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CELEBRATED

EUROPEAN CHARACTERS

WILLIAM TELL,

THE RESTORER OF THE LIBERTY OF HELVETIA.

A.D. 1300.

WE are about to relate what the Swiss have handed

down as the poetic origin of their freedom
;
but let us

first refer to history and geography, for such information

as they afford respecting Switzerland (or Helvetia) and

its inhabitants.

The Alps, resembling a strong and prominent knot

of the muscles of the earth's granite, constitute a chain

of mountains which extends over a space of three hun-

dred leagues, from the mouth of the Rhone towards

Marseilles, to the plains of Hungary. The links of this

chain become depressed towards each extremity, and

gradually lose themselves in the level country. In the

centre they rise to an enormous elevation, inaccessible to

the steps, and scarcely perceptible to the eyes, of men.

Their summits, crenelated as the battlements of a natu-

ral fortress, stand out in bold relief from the deep azure

of the heavens, brilliant in dazzling whiteness under the
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WILLIAM TELL.

first light of morning, warmly coloured like the rose at

midday, and softening down into the hue of the violet

as evening declines : these varying tints are produced

by the reflection (more or less powerful) of the sun on

the sheets of eternal snow, with which the ridges of the

mountains are clothed. When we first look upon them

from the valleys of Italy or France, at a distance of sixty

or eighty leagues, they inspire the same sentiment arising

from infinity of height, which is produced by the sea or

the firmament as regards immensity of extent. It is

a spectacle which paralyzes the beholder, and from fear

to terror, from astonishment to admiration, carries the

thoughts of mortal man up to the Creator, for whom
alone nothing is elevated or boundless ; but man feels

himself reduced to nonentity under the stupendous ar-

chitecture of these elevated regions, and utters an invo-

luntary cry : that cry is a confession of his own insig-

nificance, and a hymn to the omnipotent power of the

Architect. It is from this cause that the heart is usually

more impressed with piety on the sea or on the tops of

mountains, than on the level plains. The mirror of His

works, in which the Divinity is represented, being on a

grander scale, He is there retraced and revealed with

more distinct and impressive features.

Towards the southern or Italian side the slopes of the

hills are abrupt and steep, as an artificial rampart raised

to protect and shelter that fertile country, the garden
of Europe. On the north, stretching in the direction of

France, Savoy, and Germany, the Alps descend from the

clouds to the borders of the lakes and the level of the

plains by the most gradual and gentle declivities : these

may be described as immense ladders, with steps propor-

tioned to the faculties of man. As soon as you quit the

inaccessible region of snow, frost, and eternal ice, formed
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by the domes of Mont Blanc and the Jungfrau, the

slopes become gradual ; the roots of these gigantic pin-

nacles seem to swell the soil which covers them; and

they become clothed with earth, teeming with vegeta-

tion, with greensward, shrubs, flowers, and pasture-land,

moistened by the incessant nitration of melting glaciers,

which dissolve under the heat of the sun. The emi-

nences diverge widely on all sides as they gradually de-

crease in altitude
;

like buttresses, the foundations of

which are deeply and extensively sunk, to capacitate

them for bearing the incalculable weight they are con-

structed to carry. Thus they form and hollow out be-

tween each separate ridge, narrow beds, which soon be-

come formidable ravines, expanding rapidly into valleys,

basins, and extensive plains, at the extremities of which

we perceive from the heights the sparkling of transparent

lakes, from whence foaming rivers take their course, to

seek a distant and a still lower level.

Upon the flanks of these diminishing Alps the traveller

encounters here and there a scattered cottage or insu-

lated habitation, resembling a tent constructed of wood,

built solely for the summer season, to which the shep-

herds in following their flocks ascend with the spring,

and from whence they depart on the approach of autumn.

Below this elevation, villages are found grouped together

at the foot of a cascade, and sheltered from the fury of

the avalanche by forests of pine. The beams and planks

which form the houses of these villages are furnished by
the same tree which protects them from the melting
snows. These houses, covered by a wooden roof, which

overhangs the walls, like the brim of a hat widened to

protect the face from the rain, seem as if they were

shaped and sculptured by the knife with curious and pa-

tient skill
; they resemble the toys of white wood which

B 2



4 WILLIAM TELL.

the shepherds carve for their children while they are

watching the cattle. External staircases, ornamented

by banisters carved in arabesque, lead from the -ground-

floor to the higher story. Doors, surmounted by hollow

niches, containing statues of virgins, heroes, or saints,

give admission to the upper apartments, which are lighted

by windows in lattice-work, with lozenge-shaped panes

of glass set in leaden frames. Long galleries with gothic

balustrades surround the entire building, under the open

air, like a festooned girdle encircling the waist of a bride.

Stems of May-trees or sprigs of nutritious plants, sus-

pended from the roof by their roots, hang over the ex-

terior gallery, and form a ceiling of coloured mosaics.

Through the windows of the kitchen we perceive the

reflection of a large fireplace, which emits a perpetual

blaze. Branches and splinters of pine, artistically cleft

and piled under the gallery (a certain sign of opulence),

constitute a wood-house, well supplied to meet the exi-

gencies of the winter. At the side of this pile are placed

folding-doors, which open into extensive stables, floored

with planks of pine, cleansed and shining, like the table

of a careful housekeeper. The lukewarm and perfumed
breath of heifers issues from these doors, mingled with

the piteous lowing of young bulls, calling for their ab-

sent mothers. A movable wooden bridge, thrown over

the entrance to the stables, with a long and gradual de-

scent, conducts the carts loaded with hay to the granary

for fodder. Dry forage and yellow straw issue from all

the windows of this vegetable magazine; abundance is

everywhere mingled with simplicity. In the middle of

the court, a hollow trunk of pine drains through an iron

pipe, water from the mountain-streams, into an enormous

wooden trough, to satisfy the thirst of the cattle.

On whatever side you regard the flanks of the Alpine
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region, whether on the nearest eminences, the slope of

the glacier, the roof of the dwelling-place, the walls of

the building, the store of wood, the stable, or the foun-

tain, the eye encounters nothing but pine, alive or dead.

The Switzer and the pine-tree are brethren. It seems

as if Providence had assigned to every distinct race of

human beings a special tree, which accompanies them,

or which they follow throughout their terrestrial peregri-

nations : a tree which affords them nourishment, heat,

drink, shelter; which gathers them together under its

branches, forms as it were a member of the domestic

circle, and becomes in fact a household god, attached to

every individual hearthstone. It is thus with the mul-

berry in China, the date in Africa, the fig in India, the

oak in France, the orange in Italy, the vine in Spain

and Burgundy, the pine in Switzerland, and the palm in

Oceania.* The animal and vegetable world are bound

together by invisible ties : annihilate trees, and man must

perish.

