread hands—
merely to speak to the mayor. The rear forces tliem;
nay, from male hands in the rearstones already fly;
the national gnard must do one of the two thiugs—
sweep the Ihacc de Greve with cannon or else open
to right and left. They open ; the living deluge
rushes in. Tlirough all rooms and cabinets upward
to the topmost belfry; ravenous; seeking arms, seeking mayors, seeking justice; vvhile, again, the betterdressed speak kindly to the clerks, point out the
misery of these poor women, also their ailments,
some even of an interesting sort.*
549. Poor M. de Gouvion is shiftless in this ex
ire mi ty ; a man shiftless, perturbed, who will one
day commit suicide. How happy for him that Usher
Maillard the shifty was there at the moment,
though making representations! Fly back, thou
shifty Maillard, seek the Bastille company, and, oh,
return fast with i t ; above all, with thy own shifty
head! For, behold, the Judiths can find no mayor
or municipal; scarcely m the topmost belfry can
they find poor Abbí Lcfèvre, the powder-distributor.
Him, for want of a better, they suspend there m the
pale morning light, over the top of all Paris, which
swims in one’s failing eyes—a horrible end ? Nay,
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tlie rope broke, as French ropes often did, or else an
Amazon cut it. Abbé Lefévre falla some twenty
feet, rattling among the leads, and Uves long years
after, though always with a “tremblement in the
limbs.”*
550. And now doors fly under hatchets; the Judiths have broken the armory, have seized guns and
cannons.three money-bags, paper-heaps; torches flare;
in few minutes, our brave IIotel-de-Yille, wliich
dates from the fourth Henry, will, with aíl that it
holds, be in flames!

lefb half-hanged; from the belfry downward all
vomits itself. What rub-a-dub is that? Stanislas
Maillard, Bastille hero, will lead us to Versailles?
Joy to thee, Maillard, blessed art thou ahove ridingnshers! Away, then, away!
552. The seized cannon are yoked with seized carthorses, brown-locked Demoiselle Théroigne, with
pike and helmet, sits there as gunneress, “with haughty eye and serene fair countenance; ” comparable,
some think, to the Muid of Orléans, or even recalling
“ the idea of Pallas Athene.”* Maillard (for his drum
still rolls) is, by heaven-rending acclamation, admitted general. Maillard hastens the languid march.
Maillard, beating rhythmic, with sharp ran-tan, all
along the quais, leads forward with difficulty his
Menadic host. Such a host—marched not in silence!
The bargeman pauses on the river; all wagoners and
coach-drivers fly; men peer from Windows—not
women, lest they be pressed. Sight of sights; bacchantes, in these ultímate formalized ages! Bronze
Henri looks on from his Pont-Neuf; the monarchic
Louvre, Medicean Tuileries, seea day like none heretofore seen.
553. And now Mailiard has his Menads in the
Champs Elysées (fields Tartarean rather), and the
Hotel-de-Ville has suflered comparatively nothing.
Broken doors, an Abbé Lefévre, who shall never more
distribute powder, three sacks of money, most part
of whieh (for sansculottism, though famishing, isnot
without honor) shall be returned ;f this is all the
*t “Deux
Amis.”
iii. 157.
" Histoire
Parlementaire,”
iii. 310.
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551. In ñames, truly—were it not that Usher
Maillard, swift of foot, shifty of head, has returued.
Maillard, of his own motion—for Gouvion or
the rest would not even sanction him—snatches a
drum, descends the porch-stairs, ran-tan, beating
sliarp, with load rolls, his rogues’-march: To Versailles! Allons; à Versailles! As men beat on kettel
or warming-pan, wben angry she-bees, or say, flying
desperate wasps, are to be hived; and the desperate
insects hear it, and cluster round it—simply as round
a guidance, where there was none; so now these
Menads round shifty Maillard, riding-usher of the
Chátelet. The axe pauses uplifted; Abbé Lefévre is
* Dusuulx, “ Prise de la Bastille,” note, p. 281»
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damage. Great Maillard! A sniall nucleus of order
is round his drum, but his outskirts fluctuate like
the mad ocean, for rascality male and female is flowing in on him, from the four winds ; guidance there
is none but in bis single head and two drumsticks.
554. O Maillard, when, since war flrst was, had
general of forcé such atask before him as thou this
day ? W alter the Penniless still touches the feeling
heart, but then Walter had sanction, had space to
turn in, and also his crusaders were of the male sex.
Thou, this day, disowned of heaven and earth, art
general of Menads. Their inarticulate frenzy thou
must, on the spur of the instant, render into articú
late words, into actions that are not frantic. Fail in
it, this way or that! Pragmatica! ofiiciality, with
ís penaltiesand law-books,waií s before thee; Menads
storm behind. If such hewed off the melodious head
of Orpheus, and hurled it into the Peneus waters,
what may they notmakeof thee—thee rythmic merely, with no music but a sheepskin drum! Maillard
did not fail. Iíemarkable Maillard, if fame were not
an accident, and history a distillation of rumor, how
remarkable wert thou!
555. On the Elysian Fields there is pause and
fluctuation; but, for Maillard, no return. He per
suades his Menads, clamorous for arms and the arsen
al, that no arms are in the arsenal; that an unarmed
attitude, and pctition to a national assembly, will be
the best; he hastily nominates or sanctions generalesses, captains of tens and fifties—and so, in loosestflowing order, to the rythm of some “ eiglit drums”

(liaving laid aside his own), with the Bastille volunteers bringing up his rear, once more takes the road.
556. Chaillot, wliich will promptly yield baked
loaves, is not plundered ; ñor are the Sévres potteries
broken. The oíd arches of Sèvres bridge echo under
Menadic feet; Seine river gushes on with his per
petual murmur; and Paris flings after us the boom
of tocsin and alarm-drum—inaudible for the present,
amid slirill-sounding hosts and the splash of rainy
weather. To Meudon, to Saint-Cloud, on botli liands,
the report of them is gone abroad; and hearths, this
evening, will have a topic. The press of women stili
continues, for it is the cause of all Eve’s daughters,
motbers that are, or that ought to be. No earriagelady, were it with never such hysterics, but must
dismount, in the mud roads, in her silk shoes, and
walk." In this inanner, amid wild October weather,
they, a wild unwinged stork-flight, through the astonished country wend their way. Travelers of all
sorts they stop, especially travelers or couriers from
Paris. Deputy Lechapelier, in his elegant vesture,
from his elegant vehicle, looks forth amazed through
his spectacles; apprehensive for life—States eagerly
that be is Patriot-Deputy Lechapelier, and even OldPresideut Lechapelier, who presided on the night of
Pentecost, and its original member of the Bretón
Club. Thereupon “ rises huge shout of Yive Lecha
pelier, and several armcd peisons spring up) behind
and before to escort him.”f
* “Deux Amis,” iii. 159.
Ibid. ii. 177; “Dictionnaire des Hommes Marquans,”
ii.t379.
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557. Nevertheless, news, dispatches from Lafayette,
or vague noise of rumor, have pierced through by
side roads. In the national assembly, while all is
busy discussing the order of the day; regretting that
there should be anti-national repasts iu opera-lialls,
that his majesty should still hesitate about aecepting
the rights of man, and haug conditions and peradventures on them—Miraheau steps up to the presi
dent, experienced Mounier as it chanced to he, and
articulates, in bass undertone, “ Mounier, Paris
marche sur nous (Paris is marehing on us).” “ May
be (Je n’en sais rien)!” “ Believe it or disbelieve it,
that is not my concern; but Paris, I say, is marcliing
on us. Fall suddenly unwell; go over to the cliàteau;
teli them tliis. There is not a moment to lose."—
“ Paris marehing on us ?” responds Mounier, with an
atrabiliar accent; “ well, so mucli the better ! We
shall the sooner be a republic.” Miraheau quits him,
as one quits an experienced president getting blindfold into deep wàters, and the order of the day con
tinues as before.
558. Yes, Paris is marcliing on us, and more than
the women of Paris! Scarcely was Maillard gone,
when M. de Gouvion’s message to all the distriets,
and such tocsin and drumming of the genérale, began to take effect. Armed national guards from
every district, especially the Grenadiersof theCenter,
who are our old Gardes Françaises, arrive, in quick
sequence, on the Place de Grève. An “immense
people ” is there; Saint-Antoine, with pike and rusty
flrelock, is all crowding thither, be it welcome or un-
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welcome. The Center Grenadiers are received with
cheering; “ It is not clieers that we want,” answer
they gloomily; “ the nation has been insulted ; to
arms, and come with us for orders!” Ha, sits the
wind so? Patriotism and patrollotism are now
one!
559. The three hundred have assembled; “ all the
committees are in activity,” Lafayette is dictating
dispatches for Versailles, when a deputation of the
Center Grenadiers introduces itself to him. The
deputation maltes military obeisanee, and thus
speaks, not without a kind of thoughtinit: “ mon
général, we are deputed hy the six companies of
grenadiers. We do not think yon a traitor, but we
think the government betrays yon; it is time that
tliis end. We cannot turn our bayonets against
women crying to us for bread. The people are mis
erable, the source of the mischief is at Versailles;
we must go seek tlie king, and bring him to Paris.
We must exterminate (exterminer) the Regiment de
Flandre and the Gardes-du-Corps, who have dared to
trample on the national cockade. If the king be too
weak to wear his crown, let him lay it down. You
will crown his son, you will ñame a council of regeney ; and all will go better.”* Reproachful astonishment paints itself on the face of Lafayette, speaks
itself from his eloqüent chivalrous lips; in vain.
“My general, we would shed the last drop of our
blood for you, but the root of the mischief is at Ver* “ D eux Amis,” iil. 161.
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sailles ; we must go and bring the kiug to Paris ; ali
tlie people wish it (tout le peuple le veut).”
560. My general descernís to tlie outer staircase,
and harangues, once more in vain. “ To Versailles!
To Versailles!” Mayor Bailly, sent for through
floods of sansculottism, attempts acadèmic oratory
from his gilt statc-coacli; realizes nothing but infi
nite hoarse cries oí, “ Bread! To Versailles!”—and
gladly shrinks within doors. Lafayette mounts tho
white charger, and agaiu harangues, and reharangues,
with eloqueuce, with firmness, indignant demonstration, with all things but persuasión. “ To Versailles!
To Versailles!” So lasts it, hour after lionr—for the
space of half a day.
561. The great Scipio-Amerieanus can do nothing,
not so much as escape. “ Morbleu, nion general,” cry
tlie grenadiers, serrying their ranks as the white
charger makes a motion that way, “ yon will not
leave us, you will abide with us!” A perilons junc
ture: Mayor Bailly and the municipals sitquaking
within doors; my general is prisoner without; the
Place de Grèvc, with its thirty thousand regulars, its
whole irregular Saint-Antoine and Saint-Marceau, is
one minatory mass of ciear or rusty Steel, all liearts
set, with a moody fixedness, on one object. Moody,
fixed are all hearts; tranquil is no lieart—if it ho not
that of the white charger, who paws there, with
arched neck, composedly champing his bit; as if no
world, with its dynasties and eras, were now rushing
down. The drizzly day bends westward, the cry is
stili, “ To Versailles!”
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562. Nay. now, horne from afar, come quite sinis
ter cries, hoarse, reverberatiug in long-drawn hollow
murmurs, with syllables, too, like those of “lanterne! ” Or else, irregular sansculottism may be
marching off, of itself; with pikes.nay, with cannon.
The inflexible Scipio does at lengtli, by aid-de-camp
ask of the municipals whether or not he may go. A
letter is handed out to liim, over armed heads; sixty
thousand faces flash fixedly on his, there is stillness,
and no bosom breathes till he have read. By heaven,
he grows suddenly pale ! Do the municipals permit ?
“Permit, and even order”—sinee lie can no otlier.
Clangor of approval rends the welkin. To your
ranks, then; let us mareh!
563. It is, as we compute, toward tliree in the
nfternoon. Indignant national guards may dine for
once from their haversack; dined or undined, they
mareh with one heart. Paris flings up lier Windows,
1 claps hands,” as the avengers, with their shrilling
drums and slialms tramp by; slie will then sit pensive, apprehensive, and pass a sleepless night* On
the white charger, Lalayette, in the slowest possible
manner going and coming, and eloquently haranguing among the ranks, rolls onward with his thirty
thousand. Saint-Antoine, with pike and cannon,
has preceded him; a mixed multitude of all and of
no arms, hovers on his flanks and skirts: the eountry once more pauses agape: Paris marche sur nous.
* “ Deui Amis,” jii. 105.
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TO VERSAILLES.

564. Por, indeed, about this moment, Maillard bas
halted bis draggled Menads on the last hill-top; and
aow Versailles, and the cháteau of Versailles, and
far and vvide the inheritance of royalty, opens to tbe
wondering eye. From far on tbe right, over Marly
and Saint-Germain-en-Laye; roiuid toward Rambouillet, on the left; beautiful all; softly embosomed,
as if in sadness, in the dim, moist weather! And
near before us is Versailles, new and oíd, with that
broad frondent Avenue de Versailles between—
stately-frondent, broad, 300 feet as men reckon, with
its four rows of elms ; and then the cháteau de Ver
sailles, ending in rojal parks and pleasances, gleaming lakelets, arbors, labyrinths, the Mdnagerie, and
Great and Little Trianon. High-towered dwellings,
leafy pleasant places, wliere the gods of tliis lower
world abide: whence, nevertheless, black eare cannot
beexcluded; whiiher Menadic lninger is eveu now
advancing, armed with pike-thyrsi!
565. Yes, yonder, mesdames, wliere onr straight
frondent avenue, joined, as you uote, by two frondent
brother avenues from tliis hand and from that,
spreads out into Place Royal and Palace Forecourt—
yonder is the Salle des Menus. Yonder an august
assembly siís regenerating France. Forecourt, Grand
Court, Court of Marble, court narrowing into court
you may discern next, or faney; on the extreme
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verge of which that glass-dome, visibly glittering
like a star of hope, is the—CEil-de-Boeuf! Yonder^
or nowhere in the world is bread baked for us. But,'
O mesdames, were not one thing good—that our eannons, with Demoiselle Théroigne and all show of
war be put to the rear? Submission beseems petitioners of a national assembly; we are strangers in
Versailles whence, too audibly, there comes even
now a sound as of tocsin and général! Also to put
on, if possible, a clieerful countenance, hiding our
sorrows, and even to sing ? Sorrow, pitied of the
heavens, is liateful, suspicious to the earth. So counsels shifty Maillard, haranguing his Menads on the
heights near Versailles*
^ 566. Cunning Maillard’s dispositions are obeyed.
The draggled insurrectionists ad vanee up the avenue
m three columns,” among the four elm-rows, “ sing-’
rng Henri Quatre,’” with what melody they can
and shouting, Vive le roi. Versailles, though the’
elm-rows are dripping wet, crowds from hoth sides
with, " Vivent nos Parisiennes, (Our Paris ones for-’
ever!)”
567. Prickers, scouts, have been out toward Paris
as the rumor deepened ; whereby his majesty gone to’
shoot m the woods of Meudon, has been happily discovered, and got home, and the général and tocsin
set a-soundmg. The Body-Guards are already drawn
up m front of the palace-grates, and look down thé
Avenue de Versailles, sulky, in wet huck-skins.
Amfs,” liiT«V^!r()etcParlementalre·'’ U1- 7°-in ' “
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Flandre, too, is there, repentant of the opera-repast.
Also dragoons dismounted are tliere. Finally Major
Lecointre, and what can he gather of the Versailles
national guard—though it is to be observed, our
coionel, that same sleepless Count d’Estaiug, giving
neither order ñor ammunition, has vanjshed most
improperly, oue supposes into the GEil-de-Boeuf.
Red-coated Svviss stand within the grates, under
arms. There likevvise, in their inner room, “ all the
ministers,” Saint-Priest, Lamentation Pompignan
and the rest, are assembled with M. Necker; they
sit with him there; blank, expecting what the hour
will bring.
568. President Mounier, though he answered Mirabeau with a tant mieux, and affected to slight the
matter, had his own forebodiugs. Surely, for these
four weary liours he has reclined uot on roses! The
order of the day is getting forward ; a deputation to
his majesty seems proper, that it might picase him
to grant “ acceptance puré and simple” to those constitution-articles of ours; the “ mixed qualified
acceptance,” with its peradventures, is satisfactory
to neither gods ñor men.
569. So much is clear. And yet there is more,
whieh no man speaks, which all men now vaguely
understand. Disquietude, absence of mind, is on
every face; mcmbers whisper,uneasily come and go;
the order of the day is evidently not the day’s want.
Till at length, from the outer gates, is heard a rustling and justling, shrill uproar and squabbling, muffled hy walls, which testifies that the hour is come!

Rushing and crushing one hears now; then enter
üsher Maillard, with a deputation of fifteen muddy
dripping women—having, by incredible industry,
and aid of all the macers, persuaded the rest to wait
out of doors. National assembiy shall now, therefore
look its august task directly in the face: regenerativé
constitutionalism has an unregenerate sansculottism
bodily in front of it, crying, “ Bread ! bread!”
570.
Shifty Maillard, translating frenzy into artic
ularon; repressi ve with the one hand, expostulative
with the other, does his best; and really, though not
bred to public speaking, manages rather well. In
the present dreadful rarity of grains, a deputation of
female citizens has, as the august assembiy can discern, come out from Paris to petition. Plots of aristocrats are too evident in the matter: for example,
one miller has been bribed “ by a bank-note of 200
livres ” not to grind, ñame unknown to the usher
but fact provable, at least indubitable. Further, it
seems, the national cockade has been trampled on ;
also, there are black cockades, or were. All whicli
things will not an august national assembiy, the
hope of France, take into its wise immediate consid
eraron ?
u 57L And Menadic hunger, irrepressible, crying
Black cockades,” crying “Bread, bread,” adds, after
such fashion, Will it not ? Yes, messieurs, if a depu
tation to his majesty, for the “ acceptance puré and
simple,” seemed proper—how much more now, for
“ theafflictingsituationof Paris;” for the calming of
this efferves jence! President Mounier, with aspeedy

352

353

354

THE INSURRECTION OF WOMEN.

deputation, among whom we notice tke respectable
figure of Doctor Guillotin, gets himself forward on
marck. Vice-president shall continue the order of
the day; Usher Maillard shall staybyhim to repress
the women. Itis four o’clock, of tlie miserablest afternoon, when Mounier steps out.
572. O experieneed Mounier, what an afternoon,
the last of thy political existencs! Better had it
heen to “ fail suddenly unwell,” while it was yet
tinte. For, behold, the esplanade, over all its spacious expanse, is covered with groups of squalid
dripping women, of lank-haired male rascality, armed
with axes, rusty pikes, oíd muskets, iron-shod clubs
(batons ferrés, which end in knives or sword-blades,
a kind of extempore bill-hook)—looking nothing but
hungry revolt. The rain pours, gardes-du-corps go
caracoling through the groups “ amid hisses,” irritating and agitating what is but dispersed here to reunite there.
573. Innumerable squalid women beleaguer the
president and deputation, insist on going with him;
has not bis majesty himself, looking from the window, sent out to aak what we wanted ? “ Bread and
speech with the king (Du pain, et parler au roi),”
that was the answer. Twelve women are clainorously added to the deputation, and march with it
across the esplanade, through dissipated groups, car
acoling body-guards, and the pouring rain.
574. President Mounier, unexpectedly augmented
by twelve women, copiously escorted by hunger and
rascality, is himself mistaken for a group, himself

and his women are dispersed by caracolers, rally
again with ditficulty among the mud.* Finally the
grates are opened; the deputation gets access, with
the twelve women, too, in it, of which latter, five
shall even see the face of his majesty. Let wet Menadism, in the best spirits it can, expect their return.
CHAPTEE VII.
AT VERSAILLES.

575. Bnt already Pallas Athene (in the shape of
Demoiselle Théroigne) is busy with Flandre and the
dismouuted dragoons. She, and such women as are
fittest, go through the ranks, speak with an earnest
jocosity, clasp rough troopers to their patriot bosom,
crush down spontoous and musketoons with soft
arms; can a man, that were worthy of the ñame of
man, attack famishing patriot women ?
One reads that Théroigne had bags of money,
which she distributed over Flandre—furnislied by
whom ? Alas, with money-bags, one seldom sits on
insurrectionarycannon. Calumnióosroyalism! Thér
oigne had only the limited earnings of her profession
ofunfortunate-female ; money she had not, but brown
locks, the figure of a heathen goddess, and an elo
qüent tongue and heart.
576. MeanwhileSaint-Antoine, in groups and troops,
is continually arriving, wetted. sulky, with pikes and
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impromptu bill-lmoks, driven tlius far by popular
fixed-idea. So many hirsute figures driven hither
in that manner, figures that have come to do tliey
know not what, figures that have cometo see it done!
Distinguisbed among all figures, who is this of gaunt
stature, witli leaden breast-plate, though a small
one;* busliy in red grizzled locks, nay, with long
tile-beard ? It is Jourdan, unjust dealer in mules, a
dealer no longer, but a painter’s model, playing
truant this day. From the necessities of art comes
bis long tile-beard ; whence his leaden breastplate
(unless, indeed, he were some hawker licensed by
leaden badge) may have come, will perhaps remain
forever a historical problem. Anolher Saúl among
the people we discern, “ Père Adam (Father Adam),”
as the groups ñame liim, to us better known as bullvoiced Marquis Saint Huruge, hero of the veto, a man
that has had losses and deserved them. The tall
marquis, emitted some days ago from limbo, looks
peripatetically on ibis scene from under his umbrella, not without interest. All wliich persons and
things hurled together as we see; Pallas Atliene busy
with Flandre, patriòtic Yersailles national guards
short of ammunition, and deserted by D’Estaing,
their colonel, and commanded by Leeointre, their
major; then caracoling body-guards, sour, dispirited,
with their buckskins wet; and finally this flowing
sea of indignant squalor—may tliey not give rise to
occurrences ?
577. Behold, liowever, the twelve she-deputies re• Seo Weber.ii. 185-231.
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turn from the cháteau. Without President Mounier,
indeed, but radiant with joy, shouting, “ Life to the
Icing and his h o u s e Apparently the news are good,
mesdames? News of the best! Five of us were admitted to the internal splendors, to the royal presence. This slim damsel, “ Louison Chabray, worker
in sculpture, aged only seventeen,” as being of the
best looks and address, her we appointed speaker.
On whom, and indeed on all of us, his majesty looked
Uothing but graciousness. Nay, when Louison, addressing him, was like to faint, he took her in his
royal arms, and said gallantly, “ It was well worth
While (Elle en valút bien la peine).” Consider, O
women, what a king! His words were of comfort,
and that only; there shall be provisión sent to Paris,
if provisión is in the world ; grains shall circulate
free as air, millers shall grind, or do worse, while
their millstones endure, and notliing be left wrong
whicli a restorer of Frencli liberty can riglit.
578. Good news these, but, to wet Menads, all too
incredible! There seems no proof then ? Words of
comfort—they are words only, which will feed
notliing. O miserable people, betrayed by aristocrats, who corrupt the very messengers! In his royal
arms, Mademoiselle Louison ? In his arms ? Thou
shameless minx, worthy of a ñame—that shall be
naineless! Tes, thy skin is soft; ours is rough wiih
hardship, and weíl wetted, waiting here in the rain.
No children hast thou hungry at lióme, only alabas'
ter dolls that weep not! The traitress! To the lanterne! And so poor Louison Chabray, no assevera-
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tion or shricks availing lier, fair slim damsel, late in
the arms oi' royalty, has a garter round her neck, and
furibund amazons at eaeh end, is about to perisli so
—when tvvo body-guards gallop up, indignantly dissipating, and reseñe her. The miscredited twelve
basten baek to the eháteau, for an “ answer in writing.”
579. Nay, behold, a new flight of Menads, witli
“ M. Brunout, Bastille volunteer,” as impressed-commandant at the head of it. These also will advance
to the grate of the grand court, and see wliat is
toward. Human patience, in wet buckskins, has its
limits. Body-guard Lieutenant-M. de Savouniéres
for one moment lets his temper, long provoked, long
peut, give way. He not only dissipates these latter
Menads, but caracoles and cuts, or indignantly flourishes at M. Bruuoul, tire impressed-commandant, and,
finding great relief in it, oven chases him, Brunout
flying nimbly tliough in a pirouette mauner, and non
•witli sword also drawñ. At whicli sight of wrath
and victory, two other body-guards (for wrath iscontagious, and to pent body-guards is so solacing) do
likewise give way, give chase witb brandished saber,
and in the air make liorrid circles. So that poor
Brunout has nothing for it but to retreat with accelerated nimbleness, through rank after rank, parthianlike, fencing as he flies; above all, sliouting lustily,
“ On nous laisse assassiner (They are getting us assassinated)! ”
580. Shameful! Three against one! Growls come
from the Lecointrian ranks, bellowings—-lastly shots.

Savonniéres’s arm is raised to strike, the bullet of a
Lecointrian musket shatters it, the brandished saber
jingles down harmless. Brunout has escaped, this
duel well ended ; but the wild howl of war is everywhere beginning to pipe ?
The amazons recoil, Saint-Antoine has its
cannon pointed (full of grape-shot); thrice applies
the lit flambeau, which thrice refuses to catch—the
touchholes are so wetted ; and voices cry, “ Arrétez,
il n’est pas temps encore (Stop, it is not yet time)! ”*
Messieurs of the Garde-du-Corps, ye had orders not
to fire; nevertheless two of you limp dismounted,
and one war-horse lies slain. Were it not well to
draw back out of shot-range, finally to flle off—into
the interior ? If in so filing off, there did a musketoon
or two discliarge itself at these armed shopkeepers, hooting and crowing, could man wonder ? Draggled are your white cockades of an enormous size,
would to heaven they were gotexchanged for tricolor
ones 1 Your buckskins are wet, your hearts heavy.
Go, and return not!
581. The body-guards file off as we hint, giving
and receiving shots, drawing no life-blood, leaving
boundless indignation. Some three times in the
thickening dusk, a gliinpse of them is seen, at this
or the other portal, saluted always with execrations,
with the whew of lead. Let but a body-guard show
face, he is hunted by rascality—for instance, poor
“ M. de Moucheton of the Scotch company,” owner
of the slain war-horse—and has to be smuggled off
* “Deux Amis,” ii. 193-201-
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by Versailles captains. Or rusty flre-locks belch
after him, shivering asunder his—hat. In the end,
by superior order, the body-guards, all but the few
on immediate dnty, disappear, or, as it were, abscond,
and march, under cloud of night, to Bambouillet*
582. We remark also that the Versailiese have now
got ammunitiou; all aftemoon, the oíficial person
could find none ; till, in these so critieal moments, a
patriòtic sub-lieutenant set a pistol to his ear, and
would thank him to iïnd some—which he thereupon
succeeded in doing. Likewise that Flandre, disarrned by Pallas Athene, says openly it will not fight
with citizens, and for tokens of peace has exehanged
cartridges with the Versailiese.
583. Sansculottism is now amongmere friends, and
can “ circulate freely;” indignant at body-guards—
complaining also considerably of hunger.

speaking and order of the day. Neither Maillard
nor vice president can restrain them, except within
wide limits; not even, except for minutes, can the
lion-voice of Mirabeau, though they applaud i t ; but
ever and anon they break in upon the regeneration
of France with cries oí “ Bread; not so much discoursing (Du pain; pas tant de longs discours)!”
So insensible were these poor creatures to bursts of
parliamentary eloquence!
585. One learns also that the royal carriages are
getting yoked, as if for Metz. Carriages, royal or
not, have verily showed themselves at the back
gates. They even produced, or quoted, a written
order from our Versailles municipality—which is a
monarchic not a democràtic one. However, Ver
sailles patrols drove them in again, as the vigilant
Lecointre had strietly charged them to do.
586. A busy man, truly, is Major Lecointre, in
these hours. For Colonei d’Estaing loiters invisible
in the CEil-de-Boeuf; invisible, or still more questionably visible for instants; then also a too loyal
municipality requires supervisión; no order, civil or
military, taken about any of these thousand things !
Lecointre is at the Versailles town-hall, he is at the
grate of the graud court, communing with Swiss and
body-guards. He is in the ranks of Flandre; he is
here, he is there; studious to prevent bloodslied, to
prevent the royal family from flying to Metz, the
Menads from plundering Versailles.
587. At the fall of night, we behold him advance
to those armed groups of Saint-Antoine, hovering all
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584. But why lingers Mounier, returns not with
his deputation ? It is six, it is seven o’clock, and
still no Mounier, no acceptance pure and simple.
And, behold the dripping Meuads, not now in
deputation but in mass, have penetrated into the assembly, to the shamefulest interruption of públic
* Weber, ubi supra.
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too grim near the Salle des Menus. They receive
him in a half-circle; tv/elve speaker» behind cannons
with lighted torches in kand, tke cannon-mouths
toward Lecointre—a picture for Salvator! He asks,
in temperate but courageous language, Wliat they,
by this tbeir journey to Versailles, do specially want ?
The twelve speakers reply, in few words inclusive of
much, “ Bread, and the end of tliese brabbles (Du
pain, et la fin- des affairs).” When the affairs will
end, no Major Lecointre, ñor no mortal, can say;
but as to bread, he inquires, How many are you ?—
learns that they are six hundred, that a loaf each
will suffice, and rides off to the municipality to get
six hundred loaves.
588. Which loaves, however, a municipality of
monarchic temper will not give. It will give two
tons of rice rather—could you but know whether it
sbould be boiled or raw. Hay, when this, too, is accepted, the municipals have disappeared—ducked
under, as the six-and-twenty long-gowned of Paris
did, and, leaving not the slightest vestage of rice, in
the boiled or raw state, they there vanish from history!
Rice comes not; one’s hope of food is balked,
even one’s hope of vengeance; is not M. de Moucheton of the Scotch company, as we said, deceitfully
smuggled off? Failing all which, behold only M.
de Moucheton’s slain war-horse, lying on the espía*
nade there! Saint-Antoine, balked esurient, pounces
on the slain war-horse; flays it, roasts it with sueli
fuel, of paljng. gates, portable timberas can be come

at, not without shouting; and, after the manner of
ancient Greek heroes, they lifted their hands to the
daintihj readicd repast, such as it might be.* Other
rascality prowls discursi ve, seeking wliat Itmay deVour. Flandre will retire to its barracks; Lecointre
also with bis Versaillese—all but the vigilant patrols,
charged to be doubly vigilant.
589. So sink the shadows of night, blustering,
rainy, and all paths grow dark. Strangest night
ever seen in these regions—perhaps since the Bartholomew night, when Versailles, as Bassompierre
writes of it, was a cliétif cháteau. O for the lyre of
fome Orpheus, to constrain, with touch of melodious
strings, these mad masses into order! For here all
seems fallen asunder, in wide-yawning dislocation,
The highest, as in down-rushing of a world, is come
in contact with the lowest; the rascality of France
beleaguering the royalty of France; “ iron-shod
batons ” lifted round the diadem, not to guard i t !
With denunciations of bloodtliirsty anti-national
body-guards, are heard dark growlings against a
queenly ñame.
590. The court sits tremulous, powerless ; varies
with the varying temper of the esplanade, with the
varying color of the rumors from Paris. Tliick-coming rumors, now of peace, now of war. Necker and
all the ministers consuit, with a blank issue. The
CEil-de-Boeuf is one tempest of whispers. We will
fly to Metz: we will not fly. The royal carriages
again attempt egress—though for trial merely; they
* Weber; “ Deux Amis,” eto.
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are again driyen in by Lecointre’s patrols. In six
hours nothing has been resolved on, not even the acceptance puré and simple.
o91. In six liours? Alas, he who, in such circumstauces, cannot resolve in six minutes may give up
the enterpnse; him fate has already resolved for.
And Menadism, meanwhile, and sansculottism takes
counsel with the national assembly; grows more and
more tumultuous there. Mounier retums not, authority nowhere shows itself; the authority of France
lies, for the present, with Lecointre and Dsher Maillard. This, then, is the abomination of desolation:
come suddenly, though long foreshadowed as inevi
table! For, to the blind, all things are sudden.
Misery wlnch, througli long ages, had no spokesman,
no helper, will now be its own helper and speak for
itself. The dialect, one of the rudest, is, what it
could be, this.
592. At eight o’clock there returns to our assembly,
not the deputation, but Doctor Guillotin announcing
that it will return; also that there is hope of the acceptance puré and simple. He himself has brought
a roya! letter, authorizingandcommandingthefreest
‘‘circulation of grains.” Which roya! letter Menad
ism with its whole lieart applauds. Conformably to
which the assetobly forthwith passes a decree, also
received with rapturous Menadic plaudits. Only
could not an august assembly contrive farther to “fix
the pnce of bread at eight sous the half-quartern,
butchers’-meat at six sous the pound; ” which seem
fair rates ? Such motion do “ a multitude of men
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and women,” irrepressible by Uslier Maillard, now
make—does an august assembly hear made. Usher
Maillard liimselí is not always perfectly measured
in speech, but if rebuked, he can justly excuse him
self by the peculiarity of the circumstances*
593. But finally, this decree well passed, and the
disorder continuing, and members melting away,
aud no President Mounier returuing—what can the
vice-president do but also rnelt away? The assem
bly melts; under such pressure, into deliquium; or,
as it is officially called, adjourns. Maillard is dispatched to Paris, with the “ decree concerning grains”
in his pocket, he and some women, in carriages belonging to the king. Thitherward slim Louison
Chabray has already set forth, with that “ written
auswer ” which the tvvelve she-deputies returned in
to seek. Slim syiph, she has set forth, through the
black muddy country; she has much to tell, her
poor nerves so flurried, and travels, as indeed to-day
on this road all persons do, with extreme slowness.
President Mounier has not come, ñor the acceptance
pnre and simple, though six hours with their events
have come; though courier on courier reports that
Lafayette is coming. Corning with war or with
peace ? It is time that the cháteau also should de
termine on one tliing or another ; that the cháteau
also should show itself alive, if it would continue
living!
594. Yictorious, joyful after such delay, Mounier
* “Moniteur” (in “ Histoire Parlementaire,” iti. 105).
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does arrive at last, and the hard-earned acceptance
with him ; which now, alas, is of small valué. Fancy
Mounier’s surprise to find his senate, wlioni hehoped
to charm by tlie acceptance pure and simple, all goue,
and in itsstead a senate of Menads ! For, as Erasmus’s ape mimicked, say with wooden splint, Erasmus shaving, so do these amazons hold, in mock
majesty, some confused parody of national assembly.
They make motions, deliver speeches, pass enactments, productive at least of loud laughter. All galleries and benches are ülled; a strong dame of the
market is in Mounier's chair. Not without difflculty, Mounier, by aid of macers and persuasive speaking, makes his way to the female-president; the
strong dame, before abdicating, signifies that, for one
thing, she and, indeed, her whole senate male and
female (for what was one roasted war-horse among
so many ?) are suíïering very considerably from hunger.
595. Experienced Mounier, in these eircumstances,
takes a twofold resolution—to reconvoke his assem
bly members by sound of drum; also to procure a
supply of food. Swift messengers fly to all bakers,
eooks, pastry-cooks, vintners, restorers; drums beat,
accompanied with shrill vocal proelamation througli
all streets. They come; the assembly members
come; what is still better, the provisions come. On
Iray and barrow come these latter; loaves, wine,
great store of sausages. The nourishing baskets cir
culate harmoniously along the benches: nor, according to the father of epics, did any soul lack a fair
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share of vidual (Salroç ètar^jan equal diet),
desirable at the moment.*
596. Gradually some hundred or so of assembly
members get edged in, Menadism making way a little, round Mounier’s chair; listen to the acceptance
pure and simple, and begin, what is the order of the
night, “ discussió» of the penal eode.” All benches
are crowded ; in the dusky galleries, duskier with
unwashed heads, is a strange “ coruscation ”—of im
promptu bill-hooks.f It is exactly five months this
day since these same galleries were fllled with highplumed, jeweled beauty, raining bright influences;
and now ? To such Iengtti have we got in regenerating France. Methinks the travail-throes are of the
sharpest! Menadism will not be restrained l'rom occasional remarks; asks, “ What is the use of penal
code? The thing we want is bread.” Mirabeau
turns round with lion-voiced rebuke; Menadism applauds him, but recommences.
597. Thus they, chewing tongh sausages, discussing the penal code, make night hideons. What the
issue will be ? Lafayette, with his tliirty thousand,
must arrive first: him, who cannot now be distant,
all men expect, as the messenger of destiny.
* “ Deux Amis,” iii. 208.
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CHAPTER IX.
LAFAYETTE.

598. Toward midnight lights flare on the hili, Lafayette’s lights! The roll of his drums comes up the
Avenue de Versailles. With peace, or with war?
Patience, fricnds! With neither. Laiayette is come,
but not yet the catastrophe.
599. He has halted and harangned so often on the
march ; spent nine hours on lour leagues oí’ road.
At Montreuil, close on Versailles, the whole host had
to pause, and, with uplifted right hand, in the rnurk
ofnight, tothese pouring skies, swear solemnly to
respect the king’s dwelling; to be faithful to king
and national assembly. Rage is driven down out of
sight by the laggard march; the tliirst of yengeance
slaked in weariness and soaking clothes. Flandre is
again drawn out under arms; but Flandre, grown so
patriòtic, now needs no “exterminating.” The wayworn battalions lialt in the avenue; tliey have, ior
the present, no wish so pressing as tliat oi' shelter
and rest.
600. Anxious sits President Mounier; anxious the
cháteau. There is a message coming from the chàteau, that M. Mounier would please to return thither
with a fresh deputation, swiftly ; and soatleast unite
our twoanxieties. Anxious Mounier does ofhimself
send, meanwhile, to appvise the general that his
majesty has been so gracious as to grant us the acceptance pure and simple. The general, with a
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small advance column, malees answer in pnssing;
speaks vaguely some smooth words to the national
president—glances, only with the eye, at that so
mixtiiorm national assembly; then fares forward
toward the cháteau. There are with him two Paris
municipals; they were cliosen from the three hundred for that errand. He gets admittance through the
locked and padlocked grates, through sentries and
ushers, to the royal halls.
601. The court, male, and female, crowds on his
passage, to read their doom on his face, which ex
hibits, say historians, a mixture “of sorrow, of fervor
and valor,” singular to behold.* The king, with
monsieur, with ministers and marshals, is waiting
to receive him ; he “is come,” in his liigh-flown, chivalrous way” to offer his head for the safety of his
majesty’s. The two municipals state the wish of
Paris; four things, of quite pacific tenor. First, that
the honor of guarding his sacred person be conferred
on patriot national guards—say the Center Grenadiers, who, as Gardes Françaises, were wont to have
that privilege. Second, that provisions be got, if pos
sible. Third, that the prisons, ali crowded with political delinqüents may have judges sent them.
Fourth, tliat it would please his majesty to come and live
in Paris. To all which four wislies, except the fourth,
his majesty auswers readily, Yes; or indeed may almost say that he has already answered it. To the
fourth lie can answer only yes or no; would so gladly
* "M em oirodeM le Comiede Lally-Toilendal” (Janvier
1790), pp. 161-165.
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answer yes and no! But, in any case, are not their
dispositions, thankheaven, so entirely pacífic? There
is time for deiiberation. The brunt of the danger
seems past!
602. Lafayette and D’Estaing settie the watches;
Center Cfrenadiers are to take the guard-room tliey
of old occupied as Gardes Françaises—for, indeed,
the Gardes-du-Corps, its iate ill-advised occupants,
are gone mostly to Rambouillet. That is the order
of this night; sufficient for the night is the evil
thereof. Whereupon Lafayette and the two munici
pals, with high-flown chivalry, take their leave.
G03. So brief has the interview heen, Mounier and
his deputation were not yet got up. So brief and
satisfactory. A stone is rolled from every heart.
The fair palace dames publicly declare that this La
fayette,detestable though he be, is thei r savior for once.
Even the ancient vinaigrous tantes admit it—the
kiug’s aunts, ancientgraille and sisterhood, known
to usof old. Queen Marie-Antoinette has been heard
often say the like. She alone, among all women and
all men, wore a face of courage, of lofty calmness
and resolve, this day. She alonesaw clearly what
she meant to do; and Theresa’s daughter dares do
what she means were all France threatening her—
abide where her children are, where her husband is.
604. Toward three in the morning all things are
settled; the watches set, the Center Grenadiers put
into their old guard-room and harangued: the Swiss
and few remaining body-guards harangued. The
way-worn Paris battalions, consigned to “the hospi-
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tality of Versailles,” lie dormant in spare-beds,
spare-barracks, coflee-houses, empty cliurches. A
troop of them, on their way to the church of SaintLouis, awoke poor Weber, dreaming troublous, in
the Rue Sartory. Weber had his waistcoat-pocket
full of balls all day,“twohundred balls, and twopears
of powder! For waistcoats were waistcoats then,
and had flaps down to mid-tliigh. So many balls he
has had all day, but no opportunity of using them;
lie turas over now, execrating disloyal bandits,
swears a prayer or two, and straight to sleep again.
605. Finally the national assembly is harangued,
which, thereupon, on motion of Mirabeau, discon
tinues the penal code, and dismisses for the night.
Menadism, sansculottism, has cowered into guardhouses, barracks of Flandre, to the light of cheerful
fire; failing that, to churches, office-houses, sentryboxes, wheresoever wretchedness can find a lair.
The troublous day has brawled itself to rest, no lives
yet lost but that of one war-horse. Insurrectionary
chaos lies slumbering round the palace, like ocean
round a diving-bell, no crevice yet disclosing itself.
606. Deep sleep has fallen promiscuously on the
high and on the low, suspending most things, even
wrath and famine. Darkness coverstheearth. But,
far on the north-east, Paris flings up her great yellow gleam, far into the wet black night. For all is
illuminatedthere,asintheoldJulynights ; tliestreets
deserted, for alarm of w ar; the municipals all wakeful, patrols hailing, with their hoarse Who-goes.
There, as we discover, our poor slim Louison Cha-
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bray, lier poor nerves all fluttered, is arriving about
this very hour. There ITsher Maillard will arrive,
about an hour henee, “toward four in tlie morning.”
riiey report, successively, to a wakeful Hotel-deVille what comfort they can; which again, with
early dawn, large comfortable placards shall impart
to all men.
607. Lafayette, in the Hotel de Noailles, not far
iVom the chàteau, having now finished haranguing,
sits with bis ofScers Consulting; at five o’clock the
unanimous best counsel is that a man so tost and
toiled for twenty-four hours and more, fling himself
(.n a bed, and seek some rest.
COS. Thus, then, has ended the first act of the insurrection of women. How it will turn on the moríow? The morrow, as always, is with theFates!
But his majesty, oue may hope, will consent to come
lionorably to Paris; at all events, he can visit Paris.
A uli-national body-guards, here and elsewliere, must
take the national oath; make reparation to tlie tri
color ; Fïandre will swear. There may be much
swearing, much públic Sj.eakingthere will infallibly
be; and so, with harangues and vows, may the matter in some handsome way wind itself up.
609. Or, alas, may it not be all otherwise, unhandsome; the consent not honorable, but exíorted,ignominious? Boundless chaos of insurrection presses
slumbering round the palace, like ocean round a
diving-bell, and may penetrate at any crevice. Let
but that accumulated insurrectionary mass find entrance! Like the infinite inburst of water, or say

ratlier of inflammable, self-igniting fluid—for example, “ turpentine-and-phosphorus oil,” fluid known to
Spinola Santerre 1
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610. The dull dawn of a new morning, drizzly and
cliill, had but broken over Versailles wlien it pleased
destiny that a body-guard should look out of window, on the right wing of the chàteau, to see wliat
prospect there was in heavenand in eartli. Rascality,
male and female, is prowliug in view of him. His
fasting stomach is, with good cause, sour; he perhaps
cannot forbear a passing maiison on them,leastof all
can he forbear answering such.
611. 111 words breèd worse, till the worst word
come, and then the ili deed. Did the maledicent
body-guard, getting (as was too inevitable) better
malediction than he gave, load his musketoon and
threaten to tire; nay actually tire? Were wise who
wist! It stauds asserted, to us not credibly. But
be this as it may, menaced rascality, in whinnying
scorn, is sliaking at all grates; the fastening of one
(some write it was a chain merely) gives way; ras
cality is in the Grand Court, whinnying louderstill.
612. The maledicent body-guard, more bodyguards than he, do now give tire; a man’s arm is
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shattered. Lecointre will depose* that “ the Sieur
Cardine, a national guard without arms, was stabbed.”
But see, sure enough, poor Jerome l’Héritier, an unarmed national guard, he, too, “ eabinet-maker, a
saddler’s son, of París,” with the down of youthhood
still on his chin—he reels death-strieken, rushes to
the pavement, scattering it with his blood and brains!
Allelen! Wilder than Irisb wakes rises the howl,
oi' pity, of infinite revenge. In few moments the
grate of the inner and inmost eourt, whieh they
ñame Court of Marble, this, too, is forced, or surprised, and bursts open ; the Court of Marble, too, is
overflovved; up the grand staircase, up all stairs and
entrances, rushes the living deluge! Deshuttes and
Varigny, the two sentry body-guards, are trodden
down, or massacred with a hundred pikes. Women
snatch their cutlasses, or any weapon, and storm-in
Menadic ; other women lift the corpse of sliot Je
rome, lay it down on the marble steps; there shall
tile livid face and smashed head, dumb forever, speak.
6X3. Woenow to all body-guards; mercy is none
for them! Miomandre de Sainte-Marie pleads with
soft words on the grand staircase, “ descending íour
steps,” to the roaring tornado. His comrades snatch
liirn up by the skirts and belts, literally from the
jaws of destruction, and slam-to their door. This
also will stand few instants, the panels shivering iu
like potsberds. Barricading serves not; fly fast, ye

body-guards; rabid insurrection, like the hell-hound,
chase uproariug at your heels!
614. The terror-struck body-guards fly, boltiug
and barricading; it follows. Whitherward ? Through
hall on hall; woe, now! toward the queen’s suit of
rooms, in the farthest room of which thequeenis
now fast asleep. Five sentinels rush through that
long suit; they are in the anteroom knocking loud:
“Save the queen! ” Trembling women fall at their
feet with tears; are answered, “ Yes, we will die;
save ye the queen! ”
615. Tremble not, women, but hastejfor, lo!
auother voice shouts far through the outermost door,
“ Save the queen ! ” and the door is shut. It is brave
Miomandre’s voice that shouts this second warning.
He has stormed across imminent death to do i t ;
fronts imminent death, having done it. Brave Tardivet du Repaire, bent on the same desperate Service,
was borne down with pikes; his comrades hardly
snatched him in again ulive. Miomandre and Tardivet—let the ñames of these two body-guards, as
the ñames of brave men should, live long.
616. Trembling maids of honor, one of whom from
afar caught glimpse of Miomandre as well as heard
him, hastily wrap tlie queen—-not in robes of state.
She flies for her lile across the CEil-de-Boeuf, against
the main door of which, too, insurrection batters.
She is in the king’s apartment, in the king’sarms;
she clasps her cliildren amid a faithful few. The
imperial-hearted bursts into mother’s tears: “ O my
friends, save me and my children! (O mes amis,
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sauvez moi et mes enfans!)” The battering of insurrectionary axes clangs audible across the CLCil-deBceuf. W liatanhour!
617. Tes, friends, a hideous, fearful hour, shnmeful
alike to governed and governor, wherein governed
and governor ignominiously testify that their relation is at anead. Kage, which had brevved itself in
20,000 liearts for the last four-and-twenty honre, lias
taken J!re: Jerome’s brained corpse lies there as live
eoal. It is, as we said, the infinite element bursting
in, wild-surging through all eorridors and conduils.
618. Meanwhile the poor body-guards liave gol
hunted mostly into the (Eil-de-Bceuf. They may
die there, at the king’s tlireshold ; they can do little
to defend it. They are lieaping tabourets (stools oí'
honor'j-benches, and all movables against the door,
at which the axe of insurrection thunders. But did
brave Miomandre perish, then, at the queen’s outer
door? No; he was fractured, slashed, lacerated, left
for dead; he has, nevertheless, crawled hither, and
shall live, houored of loyal Frunce. Kemark, also, in
ílat contradietion to much which has been said and
sung, that insurrection did not burst that door he had
defended, but hurried elsewhither, seeking new
body-guards.*
619. Poor body-guards, with their Thyestes operalepast! Well for them that Insurrection has only
pikes and axes; no right sieging-tools! It sliakes
and thunders. Must they all perish miserably, and
royalty with them ? Deshuttes and Varigny, massacred at tlie first in break, have been beheaded in

the Marble Court, a sacrifice to Jerome’s manes;
Jourdan with the tile-beard did that duty willingly,
and asked if there were no more? Another captive
they are leading round the corpse with howl-chantings; may not Jourdan again tuck up his sleeves ?
620. And louder and louder rages insurrection
within, plundering if it cannot kill; louder and
louder it thunders at the CEil-de-Bceuf; what can
novv hinder its bursting-in? On a sudden it ceases;
the battering has ceased! Wild-rushing; the cries
grow lainter; there is silence, or the tramp of regular
steps; then a friendly knocking: “ We are tlie
Ccnter Grenadiers, oíd Gardes Frauçaises: open to
us, messieurs of the Garde-du-Corps; we have not
forgotten how you saved us at Fontenoy!”* The
door is oponed ; entcr Captain Gondran and the Center Grenadiers ; there are military embracings ¡ there
is sudden delrverance from death iuto lite.
621. Strange sons of Adam! It was to “extermi
nate” these Gardes-du-Corps that the Center Grena
diers left lióme; and now they have rushed to save
them from extermination! The memory of common
peril, of oíd help, raelts the rough lieart; bosom is
clasped to bosom, not in war. The king shows himself one moment through the door of his apartme.it
with: “ Do not hurt myguards!” “ Soyons fréres!
(Let us be brothers!)” cries Captain Gondran, and
again dashes off, with leveled bayonets, to sweep the
palace clear.
622. Now, too, Lafayette, suddenly roused, not
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from sleep (for his eyes liad not yet closed), arrives,
with passisnate, popular eloquence, witli prompt
military word of command. National guards, suddenly roused by souud of trumpet and alarm drum,
are all arriving. The deatb-melly beases; tlie first
sky-lambent blaze of insurrection is got damped
down; it burns now, if uuextinguisbed yet flameless,
as cliarred eoals do, and not inextinguisliable. The
king’s apartments are safe. Ministers, officials, and
even some loval national deputies, are assembling
round their majesties. The consternation will, with
sobs and confusión, settle down gradually into plan
and counsel, better or worse.
623. But glance now for a moment from the royal
Windows! A roaring sea of human beads, inundating both courts, billowing against all passages: Menadie womeu, infuriated men, mad with revenge, with
love of mischief, love of plunder! Bascality has
slipped itsmuzzle, and now bays, three-throated, like
tbe dog of Erebus. Fourteen body-guards are
wounded, two massacred, and, as we saw, belieaded;
.Tourdan asking, “Was it wortli while to come so far
for two?” Hapless Desbuttes and Varigny! Their
fate surely was sad. Whirled down so suddenly to
the abyss, as men are, suddenly, by the wide thunder
of the mountain avalanche, awakened not by íhem,
awakened far oíf by others! When the cliáteau
dock last struck tliey two were pacing languid, with
poised musketoon, anxious mainly tbat the next
hour would strike. It has struck, to them inaudible.
Their trunks lie mangled, their lieads parade, “ on
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pikes twelve feet long,” tbrougli the streets of Versailles, and shall, about noon, reach tbe barriers of
Paris—a too ghastly contradiction to the large comfortable placards tbat have been posted tliere!
624. Tbe otliér captive body-guard is still circling
tbe corpse of Jerome amid Indian war-whooping,
bloody tile-beard, with tucked sleeves, brandishing
his bloody axe, when Gondrau and tbe grenadiers
come in siglit. “ Comrades, will you see a man mas
sacred in coid blood?” “Oíf,butchers!” answertliey,
and the poor body-guard is free. Bnsy runs Gondran, busy run guards and captains, scouring all corridors, dispersing rascality and robbery, sweepingtlie
palace clear. The mangled carnage is removed,
Jerome’sbody to the town-ball for inquest; the tire
of insurrection gets damped, more and more, into
measurable, manageable heat.
625. Transcendent things of all sorts, as in the
general outbursts of multitudinous passion,are huddled together; the ludicrous, nay, tbe ridiculous, with
the boiTible. Far over the billowy sea of heads may
be seen rascality caprioling on horses from tbe royal
stud. Tbe spoilers tliese ; for patriotism is always
infected so, with a proportion of mere thieves and
scorindrels. Gondran snatched their prey from them
in tbe cháteau, whereupon they hurriedto tliestables
and took horses there. But the generous Diomedes’s
steeds, according to Weber, disdained sueh scouudrelburden, and, flinging up their royal beels, did soon
project most of it, in parabòlic curves, to a distance
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amid peals of laughter, and wcre caught. Mounted
national guards secured the rest.
62G. Now, too, is witnessed the touching last-flicker
oi' etiquette, which sinks not here in the Cimmerian
world-wreckage without a sign, as the house-crieket
might stili chirp in the pealing of a trump of doom.
“ Monsieur,” said some master of ceremonies (one
hopes it might be De Brézé), as Lafayette, in these
fearful moments, wasrushmg toward the inner royal
apart ments," Mopsieur,leroi vouseccorde les grandes
entrées (Monsieur, the king grants you the grand
entries)”—not iindingit convenient tc refuse them1*