After having traversed the villages on the declivities

of the Alps, the towns present themselves at a distance,

either on advanced promontories, or in hollow creeks

on the borders of the great lakes. They are easily re-

cognized by their dark walls, pointed roofs, and pewter

balls, which faintly reflect a dim sun on the tops of the

cathedrals and guildhalls ;
and also by the multitude of

white sails crowded round the outlets or mouths of their

small harbours, which hurry on to the blue waters of the

lake, like seagulls driven by night to the rocks. These

towns, with the exception of Geneva (which resembles

a Hanseatic rather than a Helvetian city, and may be

considered a sort of universal hotel in this western valley

* The fifth division of the habitable globe, comprising the islands of

the Pacific, Australasia, the Philippine Islands, etc. TEANSL.
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of Cashmere), are of small extent, and contain none of

the monuments which mark the luxury of great nations.

Municipalities rather than capitals, they present the ruins

of an extinct feudality, or the limbs of pastoral commu-

nities, to whom the nature of the country and the small-

ness of the population have denied the power of increase,

or the faculty of absorbing other cantons. We are struck

only by the majestic, simple, and patriarchal character of

the human race. -The men there are of a lofty stature,

strongly framed, standing erect on their feet, calm in

countenance, frank arid open in expression, their mouths

unwrinkled by deceit, their foreheads wide, high, and

smooth, but without those prominences and furrows

which the activity of thought raises or impresses on the

fronts of races gifted with more cultivated intelligence.

The women, light and active in figure, with expanded

shoulders, supple arms, elastic limbs, bronzed hair, blue

eyes, healthy complexions, oval cheeks, curved lips, and

with the tones of their voices at once sonorous and ten-

der, resemble Grecian statues placed upon pedestals of

snow, and animated by the fresh, shivering air of the

mountains. A mixture of manly dignity with feminine

modesty is harmoniously blended in their physiognomy.
We perceive at once by their aspect and habitual fami-

liarity, restrained and decent before strangers, that they

inhabit a cold and chaste country, where they have no

occasion to fear their own hearts : their innocence pro-

tects them; their costume enhances their beauty with-

out exposing it to danger. Long tresses of hair, twined

with black velvet ribbons, descend on each side of the

neck, almost to their heels
; a broad hat of felt or straw

covers the head
;
a narrow bodice of wool restrains the

unist
;
the bosom is covered by a chemise, plaited in a

thousand folds, and whiter than the snow; a short and



WILLIAM TELL. 7

ample woollen under-petticoat leaves the leg exposed

considerably above the ankle.

Whether they are employed in spreading the litter on

the floor of the stables, in carrying the pails of maple-
wood foaming with the rich freshly-drawn milk of their

cows, or in turning up with long wooden rakes the

newly-mown hay of the hanging meadows on the bor-

ders of the pine-forests to windward of the cascades,

all their different labours resemble festivals. From one

hill to another, above the bed of the mountain torrents,

they reply to the songs of the young reapers by chant-

ing national airs. These airs resemble modulated cries

emitted by a superabundance of life and joy : their last

vibrations are prolonged like the echoes of the mountain ;

musicians note them down without being able to imi-

tate them : they are indigenous only on the waters, or

on the green slopes of the Alps. Nature does not here

suffer herself to be counterfeited by art. To sing thus,

it is necessary to have acquired in infancy, and to have

retained with indelible impression on the ear, the rip-

pling of the waves against the sides of the vessel on the

lakes, the murmur of the running streams, passing drop

by drop through the resounding trough; the mournful

sweep of the wind sighing through the dentated leaves

of the pine-trees ; the lowing of the heifers calling to

their young from the hill-tops ; the shrill or heavy-toned

tinkling of the bells suspended to their necks in the

grassy fields
;
the joyous cries of the infants who sport

in the sun upon the haystacks under the eyes of their

mothers
;
the gentle converse of the betrothed who walk

hand-in-hand before the elders, whispering to each other

of future happiness ;
the adieu of the young soldier who

quits his native mountains for a long absence, venting

his grief in sighs as he pursues his march, or his shout
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of joy on returning from foreign service, when he reaches

the last cottage from whence he can once more behold

the steeple of his own village. The name given to these

songs is Eanz. The sons and daughters of the Alps

weep and pine whenever they accidentally hear them at

a distance from their native country ; a thousand appa-

ritions rise up before them with a single inflexion of the

voice. Thus their hearts are constructed, and thus is

formed the heart of man in every clime and country : a

voice brings back a memory, a moment retraces a life,

a tear gushes to the eyelids, and in that single tear a

whole universe is comprised. In proportion as man re-

tains his natural simplicity, his inward thoughts revert

more frequently to the source and origin of his being.

It is with the human heart as with a building : the most

empty repeats with intense distinctness the echo of a

single sound.

The national character of these people has continued

ancient in modern days. The Swiss always remains a

peasant. He is religious, unaffected, laborious ; a shep-

herd, an agriculturist, a patriot, a soldier, an artisan, and

above all, a freeman, he is ever ready to stake life against

slavery. The limited size of his country reduces each can-

ton to a single family. He has no ambition to make con-

quests, but he is ever apprehensive of being conquered.
This suspicious jealousy lest one district should seek to

assume undue authority over another, scarcely permits
him to form an imperfect alliance or confederation with

other branches of his own race
;
an alliance in which the

union is wanting that constitutes force. A king would

appear to him a tyrant ; even a republic with too much
federal power, he would consider insupportable. Muni-

cipal government is the only authority that he recog-
I h- wishes to be ruled by habits rather than laws.
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Traditional customs form his code of legislature. Every

village, and almost every family, adopts its own inde-

pendent system. The republicanism of a Swiss is indi-

vidual rather than national : from this source springs

his liberty, and at the same time his weakness. Were
he not protected by nature and the barrenness of his

country, he would long since have ceased to exist.

Heaven grant that he may continue for ages, a living

reminiscence of a primitive people in the heart of the

old civilizations of Europe, a neutral race amongst the

stormy combatants who surround the foot of his Alps,

and offering by turns a safe asylum to the proscribed

victims of the endless revolutions and counter-revolu-

tions of the nations of the West !

His virtues are tarnished by one vice alone a vice in-

herent to poverty covetousness
; avarice contracts his

hand and his heart. He is ready to sell anything, even

his blood, to introduce a little gold into his country,

which produces none. Naturally brave and faithful, he

traffics with his children, and lets them out for a vile

stipend to any prince or nation who engages to pay
them. Indifferent as to the cause for which he pledges

his life, he becomes the acknowledged mercenary of

courts and camps. War, which ought to be an act of

devotion, he degrades to a trade
;

he takes away the

life of another, or exposes his own, for hire. Eree at

home, abroad he lends his arm to sovereigns that they

may subjugate their people. No sooner has his period

of service expired than he passes to another, with the

indifference of a gladiator of the circus, or of elephants

trained to combats, who fight with equal valour for the

Persians or the Romans. The elevated valleys of the

Alps, overwhelmed by torrents, lakes, and swamps, dark-

ened by thick forests, overrun with bears and fallow
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beasts, were the last conquests of the Western nations

over the barren desert. At the period of the great mi-

grations from the North, which issued in swarms from

the plains of Tartary to inundate Europe, and drove

before them the settled population, it has been said that

fugitive colonies of Cimbri, and particularly Swedes a

race already hardened by the frosts of polar regions,

were drawn to these high valleys by the analogy of situ-

ation, forests, pines, lakes, torrents, and snow, which

reminded them of the country they had left. The lofty

stature, light hair, blue eyes, fair complexion, and calm

demeanour of the Swiss in the smaller cantons, and even

the similitude of names in families and places, attest

their remote relationship with the Swedes. These bar-

barians imported with themselves their northern idola-

tries. Missionary hermits from Gaul and Italy intro-

duced the light of Christianity ;
the race, natural,

simple, and imaginative, readily acknowledged the in-

fluence of miracles ;
their sober habits, chastity, and

natural piety, their lives, in continual struggle with the

elements, the visible power of the Deity, all predis-

posed them to believe and adopt the virtues of the new

doctrine ;
the Gospel easily obtained dominion over their

faith and feelings. These green Thebaids, like the The-

baids of Egypt, soon became filled with chapels, her-

mitages, and monasteries, objects of veneration to a

people more governed by their belief than their laws.

Speedily the Eranks and Germans, whose descendants

are equally found in Switzerland, inundated the valleys

with hordes from Gaul and Germany. The chiefs of

these different tribes built strong fortresses, reduced the

earlier inhabitants to subjection, and founded petty in-

dependent sovereignties, constantly at variance with each

other. These states, duchies, counties, baronies, and
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fiefs, were bounded by a glacier, a lake, a precipice, or

a mountain, a feudal system generated by the patri-

archal government, which ruled the several races while

they were yet wandering and unsettled. The hereditary

lord was no more than an elder, whose tent had been

transformed into a fortified castle.

Charlemagne, whose hand extended over the entire

West, incorporated all these seigniories and townships

of Switzerland with his single empire : the master of

Germany became the sovereign of Helvetia. The cities

placed themselves under his protection to escape from

new invasions of barbarous nations, particularly the

Hungarians, who encroached upon their valleys. They
constructed ramparts and citadels, and compelled the

inhabitants to become at the same time citizens and

warriors. Thus they erected themselves into indepen-

dent communities, rivalling the great lords and abbots,

who had hitherto domineered over the people with ex-

clusive supremacy. The German emperor maintained a

viceroy in Switzerland under the title of bailiff, who ad-

ministered justice upon all, and in the name of his

master exercised equal tyranny over the towns, the con-

vents, and the castles.

The Counts of Hapsburg, a powerful family of the

canton of Aargau, the Counts of Rapperschwyl, rulers

of the Lake of Zurich, the Counts of Toggenburg, rivals

of both these houses, in their impregnable stronghold

of Fischingen, and several other influential chieftains,

disputed amongst themselves the dominion of these

groups of mountains, lakes, and forests. Their nominal

subordination to the empire of Germany was regulated

exclusively by their interest ;
individual caprice was the

only law they acknowledged ; they were, in fact, the

thirty tyrants of Athens become hereditary, and dwelling
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in so many citadels at the entrances of the valleys. Their

manners were as wild and savage as their locality ; their

traditions teemed with blood, those of the Counts of

Toggenburg in particular bore ample testimony to the

arbitrary ferocity of their judgments : the castle of this

family, erected on the summit of a rock overhanging the

lake, was totally inaccessible to an enemy. One of the

lords of this house, Henry of Toggenburg, had married

a lady named Ida, whose beauty became the miracle and

therne of the entire land. The Count was as jealous

as he was affectionately attached to his lovely helpmate.

Chance gave an apparent substance to this deadly sha-

dow which embittered his happiness. One day, while

the Countess was contemplating from a window in her

tower the lake and the valleys which lay expanded
before her eyes, in the abstraction of the moment she

suffered her wedding-ring, which had slipped acciden-

tally from her finger, to remain on the ledge of the

window, and returned without noticing the loss. A
croAv, flying round the battlements, observed the ring

glittering under a ray of the sun. Attracted, as all birds

are, by the brilliancy of the gold, the crow alighted on

the tower, and thrusting its neck between the bars,

carried off the ring to its nest. Discovering afterwards

that the gold was of less value than an earth-worm to

feed her young, she pushed the ring over the edge of the

nest, and allowed it to fall upon the beach. A page

belonging to the castle, hunting in that neighbourhood
some days after, found the ring, and not knowing to

whom to restore it, placed it upon his finger, without

dreaming of future mischief. Count Henry seeing the

ring upon the finger of his page, immediately persuaded
himself that it was a gift from his wife to her paramour,
and the evidence of a criminal intercourse. Without
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listening to any counsel or argument beyond the impulse
of vengeance, he caused the young page to be bound to

the tail of an untamed horse, who dragged his dislocated

members, in mad career, across the rocks and precipices ;

then taking his innocent wife in his arms, he precipitated

her from the top of the battlements into the chasm

below ; but the gulf rejected the victim. The rocks,

covered with thorny shrubs, retained the beautiful Ida

suspended by her garments and long tresses over the

brink of the abyss. She contrived to escape under the

shadow of night, and demanded sanctuary at the con-

vent of Fischingen. Her innocence, discovered and ac-

knowledged too late, brought her repentant husband to

her feet ;
but although she pardoned the action, she

steadily refused ever again to live with him as his wife,

and passed the remainder of her days in a cell of the

monastery, praying for the guilty Count, and the unfor-

tunate page who had been so cruelly immolated to an

unfounded suspicion.

Such were the manners of these barbarous knights

who at that time tyrannized over Lower Helvetia. But

the elevated and barren site of their habitations had pro-

cured the liberty of some families of peasants, situated at

the bottom of the Lake of the Pour Cantons, at Schwytz,

Uri, and Unterwalden. Defended on the north by the

stormy waves of the lakes, on the south by inaccessible

peaks and glaciers, and on the side of Germany by pre-

cipices and forests, these mountaineers acknowledged no

supremacy but that of the Emperor. They governed
themselves under the form of a republic. Their free-

dom excited the envy of the inhabitants of the lower

valleys, who were subjected to the caprices of a thousand

petty tyrants. The city of Zurich, and other neighbour-

ing places, such as Lucerne, united with them from time
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to time, to throw off the yoke of the nobles and their

allies.