Gardes-du-Corps ? His majesty himself has appeared
with Lafayette on the balcony, and again- appears:
Vive le roi greets liim from all throats, but alsofrom
some one throat is heard, “ Le roi à Paris (The king
to Paris)! ”
629. Her majesty, too, on demand, shows herself,
though there is peril in it: slie steps out ou the balcouy with her iittle boy and giri. “ No children
(Point d’enfans)! ” cry the voices. She gentiy
pushes back her children, and stands alone, her
hands serenely crossed on her breast. “ Should I die,”
she had said, “ I will do it.” Such serenity of heroism has its eflect. Lafayette, with ready wit, in his
liigh-flown, chivalrous way, takes tliat i’air, queenly
hand, and, reverently kneeling, kisses i t ; therenpon
the people do shout, Vive la reine. Nevertheless
poor Weber “ saw ” (or even thought he saw, for
hardly the third part of poor Weber’s experiences, in
such hysterical days, will stand scrutiny) “ one of
these brigands level his musketat her majesty,” with
or without intention to shoot, for another of the
brigands “ angrily struck it down.”
630. So that all, and the queen herself, nay, the
very captain of the body-guards, have grown na
tional ! The very captain of the body-guards steps
out now with Lafayette. On the hat of the repentant man is an enormous tricolor, large as a soupplatter or sunflower, visible to the utmost Forecourt.
He takes the national oath with a loud voice, elevating his hat, at which sight all the armv raise their
bonnets on their bayonets, with shouts. Sweet is
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fi97. However, the Paris national guant, wholly
nnder arms, has cleared the palace.and even occupies
the nearer external spaces, extruding miscellaneous
patriotism, for most part, into the Grand Court, or
even into the Forecourt.
628. The body-guards, you can observe, have now
of a verity “ hoisted the national cockade,” for they
step forward to the Windows or balconies, hat aloft
in hand, on each hat a huge tricolor, and fling over
their bandoleers in sign of surrender, and shout,
Vive la nation! To which how can the generous
heart respond hut with Vive le roi; vivent les
Toulontfeon, i. App 120.
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reconcilement to the heart of man. Lafayette ha?
sworn Flandre; he swears the remaining body-guarda
down in the Marble Court; the people clasp them in
theirarms—O my brothers, why would ye forcé us to
slay you ? Behotd, there is joy over you as over retuining prodigal sons! Tile poor body-guards, now
national and tricolor, exchange bonnets, exehauge
urms; there shall be peace and fraternity. Andstill
“ Vive leroi,”and also “ Le roí à Paris,” notnow from
one throat, but from all throats as oue, for it is the
heart’s wish of all mortals.
631. Yes, the king to Paris; whatelse? Ministers
may consuit and national deputies wag their heads,
but there is now no other possibility. You have
torced him to go willingly. “ At one o’clock! ” La
fayette gives audible assurance to that purpose, and
universal insurrection, with immeasurable shout
and a diseharge of all the flre-arms, olear and rusty,
great and sraall, that it has, returns him acceptance.
Y hat a sound ; heard for leagues—a doom peal!
That sound, too, rolls away into the silence of ages.
And the cháteau of Versátiles stands ever since
vacant, hushed-still, its spacions courts grass-grown,
responsive to the hoeof the weeder. Times and generations roll on in their confused gulf-current, and
buildings, like builders, have their destiny.
632. Till one o’clock, then, there will be three par
ties, national assembly, national rascality, national
royalty, all busy enough. Rascality rejoices; women
trina themselves with tricolor. Nay, motherly Paris
has sent her avengers sufficient “cart-loads of loaves,”

which are shouted over, which are gratefully consumed. The avengers, in return, are searching for
gráin-stores, loading them in fift.y wagons, that so
a national king, probable liarbinger of all blessings,
may be the evident bringer of plenty for one.
633. And tiras has sanscullotism made prisoner its
king, revokiag his parole. The tnonarchy has /alien,
and not so much as honorably; no, ignominiously;
with struggle, indeed, oft-repeated, but then with
unwise struggle, wasting its strength in iits and paroxysms, at every new paroxysm foiled more pitifully
than before. Thus Broglie’s whiíf of grape-shot,
which might have been something, has dwindled to
the pot-valor of an opera repast and “O Richard, O
mon roi.” Which again we shall see dwindle to a
Favras conspiracy, a thing to be settled by the hanging of one chevalier.
634. Poor monarchy! But what save foulest defeat can awaitthat manwho wills and.yet wills not ?
Apparently the king either has a right, assertible as
sucli to the deatli, before God and man, or else lie
has no right. Apparently the one or the other, could
he but know which! May heaven pity him ! Were
Louis wise he could this day abdicate. Is it not
strange so few kings abdicate, and none yet heard of
has been known to conraiit suicide? Fritz the First
of Prussia alone tried it, and they cut the rope.*
635. As for the national assembly, which decrees
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thia raorning tliat it “is inseparable from bis mnjesty ” and will follow him to Paris, tliere may one
thing be noted—its extreme want of bodily health.
After the 14th of July there was a certain sickliness
observable among honorable members—so many demanding passports on aceount of infirm health. But
novv, for these following days, there is a perfect murraín, President Mounier, Lally Tollendal, Clermonte
Tonnere, and all constitutional t’vo-chamber royalists needing change of air, as most no-chamber royalists had formerly done.
636. For, in truth, it is the second emigration this,
that has now come, most extensive among commons
deputies, nohlesse, clergy, so that “to Switzerland
alone there go sixty thousand.” They will retnrn
in the day ofaccounts! Yes, and have hot welcome.
But emigration on emigration is the peculiarity of
France. One emigration follows anotlier, grounded
on reasonable fear, unreasonable hope, largely also,
on cliildish pet. The high-ílyers have gone first, now
the lower flyers, and ever the lower will go, down
to the crawlers. Whereby, liowever, cannot our
national assombly so mueh the more conimodiously
make the constitution, your two-chamber Anglomaniacs being all safe, distant on foreign sliores ?
Abbd Maury is seized and sent back again : he,
tough as tanned leather, witli eloqüent Captain
Cazalés and some others, will stand it out for anotlier year.
637. But here, meañwhile, the question arises,
Was Philippe D’Orléansseen, this day, “in the Bois de
Boulogne. in gray snrtont,” waiting under the wet,
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sere foliage what the day miglit bring forth ? Alas!
yes the eidolon of him was— in Weber’s and other
such brams. The Clútelet sliall make large inquisition into the matter, examining a liundred and seventy witnesses, and Deputy Chabroud publish his
report, but disclose nothing farther.* What, then,
has caused these tvvo unparalleled October days ?
For, surely, such dramatic exhibition never yet
enacted itself witliout dramatist and machinist.
Wooden Punch emerges not, with his domèstic sorrow, into tlie lightof day, unless the wire be pulled;
hovv can human mobs ? Was it not D’Orléahs, then,
and Lacios, Marquis Sillery, Mirabeau, and the sons
of confusión, hopiug to drive the king to Metz, and
gather the spoil ? Nay, was it not, quite contrariwise, the Giil-de-Boeuf, body-guard Colonei de
Guiche, Minister Saint-Priest, and high-flying loyalists, hopiug, also, to drive him to Metz, and try it
by the sword oí civil war ? Good Marquis Toulongeon, the historian and deputy, feels constrained to
admit that it waa both.f
638. Alas! my friends, credulous incredulity is a
strange matter. But wlien a whole nation is smitten
with suspicion, and sees a dramatic miracle in the
very operation of the gastric juices, wliat help is
there ? Such nat’on is already a mere hypochondriac bundle of diseases, as good as changed into glass:
atrabiliar, decadent, and will sufter crises. Is not
l^g^Bapport
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suspicion itself the one thing to be suspected, as
Montaigne feared only fear?
639. Now, however, the short bour has struck.
His majesty is in his carriage, with his queen, sister
Elizabeth, and two roya! cliildren. Not for another
liour can the infinite processiou get marshaled and
under way. The weather is dini, drizzling. the
mind confused, the noise great.
640. Professional marches not a few our world has
seen—Roman triumphs and ovations, Cabiric cymbalbeatings, Royal progresses, Irisli funerals—but this
of the French mouarchy marching to its bed remained to be seen. Miles long, and of breadth losing itself in vagueuess, i'or all the neighboring country crowds to see. Slow, stagnating along, like
shoreless lake, yet with a noise like Niagara, like
Babel and bedlam. A splashing and a tramping, a
hurrahing, uproariug, musket-volleying—the truest
segment of chaos seen in these latter ages! Till
slowly it disembogne itself, in the thickening dusk,
into expectant Paris, througli a double row of faces
all the way from Passy to the Hotel-de-Ville.
641. Consider this : Vanguard of national troops,
with trains of artillery, of pikemen and pikewomen,
mounted oncannons, on carts, hackney-coaches, or on
foot, tripudiating, in tricolor ribbons from head to
heel; loaves stuek on the points of bayonets, green
boughs stuek in gun-barrels.* Next, as main-march,
‘‘ fifty cart-Ioads of corn,” which have been lent, for
* Mercier, "Nouveau Parts,” lli. 21.
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peace, from the stores of Versailles. Behind which
follow stragglers of the Garde-du-Corps, all humiliated, in greuadier bonnets. Close on these comes
the royal carriage, come royal carriages, for there are
a huudred national deputies, too, atnong whom sits
Mirabeau—his remarks not given. Then, finally,
pell-mell, as rear-guard, Fandre, Swiss, Hundred
Swiss, other body-guards, brigands, whosoever cannot getbefore. Between and amongall which masses,
flows, witliout limit, Saint-Antoine and the Menadic
cohort. Menadic espeeially about the royal car
riage, tripudiating there, covered with tricolor, singing “ allusive songs,” pointing with one hand to the
royal carriage, which the allusions hit, and pointing
to the provision-wagons with the other hand, and
these words: “ Courage,friends! We shall not want
bread now; we are bringing you the baker, the bakeress, and the baker’s boy (le boulanger, la boulangère, et la petit mitron).”*
642. The wet day draggles the tricolor, but the joy
is unextinguishable. Is not all well now ? “Ah,
madame, notre bonne reine,” said some of these
strong-women some days henee, “Ah, madame, our
good queen, dòu’t be a traitor any more (ne soyez
plus traitre), and we will all love you! ’’ Poor Weber
went splashing along, close by the royal carriage,
with the tear in his eye : “ Their majesties did me
the honor,” or I thought they did it, “ to testify from
time to time, by shrugging of their shoulders, by
looks directed to heaven, the emotions they felt.”
* Toulongeon, i. 134-61; “ Deux Amis,” Iii. 0.9; etc., eto
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Tlius, like frail cockle, floats the royal life-boat,
helmless, on black deluges of rascality.
643. Mercier, in his loose way, estímales the pro
cessiori and assistants at 200,000. He says it was one
boundless, inarticulate ha-ha—transcendent worldlaugliter, comparable to the Saturnalia of the ancients.
Wliy not ? Here, too, as we said, is human natare
once more human, shudder at it whoso is of shuddering humor—yet, behold, it is human. It has
“ swallowed all formulas; ” it tripudiates even so.
For which reason they that colleet vases and antiques,
with figures of dancing bacchantes “ in wild and all
but impossible positions,” may look with some interest on it.
644. Thus, however, has the slow-moving chaos, or
modern Saturnalia of the ancients, reached the barrier, and must halt, to be harangued by Maypr Bailly. Thereafter it has to lumber along, between the
double row of faces, in the transcendent, heavenlashing ha-ha, two hours longer, toward the Hotelde-Yille. Then, again, to be harangued there by
severa! persons, by Moreau de Saint-Méry, among
others—Moreau of the three thousand orders, now
national deputy for St. Domingo. To all which poor
Louis, “ who seemed to experience a slight emotion”
on entering this town-hall, can answer only that he
“ comes with pleasure, with confidence, among his
people.” Mayor Bailly, in reporting it, forgets “con
fidence,” and the poor queen says eagerly, “Add, with
confidence.” “ MeSsieurs,” rejoins Mayor Bailly, “yon
are happier than if I had not forgotten.”

645. Finally, the king is shown on an upper balcony, by torch-light, with a huge tricolor in his hat,
“ and all the people,” says Weber, “ grasped one another’s hand;” thinking now, surely, the new era was
born. Hardly till eleven at night can royalty get to
its vacant, long-deserted palace of the Tuileries, to
lodge there, somewhat in strolling-player fashion.
It is Tuesday, the 6th of October, 1789.
646. Poor Louis has two other Paris processions to
make, one ludicrous-ignominious like this, the other
not ludicrous nor ignominious, but senous, nay,
sublime.
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647. The victim haviug once got his stroke-of-grace,
the catastrophe can he considered as almost come.
There is small interest now in watching his long low
moans t notable only are his sharper agonies, what
convulsive struggle he may make to cast- the torture
off from him ; and then finally the iast departure of
life itself, and how he lies extinct and ended, either
wrapt like Cassar in decorous mantle-folds, or unseemly sunk together, like one that liad not the forcé
even to die.
648. Was French Royalty, when wrenched forth
from its tapestries in that fashion, on that 6th of Oc
tober, 1789, such a victim? Universal France, and
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Roya! Proclamation to all the Provinces, answers
auxiously, No. Nevertlieless one may fear the worst.
Royalty was beforehand so decrèpit, moribund, there
is littie lite in it to heal an injury. How mueh of its
strength, which was of the imagination merely, has
fled; Rascality having looked plainly in the King’s
face, and not died! When the assembled crows can
pluck up their searecrow, and say to it, Here shalt
thou stand and not there; and can treat with it, and
make it, froman infinite, a quite finite Constitutional
searecrow,—what is to be looked for ? Not in the
finite Constitutional searecrow, but in what still uumeasured, infinite-seeming forcé may rally round it,
is there thenceforth any hope. For it is most true
that all available Authority is mystie in its conditions, and comes “ by the grace of God.”
649. Cheerfuller than watching the death-struggles
of Royalism will it be to watch thegrowth and gambolings of Sansculottism; for, m human things,
especially in human society, all death is but a deathbirth: thus if the scepter is departing from Louis, it
is only that, in other fornís, other scepters, were it
even pike-scepters, may bear sway. In a prurient
element, ricli with nutritive influences, we sliall find
that Sansculottism grows lustily, and even frisks in
not ungracel'ul sport: as indeed niostyoung creatures
are sportful; nay, may it not be noted furtlier, that
as the grown cat, and cat species generally, is the
cruelest thing known, so the inerriest is precisely the
kitten, or growing cat?
650. But faney the Royal Family risen from its
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truckle-beds on the morrow of thatmad day: fancy
the Municipal inquiry, “ How would your Majesty
please to lodge?”—and tlien that the King’s rough
answer, *' Each man lodge as he can, I am well
enough,” is congeed and bowed away, in expressive
grins by the Town-hall Functionaries, witli obsequious upholsterers at tlieir back; and how the Cliáteau of the Tuileries is repainted, regarnished into a
golden Boyal Besidence; and Lafayette witli bis
blue National Guards lies encompassing it, as blue
Neptune (in the language of poets) does an island,
wooingly. Thither may the wrecks of rehabilitated
Loyalty gather, if it will become Constitntional; for
Constitutionalism tliinks no evil; Sansculottism itself rejoices in the King’s conntenance. The ruhbish of a Menadie Insurrection, as in this ever-kindly
world all rubbish can and must be, is swept aside
and so again, on clear arena, and under new conditions, with something even of a new stateliness, we
begin a new course of action.
651. Arthur Young has witnessed the strangest
scene. Majesty walking unattended in the Tuileries
Gardens; and miscellaneous tricolor crowds, who
cheer it, and reverently make way for i t ; the very
Queen coinmands at lowest respectful silence, regretlili avoidauee* Simple ducks, in thoseroyal waters,
quackle for crumbs from young royal fingers: the
little Daupliin has a little railed garden, where he is
seen delving, with ruddy cheeks and flaxen curled
liair; also a little hutcli to put his tools in, and
* Artbur Youug’s “ Travels,” i. 261-280.
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screen himself against showers. What peaceable
simplicity! Is it peace of a Father restored to his
children ? Or of a Task-master who has lost his
whip? Lafayette and the Municipality and univer
sal Constiutionalisin assert the former, and do what
is in them to realize it. Such Patriotisin as snarls
dangerously and shows teetli, Patrollotism shall suppress; or far better, Boyalty sliall soothe dovvn the
angry hair of it, by gentle pattings; and, most eftectual of all, by fuller diet. Yes, not only shall Paris
be fed, but the King’s hand be seen in that work.
The liouseliold goods of the Poor shall, up to a certain amount, by royal bounty, be disengaged lrom
pawn, and that insatiable MontdePiété shall disgorge; rides in thecity with their Vive-le-Bni ueed
notfail; and so, by substance and Show, shall Boy
alty, if man’s art can popularizo it, be popularized.*
652. Or, alas, is it neither restored Father ñor diswhipped Task-master that walks tlierc; but an anomalous complex of botli these, and of innumerable
other lieterogenities: reducible tono rnbric, if not
this newly-devised one: Ring Louis. Rcstorer of
French Liberty ? Man indeed, and King Louis like
other men, lives in this world tomalce rule out of the
ruleless; by his living energy, he shall forcé the ab
surd itself to become less absurd. But then if there
be no living energy; living passivily only ? King
Serpent, hurled into its unexpected watery dominión,
didat least hite, and assert credibly that lie was
there: bul as for poor King Log, tumbled hitlier and
* “Deux Amia,” iii. c. 10.
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thither as thousandfold chance and other will than
bis might direct, how happy for him tkat he was indeed wooden; and, doing nothing, could also see and
suffer nothing. It is a distracted business.
653. For his Frencli Majesty, meanwhile, one of
the worst things is, that he can get no liunting.
Alas, no hunting henceforth; only a fatal beinghunted ! Scarcely, in ilie next June weeks, shall he
taste again the joys of the game-destroyer, in next
June, and never inore. He sends for his smith-tools;
gives in the course of the day, offieial or ceremonial
business beiug ended, l'a lew strokes of the file (quelques coups de lime).”* Innocent brother mortal,
wky wert thou not an obscure substantial maker of
locks; but doomed in that other far-seen craft, to be
a maker only of world-follies, unrealities; things
self-déstructive, whicli no mortal hammering could
rivet into coherence!
654. Poor Louis is not without insight, ñor even
without the elements of will; some sharpness of
temper, spurting at times from a stagnating char
acter. If harmless inertness could save him, it were
well; but he will slumber and painfully dream, and
to do aught is notgiven him. Royalist Antiquarians
still show the rooms wkere Majesty and suit, in
tliese extraordinary circumstances, had their lodging.
Here sat the Quecn; reading,—for she had her library
brought hither, though the King refused his; taking
vehement counsel of the vehement uncounseled ; sor* “ Le Ctiftteau desTuileries. ou récit. etc.,” parRoussel
”n Histoire Parlem eutaire,” iv, 195-219).
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rowing over altered times; yet with sure hope of
better: in her young rosy Boy has she not the living
emblem of hope ? It is a murky, working sky ; yet
with golden gleams—of dawn, or of deeper meteòric
niglit ? Here again this cliamber, on the other side
of the main entrance, was the King’s : here his Maj
esty breakfasted, and did offieial work; here daily
after breakfast he received the Queen; sometimes in
pathetic friendliness; sometimes in human sulkiness,
for flesh is weak ; and when questioned about business, would answer: “Madame, your business is
with the children.” Hay, Sire, were it not better
you, your Majesty’s self, took the children ? So asks
impartial History; scornful that the thiclcer vessel
was not also the stronger; pity-struck for the porcelain-clay of humanity rather than for the tile-clay,
—though indeed both were broken!
655. So, however, inthis Medicean Tuileries, shall
the French King and Queen now sit for one-audforty months; and see a wild-fermenting France
work out its own destiny, and theirs. Months, bleak,
ungenial, of rapid vicissitude; yet with a mild palé
splendor, here and tliere: as of an April that were
leading to leafiest Summer as of an October that led
only to everlasting Frost. Medicean Tuileries, how
changed since it was a peaceful Tile-field 1 Or is the
ground itself fate-stricken, accursed; an Atreus’s
Palace; for that Louvre window is still nigh, out of
which a Capet, whipt of the Furies, fired his signal
of the Saint Bartholemew 1 Dark is the way of the
Eternal as mirrored in this world of tim e: God’s
way is in the sea, and His path in the great deep.
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CHAPTER II.
IN THE SALLE DE MANEGE.

656. To believing Patriots, liowever, itisnow olear
that the Constitution will marcli, marcher,— had it
once legs lo stand on. Quick, then, ye Patriots, bestir yourselves, and makeit; shape legs for it! In
the Archeveché, or Arclibishop’s Palace, his Grace
himself having fled; and afterward in the Ridinghall, named Manége, cióse on the Tuiieries ; there
does a National Assembly apply itself to the miraculous work. Successfully, had there been any
heaven-scaling Prometheus among them; not suc
cessfully, since there was none! There, in noisy
debate, for the sessions are occasionally “scandalous,”
and as many as three speakers have been seen in
the Tribune at once,—let us continue to fancy it wearing the slow months.
657. Tough, dogmàtic, long of wind , is Abbé
Maury ; Ciceronian pathetic is Carzalés. Keen-trenchant, on the other side, glitters a young Barnave;
abhorrent of sophistry; shearing, like keen Damascus saber, all sophistry asunder,—reckless what else
he shear with it. Simple seemest thou, O solid
Dutch-built Pétion; if solid, surely dull. Ñor lifegiving is that tone of thine, livelier polemical Rabaut.
With ineffable serenity sniffs great Sieyes, aloft,
alone; his Constitution ye may babble over, ye may
mar, but can by no possibility mend: is not Polity a
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Science he has exhausted ? Cool, slow, two military
Laineths are visible, with their quality sneer, or
demi-sneer; they shall gallantly refund their Mother’s
Pensión, when the Red Book is produced ; gallantly
be wounded in duels. A Marquis Toulongeon, wliose
Pen we yet thank, sits there; in stoical meditativa
humor, oftenest silent, accepts what Destiny will send.
Thouret and Parlementary Duport produce mountains of Reformed Law; liberal, Anglomaniac; available and unavailable. Mortals rise and fall. Shall
goose Gobel, for example,—or Gobel, for he is of
Strasburg Germán breed,—be a Constitutional Archbishop ?
658. Alone of all men there, Mirabeau may begin
to discern clearly whither all this is tending. Patriotism, accordingly, regrets that his zeal seems to
be getting cool. In that lamed Pentecost-Night of
the 4th of August, when new Faith rose suddenly
into miraculous fire, and oíd Feudality was burnt
up, men remarked that Mirabeau took no hand in
i t ; that, in fact, he luckily happened to be absent.
But did he not defend the Veto, nay Veto Absolu ;
and teli vehement Barnave that 600 irresponsible
senators would make of all tyrannies the insupportablest ? Again, how anxious was he that the King’s
Ministers should have seat and voice in the National
Assemblydoubtless with an eye to being Minister
himself! Whereupon the National Assembly de
cides, what is very momentous, that no Deputy shall
be Minister; he, in his haughty stormful manner,
advising us to make it, “no Deputy called Mira-
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beau.”* A man of perhaps inveterate Feudalisms \
of stratagems; too often visible leauings toward tbe
Royalist side: a man suspect; whom Patriotism will
unmask! Thus, in these June days, wlieñ tbe question, Who stiall have riglit to declare war ? comes on,
you hear hoarse Hawkers sound dolefully through
the streets, “Grand Treason oí'Count Mirabean, price
onlyonesou;”—because he pleads that it shall be
not the Assembly, but the King! Pleads; nay prevails: ior in spite of the hoarse Hawkers, and an
endless Populace raised bythem to thepitch even oí
“Lanterne,” he mounts the Tribune next day; griro
resolute; murmuring aside to his friends that speak of
danger: “IknowH: I must come henee either in
triumph, or else torn in frag m en tsand it was in
triumph that he carne.
659. A man stout of heart; whose popularity is
not of the populace,11pas populaciérewhom no
clamor of unwashed mobs without doors, or of
washed mobs witliin, can scare from his way ! Dumont remembers hearing him deliver a Report on
Marseilles; “ every word was interrupted on the part
of the “ Cote Droit by abusive epithets; calumniator,
liar, assassin, seoundrel (scélérat): Mirabean pauses
a moment, and, in a honeyed tone, addressing the
most furious, says: 'Iw ait, Messieurs, till these
ameuities be exhausted.’ ”f A man enigmàtic, difficult to unmask! For example, wlience comes his
* Moniteur, Nos. 65, 86 (29th September, 7th November,
1789).
t Dumont, “ Souvenirs,” p. 278.
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money? Can the profit of a Newspaper, sorely eateu
into by Dame Le Jay ; can this, and the eighteen
francs a-day your National Deputy has, be supposed
equal to this expenditure? House in the Chaussíe
d’Antin; Country-liouse at Argén teuil; splendors,
sumptuosities, orgies;—living as if he liad a mint!
All saloons, barred against Ad venturer Mirabean,
are flung wide-open to King Mirabean, the cynosure
of Europe, whom female Frailee flutters to behold,—
thoush the Man Mirabean is one and the same. As
for money, one may conjecture that Royalism furnishesit; which if Royalism do, will not the same
be welcome, as money always is to him ?
660. “ Sold,” whatever Patriotism thinks, he cannot readily be: the spiritual tire which is in that
man; which sliining throngh such confusions is
nevertlieless Convicuon, and maltes him strong, and
without which he liad no strength,—is not buyable
ñor salable ; in such transference of liarter, it would
vanisli and not be. Perhaps “ paid and not sold (payé
pasvendu) :”aspoor Rivarohin the unhappicr converse
way, calis himself “ sold and not paid!” A man
traveling, comet-like, in splendor and ncbulosity, bis
wild way; whom telescopic Patriotism may long
watcli, but, without higlier mathematics, will not
make out. A qüestionable, most blaniable man;
yet to us the far notablest of all. With rich munificence, as we often say, in a most blinkard, bespectacled, logic-cliopping generation, Nature has gifted
this man with an eye. Welcome is liis word, tliere
where he speaks and works; and growing ever wel-
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comer ; fot it alone goes to tlie h eart of tlie business •
logical cobwebbery shrinks itself togetber; and thou
seest a thing, bow it is, hovv it may be worked with.
661. Unhappily our National Assembly has much
to do: a France to regenerate; and France is sliort
of so many requisi tes, short even oí cash. ïhese same
Finances give trouble enough; no choking oí tile De
ficit; which gapes ever, Oive, give! To appease the
Deficit we venture on a hazardous step, sale of the
Clergy’s Lands and superfluous Edifices; mosí haz
ardous. Nay, give the sale, who is to buy them,
ready-monev having fled ? Wherefore, on the 19th
day of December, a paper-money of “ Assignats,” oí
Bonds secured, or assigned, on that Clerico-National
Property, and unquestionable at leas! in payment oí
that,—is decreed: the first of a long series of like
financial performances, which shall astonish mankind. So that now, while oíd rags last, there shall
be no lack of circulating medium: whether of commodities to circuíate tbereon, is another question.
But, after all, does not this Assignat business speak
volumes for modern Science? Bankruptcy, we may
say, was come, as the end of all Delusions needs niust
come: yet how gently, in softening diffusion,in mild
succession, was it hereby made to fall; like no alldestroying avalanche: like gentle showers oí a powdery impalpable snow, shower after shower, till all
was indeed buried, and yet little was destroyed that
could not be replaced, be dispensed with! To such
length has modern machinery reached. Bankruptcy,
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we said, was great; but indeed Money itself is a
standing miracle.
662. On the whole, it is a matter of endless diíficulty, that of the Clergy. Clerical property may be
made the Nation’s, and the Clergy hired servants of
the State; but if so, is it not an altered Church ?
Adjustment enough, of the most confused sort, has
become unavoidable. Oíd landmarks, in any sense,
avail not in a new France. Nay literally, the very
Ground is new divided; your oíd particolored Frovinces become new uniform Departments Eighty-three
m num berw hereby, as in some sudden shifting of
the Earth’s axis, no mortal knows his new latitude
at once. The Twelve oíd Parlements too, what is to
be done with them? The oíd Parlements are de
clarad to be all “ in permanent vacation,”—till once
the new equal-justice, of Departmental Courts, Na
tional Appeal-Court, of elective Justiees, Justices of
Peace, and other Thouret-and-Duport apparatus be
got ready. They have to sit there, these oíd Parle
ments, uneasily waiting; as it were, with the rope
round their neck; crying as they can, Is there none
to deliver us 1 But happily the answer being, None,
none, they are a manageable class, these Parlements.
They can be bullied, even, into silence; the París
Parlement, wiser than most, has never whimpered.
They will and must sit there, in such vacation as is
íit; their Chamber of Vacation distributes in the interim what little justice is going. With the rope
íound their neck, their destiny may be succinct! On
the 13th of November, 1790, Mayor Bailly shall walk
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to the Palaís de Justice, few even Ueeding him; and
-with municipal seaí stamp and a little hot wax, seal
up the Parlementary Paper-rooms—and the dread
Parlement of Paris pasa away, into Chaos, gently as
does a dream! So shall tire Parlemeuts perish, succinctly, and innumerable eyes be dry.
CG3. Not so the Clergy. Por, granting even that
Religión vvere dead; that ithad died, half-centunes
ago, with unutterable Dubois; or emigrated laiely
to Alsace, with Neeklace-Cardinal Roban ; or that ít
now walked as goblin revenant.with Bishop Talleyrand of Autun; yet does not the Shadow of Religión,
the Cant of Religión, still linger? The Clergy have
means and material: means, of number, organizaron,
social weight; a material, at lowest, of public ignorance, known to be the mother of devotion. May
withal, is it incredible that there might, m simple
hearts, latent here and there like gold-grams m the
mud-beach, still dwell some real Faith in God, oí so
singular and tenacious a sort that even a Maury or a
Talleyrandcould still.be the Symbol for it?—Enougli,
the Clergy has strength, the Clergy has cratt and in
dignaron. It isam ost fatal business this^of the
Clergy. A weltering hydra-coil, which the National
Assembly has stirred up about its ears; liissing,
stinging; which cannot be appeased, alive; wlnch
cannot be trampled dead! Fatal, from flnt to last'
Scarcely after flfteen months’ dehatmg, can a Civil
Constitution offíie Clergy be so much as gotto paper;
and then for getting it into reality! Alas, such Civil
Constitution is but au agreement to disagree. It di-
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vides France from end to end, with anew split,infinitely complicatingall the othersplits:—Catholicism,
wbat of it there is left, with the Cantof Catholicism,
raging ou the one side, and skeptic Heathenism on
the other; both, by contradiction, waxing fanatic.
What endless j arring, of Refractory hated Priests,
and Constitutional despised ones; of tender consciences, like the King’s, and consciences hot-seared,
like certain of his People’s: the whole to endin
Feasts of Reason and a War of La Yendée! So deepseated is Religión in the heart of man, and holds of
all infinite passions, lf the dead echo of it still did
so mueh, what could not the living voice of it once
do?
664. Finance and Constitution, Law and Gospel :
tliis surely were work enough ; yet this is not all.
In fact, the Ministry, and Necker himself, whom a
brass inscription, u fastened by the people over his
door-lintel,” testifies to be the “ Ministre adoré,” are
dwindling into clearer and clearer nullity. Execution or legislation, arrangement or detall, from their
nerveless fingers all drops undone; all lights at last
on the toiled shoulders of an august Representative
Body. Heavy-laden National Assembly! It has to
hear of innumerable fresh revolts, Brigand expeditions ; of Cháteaus inthe West, especially of CliarterChests, Chartiers, set on fire; for there too the overloaded Ass frightfully recalcitrates. Of Cities in the
South full of heats and jealousies; which will end in
orossed sabers, Marseijles against Toulon, and Carpentras beleaguered by Avignon of so mueh Royal-
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6G5. Also it has to hear of Royalist Camp of Jales:
Jalés mountain-girdled Plain, amid the rocks of the
Cevennes; whence Royalism, as is feared and lioped,
may dash down like a mountain deluge, and sub
merge France! A singular thing this Camp of Jalfs;
existing mostly on paper. For the Soldiers at Jalás,
being peasants or National Guards, were iu heart
sworn Sanseulottes; and all that the Royalist Captains could do, was, with false words, to keep them,
or rather keep the report of them, drawn up there,
visible to all imaginations, for a terror and a sign,—
if peradventure France might be recouquered by
theatrical machinery, by the picture of a Royalist
Army done to the life !* Not till the third summer
was this portent, burning out hy fits andthen fading,
got flnally extinguished; was the oíd Castle of J alés,
no Camp being visible to the bodily eye, got blown
asunder by some National Guards.
666. Also it has to hear not only of Brissot and his
Friends of the Blaclcs, but by and by of a whole St.
Domingo blazing skyward; blazing in literal fire,
and in far worse metapliorical; beaconing the nightly main. Also of the shipping interest, and the landed interest, and all manner of interests, reduced to
♦ Dampmartin, “ Evénemens,” i. 208«
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distress. Of Industry everywhere mauaeled, bewildered; and only Rebellion thriving. Of sub-officers,
soldiers and sailors in mutiny by land and water.
Of soldiers, at Nanci, as we shall see, neediug to be
caunonaded by a brave Bouilld. Of sailors, nay the
very galley-slaves, at Brest, needing also to be eannonaded, but with no Bouilld to do it. For indeed
to say it in a word, in those days there was no Kmg
in Israel, and every man did that whieli was right in
his own eyes.'*
667. Such things has an august National Assembly,
to hear of, as it goes on regenerating France. Sad
and stern: but what remedy ? Get the Constitution
ready; and all men will swear to it: for do not “Addresses of adhesión ” arrive by the cart-load ? In
this manner, by Heaven’s blessing, and a Constitu
tion got ready, shall the bottomlessfire-gulf be vaulted in, with rag-paper; and Order will wed Freedom
and live with her there,—till it grow too hot for
them. O Cotd Gauche, worthy are ye, as the adhesive Addresses generally say, to “ fix the regards ot
the Universe; ” the regards of this one poor Planet
at lowest!
668. Nay, it must be owned, the Cote Droit makes
a stili madderfigure. An irrationalgeneration; irrational, imbecile, and with the vehement obstinacy
characteristie of that; a gencration whieli will uot
* See "Deu t Amis.” i» c. U; iv e 2,3. 4,7, 9.14 Expeaition des Volontaires de Brest sur bannion; Lesbyonnais bauveurades Dauphinois; Massaere au Mans: Troubies du Mame (pamphlets and excerpts iu “ Hlstoire Parlem entaire,H i 251; iv. 162-168), eto.
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learn. Falling Bastilles, Insurrections of Wornen,
thousands of smoking Manor-houses, a country bristling with no crop but tliat of Sansculottic Steel:
these were tolerably didàctic lessons; but them tliey
liave not tauglit. Tliere are still men, of ívhom it
was of oíd written, Bray them in a mortar! Or, iu
milder language, They liave wedded their delusious:
ñre ñor Steel, ñor any sharpness of Experience, shall
sever thebond; till death do us part! Onsuclimay
the Heavens have mercy; for tlie Earth, with lier
rigorous Necessity, will have none.
669. Admit, at the same time, tliat it was most
natural. Man lives by Hope: Pandora, when her
box of gods’-gifts flew all out, and became gods’curses, still retained hope. How sliall an irrational
mortal, when his liigh-place is never so evidently
pulled down, and he, being irrational, is left resourceless, part with the belief that it will be rebuilt ? It
would malee all so straight again; it seems so unspeakably desirable; so reasonable,—would you but
look at it aright! For, must not the tliing whicb.
was continué to be; or else the solid World dissolve ?
Yes, persist, O infatuated Sansculotte of France! Revolt against constituted Authorities; liunt out your
rightful Seigneurs, who at bottom so loved you, and
readily shed their blood for you—in country’s battles as at Rossbach and elsewhere; and, even in preserving game, were preserving you, could ye but have
understood i t ; hunt them out, as if they were wild
wolves ; set fire to their Cluiteaus and Chartiers as
to wolf-dens; and what then? Why, then turo
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every man his liand against his fellow! Iu confu
sión, famine, desolation, regret the days that are gone;
rueful recali them, recall us with them. To repentant prayers we will not be deaf.
670. So, with dimmer or clearer consciousness,
must the Right Side reason and act. An inevitable
position perhaps; but a most false one for tliem.
Evil, be thou or good : this henceforth must virtually
be their prayer. The fiercer the eífervescence grows,
the somier will it pass ; for, after all, it is but some
mad eífervescence; the World is solid, and cannot
dissolve.
671. For the rest, if they have any positive industry, it is that of plots, and baek-stairs conclaves.
Plots which cannot be executed; which are mostly
theoretic on their part;—for which nevertheless this
and the other practical Sieur Augeard, Sieur Maillehois, Sieur Bonne Savardin, gets into trouble, gets
imprisoned, and escapes with difficulty. Nay tliere
is a poor practical Chevalier Favras, who, not without some passing reflex on Monsieur himself, gets
hanged for them, amid loud uproar of the world.
Poor Favras, he keeps dictating his last will “ at the
IIotel-de-Yille, through the whole remainder of the
day,” a weary February day; oífers to revea! secrets,
if they will save him ; handsomely declines since
they will not; then dies, in the flare of torchlight,
with politest composure; remarking, rather than exclaiming, with outspread hands: “ People, I die in
nocent; pray for me.”* Poor Favras;—type of so

* S e e “ Deux Amis,” iv. c. 14,7; “ Histoire Parlementaire,” vi. <¡84.
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mucli that has prowled indefatigable over Frunce, in
days uow ending; and, in freer fleld, might llave
earned instead of prowling,—to thee it is no theory!
672. In the Senate-house again, the attitude of the
Riglit Side is that of calm unhelief. Let an august
National Assembly maleo a Fourth-of-August Abolition of Feudahty; declare the Clergy State-servants,
who shall have wages ; vote Suspensi ve Vetoes, new
Law-Courts ; vote or deeree what contested thing it
will; have it responded to from the four corners of
France, nay get King’s Sanction, and what other Acceptance were conceivahle,—the Right Side, as we
find. persists, vvith imperturbablest tenacity, in cousidering, and ever and anón shows that it still con
sidere, all these so-called Decrees as mere temporary
whims, which indeed stand on paper, hut in practice
and fact are not, and cannot be. Figure the brass
head of an Abbé Maury flooding forth jesuitic eloquence in this strain; dusky D’Espréménil, Barrel
Mirabeau (probably in liquor), and enough of others,
cheering him from the Right; and, for example, with
what visage a sea-green Robespierre eyes him from
the Left. And how Sieyes ineffably sniffs on him, or
does not deign to sniff; and how the Galleries groan
in spirit, or bark rabid on him : so that to escape the
Lanterne, on stepping forth, he needs presence of
mind, and a pair of pistols in his girdle! For he is
one of the toughest of men.
673. Here indeed becomes notable one great diflerence between our two kinds of civil war; between
the modern lingual or Parliamentary-logieal kind.
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and the ancient or manual kind in the steel battlefield ;—much to the disadvantage of the former. In
the manual kind, where you front your toe with
drawn weapon, one right stroke is final; for, physically speaking, ivhen the brains are out the man does
honestly die, and trouble you no more. But how dif
ferent when it is with arguments you figlit! Ilere
no vietory yet defiuable can be cousidered as final.
Beat him down with Parliamentary invective, till
sense be fled; cut him in two, hanging one-half on
this dilemma-horn, the other on that; blow the brains
of tliinking-faculty quite out of him for the time;
itkillsnot; he rallies and revives on the morrow ;
to-morrow he repairs his golden fires! The thing
that will logically extinguish him is perhaps still a
desiderátum of Consti tutional civilization. For how,
till a man know, in some measure, at what point he
becomes logically defunct, can Parliamentary Busi
ness be carried on, and Talle cease or slake?
674. Doubtless it was some feeling of this difficulty ; and the clear insight how little such knowledge
yet existed in the French Nation, new in the Constitutional career, and how defunct Aristocrats would
continue to walk for unlimited periods, as Partridge
the Almanac-maker did,—that liad sunk into the
deep mind of People’s-friend Marat, an eminently
practical mind; and had grown there, in that ricliest putrescent soil, into the most original plan of
action ever sv.bmitted to a People. Not yet has it
grown; but it has germinated, it is growing; rooting itself into Tartarus, branching toward Heaven ¡
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the second season henee, we shall see it risen out oí
the bottomless Darkness, full-grown, into disastrous
Twilight,—a Hemlock-tree, great as the world; on or
under whose boughs all the People’s-í'riends of the
world may lodge. “Two-hundred and sixty thousand Aristocrat h e a d s th a t is the prccisest calculation, though one woultl not stand on a few hundreds;
yet we never riso as higli as the round 300,000.
Shudder at it, O people; but it is as tiue as that ye
yourselves, and your People’s-friend, are alive.
These prating Senators of yours hover ineffectual on
the barren letter, and will never save the Revolution.
A Cassandra-Marat cannot do it, with his single
shrunk arm; but with a few determined men it were
possible. “Give me,” said the People’s-friend, in his
coid way, wlien young Barbaroux, once his pupil in
a course of what was called Optics, went to see liim.
Give me 200 Naples bravoes, armed each with a good
dirk, and a muff on his left arm by way of sliield :
with them I will traverse Frailee, and accomplish
theRevolution.”* Nay, be grave, young Barbaroux ;
For thou seest there is not jesting in those rheumy
eyes, in that soot-bleared figure, most earnest of created things; neither indeed, is there madness, of the
strait-waistcoat sort.
675. Suplí produce shall the Time ripen in cavernous Marat, the man forbid; living in Paris cellars,
lone as fanatic Anchorite in his Thebaid ; say, as far
seen Simón on his Pillar,—taking peculiar views
therefrom. Patriots may smile; and, using him as
* "Memoires de Barbaroux ” (Paria, 1822), p. 5T.
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bandog now to be muzzled, now to be let back, ñame
him, as Desmoulins does, “Maximum of Patriotism,”
and “Cassandra-M aratbut were it not singular if
this dirk-and-inuff plan of his (with superficial modifications) proved to be precisely the plan adopted ?
676. After this manner, in these circumstances, do
august Senators regenerate France. Nay, they are,
in very deed, believed to be regenerating it; on account
of which great fact, main fact of their history, the
wearied eye can never be permitted wholly to ignore
them.
677. But, looking away now from these precincts
of the Tuileries, where Constitutional Royalty, let
Lafayette water it as he will, languishes too like a
cut branch; and august Senators are perhaps at bottom only perfecting “their theory of defective verbs,”
—how does the young reality, young Sanscullotism
thrive ? The attentive observer can answer: It
thrives bravely; putting forth new buds; expanding
the oíd buds into leaves, into boughs. Is not French
Existence, as before, most prurient, all loosened, most
nutrient for it ? Sanscullotism has the property of
growing by what other things die of: by agitation,
contention, disarrangement; nay in a word, by what
is the Symbol and fruit of all these: Hunger.
678. In such a France as this, Hunger as we llave remarked, can hardly fail. The Provinces, the South
ern Cities feel it in their turn; and what it brings;
exasperaron, preternatural suspicion. In Paris some
halcyon days of abundance followed the Menadic insurrection, with its Versailles grain-carts, and recov-
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ered Restore of Liberty; but tliey could not con
tinue. The month is stili October, when famishing
Saint-Antoine, in a moment of passiou, seizes a poor
Baker, innocent “François the B a k e r * and hangs
him, in Constantinople vvise but oven this, singu
lar as it may seem, does not clieapen bread! Too
olear it is, no Royal bounty, no Municipal dexterity
can adequateiy feed a Bastille-destroying Paris.
Wheréfore, on view of the hanged Baker, Constituionalism in sorrow and anger demands “Loi Mar
tiale,” a kind of Riot Aci:—and indeed gets it most
readily, almost before tiie sim goes down.
679. Tliis is that famed Martial Law, with its Red
Flag, its “Drapeau Rouge,” in virtue ofwhich Mayor
Bailly or any mayor, lias but henceforth to liaug out
thatnew Oriflamme of bis; tlien to read cr mumble
sometliing about the King’s peace; and, aíícr certain
pauses, serve any undispersing Assemblage with
musket-shot, or wbatever sliot will disperse it. A
decisiveLaw; and most just on one proviso: that all
Patrollotism be of God, and all niob-assembling be of
the D evilotherw ise not so just. Mayor Bailly,
be unwilling to use it! Hang not out that new
Oriflamme, flama not of ijold but of the want ofgold !
The thrice-blessed Revólution is done, ihou thinkest?
If so, it will be well with thee.
680. But now let no mortal say lienceforth that an
august National Assembly wauts riot! all it ever
wanted was riot enough to balance Court-plotting j

all it now wauts, of Heaven or of Earth, is to get its
theory of defective verbs perfected.

* 21st October. 1789(Mouiteur, No. 76).
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CHAPTER III.
THE MUSTEE.

681. With Famine and a Constitutional theory of
defective verbs going on, all other excitement is conceivable. A universal shaking and siftiug of Freneh
Existence this is: in the course of which, l'or one
thing, what a multitude of low-lying figures are sifted to the top, and set busily to work there !
682. Dog-leech Marat, now far-seen as Simón Stylites, we already know ; him and others, raised aloft.
The mere sample these of what is coming, of what
continues Corning, npward from the realm of Night!
Chaumette, by and by Anaxagoras Chaumette, one
already descries: mellifluous in street-groups; not
now a sea-boy on the high and giddy mast: a melli
fluous tribune of theeommon people, with long curling locks, on iourastone of the thoroughfares; able
sub-editor too; who shall rise,—to the very gallows.
Clerlc Tallien, he also is become sub-editor; shall fle
cóme able-editor; and more. Bibliopolic Momoro,
Typographic Prudhomme see new trades opening.
Collot d’Herhois, tearing a passion to rags, pauses on
the Thespian boards; listens, with that blaek bushy
head, to the sonnd of the world’s drama: shall the

THE FEA 8T OF PIFES.

THE MUSTER.

Mimetic become Real? Did ye hiss liim, O men oí
Lyons ?* Better bad ye clapped!
683. Happy now, indecd, for all manner oí mimetic,
lialf-original men! Tumid blustering, with more or
less of sincerity, which need not be entirely sincere,
yet tbe sincerer the better, is like to go far. Símil
we say, the Revolntion-element works itself rarer
audrarer; so that only lighter and ligbter bodies
will float in i t ; till at last the mere blown-bladder is
your only swimmer? Limitation of mind, then
vehemence, promptitude, audacity, shall all be available ; to wliich add only these tw o: cunning and
good lungs. Good fortune must be presupposed. Accordingly, of all classes the rising one, we observe, is
now the Attorney class: witness Bazires, Carriers,
Fouquier-Tinvilles, Basoche-Captain Bourdons: more
than enough. Such figures shall Night, from her
•wonder-bearing bosom, emit; swarm after swarm.
Of another deeper and deepest swarm. not yet
dawned on the astonislied eye; of pilfering Candlesnuffers. Thief-valets, disfrocked Capuchins, and so
many Héberts, Henriots, Ronsins, Rossignols, let us,
as long as possible, forbear speaking.
684. Tlius, over France, ali stirs that has what the
Rhysiologists cali irritábilüy in i t : how much more
all wberein irritability has perfected itself into
vitality, into actual visión, and forcé that can will.
All stirs; and if not in Paris, flocks thitlier. Great
and greater waxes President Danton in his Cordeliers
Section; his rhetorical tropes are all “ gigantic:”

energy flashes from his black brows, menaces in his
athletic figure, rolls in the sound of his voice “ reverberating from the domes: ” this man also, like Mirabean, has a natural eye, and begins to see whither
Constitutionalism is tending, though with a wish in
it. different from Mirabeau’s.
685. Remark, on the other hand, how General Dumouriez has quitted Normandy and the Cherbourg
Breakwater, to come—whither we may guess. It is
his second or even third trial at Paris, since this
NewErabegan; but now it is in right earnest, for
he has quitted all else. Wiry, elastic, unwearied
man ; whose life was but a battle and a march! No,
not a creature of Choiseul’s , “ the creature of God and
of my sword,”—he fiercely answered in oíd days.
Overfalling Corsican batteries, in the deadlv fire-hail;
wriggling invincible from under his horse, at Closterkamp of the Netherlands, though tetliered with
“ crushed stirup-iron and nineteen w oundstough
minatory, standing at bay, as forlorn hope, on the
skirts of Poland ; intriguing, battling in cabinet and
field ; roaming far out, obscure, as King’s spiral, or
sitting sealed up, enclnanted in Bastille; fencing,
pamphleteering, scheming and struggling from the
very birth of him,* the man has come thus far. How
repressed, how irrepressible! Like some incarnate
spirit in prison, which indeed he was; hewing on
granite walls for deliverance; striking tire-flashes
Irom them. And now has the general earthquake
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rent his cavern too ? Twenty years younger, what
might he not have done! But his hair has a shade of
gray ; his way of thought is ali fixed, military. He
can (jrow no further, and the new world is in such
growth! We will name him, on the whole, one of
Ileavén’s Swiss, without faitli; wanting above ali
things Work, work on any side. Work also is appointed him ; and he will do it.
686. Not from over France only are the nnrestful
flocking toward Paris; but from all sides of Europe.
Where the carcass is thither will the eagles gatlier.
Think how many a Spanish Guzman, Martinico
Fournier named “ Fournier l’Américan,” Engineer
Mirande from the yery Andes, were flocking or had
flocked. Walloon Pereyra might boast of the
strangest parentage: him, they say, Prince Kaunitz
the Diplomatist heedlessly dropped; like ostrich-egg,
to he hatched of Chance,—into an ostrich-eaier /
Jewish or Germán Freys do business in the great
Cesspool of Agio; which Cesspool this Assignat-fiat
has quickened, into a Mother of dead dogs. Swiss
Clavière could found no Socinian Genevese Colony in
Ireland ; but he paused, years ago, prophetic, hefore
the Minister’s Hotel at Paris, and said, it was horne
on his mind that he one day was to be Minister, and
laughed.* Swiss Pache, on the other hand, sits sleekheaded, frugal; the wonder of his own alley, and
even of neighboring ones, for humility of mind and
a thought deeper than most men’s : sit there, Tartuffe, till wanted ! Ye Italian Duiournys, Flemish
* Dumont, “ Souvenirs sur M irabeau,” p.399.
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Prolys, flit hither all ye bipeds of prey! Come whosoever head is hot; thou of mind ungoverned, be it
chaos as of undevelopment or chaos of ruin; the man
who cannot get known, the man who is too well
known ; if thou have any vendible faculty, nay if
thou have but edacity and loquacity, come! They
come; with hot unutterabilities in their heart; as
Pilgrims toward a miraculous shrine. Nay how
many come as vacant Strollers, aimless, of whom
Europe is full, merely toward something! For benighted fowls, when you beat their bushes, rush
toward any light. Thus Frederick Barón Trenek too
is here; nrned, purblind, from the cells of Magdeburg; Minotauric cells, and his Ariadne lost! Singu
lar to say, Trenek, in these years, sells wine; not indeed in bottle, but in wood.
687. Nor is our England without her missionaries.
She has her life-saving Needham to whom was
solemnly presented a “ civic sword,”—long since
rusted into nothingness. Her Paine: rebelliousStavmaker; unkempt; who feels that he, a single Needleman, did, by his “ Common-Sense ” Pamphlet, free
America; that he can and will free all this World :
perhaps even the other. Price-Stanhope Constitutional Association sends over to congratulate ;f wel* A l.fustworthy g-entleman writes to me. three years
with afeeh n g which I cannot but respeet, that his
tatner, the late Admiral Nesbatn” (not Needham , as the
jrejich journnlists gïve it), it? the Engiishman ineant; and
rur hermore that. the sword is “ not rusted at all,” but
smi lies, with the due memor,v attaencd to it, in his
(“ e s.on 8) pos8ession at Piymouth, in a ciear state. (Note

ago

01 loo7.)

t Uoniteur, 10Novembre, 7 Decembre, 1789.
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comes by National Assembly, though they are but a
London Club; whom Burke and Toryism eye askance.
688. On thee too, for country’s sake, 0 Chevalier
John Paul, be a word spent, or misspent! In faded
naval uniform, Paul Jones lingers visible here; like
a wine-skin from which the wine is ali drawn. Like
the ghost of himself! Low is his once loud bruit;
scarcely audible, save, with extreme tedium, in min
isterial ante-chambers, in this or the other charitable
dining-room, mindful of the past. What changes;
culminatings and declinings! Not now, poor Paul,
thou lookest wistful over the Solway brine, by the
footof native Criffel into blue mountainous Cum
berland, into blue Infinitude; environed with thrift,
with humble friendliness; thyself, young fool, longing to be aloft from it, or even to be avvay from it.
Yes, beyond that sapphire Promontory, which men
ñame St. Bees, which is not sapphire either, but dull
sandstone, when one gets cióse to it, tliere is a world.
Which world thou too shalt taste of!—From yonder
WhiteHaven rise his smoke-clouds ; ominous though
inetfectnal. Proud Forth quakes at his bellying
sails; had not the wind suddenly shifted. Flamborough reapers, home-going, pause on the hill-side:
for what sulphur-cloud is that that defaces the sleek
sea; sulphur-clouds spitting stréaks of flre? A sea
cock-íight it is, and of the hotfest; where British
Serapis and French-American Fon Hommc Richard
do Iasii and throttle each other, in their fashion; and
418
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lo the desperate valor has suffocated the deliberate,
and Paul Jones too is of the Kings of the Sea'
689. The Euxine, the Meotian waters felt thee
next, and long-skirted Turks, 0 Paul; and thy fiery
soul has wested itself in thousand contractions;—to
no purpose. For, in far lands, with scarlet NassauSiegens, with sinful Imperial Catherines, is not the
lieart broken, even as at home with the mean ? Poor
Paul! hunger and dispiritment track thy sinking
foots: once, or at most twice, in this Revolution-tumult the figure of thee emerges; mute, ghost-like, as
“ with stars dim-twinkling through.” And then,
when the light is gone quite out, a National Legislature grants “ ceremonial funeral!” As good had
been the natural Presbyterian Kirk-bell, and six
feet of Scottish earth, among the dust of thy loved
ones.—Euch world lay beyond the Promontory of St.
Bees. Such is the life of sinful mankind here below.
690. But of ali strangers far the notablest for us is
Barón Jean Baptiste de Clootz;—or, dropping baptisms and feudalisms, World Citizen Anacharsis
Clootz, from Cleves. Himmark, judicious Reader.
Thou hast known his Unele, sharp-sighted, thoroughgoiug Cornelius de Pauw, who mercilessly cuts down
cherished illusions; and of the finest antique Spartans will make mere modern cut-throat Mainots*
The like stuff is in Anacharsis: hot metal; full of
scorias, which should and could have been smelted
out, but which will not. He has wandered over this
* De Pauw, “ Hecherches sur les Grecs,” eto.
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terraqueous Planet; seeking, one may say, the Para,
dise we lost long ago. He has seen English Burke;
has been seen of the Portugal Inquisition; lias
roamed, and fought, and written ; is writing, araong
other things, “ Evidences of the Moliammeilan Relig
ión.” But now, like his Scythian adoptive godfather,
he finds himself in the Paris Athens; surely, at last„
the haven of his soul. A dashing man, beloved at
Patriòtic dinner-tahles; witli gayety, nay with hu
mor : headlong, trenchant, of free purse; in suitable
costume; though what mortal ever more despised
costumes? Under all costumes Anacharsis seeks the
man; not Stvlites Marat will more freely trample
costumes, if tliev hold no man. This is the faith of
Anacharsis: That there is a Paradise discoverable;
that all costumes ought to hold men. 0 Anacharsis,
it is a headlong, swift-going faith. Mounted thereon, me seems, tliou art hound hastily for the City of
Nowliere; and wilt arrive ! At best, we may say, arrive in good riding attitude; which indeed is something.
691. So many new persons and new things have
come to occupy this France. Her old Speech and
Thought, and Activity which springs from these, are
all changing; fermenting toward unknown issues.
To the dullest peasant, as he sits sluggish, overtoiled,
by his evening hearth, one idea has come: that of
Cliateaus burnt; of Cháteaus combustible. How altered all Coffee-honses, in Province of Capital! The
Antro de Procope has now other qüestions than the
Tliree Stagyrite Unities to settle; not theater-con-
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troversies, but a world-controversy: there, in the ancient pig-tail mode, or with modern Brutus’s heads,
do well-frizzed logicians hold hubbub, and Chaos
umpire sits. The ever-enduring melody of Paris
Salons has got a new ground-tone: ever-enduring;
which has been heard, and by the listening Ileaven
too, since Julián the Apostate’s time and earlier;
made now as formerly.
692. Ex-Censor Suard, FVoCensor, for we have
freedom of the Press; he may be seen there; impar
tia!, even neutral. Tyrant Grimm rolls large eyes,
over a qüestionable eoming Time. Atheist Naigeon,
beloved-disciple of Diderot, crows, in his small, difficult way, heralding glad dawn* But on the other
hand, how many Morrellets, Marmontels, who had
sat all their life hatching Philosophe eggs, cackle
now, in a state bordering on distraction, at the brood
they have brought out !f It was so delightful to
have one’s Philosophe Theorum demonstrated,
crowned in the saloons: and now an infatuated people will not continue speculative, but have Practice!
693. There also observe Preceptress Geniis, or Sillery, or Sillery-Genlis,—for our husband is both
Count and Marquis, and we have more than one
title. Pretentious, frothy; a puritan yet creedless;
darkening counsel by words without wisdom! For,
* Niageon, Adrease ài’Assemblée Nati nale (Paris,1790),
sur la liberté dea opinions.
+ See Marmontel, “ Mémoires, ’ passim; Morellet, “ Mémoires,” etc.
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it is in tliat thin element of the Sentimentalist and
Distinguished-Female thatSillery-Genlis works ; slie
would gladly be sincere, yet can grow no sincerer
than sincere-cant: sincere-cant of many fonns, ending in the devotional form. For the present, on a
neek stili of moderate whiteness, she wears as jewel
a miniatnre Bastille, eut on mere sandstone, bnt then
actual Bastille sandstone. M. le Marquis is one of
D'Orlían’s erraud-men ; in National Assembly, and
elsewhere. Madame, for her part, trains up a youthful D’Orléans generation in what superfinest moralty
one can; gives meanwhile rather enigmàtic account
of fair Mademoiselle Pamela, the daughter whom she
has adopted. Thus she, in Palais-Royal Saloon ;—
wliither, we remark, D’Orléans himself, spite of
Lalayette, has returned from that English “ mission ”
of his: surely no pleasant mission : for the English
would not speak to him ; and Saint Hannali More of
England, so unlike Saint Sillery-Genlis of France,
saw him shuuned, in Vauxhall Gardens, like one
pest-struck,* and his red-blue impassive visage waxing hardly a shade bluer.

sively, repressing Patriotism; and keep the other
clenched to menaee Royalist plotters. A most deli
cate task; requiring tact.
695. Thus, if People’s-friend Marat has to-day his
writ of “ prise de corps, or seizure of body,” served
on him, and dives out of sight, to-morrow he is left
at large; or is eveu encouraged, as a sort of bandog
whose baying may be üseful. President Danton, in
open Hall, with reverberating voice, declares that, in
a case like Marat’s, “ forcé may be resisted by forcé.”
Whereupon the Chátelet serves Danton also with a
writ;—which however, as the whole Cordeliers District responda to it, what Constable will be prompt to
execute? Twice more, on new occasions, does the
Cliátelet lauuch its w rit; and twice more in vain :
the body of Danton cannot, be seized by Chátelet: he
unseized, sliould he even fly for a season, shall behold
the Cháteiet itself flung ¡uto limbo.
696. Municipality and Brissot, meanwhile, are far
on with their Municipal Constitution. The Sixty
Distrids shall hecome forty-eight Sections; much
shall be adjusted, and Paris have its Constitution.
A Constitution wholly Elective; as indeed all
French Government shall and must be. And yet,
one fatal element has been introduced: that of citoyen actif. No man who does not pay the marc d’argent, or yearly tax equal to three days labor, shall
be other than a passive Citizen: not the slightest vote
for him; were he acting, all the year round, with
sledge-hammer, with forest-leveliug axe! Unheard
of! cry Patriot Journals. Yes truly, my Patriot
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R94. As for Constitntionalism, with its National
Guards, it is doing what it can; and has enough to
do: it must, as ever, with one hand w ave persua* Hannah More's “ Life and Correspondencef’ ii. u. 5.
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Friends, if Liberty, the passion and prayer of all
rnen’s sonis, means Liberty to send your fifty-thousandth part of a nevv Tongue-fencer into National
Debating-club, then, be the gods witness, ye are
hardly entreated. O, if in National Palaver (as the
Africans ñame it), sueh blessedness is verily found,
what tyrant would deny it to son of Adani ? Nay,
might there not be a Female Parliament too, with
“ screams from the Opposition benches,” and the
“ honorable Member borne out in hysterics ? ” To a
Children’s Parliament would I giadly consent, or
even lower if ye wished it. Beloved Brothers! Lib
erty, one inay fear, is actuafly, as the ancient wise
men said, of Heaven. On this Earth, wlrere, thinks
the enlightened public, did a brave little Dame de
Staal (not Necker s Daughter, but a far shrewder
than slie) find the nearest approach to Liberty?
After matare computation, cool as Dilworth’s, her
answer is, In the Bastille.# “ Of Heaven ?” answer
many, asking. Woe that they should ask; for that
is the very misery! “.Of Heaven ” means much ;
share in the National Palaver it may, or may as
probably not mean.
697. One Sansculottic bough that cannot fail to
flourish is Journalism. The voice of the People
being the voice of God, shall not such divine voice
make itself heard ? To the ends of Franee ; and in
as many dialects as wlien the first great Babel was to
be built! Some loud as the lion; some small as the
sucking dove. Mirabeau himsell' has his instructivo
* De Stael, ‘'Hémoires” (Paris, 1821), i. 169-280.

JOVENALIBM.

425

Journal or Journals, with Geneva hodmen working
in them ; and withal has quarrels enough with
Dame le Jay, his Feinale Bookseller, so ultra-compliant otherwise.*
698. King's-friend Royou still prints himself.
Barrire sheds tears of loyal sensibility in Break-ofDay Journal, thougli with declining sale. But why
is Fréron so hot, democràtic: Fréron, the King’sfriend’s Nepliew. He has it by kind, that heat of
his: wasp Fréron begot him ; Yoltaire’s Fréron; wlio
fouglit stinging, wliile sting and poison-bag were
left, were it only as Revievver, and over Printed
Waste-paper. Coustant, illuminative, as the nightly
lamp-lighter, issues the Moniteur, for it is novv become diurnal, with facts and few commentaries, official, safe in the m id d le its Able Editors sunk long
since, recoverably or irrecoverably, in deep darkness.
Acid Loustalot, with his “ vigor,” as of young sloes,
shall never ripen, but die untimely: his Prudhomme,
however, will not let that Révolutions de Paris die ;
but edit it himself, with much «lse,—dull-blustering
Printer though he be.
699. Of Cassandra-Marat we have spoken often ;
yet the most surprising truth remains to be spoken :
that he actually does not want sense; but, with
croaking gelid throat, croaks out masses of the
truth, on several things. Nay sometimes, one might
almost fancy he had a perception of humor, and were
laughing a little far down in his inner man. Camille
is wittier than ever, and more outspokeu, cynicai;
* Dumont, “ Souveuira," (.
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yet sunny as ever. A light melodious creature;
“ born,” as he shall yet say with bittcr tears, “ to
write verses; ” light Apollo, so olear, soí't-lucent, in
this war of the Titans, wherein he shall not conquer!
700. Folded and hawked Newspapers'exist in all
countries; but, in such a Joumalistic element as this
oí France, other and stranger sorts are to be antieipated. What says the Englisli reader to a JournalAfliche, Placard-Journal; legible to liim that has no
halfpenny; in briglit prismàtic colors, calling the
eye from atar ? Such, in the coming months, as
Patriot Associations, publie and private, advanee,
and can subscribe funds, shall plenteously hang
themselves out: leaves, limed leaves, to catch what
they can! The very Government shall have its
Pasted Journal; Louvet, busy yet with a new
‘‘eharming romance,” shall write Sentinelles, and
post them with effect; nay Bertrand de Moleville,
in his extremity, shall still more cunningly try it.*
Greatis Journalism. Is not every Able Editora
Euler of the World, being a persuader of i t ; though
self-eleeted, yet sanctioned, by the sale of his Numbers ? Whom indeed the world has the readiést
metiiod of deposing, should need be: thatof merely
doing nothing to hiin; which ends in starvation.
701. Ñor esteem it small what those Bill-stickers
had to do in Paris: above Tliree-score of them: all
with their cross-poles, haversacks, pastepots; nay
with leaden badges, for the Munieipality licenses
* See Bertraud-Moleville, “Mémoirea,” ti. 100, etc.

tliem, A Sacred College, properly of World-rulers’
Heralds, though not respected as such in au Era still
incipient and raw. Tliey made the walls of Paris
didàctic, suasive, with an ever-fresli Periodical Literature, wherein he that ran miglit read: Placard
Journals, Placard Lampoons, Municipal Ordinances,
Boyal Proclamations; the whole other or vulgar
Placard-department superadded,—or omitted from
contempt! What unutterable thiugs the stonevvalls spoke, during t.hese five years! But it is all
gone: To-day swallowing Yesterday, and then being
in its tum swallowed of To-morrow, even as Speech
ever is. Nay what, O thou immortal Man of Letters,
is Writing itself but Speech conserved for a time ?
The Placard Journal conserved it for one day ; some
Books conserve it for the matter of ten years; nay
some for three thousand: but what then ? Why,
then, the years being all run, it also dies, and the
world is rid of it. O, were there not a spirit in
the word of man, as in man himself, that survived
the audible bodied word, and tended either godward
or else devilward forevermore, why should
he trouble himself much with the truth of it, or the
falsehood of it, except for commercial purposes ? His
immortality indeed, and whether it shall last half a
Iifetime or a lifetime and a half; is not that a very
considerable thing ? Immortality mortality:—there
were certain runaways whom Fritz the Great bullied
back into the battle with a : “ R—, wollt ihr ewig
lehen (Unprintable Offscouring of Scoundrels, would
ye live forever)!”
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702. This is the Communication of Thought; how
happy when there is any Thought to communicate !
Neither let the simpler oíd methods be ueglected in
their sphere. The Palais-Eoyal tent, a tyrannous
Patrollotism has removed; hut cau it remove the
lungs of man? Anaxagoras Chaumette we saw
mounted on bourn-stones, while Tallien worked sedentary at the suh-editorial desk. In any coruer of
the civilized world, a tub can he inverted, and an
articulate-speaking biped mount thereon. Nay,
with contrivance, a portable trestle, or folding-stool,
can he procured, for love or money; this the paripatetic Orator can take in his hand, and, driven out
here, set it up again there: saying mildly, with a
Sage Bias, Omnia mea mecum porto.
703. Such is Journalism, liawkcd, pasted, spoken.
How changed since One oíd Mitra walked this same
Tuileries Garden, in gilt cocked-hat, with Journal at
his nose, or held loose-folded beliind his hack; and
was a notahility of Paris, “ Mitra the Newsman ;*
and Louis himself was wont to say: Qu’en dit
Mitra? Since the first Venetian News-sheet was
sold for a gazza, or fartliing, and named Gazette!
We live in a fertile world.
* Dulaure, “ Histoire de París,' viii. 483: Mercier, Nouveau París,” ete.
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CHAPTER Y.
CLUBBISM.

704. 'Where the heart is full, it seeks, for a thousand reasons, in a thousand ways, to impart itself.
How sweet, indispensable, in such cases, is fellowship; soul mystically strengthening soul! Themeditative Germans, some think, have been of opinión
that Enthusiasm in general means simply excessive
Congregating—Schwiirmerey, or Swarming. At any
rate, do we not see glimmering hall-red embers, if
laid together, get into the briglitest white glow ?
705. In such a France, gregarious Reunions will
needs multiply, intensify ; French Life will step out
of doors, and, from domestie, become a puhlic Club
Life. Oíd Clubs, which already germinated, grow
and flourish; new everywhere bud forth. It is the
sure symptom of Social Unrest: in such way, most
infallibly of all, does Social Unrest exhibit itself;
find solacement, and also nutrimen t. In every French
liead there liangs now, ivhether for terror or for hope,
some prophetic picture of a New France: prophecy
which brings, nay which almost is, its own fulíillment; and in all ways, consciously and unconsciously, works toward that.
706. Observe, moreover, how1 the Aggregative
Principie, let it he but deep enough, goes on aggregating, and this even in a geometrical progression ;
how when the whole world, in such a plástic time,
is forming itself into Clubs, some One Club, the
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strongest or luckiest, shall by friendly attracting,
by victorious compelí ing, grow ever stronger, till it
become immeasurably strong; and all tbe others,
with their strength, be either loving absorbed into
it, or hostilely abolisbed by it. This if tbe Clubspirit is universal; if tbe time is plástic. Plástic
enougb is the time, universal the Club-spirit: sucli
an all-absorbing, paramount One Club cannot be
wanting.
707. What a progress, since the first salient-point
of the Bretón Committee! It worked long in secret,
not languidly ; it has come with the National Assembly to Paris; calls itself Club; calis itself, in imitation, as is thought, of those generous Price-Stanhope
English who sent over to congratulate, French Eevolution Club; but soon, with more originality, Club of
Friends of the Constitution. Moreover it has leased
for itself, at a fair rent, the Hall of the Jacobins Con
vent, one of our “ superfluous edifices;” and does
therefrom now, in these spring mouths, begin shining
out on an admiring Paris. And so, by degrees, un
der the shorter popular title of Jacobins Club, it shall
become memorable to all times and lands. Glance
into the interior; strongly yet modestly benched
and seated; as many as Thirteen Hundred chosen
Patriots; Assembly Members not a few. Barnave,
the two Lameths are seen there ; occasionally Mirabeau, perpetually Robespierre; also the ferret-visage
of Fouquier-Tinville with other attorneys; •Anacharsis of Prussian Scythia, and miscellaneous Patriots,
—though all is yet in the most perfectly clean-washed
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state; decent, nay dignified. President on platform,
President’s bell are not wanting; oratorical Tribune
high-raised; nor strangers’ galleries, wherein also
sit women. Has any French Antiquarian Society
preserved that written Lease of the Jacobins Convent
Hall? Or was it, unluckier even tlian Magna Char
ta, clipt by sacrilegious Tailors ? Universal History
is not indiffcrent to it.
708. These Friends of the Constitution have met
mainly, as their ñame may foreshadow, to look after
Elections when an Election comes, and procure íit
men; but likewise to consuit generally that the
Common-weal take no damage; one as yet sees not
how. For indeed let two or three gather. together
anywhere, if it be not in Church, wliere all are bound
to the passive state; no mortal can say aceurately,
themselves as little as any, for what they are gathered. How often has the broached barrel proved not
to be for joy and heart-effusion, but for duel and
head breakage; and the promised feast become a
Feast of the Lapithtc! This Jacobins Club, which
at first shone resplendent, and was thought to be a
new celestial Sun for enlightening the Nations, liad,
as things all have, to work through its appointed
pilases: itburned unfortunately more and more lurid,
more sulphurous, distracted;—and swam at last,
through the astonished Heaven, like a Tartarean
Portent, and lurid-burning Prison of Spirits in Pain.
709. Its style of eloquence ? Rejoice, Reader, that
thou knowest it not, that thou canst never perfectly
E dbw . The Jacobins published a Journal of Debates,
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where they that have the heart may examine: impassioned, dull-droning Patriòtic eloquénce: implaca
ble,unfertile—save for Destruction, which was indeed
its work: most wearisome, thougli most deadly. Be
tliankful that Oblivion covers so much; that all carrion is by and by buried in the green Earth’s bosom,
and even makes her grow the greener. The Jaco
bins are buried ; but their work is not; it continues
“ making the tour of the world,” as it can. It miglit
be seen lately, for instance, with bared bosom and
death-deflant eye, as far on as Greek Missolonghi;
strange enough, oíd slumbering Helias was resuscitated, into. somnambulism which will become clear
wakefulness, by a voice from the Rué St. Honoré!
All dies, as we often say; except the spirit of man,
of what man does. Thus has not the very House of
the Jacobins vanished: scarcely lingering in a few
oíd men’s memòries ? The St. Honoré Market has
brushed it away, and now wliere dull-droning eloquence, like a Trump of Doom, once shook the
world, there is paeiíio chaffering for poultry and
greens. The sacred National Assembly Hall itself
has become common ground; President’s platform
permeable to wain and dust-cart; for the Rué de
Rivoli runs there. Yerily, at Cock-crow (of this
Cock or the other), all Apparitions do melt aud dis
solve in space.
710. The Paris Jacobins became “ the Motlier Society (Société M ere)an d hadas manyas “three
liundred” shrill-tongued danghtersin" direct correspondence” with her. Of indirectly corresponding,
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what we may cali grand-daugliters and minute progeny, she counted “ forty-four tliousand! ”—But for
the present we note only two things: the first of
them a mere anecdote. One night, a couple of
brother Jacobins are door-keepers; for the members
take this post of duty and honor in rotation, and admit none that have not tickets : one door-keeper was
the worthy Sieur Laïs, a patriòtic Opera-singer,
stricken in years, whose windpipe is long since closed
without result; the other, young, and named Louis
Philippe, D’Orléans first-born, has in this latter time,
after unheard-of destinies, become Citizen-King, and
struggles to rule for a seasou. All flesh is grass;
higher reed-grass, or creeping herb.
711. Thesecond thing we haveto noteishistorical;
that the Mother Society, even in this its effulgent
period, cannot content all Patriota. Already it must
throw off, so to speak, two dissatisfied swarms; a
swarm to the right, a swarm to the left. One party,
which thinks the Jacobins lukewarm, constitutes
itself into Club of the Cordeliers; a hotter Club: it
is Danton’s elem ent; with whom goes Desmoulins.
The other party, agaiu, which thinks the Jacobins
scalding-hot, flies off to the right, and becomes “ Club
of 1789, Friends of the 31onarchic Constitution.”
They are afterward named “Feuillans Club;" their
place of meeting being the Feuillans Convent. Laiayette is, or becomes, their chief man; supported
by the respectable Patriot everywhere, by the mass
of Property and intelligence,—with the most flouris'ning prospects. They, in these June days of 179Ü,
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do, in the Palais Eoyal, diñe solemnly with opeu
Windows; to the eheers of the people; with toasts,
with inspiriting songs,—with one song at least, among
ihe feeblest ever sung.* They shall, in due time, he
hooted forth, over the borders, into Cimmerian Night.
712. Anotlier expressly Monarchieor Eoyalist Club,
“ Club des Monarcliiens,” though a Club of ampie
funds, and all sitting on damask sofas, cannot realize
the smallest momentary eheer; realizes only scofL
and gvoans;—till, ere long, certain Patriots in disorderly sufñcient number, proceedthither, lora night
or for nights, and groan it out of pain. Vivacious
alone shall the Mother Society and her family be.
The very Cordeliers may, as it were, return into her
bosom, which will have grown warm enough.
713. Fatal-looldng! Are not sucb Societies an in
cipient New Order of Society itselí ? The Aggregative Principie anew at work in a Society grown oh
solete, cracked asunder, dissolving into rubbisli and
primary atoms ?

the night of very Death is shed holiest dawn! Thon
art to all an indefeasible possession in this God’sworld; to the wise a sacred Constantine’s-banner,
written on the eternal skies; under which they sliafí
conquer, for the battle itself is victory: to the foolisb some secular mirage, or shadow of still waters,
painted on the parched Earth; whereby at least their
dusty pilgrimage, if devious, becomes cheerfuller, becomes possible.
715. In the death tumults of a sinklng Society,
French Hope sees only the birthstruggles of a new
unspeakably better Society; and sings, with full assurance of faith, her brisk Melody, which some inspired fiddler has in these very days composed for
her,—the world-famous Ca-ira. Yes; “ that will go;”
and then there will come—? All men hope ; even
Marat hopes—that Patriotism will take muff and
dirk. King Louis is not withont hope: in the chapter of chances ; in a flight to some Bouillé ; in getting popularized at Paris. But what a hoping Peo
ple he had, judge by the fact, and series of facts, now
to be noted.
716. Poor Louis, meaning the best, with little insight and even less determination of his own, has to
follow, in that dim wayfaring of his, sucb signal as
may be given bim ; by back-stairs Royalism, by official or back-stairs Constitutionalism, whichever for
the month may have convinced the royal mind. If
flight to Bouillé, and (horrible to think !) a drawing
of the civil sword do hang'as theory, portentous in
the background, much nearer is this fact of these
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714. With these signs of the times, is it not surprising that the dominant feelingall over France was
still continually Hope ? O blessed Hope,sole boon
of man: whereby, on bis strait prison-walls, aie
painted beautiful far-stretching landscapes; and into
* • Histoire Parlementatre,”

vi. 334.
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Twelve Hundred Kings, who sit in the Salle de
Maníge. Kings uncontrollable by him, not yet ir
reverent to him. Cernid kind m'anagement of these
but prosper, how mucli better were it than armed
Emigrants, Turin intrigues, andthehelp of Austria !
Nay are the lwo liopes inconsistent ? Rides in the
suburbs, we liave found, cost little; yetthey always
brought vivats* Still cheaper is a soft word ; such
as has many times turned away wrath. In these
rapid days, while France is all getting divided into
Dcpartments, Clergy about to be remodeled, Popu
lar Societies rising, and Feudalism and so much else
is ready t'o be hurled into the melting-potm ight
not one try ?
717. On the 4th of February, accordingly, M. le
Prísident reads to his National Assembly a short autograph, announcing tliat his Majesty will step over,
quite in an unceremonious way, probably about noon.
ïhink, therefore, Messieurs, what it may mean; especially, how ye will get the Hall decorated a little.
The Secretaries’ Bureau can be shifted down from
the platform; on the President’s chair be slipped
this cover of velvet, “ of a violet color sprigged with
goldfleur-de-lis;”—for mdeed, M.le Président has had
previous notice underliand, and taken couusel with
Doctor Guillotin. Then sorne fraction of “ velvet
carpet,” of like texture and color, cannot that be
spread in front of the chair, where the Secretaries
usually sit? So has judicious Guillotin advisedand the effect is found satisfactory. Moreover, aa it
« See Bertrand-Moleville, i. 241, etc.
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is probable that his Majesty, in spite of the fleur-delis velvet, will stand and not sit at all, the President
himself, in the interim, presides standing. And so,
while some honorable Member is discussing, say, the
división of a Department, Ushers announce: “His
Majesty!” In person, with small suite, enter Maj
esty : the honorable Member stops short; the As
sembly starts to its feet: the Twelve Hundred Kings
“ almost all,” and the Galleries no less, do welcome
the Eestorer of French Liberty with loyal shouts.
His Majesty’s Speecli, in diluted, conventional pliraseology, expresses this mainly: That he, most of all
Frenchinen, rejoiees to see France getting regenerateii; is sure, at the same time, that they will deal
gently with her in the proeess, and not regenerate
her roughly. Such was his Majesty’s Speech: the
feat lie peribrmed was Corning to speak it, and going
back again.
718. Surely, except to a very hoping People, there
was not much here to build opon. Yet what did
they not build! The fact that the King has spoken,
that lie has voluntarily come to speak, how incxpressibly enconraging! Did not the glance of his
royal countenance, like concentrated sunbeams
kiudle all hearts in au august Assembly ; nay thereby in an inflammable enthusiastic France? To move
“ Deputation of thanks” can be the happy lot of but
one man; to go in such Deputation the lot of not
many. The Deputed liave gone, and returned with
what highest-flown compliment they could; wlioni
also the Queen met, Dauphin in hand. And still do
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not our hearts burn with insatiable gratitude; and
to one otber man a stili higher blessedness suggests
itself: To move tbat we all renew the National
Oath.
719. Happiness honorable Member, with his word
so in season as word seldom was; magic Fugleman
of a whole National Assembly, which sat tliere
bursting to do somewhat; Fugleman of a whole onlooking France! The President swears, declares
that every one símil swear, in distinet jele jure. Nay
the very Gallery sends him down a written slip
signed, with their Oath on it; and as the Assembly
now casts an eye tliat way, the Gallery all stands up
and swears again. And then out oí doors, consider
at the Hotel-de-Ville how Bailly, the great TennisCourt swearer, again swears, toward nightfall, with
all the Municipals, and Heads of Districls assembled
there. And “ M. Danton suggests that the public
would like to partakewliereupon Bailly, with escort of Twelve, steps forth to the great outer staircase; sways the ebullient multitude with stretehed
hand; takes their oath, with a thunder of 11rolling
drums,” with shouts that rend the welkin. And on
all streets the glad people, with moisture and flre in
their eyes, “ spontaneously formed groups, and swore
one another,”*—and the whole City wasilluminated.
This was the 4th of February, 1790: a day to be
marked white in Constitutional annals.
720. Nor is the illumination for a night only, but
partially or totally it lasts a series of niglits. For
* Newspapers (in l,Hi6toire Parlementaire,” iv. *45).
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each District, the Electors of eaeh District will
swear specially ; and always as the District swears
it illuminates itself. Behold them, District after
District, in some open square, where the Non-Electing People can all see and join : with their uplifted
right-hands, and je le jure; with rolling drums, with
embraeings, and that influite hurrah of the enfranchised,—'which any tyrant that there may be can
consider! Faithful to the King, to the Law, to the
Constitution which the National Assembly shall
make.
721. Faucy, for example, the Professors of Universities parading the streets with their young France,
and swearing, in an enthusiastic manner, not without
tumuit, By a larger exercise of faucy, expand duly
this little word: The like was repeated in every
Town and District in France! Nay one Patriot
Mother, in Lagnon of Brittauy, assembles her ten
children; and, with her own aged hand, swears them
all herself, the high-souled venerable woman. Of all
which, moreover, a National Assembly must be eloquently apprized. Such three weeks ot swearing.
Saw the Sun ever such a swearing people? Have
t.hey been bit by a swearing tarántula? No: but
they aremen and Frenchmen; they have Hope; and,
singular to say, they have Faith, were it only in the
Gospel according to Jean Jacques. 0 my Brothers,
would to Heaven it were even as ye think and have
sworn! But there are Lovcr’s Oaths, which, had
they been true as love itself, cannot be kept; not to
speak of Dicer’s Oaths, also a known sort.
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722. To such lengtlis had the Contrat Social brough t
it, in believiug hearts. Man, as is well said, lives by
faith; each generation lias its own faitli, more or
less; and laughs at the faitli of its predecessor,—
most umvisely. Grant iudeed tliat this faitli in the
Social Contract belongs to tlie stranger sorts; that an
unborn generation may very wisely, if not laugli,
yet siare ai it, gnd pionsly cousider. For alas, what
is Contract1 If all men were such that a mere
spoken or sworn Contract would bind them, all men
were theu true men, and Government a superfiuitv.
Not what thou and I llave promised to each othcr,
but what the balance of our forces can make us per
forin to each other; that, in so sinful a world as ours,
is the thing to be counted on. But above all, a Peopie and a Sovereign promising to one anotlier : as if
a whole People, changing from generation to genera
tion, nay from hour to liour, conld ever by any
method be made to apeale or promise; and to speak
mere solecisms: “ We, be the Heavens witness,
which Heavens, however, do no miracles now; we,
ever-changing Millious, will allow thee, changeful
Unit, to forcé us or govern us !”Tue world has perhaps seen few faiths comparable to that.
723. So nevertheless had the world then construed
the matter. Had they not so construed it, how differ-
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ent had their liopes been, their attempts, their
results! But so and not otherwise did the Upper
Powers will it to he. Freedom by social Contract:
such was verily the Gospel of that—Era. And all
men had believed in it, as in a Heaven’s Glad-tidings
men sliould; and witli overflowing heart and uplil'ted voice clave to it, and stood fronting Time and
Eternity on it. Nay smile not; or only with a smile
sadder than tears! This too was a better faitli than
the one it had replaced; than faith uiereiy in the
Everlasting Notliing and man’s Digestiré Power;
lower than wlúcli no faith can go.
724. Not that such universally prevalent, universally jurant, feeling of Hope could be a unanimous
one. Far from that. The time was ominous: social
dissolution near and eertain; renovation stiii
a problem, difficult and distant, even though
sure. But if ominous to some clearest onlooker, wliose faith stood not with the one side or
with the other, ñor in the ever-vexed jarring of
Greek with Greek at all,—how unspeakably ominous
to dim Royalist participators; for whom Royalism
was Mankind’s palladium; for whom, with (he
abolition of Most-Christian Kingsliip and MostTalleyrand Bishopsliip, all loyal obedience, all religious faith was to expire, and final Night envelop the
Destinies of Man! On serious hearts, ol that persua
sión, the matter sinks down deep; prompting, as we
have seen, to back-stairs plots, to Emigration with
pledge of war, to Monarchic Clubs; nay to still madder tliings.
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725. The Spirit of Prophecy, for iustunce, had
been considered extinct for some centuries: nevertheless these last-times, as indeed is the tendency of
last-times, do revive it; that so, of Frencli mad
things, we might have sample also of the niaddest.
Iu remote rural districta, whither Philosophism has
uot yct radiated, where a heterodox Constitution of
the Clergy is bringing strife round the altar itself,
and the very Church-bells are getting melted into
small money-coin, it appears probable ihat llie End
of the World cannot be far oflf. Deep-musing atrabiliar oíd men, especially oíd women, hint in an ob
scure way that they know what they know. The
Holy Virgin, silent so long, has not gone dumb
and truly now, if ever more in this world, were the
time for lier to speak. One Prophetess, though careless Historiaus have omitted hername, condition and
whereabout, becomes audible to the general car;
credible to not a few; credible to Friar Gerle, poor
Patriot Chartreux, in the National Assembly itself!
She, in Pythoness recitative, with wild-staring eye,
sings that there shall be a Sign ; that ihe Heavenly
Sun himself will hang out a Sign, or Mock Sun,—
which, many say, shall be stamped with the Head of
hanged Favras. List, Dom Gerle, with that poor
addled poli of thine; l'st, O, list;—and hear nothing*
726. Notable, bowever, was that “ magnètic vel
lum (vélin magnétique)” of the Sieurs d’Hozier and
Petit-Jean, Parlementeers of Rouen. Svveet youug

D’Hozier, “bred in the faith of his Missal, and of
parchment genealogies,” and of parchment generally;
adust, melancholic, middle-aged Petit-Jean: why
carne these two to Saint-Cloud, where his majesty
was hunting, on the festival of St. Peter and St.
Paul; and waited there, in antechambers, a wouder
to whispering Swiss, the livelong day; and even
waited without the Grates, when turned out; and
had dismissed their valets to Paris, as with purpose
of endless waiting ? They have a magnètic vellum,
these two; whereon the Virgin, wonderfully clotliing herself in Mesmerean Cagliostric Occult-Philosophy, has inspired them to jot down instructions and
predictions for a much-straitened King. To whom,
by Higher Order, they will this day present i t ; and
save the Monarchy and World. Unaccountable pair
of visual-objects! Ye should be men, and of the
Eighteenth Century; butyour magnètic vellum forbids us so to interpret. Say, are ye aught ? Thus ask
the Guard-house Captains, the Mayor of Saint-Cloud;
nay, at great length, thus asks the Committee of
Reséarches, and not the Municipal, but the National
Assembly one. No distinet answer, for weeks. At
last it becomes plain that the right answer is nega
tive. Go, ye Chimeras, with your magnètic vellum ;
svveet young Chimera, adust middle-aged one! The
Prison-doors are open. Hardly again shall ye preside
the Rouen Chamber of Accounts; but vanish obscurely into Limbo.*
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CHAPTER VIII.
SOLEMN LEAGUE AND COVENANT.

727. Such dim masses, and specks of even deepest
black, work in that white-hot glow of the French
mind, now wholly in fusión and confusión. Old
women here swearing their ten chiidren on the
newEvangel of Jean Jaeques ; old women therelooking up for Favras’s Heads in the celestial Luminary:
these are preternatural signs, prefiguring somewhat.
728. In fact, to the Patriot cliildren of Hopethemselves it is undeniahle that diffieulties exist: emigrating Seigneurs ; Parlements in sneaking but most
malicious mutiny (though the rope is round their
neek); above ali, the most decided “ defieiency of
graius.” Sorrowful; bul , to a Nation that hopes, not
irremediable. To a Nation whieh is in fusión and
ardent communion of thought; whieh, for example,
on signal of one Fugleman, will lift its right-hand
like a drilled regiment, and swear and illuminate,
till every village from Ardennes to the Pyrenees has
rolled its village-drum, and sent up its little oathj
and glimmer of tallow-illumination some fathoms
intothereign of Niglit!
729. If grains are defective, the fault is not of Na
ture or National Assembly, but of Art and AntiNational Intriguers. Such malign individuals, of
the scoundrel species, liave power to vex us, while
the Constitution is a-making. Endure it, ye heroic
Patriota; nay rather, why not cure it? Grains do
grow, they lie extant there ‘in sheaf or saek ; only
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that regraters and Royalist plotters, to provoke the
People into illegality, obstruet the transport of grains.
Quick, ye organized Patriot Authorities, armed Na
tional Guards, meet together; unite your good-will;
in unión is tenfold strength: let the concentrated
flash of your Patriotism strike stealtby Scoundrelism
blind, paralytic, as witli a coup desoleil.
730. Under which hat or night-cap of the Twentyflve millions, this pregnant Idea iirst aróse, for in
some one head it did rise, no man can now say. A
most small idea, near at hand for the whole world:
but a living one, fit; and which waxed, whether in
to greatness or not, into immeasurable size. Wlien
a Nation is in this slate that the Fugleman can oper
ate on it, what will the word in season, the act in
season, not do! It will grow verily, like the Boy’s
Bean, in the Fairy-Tale, heaven-high, with habitations and adventures on it, in one night. It is nevertheless unfortunately stili a Bean (for your longJived Oak grows not so); and the next night, it rray
lie felled, horizontal, trodden into com mon mud.—
But remark, at least, how natural to any agitated
Nation, which has Faith, this business of Covenanting is. The Scotch, believing in a righteous Heaven
above them, and also in a Gospel far other than the
Jean-Jacques one, swore, in their extreme need, a
Solemn League and Covenant,—as Brothers on the
forlorn-hope, and imminence of battle, who embrace,
looking godward: and got the whole Isie co swear
it; and even, in their tough Old-Saxon HebrewPresbyterian way, to keep it more or less;—for the
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thing, as such things are, was heard in Heaven and
partially ratifled there: neither is it yet dead, if
thou wilt look, nor like to die. The French too,
with their Gallic-Ethnicexcitability and effervescence,
have, as we have seen, real Faith, of a sort; tliey are
liàrd bested, though in the middle of Hope: a Na
tional Solemn League and Covenant there may be in
France too; under how different condiiions; with
liow different development and issue!
731. Note, accordingly, the small commencement;
first spark of a mighty firework: l'or if the particular
liat cannot be fixed upon, the particular District can.
On the 29th day of last November, were National
Guardsby the thousand seen filing, from lar and near,
with military music, with Municipal officers in tri
color sashes, toward and along the Rhonestream, to
the little town of Etoile. There with ceremonial
evolution and maneuver, with fanfaronading, musketry salvoes, and what else the Patriot genius could
devise, they made oath and obtestation to stand
faithfully by one another, under Law and King; in
particular, to have all manner of grains, wliile grains
there were, freely circulated, in spite both of robber
and regrater. This was the meeting of Etoile,Tn the
mild end of November 1789.
732. But now, if a mere empty Review, followed
by Review-dinner, ball, and such gesticulation and
flirtation as there may be, interests the happy County-town, and makes it the envy of surrounding
County-towns, how much more might this! In a
fortnight, larger Montélimart, half ashamed of itself
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will do as good, and better. On the Plain of Mon
télimart, or what is equally sonorous, “ under the
Walls of Montélimart,” the 13th of December sees uew
gathering and obtestation; 6,000 strong; and now
indeed, with these three remarkahle improvements,
as unanimously resolved on there. First, that the
men of Montélimart do federate with the already
federated men of Etoile. Second, that, implying not
expressing the circulation of grain, they “ swear in
the face of God and their country ” with much more
emphasis and comprehensiveness, “ to obey all decrees oi the National Assembly, and see them obeyed
till death (jusqu’à la mort).” Third, and most im
portant, that official record of all this be solemnly delivered in, to the National Assembly, to M. de Lafayette, and “ to the Restorer of French Liberty; ” who
shall all take what comfort from it they can. Thus
does larger Montélimart vindicate its Patriot importance, and maintain its rank in the municipal scale.*
733. And so, with the New-year, the signal is
hoisted : for is not a National Assembly, and solemn
deliverance there, at lowest a National Telegraph ?
Not only grain shall circulate, while there is grain,
on highways or the Rhone-waters, over all that
South-Eastern región,—where also if Monseigneur
d’Artois saw good to break in from Turin, hot welcome might await him ; but whatsoever Province of
France is straitened for grain, or vexed with a mutinous Parlement, unconstitutional plotters, Monarchic
Clubs, or any other Patriot ailment, can go and do
* “ Histoire Parlementaire," vii. 4.
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likewise, or even do better. And now, especially,
when tbe February swearing lias set them all agog!
From Brittany to Burgundy, on most Plains of France,
under most City-walls, it is a blaring of trumpets,
waving of banners, a Constitutional maneuvering:
under the vernal skies, while Nature too is putting
fortli liergreen Hopes, under briglit sunshine defaced
by tbe stormful East: like Patriotism victorious,
though witb difficility, over Aristoeracy and defect
ofgrain! There mareli and constitutionally wheel,
to the ça-ira-ing mood of fife and drum, under their
tricolor Municipals, our clear-gleaming Phalanxes;
or halt, with uplifted right-hand, and artillerv salvoes that imitate Jove’s thunder; and ali the Country, and metaphorically all “ the Universe,” is looking on. Wholly, in their best apparel, brave meu,
and beautifully dizened women, most of whorn have
lovers there; swearing, by the eternal Heavens
and tliis green-growing all-nutritive Eartli, that
France is free!
734. Sweetest days,wlien (astonishing to say) mortals
have actually met together in cominunion and fellowship; aud man, were it only once through long despicable centuries, is for moments verily the brother
of man!—And then the Deputations to the National
Assembly, with high-flown descriptive harangue; to
M. de Lafayette, and ihe Restorer; very frequently
moreover to the Mother of Patriotism, sitting on lier
stout benches in that Hali of the Jacobins! The
general ear is filled with Federation. New ñames of
Patriots emerge which shall one day become famil-
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iar: Boyer-Fonfrède eloqüent denunciator of a rebellious Bordeaux Parlement; Max Isnard eloqüent
reporter of the Federation of Draguignan ; eloqüent
pair, separated by the whole breadth of France, wlio
are nevertheless to meet. Ever wider burns the fire
of Federation; ever wider and also brighter. Thus
the Brittany and Anjou brethren mention a Fraternity of all true Frenclimen ; and go the length of
invoking “perdition and death” on any renegade:
moreover, if in their National-Assembly harangue,
they glance plaintively at the mare d’argent which
makes so mauy citizens passive, they, over in the
Mother-Soeiet.y, ask, being henceforth themselves
“ neither Bretons nor Angevins but French,” Why
all France has not one Federation, and universal
Oathof Brotherhood, once for all?* A most perti
nent suggestion; dating from the end of March.
Which pertinent suggestion the whole Patriot world
cannot but catch, and reverberate and agitate till it
become loud;—which in that case the Town-hall
Municipals had better take up, and meditate.
735. Some universal Federation seems inevitable:
the Where is given ; cleaiiy Paris: only the When,
the How ? These also productive Time will give;
is already giving. For always as the Federatiie
work goes on, it perfects itself, and Patriot genius
adds contribution after contribution. Thus, at
Lyons, in the end of the May month, we behold as
many as fifty, or some say sixty, thousand, met to
* Reports, etc. (in “ Histoire Parleinentaire,” ix, 122-

147).
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federate; and a muiti tude looking on which it
would be difiicult to number. From dawn to dusk !
For our Lyons Guardsmen took rank, at five in the
brigbt dewy morning; carne pouring in, brightgleaming, to the Quai de Rlione, to march thence to
the Federation-field ; amid waviugs of hatsand ladyhandkerchiefs; glad shoutings of some 200,000 Patriot Yoices and hearts; the beautiful and brave !
Among whom, courting no notiee, and yet the notablest of all, what queen-like Figure is this: with her
escort of house-friends and Clianipagneux the Patriot Editor; come abroad with the earliest ? Radiant with enthusiasm are those dark eyes, in that
strong Minerva-face, looking dignity and earnest
joy; joyfulest slie where all are joyful. It is Eoland
de la Platriére’s Wife !* Strict elderly Roland,
King’s Inspector of Manufactures here; and now
likewise, by popular choice, the strictest oí our new
Lyons Municipals: a man who has gained much, if
worth and faculty be gain; but, above all things, has
gained to wife Philipon the Paris Engraver’s daughter. Reader, mark that queenlike burgher-woman:
beautiful, Amazonian-graceful to the eye; more so to
the mind. Unconscious of her worth (as all worth
is), óf her greatness, of her crystal clearness; genu
ine, the creature of Sincerity and Nature, in an age
of Artificiality, Pollution and Cant; there, in her
still completeness, in her still invincibility, shc, if
thou knew it, is the noblest of all living French♦ “Madame Roland,” •'Mémoires,” i. (Dlscours PrsUminaire, p. 23).
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women,—and will be seen, one day. O, blessed
rather while «aseen, even of herself! For the pres
ent she gazes, nothing doubting, into this grand theatricality; and thinks her young dreains are to be
fulfilled.
1
736. From dawn to dusk, as we said, it lasts; and
truly a sight like few. Flourishes of drums and
trumpets are something; but think of an “ artificial
Rock fifty feet high,” all cut into crag-steps, not
without the similitude of “ shrubs ! ” The interior
cavity,—for in sooth it is made of deal,—stands solemn, a “ Temple of Concord: ” on the outer summit
rises “ a Statue of Liberty,” colossal, seen for miles,
with her Pike and Phrygian Cap, and civic column ;
at her feet a eountry’s Altar, “ Autel de la Patrie: ”
—on all which neither deal-timber ñor lath-andplaster, with paint of various colors, have been
spared. But fancy then the banners all placed on
the steps of the Rock ; high-mass chanted; and the
civic oath of fifty thousand: with what volcànic outburst of sound from iron and other throats, enough
to frighten back the very Soane and Rlione; and
how the brightest fireworks, and balls, and even repast closed in that night of the gods ! h And so the
Lyons Federation vanishes too, swallowcd of darkness;—and yet not wliolly, for our brave fair Roland
was there: also she, though in the deepest privacy,
writes her Narrative of it in Cliampagneux’s Courrier de Lyons; a piece which “ circulates to the extent of 6 0 ,0 0 0 which one would like now to read.
* *■ Hlstoire Parlementaire," xii 274.
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737. But on the whole, Paris, we may see, will
liave little to devise; will only have to borrow and
apply. And then as to the day, what day of all the
calender is fit, if the Bastille Anniversary be not ?
,t’he particular spot too, it is easy to see, must be the
Ghamp de-Mars; where many a Julián the Apostate
has been lifted on bucklers, to France’s or the world’s
sovereignty; and iron Franks, loud-clanging, bar e
responded to the voice of a Charlemagne ; and from
ofold mere sublimities have been íamiliar.
CH APTER IX.
SYMBOLIC.

738. How natural, in all deeisive circumstances, is
Symbolic Representation to all kinds of men! Nay,
What is man’s whole terrestrial Life but a Symbolic
Representation, and making visible, of the Celestial
invisible Forcé that is in him ? By act and word lie
strives to do i t ; witli sincerity, if possible; failing
that. witli theatricality, wliich latter also may have
its meaning. An Almacks Masquerade is not notliimj; in more genial ages, yonr Christmas Guisings,
Feasts ofthe Ass, Abbots of Unreason, were a consid
erable something: sincere sports they were; as Al
macks may still be sincere wish for sport. But what
on the other hand, must not sincere earnest have
been ; say, a Hebrew Feast of tabernacles have been
A whole Nation gathered, in the ñame of the Righ-
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est, under the eye of the Highest; imagination herself flagging under the reality; and all noblest
Ceremony as yet not grown ceremonial, but solenm,
significant to the outmost fringe! Neither, in mod
ern private lif'e, are theatrical scenes, of tearful
women wetting whole ells of cambric in concert, of
impassioned bushy-whiskered youth threatening
suicide, and such-like, to be so entirely detested:
drop thou a tear over them thyself rather.
739. Ai any rale, one can remark that no Nation
will throw by its work, and deliberately go out to
make a scene without meaning something thereby.
For indeed noscenic individual, witli knavish hypocritical views, will take the trouble to soliloquize a
scene: and uow consider, is not a scenic Nation
placed precisely in that predicament of soliloquizing,
for its own belioof alone; to solace its own sensibilities, maudliu or otlier?—Yet in tliis respect, of readiness for scenes, the difference of Nations, as of men,
is very great. If our Saxon Puritanic friends for
example, swore and signed tlieir National Covenant,
without discharge of gunpowder, or the beating of
any drum, in a dingy Covenant-Close of the Edinburgh High-street, in a mean room, where men now
drink mean liquor, it was consistent with their ways
so to swear it. Our Gallic-Eucyclopsedic friends,
again, must have a Champ-de-Mars, seen of all the
world, or universe; and such a Scenic Exliibition, to
which the Coliseum Ampliitheatre was but a strollers’ barn, as this oíd Globe of ours liad never or hardly ever beheld. Which method also we reckon
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natural, then and there. Ñor perhaps was the re
spective keeping of these two Oaths far out of due
proportion to sucli respective display in taking them:
inverse proportion, namely. For the theatri cal ity of
a People goes in a compound ratio; ratio indeed of
their trustfulness, sociability, fervency; but then
also of their excitability, of their porosity, not conti
nent ; or say, of their explosiveness, hot-flashing, but
which does not last.
740. How true also, once more, is it that no man
or Nation of men, conscious of doing a great thing,
was ever, in that thing, doing otlier than a small one!
O Champ-de-Mars Federation, with three-hundred
drummers, twelve-hundred wind-musicians, and
artillery planted on height after heiglit to boom
the tidings ofit all over France, in few minutes!
Could no Atheist-Naigeon contrive to discern, eighteen centuries off, those Thirteen most poor meandressed men, at frugal Supper, in a mean Jewish
dwelling, with no Symbol but hearts god-initiated
into the “Divine deptli of Sorrow,” and a Do this in
rememlrance of me ,*—and so cease that small difhcult
crowing of bis if he were not doopied to it ?
CHAPTEK X.
MANKIND.