Count Rudolph of Hapsburg, who had ascended the

Imperial throne by election, remembered that he was by
birth a native of Switzerland, and for a time protected

his countrymen from oppression. But his son, Albert of

Austria, jealous of the remnant of independence which

the snows and rocks had left to the inhabitants of Upper

Helvetia, undertook to subjugate them, and to reduce

even these humble villages to the level of the common

slavery. The inhabitants of Schwytz, Uri, and Unter-

walden, confederated together in a mutual league to

preserve their customs, laws, and liberties. Finding it

impossible to seduce them either by diplomacy or pre-

tended kindness, the Emperor despatched lieutenants or

proconsuls to reside in the midst of their mountains, sus-

tained by military power, and charged to impress on all,

the weight of his anger and the disgrace of his yoke.

These governors bore the title of Bailiffs of the Emperor ;

they exercised in every district the most intolerable and

unbounded of all tyrannies the despotism which is dis-

tant and delegated. The land groaned under their ca-

pricious violence, but the Sovereign was too far removed

to hear the universal lamentation. They pillaged private

property, imprisoned the husbands, carried off the wives,

and dishonoured the daughters. The crimes which drove

the Tarquins from Rome raised the cries of these unhappy
victims, but the perpetrators escaped without punishment.
Possessed (either through themselves or by the alliance

of the nobles who espoused the Austrian interest) of the

ports, the lakes, the passes of the mountains, the valleys

and the fortresses which commanded the country, the

bailiffs disregarded the murmured indignation of the pea-

santry, whose hearts alone escaped, while their land and
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arms were fettered. The most cruel and insolent of these

Imperial deputies was the bailiff Gessler, one of those

monsters who despise his fellow-men, and who render

oppression so intolerable that the very chains themselves

shake and burst under their hands. Every hill re-echoed

with his outrages against the honour of the women and

the lives of the peasants ;
his name formed at once the

terror, the scandal, and the humiliation of the land. He
neither disguised his hatred nor his contempt for the

people he had converted into abject slaves. His presence
in a village became a certain scourge to the inhabitants.

The slightest semblance of prosperity or superiority in

any particular family he at once construed into an undue

license of liberty.

On one occasion, while traversing the canton of Schwytz
with his escort of armed followers, he perceived a new

dwelling, constructed with a certain degree of rustic lux-

ury, and belonging to the head of a family, named Werner

Stauffacher.
"
Is it not shameful," cried he to his satel-

lites,
"
that miserable serfs like these should be permitted

to build such houses, when huts would be too good for

them?" "Let this be finished," answered his esquire;
" we shall then sculpture over the gate the arms of the

Emperor, and a little time will show whether the builder

has the audacity to dispute possession with us."
" Thou

art right," rejoined Gessler, and continued his journey,

smiling inwardly at the trap laid for the peasant by his

insidious counsellor.

But the wife of StaufFacher happened to be standing
in the entry while Gessler passed before the house, and

overheard the conversation between the bailiff and his

attendant. She trembled with apprehension, and dis-

missed the workmen before the close of the day, lest she

should offend the tyrant by continuing to build a house,
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the sight of which provoked his rage. In the evening,

when her husband returned to the village, he inquired of

his wife why the workmen were no longer at their labour.

" Because a hut is too good for slaves like us," she replied,

using the words which Gessler had uttered. Stauffacher

sat down in a melancholy mood, and called for his supper.

His wife placed before him bread and water. He asked

if there was no longer a chamois on the mountains or a

fish in the lake. "Bread and water," again answered

his wife,
"
are sufficient for slaves." Stauffacher ate in

silence, but deeply felt the truth of the parable. When

night fell, he retired to the conjugal bed where he usually

reposed by the side of the wife whom he tenderly loved.

She refused any longer to share his couch.
"
Why," said

he, "do you separate yourself from the husband assigned
to you by Heaven ?" "

Because," she replied,
"
such

miserable serfs as we are, ought not to propagate a race

more unfortunate than ourselves."

She then related to her husband the words she heard

pass between Gessler and his attendants. Stauffacher

rose indignantly, without speaking took down his sword

which was hanging on the wall, descended towards the

borders of the Lake of the Tour Cantons, threw himself

into a fishing-boat, crossed the water, and before the

night had expired reached the village of Attinghausen,
and stood at the gate of his father-in-law, Walter Fiirst.

Walter Fiirst, instead of questioning his son-in-law as

to the cause of this unexpected visit, placed before him,

according to patriarchal custom, the wine and meat which

were always held in readiness for guests. Stauffacher

pushed back with his hand the offered refreshment. "
I

have made a vow," said he to his father-in-law,
"
never

again to taste wine or swallow meat until we cease to be

slaves." They then sat down together and conversed in
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a low tone on the outrages of their tyrants, and the in-

dignation of their own hearts. They endeavoured to recall

the names of their compatriots who had received the most

galling insults from Gessler, and who would be the most

readily excited by vengeance to strike for liberty : the

case of a young peasant named Melchthal immediately
occurred to them. One day this labourer had yoked to

his plough two handsome oxen, which formed the riches,

strength, and pride of his teams. While tracing a furrow

in his field, and admiring the vigorous limbs and glossy

hides of his cattle, an officer of the bailiff happened to

pass by ;
he looked on the oxen with envy, declared

them too valuable for a serf, and cutting the traces with

his two-edged knife, prepared to unfasten the yoke that

he might carry them to his master. The young peasant,

driven to desperation, tore off a branch from a pine that

grew on the border of the field, and, in endeavouring to

rescue his oxen, broke the arm of the plunderer. After

such an offence, nothing remained for him but instant

flight. He took refuge in the neighbouring forests, where

he was secretly supplied with food by the compassion of

his brother peasants. Here seemed to Eurst and Stauf-

facher to be an associate supplied to them by persecution ;

they sought him in his retreat, and confided to him the

plot which despair had suggested to them under the

shades of a sleepless night. Each of the three belonged
to a different canton : the first was of Schwytz, the se-

cond of Uri, and the third of Unterwalden. They were

well acquainted with the most injured, the most intrepid,

and the most implacable of their fellow-countrymen.

Each engaged to select ten, and bring them to a chosen

rendezvous at the Griitli, to conceal the insurrection and

interchange a mutual oath of liberty or death.

The Griitli, a small promontory standing out from the

VOL. III. C
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mountains, surrounded on three sides by the waters of

the lake, and shaded by thickets of pine, was a spot ad-

mirably chosen for the council-chamber of a nocturnal

conspiracy. A single sentinel stationed on the point

where the peninsula joins the continent, could protect

them from all danger of surprise by giving notice of the

approach of any of Gessler's spies ;
and even if they were

unluckily surprised, their boats, concealed under the

shades of the high banks, could by a few strokes of the

oar convey them beyond the reach of all pursuit.