741. Pardonable are human theatricalities ; nay,
perhaps touching. like the passionate utterance of a
tongue which with sincerity stammers; of a head
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which with insincerity lábiles,—having gone distracted. Yet, in comparison with unpremeditated
outbursts of Nature, such as an Insurrection of
women, how foisonless, unedifying, undelightful; like
small ale palled, like an efl'ervescence that has efifervesced! Such scenes, coming of forethought, were
they world-great, and never so cunningly devised,
are atbottom mainly pastehoard and paint. But the
others are original; emitted from the great ever-lh ingheart of Nature herself: what figure they will
assume unspeakably significant. ïo us, therefoie,
let the French National Solemn League and Feder
ation be tlie highest recorded triumpli of the Thepsian Art: triumphant surely, since the whole Pit, which
was Twenty-five Miliions, not ouly claps hands, but
does itsell'spring on the boards and passionately set to
playing there. And being such, be it treated as
such: with sincere cursory admiration; with wonder from atar. A whole nation gone mumming
deserves so mueh; but deserves not that loving
minuteness a Menadic Insurrection did. Much more
let prior, and as it were rehearsal scenes of Federa
tion come and go, henceforward, as they list; and,
on Plains and under City-walls, innumerable regimental bands blare-off into the Inane, without note
lrom us.
742. One scene, however, the hastiest reader will
momentarily pause on: that of Anacharsis Clootz
and the Collective sinful Posterity of Adam.—For a
Patriot Municipality has now, on the 4th of June,
got its plan concocted, and got it sanctioned by
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National Assembly; a Patriot King assenting; to
whom, were he even free to dissent, Federative
harangues, overflowing with loyalty, llave doubtless
a transient sweetuess. ïliere shall come deputed
National Guards, so many in the hundred, from each
of tlie Eighty-tliree Departmenls of France. Likewise from ali Naval and Military King's Forces sball
Deputed quotas come; sucli Federation of National
with Royal Soldier lias, taking place spontaneously,
been already seen and sanctioned. For the rest¡ it
is lioped, as many as 40,000 may arrive: expenses to
be borne by tlie Deputing District; of all wbich let
District and Department take thought, and elecl fit
nien,—whom tlie Paris brethren will fly to meet and
weleome.
743. Novv, therefore, judge if our Patriot artista
are busy; taking deep counsel liow to make the
Scene worthy of a lool; from tlie Universe! As
many as 15,000 men, spademen, barrow-men, stonebuilders, rammers; with tlieir engincers, are at work
on tlie Cliamp-de-Mars; liollowing it out into a
National Amphitheater, íit for sucli solemnity. For
one may hope it will be annual and perennial; a
“ Feast of Pikes (Féte des Piques), uotablest among
the liigli tides of thé year: in any case, ought not a
scenic Free Nation to llave some permanent National
Amphitheater? The Cliamp-de-Mars is gettiug liollowed out; and the daily talk and the nigbtly dream
in most Parisian lieads is of Federation and tliat
only. Federate Deputies are already under way.
National Assembly, what with its natural work,
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what with hearing and answering harangues of these
Federates, of this Federation, will have enough to
do! Harangue of "American Committee,” among
whom is that faint figure of Paul Jones as “ with the
stars dim-twinkling through it,”—come to congratu
late us on the prospect of such auspicions day. Ha
rangue of Bastille Conquerers, cometo “ renounce”
any special recompense, any peculiar place at the
solemnity;—sinee the Center Grenadiers rather
grumble. Harangue of *' Tennis-Court Club,” who
enter with far-gleaming Brass-plate, aloft on a pole,
and the Tennis-Court Oath engraved thereon;
wliich far-gleaming Brass-plate they purpose to affix
solemuly in the Yersailles original locality, on the
20th of this montli, which is the anniversary, as a
deathless memorial, for some years: they will then
diñe, as they come back, in the Bois de Boulogne ;*
—cannot, liowever, do it without apprising the
world. To such things does the august National
Assembly ever and anón cheerfully listen, suspending
its regenerative labors; and with some toucli ol im
promptu eloquence, make friendly reply ; as indeed
the wont has long been; for it is a gesticulating)
sympathetic People, and has a heart, and wears it on
its sleeve.
744. In which circumstances, it occurred to the
mind of Anadiareis Clootz, that while so much was
embodying itself into Club or Committee, and perorat.ing applauded, there yet remained a greater and
* See “ D eux Amia," v. 122; “ H istoire P arlem entaire,"
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greatest; of which, if it also took body and perorated,
what might not the effect be : Human kind namely,
le Genre Humain itself! In what rapt Creative mo
ment the Thought rose in Anacharsis’s soul; all bis
throes, while be went about giving sbape and birtb
to i t ; how he was sneered at by coid worldlings; but
did sneer again, being a man of polished sarcasm ;
and moved to and fro persuasive in coffee-liouse and
soirée, and dived down assiduous-obscure in the
great deep of Paris, making bis Thought a Fact: of
all this the spiritual biographers of that period say
nothiug. Enough that on the 19th evening of June
1790, the sun’s slant rays lighted a spectacle such as
our foolish little Planet has not often liad to show:
Anacharsis Clootz entering the August Salle de Manége, with the Human Species at his heels, Swedes,
Spaniards, Polacks; Turks, Clialdeans, Greeks, drvellers in Mesopotamia; behold them all; they have
come to claim place in the grand Federation, having
an undoubted interest in it.
745 “ Our Ambassador titles,” said the fervid
Clootz; “ are not written on parchment, but on the
living hearts of all men.” These whiskered Polacks,
long-flowing turbaned Ishmaelites, astrological Chaldeans, who stand so mute here, let them plead with
you, august Senators, more eloquently than eloquence
could. They are the mute representatives of their
tongue-tied, befetteied, heavy-laden Nations; who
from out of that dark bewilderment gaze wistful,
amazed, with lialf-incredulous hope, towardyou, and
this yourbright light of a French Federation; bright
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particular day-star, the herald of universal day. We
claim to stand there, as mute monuments, pathetically adumbrati ve of much.—From benchand gallery
comes “ repeated applause; ” for what august Sena
tor but is flattered even by the very shadow of
Human Species depeudingon him ? From President
Sieyes, who presides this rémarkable fortnight, in
spite of his small voice, there comes eloqüent though
shrill reply. Anacharsis and the “ Foreigners Committee ” shall have place at the Federation ; on coudition of telling their respective Peoples what they
see there. In the meantime, we invite them to the
“ honors of the sitting (honneur de la séance)." A
long-flowing Turk, for rejoinder, bows with Eastern
solemnity, and utters articulate sounds: but owing
to his imperfect knowledge of the French dialect,*
his words are like spilt water; the thought he had
in him remainsconjectural to this day.
746. Anacharsis and Mankind acccpt the honors of
the sitting; and have forthwith, as the oíd Newspapers still testify, the satisfaction to see several
things. First and chief, on the motion of Lameth,
Lafayette, Saint-Fargeau and otlier Patriot Nobles,
let the others repugn as they will: all Titles of Nobility, from Duke to Esquire,or lower, areheneeforth
atolished. Then in like rnanner, Livery Servants, or
ratherthe Livery of Servants. Neither, for the future,
shall any man or woman, self-styled noble, be
“ incensed,”—foolishly fumigated with incense, in
Church; as the wont has been. In a word, Feudal* Moniteur,etc. (in “ H istoire P a rle m en taire ,” xii. 283J.
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ism being dead these ten months, why shonld her
empty trappings and scutcheons survive ? the very
Coats-of-arms will require to be obliterated and
yet Cassandra-Marat on tliis and the other coaclipanel notiees that they “are but painted over,” and
threaten to peer through again.
747. So that henceforth De Lafayette is but the
Sieur Motier, and Saint Fageau is plain Michel I^epelletier; and Mirabeau soon after has to say huffingly,
“ With your Riquetti you have set Europe at crosspurposes for three days.” For his Counthood is not
indifferent to thism an; which indeed the admiring
people treat him with to the iast. But let extreme
Patriotism rejoice, and cliiefly Anacharsis and Maukind; for now it seems to be taken for granted that
one Adam is Father of us all! —
748. Such was, in histórica! accuracy, the famed
feat of Anacharsis. Thus did the most extensive of
Public Bodies find a sort of spokesman. Whereby
at least we may judge of onething: what a humor
the one sniffing, mocking City of Paris and Barón
Clootz had got into; when such exhibition could
appear a propriety, next door to a ’sublimity. It is
true, Envy did, in after-times, pervert tliis suceess of
Anacharsis; making him, from incidental “ Speaker
of the Foreign-Nations Committee,” claim to be official permanent “ Speaker, Orateur, of the Human
Species,” which he only deserved to b e; and alleging, calumniously, that his astrological Chaldeans,
and the rest, were a mere French tag-rag and hobtail
disguised for the nonce; and, in short, sneering and

fieering at him in her coid, barren way: all which
however, he, the man he was, could receive on thiek
enough panoply, or even rebound therefrom, and also
go his way.
749. Most extensive of Public Bodies, we cali i t ;
and also the most unexpected: For wlio could have
thought to see All Nations in the Tuileries EidingHall? But so it is; and truly as strange things
may happen when a whole People goes mumming
and miming. Hast not thou thyself perchance seen
diademed Cleopatra, daughter of the Ptolemies,
pleading, almost with hended knee, in unheroic teaparlor, or dim-lit retail-shop, to inflexible gross
Burghal Dignitary, for leave to reign and die; being
dressed for it, and moneyless, with small children;
while suddenly Constables have shut the Thespian
barn, and her Antony pleaded in vain ? Such visual
spectra flit across tliis Eartli, if the Thespian Stage
be rudely interfered w ith; but much more, when as
wassaid, Pit jumps on Stage, theu is it verily, asin
Herr Tieck’s Drama, a Verkehrte Welt, or World
Topsy-turvied!
750. Having seen the Human Species itself, to have
seen the “ Dean of the Human Speqies ” ceased now
to be a miracle. Such “ Doyen du Genre Humain
(Eldest of Men),” liad sliown himself there, in these
weeks: Jean Claude Jacob, a born Serf, deputed
from his native Jura Mountains to tliank the National
Assembly for enfranchising tliem On his bleached
worn face are plowed the furrowings of 120 years.
He has heard dim patois-talk, of immortal Grand-
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Monarch victòries; of a burned Palatinate, as he
toiled and moiled to make a little speck oí this Earth
greener; of Cevennes Dragoonings ; of Marlborough
going to tbe war. Four generations have bloomed
out, and loved and hated, and rustled off; he was
forty-six wben Louis Fourteenth died. The Assembly, as one man, spontaneously rose, and did reverence to tlie Eldest of the W orld; oíd Jean is to take
séance among them, honorably, with covered liead.
He gazes feebly tkere, with his oíd eyes, on that new
wonder-scene; dream-like to him, and uncertain,
wavering amid fragments of oíd memòries and
dreams. For Time is all growing unsubstantial,
dream-like; Jean’s eyes and mind are weary, and
about to cióse,—and open a far other wonder-scene,
which shall be real. Patriot Subscription, Royal
Pensión was got for liim, and he returnedhome glad ;
but in two months more be left it all, and went on
his unknown way.*
CHAPTER XL
AS IN THE AGE OF GOLD.

751. Meanwhile to Paris, ever going and retuming,
day after day, and all day long, toward that Field of
Mars, it becomes painfully apparent that the spadework there cannot be got done in time. There is
such an area of it; 300,000 square feet: for from the
Ecole Militaire (which will need to be done up in
* “Deux Amis,” iv. Ul.
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wood with balconies and galleries) westward to the
Gate by the River (where also shall be wood, in
triumphal arches), we count so'me thousand yards of
length; and for breadth, from this umbrageous Avenue of eight rows, on the South side, to that corresponding one on the North, same thousand feet more
or less. All this to be scooped out, and wheeled up
in slope along the sides ; high enough ; for it must
be rammed down there, and shaped stair-wise into
as many as “ thirty ranges of convenient seats,” firmtrimmed with turf, covered with enduring timber ;—
and tlien our huge pyramidal Fatherland’s-Altar
(Autel de la Patrie), in the center, also to be raised
and stair-stepped. Force-work with a vengeance;
it is a World’s Amphitheater ! There are but fifteen
daysgood: and at this languid rate, it might take
half as many weeks. What is singular too, the
spadesmen seem to work lazily ; they will not work
double-tides, even for offer of more wages, though
tlieir tide is but seven hours; they declare angrily
that the human tabernacle requires occasional rest!
752. Is it Aristociats secretly bribing? Aristocrats were capable of that. Only six months since,
did not evidenee get afloat that subterranean Paris,
—for we stand over quarries and catacombs, dangerously, as it were midway between Heaven and the
Abyss, and are hollow underground,—was charged
with gunpowder, which should make us “ leap ”?
Till a Cordeliers Deputation actually went to ex-
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amine, and found it—carried off again '* An accursed,
incurable brood; all asking for “ passports,” in tliese
sacred days. Trouble, of rioting, cháteau-burning,
is in the Limousin and elsewbere; for they are busy!
Between the best of Peoples and the best of Eestorer
Kings they would sow grudges; with wliat a fiend’s
grin would they see this Federation, looked for by
the Universe, fail!
753. Fail for want of spadework, however, it shall
not. He that has four limbs and !i French heart can
do spade-work; and will! On the first July Monday,
scarcely has the signal- cannon boomed; scarcely
have the languescent mercenary Fifteen Thousand
laid down their tools, and the eyes of onlookers
turned sorrowfully to the still high Sun ; when this
and the other Patriot, fire in his eye, snatches barrow
and mattock, and himself begins indignantly wheeling. Whom scores and then hundreds follow; and
soon a volunteer Fifteen Thousand are shoveling and
trundling; with the heart of giants: and all in right
order, with that extemporaneous adroitness of theirs:
whereby sueh a lift has been given, worth three mer
cenary ones;—which may end when the late twilight
thickens, in triumph-shouts, heard or heard of beyond Montmartre!
754. A sympathetic population will wait, next day,
with eagerness, till the tools are free. Or why wait?
Spades elsewhere exist! And so now bursts forth
that effulgence of Parisian enthusiasm.good-heartedness and brotlierly love; such, if Chroniclers are
trustworthy, as was not witnessed since the Age of
* 23h December, 1789 (newspapera in “ Histoire Parlem entaire,” iv. 44).
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Gold. Paris, male and female, precipitates itself
toward its Southwest extremity, spade on shoulder.
Streams of men, without order; or in order, as ranked
fellow-craftsmen, as natural or accidental reunions,
march toward the Field of Mars. Three-deep these
mareh; to the sound of stringed music; preceded
by young girls with green boughs and tricolor
streamers: they have shouldered, soldier-wise, their
shovels and picks; and with one throat are singing
ça-ira. Yes, pardieu ça-ira, cry the passengers. on
the streets. All corporate Guilds, and public and
private Bodies of Citizens, from the highest to the
lowest, march; the very Hawkers, one finds, have
ceased bawling for one day. The neighboring Villages turn o u t: their able men come marehing, to
village fiddle or tambourine and triangle, under their
Mayor, or Mayor and Curate, who also walk bespaded,
and in tricolor sash. As many as 150,000 workers;
nay at certain seasons, as some count, 250,000; for,
in the afternoon especially, what mortal but, finishing his hasty day’s work, would run! A stirriug
City: from the time you reach the Place LouisQuinze, southward over the River, by all Avenues, it
is one living throng. So many workers; and no
mercenary mock-workers, but real ones that lie freely
to i t : each Patriot strctches himself against the stubborn glebe; hews and wheels with the whole weight
that is in him.
755. Amiable infants (aimables enfans)! They do
the “ pólice de l’atelier ” too, the guidance and goverance, themselves; with that ready will of theirs,
30
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with that extemporaneous adroitness. It is a trae
brethren’s work; all distinctions confounded, abolished ; as it was in the beginning, when Adam himseli' delved. Long-frocked tonsured Monks, with
short-skirted Water-carriers, with swallow-tailed
well-frizzled Incroyables of a Patriot tu ra ; dark.
Charcoal-men, meal-white Peruke-makers; or Perukewearers, for Advocate and Judge are there, and all
lieads ol' Districts; sober Nuns sisterlike with flaunting Nymphs of tlie Opera, and females in common
eircurusumces named unfortunate: the patriot Kagpicker, and perfumed dweller in palaces; for Patriotism, like New-birth, and also like death, levels
all. The Printers have come mareliing, Prudhomme’s
all in Paper-caps with Revolutions de Paris printed
onthem ; as camille notes; wishing that in these
great days there should be a Pacte des Ecrivains too,
or Federation of Able Editors."* Beautiful to see!
The snowy linen and delicate pantaloon alternates
with the soiled check-shirt and bushel-breeches; for
both have cast their coats, and under both are fonr
limbs and a set of Patriot muscles. There do they
pick and shovel; or bend forward, yoked in long
strings tobox-barrow or overloaded tumbril; joyous,
with one mind. Abbó Sieyes is seen pulling, wiry,
vehement, if too light for draught; by the side of
Beauharnais, who shall get Kings though he be none.
Abbá Maury did not pulí, but the Charcoalmen
brought a mummer guised like him, and he had to
* See newspapers, etc. (in “ Histoire Parlementaire,”
Vi. 381-406.)
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pulí in eífigy. Let no august Senator disdain the
work: Mayor Bailly, Generalissimo Lafayette are
th e re a n d , alas, shall be there again another day !
The Kinghimself comes to see: sky-rending Yive-leroi! “ and suddenly with shouldered spades they
form a guard of honor round him.” tVhosoever can
come comes ; to work, orto look,andbless the work.
756. Whole families have come. One whole family we
see clearly of three generations; the father picking,
the mother shoveling, the young ones wheeling as
sidimus; oíd grandfather, hoary with ninety-three
years, holds in his arms the youngest of all :* frisky,
not helpful this one ; who nevertheless may tell it to
his grandchildren; and how the Future and the Past
alike looked on, and with failing or with half-formed
voice, faltered their ça-ira. A vintner has wheeled
in, on Patriot truck, beverage of wine: “ Drink not,
my brothers, if ye are not thirsty; that your cask
may last the longer:”neither did any drink but men
“ evidently exhausted.” A dapper AbbC looks on
sneering: “ To the barrow! ” cry several whom he,
lest a worse thing befall him, obeys: nevertheless one
wiser Patriot barrowman, arriving now, interposes
his “ arrétez,” setting down his own barrow, he
snatches the Abbé’s ; trundlesit fast, likean infected
thing, forth of the Champ-de-Mars circuit, and discharges it there. Thus too a eertain person (of some
quality, or private capital, to appearance), entering
hastily, flings down his coat, waistcoat and two
watches, and is rushing to the thick of the work :
* Meroier, 11. 76, etc.
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“ But your watches ? ” cries the general voice.—“l)oes
one distrust his brothers ? ” answers he ; ñor were
the watches stolen. How beautiful is noble senti
ment : like gossamer gauze, beautiful and ckeap ¡
wkich will stand no tear and wear! Beautiful cheap
gossamer gauze, thou film-shadow of a raw material
of Virtue, wliicli art not woven, ñor likely to be, into
Duty ; thou art better than notliing, and also worse!
757. Young Boarding-sckool Boys, College Students, shout Vive la Nation, and regret that they
have yet “ only tbeir sweat to give.” What say we
of Boys ? Beautifulest of Hebes; the loveliest of
Paris, in their light air-robes, with ribbon-girdle of
tricolor, are there ¡ shoveling and wheeling with the
rest; their Hebe eyes brighter with entliusiasm, and
long hair in beautiful dislievelment; broad-pressed
are their-small fingers; but they make the patriot
barrow go, and even forcé it to the sumrnit of the
slope (with a little tracing, which what man’s arm
were not too happy to lend?)—then bound dowu with
it again, and go for more; with their long locks and
tricolors blown back; graceful as the rosy Hours.
O, as that evening Sun fell over the Cliamp-de-Mars,
and tinted with fire the thick umbrageous boscage
that shelters it on this hand and on that, and struck
direct on those Domes and two-and-forty Windows of
the Ecole Militaire, and made them all of burnished
gold,—saw he on his wide zodiac road other such
sight ? A living garden spotted and dotted with
such flowerage; all colors of the prism; the beauti
fulest blent friendly with the usefulest; all growing
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and working brotherlike there under one warm feeling, were it but for days; once and no second tim e!
But Night is sinking; these Nights, too, into Eternity. The hastiest traveler Yersailles-ward has drawn
bridle on the heights of Chaillot: and looked for mo
ments over the River; reporting at Versailles what
he saw, not without tears.*
758. Meanwhile, from all points of the compass,
Federates are arriving: fervid children of the South,
“ who glory in their Mirabeau considerate Northblooded Mountaineers ofjura; sharp Bretons, with
their Gaelic suddenness; Normans, not to be over-reached in bargain: all now auimated with one
noblest fire of Patriotism. Whom the Paris brethren
marcli forth to receive; with military solemnitiés,
with fraternal embracing, and a hospitality worthy
of the heroic ages. They assist at the Assembly’s
Debates, these Federates; the Galleries are reserved
for them. They assist in the toils of the Champ-deMars ; eaeh new troop will put its hand to the spade;
lift a hod of earth on the Altar of the Fatherland.
But the flourishes of rhetoric, for it is a gesticula ting
People; the moral-sublime of those Addresses to an
August Assembly , to a Patriot Restorer! Our Bre
tón Captain of Federates kneels even, in a fit of enthusiasm, and gives up his sword; he wet-eyed to a
King wet-eyed. Poor Louis! These, as he said afterward, were among the bright days of his life.
759. Reviews also there must be ; royal Federatereviews, with King, Queen and tricolor Court look* Mercier, ii. 81.
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ing on : at lowest, if, as is too common, it rains, our
Federate Yolunteers will file through the inner gateways, Eoyalty standing dry. Nay there, should some
stop occur, the beautifulest fingers in France may
take you softly by the 1apelle, and, in mild flutevoiee, ask: “ Monsieur, of what Province are you ?”
Happy he who can reply, chivalrously lowering his
sword’s-point, “ Madame, from the Province your
ancestors reigned over.” He that happy “ Provincial
Advocate,” now Provincial Federate, shall be rewarded by a sun-smile, and such melodious glad words
addressed to a King : “ Sire, tliese are your faithful
Lorrainers.” Cheerier verily in these holidays, is
tliis “ sky-blue faced with red ” of a National Guardsmau, thau the dull black and gray of a Provincial
Advocate, which in work-days one ivas used to. For
the same thrice-blessed Lorrainer shall, this evening,
stand sentry at a Queen’s docr; and feel that he
could die a tliousand deaths for lier: then again, at
the outer gate, and even a third time, she shall see
him; nay he will make lier do it; presenting arms
with emphasis, “ making his musket jingle again : ”
and in her saluté there shall again be a sun-smile,
and that little blond-locked too hasty Dauphin shall
be admonished, “ Salute, then, Monsieur ; don’t be
unpolite; ” and therewith she, like a bright Sky-wanderer or Planet with her little Moon, issues forth
peculiar.*
760. But at night, when Patriot spadework is
* Narrati ve Dy a Lorraine federate (givenin “ Histoire
Parlementaire,” vi.389-391).
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over, figure the sacred riles of hospitality ! Lepelletier Saint-Fargeau ; a mere private-senator, but with
great possessions, has daily his “ hundred dinnerguests; ” the table of Generalissimo Lafayette may
double that number. In lowly parlor, as in lofty
saloon, the wine-cup passes round ; crowned by the
smiles of Beauty; be it of lightly tripping Grisette
or of high-sailing Dame, for both equally have beauty,
and smiles precious to the brave.
CHAPEEE XII.
SOUND AND SMOKE.

761. And so now, in spite of plotting Aristocrats,
laz.y hired spademen, and almost of Destiny itself
(for there has been much rain too), the Champ-de.
Márs, on the 13th of the month, is fairly ready:
trimmed, rammed, buttressed with firm masonry ;
and Patriotism can stroll over it admiring; and as it
were rehearsing, for in every head is some unutterable image of the morrow. Pray Heaven there be not
clouds. Nay what far worse cloud is this, of a misguided Municipality that talles of admitting Patriot
ism to the solemnity by tickets! Was it by tickets
we were admitted to the work; and to what brouglit
the work ? Did we take the Bastille by tickets ? A
misguided Municipality sees the error; at late midniglit, rolling drums announce to Patriotism starting
half out of its bed-clothes, that it is to be ticketless.
Pulí down thy nightcap therefore ; and, with demi-
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articulate grumble, significant of several things, go
pacified to sleep again. To-morrow is Wednesday
morning; unforgettable among the fasti of the
world.
762. The morning comes, coid for a July one; but
sucb a festivity would make Greenland smile.
Throngh evcry inlet in that National Amphitheatro
(for it is a league in circuit, cut with openings at due
intervals), floods-in the living thiong; covers, without tumuit, space after space. The Ecole Militaire
has galleries and overvaulting canopies, wherein Carpentry and Painting have vied, for the Upper Authorities; triumphal arches, at the Gate by the River, bear
inscriptions, if weak, yet well-meant and orthodox.
Far aloft, over the Altar of the Fatherland, on thfeir
tali erane standards of iron, swing pensile our an
tique Cassolettes or Pans of Incense; dispensing
sweet-incense-fumes,—unlessfor the Heathen Mythology, one sees not for whom. Two hundred thousand
Patriòtic Men; and, twice as good, one hundred
thousand Patriòtic Women, all deckcd and glorified
as one can fancy, sit waiting in this Champ-de-Mars.
763. What a picture; that circle of bright-dyed
Life, spread up there, on its thirty-seated Slope;
leaning, one would say, on the thick umbrage of
those Avenue Trees, for the stems of them are hidden by the height; and all beyond it mere greenness
of Summer Earth, with the gleams of waters, or
white sparklings of stone edifices; little circular
enamel picture in the center of such a vase—of emerald! A vase not empty : the Invalides Cupolas want

not their population, nor the distant Windmills of
Montmartre; on remotest steeple and invisible village belfry stand men with spy-glasses. On the
heights of Chaillot are many-colored undulating
groups; round and far on, over all the circling
heights that embosom Paris, it is as one more or less
peopled Amphitheater; which the eye grows dim
with measuring. Nay heights, as was bel'ore liinted,
have cannon; and a floating-battery of cannon is on
theSeine. When eye fails, ear shall serve; and all
France properly is but one Amphitheatre; for in
paved town and unpaved liamlet men walk listening;
till the muffied thunder sound audible on their hori
zon, that they too may begin swearing and firing !*
But now, 'to streams of musió, come Federates
enough,—for they have assembled on the Boulevard
Saint-Antoine or thereby, and come marching through
the City, with their Eighty-three Department Banners, and blessings not loud but deep; comes Na
tional Assembly, and takes seat under its Canopy;
.comes Eoyalty, and takes seat on a throne beside it.
And Lafayette, on white charger, is here, and all the
civic Functionaries ; and the Federates form dances,
till their strictly military evolutions and maneuvers
can begin.
764. Evolutions and maneuvers? Task not the
pen of mortal to describe them : truant imagination
droops;—declares that it is not worth while. There
is wheeling and sweeping, to slow, to quick and
double-quick time: Sieur Motier, or Generalissimo
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Lafayette, for they are one and the same, and he is
General of Prance, in the King’s stead, for four-andtwenty hours; Sieur Motier rnust step forth, with
tliat sublime chivalrousgait of his; solemnly ascend
the steps of the Fatherland’s Altar, in siglit of
Heaven and of the searcely hreathing Eartli; and, un
der the creak of thoseswingingCassolettes, “ pressing
his svvord’s point firmly there,” pronounce the Oatli.
To King, to Law, and Nation (not to mentiou “ grains, ”
with their eirculating), in his own ñame and that of
armed France. TVhereat there is wavings of banners, and acclaim sufficient. The National Assembly
mnst swear, standing in its place; the King himself
audibly. The king swears; andnowSe the welkin
split with vivats : let citizens enfranchise'd embrace,
each smiting heartily his palm into his fellow’s ; and
armed Federates clang their arms; above all, that
floating battery speak! It has spoken,—to the four
corners of France. From eminence to eminence
bursts the thunder; faint-heard, loud-repeated.
What a stone, cast into what a lake; in circles that
do not grow fainter. From Arras to Avignon ; from
Metz to Bayonne! Over Orléans and Blois it rolls,
in cannon-recitative; Puy bellows of it amid his
granite mountains; Pau where is the shell-cradle of
Great Henri. At lar Marseilles, one can think, the
ruddy evening witnesses it; over the deep-blue
Mediterranean waters, the Castle of If ruddy-tinted
darts forth, from every cannon’s mouth, its tongue of
fire; and all the people shout: Yes, France is free.
O glorious France, that has burst out so; into uni
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versal sound audsm oke;and attained the Phrygian Cap of Liberty! In all Towns, Trees of Liberty
also may be planted; with or without advantage.
Said we not, it was the highest streteh attained by
the Thespian Art on this Planet, or perhaps attainable?
765. The Thespian Art, unfortunately, one must
still cali it; for behold there, on this Field of Mars,
the National Banner, before there could be any swearing were to be all blessed. A most proper operation;
since surely without Heaven’s blessing bestowed, say
even, audibly or inaudibly sought, no Earthly banner
or contrivance can prove victorious: but now the
means of doing it ? By what thrice-divine Franklm
thnnder-rod shall miraculous fire be drawn out oí
Heaven; and descend gently, life-giving, with health
to the souls of men ? Alas, by the simplest: by Two
Hnndred shaven-crowned Individuals, “ in snowwhite albs, with tricolor girdies,” arranged on the
steps of Fatherland’s Altar; and, at their head for
spokesman, Soul’s-Overseer Talleyrand-Perigord.
These shall act as miraculous thunder-rod,—to sucli
length as they can. O ye deep azure Heavens, and
thou green all-nursing Eartli; ye Streams everflowing; deciduous Forests that die and are born again,
continually, like the sons of men; stone Mountains
that die daily with every rain-shower, yet are not
dead and leveled for ages of ages, ñor born again (it
seems) but with new world-explosions, and sueh
tumultuous seething and tumbling, steam half-way
to the Moon; O thou unfathomable mystic All, gar-
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ment and dwelling-place of tlie U n n a m e d ; and thou,
articulate-speakiug Spirit oí' Man, who moldest and
modelest that Unfathomable Unnamable even as
we see,—is not there a miracle: That some French
mortal should, we say not liave believed, but pre
tended to imagine he believed tliat Talleyrand and
Two Hundred pieces of white Calicó could do i t !
766. Here, however, we are to remark with the sorrowing Historians of that day, that suddenly, while
Episcopus Talleyrand, long-stoled, with miter and
tricolor belt, was yet but hitching up the Altar-steps
to do his miracle, the material Heaven grew black; a
north-wind, moaning coid moisture, began to sing;
and there descended a very deluge of rain. Sad to
see! The thirty-staired Seats, all round our Amphitheatre, get instantaneously slated with mere umbrellas, fallacious when so thick set: our antique
Cassolettes become water pots; their incense-smoke
gone hissing, in a whiflf of muddy vapor. Alas, instead of vivats, there is nothing now but the furious
peppering and rattling. From three to four hundred
thousand human individuals feel that they have a
skin; happily ¿mpervious. The General’s sash runs
water : how all military banners droop; and will not
wave, but lazily flap, as if metamorphosed into
painted tin-banners! Worse far worse these hun
dred thousand, such is the Historian’s testimony, of
the fairest of Frailee! Their snowy muslins all
splashed and draggled; the ostrich-feather shrunk
shamefully to the backbone of the feather : all caps
are ruiued; innermost pasteboard molten into its
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original pap: Beauty no longer swims decorated in
her garniture, like Love goddess hidden-revealed in
her Paphian elouds, but struggles in disastrous imprisonment in it, for “ the shape was noticeable; ”
and now only sympathetic interjections, titterings,
te-heeings, and resolute good-humor will avail. A
deluge; an incessant sheet of fluid-column of rain,—
such that our Overseer’s very miter must be filled;
not a miter, but a filled and leaky fire-bucket on his
reverend liead!—Regardless of whieh, Overseer Tal
leyrand perforaos his miracle: the Blessing of Talley
rand, anotherthan that of Jacob, ison all the Eightythree departmental flags of France; whieh wave or
flap, with such thankfulness as needs. Toward three
o’clock, the sun beams out again; the remaining evolutions can be transacted under bright heavens,
tliough with decorations much damaged.*
767. On Wednesday our Federation is consummated: but the festivities last out the week, and
over into the next. Festivities such as no Bagdad
Caliph, or Aladdin with the Lamp, could have
equaled. There is a Jousting on the Eiver; with its
water-somersets, splashing and ha-ha-ing: Abb6
Fauchet, Te Deum Fauchet, preaches, for his part, in
the :t rotunda of the Corn-Market,” a funeral harangue on Franklin; for whom the National Assembly has lately gone three days in black. The Motier
and Lepelletier tables still groan with viands; roofs
ringing with patriòtic toasts. On the fifth evening,
whieh is the Christian Sabbath, there is a universal
* “ D eux A m is,” V. 143-179.

478

THE FEAST OF PIFES.

Ball. Paris, out of doors and in, man, woman and
cliild, is jigging it, to the sound of harp and fourstringed fiddle. The hoariest-headed man will tread
one otiier measure, under tliis netlier Moon; speechiess nurselings,infanta, as we cali them, vij~ía zixva
rrow in arms; and sprawl out numb-plump littlu
limbs,—impatient for muscularity, theyknow not
why. Tliestiffest balk bends more or less; all joists
creak.
'
7G8. Or out, on the Earth's breast itself, beholdthe
Ruins of the Bastille. All lamp-lit, allegorically
decorated; a Tree of Liberty sixty feet high; and
Phrygian Cap on it, of size enormous, under which
KingArthur and his round-table might have dined!
In the depths of the back-ground isa single lugubrious lamp, rendering dim-visible one of your iron
cages, half-buried, and some Prison stones.—Tyranny
vanished downward, all gone but the sk irt: the rest
wholly lamp-festoons, t.rees real or of pasteboard ; in
the similitude of a fairy grove; with this inscription, readable to runner: “ Ici l’on danse (Dancing
Here).” As indeed had been obseurely foreshadowed
by Cagliostry,* prophetic Quack of Quacks, when he,
four years ago, quitted the grim durance;—to fall
into a grimmer, of the Roman Inquisition, and not
quit it.
7G9. But, after all, what is this Bastille Business to
that of the Champs Elysées! Thither, to these Fields
well named Elysian, all feet tend. It is radiant as
day with festooned lamps; little oil-cups, like vari* See hiB “ Lettre au Peuple Prançala,’’ (Londou, 1780).
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egated fire-flies, daintily illume the liighest leaves:
trees there are all sheeted with variegated fire, shedding far a glimmer into the dubious vvood. There,
under the free sky, do tight-limbed Federates, with
fairest newfound sweethearts, elastic as Diana, and
not of that coyness and tart humor of Diana, thread
their.jocund mazes, all through the ambrosial uight;
and hearts were touched and fired ; and seldom surely had our oíd Planet, in that huge conic Shadow of
hers, “ which goes beyond the Moon, and is named
Ni'jhl,” curtained such a Ball-room. O if, according
to Seneca, the very gods look down on a good man
struggling with adversity, and smile; what must
they"think of Five-and-twenty million indifferent
ones victorious over it,—for eight days and more.
770. In this way, and in such ways, however, has
the Feast of Pikes danced itself off: gallant Feder
ates wending homeward, toward every point. of the
compass, with feverish nerves, heart and liend much
lieated; some of them, indeed, as Dampmartin’s elderly respectable friend from Strasburg, quite “ burnt
out with liquors,” and flickering toward extinct.ion.*
The Feast of Pikes has danced itself off, and become
defunct, and the ghost of a F e astn o th in g of it now
remaining but this visión in men's memory; and the
place that knew it (for the slope of that Champ-deMars is crumbled to half the original heighti) now
knowing it no more. TIudoubtedly one of the memor
ablest National High-tides. Never or hardly ever,
* Dampmartin, “ Evénemens," i. 144-184

t Dulaure, “ Higtoire de Paris," vili. 25.
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as we said, was Oatli sworn with such heart-effusion,
emphasis and expenditure of joyance; and then it
was broken irremediably witbin year and day. Ah,
why ? When the swearing of it was so heavenlyjoyful, bosom clasped to bosom, and Five-and-twenty
million bearts all burning together; O ye inexorable
Destinies, why ?—Partly because it was sworn with
such overjoyance ; but chiefly, indeed, for an older
reason ; tbat Sin had come into the world, and Misery by Sin ! These Five-and-twenty millions, if we
will consider it, have now henceforth, with tbat
Phrygian Cap of theirs, no forcé over them, to bind
and guide; neither in them, more than heretofore, is
guidiug forcé, or rule of just living: how then,while
tliey all go rushing at such a pace, on unknown ways,
with no bridle, toward no aim, can hurly-burly unutterable fail ? For verily not Federation rose-pink
is the color of this Earth and her work: not by outbursts of uoble-sentiment, but with far other arnmunition, shall a man front the world.
771. But how wise, in all cases, to “ liusband your
fire ; ” to keep it deep down, ratlier, as genial radicalheat! Explosions, the forciblest, and never so well
directed, are qüestionable ; far oftenest futile, always
friglitfully wasteful: but think of a man, of a Nation
of men, spending its whole stock of fire in one artifi
cial Firework ! So have we seen fond weddings (for
individuals, like Nations, have their High-tides) celebrated with an outburst of triumph and deray, at
whieh the elderly shook their heads. Better had a
serious cheerfulness been; for the enterprise was
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great. Fond pair 1 the more triumphant ye feel, and
victorious over terrestrial evil. which seems all abolished, the wider-eyed will your disappointment be to
find terrestrial evil still extant. “And why extant ? ”
will each of you cry; “ Because my false mate has
played the traitor: evil was abolished ; I, for one,
meant faithfully, and did, or would have done!”
Whereby the over-sweet moon of honey changes itself
into long years of vinegar: perhaps divulsive vinegar, like Hannibal’s.
772. Shall we sav, then, the French Nation has led
Royalty, or wooed and teased poor Royalty to lead
her, to the liymeneal Fatherland’s Altar, in such oversweet manner; and has, most thoughtlessly, to cele
brate the nuptials with due shine and demonstration,
—burnt her bed ?
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BOOK SECOND.
NANGI.
CHAPTER I.
BOUILLK.

773. Dirnly visible, at Metz on the North-Easteru
frontier, a certain brave Bouillé, last refuge of Royalty in all straits and meditations of flight, Uas for
many montbs hovered occasionally in our eye ; some
ñame or shadow of a brave Bouillé: let us now, ior a
little, look fixedly at hiw, till he become a substance
and person í'or us. The man himself is worth a
glance; his position and proeedure there, in these
days, will throw light on many things.
774. For it is with Bouillé as with all French
Commanding Oiïicers; only in a more emphatic degree. The graud National Federation, we already
guess, was but empty sound, or worse : a last loudest universal Hep-hep-hurrah, with full bumpers, in
that National Lapithse-feast of Conslitution-making;
as in loud denial of the palpably existing; as if, with
hurrahings, you would shutout notice of the inevita
ble, already knocking at the gates? Which new
National bumper, one may say, can but deepen the
drunkenness; and so, the louder it swears Brother-
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hood, will the sooner and the more surely lead to
Cannibalism. Ah, under that fraternal shine and
clangor, what a deep world of irreconcilable discords
lie momentarily assuaged, damp-down for one mo
ment ! Respectable military Federates have barely
got home to their quarters; and the inflammablest,
“ dying, burnt up with liquors and kindness,” has
not yet got extinct: the shine is hardly out of men’s
eyes, and still blazes filling all men’s memòries,—wlien your discords burst forth again, very considerably darker than ever. Let us look at Bouillé, and
see how.
775. Bouillé for the present commands in the garrison of Metz, and far and wide over the Fast and
North; being indeed, by a late act of Government
with sanction of National Assembly, appointed one
of our Four supreme Generals. Rochambeau and
Mailly, men and Marshals oí note in these days,
thougli to us of small moment, are two of his colleagues; tough old babbling Liickner, also of small
moment for us, will probably be the tliird. Marquis
de Bouillé is a detcrmined Loyalist; not indeed disinclined to moderate reform, but resolute against im
moderate. Aman long suspect to Patriotism; who
has more than once given the august Assembly
trouble; who would not, for example, take the Na
tional Oath, as he was bound to do,but always put it
off on this or the other pretext, till an autograpli of
Majesty requested him to do it as a favor. There, in
this post, if not of honor, yet of eminence and danger, he waits, in a silent concentred manner; very
dubious of the future. “ Alone,” as he says, or
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alone, of all the old military Notabilities, he has not
emigrated ; but thinks always, in atrabiliar moments,
that íhere will be nothing l'or him too, but to cross
the marches. He might cross, say, to Treves or Coblentz, where Exiled Princes will be one dayranking;
or say, overinto Luxemburg, where old Broglie loiters and languishes. Or is there not the great diïn
Deep of European Diplomacy ; where your Calonnes,
your Breteuils are beginning to hover, dimly discernible ?
776. With immeasurable confused outlooks and
purposes, with no clear purpose but this of still trying to do his Majesty a Service, Bouillé waits; struggling what he can to keep his district loyal, bis
troops faithful, his garrisons furnislied. He maintains, as yet, with his Cousin Lafayette some thin
diplomàtic correspondence, by letter and messenger;
chivalrous constitutional professions on the one side,
military gravity and brevity on the other; which
thin correspondence one can see growing ever the
thinner and hollower, toward the verge of entire
vacuity.* A quick, choleric, sharply discerning,
stubbornly endeavoring man : with suppressed-explosive resolution, with valor, nay headlong audacity:
a man who was more in his place, lion-like defending those Windward Isles, or, as with military tigerspring, clutching Nevis and Montserrat from the
English, than here in this suppressed condition,
muzzled and fettered by diplomàtic pack-threads i
looking out for a civil war, which may never arrive.
Few years ago Bouillé was to have led a French
* BoulUé, **Mémoires ” (London, 1797), i 0. 8.
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East-Indian Expedition, and reconquered or conquered Pondicherry and tlie Kingdoms of the Sun:
but the whole world is suddenly changed, and he
with it; Destiny willed it not in that way, but in
this.
CHAPTEE II.
ARREARS AND ARISTOCRATS.

777. Indeed, as to the general outlook of things,
Bouilld himself augurs not well of it. The French
Army, ever since those old Bastille days, and eariier,
has been universally in the questionablest state, and
growing daily worse. Discipline, which is at all
times a kind of miracle, and works by faith, broke
down then; one sees not with what near prospect of
recovering itself. The Gardes Françaises played a
deadly game; but how they won it, and wear the
prizes of it, all men know. In that general overturn,
we saw the hired Fighters refuse to fight. The very
Swiss of Cháteau-Vieux, which indeed is a kind of
French Swiss, from Geneva and the Pays de Vaud,
are understood to have declined. Deserters glided
over; Royal-Allemand itself looked disconsolate,
though stanch of purpose. In a word, we tliere saw
Military Rule, in the shape of poor Besenval with
that convulsive unmanageable Camp of his, pass to
martyr-days on the Champ-de-Mars; and then, veiling itself, so to speak, “ under cloud of night,” depart
“ down the left bank of the Seine,” to seek refuge
elsewhere; this ground having clearly become too
hot for it.
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778. But what new ground to seek, what remedy
to try ? Quarters that were “u n in fe c te d th is
doubtless, with judicious strictness of drilling, were
tlie plan. Alas, in all quarters and places, from
Paris onward to the remotest hamlet, is infection, isseditious contagión: inhaled, propagated by contact
and converse, till the dullestsoldier catch it! There
is speech of men in uniform witli raen not in uniform; men in uniform read journals, and even write
in them.* There are públic petitions or remonstrances, private emissaries and associations ; there is
discontent, jealousy, uncertainty, sullen suspicious
humor. The whole French Army, feTmenting in
dark lieat, glooms ominous, hoding good to no one.
779. So that, in the general social dissolution and
revolt, we are to have this deepest and dismalest
kind of it, a revolting soldiery ? Barren, desolate
to look upon is this same business of revolt under
all its aspects; but how infinitely more so, when it
takes the aspect of military mutiny! The very implement of rule and restraint, whereby all the rest
was managed and held in order, has become precisely
the frightfulest immeasurahle implement of misrule;
like the element of Fire, our indispensable all-ministering servant, when it gets the mastery, and becomes
eonflagration. Discipline we called a kind of mira
cle ; in faet, is it not miraculous how one man moves
hundreds of thousands; each unit of whom, it inay
be, loves him not, and singly fears hhn not, yet has
to obey him, to go hither or go thither, to mareh and
* See newspapers of July, 1T89 (in “ Hiatoire Parlementaire,” ii. 35), etc.
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halt, to give death, and even to receive it, asif a Fate
had spoken; and the word-of-command becomes,
almost in the literal sense, a magic-word?
780. Which magic-word, again, if it be once forgotten; the spell of it once broken! The legions of
assiduous ministering spiríts rise on you now as
menacing fiends; your free orderly arena becomes a
tumult-place of the Nether Pit, and the hapless
magician is rent limb from limb. Military mobs are
mobs with muskets in their hands; and also with
death hanging over their heads, ior death is the
penalty of disobedience, and they have disobeyed.
And now if all mobs are properly frenzies, and work
frantically with mad fits of hot and cold, fierce rage
alternating so ineoherently with panic terror, consider what your military mob will be, with such a
confiict of duties and penalties, whirled between
remorse and fury, and, for the hot fit, loaded firearms in its hand! To the soldier himself, revolt is
friglitful, and oftenest perhaps pitiable ; and yet so
dangerous, it can only be hated, cannot be pitied.
An anomalous class of mortals these poor Hired Killers! With a frankncss, which to the Moralist in
these times seems surprising, they have swom to
become machines; and nevertheless they are stili
partly men. Let no prudent person in authority
remind them of this latter fact; but always let forcé,
letinjustice above all, stop short clearly on this side
of the rebounding-point! Soldiers, as we often say,
do revolt: were it not so, several things which are
transient in this world might be perennial.
781. Over and above the general quarrel which all
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sons of Adam maintain with their lot liere below,
the grievances of the French soldiery reduce themselves to two. First, that their Officers are Aristocrats; secondly, that they cheat them of their Pay.
Two grievances; or rather we might say one, capable
of becoming a hundred; for in that single first proposition, that the Officers are Aristocrats, what a
multitude of corollaries lie ready! It is a bottomless ever-flowing fountain of grievances this ; what
you may call a general raw-material of grievance,
wherefrom individual grievance after grievance wilí
daily Dody itself forth. Nay there will even be a
kind of comfort in getting it, from time to time, so
embodied. Peculation of one’s Pay. It is embodied;
made tangible, made denounceable; exhalable, if
only in angry words.
782. For nnluckily that grand fountain of griev
ances does exist; Aristocrats almost all our Officers
necessarily are; they have it in the blood and bone.
By the law of the case no man can pretend to be the
pitifulest lieutenant of militia till he have first verified, to the satisfaction of the Lion-King, a Nobility
of four generations. Not nobility only, but four
generations of it: this latter is the improvement hit
upon, in comparatively late years, by a cerfain Warminister much pressed for commissions.* An im
provement which did relieve the oppressed War-minister, but which split France still further into yawning contrasts of Commonalty and Nobility, nay of
new Nobility and old ; as if already with your new
and old, and then with your old, older and oldest,
* Dampmartin, “ Evénemens,*’ i. 89.
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there 'vere not contrasts and discrepàncies enough;
—the general clash whereof men now see and hear,
and in the singular Whirlpool, all contrasts gone
together to the bottom! Gone to the bottomor going; with uproar, without return, going everywhere
save in the Military section of things; and there, it
may be asked, can they hope to continue always at
the top ? Apparently, not.
783. It is trae, in a time of external Peace, when
there is no figliting, but only drilling, this question,
How you rise from the ranks, may seem theoretical
rather. But in reference to the Rights of Man it is
continually practica!. The soldier has sworn to be
faithful not to the King only, but to the Law and the
Nation. Do our commanders love the Bevolution?
ask all soldiers. Unhappily no, they bate it, and
love the Counter-Revolution. Young epauleted men,
with quality-blood in them, poisoned with qualitypride, do sniff openly, with indignation struggling
to become contempt, at our Rights of Man, as at some
new-fangled cobweb, which shall be brushed down
again. Old Officers, more cautious, keep silent, with
closed uncurled lips; but one guesses what is passing within. Nay who knows, how, under the plausiblest word of command, might lie Counter-Revolu
tion itself, sale to Exiled Princes and the Austrian
Kaiser; treacherous Aristocrats hoodwinking the
small insight of us common men ?—In such manner
works that general raw-material of grievance ; disastrous; instead of trust and reverence, breeding
hate, endless suspicion, the impossibility of cominanding and obeying. And now when this second
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more tangible grievance has articulated itself universally in tke mind of the common man: Peculation
of his Pay! Peculation of the despicablest sort does
exist, and has long existed; but unless the new-declared Rights of Man, and all riglits whatsoever, be a
cobweb, it shall no longer exist.
784. The French Military System seems dying a
sorrowful suicidal death. Nay more, Citizen, as is
natural, ranks himself against Citizen in this cause.
The soldier finds audience, of numbers and sympathy unlimited, among the Patriot lower-classes. Ñor
are the higher wanting to the officer. The oflicer
still dresses and perfumes himself for such sad unemigrated soirée as there may still be; and speaks
his woes,—which woes, are they not Majesty’s and
Nature’s? Speaks, at the same time, his gay defiance, his firm-set resolution. Citizens, still more
Citizenesses, see the right and the wrong; not the
Military System alone will die by suicide, but much
along with it. As was said, there is yet possible a
deeper overturn than any yet witnessed: thatdeepest «pturn of the black-burning sulphurous stratum
whereon all rests and grows!
785. But how these things may act on the rude
soldier-mind, with its military pedantries, its inexperience of all that lies oíf the parade-ground; inexperience as of a child, yet fierceness of aman, and
vehemence of a Frenchman! It is long that secret
communiugs in mess-room and guard-room, sour
looks, thousaudfold petty vexations between cominander and commanded, mensure everywliere the
weary military day. Ask Captain Dampmartin; an
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authentic, ingenious literary officer of horse; who
loves the Reign of Liberty, after a sort: yet has liad
his heart grieved to the quick many times, in the hot
South-Western región and elsewhere; and has seen
riot, civil battle by daylight and by torchlight, and
anarchy liatefuler than death. How insubordínate
Troopers, with drink in their heads, meet Captain
Dampmartin and another on the ramparts, where
there is no escape or side-path ; and make military
salute punctually, for we look calm on them; yet
make it in a snappish, almost insulting manner; how
one morniug they “ lea ve all their chamois-shirts ”
and superfluous buffs, which they are tired of, laid
in piles at the Captains’ doors; wbereat “ we laugh,”
as the ass does eating thistles: nay lioi» they“ knot
two forage-cords together,” with universal noisy
cursing, with evident intent to hang the Quartermaster:—all this the worthy Captain, looking on it
through the ruddy-and-sable of fond regretful memory, has flowingly written down* Men growl in
vague discontent; officers fling up their commissions
and emigrate in disgust.
786. Or let us ask another literary Officer; not yet
Captain; Sublieutenant only, in the Artillery Regi
ment La Fére: a young man of twenty-one; not unentitled to speak; the ñame of him is Napoleón
Bonaparte. To such height of Sublieutenancy has he
now got promoted, from Brienne School, five years
a g o ; “ being found qualified in mathematics by La
Place.” He islying at Auxonne,in the West, in these
months; notsumptuously lodged—“ in the h o u seof
* Dampmartin, “ Bvénemens,” i. 122-1tí.
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a Barber, to whose wife he did not pay the oustomary degree of respect;” or even overat the Pavillon,
in a chamber with bare walls; the only furuiture an
indifferent “ bed without curtains, two chaire, and in
the recess of a window a table coyered with books
and papers; his Brother Louis sleeps on a coarse
mattress in an adjoining rooni/’ However, he is doing something great: writing his first Book or
Pamphlet,—eloqüent vehement “Letter to M. Matteo Buttafuoco,” our Corsican Deputy, who is not a
Patriot, but au Aristocrat unworthy of Deputyship.
Joly of Dole. is Publisher. The literary Sublieutenant corrects the proofs: “ sets out on foot from
Auxonne every morning at four o’clock, for Dole:
after looking over the proofs, he partakes of an extremely frugal breakfast with Joly, and immediately
prepares for retuming to his Garrison; where he
arrives before noon, having thus walked above
twenty miles in the course of the morning.
787. This Sublieutenant can remark tliat, indrawing-rooms, on streets, on highways, at inns, everywhere men’s minds are ready to kindle into a flame.
That a Patriot, ií he appear in the drawing-room, or
amid a group of officers, is liable enongh to be discouraged, so great is the majority against him: but
no sooner does he get into the Street, or among the
soldiers, than he feels again as if the whole Nation
were with him. That after the fam ous Oatb, “To
the King, to the Nation, and Law,” there wasa great
change; that before this, if ordered to fire on the
people, he for one would have done it in the King’a
name; but that after this, in the Nation’s name, ha

would not have done it. Likewise that the Patriot
officers, more numerous too in the Artillery and Engineers than elsewhere, were few in number; yet that
having the soldiers on their side, they ruled the reg
iment; and did often deliver the Aristocrat brother
officer out of peril andstrait. One day, for example,
“ a mernber of our own mess roused the mob, by
singing, from the Windows of our dining-room,1O
Richard, O my K ing an d I liad to snatch him from
their fury.”*
788. All which let the reader multiply by 10,000;
and spread it with slight variations, over all the
camps and garrisons of Prance. The French Arrny
seems on the verge of universal mutiuy.
789. Universal rnutiny! There is iir that what
may well make Patriot Constitutionalism and an
august Assembly shudder. Sometliiug behooves to
be done; yet what to do no man can teli. Mirabeau
proposes even that the Soldiery, having come to such
a pass, be forthwith disbanded, the whole Two Hundred and Eiglity Thousand of them; and organized
anew.f Impossible this, in so sudden a manner!
cry all men. And yet literally, answerwe, it is in
evitable, in one manner or another. Such an army,
with its l'our-generation Nobles, its peculated Pay,
and men knotting forage-cords to hang their Quartermaster, cannot subsist beside such a Revolution.
Your alternative is a slow-piuing chronic dissolution

492

493

* Norvina, '‘Hiatoire de Napoléon." i. 47; Las Cases
“Mómoires” (translated Into Hazlitfs ‘Lite of Napoleon,” i. 23-31t Moniteur, 1790, No. 233.
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aad new organization; or a swift decisive one; tlie
agonies spread over years, or concentred into an
hour. Witli a Mirabeau for Minister or Governor,
the latter had been tbe cboice; with no Mi'rabeau
for Governor, it will naturally be tbe former.j

791. Far and near, as accounts testify, insubordination has begun grumbling louder and louder.
Officers have been seen shut up in their mess-rooms;
assaulted with clamorous demands, not without
menaces. The insubordínate ringleader is dismissed
with “ yellow furlough,” yellow infamous thing they
call cartouche jaune: but ten new ringleaders rise
in his stead, and the yellow cartouche ceases to ’be
thought disgraceful. “ Within a fortnight,” or at
furthest a month, of that sublime Feast of Pikes,
the whole French Army, demanding Arrears, forming Reading Clubs, frequent.ing Popular Societies, is
in a state which Bouillé can call by no name but
that of mutiny. Bouillé knows it as few do; and
speaks by dire experience. Take one instance instead of many.
792. It is still an early day of August, the precise
date now undiscoverable, when Bouillé, about to set
out for the wàters of Aix-la-Chapelle, is once more
suddenly summoned to the barracks of Metz. The
soldiers stand ranged in fighting order, muskets
loaded, the officers all there on compulsión; and required with many-voiced emphasis to have their ar
rears paid. Picardie was penitent; but we see it has
relapsed: the wide space bristles and lours witli
mere mutinous armed men. Brave Bouillé advances
to the nearest Regiment, opens his commanding lips
to harangue; obtains nothing but querulous-indignant discordance, and the sound of so many thousand livres legally due. The moment is trying;
there are some 10,000 soldiers now in Metz, and oue
spirit seems to have spread among them.
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CHAPTER III.
BOUILLE AT METZ.
790. To Bouillé, in his North-Eastern circle, none
of these things are altogether hid. Many times
Üight over tbe marches gleam out on bim as a last
guidanee in sucb bewilderment; nevertheless he
continues here; struggliug always to bope the best,
not from new organization, but from happy CounterRevolution and return to the old. For the rest, it is
clear to him that this same National Federation, and
universal swearing and fraternizing of People and
Soldiers, has done “ incalculable mischief.” So much
that fermented secretly has hereby got vent. and become open: National Guards and Soldiers of the
line, solemnly embracing one another on all paradefields, drinking, swearing patriòtic oaths, fall into
disorderly street-processions, constitutional unmilitary exclamations and hurrahing. On which accouut
the Regiment Picardie, for one, has to be drawn out
in the square of the barracks, here at Metz, and
sharply harangued by the General himself; but ex
presses penitence.*
* Bouillé. “Mémoires,” i. 113.
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793. Bouillé is flrm as the adamant; but what
shall he do ? A Germán Eegiment, named of Salm,
is thought to be of better temper: nevertheless Salm
too many have heard of the precept, “ Thou shalt
not steal,’ Salm too may know that money is money.
Bouillé walks trustfully toward the Eegiment de
Salm, speaks trustful words; but here again is answered by the cry of forty-four thousand livres
odd sous. A cry waxing more and more vociferous,
as Salm’s humor mounts; which cry, as it will pro
duce no cash or promise of cash, ends in the wide
simultaneous whirr of shouldered muskets, and a
determined quick-time march on the part of Salm—
toward its Colonel’s house, in the next Street, there
to seize the colors and military chest. Thu's does
Salm, for its part; strong in the faith that meum is
not tuum, that fair speeches are not forty-four thou
sand livres odd sous.
794. TJnrestrainable! Salm tramps to military
time, quick consuming the way. Bouillé and the
officers, drawing sword, have to dash into doublequick pas-de-charge, or unmilitary running; to get
the start; to station themselves on the outer staircase, and stand there with what of death-defiance
and Sharp Steel they have; Salm truculently coiling
itself up, rank after rank, opposite them, in such
humor as we can fancy, which happily has not yet
mounted to the murder-pitch. There will Bouillé
stand, certain at least of one man’s purpose: in grim
calmness, awaiting the issue. What the intrepidest
of men and generals can do is done. Bouillé, though
there is a barricading picket at each end of the
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Street, and deatli uuder his eyes, contrives to send
for a Dragoon Eegiment with orders to charge: the
dragoon officers mount; the dragoon men will not:
hope is none there for him. The Street, as we say,
barricaded ; the Earth all shut out, ouly the indifferent heavenly Vault overhead: perhaps here or
there atimorous householder peering out oi window,
with prayer for Bouillé; copious Eascality, on the
pavement, with prayer for Salm: there do the two
parties stand;—like chariots locked in a narrow
thoroughfare; like locked wrestlers at a dead-grip!
For two hours they stand: Bouillé’s sword glittering in his hand, adamantine resolution clouding his
brow: for two hours by the docks of Metz. Moodysilent standsSalm, with occasional clangor; but does
not flre. Eascality, from time to time, urges some
grenadier to level his musket at the General; who
looks on it as a bronze general would : and always
some corporal or other strikes it up.
795. In such remarkable attitude, standing on that
staircase for two hours, does brave Bouillé, long a
shadow, dawn on us visibly out of the dimness, and
becoine a person. For the rest, since Salm has not
shot him at the ürst instant, and since in himself
there is no variableness, the danger will diminish.
The Mayor, “a man infinitely respectable,” with his
Municipals and tricolor sashes, finally gains entrance;
remonstrates, perorates, promises; gets Salm persuaded home to its barracks. Next day, our respect
able Mayor lending the money, the officers pay down
the half of the demand in ready cash. With which
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liquidation Salm pacifles itself; and for the present
all is bushed up, as much as ruay be.*
796. Such scenes as this of Metz, or preparations
and demonstrations toward such, are universal over
France: Dampmartin, witli his knotted forage-cords
and piled ehamois-jackets, is at Strasburg, in the
Soutk-East; in those same days or rather nights,
Royal Champagne is “shouting Yive la Nation, au
diable les Aristócrata, with some thirty lit càndies,”
at Hesdin, on the far North-West. “The garrison of
Bitche,” Deputy Rewbell is sorry to state, “went out
of the town with drums beating; deposed its officers;
and then returned into the town, saber in hand.”t
Ought not a National Assembly to occupy itself with
these objects? Military France is everywhere full
of sour inflammatory humor, which exhales itself
fuliginously, this way or that; a whole continent of
smoking-flax; which, blown on here or there by any
angry wind, might so easily start into a blaze, into a
continent of fire.
797. Constitutional Patriotism is in deep natural
alarm at these things. The august Assembly sits
diligently deliberating: dare nowise resolve, with
Mirabeau, on an instantaneous disbandment and
extinction; findsthat a course ofpalliatives is easier.
But at least and lovvest, this grievance of the Arrears
shall be rectified. A plan much noised oi in those
days, under the ñame “Decree of the Sixth of
August,” has been devised for that. Inspectors
shall visit all armies: and, with certain elected cor-

porals and “soldiers able to write,” verify what
arrears and peculations do lie due, and make them
good. Well if in this way the smoky heat be cooled
down; if it be not, as we say ventilated overmuch,
or, by sparks and collision somewhere, sent up!
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♦ Bouillé, i. 140-45.
t Moniteur (in 11Histoire Parlementaire,” vii 29).
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CHAPTER IV.
AEEEABS AT NANCI.

798. We are to remark, however, that of all districts, this of Bouillé’s seems the inflammablist. It
was always to Bouillé and Metz that royalty would
fly- Austria lies near; here more than elsewhere
mustthe disunited People look over the borders, in
to a dim sea of Foreign Polítics and Diplomàcies,
with hope or apprehension, with mutual exasperation.
799. It was but in these days that certain Austrian
troops, marching peacably across an angle of this
región, seemed an Invasión realized; and there
rushed toward Stenai, with musket on shoulder,
from ali the winds, some thirty thousand National
Guards, to inquire what the matter was.* A matter
of mere diplomacy it proved; the Austrian Kaiser,
in haste to get to Belgium, had bargained for this
short cut. The infinite dim movement of European
Politics waved a skirt over these spaces, passing on
its way; like the passing shadow of a condor ; and
* Moniteur, Seance du 9 Aout 1790.
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such a winged flight of thirty thousand, with mixed
cackling and crowing, rose in consequence! Por, in
addition to all; this people, as we said, is mucli
divided: Aristocrats abouud; Patriotism has both
Aristocrats and Austrians to watch. It is Lorraine,
this región ; notso illuminated asoldFrance; itremembers ancient Feudalisms; nay witliin man’s
memory it had a Court and King of its own, or indeed the splendor of a Court and King, without the
burden. Then, contrariwise, the Mother Society,
which sits in the Jacobins Church at Paris, has
Daughters in the Towns here; shrill-tongued, driven
acrid: consider how the memory of good King Stanislaus, and ages of Imperial Feudalism, may comport
rvith this New acrid Evangel, and what a virulence
of discord there may be! In all which, the Soldiery
offieers on one side, private men on the other, takes
part, and now indeed principal part; a Soldiery,
moreover, all the hotter here as it lies the denser, the
frontier Province requiring more of it.
800. So stands Lorraine: but the capital City more
especially so. The pleasant City of Nanci, which
faded Feudalism loves, where King Stanislaus personally dwelt and shone, has an Aristocrat Municipality, and then also a Daughter Society: it has some
40,000 divided souls of population; and three large
Regiments, one of which is Swiss Chàteau-Vieux
dear to Patriotism ever since it refused fighting, or
was thought to refuse, in the Bastille days. Here
unhappily all evil influences seem to meet concentred,
here, of all places, may jealousy and heat evolve itself.
These many months, accordingly, man has been set
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against man, Washed against Unwashed; Patriot
Soldier against Aristocrat Captain, ever the morebitterly: and a long score of grudges has been running
up.
801. Namable grudges, and likewise unnamable:
for there is a punctual nature in Wrath ; and daily,
were there but glances of the eye, tones of the voice,
and minutest commissions or omissions, it will jot
down some what, to account, under the head of sundries, which always swells the sum-total. For example, in April last, in those times of preliminary
Federation, when National Guards and Soldiers were
everywhere swearing brotherhood, and all Francc
was locally federating, preparing for the National
Feast of Pikes, it was observed that these Nanci Officers threw coid water on the whole brotherly busi ness; that they iirst hung back from appearing at
the Nanci Federation ; then did appear, but in mere
rédingote and undress, with scarcely a clean shirt
on; nay that one of them, as the National Colors
flaunted by in that solemn moment, did, without visi
ble necessity, take occasion to spit.*
802. Small “ sundries as er Journal,” but then in
cessant ones! The Aristocrat Municipality, pretending to be Constitutional, keeps mostly quiet; not so
the Daughter of Society, the 5,000 adult male Patriots
of the place, stili less than 5,000 female : not so the
young, whiskered or whiskerless, four-generation
Noblesse in epauletes; the grim Patriot Swiss of
Chàteau-Vieux, effervescent infantry of Regiment du
» “ Deux A m is,” v. 217.
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Roi, liot troopers of Mestre-de-Camp! Walled Nan
ci, which stands so bright andtrim, with its straight
streets, spacious sqnares, and Stainslau’s Architeeture, on the fruitful alluvium of the Meurthe; so
bright, arnid the yellow corn-fields in tliese ReaperMonths,—is inwardly but a den of discord, anxiety,
inllammability, not far from exploding. Let Bouillé
look to it. If that universal military beat, wkicli we
liken to a vast continent of smoking flax, do anywhere take flre, his beard, here in Lorraine and Nanci, may the most readily of all get singed by it.
803. Bouillé, for his part, is busy enough, but only
witli the general superintendence ; getting his pacified Salm, and all other still tolerable Regiments,
marched out of Metz, to Southward towns and villages; to rural Cantouments as at Vic, Marsal and
thereabout, by the still wàters ; where is plenty of
horse-forage, sequestered parade-ground, and the soldier’s speculativo faculty can be stilied by drilling.
Salm, as we said, received only half payment of arrears; naturally not without grumbling. Nevertheless tl.at scene of the drawn sword may, after all,
liave raised Bouillé in the mind of Salm; for nien
and soldiers love intrepidity and swift inflexible de
cisión, even when they suffer by it. As indeed is not
thisfundamentally thequalityof qualities fora man?
A quality which by itself is next to nothing, since
inferior animals, asses, dogs, even mules have i t ; yet,
in due combination, it is the indispensable basis of
all.
804. Of Nanci and its heats, Bouillé, commander
of the whole, knows nothing special: understands

'
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generally that the troops in that City are perhaps the
worst* The Officers there have it all, as they have
longhadit, to tliemselves; and unhappily seern to
manage it ill. “ Fifty yellow furloughs,” given out
in oue batch, do surely betoken difficulties. But
what was Patriotism to think of certain light-fencing Fusileers “ set on,” or supposed to be set on, “ to
insult the Grenadier-club,—considerate speculative
Grenadiers and that reading-room of theirs? With
shoutings, with hootings; till the speculative Grenadier drew his side-arms too; and there ensued battery and duels! Nay more, are not swashbucklers of
the same stamp “ sent out ” visibly, or sent^ out presumably, now in the dress of Soldiers, to pick quarrels with the Citizens; now, disguised as Citizens, to
pick quarrels with the Soldiers? For a certam
Roussière, expert in fence, was taken m the very
fact; four Officers (presumably of tender years)
hounding him on, who thereupon fled precipitately!
Fence-master Roussière, haled to the guard-house,
and sentence of three months’ impnsonmeut: but
his comrades demanded “ yellow furlough ” for 7«m
of all persons; nay thereafter they produced him on
parade; capped him in paper-helmet, inscnbed Iscariot; marched him to the gate of the City; and there
sternly commanded him to vanish forevermore.
805. On all which suspicions, accusations, and
noisy procedure, and on enough of the like continually accumulating, the Offioer could not but look with
clisdainful indignation; perhaps disdainfully express
* Bouillé, i. c. 9.
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the same in words, and “ soon after fly overtothe
Austrians.”
806. So tliat when it here, as elsewhere, comes to
the question of Arrears. the liumor and procedure is
of the bitterest; Regiment Mestre-de-Camp getting,
amid loud clamor, some three gold louis a-man,—
which have, as usual, to he borrowed from the Municipality; Swiss Ch&teau-Vieux applying for the like,
but getting instead instantaneous courrois, or cat-o’nine-tails, with subsequent insufferable hisses lVom
the women and cliildren : Regiment du Roi, sick of
hope deferred, at length seizing its military chest,
and marching it to quarters, but next day inarching
it back again, through streets all struck silent:—unordered paradings and clamors, not without strong
liquor: objurgation, insuhordination; your military
ranked Arrangement going all (as the Typographers
say of set types, in a rimi;*.* case) rapidly to pie!*
Such is Nanci in tliese early days of August; the
sublime Feast of Pikes not yet a month old.
807. Constitutional Patriotism, at Paris and else
where, may well quake at the news. War-Minister
Latour du Pin runs breathless to the National
Assemhly, with a written message that “ all is buraing, tout brúle, tout presse.” The National Assembly, on the spur of the instant, renders such Decret,
and “ order to submit and repent,” as he requires; if
it will avail anything. On the other hand, Journalism, through all its throats, gives hoarse outcry, condemnatory, elegiac-applausive. The Forty-eight
• • D e u i Amis,” v. o. 8 -
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Sections lift up voices; sonorous Brewer, or call liim
now Colonei Sarterre, is not silent, in the Faubourg
Saint-Antoine. For, meanwhile, the Nanci Soldiers
have sent a Deputation of Ten, furnished with docu
ments and proofs; who will teli another story than
the “ all-is-burning ” one. Which deputed Ten, be
fare ever they reach the Assembly Hall, assiduous
Latour du Pin picks up, and on warrant of Mayor
Bailly, claps in prison! Most unconstitutionally ;
for they had offieers’ furlonglis. Whereupon SaintAntoine, in indignant uncertainty of the future,
closes its shops. In Bouillé a traitor, then, sold to
Austria ? In that case, these poor private sentinels
have revolted mainly out of Patriotism ?
808. New Deputation, Deputation of National
Guardsmen now, sets forth from Nanci to enligliten
the Assembly. It meets the old deputed Ten returning, quite unexpectedly «rachanged: and proceeds
thereupon with better prospeets; but effects notliing.
Deputations, Government Messengers, Orderlies at
hand-gallop, Alarms, thousand-voiced Rltmors, go
vibrating continually; backward and forward.—
scattering distraction. Not till the last week of
August does M. de Malseigne, selected as Inspector,
get down to the scene of mutiny: with Authoritj,
with cash, and “ Decree cf the Sixth of August.''
He now shall see these Arrears liquidated, j ustice
done, or at least quashed.
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CHAPTER V.
INSPECTOR MALSEIGNE.

809. Of Inspector Malseigne we discern, by direct
liglit, that he is “of Herculeau stature;” and infer,
with probability, that he is of truculent mustachioed
¡ispeot,—for Eoyalist Officers now leave the upper lip
unshaven; that he is of indomitable bull-heart; and
also, unfortunately, of thick bull-head.
810. On Tuesday, the 24th of August, 1790, he
opens session aa Inspecting Commissioner; meets
those “ elected corporals, and soldiers that can write.”
He finds the accouuts of Gháteau-Yieux to be com
plex; to require delay and reference: he takes to
haranguing, to reprimanding; ends amid audible
grumbling. Next morning, he resumes session, not
at the town-hall as prudent Municipals counseled,
but once more at the barracks. Unfortunately
Cháteau-Vieux, grumbling all night, will now hear
of no delay or reference; from reprimanding on his
part, it goes to bullying,—answered with continual
cries of “ Jugez tout de suite (Judge it at once); ”
whereupon M. de Malseigne will off in a huff. But
lo, Cháteau-Vieux, swarming all about the barrackcourt, has sentries at every gate; M. de Malseigne,
demanding egress, cannot get it, not though Com
mandant Denoue backs him, can get only “ Jugez
tout de suite.” Here is a nodus !
811. Bull-hearted M. de Malseigne draws his
sword ; and will forcé egress. Confused splutter. M.
de Malseigne’s sword breaks: he snatches Command
ant Denoue’s : the sentry is wounded. M. de Mal-

INSrECTOli MALSEIGNE.

507

seigne, whoin one is loth to kill, does forcé egress,—
followed by Cháteau-Vieux all in disarray: a spectacletoNanci. M. de Malseigne walks at a sharp
pace, yet never runs; wheeling from time to time,
with menaces and movements of fence; and so
reaches Denoue’s house, unhurt; which house Chá
teau-Vieux, in an agitated manner invests, hindered
as yet from entering, by a crowd of officers formed
on the staircase. M. de Malseigne retreats by back
ways to the Town-hall, fiustered though undaunted;
amid an escort of National Guards. From the Townhall he, on the morrow, emits fresh orders, fresh
plans of settlement with Cháteau-Vieux; to none of
which will Cháteau-Vieux listen: whereupon he
finally, amid noise enougli, emits order that CháteauVieux shall march on the morrow morning, and
quarter at Sarre Louis. Cháteau-Vieux flatly refuses
marching; M. de Malseigne “ takes act,” due notarial
protest, of such refusal,—if happily that may avail
him.
812. This is the end of Thursday; and, indeed, of
M. de Malseigne’s Inspectorship, which has lasted
some fifty hours. To such lengtli, in fifty
hours, has he unfortunately brought it. Mestrede-Camp and Regiment du Roi hang, as it
were, fluttering; Cháteau-Vieux is olean gone, in
what way we see. Over-night, an Aid-de-Camp of
Lafayette’s, stationed here for such emergency, ser.ds
swift emissaries far and wide to summon National
Guards. The slumber of the country is broken by
clattering hoofs, by loud fraternal knockings; every-
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where the Constitutional Patriot must clutch liis
fighting-gear, and take the road for Nanci.
818. And thus the Herculean Inspector has sat all
Thursday, among terror-struck Municipals, a center
of confused noisei all Thursday, Frida,y and till
Saturday toward noon. Chúteau-Vieux, inspiteof
the notarial protest, will not march a step. As many
as 4,000 National Guards are drcpping or pouring in,
uncertain what is expected of them, still more uncertain what will be obtained of them. For all is uncertainty, commotion, and suspicion: there goes a word
that Bouillé, beginning to bestir himself in the rural
Cantonments eastward, is but a Eoyalisttraitor; thafc
Cbateau-Yienx and Patriotism are sold to Austria,
of which latter M. de Malseigne is probably some
agent. Mestre-de-Camp and Roi flutter still more
questionably: Cliàteau-Vieux, far from marching,
“waves red fiags out of two carriages,” in a passion
ale manner, along the slreets; and next morning
answers íts Oificers: “Pay us, tben; and we will
march with you to the world’s end!”
814. Under which circumstances, toward noon on
Saturday, M. de Malseigne thinks it were good perhaps to inspect the ramparts,—on borseback. He
mounts, accordingly, with cscort of three troopers.
At the gate of the City, be bids two of them wait for
his return; and with the third, a trooper to be
depended upon, be—gallops off for Lunéville; where
lies a certain Carbmeer Regiment not yet in a mutinous state! The two leí't troopers soon get uneasy;
discover how it is, and give tlie alarm. Mestre-deCamp, to the number of a hundred, saddles in fran-
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tic baste, as if sold to Austria; gallops out pell-mell
in chase of its Inspector. And so tliey spur, and the
Inspector spurs; careering, with noise and jingle, up
tlie valley of the River Meuri ne, toward Lunéville
and the midday sun: through au astonisbed country;
indeed almost to their own astonishment.
815. W hata liunt; Actseon-likewhich Actseon
de Malseigne happily gains. To arnis, ye Carbineers
of Lunéville: to chastise mutinous men, insulting
your General Offlcers, insulting your own quarters;
—above all things, fire soon, lest there be parleying
and ye refuse to fire! The Carbineers fire soon, exploding upon the first strugglers of Mestre-de-Camp;
who shriek at the very flash, and fall back hastily
on Nauci, in a state not far from distraction. Panic
and fury ; sold to Austria without an if\ so much
per regiment, the very sums can be specified; and
traitorous Malseigne is fled! Help, O Heaven ;help,
thou Earth;—ye unwashed Patriots; ye too are sold
like u s!
816. Effervescent Regiment du Roi primes its firelocks, Mestre-de-Camp saddles wholly: Command
ant Denoue is seized, is flung in prison with a “eanvas-skirt (sarreau de toile)” about him: ChàteauVieux burst up the magazines; distributes “3,000
fusils” to a Patriot people: Austria shall have a
hot bargain. Alas, the unhappy hunting-dogs, as
we said, have hunted away their huntsman; and do
now run howling and baying, on what trail they
know not; nigh rahid!
817. And so there is tumultuous march of men,
through the night: with lialt on the heights of Flin-
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val, whence Lunéville can he seen all illuminated.
Then there is parley, at four in tlie morning; and reparley; finally there is agreement; the Carbineers
gave in ; Malseigne is surrendered, with apologies on
all sides. After weary confused hours, he is even
got under way; the Lunévillers all turning out, in
the idle Sundr ' see such departure : home-going
of mutinous Mestre-de-Camp with its Inspector
captive. Mestre-de-Camp accordingly marches; the
Lunévillers look. See! at the còrner of the first
Street, our Inspector hounds off again, hull-hearted
as he is; amid the slash of sabers, the crackle of
musketry; and escapes, full gallop, with only a balllodged in his buff-jeriïin. The Hereulean man ! And
yet it is an escape to no purpose. Por the Carbi
neers, to whom after the hardest Sunday’s ride on
record, he has come circling back, “stand deliberating hy their noctural wateh-firesdeliberating of
Austria, of traifors, and the rage of Mestre-de-Camp.
So that, on the whole, the next sight we liavc is tliat
of M. de Malseigne, on the Monday afternoou, faring
bull-hearted through the streets of Nanci; in open
carriage, a soldier standing over him with drawn
sword ; amid the “furies of the women,” hedges of
National Guards, and confusión of Babel: to the
Prison heside Commandant Denoue! That finally
is the lodging of Inspector Malseigne.*
818. Surely it is time Boullé were drawing near.
The Country all round, alarmed wifh wateh-fires,
illuminated towns, and marchingand rout, has been

* “ Deux Am is,” v. 200-251; n ewspapers and documents
(ln “ Hlstoire Parlem entaire,” vii. 59-162).
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sleepless theseseveral nights. Nanci, with its uncertainNational Guards, with its distribnted fusils, niutinous soldiers, hlack panic and red-hot ire, is not a
City but a Bedlam.
CHAPTER VI.
BOUILLÉ AT NANCI.

819. Haste with help, thou brave Bouillé: if swift
help come not, all is now verily “b u rningand may
bum,—to what lengtlis and breadths! Much, in these
hours depends on Bouillé ; as it shall now tare with
him, the whole future may be this way or be that.
If, for example, he were to loiter dubitating, and not
come; if he were to come, and fail; the whole Soldiery of France to blaze into mutiny, National
Guards going some this way, some that; and Royalism to draw itsrapier, and Sansculottism tosnatch
its pike; and ílie Spirit of Jacobinism, as yet young,
gii't with sun-rays; togrow instantaneously mature,
grit with hell-fire,—as mortals, in one niglit of deadly
crises, liave liad their heads turned gray!
820. Brave Bouillé is advaucing fast, with the old
intlexibility ; gatheringhimself, unhappily “iusmall
affluences,” from F.ast, from West and North ; and
now on Tuesday morning, the last day ot the month,
he stands all concentred, unhappily still in small
forcé, at the village of Frouarde, within some few
miles. Sou of Adam with a more dubious task before
him is not ir the workl this Tuesday morning. A
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weltering inflavnmable sea of doubt and peril, and
Bouillé sure of simply one tliing, his own determination. Which one tliing, indeed, may be worth niany.
He puts a most firin face on the matter: “Submission,
or unsparing battle and destruction ; twenty-four
hours to inake your choice;” tliis vvas the tenor of
his Proelamation; thirty copies of which he sent
yesterday to Nanci:—all which, we fmd, were intercepted and not posted.*
821. Nevertheless, at half-past eleven this morning,
seemingly by way of answer, there does wait on him
at Frouarde some Deputation from the inutinons
Regiments, from the Nanci Municipals, to see what
can be done. Bouillé receives this Deputation “ in
a large opon court adjoining his lodging:” pacified
Salm, and the rest, attend also, being invited to do
it,—all happily still in the right humor. The Mutineers pronounce themselves with a decisiveness,
which to Bouillé seems insolence; and happily to
Salm also. Salm, forgetful of the Metz staircase and
saber, demands that the scoundrels “be hanged”
there and then. Bouillé represses the hanging ; but
answers that mutinous Soldiers have one course, and
not more than one: To liberate, with heartfelt contrition, Messieurs Denoue and De Malseigne; to get
ready forthwith for marching off, whither he shall
order; and “ submit and repent,” as the National Assembly has decreed, as he yesterday did in thirty
printed placards proclaim. These are his terms,
^inalterable as the decrees of Destiny. Which terms
♦ Compare Bouilld, "M émoires,” i 153-176; “ Deux
Amis," v. 351-271; “ Histoire l ’arlem entaire” upi supra.
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as they, the Mutineer deputies, seemingly do not accept, it were good for them to vanish from this spot,
and even to do it promptly; with him too, in few in
stants, the word will be, Forward! The Mutineer
deputies vanish, not unpromptly; the Municipal
ones, anxious beyond right for their own individualities, prefer abiding with Bouillé.
822. Brave Bouillé, thongh he puts a most flrm
face on the matter, knows his position full well; how
at Nanci, what with rebellious soldiers, with uncertain National Guards, and so many distributed fusils,
their rage and roar some 10,000 fighting men; while
with himself is searcely the third part of that number, in National Guards also uncertain,in morepacifled Regiments,—for the present, full of rage, and
clamor to march ; but whose rage and clamor may
next moment take such a fatal new figure. On the
top of one uncertain billow, therewitli to calm billows! Bouillé must “ abandon himself to Fortune
who is said sometimes to favor the brave. At halfpast twelve, the Mutineer deputies having vanished,
our drums beat; we march; for Nanci! Let Nanci
bethink itself, then; for Bouillé has thought and determined.
823. And yet how shall Nanci think; not a City
but a Bedlam! Grim Cháteau-Vieux is for defense
to the death; forces the Municipality to order, by
tap of drum, all citizens acquainted with artillery to
turn ont, and assist in managing the cannon. On the
other hand, effervescent Regiment du Roi is drawn
up in its barracks: quite disconsolate, hearing the
humor Salm is in, and ejaculates doefully from its
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thousand throats: “ La loi, laloi (Law, law)! ” Mestre-de-Camp blusters, with profane swearing, in
mixed terror and furor; National Guards look this
way and that, not knowing what to do. What a
Bedlam-City: as many plans as heads; all ordering,
none obeying: quiet none,—except the Dead, who
sleep underground, having done tbeir figliting.
824 And, behold, Bouillé proves as good as his
word: “ at half-past two ” scouts report that he is
witliin half a league of the gates; rattling along;
with cannon and array; breathing nothing but destruction. Anew Deputation, Municipals, Mutineers,
Officers, goes out to meet him ; with passionate entreaty for yet one other hour. Bouillé grants an
liour. Then, at the end thereof, no Denoue or Malseigne appearing as promised, he rolls his drums,
and again takes the road. Toward four o’clock the
terror-struck Townsmen may see him face to face.
His cannons rattle there, in their carriages ; his vanguard is with in thirty paces of the Gate Stanislaus.
Onward like a Blauet, by appointed times, by law
of Nature! What next? Lo, fiag of truce and
chamade, conjurationtohalt: Malseigne and Denoue
are on the Street, coming hither; the soldiers all repentant, ready to submit and march! Adamantine
Bouillé’s look alters not; yet the word Halt is given:
gladder moment he never saw. Joy of joys! Mal
seigne and Denoue do verily issue; escorted by Na
tional Guards; from streets all frantic, with sale to
Àustria and so forth: they salute Bouillé, unscathed.
Bouillé steps aside to speak with them, and with
other heads of the'/Town there; having already or-

BOUILLÉ AT NAN Cl.

515

dered by what Gates and Routes the mutineer Regi
ments shall file out.
825. Such colloquy with these two General Offi
cers and other principal Townsmen was natural
enough ; nevertheless one wishes Bouillé had post
poned it, and not stepped aside. Such tumultuous
inflammable masses, tumbling along, making way
for eaeh other; this of keen nitrous oxide, that of
sulphurous fire-damp,—were it not well to stand
between them, keeping them well separate, till the
space be cleared ? Numerous stragglers of ChàteauVieux and the rest have not marched with their
main columns, which are filing out by their appoint
ed Gates, taking station in the open meadows. Na
tional Guards are in a state of nearly distracted uncertainty; the populace, armed and unarmed, roll
openly delirious,—betrayed, sold to the Austrians,
sold to the Aristocrats. There are loaded cannon,
with lit matches, among them, and Bouillé’s vanguard is halted within thirty paces of the Gate.
Command dwells not in that mad inflammable mass;
which smolders and tumbles there, in blind smoky
rage; which will not open the Gate when summoned;
says it will open the cannon’s throat soouer!—Cannonade not, O Friends, or be it through my body!
cries heroic young Desilies, young Captain of Roi,
clasping the murderous engine in his arms, and holding it. Cháteau-Yieux Swiss, hy main forcé, with
oaths and menaces, wrench off the heroic youth;
who undaunted, amid still louder oaths, seats himself on the toucli-hole. Amid still louder oaths, with
ever louder clangor,—and, alas, with the loud crackle
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of first one, and fhen of three otlier muskeis; which
explode into his body; which roll it in the dust,—
and do also, in the loud raadness of such moment,
bring lit eannon-match to ready priming: and so,
with one thunderous belch of grape shot, blast somc
iifty of Bouillé’s vanguard into air!
826. Fatal! That sputter of the first musket-shot
has kindled such a cannon-shot, such a death-blaze;
and all is now red-hot madness, conflagration as of
Topliet. With demoniac rage, the Bouillé vanguard
storms through that Gate Stanislaus; with fierv sweep
sweeps Mutiny clear away, to death, or into shelters
and cellars, from which latter, again, Mutiny contin
ues firing. The ranked Regiments hear it in theii
meadow; they rush back again through the nearest
Gate; Bouillé gallops in, distracted, in a u d ib le and
now has begun in Nanci, as in that doomed Hall of
the Nibelungen, “ a murder grim and great.”
827. Miserable: such scene of dismal aimless mad
ness as the auger of Heaven but rarely permita
amongmen! From cellar or from garret, from open
Street in front, from successive còrners of cross-streets
on each hand, Chàteau-Vieux aud Patriotism keep
up the murderous rolling-fire, on murderous not Unpatriotic fires. Your blue National Captain, riddlcd
with balls, one hardly knows on whose side fighting,
requests to be laid on the colors to die: the patriòtic
Woman (name not given, deed surviving) screams to
Chàteau-Vieux that it must not fire the other cannon;
and even flings a paíl of water on it, since screaming
avails not* Thou shalt fight j thou shalt not fight j

and with whom shalt thou fight! Could tumult
awakeu the old Dead, Burgundian Charles the Bold
might stir from under that Rotunda of his: never
since he, raging, sank in the ditches, and lost Life
and Diamond, was such a noise heard here.
828. Tliree thousand, as some count, lie mangled,
gory: the half of Chàteau-Vieux has been shot, vvitliout need of Court-Martial. Cavalry, of Mestre-deCamp, or their foes, can do little. Regiment du Roi
was persuaded to its barracks; stands there palpitating. Bouillé, armed with the terrors of the Law, and
favored of Fortune, finally triumphs. Ia two mur
derous hours, he has penetrated to the grand Squares
dauntless, though with loss of forty officers aud 500
men: the shattered remnants of Chàteau-Vieux are
seeking covert. Regiment du Roi, not effervescent,
now, alas no, but having effervesced, will offer to
ground its arms; will '*march in a quarter of an
hour.” Nay these poor effervesced require “ escort ”
to march with, and get it; though they are thousands strong, and have thirty ball-cartridges a man !
The Sun is not yet down, when Peace, which might
have come bloodless, has come bloody; the mutinous
Regiments are on march, doleful, on their three
Routes; and from Nanci rises wail of women and
men, the voice of weeping and desolation ; the City
weeping for its slain who awaken not. These streets
are empty but for victorious patrols.
829. Thus has Fortune, favoring thebrave, dragged
Bouillé, as himself says, out of such a frightful peril
“ by the hair of the head.” An intrèpid adamantine
man. this Bouillé:—had he stood in old Broglie’s
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place in tliose Bastille days, it might have been all
different! He has extinguished mutiny, and immeasurable civil war. Not for nothing, as we see;
yet at a rate which he and Constitutional Patriotism
consider cheap. Nay, as for Bouillé, he, urged by
subsequent contradiction which aróse, declares coldly,
it was rather against his own private mind, and
more by públic military rule of duty, that he did extinguish it”—immeasurable civil war being now tlie
only chance. Urged, we say, by subsequent contra
diction ! Civil war, indeed, is Chaos; and in all
vital Chaos there is new order shaping itself free, but
what a faith 1his, that of all new Orders out of Chaos
and Possibility of Man and his Universe, Louis
Sixteenth and Two-Chamber Monarchy were precisely the one that would sliape itself! It is like undertaking to throw deuce-ace, say only five hundred
successive times, and any other throw to be fatal—for
Bouillé. Rather thank Fortune and Heaven, always,
thou intrepjd Bouillé; and let contradiction go its
way! Civil war, couflagrating universally over France
at thís moment, might have led to one thing or to
another thing: meanwhile, to queneh conflagration,
wheresoever one finds it, wheresoever one can : 1his,
in all times, is the rule for man and General Officer.
830. But at Paris, so agitated and divided, fancy
how it went, when the coutinually vibrating Orderlies vibrated thither at hand-gallop, with such qües
tionable news! High is the gratulation , and also
deep the indignation. An august Assembly, by
overwhelming majorities, passionately thanks
• “ Bouillé, i. 175.
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Bouillé ; a King’s autograph, the voices of all Loyal,
all Constitutional men run to the same tenor. A
solemn National funeral-service, for the Law-defenders slain at Nanci, is said and sung in the Champ-deMars, Bailly, Lafayette, and National Guards, all
except the few that protested, assist. With pomp
and circumstance, with episcopal Calicóes in tricolor
girdles, Altar of Fatherland smoking with cassolettes,
or incense-kettles, the vast Champ-de-Mars whòlly
hung round with black mort-cloth—which inortcloth and expenditure Marat thinks had better have
been laid out in bread, in tliese dear days, and giveu
to the hungry living Patriot* On the other liand,
living Patriotism, and Saint-Antoine, which we have
seen noisily closing its shops and such-like, assem
bles now líto the numbér of 4 0 ,00 0 and with loud
cries, under the very Windows of the thanking
National Assembly, demands revenge for murdered
Brothers, judgment on Bouillé, and instant dismissal
of War-Minister Latour du Pin.
At sound and sight of which things, if not WarMinister Latour,yet “ Adored Minister” Neckersees
good, on the 3d oí September, 1790, to withdraw
softly, almost privily,—with an eye to the recoveiy
of his health.” Home to native Switzerland; not as
he last carne; lucky to reach it alive! Fifteen
months ago, we saw him coming, with escort of
horse, with sound of clarión and trumpet ¡ and now,
at Arcissur-Aube, while he departa, unescorted
soundless, the Populace and Municipals stop him as
* Ami du Peuple (in “ Histoire Parlementaire ” ubl
supra).
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a fugitive, are not unlike massaereing nim as a traito r; tlie National Assembiy, eonsultecl on the matter, gives him free egress as a nullity. Such an unstable “ drift-mold of Accident ” is the substance of
this lower world, for tbem that dwell in houses of
clay ; so, especially in bot regions and times, do the
proudest paiaces we build of it take wings, and become Sahara sand-palaces, spinning many-pillared in
the whirlwind, and bury us under their sand!—
831. In spite of the 40,000, tbe National Assembiy
persists in its thanks; and Royalist Latour du Pin
continues Minister. The 40,000 assembled next day,
as loud as ever; roll toward Latour’s Hotel; find
caunon on the porch-steps with flambeau lit; and
have to retire else-wliither, and digest their spleen,
or reabsorb it into the blood.
832. Over in Lorraine meanwhile, they of the
distributed fusils, ringleaders of Mestre-de-Camp, of
R oí, have got marked out for ju d g m e n ty e t shall
uever get judged. Briefer is the doom of CháteauVieux, Chateau-Vieux is, by Swiss law, given up
for instant trial in Court-Martial of its own officers.
Which Court-Martial, with all brevity (in not many
hours) has hanged some Twenty-three, on conspicuous gibbets *, marched some Three-score m chains to
the Galleys; and so, to appearanee, finished the matter ofif. Hanged men do cease forever from this
Earth, but out of chains and the Galleys there may
be resuseitation in triumph. Resuscitation for the
chained Hero; and even for the chained Scoundrel
or Semi-scoundrel! Scottish John Knox, such WorldHero as we know, sat once neverthelesspullinggrim-
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taciturn at the oar of French Galley, “ in the Water
ofLore;" and even flung their Yirgin-Mary over, instead of kissing her,—as a “ pented bredd,” or timber
Virgin, who could naturally swim.* So, ye of Cháteau-Vieux, tug patiently, not without hope!
833. But indeed at Nanci generally, Aristocracy
rides triumphant, rough. Bouillé is gone again, the
second day ; in Aristocrat Municipality, with free
course, is as cruel as it had before been cowardly.
The Daughter Society, as the mother of the whole
misehief, lies ignominiously suppressed; the Prisons
can hold no more; bereaved down-beaten Patriotism
murmura, not loud but deep. Hereand in the neighboring Towns, “ flattened balls” picked from tbe
strcets of Nanci are worn at button-lioles: balls flat
tened in carrying death to Patriotism; men wear
tbem there, in perpetual memento of revenge. Mutineer deserters roam the woods; have to demand
charity at the musket’s end. All is dissolution,
mutual rancor, gloom and despair:—till National
Assembiy Commissioners arrive, with asteady gentle
ñame of Constitutioualism in their hearts; who
gently lift up the down-trodden, gently pulí down
the too uplifted; reinstate the Daughter Society, re
cali the mutineer deserten; gradually leveling, strive
in all wise ways to smooth and soothe. With such
gradual mild leveling on the one side; as with solemn
funeral-service, cassolettes, Courts-Martial, National
thanks, on the other,—all that Officiality can do is
done. The button-hole will drop its flat ball; the
black ashes, as far as many be, get greeu again.
* Knox's *' History of the Reformation," b. i.
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834. This is the “ Affair of N au cib y some called
ihe “ Massacre ,of Nanci —properlv speaking, tbe
unsightly wrong-side of that thrice-glorious Feast of
Pikes, the right-side of which formed a spectacie for
the very gods. Right-side and wroug lie always so
near: the one was in July, in August theother!
Theaters, the theaters over in London, are bright
with their pasteboard simulacrum of that “ Federation of the French people,” brouglit out as Drama:
this of Nanci, we may say, though not played in any
pasteboard Theater, did for many months enact itself,
and even walk spectrally, in all French heads. For
the news of it fly pealiug through all France: awak
ening, in town and village, in elub-room, mess-room,
to the utmost borders, some mimic reflex or imaginative repetition to the business; always with the
angry qüestionable assertion: Itw asright; It was
wrong. Whereby come controvèrsies, duels; imbitterment, vain jargon; the hastening forward, the
augmenting and intensifying of whatever new ex
plosions lie in store for us.
835. Meanwliile, at this cost or at that, the mutiny,
as we say, is stilled. The French Army has neither
burst-up in universal simultaneous delirium; nor
been at once disbanded, put an end to, and made new
again. It must die in tbe chronie manner, through
years, by inches; with partial revolts, as of Brest
Sailorsor the like, which dare not spread; with men
unhappy, insubordínate; officers unhappier, in Royalist mustachioes, taking horse, singly or in bodies,
across the Rhine;* sick dissatisfaction, sick disgust
* See

D am pm artin, i- 249, etc.,

etc,
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onboth sides; the Army moribund, fit for no duty :
—till it do, in that unexpected manner, phoenix-like,
with long throes, get both dead and new-born; then
start forth strong, nay stronger and even strongest,
836. Thus much was the brave Bouillé hitherto
fated to do. Wherewith let him again fade into
dimness; and, at Metz or the rural Cantonments, assiduously drilling, mysteriously diplomatizing, in
scheme within scheme, hover as forimerly a laint
shadow, the hope of Koyalty.
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BOOK THIRD.
THE TUILERIES.
CHAPTER I.
EPIMENIDES.

837. How trae, that there is nothing dead in this
Universe; that what we cal) dead is only changed,
its forces working in inverse order! “The leaf that
lies rotting in moist winds,” says one, “has still
forcé; else how could it rot ?” Our whole Universe
is but an infinite Complex of Forces; thousand-fold,
from Gravitation up to Thought and W ill; nian’s
Freedom environed with Necessity of Nature ■ in
all which nothing at any moment slumbers, but all
is forever awake and husy. Tlie thing that lies
isolated inactive thou shalt nowhere diseover; seek
everywhere, from the granite mountain. slow-moldering since Creation, to the passing clotid-vapor, to
theliving man ; to the action, to the spoken word of
man. The word that is spoken, as we know, flies
irrevocable; not less, but more, the action that is
done. “The gods themselves,” sings Pindar, “cannot
annihilate the action that is done.” No: this once
done, is done always; cast forth into endless Time ;
and, long conspicuous or soon hidden, must verily
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Work and grow forever there, an indestructible new
element in the Infinite of Things. Or, indeed, what
is this Infinite of Things itself wliicli men ñame
Universe, but an Action, a sum-total of Actions and
Activilies ? The living ready-made sum-total of
these three,—which Calculation cannot add, cannot
bring on its tablets; yet the sum, we say, is written
visible : All that has been done, All that is doing,
All that will be done! Understand it well, the Thing
thou belioldest, that Thing is an Action, tlie product
and expression of exerted Forcé: the All of Things
is an infinite conjunction of the verb To do. Shoreless Fountain-Ocean of Forcé, of power to do; wherein Forcé rolls and circles, billowing, many-streamed,
harmonious; wide as Immensity, deep asEternity;
beautiful and terrible, not to be comprehended: this
is what man ñames Existence and Universe; this
thousand-tinted Fíame image at once veil and revelation, reflex such as he, in his poor brain and heart,
can paint, of One Unnamable, dwelling in inaccessible
light! From beyond the Star-galaxies, from before
the Beginning of Days, it billows and rolls,—round
thee, nay thyself art of it, in this point of Space
where thou now standest, in this moment which thy
dock measures.
838. Or, apart from all Transcendentalism, is it
not a plain truth of sense, which the duller mind
can even consider as a truism, that human things
wholly are in continual movement, and action and
reaction, working continually forward, phasis after
phasis, by unalterable laws, toward prescribed issues ?
How often must we say, and yet not rightly lay to

.

-

526

THE TÜILEEIES.

heart, The seed that is sown, itwill spring! Given
tlie summer’s blossoming, theu there is also giveD
the autumnal withering : so is it ordered not with
seed-flelds only, but with transactions, arrangements,
philosophies, societies, French Revolutions, whatsoever man works with in this lower world. The
Beginning holds in it the End, and all that leads
thereto; as the acorn does the oak and its fortunes.
Solemn enough, did we think of it,—which unhappily, and also happily, we do not very mueli! Tliou
there canst begin : the Beginning is for thce, and
there : but where, and of what sorl, and for whom
will the End be ? All grows, and seeks and endures
its destinies: consider likewise how much grows, as
the trees do, whether we think of it or not. So that
when your,Epimenides, your somnolent Peter Klaus,
since named Rip van Winkle, awakens again, he
finds it a changed world. In that seven-years’ sleep
of his, so much has changed! All that is without us
will change wliile we think not of i t ; much eyen
that is within us. The truth that was yesterday a
restless Problem, has to-day grown a Belief burniug
to be uttered : on the morrow, contradiction has
exasperated it into mad Fanatieism; obstruction
liasdulled it into sicklnertness; it issiuking toward
silence, of satisfaction or resignation. To-day is not
Yesterday, for man or for tliing. Yesterday there
was the oath of Love; to-day has come the curse oí
Hate. Not willingly: ah no ; butitcould not he] p
coming. The golden radiance of youth, would it
willingly have tarnislied itself into the dimness of
oíd age ?—Fearful; how we stand enveloped, deep-
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sunk, in that Mystery of T im e ; and are Sons of
Time: fashioned and woven out of Time; and on us
and on all that we have, or see, or do, is written •
Eest not, Continue not, forward to thy doom!
839. But in seasons of Revolution, which indeed
distinguish themselves from common seasons by
their velocity mainly, your miraculous Seven-sleeper
might, with miracle enough, awake sooner: not by
thecentury, or seven years, need he sleep; often not
by the seven months. Fancy, for example, some new
Peter Klaus, sated with the jubilee of that Federation day, had lain down, say directly after the
Blessing of Talleyrand; and, reckoning it all safe
now, had fallen composedly asleep under the timberwork of the Fatherland’s Altar; to sleep there, not
twenty-one years, but as it were year and day. The
cannonading of Nanci, so far off, does not disturb
him; ñor does the black mort cloth, clo;e at hand,
ñor the réquiems chanted, and minute-guns, incensepans and conconrse right over his head: none of
these: but Peter sleeps through them all. Through
one circling year, as we say; from July the 14th of
1790, till July the 17th of 1791: but on that latter
day, no Klaus, nor most leaden Epimenides, only the
Dead could continue sleeping: and so our miraculous
Peter Klaus awakens. With what eyes, O Peter!
Earth and sky have still their joyous July look, and
the Champ-de-Mars is multitndinous with men: but
the jubilee-huzzahing has become Bedlam-shrieking,
of terror and revenge; not blessing of Talleyrand, or
any blessing, but cursing, imprecation, and shrill
wail; our cannon-salvoes are turned to Sharp shot:
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for swinging of incense-pans, and Eighty-three
Departmental Banners, we have waving of the one
sanguineous Drapeau Rouge.—Thou foolish Klaus!
The one lay in the other, the one was the otlier minus
Time; even as Hannibal’s rock-rending vinegar lay
in the sweet new wine. That sweet Federation was
oflast year; this sour Divulsion is the self-same
snbstance, only older by the appointed days.
840. No miracnlous Klaus or Epimenides sleeps in
these times; and yet, may not many aman, ifof
opacity and levity, aet the same miracle in a natural
■ way; we mean, with his eyes open ? Eyes has he,
but he sees not, except what is under his nose.
With a sparkling briskness of glauce, as if he
not only saw but saw through, such a one goos
whisking, assiduous, in his circle of officialities; not
dreaming but that it is the whole world: as indeed,
where your visión terminates, does not inanity begin
there, and the world’s end clearly disclose itseli'—to
you ? Whereby our brisk-sparkling assiduous official
person (cali him, for instance, Lafayette), suddenly
startled, after year and day, by huge grape-shot
tumuit, stares not less astonished at it than Peter
Klaus would have done. Such natural-miracle can
Lafayette perform; and indeed not he only but most
other oficiáis, non-officials. and gcnerally the whole
French People can perform it; and do bounce up.
everand anon, likeamazed Seven-sleepers awakeningawakening amazed at the noise they themselves
made. So strangely is Freedom. as we say, environed
in Necessity; such a singular Somnambulism, ol'
Conscious and Unconscious, of Voluntary and Inyol-

untary, is this life of man. If any where in the world
there was astonishment that the Federation Oath
went into grape-shot, surely ofall persons the French,
first swearers and then shooters, felt astonished the
most.
841. Alas, offenses must come. The sublime Feast
of Pikes with its effulgence of brotherly love, unknown since the Age of Gold, has changed nothing.
That prurient heat in 25,009,000 of hearts is not
cooled thereby: but is stili hot, nay hotter. Lift ofif
the pressure of command from so many millions; ali
pressure or binding rule, except such melodramàtic
Federation Oath as they have bound themselves with!
For Thou shalt was from of oíd thecondition of man’s
being, and his weal and blessedness was in obeying
that. Woe for him when, were it on the hest of the
clearest necessity, rebellion, disloyal isolation, and
mere I will, becomes his rule! But the Gospel of
Jean-Jacques has come, and the first Sacrament of it
has been celebrated: ali things, as we say, are got
into hot and hotter prurience; and must go on pruriently fermenting, in continual change noted or unnoted.
842. “Worn out with disgusts,” Captain after Captain, in Royalist mustachioes, mounts his war-horse.
or his Rozinante war-garron, and rides minatory
across the Rhine; till ali have ridden. Neither does
civie Emigration cease; Seigneur after Seigneur
must, in like manner, ride or roll; impelled to it,
and even compelled. For the very Peasants despise him, in that he dare not join his order and
et
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fight* Can he bear to have a Distaff, a Quenouille
senL to him: say in copper-plate shadow, by post;
or fixed up in wooden reality over his gate-lintel: as
if he were no Hercules, but an Omphale? Sueh
scutcheon they forward to him diligently from beyond the Rhine; till he too bestir himself and march,
and in sour humor another Lord of Land is gone,
not taking the Land with him. Nay, what oí Captains and emigrating Seigneurs ? There is not an
angry word on any of those 25,000,000 French
tougues, and indeed not an angry thought in their
liearts, but is some fraction of the great Batíle. Add
many successions of angry words together, you have
the manual brawl; add brawls together, with the
festering sorrows they leave, and they rise to riots
and revolts. One reverent thing after another,
ceases to meet reverence; in visible material com
bustión, cháteau after cháteau mounts up; in spiritnal invisible combustión, one authority after an
other. With noise and glare, or noiselessly and unnoted, a whole Oíd System of things is vanishing
piecemeal: the morrow thou shalt look, and it is
not.