On the night of the 17th of November, 1307, the

thirty confederates, descending one by one from their

mountains, or singly crossing the lake in small fishing-

boats, met, as they had concerted, on the promontory
of Grutli. Heaven and earth, the stars, and the silent

waves, were the witnesses of that momentous assembly.

Never had a holier or more lawful conspiracy been at-

tested by these heavenly evidences in the midst of the

Creator's noblest works.

It was Nature conspiring in innocence, and in the

presence of Nature : the human heart revealing itself in

its most inalienable instincts, and speaking thus by the

mouths of a few unsophisticated rustics :

"
I also am

one of God's works, and in claiming my liberty I vindi-

cate and, at the same time, defend the Creator in His

most sublime attribute, the gift of freedom, ravished

from His creatures by unholy tyranny." These untu-

tored men wasted no energy in empty harangues; nature

inspired them with one common language. Their whole

eloquence was comprised in a few brief sentences uttered

in a low tone, in two or three significant gestures, and

the mutual pressure of honest, hardy hands. They met

to interchange oaths, and not to utter exciting speeches.

What could they have said equal in value to the fact of
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that premeditated meeting of so many oppressed spirits,

bleeding in their liberty, their self-dignity, and their af-

fections ? Words could not weigh in the balance with

that decisive night, brooding under cover of its darkness

the resurrection of a nation, with those mountains, stars,

rocks, and waves, and with the sword ready to be drawn

in the most sacred of causes. Demosthenes, Cicero, Ca-

tiline, and Mirabeau, would have been overwhelmed in

such a hall of legislature. When a feeling is innate, pro-

found, and deeply rooted, words cannot add strength to

conviction ; silence is the only eloquence of conspiracies

which spring neither from politics nor crime, but are

engendered by Nature alone. Such was the eloquence

of Griitli.

"We swear," exclaimed Walter Fiirst, Stauffacher,

Melchthal, and Werner, extending their arms, "we

swear, in the presence of God, before whom kings and

people are equal, to live or die for our fellow-country-

men ; to undertake and sustain all in common ; neither

to suffer injustice nor to commit injury ; to respect the

rights and property of the Count of Hapsburg ; to do no

violence to the imperial bailiffs, but to put an end to

their tyranny." The day of rising was fixed for the

1st of the January following, 1308. The traditions of

Switzerland speak of three springs, which gushed mira-

culously forth as these words were uttered, at the feet of

the three leaders of the confederacy, and which still con-

tinue to flow to the present day; but the tradition in

this case falls below the event. The true miracle existed

in the hearts of the thirty patriots, from whom arose the

source of the liberty of Switzerland, and not from the

sand which crumbled under their feet.

On the following day, a fresh enormity, perpetrated

by one of the feudal chieftains, protected by the bailiffs,

c 2
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spread consternation throughout the three cantons. This

noble had been dazzled by the beauty of the wife of one

of the serfs on his domain. During the absence of her

husband, he entered the house, ordered her instantly to

prepare a bath for him, and addressed her with disho-

nourable propositions. The modest female escaped, and

taking refuge in the forest where her husband was pur-

suing his daily labour, related to him what had occurred.

He instantly seized his hatchet, returned to the house,

found the tyrant in the bath, cleaved his skull, and fled

with his wife to the shelter of the woods. A general

cry of indignation burst from the depths of the valleys

to the highest peaks of the Alps ;
from that moment

none could expect to possess in safety the dearest of

earthly goods, the virtue of their wives. The conspiracy

of the thirty heroes of the Griitli was at once augmented

by every husband and brother throughout the land.

But the entire heart of the nation did not yet overflow
;

a crowning outrage threw into the measure the fathers,

mothers, and their children : it seemed as if the tyranny

of the bailiff's had resolved to accumulate in one hostile

mass every resentment of which human nature was capa-

ble. And now for the first time William Tell appeared

upon the scene, to act a prominent part in the liberation

of his country.

The half-stifled murmurs which arose throughout the

hamlets and cottages against the severity of the bailiff

Gessler, far from softening his oppression, tended only

to irritate and excite him
;
he determined to put down

by force the first symptoms of disaffection which showed

themselves in the countenances of the peasants, defied

their patience, and invented a crime that he might have

victims to punish. In the public square of Altdorf he

ordered a pole to be erected, on the top of which he
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placed his hat, surmounted by the Austrian crown,

Every citizen or peasant who passed by was ordered to

uncover his head, and bow submissively before this sym-
bol of the Imperial sovereignty ; guards posted round

the foot of the pole were ordered to make prisoners of

all who proclaimed themselves rebels by refusing this act

of servile homage to the cap of the Governor.

The obedient mass submitted to this caprice of tyranny

either through contempt or terror. One alone refused

compliance : this bold exception was a simple peasant

of Uri, a fisher of the lake, and a hunter of the chamois ;

his name was William Tell. He was supposed to take

so little interest in the politics which agitated the coun-

try, that he had not been included in the thirty chosen

spirits summoned to the rendezvous of the Grutli; his

heart and conscience were his only incentives to conspi-

racy. The act of uncovering and bending before a ma-

terial object, which seemed to transpose the divinity of

the Supreme into a frail mortal, appeared to him a mark

of adoration forbidden to Christian men, who are taught
to worship God alone. On his refusal the Governor's

guards seized, disarmed, and bound him with cords to

the pole on which the hat was placed. As soon as

Gessler was informed of this, he rejoiced to have found

a criminal, in whose person he might strike the entire

race of mountaineers
; accordingly he hastened to Alt-

dorf, attended by a numerous escort. But here the his-

tory of Switzerland, embarrassed by vague and contra-

dictory traditions, resigns the recital to poetry, as being
alone capable of immortalizing the grand original scenes

which give birth to the liberty of nations. The great

poet of Germany and Switzerland,* following the remi-

niscences of the Alps, relates in the following manner,

* Schiller.
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the simple but terrible interview between William Tell

and the tyrant of his country.

The scene is in a meadow, before the town of Altdorf ;

in the centre stands the pole, surmounted by the hat of

the Governor ; the archers of Gessler are marshalled

round in a circle. The inhabitants of Altdorf and the

neighbouring villages are scattered here and there in

terrified groups ; the snowy chain of the Alps of the

Bannberg rises in the background, reaching towards the

cloudless sky, as if Nature were exclaiming against the

tyranny which sought to enchain the free earth. The

soldiers converse together in a low tone.

FRIESSHARDT and LEUTHOLD, two Soldiers mounting guard.

FRIESSHARDT. We wait in vain : no one will pass this Avay to make

obeisance to the hat. There are usually people enough here for a fair,

but since this scarecrow has been suspended on the pole, the meadow
has become deserted.