done sees the last danger that will threaten him,”—
Time is not sleeping, ñor Time’s seed-field.
844. That sacred Herald’s-College of a new Dynasty; we mean the Sixty and odd Bill-stickers with
their leaden badges, are not sleeping. Daily they,
with paste-pot and cross-staff, new-clothe the walls
of Paris in colors of the rainbow: authoritativeheraldic, as we say, or indeed almost magieal-thaumaturgic; for no Placard-Journal that they paste
but will convince some soul or souls of men. The
Hawkersbawl; and the Ballad-singers: great Journalism blows and blusters, through all its throats,
forth from Paris toward all corners of France, like
an jE oIus’s Cave; keeping all manner of fires.
845. Throats of Journals there are, as men count,*
to the number of some Hundred and thirty-three.
Of various caliber: from your Cheniers, Gorsases,
Camilles, down to your Marat, down now to your in
cipient Hébert of the Pére Duchesne; these blow,
with fierce weight of argument or quick light banter, for the Riglits of Man: Durosoys, Royous, Peltiers, Sulleaus, equally with mixed tactics (inclusive,
singular to say, of much profane Parody),f are blowing for Altar and Throne. As for Marat the People’sFriend, his voice is as that of the bull-frog, or bittern
by the solitary pools; he, unseen of men, croaks
harsh thunder, and that alone continually,—of indignation, suspicion, incurable sorrow. The People
are sinking toward ruin, near starvation itself: “My
dear friends,” cries he,I: your indigences is not the
* Mereier, iii. 1C3.
t See " Histoire Parlementaire,” vii. 51.
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THE WAKEFUL.
843. Sleep who will, cradled in hope and short
visión, like Lafayette, who “always in the danger
Dampmartln, passlm.
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fruit of vices nor of idleness; you have a right to
life, as good as Louis XVI., or tlie happiest of the
century. What man can say he has a right to diñe,
when you have no bread ?”* The People sinking on
the one hand: on the other hand, nothing hut
wretched Sieur Motiers, treasonous Eiquetti Mirabeaus: traitors, or else shadows and simulacra of
Quacks to be seen in high places, look where you
will! Men that go mincing, grimacing, with plausi
ble speech and brushed raiment; hollow within:
Quacks politieal, Quacks scientific, académica]: all
with a fellow-feeling for each other, and kind
of Quack public-spirit! Not great Lavoisier himself, or any of the Forty can escape this rough
tongue; which wants nbt fanatic sincerity, ñor,
strangest of all, a certain rough càustic sense. And
then the “ 3,000 gaming-houses” that are in Paris;
cesspools for the scoundrelism of the world; sinks
of iniquity and debauchery,—whereas without good
morals Liberty is impossible! There, in these Dens
of Satan, which one knows, and perseveringly denounces, do Sieur Motier’s mouchards consort and
colleague; battening vampire-like on a People next
door to starvation. “ O Peuple!” cries he ofttimes,
with heart-rending accent. Treason, delusion, vampirism, scoundrelism, from Dan to Beersheba! The
soul of Marat is sick with the sight: but what
remedy? To erect “800 gibbets,” in convenient
rows, and proceed to hoisting; “ Riquetti on the first
* Ami (hi Peuple. No. 306. See other excerpta in “ Histoire Parlementaire,” viii. 139-149,428-433; ix. 85-93, etc.
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of them!” Such is the brief recipe of Marat, Friend
of the People.
846. So blow and bluster the 133; nor, as would
seem, are these sufficient; for there are benighted
nooks in France, to which Newspapers do not reach;
and everywhere is “ such an appetite for news as was
never seen in any country.” Let an expeditious
Dampmartin, on furlough, set out to retura horne
from Paris,* he cannot get along for “ peasants stopping him on the highway ; overwhelining him with
qüestions:” the Maitre de Poste will not send out
the borses till you have well-nigli quarreled with
him, but asks always, What news? At Autun, in
spite ot the dark night and “ rigorous frost,” for it is
now January, 1791, nothing will serve but you must
gather your wayworn limbs and thoughts, and
“speak to the multitudes from a window opening
into the. market-place.” It is the shortest method;
This, good Christian people, is verily what an august
Assembly seemed to me to be doing; this and no
other is the news :
Now my weary lips I elose;
Leave me, leave me to repose!
The good Dampmartin 1—But, ou the whole, are not
Nations astonishingly true to their National char
acter; which indeed runs in the blood? Nineteeu
hundred years ago, Julius Caesar, with his quick, sure
eye, took note how the Gauls waylaid men. “ It is
a habit of theirs,” says he, “ to stop travelers, were it
even by constraint, and inquire whatsoever each of
Dampmartin, i. 184.
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them may have heard or known about auy sort of
matter: in their towns, the common people beset the
passing trader, demanding to hear from wbat regions
lie carne, wbat tliings he got acquainted with there.
Excited by wliich rumors and hearsays, tbey will
decide about tlie weightiest matters, and necessarily
repent next moment that they did it, on such. guidance of uncertain reports, and many a traveler answering with mere ñctions to please them, and get
off."* Nineteen hundred years; and good Dampmartin, wayworn, in winter fiost, probabiy with
scant light of stais and flsh-oil, still perorates from
the Inn-window! This people is no longer called
Gauiisli; and it has wliolly become braccatus, has got
breeches, and suffered chango enough : certain fierce
Germán Franken carne storming over; and, so to
speak, vaulted on the back of i t ; and always after,
in their grim tenacious way, have ridden it bridied ;
for Germán is, by bis very ñame, Guerra-man, or man
tliat wars and gars. And so the People, as we say, is
now called French or Frankish: nevertheless, does
not the oíd Gaulish and Gaelic Celthood, with its
vehemence, effervescent promptitude, and what good
andill ithad, still vindicateitselflittleadultcratcd?—
847. For the rest, that in such prurient confusión,
Clubbism thrives and spreads, need not be said. Already the Mother of Patriotism, sitting in the Jaco
bins, shines supreme over all; and has paled the
poor lunar light of that Monarchic Club near to final
extinction. She, we say, shines supreme, girt with
snnlight, not yet with infernal lightning; reverenced,
* “ De Bello Gallico," lib. iv. 5.
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not without fear, by Municipal Authorities; counting her Barnaves, Lameths, Pétions, of a National
As°sembly; most gladly of all, her Robespierre. Cordeliers, again, your Hébert, Vincent, Bibliopolist
Momoro, groan audibly that a tyrannous Mayor and
Sieur Motier harrow them with the Sharp tribuía of
Law, intent apparently to suppress them bytribulation, Howthe Jacobin Mother Society, ashinted iormerly, slieds forth Cordeliers on this hand, and then
Feuillans on that; the Cordeliers “an elixir or double
distillation of Jacobin Patriotism the other a widespread weak dilution tliereof: how she will reabsorb
the former into her mother bosom, and stormfully dis
sipate the latter into Noneutity: how she breeds and
brings forth Three Hundred Daughter Societies; her
endeavorings and continual travail: how, under an
oíd figure, Jacobinism shoots forth organic íilaments
to the utmost corners of confused dissolved France;
organizing it anew this properly is the grand fact
of the Time.
848. To passionate Constitutionalism, still more
to Royalism, whicli see all their own Clubs íail and
die, Clubbism will naturally grow to seem the root
of all evil. Nevertheless Clubbism is not death, but
rather new organization, and life out oi death: de
structive, indeed, of the remnants of the' Oíd; but
to the New important, indispensable. That man
can eo-operate and hold communion with man, herein lies his miraculous strength. In hut or hamlet,
Patriotism mourns not now like voice in the desert,
it can walk to the nearest Town ; and there, in the
Daughter Society, make its ejaculation into an artic-
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ulate oration, into an action, guided forward by the
Mother ofPatriotism herself. All Clubs oí' Constitutionalists, and such-like, fail, one aiïer another,
as shallow fountains: Jacobinism alone has gone
down to the deep subterránean lake of waters: and
may, unless filled in, flow tbere, copious, continua],
like an Artesian well. Till the Great Deep have
drained itself up ; and all be flooded and submerged,
and Noah’s Deluge out-deluged !
849. On the otner liand, Claude Fauchet, preparing mankind for a Golden Age now apparently just
at hand, has opened his Cercle Social, with clerks,
corresponding boards, and so forth ; in the precincts
of the Palais Poyal. It is Te-Deum Fauchet; the
same who preached on Franklin’s Death, in that
huge Medicean rotunda of the Halle-aux-bleds. He
here, this winter, by Printing-press and melodious
Colloquy, spreads bruit of himself to the utmost Citybarriers. “ Ten thousand persons of respectability ”
attend there; and listen to this '“Procureur-Général
de la Vérité (Attorney-General of Truth),” so has he
dubbed himself; to his sage Condorcet, or other elo
qüent coadjutor. Eloqüent Attorney-General! He
blows out from him, better or worse, what crude or
ripe thing he holds: not without result to himself;
for it leads to a Bishopric, though only a Constitutional one. Fauchet approves himself a glib-tongued,
strong-lunged, whole-hearted human individual:
much flowing matter there is, and really of the bet
ter sort, about Eight, Nature, Benevolence. Progress;
which flowing matter. whether “ it is pau-theistic,”
or is pot-theistic, only the greener mind, in these
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days, need examine. Busy Brissot was long ago of
purpose to establish preciselysomesuchregenerativc
Social Circle: nay he had tried it in “ Newman-street
Oxford-street,” of the Fog Babylon ; and failed,—as
some say, surreptitiously pocketing the cash. Fauchel,
not Brissot, was fated to be the happy man; whereat, however, generous Brissot will with sincere heart
sing a timber-toned Nunc Domine.* But “ 10,000
persons of respectability: ” what a bulk have many
things in proportion to their magnitude! This Cer
cle Social, for which Brissot chants in sincere timber-tones such Nunc Domine, what is it ? Unlortunately wind and shadow. The maiu reality onc fiiids
in it now, is perhaps tliis: th a ta n Attorney-Gen
eral of Truth ” did once take shape of a body, as Son
of Adam, on our Earth, though but for montlis or
moments; and 10,000 persons of respectability attended, ere yet Chaos and Nox had reabsorbed him.
850. Hundred and tkirty-tliree Paris Journals;
regenerative Social Circle; oratory, in Mother aud
Daughter Societies, from the balconies of Iuns, by
chimney-nook, at dinner-table,—polemical, ending
many times in duel! And ever, like a constant
growling accompaniment of bass Discord: scarcity
of work, scarcity of J'ood. The winter is hard aud
cohl; ragged Baker’s-queues, like a black tattercd
flag-of-distress, wave out ever and anón. It is the
thirdof our Hunger-years, this new year of a glorious Revolution. The rich man when invited to din* See Brissot, Patriote-Français newspnpers; Fauchet,
“ Bouche-de-Fer,’ etc. ¡excerpted iu “ Histoire Parlementaire,” viii. ix. et seqq).
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ner, in such distress-seasons, feels bound in politeness to carry bis own bread in bis pocket, bow tbe
poor diñe ? And your glorious Revolution has done
it, cries one. And our glorious Revolution is subtilely, by black traitors worthy of tbe Lamp-iron,
perverted to do it, cries another. Wbo will paint tbe
buge Whirlpool within France, ali shivered into wild
incoherence, whirls? Tbe jarring that went on un
der every French roof, in every Frencb heart; tbe
diseased things that were spoken, done, tbe sumtotal whereof is the French Revolution, tongue of
man cannot teli. Nor the laws of aetion that work
unseen in the depths of that buge blind Incoherence!
With amazement, not with measurement, men look
on the Immeasurable; not knowing its laws; seeing,
with ali different degrees of knowledge, wliat new
phases, and results of event, its laws bring forth.
France is as a monstrous Galvanic Mass, wberein ali
sorts of far stranger than Chemical galvanic or electric forces and substances are at work; electrifying
one another, positive and negative; filling with electricity your Leyden-jars,—25,000,000 in number!
As the jare get ful!, there will, from time to time, be,
on slight hint, an explosión.

in that Commixture of the Four Elements did the
Anarch Old, has an august Assembly spread its pavilion; curtained by the dark infinite of discords;
founded on the wavering bottomless of the Abyss;
and keeps continual hubbub. Time is around it,
and Eternity, and the Inane; and it does what it can,
what is given it to do.
852. Glancing reluctantly in, once more, we discern little that is edifying: a Constitutional Theory
of Defective Verbs struggling forward, with perseverance, amid endless interruptions: Mirabeau, from
his tribune, with the weight of his narne and genius,
awing-down much Jacobin violence; which in return
vents itself the louder over in its Jacobins Hall, and
even reads him sharps lectures there* This man’s
path is mysterious, qüestionable; difficult, and he
walks without companion in it. Pure Patriotism
does not now count him among her chosen; pure
Royalism abhors him: yet his weight with the world
is overwhelming. Let him travel on, companionless, unwavering, whither he is bound,—while it is
yet day with him, and the night has not come.
853. But the chosen band of pure Patriot brothers
is small; counting only some thirty, seated ncrw on
the extreme tip of the Left, separate from the world.
A virtuous Pétion; an incorruptible Robespierre,
most consistent, incorruptible of thin acrid men;
Triumvirs Barnave, Duport, Lameth, great inspeech,
thouglit, aetion, each according to his kind; a lean
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851. Ou such wonderful basis, however, has Law,
Royalty, Authority, and whatever yet exists of visi
ble Order, to maintain itself, while it can. Here, as
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* Camille’s Journal (in “ Histoire Parlementaire,” ix.
366-385).
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old Gupil de Prefeln: on these and wliat wi lOilc
them lias pure Patriotism to depend.
854 There too, conspicuous among the Thirty, ii
sfeldom audible, Philippe d’Orléans may be seen sit
tingiindim fuliginous bcwildermeut; having, ont
might say, arrived at Chaos! Gleams there are, at
once of a Lieutenaney and Kegency: debates in the
Assembly itself, of succession to the Throne 1in case
the present Brauch should fail,” and Philippe, they
say, walked anxiously, iu silence, througli the corridors, till such high argument were done: but it
came all to nothing; Mirabeau, glaring into the man,
and through him, had to ejaculate in strong untranslatable language: “Ce j —1—ne vaut pas la peine
qu’on se donne pourlui.” It came all to nothing;
and in the meanwhile Philippe’s money, tliey say, is
gone! Could he refuse alittle cash to the giftcd
Patriot, in want only of that; he himself in want ofall.Jití that? Not a pamphlct cau be printed withoutcash; or indeed writtcn without food purchasable by cash. Without cash your hopefulest Pro
jector cannot stir from the spot; individual patriotic or other Projeets require cash: how much more
do wide-spread Intrigues, which live and exist by
cash; lying well-spread, with dragón appetite for
cash; fit to swallow Princedoms? And so Prince
Philippe, amid his Sillerys, Lacloses and confused
Sons of Night, has rolled along: the center of the
strangest cloudy coii; outof which has visibly come,
aswe often say, Epie Preternatural Machinery of
Suspkion; and within which Hiere has dwelt and
worked,—wliat specialities of treaíjon stratagem.
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aimed or aimless endeavor toward mischief, no party
liviug (if it be not the presiding Genius of it, Prince
of the power of the Air), has now any chance to
know. Camille’s conjecture is the likliest; that
poor Philippe did mount up, a littlf way, in treasonable speculation, as he mounted formerly in one of
the earliest Balloons; but, frightened at the ncw
position he was getting into, had soon turued the
cock again, and come down. More fool than he rose!
To create Preternatural Suspicion, this was his function in the Eevolutionary Epos. But now if he liave
lost his cornucopia of ready-money, what else had he
to lose ? In tliick darkness, inward and outward, he
must welter and flounder on, in that piteons deathelement, the hapless man. Once, or even twice, we
shall stili behold him emerged; struggling out of the
thick deatli-element: in vain. For one moment, it
is the last moment, he starts aloft, or is flung aloft,
even into clearness and a kind of memorability,
to sink then for evermore!
855. The Coté Droit persists noless,nay with more
animation than ever, though hope has now well-nigh
fled. Tough Abbd Maury, when the obscure country Royalist grasps his hand with transport of tlianks,
answers, rollinghis indomitable brazenhead: “lidias,
Mousieur, all that I do here is as good as simply
nothing.” Gallant Faussigny, visible this one time
in history, advance frantic into the middle of the
Hali, exclaiming: “There is but one way of dealing
with it, and that is to fall sword in hand on those
gentry there (sabre à la mair» sur ces gaillards la),”*
* Moniteur, Séance du 21 Aoüt 1790.
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frantically indicating one cliosen Thirty on the ex
treme tip of the Left! Whereupon is clangor and
clamor, debate, repentance,—evaporation. Things
ripen toward downright incompatibility, and what
is called “scission:” that Aeree theoretic onslauglit
of Faussigny’s was in August, 1790; next August
will not llave come, till a famed Two Hundred and
Ninty-two, the chosen of Royalism, make solenin
final “scission” from an Assemhly given up to faction;
and depart, shaking the dust off their feet.
856. Connected with this matter of sword in hand,
there is yet another tliing to be noted. Of duels
we have sometime spoken: how, in all parts of
France, innumerable duels were fought; and argumentative men and messmates, flinging down the
yine-cup and weapons of reason and repartee, met
in the measured field; to part bleeding ; orperhaps
not to part, bnt to fall mutually skewered through
with iron, their wrath and life ending,—and die as
fools die. Long has this lasted, and still lasts. But
now it would seem as if in an august Assemhly itself,
traitorous Royalism in its despair, had taken a new
course: that of cutting off Patriotism by systematic
duel! Bully swordsmen, “Spadassins” of thatparty,
go swaggering; or indeed they can be had for a trifle
of money. “Twelve Spadassins” were seen, by the
yellow eye oí Joumalism, “arriving recently out of
Switzerland ;” also “a considerable number of Assas
sins (nombre considerable d’assassins), exercising in
fencing-schools and at pistol-targets.” Any Patriot
Deputy o" mark can be called out; lethim escapé
one time, or ten times, a time there necessarily is
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wlien he mnst fall, and Franee mourn. How many
cartels has Mirabeau had; especially while he was
the People’s Champion! Cartels by the hundred:
wliieh he, since the Constitution must be made first,
and his time is precious, answers now always with a
kind of stereotype formula: “Monsienr, yon are
put upon my List; but I warn you that it is long,
and I grantno preferences.”
857. Then, in Autumn,liad we not the Duel of Cá
zales and Barnave; the two chief masters of tongueshot, meeting now to excliange pistol-shot? For
Cazalés, chief of the Royalists, whom wecall “Blacks
or Noirs said, in a moment of passion, “the Patriota
were sheer Brigands,” nay in so speaking, he darted,
or seemed to dart, a fire-glancespecially at Barnave;
who thereupon could not but reply by fire-glances,
—by adjournment to the Bois-du-Boulogne. Barnave’s second shot took effect: on Cazales’s lint. The
“front nook” of a triangular Felt, such as mortals t hen
wore, deadened the hall; and saved that fine brow
from more than temporary injury. But how easily
might the lot have fallen the other way, and Barnave’s hat not been so good ! Patriotism raises its
loud denunciation of Duelling in general; petitions
an august Assemhly to stop such Feudal barbarism
by law. Barbarism and solecism: for will it con
vince or convict any man to blow half an ounce of
lead through the head of him ? Surely not Barnave was recei 'ed at the Jacobins with embraces,
yet with rebukes.
858. Mindful of which, and piso that his reputation in America was that of headlong foolhardinesa
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ratlier, and want of brain, not of heart, Charles Laraetli does, on the eleventh dayof November,with Httle
emotion, decline attending some hot young Gentlemen
from Artois, come expressly to challenge him : nay indeed he first coldly engages to attend; then coldly
permita two Friends to attend instead of him, and
shame the young Gentlemen out of it, which they
successfully do. A coid procedure; satisfactory to
the two Friends, to Lameth and the hot young Gen
tlemen ; whereby, one might have fancied, the whole
matter was cooled down.
859. Not so, however; Lameth, proceeding to his
senatorial duties, in the decline of the day, is met in
those Assembly corridors by nothing but Royalist
brocards; sniñs, huffs and open insults. Human
patience has its limits: “ Monsieur,” said Lameth,
.breaking silence to one Lautrec, a man with hunchback, or natural deformity, but sharp of tongue, and
a Black of the deepest tint, “ Monsieur, if you were a
man to be fought with !”—“ I am one,” cries the
young Duke de Castrias. Fast as fire-flash Lameth
replies, “ Tout à l’heure (On the instant, then)!”
And so, as the shades of dusk thicken in that Boisde-Boulogne, we behold two men with lion-look, with
alert attitude, side foremost, right foot advanced;
ñourishing and thrusting, stoccado and passado, in
tierce and quart; intent to skewer one another. See
with most skewering purpose, headlong Lameth, with
his whole weight, makes a furious lunge; but deft
Castries whisks aside: Lameth skewers only the air,
—and slits deop and far, on Castries’s sword’s-point,
his own extended left, arm! whereupon, with bleed

ing, pallor, surgeon’s-lint, and formalities, the Duel
is considered satisfactorily done.
860. But will there be no end, then? Beloved
Lameth lies deep-slit, not out of danger. Black
traitorous Aristocrats kill the People’s defenders, cut
up not with arguments, but with rapier-slits. And
the Twelve Spadassins out of Switzerland, and the
considerable number of Assassins exercising at the
pistol-target ? So meditates and ejaculates hurt
Patriotism, with ever-deepening, ever-widening fer
vor, for the space of six-and-thirty hours.
861. The thirty-six hours past, on Saturday the
13th, one beholds a new spectacle: The Rué de
Varennes, and neighboring Boulevard des Invalides,
covered with a mixed flowing multitude: the Castries Hotel gone distracted, devil-ridden, belching
from every window, “ beds with clothes and curtains,”
píate of silver and gold with filigree, mirrors, pictures, images, commodes, chiffoniers and endless
crockery and jingle: amid steady popular cheers, absolutely without theft: for there goes a cry, “ He
shall be hanged that steals a nail.” It is a Plebisci
tum, or informed iconoclastic Decree of the Common
People in the course of being executed!—The Municipality sit tremulous; deliberating whether they
will hang out the Drapeau Rouge and Martial Law;
National Assembly, part in loud wail, part in hardly
suppressed applause; Abbé Maury unable to decide
whether the iconoclastic Plebs amount to 40,000 oí
to 200,000.
862. Deputations, swift messengers,—for it is at a
distance over the River,—come and go. Lafayette
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and National Guards, though wittmutDrapeau Rouge;
get under way; apparenlly in bo liot haste. Nay,
arrived on tlie scene, Lafayette salutes with doffed
hat, before ordering to fix bayoneta. Wbat avails it ?
The Plebeian “ Court of Cessation.” as Camille niiglifc
punningly ñame it, has done its work; steps forth,
with unbuttoned vest, with pockets turned inside
out: sack, and just ravage, not plunder! With inexhaustible patience, the Hero of two Worlds rernonstrates; persuasively, with a kind oi'sweetconstraint,
though also with fixed bayoneta, dissipates, hushes
down: on the morrow it is once more all as usual.
863. Considering which things, however, Duke
Castries may justly “ write to the President,” justly
transport himself across the Marches; to raise a
corps, or do wliat else is in him. Royalism totally
abandons tliat Bobadilian nietliod of contest, and the
twelve Spadassins return to Switzerland—or even to
Dreamland through the Horn-gate, whichsoever their
true home is. Nay Editor Prudhomme is authorized
to publish a curious thing: “V e are authorized to
publish,” says he, dull-blustering Publisher, “ that
M. Boyer Champion of good Patriots is at the head
of Fifty Spadassinicides or Bully-/;¡7/ers. His address
is: Passage du Bois-de-Boulogne, Faubourg St.
Denis* One of the strangest Institutes, this of Cham
pion Boyer and the Bully-killers! Whose Services,
however, are not wanted ; Royalism having abandoned the rapier method, as plainly impracticable.
* “Kevolutions de Paria” (in “Histoire Parlementaire,”
viii. 440).
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CHAPTER IV.
TO FLY OB NOT TO FLY,
864. The truth is, Royalism sees itself verging
toward sad extremi ties; nearer and nearer daily.
From over the Rhine it comes asserted that the King
in his Tuileries is not free: this the poor King may
contradict, with the oficial mouth, but in his heart
feels often to be undeniable. Civil Constitution of
the Clergy ; Decree of ejectment against Dissidents
from i t : not even to this latter, though almost his
conscience rebels, can he say Nay; but, after two
months’ hesitating, signs this also. It was “ on January 21st,” of this 1791, that he signed it: to the sorrow of his poor heart yet, on another Twenty-first of
January! Wliereby come Dissident ejected Priests;
unconquerable Martyrs according to some, incurable
chicaning Traitors according to others. And so there
lias arrived what we once foreshadowed: with Relig
ión, or with the Cant and Echo of Religión, all Frauce
is rent asunder in a new rupture of continuity; eomplicating, imbitteringall the older:—to be curedonly
by stern surgery, in La Vendée!
865. Unhappy Royalty, unhappy Majesty, Hereditary Representative (Representant Híréditaire), or
howsoever tliey may ñame him; of whom inucli is
expeded, to whom little is given! Blue National
Guards encircle that Tuileries; a Lafayette, thin
constitutional Pedant; ciear, thin, inflexible, as
water turned to thin ice; whom no Queen’s heart
can love. National Assembly, its pavilion spread
where we know, sits near by, keeping continual hub-
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bub. Fiom without, notbingbut Nanci Revolts, sack
of Castries Hotels, riots and seditions; riots North
and South, at Aix, at Douai, at Béfort, Usez, Perpignan, at Nismes, and tliat incurable Avignon of the
Pope’s ; a continual crackling and sputtering of riots
from tlie whole face of France;—testifyinghow electric it grows. Add only the hard winter, the famished strilces of operatives; that continua] runningbass of Scarcity, ground-tone and basis of all other
Discords!
866. The plan of Royalty, so far as it can be said
to have any fixed plan, is still, as ever, that of flying
toward the frontiers. In very truth, the only plan
of the smallest promise for i t ! Fly to Bouillé; bristle yourself round with cannon, served by your “ 40,000 undebauched Germans: ” snmmon the National
Assembly to follow you, sunnnon what of it is Royalist, Constituti onal, gainable by money; dissolve
the rest, by grape-shot if need be. Let Jacobinism
and Revolt, with or.e wild wail, fly into Infinite
Space; driven hy grape-shot. Thunder over France
with the cannon’s mouth ; commanding, not entreating, that th is riot cease. And then to rule afterward
with utmostpossibleConstitutionality ; doing justice,
loving inercy; bcingShepherd ofthis indigent People,
not Shearer merely, and Shepherd’s similitude! All
this, if ye daré. If ye daré not, then in Heaven’s
ñame, go to sleep: other handsome alternative seems
none.
867. Nay', it were perhaps p o s s ib le ; with a man to
do it. Forif such inexpresable W h ir lp o o l of Babylonish confusions (which our Era is) cannot be still-

ed by man, but only by Time and men, a man may
moderate its paroxysms, may balance and sway, and
keep himself unswallowed on the top of it,—as several men and Kings in these days do. Mucli is pos
sible for a man; men will obey a man that kens and
cans, and ñame him reverently their Ken-ning or
King. Did not Cbarlemagne rule? Consider, too,
whether he had smooth times of i t ; hanging “ 4,000
Saxons over the Weser-bridge,” at one dread swoop!
So likewise, who knows but, in this same distracted
fanatic France, the righfc man may verily exist? An
oiive-complexioned taciturn man; for the present,
Lieutenant in the Artillcry-service, who once sat
studying Mathematics at Brienne! The same who
walked in the morning to correct proof-sheets at
Dole, and enjoyed a frugal breakfast with M. Joly ?
Such a one is gone, whither also famed General Paoli
bis friend is gone, in these very days, to see oíd
scenes in native Corsica, and what Democràtic good
can be done there.
868. Royalty never executes the evasión plan, yet
never abandons i t ; living in variable hope ; undecisive, till fortune shall decide, In utirost secresy, a
brisk Correspondence goes on with Bouillé ; there is
also a piot, which emerges more than once, for carrying the King to Rouen:* plot after plot emerging
and submerging, like ignes fatui in foul weather,
which lead nowdiither. “ About ten o’cloclc at
night,” the Hereditary Representative,in partiequarrée, with the Queen, with Brotlier Monsieur, and
* See ‘‘Histoire Parlementaire,” vií. 316; BertraudMoleville, etc.
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Madarae, sits playing '‘wisk,” or whist. Usher Cam
pan enters mysteriously, with a message he only
balf comprehends: How a certaiu Comte d’Inisdal
waits anxious in the outer antechamher; National
Colonei, Captain of the watch for this niglit, is gainedover; post-liorses ready all the way; party of
Nohlesse sitting armed, determined ; will his Majesty, hefore midnight, consent to go ? Profound silence;
Campan waiting with upturned ear. “ Did your
Majesty hear what Campan said? ” asks the Queen,
“Yes, I heard,” answers Majesty, and plays on.
“ Twas a pretty couplet, that of Campan’s,” hints
Monsieur, who at times showed a pleasant wit: Maj
esty, still unresponsive, plays wisk. “ After all, one
must say something to Campan,” remarksthe Queen.
“ Teli M. d’Inisdal,” said the King, and the Queen
puts an emphasis on it, “That the King cannot con
sent to he forced away.”—“ I see,” said D’Inisdal,
whisking round, peakiug himself into flame of irritancy: “ we have the risk; we are to have all the
hlame if it fail,”*—and vanishes, he and his plot, as
will-o’-wisps do. The Queen sattill far in the night,
packing jewels: hut it carne to nothing; in that
peaked flame of irritancy the will-o’-wisp had gone
out.
869. Little hope llieie is in all this. Alas, with
whom to (ly ? Our loyal Gardes-du-Corps, ever since
the Insurrection of Womtn, are disbanded ; gone to
their homes; gone, many of them, across the Khine
toward Coblentz and Exiled Primees: brave Mioman'
dre and brave Tardivet, these faithful Two, have re* Campan, ii. 105.
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ceived, in nocturn mierview with both Majesti es,
their viaticum of louis, of heartfelt thanks from
a Queen’s lips, the unluckily his Majesty stood,
back to fire, not <-v$aking ;* and do now diñe
through the Provi ; lecounting hairs-breadth es
capes, insurrection -« norrors. Great horrors, to be
swallowed yet of ¿««.er. But, on the whole, what a
falling oíf from fh~ m\i splendor of Yersailles! Here
in this poor Tui ~<ues a National Brewer-Colonel,
sonorous Santerre, *»«uuies officially behind her Majesty’s chair. Our
dignitaries all fled over the
Khine: nothing r·-'· io be gained at Court; but
hopes, for which 1*** icseJf must be risked! Obscure
busy men freque:~ »ne back stairs; with hearsays,
wind-projeets, un?««-¿«ftil íanfaronades. Young Royalists, at the Théi-*~«¡ ue Yaudeville, “ sing couplets;’’
if that could do iVvtnmg. Royalists enough, Captains on furloúgh, •-MAnc-out Seigneurs, may likewise
be met with, “ in Café de Yalois, and at Meot the
Restaurateur’s.” >*?ere they fan one another into
higli loyal glow; w-unk, in such wine as can be procured, confusión oa-nsculottism; show purchased
dirks, of an impro**«u siructure, made to order; and?
greatly daring, di i It isin these places, in these
mouths that the ewitnetSansculotte first gets applied
to indigent Patrii/Nuun; inthelastage we had Gil"
bert Sansculotte, indigent Poet.J Destitute-of
Breeches: a morosum Destitution; which however,
ifTwenty million» onaie it, may become more effect
ive than most Piw*essions!
* Campan, ii. 199^1t Dampmartin, ií- 9. . .......
$ Mercier, “ Nou París, ii1JX
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870. Meanwhile, amici this vague dim whirl of
fanfaronades, wind-projects, pouiards made to orden
there does disclose itself one punctumsaliens of'
life and feasibility ; the finger of Mirabeau! Mirabeau and the Queen of France have met; have parted with mutual trust! It is strange: secret as the
Mysteries; but it is indubitable. Mirabeau took
horse, one evening; and rode westward, unattended,
to see Friend Clavière in that country-house of his ?
Before getting to Clavière’s, the much-amusing
horseman struck aside to a back gate of the Garden
of Saint-Cloud : some Duke d’Aremberg, or the like,
vas there to introduce hira ; the Queen was not far;
on a “ round knoll ” (rond point), “ the higliest of
the Garden of Saint-Cloud,” he beheld the Queen’s
face; spake with lier, alone, under the void eanopy
of Niglit. What an interview; fateful, secret for us,
after all searching; like the eolloquies of the gods !*
She called him “ a Mirabeau;” elsewhere we read
thatslie “ was charmed with him,” the wild submitted Titan; as indeed it is among the «onoraDle
tokens of this higli ill-fated heart that no mina of
any endowment, no Mirabeau, nay no Barnave, no
Dumouriez, ever came face to face with h»<• nnt. m
spite of all prepossessions, she was forcecl to irccoiinize
it, to draw nigh to it, with trust. High inaneriat
heart; with the instinctive attraction tmvara all
that hacl any height! “ You know not tue uueen,”
said Mirabeau once in confldcnce; “ her rorce or
mind is prodigious; she is a man for cocrajce/'T—
* Campan, ii. c. 17.
1 Durnont, p. 211.
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And so, under the void Night, on the crown of that
knoll, she has spoken with a Mirabeau : he has kissed loyally the queenly hand, and said with enthusiasm: “ Madame, the Monarchy is saved! ”—Possible ?
The Foreign Powers, mysteriously sounded, gave
favorable guarded response;* Bouilléisat Metz, and
could find 40,000 sure Germans. With a Mirabeau
for head, and a Bouillé for hand, something verily is
possible,—if Fate intervene not.
871. But figure under what thousand-fold wrappages, and eloaks of darkness, Eoyalty, meditating
these things, must involve itself. There are nitn
with “Tickets of Entrance;” there are chivairous
consultings, raysterious plottings. Consider also
whether, involve as it like, plottiug Eoyalty can
escape the glance of Patriotism,. lynx-eyes, by tlie
ten-tliousand, fixed on it, which see in the dark !
Patriotism knows m uchknow s the dirks made to
order, and can specify tlie shops; knows Sieur Motier’s legions of mouehards; the Tickets of Entrée,
and men in black; and how plan of evasión succeeds
plan,—or may be supposed to succeed it. Tlieu ccnceive the couplets chanted at the Théátre de Vaudeville; or worse, the whispers, significant nods of
traitors in mustachioes. Conceive,on the other hand,
the loud cry of alarm that came througli tlie
Hunclred-and-Thirty Journals; the Dionysius-Ear of
each of the Forty-eight Sections, wakeful night and
day.
872. Patriotism is patient of much ; not patient of
* • Correspondanee Secrete'1 (in “ Hlstoire Pariementaire,” viii. 169-173)
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all. The Café de Procope has sent, visibly along the
streets, a Deputation of Patriota, “to expostulate
with bad Editors,” by trustful word of mouth: sin
gular to see and hear. The bad Editors promise to
amend, but do not. Deputations for change of Ministry were many; Mayor Bailly joining even with
Cordelier Danton in such ; and they have prevailed.
With wliat proflt? Of Quacks, willing or constrained
to be Quacks, the race is everlasting: Ministers
Duportail and Dutertre will have to manage much
as Ministers Latour du Pin and Cicé did. So welters
the confused world.
873. But now, beaten on forever by such inextri
cable contradictory influences and evidences, what is
the indigent French Patriot, in these unkappy days,
to believe and walk by ? Uncertainty all: except
that he is wretched, indigent; tliat a glorious Revolution, the wonder of the Universe, has hitherto
brought neither Bread ñor Peace; being marred by
traitors, difficult to discover. Traitors that dwell in
darle, invisible there;—or seen for moments, in pallid
dubious twiliglit, stealthily vanishing thither! Pre
ternatural Suspicion once more rules the minds of
men.
874. “Nobody here,” writes Carra, of the Annales
Patriòtiques, so early as the first of February, “can
entertain a doubt of the constant obstinate project
these people have on foot to get the King away ; or
of the perpetual succession of maneuvres they employ for that.” Nobody: the watchful Mother of
Patriotism deputed two Members to lier Daughter at
Versailles, to examine how the matter looked there.

TO FLY OR NOT TO FLY.

555

Well, and there ? Patriòtic Carra continues: “The
Report of these two deputies we all heard with our
own ears last Saturday. They went with others of
Versailles, to inspect the King’s Stables, also the
stables of the whilom Cardes-du-Corps : they found
there from seven to eight hundred horses standiug
always saddled and bridled, ready for the road at a
moment’s notice. The satne deputies, moreover, saw
with their own two eyes several Royal Carriages,
whicli men were even then busy loading with large
well-stuffed luggage-bags,” leather cows, as we cali
them, “vacile? de cuir; the Royal Arms on the panela
alm ost entirely effaced.” Momen tous enough! Al
so “on the same day the whole Maréchaussée, or
Cavalry Pólice, did assemble with arms, horses and
baggage,”—and disperse again. They want the King
over the marches, that so Emperor Leopold and the
Germán Princes, whose troops are ready, may have a
pretext for beginning: “this,” adds Carra, is the
word of the riddle: this is the reason why our fugi
tive Aristocrats are now making levies of men on
the frontiers; expecting that, one of these mornings,
the Executive Chief Magistrate will be brought over
to them, and the civil war commence.”*
875. If indeed the Executive Chief Magistrate
bagged, say in one of these leather cows, were once
brought safe over to them ! But the strangest thing
of all is, that Patriotism, whether barking at a venture, or guided by «orne instinct of preternatural sa* C a r r a ’s n e w s p a p e r , l s t F e b r u a r y , l ’ía l (in “ H is to ir e
P a r le m e n ta ir e ,” ix. W*
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gacity, is actually barking ariglti this time ; at so me
tbing, not at nothing. Bouillé’s Secrefc Correspond
ence, since made public, testiiies as much.
876. Nay, it is undeniable, visible to all, that Mes
dames the King’s Aunts are taking steps for departure: asking passports of the Ministry, safe-conducts
of the Munieipality; which Marat warns all men to
beware of. They will caray gold with them, “ these
oíd Béguines; nay they will caray the little Dauphin, “having nursed a changeling, for some time
to leave in his stead!” Besides, they are as some
light substance flnng up, to show how the wind sits;
a kind of proof-kite you fly off to ascertain whether
the grand paper-kite, Evasión of the Kiug, may
mount!
877. In these alariningcircumstances, Patriotism is
not wanting to itself. Municipalty deputes to the
King ; Sections depute to the Munieipality; a Na
tional Assembly will soon stir. Meanwhile, beliold,
on the 19th of February, 1791, Mesdames, quitting
Bellevue and Versailles with all privacy, are off!
Toward Borne, seemingly; or one knows not whither.
They are not without King’s passports, countersigned;
and whatis moretotlie purpose,aserviceable Escort.
The Patriòtic Mayor or Mayorlet of the Village of
Moret tried to detain them : but brisk Louis de Nar.
honne, of the Escort dashed off at hand-gallop ; retnrned soon with thirty dragoons, and victoriously
«ut them out. And so the poor ancient women go
their way; to the terror of France and Paris, wliose
««voris excitability is become extreme. Who else

would hinder poor Loque and Graille, now grown so
oíd. and fallen into such unexpected circumstances,
when gossip itself turning only on terrors and hor
rors is no longer pleasant to the mind, and you cannotgetsomuch as an Orthodox confessor in peace,
—from going what way soever the hope oí any
solacement might lead them ?
878. They go, poor ancient dames,—whom the
heart were hard that did not pity: they go; with
palpitations, with unmelodious suppressed screecliing; all France screeching and cackling, in loud unsuppressed terror, behind and on both liands of them:
such mutual suspicion is among men. At Arnay le
Duc, above half-way to the frontiers, a Patriòtic
Munieipality and Populace again takes courage to
stop them: Louis Narbonne must now go back to
Paris, must consuit the National Assembly. National
Assembly answers, not without an efforc, that Mes
dames may go. "VVhereupon París rises worse than ever,
screeching half-distracted. Tuileries and precincts
are filled with women and men, wliile the National
Assembly debates this question of qüestions; Lafayette is needed at night for dispersing them, and the
streets are to be illuminated. Commandant Ber hier,
a Berthier before wdiom are great things unknown,
lies for the present under blockade at Bellevue in
Versailles. By no tactics could he get Mesdames"
Luggage stirred from the Courtsthere; frantic Versaillese women carne screaming about him ; his very
troops cut the wagón-traces; he “ retired to the in
terior,” waiting better times.*
* Campan, ii. 133.
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879. Nay in these same hours, while Mesdames,
hardly cut out from Moret by the saber’s edge, are
driving rapidly, to foreign parts, and not yet stopped
at Arnay, their august Nephew poor Monsieur, at
can liardly be persuaded up again. Soreeching mul
titudes environ tliat Luxembourg of his; drawn
thither by report of his depavture; but at sight and
sonnd of Monsieur, they become crowing multitudes;
and escort Madame and him to tbe Tuileries wilh
vivats.* It is a state of nervous excitability such as
few nations know.
CHAPTEE V.
THE DAY OF PONIAKDS.

880. Or again, what means tliis visible reparation
of the Castlfc of Yincennes? Other Jails being all
crowded with prisoners, new space is wanted here :
that is the Municipal account. For in sucli changing of Judicatures. Parlements being abolished, and
New Courts but just set up, prisoners have accumulated. Not to say that in these times of discord and
club-law, offenses and committais are, at any rate,
more numerous. Which Municipal account, does it
not sufficiently explain llie phenomenon? Surely,
to repair the Castle of Vincennes was of all enterprises that an enlightened Municipality could undertake the most innocent.
* Montgaillard, li. 282; '• Deux Amis,” vi. o. 1.
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881. Not so, however, does neighboring Saint-Antoine look on it: Saint-Antoine. to whom these
peaked turréis and grim donjons, all too near her
own dark dwelling are of themselves an offense.
Was not Vincennes a kind of minor Bastille ? Great
Diderot and Philosophes have lain in durance here:
great Mirabeau, in disastrous eclipse, for forty-two
months. And now when the oíd Bastille has become
j dancing-ground (had any one the mirth to dance),
.■ md its stones are getting built into the Pont LouisSeize, does this minor, comparative insignificance of
a Bastille flank itself with fresh-hewn mullions,
spread out tyrannous wings; menacing Patriotism ?
New space for prisoners: and what prisoners? A
D’Orléans, with the chief Patriots- on the tip of the
Left? It is said, there runs “a subterranean passage ” all the way from the Tuileries hitlier. Who
knows ? Paris, mined with quarries and catacombS)
does hang wondrous over the abyss; Paris *as once
to be blown up,—though the powder, when wf -vent
to look, had got withdrawn. A Tuileries, seiu to
Austria and Coblentz, should have no subterranean
passage. Out of which might not 'Coblentz or Aus
tria issue, some morning; and with cannon of long
range, “ foudroyer,” bethunder a patriòtic Saint-Antoine into smolder and ruin!
882. So meditates the benighted soul of Saint-An
toine, as it sees the aproned workmen, in early spring,
busy on these towers. An official-speakmg Munici
pality, a Sieur Motier with his legions of mouchards,
deserve no trust at all. Were Patriot Santerre, indeed, Commander 1 But the sonorous Brewer com-

560

THE TUILERIES.

mands only our own Battalion : of sucli secrets he
can explain nothing, knows, perhaps suspects inuch.
And so the work goes on; and afflicted benighted
Saint-Antoine hears rattle of hammers, sees stones
suspended in air.*
883. Saint-Antoine prostrated the first great Bas
tille : will it falter over this comparative insignificance of a Bastille ? Friends, wliat if wc took piikes,
firelocks, sledge-hammers ; and help ourselves!—
Speedier is no reniedy ; nor so certain. On the 28th
day of February, Saint-Antoine turns out, as it has
now often done; and, apparently with little superfluous tumuit, moves eastward to that eye-sorrow of
Vincenncs. With grave voice of authority, no need
of bullying and shouting, Saint-Antoine signifies to
parties concerned there, that its purpose is, To have
this suspicious Stronghold razed level with the gen
eral soil of the country. Eemonstrances may be
proifered, with zeal, but it avails not. The outer
gate goes up, drawbridges tumble; iron windowstanchions, smitten out with sledge-hammers, beeome iron-crowbars: it rains a rain of furniture,
stone-masses, slates: with chaotic clatter and rattle,
Demolition clatters down. And now hasty expresses
rush through the agitated streets, to warn Lafayette,
and the Municipal and Departmental Authorities;
Humor warns a National Assembly, a Royal Tuileries,
and ali men who care to hear i t : That Saint-An
toine is up; that Vincennes, and probably the last
* Montgaillard, ii. 285
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remainiug Institution of the Country, is eoming
down.*
884. Quick then! Let Lafayette roll his drums
and fly eastward; for to ali Constitutional Patriots
this is again bad news. And you, ye Friends of
Royalty, snatcli your poniards of improved structure,
made to order; your sword-canes, secret army, and
tickets of entry; quick, by back-stairs passages, rally
round the Son of Sixty Kings. An effervesceuco
probably got up by D’Orléans and Company, for the
overthow of Throne and Altar: itis said her Majesty shall be put in prison, put out of the way;
what then will his Majesty be? Clay for the Sansculottic Potter! Or were it impossible to fly this
day ; a brave Noblesse suddenly all rallying ? Perii
threatens, hope invites: Dukes do Yillequier, de
Duras, Gentlemen of the Chamber give Tickets and
admittance; a brave Noblesse is suddenly all rally
ing. Now were the time to “ fall sword in hand on
those gentry there,” could it be done with efleet.
885. The Hero of two Worlds is on his white
charger: blue Nationals, liorse and foot, hurrying
eastward; Santerre, with the Saint-Antoine Battalion, is already there,—apparently indisposed to act.
Ileavy-laden Hero of two AVorlds what tasks are
these? The jeerings, provocative gambollings ofthat
Patriot Suburb, which is all out on the streets now,
are hard to endure; unwashed Patriots jeering in
sulky sport; one unwashed Patriot “seizing the Gen
eral by the boot,” to unhorse him. Santerre, ordered
* “ Deux Amis,” vi. 11-15; newspapers (in ‘‘ His tui re
Parie: nentaire,” ix. 111-117).
aa
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to fire, makes answer obliquely. “ These are the
men that took the Bastille; ” and not a trigger stirs.
Neither dare the Yincennes Magistracy give warrant
of arrestment, or the sraallest countenance: wherefore the General “ will take it on himself ” to arrest.
By proraptitnde, by cheerM adroitness, patience and
brisk valor without límits, the riot may be again
bloodlessly appeased.
886. Meanwhile the rest of Paris, with more orless
unconcern, may mind the rest of its business; for
what is this but an effervescence, of which there are
novv so many? The National Àssembly, in one of
its stormiest moods, is debating a law against Emigration ; Mirabeau declaring aloud, “ I swearbeforehand that I will not obey it.” Mirabeau is often at
the Tribune this day; with endless impediments
from without; with the old unabated energy from
within. What can murmurs and clamors, from Left
or from Right, do to this man ; like Teneriffe or Atlas
unremoved ? With clear thought; with strong bass
voice, though at first low, uncertain, he claims audience, sways the storm of m en; anon the sound of
him waxes, softens: he rises into far-sounding melody
of strength, triumphant, which subdues all hearts;
his rude seamed face, desolate, fire-scathed, becomes
fire-lit, and radiates : once again men feel, in these
beggarly ages, what is the potency and omnipotency
of man’s word on the souls of men. “ I will triumph,
or be torn in fragments,” he was once heard to say.
“ Silence,” he cries now, in strong word of command,
in imperial consciousness of strength, “ Silence, the
thirty voices (Silence aux trente voix)!”—and Robes-
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pierre and the Thirty Yoices die into mutt.erings;
and the Law is once more as Mirabeau would have it.
887. How different, ar the same instant, is General
Lafayette’s street-eloquence ; wrangling with sonorous Brewers, with an ungrammatical Saint-Antoine!
Most different, again, from both is theCafé-de-Valois
eloquenee, and suppressed fanfaronade, of this multitudeof men with Tickets of Entry ; who are now
inundating the Corridors of the Tuileries. Sueh
things can go on simultaneously in one City. How
much more in one Country ; in one Planet with its
discrepàncies, every Day a mere crackling infinitude
of discrepàncies,—which nevertheless do yield sorae
coherent net-product, though an inttnitesimally small
one!
888. But be this as it may, Lafayette has saved
Vincennes; and is marching homeward with some
dozen of arrested demolitionists. Royalty is not yet
saved ;—nor indeed specially endangered. But to the
King’s Constitutional Guard, to these old Gardes
Françaises, or Center Grenadiers, as it chanced to be,
this affluence of men with Tickets of Entry is becoming more and more unintelligible. Is his Majesty verily for Metz, tlien: to be carried off by these
men, on the spur of the instant? That revolt of
Saint-Antoine got up by traitor Royalists for a stalking horse? Kecp a Sharp Outlook, ye Center Grenadiers
on duty here : good never came from the “ men in
black.” Nay they have cloaks, redingotes; some of
them leather-breeches, boots,—as if for instant riding! Or what is this that sticks visible from the
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lapelle of Chevalier de Court ?* Too like the handle
of some cutting or stabbing instrument! He glides
and goes; and still the dudgeon sticks from his left
lapelle. “ Hold, Monsieur ! ”—a Center Grenadier
clutches him; clutclies tlie protrusive dudgeon,
whisks it out in the face of the world; by Heaven,
a very dagger; hunting-knife or whatsoever you will
cali it: flt to drink the life of Patriotism !
889. So fared it with Chevalier de Court, early in
the day; not without noise ; not without commentaries. And now this continually increasing multitude
at nightfall ? Have they daggers too ? Alas, with
them too, after angry parleyings, there has begun a
groping and a rummaging; all men inblack, spite of
their Tickets of Entry, are clutched by the collar, and
groped. Scandalous to think of: for always, as the
dirk, sword-cane, pistol, or were it but tailor’s bodkin, is found on him, and with loud scorn drawn
forth from him, he the hapless man in black,is flung
all too rapidly down stairs. Flung; and ignominiously descends, head foremost; accelerated by ignominious shovings from sentry after sentry; nay, asit
is written, by smitings, twitchings,—spurnings à pos
teriori, not to be named. In this accelerated way
emerges uncertain which end uppermost, man after
man in black, through all issues, into the Tuileries
Garden; emerges, alas, into the arms of an indignant
multitude, now gathered and gathering there, in the
liour of dusk, to see what is toward, and whether
the Hereditary Representative is carried off or not.
Hapless men in black; at last convicted of poniards
* Weber, ii. 286.
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made to order; convicted “ Chevaliers of the Poniard!”
Within is as the burning ship; without is as the
deep sea. Within is no help ; his Majesty, looking
forth, one moment, from his interior sanetuaries,
coldly bids all visitors “ give up their weapons; ” and
shuts the door again. The weapons given up form a
heap: the convicted Chevaliers of the Poniard keep
descending pell-mell, with impetuous velocity; and
at the bottom of all staircases the mixed multitude
receives them, hustles, buffets, chases and disperses
them.*
890. Such sight meets Lafayette, in the dusk of
the evening, as he returns, successful with difficulty
at Yincennes: Sansculotte Scylla hardly weathered,
here is Aristocrat Charybdis gurgling under his lee!
The palient Hero of two Worlds almost loses temper.
He accelerates, does not retard, the flyingChevaliers;
delivers, indeed, this or the other hunted Loyalist of
quality, but rates him in bitter words, such as the
hour suggested; such as no saloon could pardon.
Hero ill-bested; hanging, so to speak, in mid-air;
hateful to Rich divinities above; hateful to Indigent
mortals below ! Duke de Villequier, Gentleman of
the Chamber, gets such contumelious rating, in presence of all people there, that he may see good first to
excúlpate himself in the Newspapers; then, that not
prospering, to retire over the frontiers, and begin
plotting at Brussels.f His Apartment will stand
vacant; usefuller, as we may find, than when it stood
occupied.
* “ Histoire Parlementaire,”ix. 139-148.
t Montgaillard, ii. 286.
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891. So fly the Chevaliers of the Poniard; hunted
of Patriòtic men, shamefully in the thickening dusk.
A dim miserable business ; born of darkness ; dying
away tbere in the thickening dusk and dimness. In
the midst of which, however, let the reader discern
clearly one figure running for its life: Crispin-Catiline d’Espréménil,—for the last time, or the last but
one. It is not yet three years since these same Center Grenadiers, Gardes Françaises then, marched liim
toward the Calypso Isles, in the gray of the May
morning; and he and they have got thus far. Buffetted, beaten down, delivered by popular Pétion, he
might well answer bitterly: “And I too, Monsieur,
have been carried on the People’s shoulders.”* A
fact which popular Píítion, if he like, can medítate.
892. Buthappily, one way and another, thespeedy
night covers up this ignominious Day of Poniards ;
and the Chevaliers escape, though maltreated, with
torn coat-skirts and heavy hearts, to their respective
dwelling-houses. Riot twofold is quelled ; and little
blood shed, ifit he not insignificant hlood from the
nose; Yincennes stands undemolislicd, reparable;
and the Hereditary Representative lias not been stolen, ñor the Queen smuggled into Prison. A day
long remembered : commented on with loud ha-has
and deep grumblings; with bitter scornfulness of
triumph, bitter rancor of defeat. Royalism, as usual,
imputes it to D’Orléans and the Anarchists intent on
ínsulting Majesty : Patriotism, as usual, to Royalists,
and even Constitutionalists, intent on stealing Majes
ty to Metz : we, a!so, as usual, to Preternatural Sus* See Mercier, li. 40, 203.
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picion, and Phcebus Apollo having made himself like
the Night.
893. Thus, however, has the reader seen, in an unexpected arena, on this last day of February, 1791,
the Three long-contending elements of French Society dashed forth into singular comico-tragical collision; acting and reacting openly to the eye. Con.
stitutionalism, at once quelling Sansculottic riot at
Yincennes, and Royalist treachery in the Tuileries, is
great, this day, and prevails. As for poor Royalism,
tossed to and'fro in that manner, its daggers all left
in a heap, what can one think of it ? Every dog)
the Adage says, has its day: has i t ; has had i t ; or
will have it. For the present, the day is Lafayette’s
and the Constitution’s. Nevertheless Hunger and
Jacobinism, fast growmg fanatical, still work ; their
day, were they once fanatical, will come. Hitherto,
in all tempests, Lafayette, like some divine Sea-ruler,
raises his serene-head: the upper iEolus blasts fly
back to their caves, like foolish unbidden winds: the
under sea-billows they had vexed into froth allay
themselves. But if, as we often write, the stt5manne
Titanie Fire-powers carne into play, the Ocean-bed
from beneath being burst ? If they hurled Poseidon
Lafayette and his Coustitution ont of Space ; and, in
the Titanie melly, sea were mixed with sky?
CHAPTER VI.
M IE A B E A U .