LEUTHOLD. We shall see none but miserable caitiffs come here to

doff their tattered bonnets. All honest people will rather make a long
circuit than bow before the hat.

FRIESSHARDT. They must take this road at midday, in returning
from the guildhall. I expected to have made a good capture just now,
for no one thought of saluting the hat

; the Curate, who had been

visiting the sick, perceived this, and placed himself with the Holy
Sacraments close to the foot of the pole. The sacristan rang the bell,

when all fell on their knees, and I with the rest. But it was the Host

they saluted, and not the hat.

LEUTHOLD. Listen to me, comrade: I begin to feel that we are in

the pillory here. It is a disgrace to a soldier to be placed on sentry

over a hat, and every honourable man will hold us in contempt. Bow
to an empty hat ! Truly a most ridiculous idea !

FRIESSHARDT. Why not to a hat ? You often bow to an empty
skull ! (Hildegarde, Matilda, and Elizabeth enter icith their children,

and pass round the pole?)

LEUTHOLD. You are so zealous in your duty, that you seek to in-

jure these honest people. For my part, let them bow or not, I shall

shut my eves ami see nothing.
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MATILDA. Children, this is the Governor's hat ; pay all due respect

to it.

ELIZABETH. I wish he would go away, and leave us his hat as a

sole legacy ; things would get on none the worse in the country.

FRIESSHARDT. (Driving them off.} Begone, wretched troop of wo-

men ! You are not wanted here. Send your husbands, and we shall

soon see whether they are bold enough to treat our countersign with

contempt. (The women go out. Tell enters with his crossbow, holding

his son by the hand. They pass before the hat without perceiving it.}

WALTER. (Pointing the Bannberg.} Father, is it true that the

trees on that mountain shed blood whenever they are stricken by the

axe?

TELL. Who has told you that, my child ?

WALTER. The master shepherd. He says there is magic in those

trees, and that if any one injures them, his hand will stretch forth from

his grave after he is dead.

TELL. Undoubtedly those trees are sacred. Look yonder ; do you
see those high white mountains, the summits of which seem to be lost

in the heavens ?

WALTER. Yes, those are the glaciers, which resound like thunder

during the night, and from whence the avalanches fall.

TELL. They are, my child ; and those avalanches would long since

have swallowed up the town of Altdorf, if the forest, which stands

above like a faithful guard, had not preserved it.

WALTER. (Having refected for a moment} Father, are there any
countries where there are no mountains ?

TELL. If we were to leave our hills, and follow the course of the

rivers, we should arrive at a vast open plain, where there are no foam-

ing torrents, and where the streams flow gently and without noise.

There, on every side, the corn grows in extensive fields, and the whole

land resembles a garden.

WALTER. Why then do we not go and live in that beautiful country,

instead of confining ourselves to this narrow steep ?

TELL. The countiy, it is true, is lovely as Heaven itself ; but those

who dwell there are not permitted to gather the harvest they have

sown.

WALTER. Are they not free as you are, in their inheritance ?

TELL. Their fields belong to the Bishop or the King.

WALTER. But surely they can hunt in the forests ?

TELL. The game and the birds belong to the lord of the soil.

WALTER. At least they are allowed to fish in the rivers ?
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TELL. The rivers, the sea, even to the salt, are the property of the

King.

WALTER. Who and what is this King, of whom they all stand in

such dread ?

TELL. He is a man like themselves, but he protects and feeds them.

WALTEH. Are they not able to protect themselves ?

TELL. In that country no neighbour can trust another.

WALTER. Father, I should be very unhappy there. I would rather

remain with the avalanches.

TELL. You are right, my child. It is better to dwell with the gla-

ciers than with wicked men. (They are about to pass on.)

WALTER. Father, do you see that hat placed upon a pole ?

TELL. What is that to us ? Come, follow me. (As tliey are going

out, Friesshardt stops them with his pike.)

FRIESSHARDT. Halt ! In the name of the Emperor ! Go no

further !

TELL. (Seizing the pike.) What do you want? Why do you detain

me?

FRIESSHARDT. You have disobeyed the order. Follow us.

LEUTHOLD. You have not saluted the hat.

TELL. My friend, let me pass.

FRIESSHARDT. Come, come, to prison.

WALTER. My father to prison ! Help ! help ! (TJw people enter

on all sides.) This way, brave citizens ! Assist us ! To the rescue !

(Tell is seized. The Curate, the Sacristan, and three other inhabitants

of the town enter.)

SACRISTAN. What has happened here ?

CURATE. Why do you lay hands upon that man?
FRIESSHARDT. He is an enemy to the Emperor, a traitor.

TELL. (Shaking them off violently.) I a traitor !

CURATE. You are deceived, my friend. It is Tell, an honest man
and a true citizen.

WALTER. (Perceiving Walter Fiirst, and running to him.) Help,

grandsire ! My father is seized.

V it ( i: s s 1 1 AUDT. On to the prison. March !

WALTER FURST. (Stepping forward) Stay; I will be his security.

In the name of Heaven, what has occurred ? (Mdchthal and Staujfaclutr

enter.)

Fi; i KSSHARDT. He contemns the supreme authority of the Governor,
and refuses to acknowledge it.

STM i'|-Aciii:i;. Is it jiossihlc thai Tell can have- acted thus?
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MELCHTHAL. Thou liest, rascal. (To Friesshardt)

LEUTHOLD. He has neglected to salute the hat.

WALTER FURST. And for this he is to be dragged to prison. My
friends, accept my security, and set him free.

FRIESSHARDT. Keep your security for yourself; we do but our duty.

Bring along the prisoner.

MELCHTHAL. This is an outrageous act of violence. Shall we suffer

him to be carried off under our eyes ?

SACRISTAN. Friends, we are the strongest party. Do not let us

submit to this. We ought to stand by each other.

FRIESSHARDT. Who amongst you dares to resist the orders of the

Governor ?

THREE PEASANTS. (Advancing together.') (To Tell.) We will res-

cue you. Why pause ? Cast them to the earth at once ! (Hilde-

gard, Elizabeth, and Matilda re-enter.)

TELL. I will rescue myself. Go, my brave friends ; do you think

if I wished to employ force I should fear their halberds ?

MELCHTHAL. (To Friesshardt) Dost thou dare to carry him to prison
in the midst of his fellow-citizens ?

WALTER FURST and STAUFFACHER. (To Melchthal) Be calm and

patient.

FRIESSHARDT. (With a loud cry.) Eevolt ! Rebellion ! (Hunting-

horns are heard without)
THE WOMEN. Here comes the Governor.

FRIESSHARDT. (In a still louder tone.) Treason ! Sedition !

STAUFFACHER. Shout, scoundrel, until you burst !

THE CURATE and MELCHTHAL. Wilt thou be silent ?

FRIESSHARDT. Help ! succour ! Protect the agents of the law !

WALTER FURST. It is the Governor himself ! Unhappy event !

What will occur next. (Gessler enters on horseback, with his falcon on

his wrist, attended by Rudolph de Harras, Bertha, Rudenz, and a troop

of armed followers, who form an extensive circle round the stage.)

RUDOLPH. Room for the Governor !

GESSLER. Disperse the crowd ! Wherefore is this assembly of

people ? Who called for help ? What does all this mean ? (A ge-

neral silence.) I demand to know the cause of this ? (To Friesshardt.)

Stand forward ! Who art thou, and why dost thou hold that man a

prisoner ? (Gessler gives his falcon to one of the attendants.)

FRIESSHARDT. Most mighty Lord, I am one of your soldiers placed

here as a sentinel over that hat. I seized this man in the act of dis-

obedience, for refusing to salute it. I was about to carry him to prison
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in compliance with your orders, and the populace were preparing to

rescue him by force.

GESSLER. (After a moment of silence?) Tell, dost thou then despise

the Emperor and myself, who am his deputy, by refusing to pay honour

to the hat which I have caused to be suspended there, to test thy obe-

dience ? Therein I perceive thy disloyal spirit.

TELL. Noble Lord, forgive me. I erred through inadvertence, and

not by intention or contempt for your decrees. As truly as my name

is William Tell, I committed the mistake from want of reflection.

GESSLER. (After another pause.} Tell, thou bearest the reputation

of a most accomplished archer. They say that thou never knowest

what it is to miss thy mark.

WALTER. It is true, my Lord. My father can hit an apple at the

distance of one hundred paces.

GESSLER. Tell, is yonder boy thy child ?

TELL. He is, my Lord.

GESSLER. Hast thou many children ?

TELL. My Lord, I have only two sons.

GESSLER. And which of them dost thou love the best ?

TELL. My Lord, they are both equally dear to me.

GESSLER. It is well. Since thou canst hit an apple at a hundred

paces, thou slialt instantly prove thy skill, here in our presence. Take

thy crossbow. Happily thou boldest it in thy hand already. Prepare

to strike an apple placed on the head of thy son. But I counsel thee

to take good aim, and transfix the mark at the first attempt, for if thou

failest thou shalt lose thy head.

TELL. My Lord, what horrible command is this which you lay upon
me ? What ! aim at a mark placed on the head of my dear child ?

No, no, it is impossible that such a thought could enter your imagina-

tion ! In the name of the God of mercy, you cannot seriously impose

that trial on a father !

GESSLER. Thou shalt aim at an apple placed on the head of thy

son. I will, and I command it.

TELL. I ! William Tell ! aim with my own crossbow at the head

of my own offspring! I would rather die a thousand deaths.

GESSLER. Thou shalt shoot, or assuredly thou diest with thy son !

TELL. Become the murderer of my child ! My Lord, you have no

son, you cannot have the feelings of a lather's heart !

GESSLER. Tell, thou art become suddenly very prudent. They say

thou art a dreamer, a worshiper of solitude, a lover of the wonderful.

K<>r these reasons i ha\e chosen for thee a hazardous enterprise. An-
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other man, less firm, would hesitate, but thou wilt at once and reso-

lutely undertake the trial.

BERTHA. My Lord, do not, I pray you, banter with these wretched

people. You see them pale and trembling in your presence. They
are not accustomed to take your words for jests.

GESSLER. Who told you that I was in a jesting mood at present?

(He approaches one of the trees and plucks an apple.) Here is the

apple. Make room. Let him measure his distance according to rule.

I allow him eighty paces, neither more nor less. He boasts that he

would not miss a man at one hundred ;
let him shoot now, and take

heed that he hits the mark.

EUDOLPH. By Heaven ! this becomes serious. Boy, throw yourself

on your knees before the Governor, and implore his mercy.

WALTER FURST. (To Melchthal, who can scarcely contain himself.)

Restrain your impatience. I implore you to be calm.

BERTHA. (To Gessler.) My Lord, there has been enough of this.

It is inhuman to trifle thus with the agony of a father. Even if the

unhappy man had merited death for his slight fault, has he not already

suffered ten executions ? Permit him to return to his hut ; he has

learned to know you, and he and his children will never forget this

hour.

GESSLER. Give way, I say. Make room ! Why dost thou hesi-

tate ? (To Tell.) Thou hast deserved death, and I could compel thee

to undergo the punishment ;
but in my clemency I place thy fate in

thy own skilful hands. He who is the master of his destiny cannot

complain that his sentence is a severe one. Thou art proud of thy

steady eye and unerring aim
; now, hunter, is the moment to prove

thy skill. The object is worthy of thee the prize is worth contending

for. To strike the centre of a target is an ordinary achievement ; but

the true master of his art is he who is always certain, and whose heart,

hand, and eye are firm and steady under every trial.

WALTER FURST. (Falling on his knees before Gessler.) My Lord,

you know your power; but let mercy supersede justice. Take half

my possessions ; nay, take all, but spare a father this horrible experi-

ment.

WALTER TELL. Grandfather, do not kneel to that wicked man.

Tell me where I am to stand. I have no fear for myself; my father

can shoot a bird upon the wing : he will never hit the heart of his

own child.

STAUFFACHER. My Lord, does not the fearless innocence of the

boy soften you ?
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CURATE. Reflect, my Lord, that there is a Power above to whom

you must render an account of your actions.

GESSLER. (Pointing to the boy.} Let him be tied to yonder lime-

tree.

WALTER. Tied ? No, I will not be tied ! I will stand quiet as a

lamb; I will not even draw a single breath; but if you confine me,

I will not bear it : I will straggle in my bonds.

RUDOLPH. We are only going to bind your eyes, my brave child.

WALTER. Wherefore ? Do you think I fear an arrow launched by
the hand of my own dear father ? I will wait for it steadily, and with-

out flinching. Now, father, show them that you are a true huntsman ;

they do not believe it, and think we are lost : in defiance of that

cruel man, aim at the apple, and assuredly you will hit it. (He places

himself under the lime-tree : the apple is put on his head}

MELCHTHAL. (To his companions} What ! shall we suffer this crime

to be committed under our very eyes ? Why have we bound ourselves

by an oath ?

STAUFFACHER. It would be hopeless to interfere. We are without

arms, and you see the forest of lances by which we are surrounded.

MELCHTHAL. Alas ! if we had struck at once ; but Heaven pardon
those who advised delay !

GESSLER. (To Tell.} To your work ! Arms are not borne without

using them. It is dangerous to walk about with an instrument of

death, and the arrow recoils upon him who launches it. This right of

bearing weapons assumed by the peasants is an offence to the lord of

the country : arms belong to the Governor alone. If thus you choose

to carry a bow and arrows, be it so : I will select the object of your

aim.