894. The spirit of France waxes ever more acrid,
fever-sick; toward the final outbnrst of dissolution
and delirium. Suspicion rules all mindscontending
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parties cannot now commingle; stand separated
sheer asunder, eyeing one another, in most anguish
mood, of coid terror, or liot rage. Counter-Revolution, Days of Poniards, Castries Duels; Flight of
Mesdames, of Monsieur and Royalty ! Journalism
shrills ever louder its cry of alarm. The sreepless
Dionysius-Ear of the Forty-eight Seetions, h< w feverishly quick has it grown ; convulsing with sirange
pangs the whole sick Body, as in such sleeplessness
and sickness the ear will do!
895 Since Royalists get Poniards made to order,
and a Sieur Motier is no hetter than he should be,
shall not Patriotism too, even of the indigent sort,
liare Pikes, second-liand Firelocks, in readiness for
the worst? The anvils ring, during this March
month, with hammering of Pikes. A Constitntional
Municipality promulgated its Placard, that no Citi
zen except the “ active ” or cash-cítizen was entitled
to have arms; hut there rose, instantly responsive,
snch a tempest of astonishment from Club and Section, that the Constitutional Placard, almost next
morning, had to cover itself up, and die away into inanity, in a second improved edition* So the ham
mering continues; as all that it betokens does.
896. Mark, again, how the extreme tip of the Left
is mounting in favor, if not in its own National
Hall, yet with the Nation, especially with Paris.
Far in such universal panic of doubt, the opinión
that is sure of itself, as the meagerest opinión may
the soonest he, is the one to which all men will
* Ordonnance du 17 Mars 1791 (“ Histoire Parlemen-

rally. G-reat is Belief, were it never so meager; and
leads captive the doubting heart. Incorruptible
Robespierre has been elected Public Accuser in our
new Courts of Judicature; virtuous Pétion, it is
thought, may rise to be Mayor. Cordelier Danton,
called also by triumphant majorities, sits at the Departmental Council-table; colleague there of Mirabeau. Of incorruptible Robespierre it was long ago
predicted that he might go far, mean meager mortal
though he was; for Doubt dwelt not in him.
897. Under which circumstances ought not Roy
alty likewise to cease doubting, and begin deciding
and acting? Royalty has always that sure tramp
eará in itshand : Flight out of Paris. Which sure
trump-card Royalty, as we see, keeps ever and anón
elutehing at, grasping; and swashes it forth tentatively; yet never tables it, still puts it back again.
Play it, O Royalty! If there be a chance left, this
seems it, and verily the last chance; and now every
hour is rendering this a doubtfuler. Alas, one would
so fain botli fly and not fly; play one’s card and have
it to play. Royalty, in all human likelihood, will
not play its trump-card till the honors, one affer one,
be mainly lost; and such trumping of it prove ¡o be
the sudden finish of the game!
898. Here accordingly a question always arises; of
the prophetic sort, which cannot now be answered.
Suppose Mirabeau, with whom Royalty takes deep
counsel, as with a Prime Minister that cannot yet
legally avow himself as such, had got his arrangements completed ? Arrangements he has; far-stretching plans that dawn fitfully on us, by fragments, in
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the confused darkness. Thirty Departments ready
to sign loyal Addresses, of prescribed tenor; King
carried out of Paris, but only to Compiégne and
Rouen, hardly to Metz, sinee, once for ali, no Emi
grant rabble shall take the lead in i t ; National Assembly consenting, by dint of loyal Addresses, by
management, by forcé of Bouillé, to liear reason, and
foliow thither!* "VVas it so, on these terms, that
Jacobinism and Mirabeau were tben to grapple, in
their Hercules-and-Typhon duei; .Deatli inevitable
for tbe one or the other ? The duel itself is determined on, and sure: but on what terms; much more
with wbat issue, we in vain guess. It is vague dark
ness all: unknown what is to b e; unknown even
what has already been. The giant Mirabeau walks
in darkness, as we said; companionless, on wild
ways: what bis tlioughts duriug these months were
no record of Biographer, ñor vague Fils Adoptif,
will now ever disclose.
899. To us, eudeavoring to cast his horoscope, it of
course remains doubly vague. There is one Herculean m an; in internecine duel with him, there is
Monster after Monster. Emigrant Noblesse return,
sword on thigh, vaunting of their Loyalty never sullied; descending l'rom the air, like Harpy-swarms
with ferocity, with obscene greed. Earthward there
is tbe Typhon of Anarchy, Political, Religious :
sprawling hundred-headed. say with Twenty-five
million heads; wide as the area of France; fierce as
Frenzy, strong in very Hunger. With these shall
* See‘‘Fils Adoptif,” vii. 1. 6; Dumont, c 11,12,14.
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tbe Serpent-queller do battle continually, and expect
no rest.
900. As for the King, he as usual will go wavering
chameleon-like; changing color and purpose with
the color of his environment:—goodforno Kinglyuse.
On one royal person, on the Queen only, can Mira
beau perhaps place dependence. It is possible, the
greatness of this man, not unskilled too in blandishments, courtiership, and graceful adroitness, miglit,
with most legitímate sorcery, fascinate the volatile
Queen, and fix her to him. She has courage for all
noble daring; an eye and a heart: the soul of Theresa’s daughter. “ Faut-il done. Isit fated then,”
she passionately writes to her Brother, “ that I with
the blood I am come of, with the sentiments I have,
must live and die among such mortals?”* Alas,
poor Princcss, Yes. “ She is the only man,” as Mira
beau observes, “ whom his Majesty has about him.”
Of one other man Mirabeau is still surer: of bimself.
There lie his resourccs; sufficient or insufficient.
901. Dim and great to the eye of Prophecy
looks that future. A perpetual life-and-death bat
tle ; confusión from above and from below;—mere
confused darkness for us ; with here and there some
streak of faint lurid light. We see a King perhaps
laid aside; not tonsured,—tonsuring is out of fashion
now _ b ut say sent away anywhither, with handsome annual allowance, and stock of smith-tools.
We see a Queen and Daupliin, Regent and Minor; a
Queen “ mounted on horseback,” in the din of bat• “ Fils Adoptif," ubi supra.
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tles, with Moriamur pro rege nostro! “ Such a day,”
Mirabeau writes, “ may come.”
902. Din of batfles, wars more than civil, con
fusión from above and from below : in such cnvironment the eye of Propliecy sees Comte de Mirabeau,
like some Cardinal de Eetz, stormfully maintain
himself; witli head all-devising, heart all-daring, if
not victorious, yet unvauquished, wliile life is left
him. The speciallies and issues of it, no eye of
Prophecy can guess at: it is clouds, we repeat, and
tempestuous niglit; and in the middle of it, now
visible, far-darting, now laboring in eclipse, is Mira
beau indomitably struggling to be Cloud-Compeller!
—One can say that, liad Mirabeau lived, the History
of France and of the World liad been differeDt.
Further, that the man would have needed, as few men
ever did, the whole compass of that same“ Art of
Daring (Art d’Oser),” which he so prized; and likewise that he, above all men tlien living, would have
practiced and manifested it. Finally, that some substantiality, and no empty simulacrum of a formula,
would llave been the resuit realized by him, a result
you could have loved, a result you could have hated;
by no likelihood, a result you could only have rejected wiih closed lips, and swept into quick forgetfulness forever. Had Mirabeau lived one other
year.
CHAPTER VII.
DEATH OF MIRABEAU.

903. But Mirabeau could not live another year,
any more than he could live another tliousand years.
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Men’s years are numbered and the tale of Mirabeau’s
was now complete. Important or unimportant; to
be mentioned in World-History for some centuries,
or not to be mentioned there beyond a day or two,
—it matters not to peremptory Fate. From amid
the press of ruddy busy Life, the Palé Messenger
beckons silently: wide-spreadiug interests, projects,
salvation of French Monareliies, what tliing soever
man has on hand, he must suddenly quit it all, and
go. Wert thou saving French Monarchies: wert
thou blacking shoes on the Pont Neuf! The most
important of men ca:mot stay; did the World’s His
tory depend on an hour, that hour is not to be given.
Whereby, indeed, it come that these same would-havebeens are mostly a vanity; and the World’s History
could never in the least be what it would, or might,
or should, by any manner of potentiality, butsimply
and altogether what it is.
904. The fierce wear and tear of such an existence
has wasted out the giant oaken strength of Mirabeau.
A fret and fever that keeps heart and brain on fire ;
excess of effort, of excitement; excess of all kinds:
labor incessant, almost beyond credibility! “If I
had not lived with him,” says Dumont, “I never
should have known what a man can make of one
day, what things may be placed witliin the interval
of twelve liours. A day for this man was more tlian
a week or a month is for others: the mass of things
he guided on together was prodigious ; from scheming to the exeeuting not a moment lost.”—“Monsieur
le Comte” said his Secretary to him once, “what you
require is impossible.”—“Impossible !”—answered he

574

TEE TUILERIES.

starting from his chair, “Ne me dites jamais ee béte
de mot (Never name to me that blockliead of a
word).”* And the social repasts; the dinner which
he gives as Commandant National Guards, which
“cost flve hundred p o u n d salas “tlie Syrens of the
Opera;” and all the ginger that is hot in the mouth:
—down what a course is this man hurled! Cannot
Mirabeau stop; cannot he fly, and save himself alive?
No! there is a Nessus-Shirt on this Hercules; he must
stormand burn therewithout rest, till hebeconsumed.
Humanstrength, never so Herculean, liasits measure.
Herald shadows flifpale across the fire-brain of Mira
beau ; heralds of the pale repose. While he tosses
and storms, straining every nerve, in that sea of ambition and confusión, there comes, somber and stili, a
monition that for him the issue of it will be swift
death.
905. In January last you might see him as Presi
dent of the Assembly; “his neck wrapt in linen
cloths, at the evening session :” there was sick heat
of the blood, alternate darkening and flashing in the
eyesight;he had to apply leeches, after the morning labor, and preside bandaged. “At parting he
embraced me,” says Dumont, “ with an emotion I had
never seen in him : ‘I am dying, my friend, dying as
by slow fire; we sliall perhaps not meet again. When
I am gone, they will know wl>at the valne of me was.
The miseries I have held back will burst from all
sides on France.’”f Sickness gives louder warning;
but cannot be listened to. On the 27th day of March,
* Dumont, p. 311.
t Dumont, p. 267.
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proceeding toward the Assembly, he had to seek
rest and lielp in Friend de Lamarek’s by the road;
and lay there, for an hour, half-fainted, stretched on a
sofa. To the Assembly neverthelesshe went, as if in
spite of Destiny itself; spoke,loud and eager, flve several times; then quitted the Tribune—forever. He
steps out, utterly exhansted, into the Tuileries Gardens; many people press round him, as usual, with
applications, memorials; he says to the Friend who
was with him :“Take me out of this!”
90G. And so, on the last day of March, 1791, endless anxious multitudes beset the Rue de la Chaussée
d’Antin; incessantly inquiring witliin door there, in
that House numbered, in our time, 42, the overwearied giant lias fallen down, to die.* Crowds of
all parties and kinds; of all ranks from the king to
the meanest man ! The King sends publicly twice
a-day to inquire ; privately besides: from the world
at large there is no end of inquiring. “A written
bulletin is handed out every thvee hours,” is copied
and circulated; in the end, it is printed. The Peo
ple spontaneously keep silence: no carriage shall en
ter with its noise: there is crowding pressure; but
the Sister of Mirabeau is reverently recognized, and
has free way made for lior. The Teople stand mute,
heart-stricken; to all it seems as if a great calamity
were nigh ; as if the last man of France, who could
have swayed these coming troubles, lay there at
hand-grips with the unearthly power.
907. The silence of a whole People, the wakeful
toil of Cabanis Friend and Physician, skills not: on
* “ File A doptif,” viii. 120-479.
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Saturday the seeond day of April, Mirabeau feels
that the last of the Days has risen for him ; that on
this day he has to depart and be no inore. His death
Is Titanie, as his life has been! Lit up, for the
last time, in the glare of coming dissolution, the
mind of the man is all glowing and burning; utters
itself in sayings, such as men long remember. He
longs to live, yet acquiesces in death, argues not
with the inexorable. His speech is wild and wondrous: unearthy Phantasms dancing now their torchdance round his soul; the soul itself looking out,
fire-radiant, motionless, girt together for that great
hour! At times comes a beam of light í'rom him on
the world he is quitting. “I earry in my heart the
death- dirge of the French Monarchy; the dead remains of it will now be the spoil of the factious.” Or
again, when he heard the cannon fire, what is characteristic too: “Have we the Acliilles’s Funeral
already?” So likewise, while some friend is supportinghim : “Tes, support that liead; would I
could bequeath it to thee!” For the man dies as he
haslived ; self-conscious, conscious ofa world looking
on. Hegazesforthontheyoung Spring ,wliich for him
■ will never be summer. The Sun has risen; he says, “Si
ce n’est pas là Dieu, c’cst du moins son cousin germain.”*—Death has mastered the outworks; power
of speech is gone; the citadel of the heart still holding out: the moribund giant, passionately, by sign,
demands paper and pen ; writes his passionate demand for opium, to end these agonies. The sorrow-

ful Doctor shakes his head : “Dormir (To sleep),”
writes the other, passionately pointing at it! So
dies a gigantic Heathen and Titan; stumblingblindly,
undismayed, down to his rest. At half-past eight in
the morning Doctor Petit, standing at the foot of the
bed, says, “II ne souffre plus.” His suffering and
his working are now ended.
908. Even so, ye silent Patriot multitudes, all ye
men of France; this man is rapt away from you.
He has fallen suddenlv, without bending till he
broke; as a tower falls, smitten by sudden lightning.
His word ye shall hear no more, his guidance follow
no more. The multitudes depart, heart-struck;
spread the sad tidings. How touching is the loyalty
of men to their Sovereign Man! All theaters, public
amusements cióse; no joyful meeting can be held in
these nights, joy is not for them: the People break
in upon prívate dancing-parties, and sullenly command that they cease. Of such dancing-parties apparently but two carne to light; and these also have
gone out. The gloom is universa]; never in this
City was such sorrow for one death ; never since that
oíd night when Louis XII. departed, “ and the
Crieurs des Corps went sounding their bells and crying along the streets: Le bon roi Louis, pére du
peuple, est mort (The good King Louis, Father of the
People, is dead) !”* King Mirabeau is now the lost
King; and one may say with little exaggeration, all
the People mourns for him.
909. For three days there is low wide moan ; weeping in the National Assembly itself. The streets are
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all mournful; orators mounted on the bornes, with
large silent audience, preaching the funeral sermón
of the dead. Let no coaehman whip fast, distraetively with hisrolling wheels, oralmost at all,through
tliesegroups! His traces mayhecut; himselfand
his fare, as incurable Aristocrats, hurled sulkily into
the kennels. The bourn-stone orators speak as it is
given them ; the Sansculottic People. wi*li its rude
soul, listens eager,—as men will to any Sermón, or
Sermo, when it is a spoken Word meaning a Thing,
and not a Babblement meaning No-thing. In the
Restaurateur’s of the Palais-Royal, the waiter remarks, “Fine weather, Monsieur: ”—“ Yes, my
friend,” answers the aneient Man of Letters, “ very
fine ; butMirabeau is dead.” Hoarserhyflinde tlirenodieseomealso from thethroatsof hallad-singers; are
sold on gray-white paper at a sou eacli.* But of
Portraits, engraved, painted, hcwn and written ; of
Eulogies, Reminiscences, Biographies, nay Vaudevilles, Dramas and Melodramas, in all Provinces of
France, there will, through these coming montks, be
the due immeasurable crop; thick as the leayes of
Spring. Nor, that a tincture of burlesque niight be
in it, is Gobel’s Episcopal Mandement wanting;
goose Gobel, who has just been made Constitutional
Bishop of Paris. A Mandement wherein Ca ira al
terantes very strangely with Nomine Domini, and
you are, with a grave countenance, invifed to “ rejoice at possessing in the midst of yon a body of Pre
lates created by Mirabeau, zealous followers of his
doctrine, faithful imitators of his virtues.f Sospeaks,
“ Fils Adoptif,” vili. 1. 10; newspnpers and excerpta
(in*t “Hiatoire
" Histoire Parlementaire,” ix. 3GU-402).
Parlementaire.” ix. 405.

and caekles manifold, the Sorrow of France; wailing articulately, inarticulately, as it can, that a Sovereign Man is snatched away. In the National Assembly, when diffienlt qüestions are astir, all eyes^
will “ tura mechanieally to the place where Mirateau
sat,”—and Mirabeau is absent now.
910. On the third evening of the lamentation, the
4th of April, there is solemn Public Funeral; such
as deceased mortal seldom had. Procession of a
league in length; of mourners reckoned loosely at
100,000. All roofs are thronged with on-lookers, all
Windows, lamp-irons, branches of trees. “ Sadness is
painted on every countenance; many persons weep.
There is double hedge of National Guards; there is
National Assembly in a body; Jacobin Society, and
Societies; King’s Ministers, Municipals, and all
Notabilities, Patriot or Aristocrat. Bouillé is noticéable there, “ with his hat o n s a y s , hat drawn over
his brow, hiding many thoughts! Slow-wending, in
religious silence, the Procession of a league in length,
under the level sun-rays, for it is five o’clock, moves
and marches; with its sable plumes; itself in a re
ligions silence; but, by fits with the muffled roll of
drums, by fits with some long-drawn wail of musió,
and strange new clangor of trombones, and metallie
dirge-voice; aniid the infinite hum of men. In the
Cliurch of Saint-Eustache, there is funeral oration
by Cerutti, and discharge of fire-arms, which “ brings
down pieces of the plaster.” Thence, forward again
to the Church of Sainte-Genevíéve; which has been
consecrated, by superior decree, on the spur of this
time, into a PaDtheon for the Great Men of the
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Fatherland (Aux Grands Hommes la Patrie réconnaissante). Hardly at midnight is the business done ;
and Mirabeau left in bis dark dwelling: first tenant
of that Fatherland’s Pantheon.
911. Tenant, alas, who inhabits but at will, and
shall be cast out. For, in tliese days of convulsión
and dejection, not even the dust of the dead is permitted to rest. Voltaire’s bones are, by and by, to be
carried from their stolen grave in the Abbey of Scelliérs, to an eager stealing grave, in Paris his birthcity : all mortals processioning and perorating there;
cars drawn by eight white horses, goadsters in classical costume, with flllets and wlieat-ears enough ;—
thongh the weather is of the wettest.* Evangelist
Joan Jacques too, as is most proper, must be dug up
from Ermenouville, and processioned, with pomp,
with sensibility, to the Pantheon of the Fatherland.f
He and otliers: wliile again Mirabeau, we say, is
cast forth from ít, happily incapable of being replaced; and restsnow, irrecognizable,reburiedhastily
at dead of night “ in the central part of the Cliurehyard Sainte-Catherine, in the Suburb Saint-Marceau,”
to be disturbed no farther.
912. So blazes out, far-seen, a Man’s Life, and besides ashes and a caput mortuum, in this WorldPyre, which we name French Revolution: not the
flrst that consumed itself there; nor, by tbousands
and many millions, the iast! A man who “ had
swallowed all formulas who* in these strange times
and circumstances, fclt called to live Titanically, and

also to die so. As he, for his part, had swallowed all
formulas, what Formula is there, never so compre
hensive, that will express truly the plus and the
mims oí him, give us the accurate net-result of him ?
There is hitherto none such. Moralities not a few
must shriek condemnatory over this Mirabeau; the
Morality by which he could be judged has not yet
got uttered in the speech of men. We will say this
of him again: That he is a Reality and no Simula
crum; a living Son of Nature our general Mother;
not a hollow Artifice, and mechanism of Conventionalities, son of nothing, brother to nothing. In which
little word, let the earnest man, walking sorrowful
in a world mostly of “ Stuffed Clothes-suits,” that
chatter and grin meaningless on him, quite gliastly to
the earnest soul,—tliink what significance there is!
913. Of men who, in such sense, are alive, and see
with eyes, the number is now not great • it may be
well, if in this huge French Revolution itself, with
its all-developing fury, we find some Tliree. Mortals
driven rabid we find ; sputtering the acridest logic;
baring their breast to the battle-liail, their neck to
the g u illo tin e of whom it is so painful to say that
they too are stili, in good part, manufactured Formalities, not Facts but Hearsays!
914. Honor to the strong man, in these ages, who
has shaken himself looseof shams, and is something.
For in the way of being wortliy, the first condition
surely is that one be. Let Cant cease, at all risks and
at all costs: till Cant cease, nothing else can begin.
Of human Criminals, in these centuries, writes the
Moralist, I find but one unforgivable: the Quack.

580

* Moniteur, du 13 Juillet 1791.
+ Ibid du IS Septembre 1794. See also du 30 Aout, etc.,
1791.

581

582

THE TU1LEBIES.

‘Hateful to God,” as divine Dantesings, “and to the
Enemies of God.
11A Dio spiaeente ed a’ nemici sui!”
915. But whoever will, with sympathy, which is
the flrst essential toward insight, look at this qües
tionable Mirabeau, may flnd that there lay verily in
him, as the basis of all, a Sincerity, great free Earnestness; nay, cali it Honesty ; for the man did before all things see, with that clear flashing visión,
into what was, into what existed as fact; and did,
with his wild heart, follow that and no other.
Whereby on what ways soever he travels and struggles, often enough falling, he is still a brother man.
Hate him not; thou canst not líate him! Shining
through such soil and tamish and now victorious
effulgent, and oftenest struggling eclipsed, the light
of genius itself is in this man; which was never yet
base and hateful; but at worst was lamentable, lovable with pity. They say that he was ambitious,
that he wanted to be Minister. It is most true. And
was he not simply the one man in France who could
have done any good as Minister ? Not vanity alone,
not pride alone; far from that! Wild burstings of
affection were in this great heart; of Aeree lightning
and soft dew of pity. So sunk bemired in wretcliedest defacements, it may be said of him, like the Magdalen of oíd, that he loved much; his Father, the
harshest of oíd crabbed men, he loved with warmth,
with veneration.
916. Be it that his falls and follies are manifold,—
as himself óften lamented even with tears.* Alas, is
* Dumont, p. 287.

DEA TE OF MIRABEAU.

583

not the Life of every such man already a poetic
Tragedy; made up “ of Fate and of one’s own Deservings,” of Scliicksal und eigene Schuld; full of
the elements of Pity and Fear? This brother man
if not Epic for us, is Tragic; if not great, is large;
large in his qualities, world-large in his destinies.
Whom other men, recognizing him as such, may,
through long times, remember, and draw nigli to ex
amine and consider: these, in tlieir several dialects,
will say of him and sing of him,—till tlieright thing
be said ; and so the Formula that can judge him be
no longer an undiseovered one.
917. Here then the wild Gabriel Honoré drops
from the tissue of our History; not without a tragic
farewell. He is gone; the flower of the wild Riquetti or Arrighetti kindred ; which seems as if in
him, with one last effort, it had done its best, and
then expired, or sunk down to the undistinguished
level. Crabbed oíd Marquis Mirabeau, the Friend of
Men, sleeps sonnd. The Bailli Mirabeau, worthy
Unele, will soon die forlorn, alone. Barrel Mirabeau,
already gone across the Rhine, his Regiment of Emi
grants will drive mgh desperate. “ Barrel Mirabeau,”
says a biographer of his, “ went indignantly across
the Rhine, and drilled Emigrant Regiments. But as
he sat one morning in his tent, sour of stomach
doubtless and of heart, meditating in Tartarean
humor on the turn things took, a certain Captain or
Subaltern demanded admittance on business. Such
Captain is refused ; he again demands, with refusal;
and then again; till Colonei Viscount Barrel Mira
beau, blazing up into a mere burning brandy-barrel,
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clutches his sword, and tumbles out on this canaille
of an intruder,—alas, on the canaille of an intmder’s
sword-point, who had drawn with swifi dexterity;
and dies, and the Newspapers name it apoplexy and
alarming a c c id e n tSo die the Mirabeaus.
918. New Miraheaus one hears not of: the wild
kindred, as we said, is gone out with its greatest.
As famílies and kindreds sometimes do; producing
after long ages of unnoted notability, some living
quintessence of all the qualities they had, to flame
forth as a man world-noted; after whom they restas
if exhausted; the scepter passing to others. The
chosen Last of the Miraheaus is gone; the chosen man
of France is gone. It was he who shook old France
from its basis; and, as if with his single hand, has
held it toppling there, stili nnfallen. What things
depended on that one man! He is as a ship suddenly
shivered on sunk rocks: much swirns on the waste
waters, far from help.
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919. The French Monarchy may now therefore be
considered as, in all human probability, lost; as
struggling hencefortli in blindness as well as weakness, the last light of reasonable guidance having
gone out. What remains of resources their poor
Majesties will waste stili further, in uncertain loitering and wavering. Mirabeau himself had to complain that they only gave hirn half confidence, and
always had some plan within his plan. Had they
fled frankly with him to Rouen or anywhither, long
ago! They may fly now with chance immeasurably
lessened; which will go on lessening toward abso
lute zero. Decide, O Queen; poor Louis can decide
nothing: execute this flight-project, or at least abandon it. Correspondence with Bouillé there has been
enough; what profits Consulting and hypotheses,
while all around is in fierce activity of practice?
The Rustic sits waiting till the river run dry: alas,
with you it is not a common river, but a Nile Inundation; snows melting in the unseen mountains;
till all, and you where you sit, be submerged.
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920. Many things invite to flight. The voice of
Journals invites; Royalist Journals proudly hinting
it as a threat, Patriot Journals rahidly denouncing it
as a terror. Mother Society, waxing more and more
emphatic, invites;—so emphatic that, as wasprophesied, Lafayette and your limited Patriots have ere
long to brancli off frorn her, and form tliemselves
into Feuillans; with infinite públic controversy;
the victory in which, doubtful though it look, will
remam with the walimited Mother. Moreover, ever
since the Day of Poniards, vve have seen unlimited
Patriotism openly equipping itself with arms. Citizens denied “ activity,” which is facetiously made to
signify a certain weight of purse, eannot buy blue
uniforms, and be Guardsmen; but man is greater
than blue cloth; man can fight, if need be, in multiform cloth, or even almost without cloth,—as Sansculotte. So pikes continue to be hammered, whether
those Dirks of improved structure with barbs be
“ meant for the West-India market,” or not meant.
Men beat, the wrong way, their plowshares into
swords. Is there not what we may call an “Austrian
Committee” (Comité Autrichien), sitting daily and
nightly in the Tuileries ? Patriotism, by visión and
suspicion, knows it too well! If the King fly, will
there not be Aristocrat-Austrian invasión; butchery;
replacement of Feudalism; wars more than civil ?
The hearts of men are saddened and maddened.
921. Dissident Priests likewise give trouble
enougb. Expelled from their Parish Chnrches,
where Constitutional Priests, elected by the Public,
have replaced them, these unhappy persons resort to
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Convents of Nuns, or other sucli receptacles; and
there, on Sabbath, collecting assemblages of AntiConstitutional individuals, who have grown devout
all on a sudden,* they worship or pretend to worship
in their strait-laced contumacious manner; to the
scandal of Patriotism. Dissident Priests, passing
along with their sacred wafer for the dying, seem
wishful to be massacred in the streets; wheiein
Patriotism will not gratify them. Slighter palm of
martyrdom, however, shall not be denied; martyrdom not of massacre, yet of fustigation. At the refractory places of worship, Patriot men appear;
Patriot women with strong hazel wands, which they
apply. Sliut thy eyes, 0 Keader; see not this misery,
peculiar to these later times,—of martydom without
sincerity, with only cant and contumacy! A dead
Catholic Church is not allowed to lie dead; no, it is
galvanized into the detestablest death-life; whereat
Humanity, we say, sliuts its.eyes. For the Patriot
women take their hazel wands, and fustigate, amid
laugliter of bystanders, with alacrity: broad bottom
of Priests; alas, Nuns too, reversed and cotillons retroussés! The National Guard does what it can;
Municipality “ invokes the Principies of Toleration ;”
grants Dissident worslnpers the Church of the Théatins: promising protection. But it is to no purpose:
at the door of that Théatins Church appears a Placard, and suspended atop, like Plebeian Consular
fasces—a Bundle of Rods! The Principies of Tol
eration must do the best they may: but no Dissident
man shall worship contumaciously; there is a Ple*
♦ Toulonfreon, i. 262.
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biscitum to that effect; which, though unspoken, is
like the laws of the Medes and Persians. Dissident
contumacious Priests ouglit not to be harbored, even
m private, by any man r the Club of the Cordeliers
openly denounees Majesty liimself as doing it.*
922.
Many things invite to flightr but probably
this tlnng above ali others, that it has become im ■
possible! On the 15th of April, notice is given that
his Majesty, who has suffered much from catarrh
lately, will enjoy tlie Spring weather, for a few
days, at Samt-Cloud. Out at Saint-Clond ? Wishing
to celebrate his Easter, his Páques, or Pasch, tliere;
m th refractory Anti-Constitutional Dissidents?—
wislnng rather to make off for Compiègne, and thence
to the Frontiers? As were, in good sooth, perhaps
feasible, or would once have been; nothing but some
two chasseurs attending yon; chassenrs easily corrnpted! It is a pleasant possibility, extente it or not
Men say there are 30.000 Chevaliers of the Pomard
lurkmg in the woods there: Inrkingin the woods,and
30,000,—for the human Imagination is not fettered.
But now, how easily might these, dashing out on Lafayette, snatch off the Hereditary Representative; and
rollaway with him, afterthe manner ofa whirl-blast,
whither they listed !—Enough, it were well the King
did not go. Lafayette is forewarned and forearmed:
but, indeed, is the risk his only; or his and ali
France’s?
923. Monday the 18th of April is come; the
Easter Journey to Saint-Cloud shall take effect.
June, 1701 (in ‘■ Histoire Par-
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National Guard has got its orders; a First División,
as Advanced Guard, has even marclied, and prob
ably arrived. His Majesty’s Maison-bouche, they
say, is ali busy stewing and frying at Saint-Cloud ;
the King’s dinner not far from ready there. About
one o’clock the Royal Carriage, with its eight royal
blacks, shoots stately into the Place du Carrousel:
draws up to receive its royal burden. But hark!
from the neighboring Church of Saint-Roch, the tocsin begiiis ding-donging. Is tlie King stolen, tlien;
is he going; gone! Multitudes of persons crowd
the Carrousel: the Royal Carriage stili stands there,
—and, by Heaven’s strength, shall stand!
924. Lafayette comes up, with aids-de-camp and
oratory; pervading the groups: “ Taisez-vous,” answer the groups; “ the King shall not go.” Monsieur
appears, at an upper window: 10,000 voices bray and
shriek, “ Nous ne voulons pas que la Roi parte.”
Tiieir Maj esties have mounted. Crack go the whips;
but twenty Patriot arms have seized each of the
eiglit bridles: there is rearing, rocking, vociferation;
not the smallest headway. In vain does Lafayette
iret, indignant; and perorate and strive: Patriota in
tlie passion of terror bellow round tlie Royal Car
riage ; it is one bellowing sea of Patriot terror run
frantic. Will Royalty fly off toward Austria; like a
lit rocket, toward endless Confiagration of Civil War ?
Stop it, ye Patriots, in the name of Heaven! Rude
voices passionately apostropliize Royalty itself.
Uslier Campan, and otlier the like official persons,
pressing forward with help or advice, are clutched
by the sashes, and hurled and whirled, in a confused
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perilous manner; so that her Majesty has to plead
passionately from the carriage-window.
925 Order cannot be lieard; cannot be folio wed;
National Guards know not how to act. Center Grenadiers, of the Observatoire Battalion, are there; not
on duty; alas, in quasi-mutiny; speaking rude disobedient words; threatening the mounted Guards
■ with sharp shot if they hurt the people. Lafayette
mounts and dismounts; runs haranguing, panting;
on the verge of despair. For an hour and threequarters; “seven quarters of an hour,” by the Tuileries Clock ! Desperate Lafayette will open a passage, were it by the cannon’s mouth, if his Majesty
will order. Their Majesties, counseled to it by Royalist friends, by Patriot foes, dismount; and retire
in, with heavy indignant heart; giving up the enterprise. Maison-bouche may eat that cooked dinner themselves: his Majesty shall not see SaintCloud this day,—nor any day,*
926. The pathetic fable of imprisonment in one’s
own Palace has become asad fact, then? Majesty
complains to Assembly; Municipality deliberates,
proposes to petition or address; Sections respond
with sullen brevity of negation. Lafayette flings
down his commission ; appears in eivic pepper-andsaltfrock; and cannot be flattered baekagain; not
in less than three days; and by unheard-of entreaty;
National Guards kneeling to him, and declaring that
it is not sycophancy, that they are free men kneeling
here to the Statue of Liberty. For the rest, those

Center Grenadiers of the Observatoire are disbanded,—yet indeed are re-enlisted, all but fourteen,
under a new name, and with new quarters. The
King must keep his Easter in Paris; meditating
much on this singular posture of things; but as good
as determined now to fly from it, desirebeing whetted
by difficulty.

.*

lias brought the matter to ahead, and the royal mind
no longer halts between two, what
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927. For above a year, ever since March, 1790, it
would seem, there has hovered a project of Flight
before the royal mind ; and ever and anón has been
condensing itself into something like a purpose; but
this or the other difficulty always vaporized it again.
It seems so full of risks, perhaps of civil war itself;
above all, it cannot be done without eifort. Somno
lent laziness will not serve: to fly, if not in a leather
vache, one must verily stir oneself. Better to adopt
that Constitution of theirs; execute it so as to show
all men that it is ikexecutable ? Better or not so
good: surely it is easier. To all difficultiesyou need
only say, There is a lion in the path, behold your
Constitution will not act! For a somnolent person it
requires no effort to counterfeit death, as Dame de
Stael and Friends of Liberty can see the King’s Gov
ernment long doing, faisant la mort.
928 Nay now, when desire whetted by difficulty
can come of it ?
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Grant that poor Louis were safe with Bouillé, what,
on the whole, could he look for there ? Exasperated
Tickets of Entry answer ■ Much, all. But cold Reason answer: Little, almost nothing. Is not loyalty
a law of Nature ? ask the Tickets of Entry. Is not
love of your King, and even death for him, the glory
of all Frenchmen,—except these few Demócrata?
Let Democrat Constitution-builders see what they
will do without their Keystone; and France rend
its hair having lost the Hereditary Representative!
929. 1 hus will King Louis fly; one sees not reasonably toward what. As a maltreated Boy, shall we
say, who, having a Stepmother, rushes sulky into
the wide world; and will wring the paternal heart?
Roor Louis escapes from known unsupportable
evils, to an unknown mixture of good and evil, colored by l·Iope. He goes, as Rabelais did when dying, to seelc a great May-be; Je vais chercher un
grand Peutétre! As not only the sulky Boy but the
wise grown Man is obliged to do, so often, in einergencies.
930. For the rest, there is still no lack ofstimulants,
and step-dame maltreatments, to keep one’s resolutions at the due pitch. Factious disturbances cease
n°t ; as indeed how can they, unless authoritatively
conjured, in a Revolt which is by nature bottomless ?
If the ceasing of faction be the price of the King’s
somnolence, he may awake when he will and take
wing.
931. Remark, in any case, what somersets and contortions a dead Catholicism is making,—skillfully
galvanized: hideous, and even piteous to behold !
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Jurant and Dissident, with their shaved crowns, ar
gue, frothing everywhere; or, are ceasing to argue,
and stripping for battle. In Paris was scourging
while need continued; contrariwise, in the MorbihanofBrittany, without scourging, armed Peasants
are up, roused by pulpit-druin, they know not why.
General Dumouriez, who has got missioned thitherward, finds all in sonrheat of darkness; finds also
that explanation and conciliation will still do
much.*
932. But again, consider this: that his Holiness,
Pius Sixth, has seen good to excommunicate Bishop
Talleyrand! Surely, we will say then, considering
it, there is no living or dead Church in the Earth
that has not the indubitablest right to excommuni
cate Talleyrand. Pope Pius has right and might in
his way. But truly so likewise has Father Adam,
ci-devant Marquis Samt-Huruge, in his way. Be
hold, therefore, on the 4th of May, in the Palais Royal, a mixed loud-sounding mnltitude; in the middle
of whom, Father Adam, bnll-voiced Saint-Huruge,
in white hat, towers visible and audible. With him
it is said, walks Journlist Gorsas,walk many others of
the washed sort; for no authority will interfere. Pius
Sixth, with his plush and tiara, and power of the
Keys, they bear aloft; of natural size,—made of lath
and combustible gum. Royou, the King’sFriend, is
borne too in effigy ; with a pile of Newspaper King’sFriends, condemned Numbers of the Ami-du-Roi; fit
fuel of the sacrifice. Speeches are spoken: a judg» !,Deux Amlsf’v. <10-421; Dumouriez, 11. v 1
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ment is held, a dooin proelaimed, audible in bullvoiee, toward the four winds. And thus, amid great
shouting, the holocaust is consummated, under the
summer sky; and our lath-and-gum Holiness, with
the attendent victims, mounts up in flame, and sinks
down in ashes; a decomposed Pope: and right or
might, among ali the parties, has better or worse
accomplished itseif, as it eould* But, on the
whole, reckoning from Martin Lutlier in the
Market-place of Wittenberg to Marquis Saint-Huruge in this Palais Boyal of Paris, what a journey
have we gone; into what strange territories has it
carried us! No Authority can now interiere : Nay,
Beligion herself mourniug for such things, may after
all ask, What have I to do witli thein ?
933. In such extraordinary manner does dead Catholicism somerset and caper, skillfully galvanized
For does the reader inquire into the subject-matter
of controversy in this case; what the difference between
Orthodoxy or My-doxy and Ileterodoxy or Thy-doxy
might here be ? My-doxy is, that an august Nation
al Assembly can equalize the extent of Bishoprics;
that an equalized Bishop, his Creed and Formularies
being left quite as they were, can swear Fidelity to
King, Law, and Nation, and so become a constitutional Bishop. Thy-doxy, if thou be Dissident, is
that he cannot j but that he must become an accursed
thing. Human ill-nature needs but sorne Homoiousian iota, or even the pretense of one; and will flow
copiously through the eye of a needle : thus always
must mortals go jargoning and fuming.
* * Histoire Parlementaire," x. 99-102.
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And, like the ancient Stoica l n their porches,
With flerce dispute maintain their churcbes.

This Auto-da-fd of Saint-Huruge’s was onthe Fourth
of May, 1791. Boyalty sees it; but says nothing.
CHAPTEB III.
COUNT FERSEN.

934. Royalty, in fact, should, by this time, be far
on with its preparations. Unhappily much preparation is needful. Could a Hereditary Bepresentative
be carried in leather vache, how easy were it! But
it is not so.
935. New Clothes are needed; as usual, in all Epie
transactions, were it in the grimmest iron ages; consider “Queen Chrimliilde, with her sixty sempstresses,” in that iron Nibelungen Song! No Queen can
stir witliout new clothes. Therefore, now, Dame
Campan whisks assiduous to this mantua-maker and
to th a t; and there is clipping of frocks and gowns,
upper clothes and under, great and small; such a
clipping and sewing as—might have been dispensed
with. Moreover, her Majesty cannot go a step anywhither witliout her Ndcessaire; dear Ndcessaire, of
inlaid ivory and rosewood; cunningly devised;
which holds perfumes, toilet-implements, infinite
small queenlike furnitures: necessary to terrestrial
life. Not witliout a cost of some five liundred iouis,
of much precious time, and difflcult hoodwinking
wiiich does not blind, can this sanie Necessary of life
be forwarded by the Flanders Carriers,—never to get
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to hand.* All which, you would say, angurs ¡11 for
tlie prospering of the enterprise. But the whims of
women and queensmust be humored.
i 936. Bouillé, on his side, is making a fortified
Camp at Montmédi; gathering Royal-AUemand,and
all manner of other Germán and true French Troops
thither, “ to watch tlie Austrians." His Majesty
will not cross the frontiers, unless on compulsión.
Neither shall the Emigrants be much employed,
hateful as they are to all people.f Nor shall old wargod Broglie have any hand in the Business; but
solely our brave Bouillé; to whom, on the day of
meeting, a Marshal’s Baton shall be delivered, by a
rescued King, amid the shouting of all the troops.
In the meanwhile, Paris being so suspicious, were it
not perhaps good to write yonr Foreign Ambassadors
an ostensible Constitutional Letter; desiring all
Iíings and men to take heed tliat King Louis loves
the Constitution, that he has voluntanly sworn, and
does again swear, to maintain the same, and will
reckon those his enemies who effect to say otherwise? Such a Constitutional Circular is dlspatched
by Couriers, ls communicated confidentially to the
Assembly, and printed in all Newspapers, with the
finest effect.J Simulation and dissimulation mmgle
extensively in human affairs.
937 We observe, however, that Count Fersen is
often using his Ticket of Entry; which surely he has
clear right to do. A gallant Soldier and Swede, de-

voted to this fair Queen;—as indeed the Highest
Swede now is, Has not King Gustav, famed fiery
Chevalier du Nord, sworn himself, by the old laws
of chivalry, her Knight ? He will descend on firewings, of Swedish musketry, and deliver her from
these foul dragons,—if, alas, the assassin’s pistol in
tervene not!
938. But, in fact, Count Fersen does seem a likely
young soldier, of alert decisive ways: he circulates
widely, seen, unseen; and has business on hand.
Also Colonei the Duke de Choiseul, nepliew of Clioiseul the great, of Choiseul the now deceased ; he and
Engineer Goguelat are passing and repassing between
Metz and the Tuileries: and Letters go in cipher,—
one of them, a most important one, hard to dedpher;
Fersen having ciphered it in liaste.* As for Duke
de Villequier, he is gone ever since the Day of Poniards; but his Apartment is useful foi her Majesty.
939. On the other side, poor Commandant Guivon,
watching at the Tuileries, seeond in National command, sees several things hard to interpret. It is
the same Gouvion who sat, long months ago, at the
Town-hall, gazing helpless into that Insurrection of
Women; motionless, as the brave stabledsteed wlien
confiagration rises, til1. Usher Maillard snatched his
drum. Sincertr Patriot there is not; but manya
shiftier. He, if Dame Campan gossip credibly, is
paying some similitude of love-court to a certain false
Chambermaid of the Palace, who betrays much to
him : the Nécessaire, the clothes, the packing of
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jewels,*—could he understand it when betrayed.
Helpless Gouvion gazes with sincere glassy eyes into
it; stirs up his sentries to vigilance; walks restless
to and tro; and hopes the best.
940. But, on the whole, one finds that, in the secondweek of June, Colonei de Choiseul is privately
in Paris; having come“tosee his children.” Also
that Fersen has got a stupendous new Coach built,
of the kind named Berline; done by the first artists;
according to a model: they bring it home to him, in
Choiséul’s presence; the two friends take a proofdrive in it, along the streets; in meditative mood ;
then send it up to “ Madame Sullivan’s, in the Rue
de Clichy,” far North, to wait there till wanted.
Apparently a certain Russian Baroness de Ivorfif,
with Waiting-woman, Valet, and two Children, will
travel homeward with some state: in whom these
young military gentlemen take interest? A Passport has been procured for her; and much assistance
shown, with Coach-builders and such-like;—so helpful-polite are young military men. Fersen has likewise purchased a Chaise fit for two, at Ieast for two
waiting-maids; further, certain necessary horses;
one would say, he is himself quitting France, not
without delay ? "We observe finally that their Majesties, Heaven willing, will assist at Corpus-Christi
Day, this blessed Summer Solstice, in Assumption
Church, here at Paris, to the joy of all the world.
For which same day, moreover, brave Bouillé, at
Metz, as we find, has invited a party of friends to
Campan, li. 141.
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dinner; but indeed is gone from home, in the interim,
over to Montmédi.
941. These are of the Phenomena, or visual Appearances, of this wide-working terrestrial world:
which truly is all phenomenal, what they call speetral: and never rests any moment: one never at any
moment can know why.
942. On Monday night, the 20th of June, 1791,
about eleven o’clock, there is manyahackney-coacli,
and glass-coach (carrosse de remise), stili rumbling,
or at rest, on the streets of Paris. But of all glasscoaches, we recommendthis to thee, 0 Reader, which
stands drawn up in the Rue de l’Echelle, hard by
the Carrousel and outgate of the Tuileries; in the
Rue de l’Echelle that then was ; “ opposite Ronsin
the saddler’s door,” as if waiting for a fare there!
Not long does it wait: a hooded Dame, with two
hooded Children has issued from Villequier’s door,
where no sentry walks, into the Tuileries Court-ofPrinces; into the Carrousel: into the Rue de l’Echelle;
where the Glass-coachman readily admits them; and
again waits. Not long; another Dame, likewise
hooded or shrouded, leaning on a servant, issues in
the same manner; bids tlio servant good-night; and
is, in the same manner, by the Glass-coachman,
cheerfully admitted. Whither go so many Dames?
’Tis his Majesty’s Couchée, Majesty just gone to bed,
and all the Palace-world is retiring home. But the
Glass-coachman still waits, his tare seemingly in
complete.
943. By and by, we note a thick-set Individual, in
round hat and peruke, arm-in-arm with some ser-
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vaut, seemingly of the Runner or Courier sort; he
also issnes through Villequier’s door ¡ starts a slioebuckle as he passes one of the sentries, stoops down
to clasp it again ; is however by the Glass-coachman,
stili more cheerfully admitted. And noio, is his fare
complete ? Notyet; the Glass-eoachman still waits.
Alas! and the false Chambermaid has warned
Gouvion that she thinks the Royal Family will fly
this very night; and Gouvion, distrnsting his own
glazed eyes, has sent express for Lafayette; and Lafayette’s Carriage, flaring with lights, rolls this mo
ment through the inner Arch of the Carrousel,—where a Lady shaded in broad gypsy-hat, and leaning on the arm of a servant, also of the Runner or
Courier sort, stands aside to let it pass, and has even
the whim to touch a spoke of it with her badine,—
light little magic rod which she calls badine, such as
the Eeautiful then wore. The ílare of Lafayette’s
Carriage rolls past: all is found quiet in the Courtof-princes; sentries at their post; Majesties’ Apartments closed in smooth rest. Yonr false Chamber
maid must have bcen mistaken? Watch thou, Gou
vion, with Argus’s vigilance; for, of a'truth, treaehery is within these walls.
944. But where is the Lady that stood aside in
gypsy-hat, and touched the wheel-spoke with her
badine? 0 Reader, that Lady that touched the
wheel-spoke was the Queen of France! She has issued safe through that inner Arch, into the Carrousel
itself; but not into the Rue de l’Echelle. Flnrried
by the rattle and rencounter, she took the righthand,
not the left; neither she nor her Courier knows Paris;

he mdeed is no Courier, but a loyal stupid ci-devant
Body-guard disguised as one. They are off, quite
wrong, over the Pont Royal and River; roaming disconsolate in the Rue du Bac; far from the Glasscoachman, who still waits. Waits, with flutter of
heart; with thoughts—which he must button close
up, under his jarvie-surtout!
945. Miduight clangs trom all the City-steeples;
one precious hour has been spent so; most mortals
are asleep. The Glass-coachman waits ; and in wliat
mood ! A brother jarvie drives up, enters into coir
versation; is answered cheerfully in jarvie-dialect:
the brothers of the whip exchangc a pinch of snuff
decline drinking together; and part with good-niglit.
Be the Heavens blest! here at length is the Queenlady, in gypsy-hat; safe after perils; who has had to
inquire her way. She too is admitted; her Courier
jumps aloft, as the other, who is also a disguised
Body-guard, has done; and uow, 0 Glass-coachman
of a tbousand,—Count-Fersen, for the Reader secs it
is thou,—drive!
946. Dust shall not stick to the hoofs of Fersen;
crack! crack! the Glass-coaeh rattles, and every soul
breathes lighter. But is Fersen on the right road ?
North-eastward, to the Barrier of Saint-Martin and
Metz Highway, thither were we bound : and lo, he
drives right Northward ! The royal Individual, in
round hat and peruke, sits astonished ; but right or
wrong, there is no remedy. Crack, crack, we go in
cessant, through the slumbering City. Seldom, since
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Paris rose out of mud, or the Long-haired Kings
went in Bullock-carts, was there such a drive. Mor
tals on eacli hand of you, cióse by, stretched out hor
izontal, donnant; and we alive and quaking! Crack,
crack, through the Rue de Grammont j across the
Boulevard; up the Rue de la Chaussée d’Antin,—
these Windows, all silent, of Number 42, were Mirabeau’s. Toward the Barrier, not of Saint-Martin, bnt
of Clichy on the utmost North1 Patience. ye royal
Individuals; Fersen understands what he is about.
Passing up the Rue de Clichy, he alights l'or one mo
ment at Madame Sullivan’s: “Did Count Fersen’s
Coadunan get the Baroness de Korff’s new Berline ?”
—“ Gone with it an liour-and-half ago,” grumbles responsive the drowsy Porter.—“ C’est bien.” Yes, it
is w ellth o u g h had not such hour-and-half been
lost, it were still better. Forth therefore, 0 Fersen,
fast, by the Barrier de Clichy ; then Eastward along
the Outer Boulevard, what borses and whipcord can

guard Couriers behind. The Glass-coach itself is
turned adrift, it heads toward the City; to wander
whither it lists,—and be found next morning tumbled in a ditch. But Fersen is on the new box, with
its brave new hammer-cloths; flourishing his whip;
he bolts forward toward Bondy. There a third and
final Body-guard Courier of ours ought surely to be)
with post-horses ready-ordered. There likewise
ought that purchased Chaise, with the two Waitingmaids and their bandboxes, to be; wkom also her
Majesty could not travel without. Swift, thou deft
Fersen, and may the Heavens turn it well!
948. Once more, by Heaven’s blessing, it is all well.
Here is the sleeping Hamlet of Bondy; Chaise with
Waiting-women; horses all ready, and postillions
with their churn-boots, impatientin thedewy dawn.
Brief harnessing done, the postillions with their
churn-boots vault into the saddles; hrandish circularly their little noisy whips. Fersen, under his
jarvie-surtout, bends in lowly silent reverence of
adieu; royal hands wave speechless inexpressible re
sponse ; Baroness de Kor-fi’s Berline, with the Royalty
of France, bounds off: forever, as it proved. Deft
Fersen dashes obliquely Northward, through thecountry, toward Bougret; gains Bougret, finds his Ger
mán Coadunan and chariot waiting there; cracks off,
and drives undiscovered into unknown space. A
deft active man, we say; what he undertook to do is
nimbly and successfully done.
949. And so the Royalty of France is actually fled ?
This precious night, the shortest of the year, it flies,
and drives! Baroness de Korff is, at bottom, Dame
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947. Thus Fersen drives, through the ambrosial
night. Sleeping Paris is now all on the right-hand
of him; silent except for some snoring hum: and now
he is Eastward as far as the Barrier de Saint-Martin;
looking earnestly for Baroness de Korff's Berline.
This Heaven’s Berline he at lengtli does descry, drawn
up with itssix borses,his own Germán Coadunan waiting on the box. Right, thou good Germán; now
haste, whitlier thou knowest?—And as for us of the
Glass-coach, haste too, O haste; much time is already
lost! The august Glass-coach fare, six Insides,
hastily packs itself into the new Berliue; two Body-
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de Tourzel, Governess of the Royal Children: she
who carne hooded witli tlie two hooded little ones;
little Daaphin; little Madame Royáis, known long
afterward as Duchesse d’Angouléme. Baroness de
Korff’s Waiting-maid is the Queeu in gypsy-liat. The
royal individual in round hat and peruke, he is Valet
for the time being. That other hooded Dame, styled
Traveling-companion, is kind Sister Elizabeth ; she
had sworn, long since, when the Insurrection of
Women was, that only death should part lier and
them. And so they rush tliere, not loo impetuously,
through the Wood of Bondy:—over a Rubicon in
their own and France’s History.
950. Great; though the future is all vague! If we
reaeh Bouillé? If we do not reach him? O Louis!
and this all round thee is the great slumbering Earth
(and overhead, the great watchful Ileaven); the
slumbering Wood of Bondy,—where Longhaired
Childeric Donotliing was struck through with iron ;*
notunreasonably, in a world like ours. These peaked
stone-towers are Raincy; towersof wicket D’Orléans.
All slumbers save the multiplex rustle of our new
Berline. Loose-skirted scarecrow of an Herb-merchant, witli his ass and early greens, toilsomely plodding, seems the only creature we meet. But right
ahead the great North-east sends up evermore his
gray brindled dawn: from dewy branch, birds hcre
and there, with short deep warble, salute thecoming
Sun. Stars fade out, and Galaxies; Street-lamps of
the City of God. The Universe, O my brothers, is
flinging wide its portals for the Levee of the Gkeat
* Hénault, “Abrégé Chronologique,” p. 36.
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H igh K ing . Thou, poor King Louis, farest nevertheless, as mortals do, toward Orient lands of Hope;
and the Tuileries with its Levees, and France and the
Earth itself, is but a larger kind of dog-hutch,—occasionally going rabid.
CHAPTER IY.
ATTITUDE.
951. But in Paris, at stx in the morning; when
some Patriot Deputy, warned by a billet, awoke Lafayette, and they went to the Tuileries ?—Imagination may paint, but words eannot, the surprise of
Lafayette; or with what bewilderment helpless
Gouvion rolled glassy Argus’s eyes, diseerning now
that his false Chambermaid had told truel
952. However, it is to be recorded that Paris,
thanks to an august National Assembly, did, on this
seeming doomsday, surpass itself. Never, according
to Historian eye-witnesses, was there seen such an
“ imposing attitude.”* Sections all “ in permanence
our Town-hall too, having first, about ten o’clock,
fired three solemn alarm-cannons: above all, our
National Assembly 1 National Assembly, likewise
permanent, decides what is needful; with unanimous consent, for the Coté Droit sits dumb, afraid of
the Lanterne. Decides with a calm promptitude,
which rises toward the sublime. One must needs
* “Deux Amis, ’ vi. 67-178; Toulongeon,ii.l-38; Camille,
Prudhomme, and editors (in “ Histoire P&riementaire,’
x.

*46-144).
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vote, for the thing is self-evident, that his Majesty
has been aldueled, or spirited away, “ enlevé,” by
some person or persons unknown: in which case,
what will the Constitution have us do ? Let us return to flrst principies, as we always say: “ revenons
aux principes.”
953. By first or by second principies, rnuch is
promptly decided: Ministers are sent for, instructed
how to continue their functions; Lafayettc is examined; and Gouvion, who gives a most helpless account, the best he can. Letters are found writtcn:
one Letter, of immense magnitude; ali in his Majesty’s hand, and evidently of his Majesty’s own composition; addressed to the National Assembly. It
details with earnestness, with a childlike simplicity,
what woes his Majesty has sufiered. Woes great and
small: A Necker seen applauded, a Majesty not;
then insurrection; want of due furniture in Tuileries
Palace; want of due cash in Civil List, general want
of cash, of furniture and order; anarchy everywhere:
Deficit never yet, in the smallest, “ choked or comb l é —wherefore, in brief, his Majesty has retired
toward a place of Liberty; and leaving Sanctions,
Federation, and what Oaths there may be, to shift
for themselves, does now refer—to what, thinks an
august Assembly ? To that “ Declaration of the 23d
of June,” with its “ Seul il fera (He alone will make
his People happy).” As iïthat were not buried, deep
enough, under two irrevocable Twelve montlis, and
thewreck and rubbish of a whole Feudal World!
This strange autograph Letter the National Assembly
decides on printing; on transmitting to the Eighty-
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three Departments, with exegetic commentary, short
but pithy. Commissioners also shall go forth on ali
sides; the People be exhorted; the Armies be increased; care taken that the Commonvveal suffer no
damage.—And now, with a sublime air of calmness,
nay of indifterence, w e“ pass to the order of the
day 1"
954. By sucli sublime calmness, the terror of the
People is calmed. These gleaming Pike-forests,
which bristled fateful in the early sun, disappear
agaiu; the far-sounding Street-orators cease, or spout
milder. We are to have a civil war; let us have it
then. The King is gone, but National Assembly,
but France and we remain. The People also takes a
great attitude; the People also is calm; motionless
as a eouchant lion. With but a few broolings, some
waggingsof the tail; to show what it will do! Cazalès,
for instance, was beset by street-groups, and cries of
Lanterne; but National Patrols easily delivered him.
Likewise all King’s effigies and statues, at least
stucco ones, get abolislied. Even King’s ñames; the
word Eoi fades suddenly out of all shop-signs; the
Eoyal Bengal Tiger itself, on the Boulevards, becomes
the National Bengal one, Tiger National.*
955. How great is a calm eouchant People! On
the morrow, men will say to one another • “We
have no King, yet we slept sound enough.” On the
morrow, fervent Achille de Chàtelet, and Thomas
Paine the rebellious Needleman, shall have the walls
of Paris profusely plastered with their riacard; announcing that there must be a Republic.f Need we
* “ Walpollana.”
t Dumont, c. 16.
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add, that Lafayette too, thougli at flrst menaced by
Pikes, has taken agreat attitude, or indeed the greatest oí all ? Scouts and Aides-de-camp fly forth, vague,
in quest and pursuit; young Romceuf toward Valenciennes, though with small hope.
956. Thus Paris; sublimely calmed, in its bereavement. But from the Messageries Royales, in all
Mail-bags, radiates forth far-darting the eleetric
news: Our Hereditary Representative is flown.
Laugh black Royalists: yet be it in your sleeve only;
lest Patriotism notice, and waxing frantio, lower the
Lanterne ! In Paris alone is a sublime National
Assembly with its calmness; truly, other places
must take it as theycan: with open mouth and
eyes; with panic cackling, with wrath, with conjec
ture. How each one of those dull leathern Diligences,
with its leathern bag and “ The King is fled,” furrows up smooth France as it goes ; tlirough town and
hamlet, ruffles the smooth públic mind into quiver.
ing agitation of death-terror; then lumbers on, as if
notliing had happened! Along all highways; toward
the utmost borde rs; till all France is ruffled,—roughened up (metaphorically speaking) into one enormous, desperate minded, red guggling Turkey
Coek.
957. "For example, it is under cloud ofnight that
the leathern Monster reaches Nantes; deep sunk in
sleep. The word spoken rouses all Patriot men .
General Dumouriez, enveloped in roquelaures, has
descend from his bedroom; finds the Street covered with “fonr or flve thousand citizens in their
shirts.”* Here and t.here a faint farthing rushlight,

liastily kindled; and so many swart-featured haggard faces with nightcaps pushed back ;and the more
or less flowing drapery of nightshirt: open-nrouthed
till the General say his word! And overhead, as
always, the Great Bear is turning so quiet round
Bootes; steady, indifferent as the leathern Diligence
itself. Take comfort, ye men of Nantes; Bootes and
the steady Bear are turning; ancient Atlantic stili
sends his brine, loud-billowing, up your Loire
stream; brandy shall be hot in the stomach: this is
not the Last of the Days, but one before the Last.—
The fools! If they knew what was doing, in these
very instants, also by candle-light, in the far North
east !
958. Perhaps, we may say, the most terrified man
in Paris or France is—who thinks theReader?—seagreen Robespierre. Double paleness, with the shadow
of gibbets and halters, over-casts the sea-green features: it is too clearto him that there is to be “a SaintBartholomew of Patriots,” that in four-and-twenty
hours he will not be in life. These horrid anticipations of the soul he is heard uttering at Pétion’s : by
a notable witness. By Madame Roland, namely; her
whorn we saw, last year, radiant at the Lyons Federation. These four months, the Rolands have been
in Paris; arranging with Assembly Conimittees the
Municipal affairs of Lyons, affairs all sunk in debt;
communing, the while, as was most natural, with
the best Patriot to be found here, with our Brissots,
Pétions, Buzots, Robespierres: who were wont to
come to us, says the fair Hostess, four evenings in the
week. They, running about, busier than ever this
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* Dumouriez. “ Memoires," ii. 109.
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day, would fain have comforted the sea-green man;
spake of Achille de Chàtelet’s Placard ; of a Journal
to be called The Republican; of preparing men’s
minds for a Republic. “A Republic?” said the Seagreen, with one of his dry husky, «nsportful laughs,
“What is that ?”* 0 sea-green Incorruptible, thou
shalt see!

ling-carriage is off Northwards; Madame, his Princess, in another, with variation of route: they cross
one another while changing horses, without look of
recognition; and reach Planders, no man questioning them, Precisely in the same maner, beautiful
Princess de Lamballe set off, about the same hour;
and will reach England safe ■—would she had continued there! The beautiful, the good, but the unfortunate reserved for a friglitful end 1
961. All runs along, unmolested, speedy, except
only the new Berline. Huge leathern vehicle:—huge
Argosy, let us say, or Acapulco ship; with its heavy
stern-boat af Chaise-and-pair; with its three yellow
Pilot-boats of mounted Body-guard Couriers, rocking aimless round it and ahead of it, to bewilder, not
toguide! Itlumbers along, lurchingly with stress,
at a snail’s pace; noted of all the world. The Bodyguard Couriers, in their yellow liveries, go prancing
and clattering; loyal but stnpid; unacquainted with
all things. Stoppages occur ; and breakages, to be
repaired at Etoges. King Louis, too, will dismount,
will walk up hills, and enjoy the blessed sunshine:—
with eleven horses and double drink-mouey, and all
furtherances of Nature and Art, it will befound that
Royalty, flying for life, accomplishes Sixty-nine miles
in Twenty-two incessant hours. Slow Royalty i
And yet not a minute of these hours but is precious:
on minutes hang the destinies of Royalty now.
962. Readers, therefore, can judge in what humor
Duke de Choiseul might stand waiting, in the village of Pont-de-Sommevelle, some leagues beyond
Chàlons, hour after hour, now when the day bends

CHAPTER V.
THE NEW BERLINE.

959. Bnt scouts, all this while, and aids-de-camp,
have flown forth faster then the leathern Diligences.
Young Romceuf, as we said, was off early toward
Valenciennes: distracted Villagers seize him, as a
traitor with a finger of hisown in the plot; drag him
back to the Town-hall; to the National Assembly,
which speedily grants a new passport. Nay now,
that samescarecrow of an Herb-merchant with iiis ass
has bethought him of the grand new Berline seen in
the Wood of Bondy; and dedvered evidence of it :f
Roinoeuf, furnished with new passport, is sent forth
with double speed on a hopefuler track; by Bondy,
Claye and Chàlons, toward Metz, to track the new
Berline; and gallops (à franc étrier).
9G0. Miserable new Berline! Why could not
Royalty go in some old Berline similar to that of
other men? Flying for life, one does not stickle about
hls vehicle. Monsieur, in a commonplace travel* Madame Roland, ii. 70.
+ Moniteur, etc., (in “ Histoire Paiiementaire,’ ’ x. 20263).
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visibly westward. Clioiseul drove out of Paris, in
all privity, ten hours before their Majesties’ fixed
time; his Hussars, led by Engineer Goguelat, are
here duly, come “ to escort a Treasure tha* is expected; ” but, hour after hour, is no Baroness de
KorfPs Berline. Indeed, over all that North-east Region, on the skirts of Champagne and of Lorraine,
where the great Road runs, the agitation is considera
ble. Por all along, from this Pont-de-Sommevelle
North-eastward as far as Montmédi, at Post-villages
and Towns, escorts of Hussars and Dragoons do
lounge waiting; a train or chain of Military Escorts;
at the Montmédi end of it our brave Bouillé: an
electric thunder-chain; which the invisible Bouillé,
like a Father Jove, holds in his hand—for wise purposes! Brave Bouillé has done what man could; has
spread out his electric thunder-chain of Military
Escorts, onward to thethreshold of Chíllons: it waits
but for the new Korff Berline; to receive it, escort
It, and, if need be, bear it ofif in whirlwind oí mili
tary fire. They lie and lounge there, we say, these
fierce Troopers; from Montmédi and Stenai, through
Clermont, Sainte-Menehould to ntmost Pont-deSommevelle, in all Post-villages; for the route sliall
avoid Yerdun and great Towns: they loiter impatient, “ till the Treasure arrive.
963. Judge what a day this is for brave Bouillé:
perhaps the first day of a new glorious life; surely
the last day of the oíd ! Also, and indeed still mora,
what a day, beautiful and terrible, for yonr young
full-blooded Captains: your Dandoins, Comte de
Damas, Duke de Choiseul, Engineer Goguelat, and
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the like, intrusted wilh the secret!—Alas, the day
bends ever more westward; and no Korff Berline
comes to sight. It is i'our hours beyond the time,
and still no Berline. In all Village-streets, Royalist
Captains go lounging, looking often Paris-ward; with
face of unconcern, with heart full of black care:
rigorous Quartermasters can hardly keep the private
dragoons from cafés and dram-shops* Dawn on our
bewilderment, tliou new Berline; dawn on us, thou
Sun-Chariot of a new Berline, with the destinies of
France1
964. It was of his Majesty’s ordering, this military
array of Escorts: a thing solacing the Royal imagination with a look of security and rescue; yet, in
reality, creating only alarm, and where there was
otherwísenodanger,dangerwit?iout end. ForeaehPatriotjin these Post-villages, asks naturally: This clatter
of cavalry, and marching and lounging of troops, what
means it ? To escort a Treasure ? Why escort, when
no Patriot will steal from the Nation; or where is your
Treasure ?—There has been sueh marching and counterinarching: for it is another fatality, that certain
oí these Military Escorts carne out so early as yesterday; the 19th not the 20th of the month being the
day first appointed; which her Majesty, for some
necessity or other, saw good to alter. And now consider the suspicious nature of Patriotism; suspicious,
above all, of Bouillé the Aristoerat; and how the
sour doubting humor has had leave to accumulate
and exacerbate for four-and-twenty hours!

■ “Dóclaration du Sieur La Gaché du Itégin.entRoyalDragons” (in Choiseul, pp. 126-139).
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965. At Pont-de-Sommeville, these Forty foreign
Hussars of Goguelat and Duke Choiseul are becoming an unspeakable mystery to all men. Tbey
lounged long enough, already, at Sainte-Menehould •
lounged and loitered till our National Volunteers
there, all risen into bot wrath of doubt, “ demanded
300 fusils of their Town-hall,” and got them. At
which same moment too, as it chanced, our Captain
Dandoinswas just coming in, from Clermont with
/iis troop, at tlie other end of tlie Village. A fresh
troop; alarming enougb ; thougli bappily tbey are
only Dragoons and Frencb ! So that Goguelat with
bis Hussars bad to ride, and even to do it fast; till
bere at Pont-de-Sominevelle, where Choiseul lay
waiting, be found resting-place. Resting-place as on
burning marle. For the rumor of him flies abroad;
and men run to and fro in fright and anger: Chàlons
sends forth exploratory pickets of National Volun
teers toward Ibis hand; which meet exploratory
pickets, coming from Sainte-Menehould, on that.
What is it, ye whiskered Hussars, men of foreign
guttural speeeh ; in the name of Heaven, what is it
that brings you ? A treasure?—exploratory pickets
shake their heads. The liungry Peasants, however,
know too well what Treasure it is; Military seizure
for rents, feudalities ; which no Euiliff could make
us pay! This tliey knew and set to jingling their
Parish-bell by way of tocsin; with rapid effect!
Choiseul and Goguelat, if the whole country is not
to take fire, must needs, be there Berline, be there
no Berline, saddle and ride.
966. They mount; and this parish tocsin happily
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ceases. They ride slowly Eastward ; toward SainteMenehould ; still hoping the Sun-Chariot of a Ber
line may overtake them. Ah me, no Berline! And
near now is that Sainte-Menehould, which expelled
usin the morning, with its “ three hundred national
fusilsw hich looks, belike, not too lovingly on Cap.
tain Dandoins and his fresh Dragoons, though only
French;—which, in a word, one dare not enter a
second time, under pain of explosión ! With rather
lieavy heart, our Hussar Party strikes off to the left;
through by-ways, through pathless bilis and woods;
they, avoiding Sainte-Menehould and all places which
have seen them heretofore, will make direct for the
distant Village of Varennes. It is probable they
will have a rougli evening ride.
967. This flrst military post, therefore, in the long
thunder-chain, has gone off with no effect; or with
worse, and your chain threatens to entangle itself!
—The Great Road, however, is got hushed again
into a kind of quietude, though one of the wakefulest. Indolent Dragoons cannot by any Quartermaster, be kept altogether from the dram-sliop; where
Patriots drink, and will even treat, eager enougb for
news. Captains, in a state near distraction, beat the
dusky highway, with a face of indifference; and no
Sun-Chariot appears. Why lingers it ? Inmedible,
that with eleven horses, and sueh yellow Couriers and
furtherances, its rate should be under the weightiest
dray-rate, sorne three miles an hour! Alas, one
knows not whether it ever even got out of Paris
and yet also one knows not whether, this very
moment, it is not at the Village-end! One’s heart
flutters on the verge of unutterabilities,
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CHAPTER VI.

night-gown, of Jean Baptiste Drouet, Master of the
Post here. An acrid cholerío man, rather dangerous
looking; stili in the prime of life, though he has
served, in his time, as a Cédon Dragoon. This day,
from an early hour Drouet got his choleistirred, and
has been kept fretting. Hussar Goguelat in the
morning saw good, by way of thrift, to bargain with
his own Inn-keeper, not with Drouet regular Maitre
de Post, about some gig-horse for the sending back
of his gig; which thing Drouet perceiving came over
in red ire, menacing the Inn-keeper, and would not
be appeased. Wholly an unsatisfactory day. For
Drouet is an acrid Patriot too, was at the Paris Feast
of Pikes: and what do these Bouillé soldiers mean ?
Hussars,—with their gig, and a vengeance to it!—
have hardly been thrust out, when Dandoins and
his fresh Dragoons arrive from Clermont, and stroll.
For what purpose? Choleric Drouet steps out and
steps in, with long-flowing night-gown; looking
abroad, with that sharpness of faculty which stirred
choler gives to man.
970. On the other hand, mark Captain Dandoins
on the Street of that same Village; sauntering with
a face of indifference, a heart eaten of black care!
For no Korff Berline makes its appearance. The
great Sun flames broader toward setting: one’s heart
flutters on the verge of dread unutterabilities.
971. By Heaven! here is the yellow Body-guard
Courier; spurring fast in the ruddy evening light!
Steady, 0 Dandoins, stand with inscrutable indiflerent face; though the yellow blockhead spurs past
the Post-house; inquires to findit; and stirs the
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In this manner, however, has the Day bent
downward. Wearied mortals are creeping home
1'rom their field-labor; the village-artisan eats with
relish bis supper of herbs, or has strolled forth to
the village-street for a sweet mouthful of air and
human news. Stili summer-eventide everywhere!
The great Sun hangs flaming on the utmost North
west; for it is his longest day this year. The hili
tops rejoicing will ere long be at their ruddiest and
blush Good-night. The thrush, in green dells, on
long-shadowed leafy spray, pours gushing his glad
seienade, to the babble of brooks grown audibler;
silence is stealing over the Earth. Your dusty Mili
of Valmy, as all other mills and drudgeries, may
furi its canvas, and cease swashing and circling.
The swinkt grinders in this Treadmill of an Earth
have ground out another Day: and lounge there, as
we say, in village-groups; movable, or ranked on
social stone-seats ;* their children, mischievous imps,
sporting about their feet. Unnotable hum of sweet
human gossip rises from this Village of SainteMenehould, as from all other villages. Gossip mostly
sweet, unnotable; for the very Dragoons are French
and gallant; nor as yet has the Paris-and-Verdun
Diligence, with its leathern bag, rumbled in, to terrify the minds of men.
969. One figure nevertheless we do note at the last
door of the Village: that figure in loose-flowing
* "Rapport de M. Remy (in Choiseul, p. 143).
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Village, all delighted with his fine livery.—Lun.bering along witli its mountains of bandboxes, and
Chaise behind, the Korfif Berline rolls in ; huge
Acapulco ship with its Cock-boat, having got thus
lar. The eyes of the Villagers look enlightened, as
such eyes do wlien a coach-transit, which is an event,
occurs for them. Strolling Dragoons respectfully, so
fine are the yellow liveries, bring hand to helmet;
and a Lady in gypsy-hat responds with a grace pecu
liar to heiv Dandoins stands with folded arnis, and
what look of indifference and disdainful garrison-air
a man can, while the heart is like leaping out of liim.
Curled disdainful mustachio; carelessglance—which
however surveys the Village-groups, and does not
like them. With his eye he bespeaks the yellow
Courier, Be quick, be quick ! Thick-headed Yellow
cannot understand the eye; comes up mumbling, to
ask in words: seen of the Village!
972. Ñor is Postmaster Drouet unobservant all
this while: but steps out and steps in, with his longflowing night-gown, in the level sunliglit; prying
into several things. When a man’s faculties, at the
right time, are sharpened by choler, it may lead to
much. That Lady in slouched gipsy-hat, though
sittmg back in the Carriage, does she not resemble
some one we have seen, some t i m e a t the Feast of
Pikes or elsewhere ? And this Grosse-Téte in round
hat and pernke, which, looking rearward, pokes itself
out from time to time, methinks there are features in
? Quick, Sieur Guillaume, Clerk of the Directoire, bring me a new Assignat! Drouet scans the
* “Declaration de I,a Gaché" (in Choiseul, ubi supra).

new Assignat; compares the Paper-money Picture
with the Gross Head in round hat there: by Day
and Night! you might say the one was an attempted
Engraving of the other. And this march of Troops;
this sauntering and whispering,—I see i t !
973. Drouet Postmaster of this Village, hot Patriot,
Old-Dragoon of Condé, consider, therefore, what
thou wilt do. And fast, for behold the new Berline,
expeditiously yoked, cracks whipcord, and rolls
away!—Drouet daré not, on the spur of the instant,
clutch the bridles in his own two hauds; Dandoins,
with broadsword, might liew you off. Our poor
Natijnals, not one of them here, have 300 fusils, but
then no powder: besides one is not sure, only morally
certain. Drouet, as an adroit Old-Dragoon of Condé,
does what is advisablest; privily bespeaks Clerk
Guillaume, Old-Dragoon of Condé he too; privily,
while Clerk Guillaume is saddling twoof thefleetest
horses, slips over to the Town-hall to whisper a
word ; then mounts with Clerk Guillaume; and the
two bound eastward in pursuit, to see what can be
done.
974. They bound eastward, in sharp trot: their
moral-certainty permeating the Village, from the
Town-hall outward, in busy whispers. Alas! Captain Dandoins orders his Dragoons to mount; but
they, complaining of long fast, demand bread-andcheese first;—before which brief repast can be eaten,
the whole Village is permeated; not whispering now,
but blustering and shrieking! National Volunteers,
in hurried muster, shriek for gunpowder; Dragoons
halt beween Patriotism and Rule of the Service, be-

618

619

VÁRENNES.

THE NIGHT OF SFURS.

tveenbread-and-cheeseandfixed bayoneta: Dandoins
hands secretly bis PoCket-book, with its secret dispatches, to the rigorous Quartermaster: the very
Ostlers have stable-forks and flails. The rigorous
Quartermaster, half-saddled, cuta ont his way with
the sword’s edge. amid leveled bayonets, amid Patnot vociferations, adjurations, flail-strokes; and
rules frautic ;*• féw or even none follow him ; the
rest, so sweetly constraSied, consenting to stay there.
975. And thus the new Berline rolls; and Drouet
and Guillaume gallop after itand Dandoins’s Troopers or trooper gallops after them; and Sainte-Menehould, with some leagues of the Kiug’s Highway, is
m explosión and your Military thunder-chain has
gone off in a self-destructive manner; one may fear
with the frightfulest issues.

ing with wild ruin, till Patriot Villagers, Peasantry,
Military Escorts, new Berline and Royalty are down,
jumbling in the Abyss !
977. The thick shades of Night are falling. Postillions crack and whip: the Royal Berline is through
Clermont, where Colonei Comte de Damas got a word
whispered to it; is safe through, toward Varennes;
rushing at the rate of double drink-money: an Unknown, “ Inconnu on horsebaek,” shrieks earnestly
some hoarse whisper, not audible, into the rushing
Carriage-window, and vanishes, left in the night.*
August Travelers palpitate; nevertheless overwearied Nature sinks every one of them into a kind of
sleep. Alas! and Drouet and Clerk Guillaume spur;
taking side-roads, for shortness, for safety; scattering abroad that moral-certainty of theirs; which
flies, a bird of the air carrying it!
978. And your rigorous Quartermaster spurs;
awakening hoarse trumpet-tone,—as here at Cler
mont, calling out Dragoons gone tó bed. Brave
Colonei de Damas has them mounted, in part, these
Clermont men; young Cornet Remy dashes off with
a few. But the Patriot Magistracy is out here at
Clermont too; National Guards shrieking for balT
cartridges; and the Village “ illuminates itself;”—
deft Patriots springing out of bed; alertly, in sliirt
or shift, striking a light; sticking up each his farthing candle, or penurious oil-cruse, till all glitters and
glimmers; so deft are they! A camisado, or sbirttumult, everywhere: storm-bell set a-ringing; vil
lage drum beating furious générale, as here at Cler-
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976. This comes of mysterious Escorts, and a new
Berline with eleven horses : “ He that has a secret
should not only hide it, but hide that he has it to
lude.” Your first Military Escort has exploded selfdestructive; and all Military Escorts, and a suspiCious Country will now be up, explosi ve; compara
ble not to victorious thnnder. Comparable, say ratlier
to the first stirring ofan Alpine Avalanche; whicb'
once stir it, as hereatSainte-Menehould. will spread,'
-a ll round, and on and on. as far as Stenai; thunder* Deelaration de La Gaché ” (in Choiseul, p. 134).

• Campan, il. 15».
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mont, under illumination; distracted Patriots pleading and menacing! Brave young Colonei de Damas,
in that uproar of distracted Patriotism, speaks some
hre-sentences to what Troopers he has: “ Comrades
wsulted at Sainte-Menehould: King and Countrv
callmg on the brave;’1 then gives the fire-word,
Draw swords.” Whereupon, alas, the Troopers only smite their sword-handles, driving them farther
home. Tome, whoever is for the K ing'” cries
Damas in despair; and gallops, he with some poor
loyal Two, of the Subaltern sort, into the bosom of
the Night.*
979 Nightunexampled in the Clermontais; shortest of the year; remarkablest of the century; Night
deservmg to be named of Spurs! Cornet Remy, and
. °S®few he daslled off off with, has missed his road;
18- all°Pingfor hourstoward Verdun; then, forhours
across hedged country, through roused hamlets, to
ward Varennes. Unlucky Cornet Remy; unluckier
Colonei Damas, with whom there ride desperate on^ some loyal Two! More ride not of that Clermont
Escort: of other Escorts, in other Villages, not even
lwo may nde; but only all curvet and pranee.—imTsdf by St0m‘be11 and your VilIaSe iUnminating
980. And Drouet rides and Clerk Guillaume ; and
the country runs.—Goguelat and Duke Choiseul are
plunging through morasses,overcliffs, over stock and
stone, m theshaggy woods of the Clermontais; by
racks; or trackless, with guides ; Hussars tumbling
8eu]"pp 0l 89:Ï 95)bal d“ DlreCtoire du Clermont" (in Chol-
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into pitfalls, and lying “ swooned three-quarters of
au hour,” the rest refusing to march without them.
What an evening ride from Pont-de-Sommeville;
what a thirty hours, since, Choiseul quitted Paris,
with Queen’s-valet Leonard in the chaise by him!
Black Care sits behind the rider. Thus go they
plunging; rustle the owlet from his branchy nest;
champ the sweet-scented forest-herb, queen-of-tliemeadows spiUing lier spikenard; and frigliten the
earofNight. But hark! toward twelve o’clock, as
one guesses, for the very stars are gone out: sound
ofthetocsin from Varennes? Checking bridle, the
IPussar Officer listens: “ Some flre undoubtedly! ”—
yet rides on, with double breathlessness, to verify.
981. Yes, gallant friends that do your ntmost, is a
certain sort of fire difficult to quench.—The Korff
Berline, fairly ahead of all this riding Avalanche,
reached the little paltry Yillage of Varennes about
eleven o’clock ; hopeful, in spite ofthathoarse whispering Unknown. Do not all Towns now lie behind
us; Verdun avoided, on our right? Within wind
of Bouilld himself, in a manner; and the darkest ol
midsummer nights favoring us! And so we halt on
the hilltop at the South end of the Village; expecting our relay; which young Bouillé, Bouille’s own
son, with his Escort of Hussars, was to have ready;
for in this Yillage was no Post. Distractingto think
of: neither horse nor Hussar is here! Ah, and stout
horses, a proper relay belonging to Duke Choiseul,
do stand at hay, but in the Upper Village over the
Bridge; and we know not of them. Hussars likewise do wait, but drinking in the taverns. For in-
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deed it is sis hoursbeyond the time; youngBonillé,
silJy striphng, thinking the matter over for thi»
DIght’ has retired t° bed. And so our yellow Couriers, mexperienced, must roye, groping, bnngling,
ihrough a Village mostly asleep: Postillions will
not, for any money, go on with the tired borses; not
at least without refreshment; not tliey, letthe Valet
m round hat argue as he likes
^ M iserab ie! ‘‘F°r five-and-thirty minutes”
by the Kmg’s watch, the Berline is at a dead stand :
I ound-hat arguing with Churn-boots; tired horses
slobbenng their xneal-and-water: yellow Couriers
groping, bunglmg; young Bouillé asleep, ali the
while, m the Upper Village. and ChoiseuPs fine team
standing there at hay. No help for i t ; not with a
kmgs ransom; the horses deliberately slobber
f n T h e Í l argTeS’nBOllÍIIé

And “ ark »ow|

j , ‘C’ nif ht’ do not two Horsemen, with jaded
trot, come clank-clanking; and start with half-pause
lf one noticed them, at sight of this dim mass of a
er me’ and its dull slobbering and arguing; then
prick offfaster, into the village? It is Drouet, he
and Clerk GmBaume! Stili ahead, they two, of the
whole ndmg hurly-burly ; unshot thougli some brag
ofhaving chased them. Perilous is Drouefs errand
a s°; But he is an Old-Dragoon, with his witsshaken
thoroughly awake.
berous TTa most
VÍ1Iage
,°f Varennes
slumberous,
unlevel
Village,liesof dark
inverseandsaddlesl ape, as men write. It sleeps; the rushing of the
m GGolden
o n l eArm,
r S7BrasMd’Or
h h yTavern,
t ° lt across
^ r tb ethat
le s ssloping
fro m
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Market-place, there stili comes shine of social light;
comes voice of rude drovers, or the like, who have
not yet taken the stirrup-cup; Bonifaee Le Blanc,
in white apron, serving them: cheerful to behold.
To this Bras d’Or Drouet enters, alacrity looking
tlirough his eyes; he nudges Bonifaee, in ali privacy,
‘‘Camarade, es-tu bon Patrióte, (Art tliou a good
Patriot)?”—“Si je suis!” answers Bonifaee.—“In
that case,” eagerly whispers Drouet—wliat whisper
is needful, heard of Bonifaee alone.*
984. And now see Bonifaee Le Blanc bustling as
he never did for the jolliest toper. See Drouet and
Guillaume, dexterous Old-Dragoons, inc+aiitly down
blocking the bridge, with a “furniture-wagon they
find there,” with whatever wagons, tumbrils, barréis,
barrows their liands can lay liold of; — tili no
carriage can pass. Then swiftly, the Bridge once
blocked, see them take station hard by, under Varennes Archway: joined by Le Blanc, Le Blanc’s
Brother, and one or two alert Patriots he has roused.
Some half-dozeu in ali, with National muskets, they
stand cióse, waiting under the Archway, till that
sanie Korff Berline rumble up.
985. It rumbles up: Alte là ! lanterns flash out
from under coat-skirts, bridles chuck in strong fists,
two National muskets level themselves fore and aft
tlirough the two Coaeh-doors: “Mesdames, your
Passpoxts?—Alas, alas! Sieur Sausse, Procureur of
the Township, Tallow-chandler also and Crocer, is
there, with official grocer-politeness ; Drouet with
fierce logic and ready wit:—The respected Traveling
* " Deux Amis,” vi 139-178.
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Party, be it Baroness de Korff’s, or perseras of still
higher consequence, will perbaps please to rest irself
in M. Sausse’s till the dawn strike up !
986. O Louis; O liapless Marie-Antoinette, fated
to pass thy life with sucb men! Pklegmatic Louis,
art tliou but lazy semi-animate pblegm, tlieu, to tlie
center oí' tliee? King, Captain-General, Sovereign
Frank! if thy heart ever formed, sinee it beganbeating under the ñame of heart, any resol ution at all, be
it now then, or never in this world:—“ Violent noc
turnal individuals, and if it were persons of higli
consequence? And if it were the King himself?
Has the King not the power, which all beggars have,
of traveling unmolested on his own Highway ? Yes:
it is the King; and tremhle ye to know i t ! The
King has said, in this one small matter; and in
France, or under God’s Throne, is no power that shall
gainsay. Not the King shall ye stop here under this
your miserable Archway; but his dead body only,
and answer it to Iíeaven and Earth. To me, Bodyguards; Postillions, en avant!”—One fancies in that
case the pale paralysis of these two Le Blanc musketeers; the drooping of Drouet’s under-jaw; and
how Procureur Sausse had melted like tallow in
furnace-heat; Louis faring on; in some few steps
awakening Young Bouillé, awakening relays and
Hussars: triumphant entry, with cavalcading highbrandishing Escort, and Eseorts, into Montmedi; and
the whole course of French History different!
987. Alas, it was not in the poor phlegmatic man.
Had it been in him, French History had never come
under this Varennes Archway to decide itself.—He
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steps out: all step out. Procureur Sausse gives his
grocer-arms to the Queen and Sister Elizabeth ; Majesty taking the two children by the hand. And thus
they walk, coolly back, over the Market-place to
Procureur Sausse’s; mount into his small upper
story : where straiglitway his Majesty “ demands refreshments.” Demands refresliments, as is written ;
gets bread-and-cheese with a bottle ot Burgundy;
and remarks, that it is the best Burgundy he ever
drank!
988. Meanwhile the Varennes Notables, and all
men, official and nou-official, are hastily drawing-on
tlieir breeches; getting their fighting gear. Mortals
half-dressed tumble out barréis, lay felled trees;
scouts dart off to all the four winds,—the tocsin begins clanging, “ the Village illuminates itself.” Very
singular: how these little Villages do manage, so
adroit are they, when startled in miduight alarm of
war. Like little adroit municipal rattlesuakes suddenly awakened: for their storm-ell rattles and
rings; their eyes glisten luminous (with tallowlight), as in rattlesnake iré; and the Village will
sting. Old-Dragoon Drouet is our engineer and gen
eralissimo ; valiant as a Ruy Diaz : now or never, ye
Patriots, for the soldiery is coming; massacre by
Austrians, by Aristocrats, wars more than civil, it
all depends on you and the hour!—National Guards
rank tliemselves, half-buttoned: mortals, we say
still only in breeches, in under-petticoat, tumble out
barréis and lumber, lay felled trees for barricades:
the Village will sting. Rabid Democracy, it worsld
seem, is not 3onfined to Paris, then ? Ah no, what-
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soever Courtiers might talk ; too clearly no. This of
dying for one’s King is grown into a dying for one’s
self, against tlie King, if need be.
989.
And so our riding and running Avalanche
and Hurly-burly has reached the Abyss, Korff Berline
foremost; and may pour itself thither, and jumble:
endless! For the next six hours, need we ask if
there was a clattering far and wide ? Clattering and
toesiuing and liot tunmlt, over ali the Clermontais,
spreading through the Three-Bishoprics: Dragoon
and Hussar Troops gallóping on roads and no-roads;
National Guards arming and starting in the dead of
night ¡ toesin after tocsin transmitting the alarm. In
some forty minutes, Goguelat and Choiseul, with
their wearied Hussars, reach Yarennes. Ah, it is no
fire, then ; or a fire diffleult to quench! Tliey leaf
the tree-barricades, in spite of National sergeant;
they enter the village, Choiseul instructing his
Troopers how the matter really is; who respond interjectionally, in their glutteral dialect, “ Der Konig;
die Koniginn!” and seem stancli. These now, in
their stanch humor, will, for one thing, heset Procureur Sausse’s house. Most beneficial: had not
Drouet stormfully ordered otherwise ; and even bellowed, in his extremity, “ Cannoneers,toyour guns!”
—two old honeyeomed Field-pieces, empty of all but
cobwebs; the rattle whereof, as the Cannoneers with
assured countenance trundled them up, did nevertheless abate the Hussar ardor, and produce a respectfuler ranking fartlier back. Jugs of wine, handed
over the ranks, for the Germán throat too has seusibility,—will complete the husiness. When Engi-
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neer Goguelat, some hour or so afterward, steps forth,
the response to him is—a hiccuping Vive la Nation!
990. What boots it ? Goguelat, Choiseul, now also
Count Damas, and all the Varennes Officiality are
with the King; and the King can give no order, form
no opinion; but sits there, as he has ever done, like
clay on potter’s wheel; perhaps the absurdest of all
pitiable and pardonable clay-figures that now circle
under the Moon. He will go on, next morning, and
take the National Guard iclík iiim; Saussepermitting!
Hapless Queen: with her two children laid there on
the mean bed, old Mother Sausse kneeling to Ileaven,
with tears and an audible prayer, to bless them ; im
perial Marie-Antoinette near kneeling to Son Sausse
and Wife Sausse, amid candle-boxes and treacle-barrels,—in vain! There are 3,000 National Guards
got in; hefore long they will count 10,000: tocsins
spreading like fire on dry lieatb, or far faster.

991.
Y oung B ouillc, roused by th is V arennes tocsin,
h as ta k e n horse, an d — fled to w ard h is F a th e r.
T h ith e rw a rd also rides, in an alm o st h y ste ric ally
d esp e rate m anner, a ce rtain S ie u r A ub riot, C hoiseul’s
O rd e rly ; sw im m in g d a rk rivers, o u r B ridg e bein g
b lo c k e d ; sp u rrin g as i f th e H e ll-h u n t w ere a t h i s
heels.* T h ro u g h th e v illag e o f D un, h e g alló p in g
s till on, scatte rs th e a la r m ; a t D un , b rav e C ap ta in
D eslons an d his E sco rt o f a H u n d re d sad d le a n d ride.
D eslons too g ets in to V a re n n e ; le av in g h is H u n d re d
o utside, a t th e tre e -b a rric a d e ; offers to c u t K in g
L o u is o u t,if h e w ill o rd er it : b u t u n fo rtu n a te ly “ th e
* “ R apport de M. A ubriot (in Choiseul, pp. 150-157).
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work will pro ve hotw kereupon King Louis has
“no orders to give.”*
992. And so thetocsin clangs, and Dragoons gallop,
and can do nothiug, having galloped: National
Guarda stream in like the gathering of ravens: your
exploding Thunder-chain, falling Avalanche, orwliat
else vve liken it to, does play, with a vengeance,—up
novv as far as Stenai and Bonillo liimself.f Brave
Bouillé, son of the whirlwind, he saddles BoyalAllemand; speaks fire-words, kindling heart and
eyes; distributes twenty-five gold-louis a company.
—Ride, Boyal-Allemand, long-íamed: no Tuileries
Cbarge and Neeker-Orléans Bust-Procession; a very
King made captive, and world all to win!—Such is
the Night deserving to be nanied of Spurs.
993. At six o’clock two things have happened. Lafayette’s Aid-de-camp. Bomceuf, ridingà franc étrier,
on that oíd Herb-merchant’s route, quickened during
tlielast stages, has got to Varennes; where the 10,000 now furiously demand, with lury of panic terror,
that Boyalty shall forthwith return Parisward, that
tbere be not infinite bloodslied. Also, on the other
side, “English Tom,” Choiseul’s jokei, flying with
that Choiseul relay, has raet Bouillé on the lieights
of D un; the adamantine brow flushed with dark
tliunder; tliunderous rattle of Eoyal-AIlemand at
his heels. English Tom answers as be can the brief
question, How it is at Varennes ?—then asks in turaWhat he, English Tom, with M. de Choiseul’s borses,
* ^E-vtrait d’un Itapport de M. Deslons ” (in Choiseul,
t Bouiliéj ii. 74-76.
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is todo, and whither to ride?—To the Bottomless
Pool! answers a thunder-voice; then again speaking and spurring, orders Boyal-Allemand to the gal
lop ; and vanishes, swearing (en jurant).* ’Tis the
last of our brave Bouillé. Within sight of Varennes(
he having drawn bridle, calis a council of officers;
finds that it is in vain. King Louis has departed,
consenting; amid the clangor of universal stormbell; amid the tramp of 10,000 armed men, already
arrived j and say, of 60,000 flocking thither. Brave
Deslons, even without “ orders,” darted at the Biver
Aire with his Hundred;f swam one branch of it, .
could not the other; and stood there, dripping and
panting, with inflated nostril; the 10,000 answering
liim with a shout of mockery, the new Berline lumbering Parisward íts weary inevitable way. No lielp,
then, in Earth ; ñor, in an age not of miracles, in
Heaven!
994. That night, “ Marquis de Bouillé and twentyone more of us rodé over the Frontiers: t’te Bernardine monks at Orval in Luxemburg gave us supper
and lodging.”! With little of speech, Bouillé rides:
with thoughts that do notbrook speech. Northward,
toward uncertainty, and the Cimmerian Night:
toward West-Indian Isles, for with thin Emigrant
delirium the son of the whirlwind caunotaet; toward
England, toward premature Stoical death; not toward
France any more. Honor to the Brave; who, be it
in this quarrel or in that, is a substance and articulate-speaking pieceof human Valor, not afanfaronad* "D éclaration du Sieur Thomas” (in Choiseul, p. 188).
Weber, ii. 386.
tt Aubriot,
u t supra, p. 158.
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ing hollow Spectrum and squeaking and gibbering
Shadow! One of tbe few Royalist Chief-actors this
Bouillé, of whom so much can be said.
995. The brave Bouillé too, tben, vamshes from
the tissue of our Story. Story and tissue, faint ineffectual Emblem of thatgraud Miraculous Tissue,
and Living Tapestry named French Revolution, which
did weave itself then in very fact, '' ou the loudsounding Loomof Tim e !” The old Brave drop
out from it, with their strivings; and new acrid
Drouets, of new strings and color, come in.—asm
the manner of that weaving.

duces Insurrection of Women, and Pallas, Athene,
in the shape of Demoiselle Théroigne. Valor profits
not; neither has fortune smiled on fanfaronade. The
Bouillé Armament ends as the Broglie one has done.
Man after man spends himself in this cause, only to
work it quicker ruin; it seems a cause doomcd, forsaken of Earth and Hcaven.
997. On the 6th of October gone a year, King Louis
escorted by Demoiselle Théroigne and some twohundred thousand, made a Royal Progress and Entrauce
into Paris, snch as man had never witnessed;
we propesied him Two more such; and accordingly
another of them, after this Fliglit to Metz, is now
coming to pass. Théroigne will not escort here;
neither does Mirabeau now “ sit in one of the accompanying carriages.” Mirabeau lies dead, in the Pan
theon of Great Men. Théroigne lies living, in dark
Austrian Prison; having gone to Liége, professionally,
and been seized there. Bemurmured now by the
hoarse-flowing Danube: the light of her Patriot Supper-parties gone quite out; so lies Théroigne: she
shall speak with the Kaiser face to face, and return.
And France lies—how! Fleeting Time shears down
the great and the little; and in two years alters
many things.
998. But at all events, here,we say, is a second Ignominious Royal Procession, though much altered;
to be witnessed also by its hundreds of thousands.
Patience, ye Paris Patriots; the Royal Berline is returning, Not till Saturday: for the Royal Berline
travels by slow stages; amid such loud-voieed con
fluent sea of National Guards, sixty thousand as they
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996. So, then, our grand Royalist Plot, of Flightto
Metz, has executed itself. Long hovering in the background, as a dread royal ultimàtum, it has rushed forward in its terrors; verily to some purpose. How
many Royalist Plots and Projects, one after another
cunningly-devised, that wereto explode 1ike powdermines and thunder-claps; not one solitary Plot of
which has issued otherwise! Powder-mine of a
Séance Royale on the 23d of June, 1789, which exploded as we then said, “ through the touch-hole •”
wluch next, your war-god Broglie having reloaded ít
brought a Bastille about your ears. Then carne fer
vent Opera-Itepast, with flourishing of sabers, and
O Richard, 0 my King ; which aided by Ilunger, pro-
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count; amid such tumult of all people. Three National-Assembly Commissioners, famed Barnave,
famed Pétion, generally respectable Latour-Maubourg, have gone to meet i t ; of whom the two for
mer ridein the Berline itselfbeside Majesty, day after
day. Latour, as a mere respectability, and man of
whom all men speak well, canride in the rear, with
Dame de Tourzel and the Soubrettes.
999. So on Saturday evening, about seven o’clock.
Paris by hundredSjOf tliousands is again drawn up,: not
now dancing the tricolor joy-dance of hope; ñor as
yet dancing in fury-dance of líate and revenge: but
in silence, with vague look of conjecture, and curiosity mostly seientific. A Saint-Antoine Placard
has given notice this morning that “whosoever in
sults Louis shall be caned, whosoever applauds him
shall be hanged.” Behold then, at last, that wonderful New Berline; encireled by blue National sea
with fixed bayonets, which flows slowly, floating it
on, through the silent assembled hundreds of thousands. Three yellow Couriers sit atop bound with
ropes: Pétion, Barnave, their Majesties, with sister
Elizabeth, and the ehildren of France, are within.
1000. Smile of embarrassment, or cloud of dull
sourness, is on the broad phlegmatic face of bis maj
esty ; who keeps declaring to the successive Official
persons, what is evident, “Eh bien, me voilá (Well
here you have me);” and what is not evident, “I do
assure you I did not mean to pass the frontiers
speeches natural for that poor Boyal Man; which
Decency would veil. Silent is lier Majesty, with a
look of grief and scorn: natural for that Boyal

THE RETURE.

635

Wotnan. Thus lumbers and creeps the ignominious
Boyal Procession, through many streets, amid a silent-gazing people: comparable, Mercier thinks,* to
some Procession du Boi de Basoche ; or say, Proces
sion of King Crispin, with bis Dukes of Sutormania
and royal blazonry of Cordwainery. Except indeed
that this is not comic; ah no, it is comico-tragic; with
bound Couriers and a Doom hanging over i t ; most
fantastic, yet most miserably real. Miserablest
flebile ludibrium of a Pickle-herring Tragedy! It
sweeps along there, in most «ngorgeous pall, through
many streets in the dusty summer evening; gets
itself at length wriggled out of sight; vanishing in
the Tuileries Palace,—toward its doom, of slow tor
ture, pine forte et dure.
1001. Populace, it is true, seizes the three ropebound yellow Couriers; will at least massacre them.
But our august Assembly, which is sitting at this
great moment, sends out Deputation of rescue; and
the whole is got huddled up. Barnave, “all dusty,” is
already there, in the National H all; making brief
discreet address and report. As indeed, through the
whole journey, this Barnave has been most discreet,
sympathetic; and has gained the Queen’s trust, whose
noble instinct teaches her al ways who is to be trusted.
Very different from heavy Pétions; who, if Campan
speak truth, ate his luncheon, comfortably filled his
wine-glass, in the Boyal Berline; flungout hischicken-bones past the nose of Boyalty itself; and, on the
King’s saying, “France cannot be a Bepublic,” answ< red, “No, it is not ripe yet.” Barnave is hence‘ “ Nou veau Paris,” iii. 22.
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forth aqueen’s adviser, if advice could profit: and
her Majesty astomshes Dame Campan by signifying
almost a regard for Barnave; and that, in a dav of
retribution and Royal triumph, Barnave shaíl not
be execnted.*'
1002. On Monday nighl Hoyalty went; on Saturuay evening it returns:so rauch, within one short
week, has Boyalty accomplishedfor itself. ThePickleerring Tragedy has vanished in the Tuileries Palace toward “pain strong and hard.” Watehed, fettered and humbled, as Boyal ty never was. Watehed
even m its sleeping-apartments and inmost reccsses:
for it has to sleep with door set ajar, bine National
Argus watching, his eye fixed on the Queen’s curtam s; nay, on one occasion, as the Queen cannot
sleep he offers to sit by her pillow, and converse a
CHAPTER IX.
SHARP SHOT.

1003. In regard to all whieh this most pressing
question arises : What is to be done with it ? De
pose ít! resolutely answer Robespierre and the
thorough-going few. Por, truly, with a Ring who
runs away, and needs to be watehed in his very bedroom that he may stay and govern you, what other
reasonahle thing can be done? Had Philipd’Orléans not been a caput mortuum! But of him,
known as one defunct, no man now dreams. Depose
* Campan, ii. c. 18.
1 Ibid . ii. 149.
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itnot; say that it is inviolable, that it was spirited
away, was enlevé; at any cost of sophistry and solecism, re-establish i t 1so answer with loud vehemence
all manner of Constitutional Royalists; as all your
puré Royalists do naturally likewise, with low vehe
mence, and rage compressed by fear, still more passionately answer. Nay Barnave and the two Lameths, and what will follow them, do likewise answer
so. Answer with their whole might; terror-struck at
the unknown Abysses on the verge of whieh, driven
thither by themselves mainly, all now reels ready to
plunge.
1004. By mighty effort and combination, this latter course is the course fixed on; and it shall by the
strong arm, if not by the clearest logic, be madegood.
With the sacrifice of all their hard-earned populari ty,
this notable Triumvirate, says Toulongeon, “set the
Throne up again, whieh they had so toiled to overturn: as one might set up an overturned pyramid, on
its v e r te x to stand so long as it is held.
1005. Unhappy France; unhappy in King, Queen
and Coustitution; one knows not in whieh unhappiest! Was the meaning of our so glorious French
Revolution this, and no other, That when Shams and
Delusions, long soul-killing, had become body-killing, and got the length of Baukruptcy and Inanition,
a great People rose and, with one voice, said, in the
ñame o f’the Highest: Shams shall be no more ? So
many sorrows and bloody horrors, endured, and to
be yet endured through dismal coming centuries,
were they not the heavy price paid and payable for
the same: Total Destruction of Shams frora arnong
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men? And now, 0 Barnave Triumvirate! is it in
such doaSle-distilled Delusion, and Sham even of a
Sham, that an eífort of tliis kind will rest acquies
cent? Messieurs of the popular Triumvirate, never!
But, after all, what canpoor popular Triumvirates,
and fallible august Senators, do? Tliey can, when
the truth is all too horrible, stick theirheads ostriehlike into what sheltering Fallacy is nearest; and
wait there, a posteriori.
1006. EeadersWho saw the Clermontais and ThreeBishoprics gallop in the Night of Spurs; Diligences
ruffling up all France into.'one terriffic terrified Cock
of India; and the town of Nantes in its shirt,—may
fancy what au affair to settle this was. Bobespierre,
on the extreme Left, with perhaps Pétion aud lean
old Goupil, for the very Triumvirate has defalcated,
are shrieking hoarse; drowned in Constitutional
clamor. But the debate and arguing of a whole Nation ; the bellowings through all Journals, for and
against; the reverberant voice of Danton; the Hy
perion shafts of Camille, the porcupine-quills of im
placable Marat:—conceive all this.
1007. Constitutionalists in a body,as weoftenpredicted, do now recede i'rom the Mother Society, and
become Feuillans; threateningherwith inanition, the
rank and respectability being mostly gone. Petition
after Petition, forwarded by Post, or borne in Deputation, comes praying for Judgment and Déchíance,
which is our name for Deposition; praying, at lowest,
for Eeferenee to the Eighty-three Departments oí
France. Hot Marseillese Deputation comes declarin¡r. amongother things: “ Our Phocean Ancestors

flung a Bar of Iron into the Bay at their first landing; this Bar will float again on the Mediterranean
brine before we consent to be slaves.” All this for
four weeks or more, while the matter still hangs
doubtful; Emigratiou streaming with double violence over the frontiers ;* France, seething in fierce
agitation of this question and prize-question: What
is to be done with the fugitive Hereditary Bepresentative ?
1008. Finally, on Friday the 15th of July, 1791,
the National Assembly decides; in what negatory
manner we know. Whereupon the Theaters all
cl ose, the Bourn-stones and Portable-chairs begin
spouting. Municipal Placarás flaming on the walls,
and Proclamations publishcd by sound of trumpet,
“ invite to repose;” with small effect. And so, on
Sunday the 17th, there shall be a thing seen, worthy
of remembering. Scroll of a Petition, drawn up by
Brissots, Dantons, by Cordeliers, Jacobins; for,the
thing was infinitely shaken and manipulated, and
many had a hand in it: such Scroll lies now visible,
on the wooden framework of the Fatherland’s Altar,
for signature. Unworking Paris, male and female,
is crowding thither, all day, to sign or to see. Our
fair Eoland herself the eye oi History can discern
there “ in the morning ;”f not without interest. In
few weeks the fair Patriot will quit Paris; yet per
haps only to return.
1009. But what with sorrow of balked Patriotism,
what with closed theaters, and Proclamations still
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t “ Histoire Parlementaire,” xi. 104-107.
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publishing themselves by sound of trumpet, the fer
vor of men’s minds, this day is great. Nay, over and
above, there has fallen out an incident, of the nature
of Farce-Tragedy and Eiddle; enough to stimulate
all creatures. Early in the day, a Patriot (or some
say, it was a Patriotess. and indeed the truth is undiscoverable), wliile standing on the firm deal-board
of Fatherland’s Altar, feels suddenly, with indescribable torpedo-shock of amazement, his boot-sole
prieked through from below ; clutchés up suddenly
this electrified boot-sole and foot; discerns next in
stant—the point of a ginilet or brad-awl playing up,
through the firm deal-board, and now hastily drawing itself back ! Mystery, perhaps Treason? The
wooden frame-work is impetuously broken up ; and
behold, verily a mystery ; never explicable fully to
the end of the world ! Two human individuals, of
mean aspect, one of them with a wooden leg, lie ensconccd there, gimlet in liand: they must have come
in over-night; they have a supply of provisions,—
no “ barrel of gunpowder ” that one can see ; they
affect to be asleep; look blank enough, and give the
lamest account of themselves. “ Mere curiosity;
they were boring up, to get an eye-hole ; to see, per
haps,1with lubricity,’ whatsoever, from that new point
of visión could be s e e n —little that was edifying, one
would think! But indeed what stupidest thing may
not human Dnllness, Pruriency, Lubricity, Chance
and the Devil, choosing Two out of Half-a-million
idle human heads, tempt them to ?*
1010. Sure enough, the two human individuals
* “ Histoire Parlem entaire. ’ xt. 104-107.
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with their gimlet are there. Ill-starred pair of in
dividuals! For the result of it all is, that Patriotism, fretting itself, in this state of nervous excitability, with hypotheses, suspicions and reports, keeps
questioning these two distracted human individuals,
and again questioning them ; claps them into the
nearest Guard-house, clutchés them out again; one
hypothetic group snatching them from another:
till finally, in such extreme state of nervous exeitability, Patriotism hangs them as spies of Sieur
Motier ; and the life and secret is ehoked out of them
forevermore. Forevermore, alas! Or is a day to be
looked for when these two evidently mean individ
uals, who are human nevertheless, will become Historical Biddles; and, like him of the Iron Nash (also
a human individual, and evidently nothing more),—
have their Dissertations? To us this only is certain,
that they had a gimlet, provisions and a wooden leg;
and have died there on the Lanterne, as the unluckiest fools might die.
1011. And so the signature goes on, in a still more
excited manner. And Chaumette, for Antiquarians
posscss the very Paper to this hour,*—has signed
himself “ in a flowing saucy hand slightly leaned
and Hébert, detestable Père Duchesne, as if “ an
inked spider bad dropped on the p a p e rU sh e r Maillard also has signed, and many Crosses, which cannot
write. And Paris, through its thousand avenues, is
welling to the Champ-de-Mars and from it, in the
utmost excitability of humor; central Fatherland’s
Altar quite heaped with signing Patriots and
» H istoire Parlem entaire, xi. 113, etc.
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Patriotesses; the Thirty benches and whole intemal
Space crowded with on-lookers, with eomers and
goers; one regurgitating Whirlpool of men and
women in their Sunday clothes. All which a Constitutional Sieur Motier sees; and Bailly, looking
into it with his long visage made stili longer. Auguring no good; perhaps Déchéance and Deposition
after all! Stop it, ye Constitutional Patriots; fire
itself is quenchable,—yet only qüestionable at first.
1012. Stop it, truly: bnt how stop it? Have not
the first free People of the Universe a right to petition ?—Happily, if also nnhappily, here is one proof
of riot: these two human individuals hanged at the
Lanterne. Proof, O treacherous Sieur Motier? Were
they not two human individuals sent thither by thee
to be hanged ; to be a pretext for thy bloody Drapeau
Rouge ? This question shall many a Patriot, one
day, ask; and answer affirmatively, strong in Preter
natural Suspicion.
1013. Enough,toward half-past seven in the evening, the mere natural eye can behold this thing;
Sieur Motier, with Municipals in scarf, with blue
National Patrollotism, rank after rank, to the clang
of drusas; wending resolutely to the Champ-deMars; Mayor Bailly, with elongated visage, bearing,
as in sad duty bound, the Drapeau Rouge. Howl of
angry derision rises in treble and bass from a hundred thousand throats, at the sight of Martial Law ;
which nevertheless, waving its Red sanguinary Flag,
ad vanees there, from the Gros-Caillou Entrance ; advances, drumming and waving, toward Altar ot
Fatherland. Amid stili wilder howls, with objurga-
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