TELL. (Bending his crossbow andfixing tlie arrow} Stand aside, and

give me room !

STAUFFACHER. How, Tell ! You will really make the attempt !

You shudder ; your hand trembles ; your knees bend under you.

TELL. (Dropping the bow} My sight wavers ! a cloud obscures the

objects before me !

THE WOMEN. May Heaven assist him !

TELL. (To the Governor} Spare me this trial. Behold my unco-

vered heart ! command your soldiers to kill me.

GESSLER. I do not desire thy life : I only command thee to shoot.

Thou canst accomplish everything, Tell: no danger nor difficulty

daunts thee. Thou art as skilful with the oar as with the bow. In

iln- lic-rccst storm thou canst rescue whom thou wilt. Now, thou
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preserver of others, save thyself. (Tell appears violently agitated : Ms
hands tremble : alternately he raises his eyes to heaven, and turns

them on the Governor. Suddenly he takes a second arrow from the

quiver, and conceals it underneath his vest. Gessler narrowly icatches

all his movements.}

WALTER. (Standing under the lime-tree} Aim, dear father : I am
not afraid.

TELL. It must be done. (Recovers himself, and prepares to shoot}

RUDENZ. (Having during this time endeavoured to restrain himself,

now advances} My Lord Governor, you surely will not carry this to

extremity ! It can only have been an experiment. Your object is

achieved. Rigour, earned too far, departs from prudence, and tke

bow will break under too much straining.

GESSLER. Be silent until you are consulted.

"RUDENZ. No, I will speak : it is my duty to do so. The honour

of the Emperor I hold most sacred. Such conduct will inspire uni-

versal detestation, and such, I dare affirm, is not the pleasure of our

master. My fellow-citizens deserve not to be treated with this cruelty,

which exceeds your power.

GESSLER. How ! Dost thou dare

HUDENS. I have hitherto preserved silence under the evil deeds of

which I have been a witness
;

I have closed my eyes to what was

passing round me ; I have restrained the indignation I felt within my
own bosom; but to continue longer without speaking would be to

betray at the same time my country and my honour.

BERTHOLD. (Interposing} Merciful Heaven ! you will but irritate

him the more.

RUDENZ. I have abandoned my fellow-countrymen ;
I have re-

nounced my family: I have broken all the ties of nature to attach

myself to you. I thought I acted for the best in endeavouring to

strengthen the Emperor's government. The bandage has fallen from

my eyes : I see that I have been dragged into a fatal abyss ; you have

bewildered my erroneous thoughts and deceived my confiding heart.

With the best and noblest intentions, I have assisted to destroy my

country.

GESSLEII. Rash madman ! darest thou to use this language to thy

liege lord ?

RUDENZ. The Emperor is my liege lord, not thou. I am born free

as thou art, and thy equal in everything. If thou wert not here as the

representative of the Emperor, whom I honour even while his power

is thus abused, I would throw down my gauntlet before thee, and
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according to the law of knighthood, thou shouldst give me satisfac-

tion. Ay, make signals to your guards : I am not unarmed like the

wretched peasants. I hold a sword, and he who first approaches

me
STAUFFACHER. (With a loud shout.') The apple has fallen ! (While

all were engaged in listening to the Governor and Rudenz, Tell has shot

the arrow.}

CURATE. The boy lives !

SEVERAL PEASANTS. The apple has fallen ! (Walter Furst reels,

and is near fainting . Berthold supports him.}

GESSLER. (Astonished.) He has shot then ! Can it be possible?

BERTHA. The child is unhurt. Recover yourself, good father.

WALTER. (Running on with the apple in his hand.) Father ! Here is

the apple. I well knew you would never harm your own child. (Tell,

as soon as he has launched the arrow, has remained with his head and

body stretched forward, as if following its flight. The bow falls from
his grasp. When he sees his son approach, he rushes towards him with

open arms, and presses him to his heart ; his strength then fails him,

and he is on the point of fainting. All gaze on him with tJte deepest

emotion.)

BERTHA. Heaven has interposed to save them.

WALTER FURST. My children ! my beloved children !

STAUFFACHER. May Heaven be praised for this !

LEUTHOLD. Such a shot was never made before ! It will be re-

corded to the most remote ages.

RUDOLPH. While these mountains stand upon their base, the name

of the archer, Tell, will resound amongst them.

GESSLER. By Heaven ! he has clove the apple exactly in the centre.

Let us do him justice ;
it is indeed a masterpiece of skill.

CURATE. The skill is wonderful ! But woe to him who forced him

thus to tempt Providence !

STAUFFACHER. Tell, recover yourself, and rise. You have done

bravely, and can now return home in freedom.

CURATE. Go, my friend, and restore your son to his mother. (They

are leading Tell away.)

GESSLER. Stay, Tell, and listen to me.

TELL. (Returning.) What do you require, my Lord ?

GESSLER. Thou hast concealed a second arrow in thy bosom. What
didst thou intend to do with it ?

TELL. (Embarrassed) My Lord, such is the custom of all hunters

GESSLER. The answer does not satisfy me : something more was in
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thy thoughts. Speak truly and frankly ; say what thou wilt, I promise

thee thy life. To what purpose didst thou destine the second arrow ?

TELL. Well then, my Lord, since you assure my life, I will speak

the truth without reserve. (He draws the arrow from his bosom, and

fixes on the Governor a terrible glance.) If I had struck my beloved

child, with the second arrow I would have transpierced thy heart. As-

suredly that time I should not have missed my mark.

GESSLER. Villain ! I have promised thee life upon my knightly

word ; I will keep my pledge. But since I know thee now, and thy

rebellious heart, I will remove thee to a place where thou shalt never

more behold the light of sun or moon. Thus only I shall be sheltered

from thy arrows. Seize and bind him ! (Tell is seized and bound.)

STAUFFACHER. How, my Lord ! Can you treat with this injustice

a man whom Heaven so visibly protects ?

GESSLEE. We shall now see if Heaven will deliver him a second

time. Carry him to a boat. I will myself at once conduct him to

Kiissnacht.

CUEATE. You dare not commit this outrage : the Emperor himself

dares not : it is contrary to our letters of franchise !

GESSLER. Where are they? Has the Emperor confirmed them?

He has not, and you will only secure them by implicit obedience. You

rise up against the justice of the Emperor, and are nourishing auda-

cious projects of rebellion. Today I seize this man in the midst of

you, but you are all equally guilty. Let those who are wise, keep si-

lence and submit. (He goes out. Bertha, Rudenz, Rudolph, and some

of the Soldiers accompany him. Friesshardt and Leuthold remain.)

WALTER FURST. (Overpowered by grief.) He is gone, determined to

work my ruin, and that of all my family.

STAUFFACHER. (To Tell.) Why did you excite anew the fury of

that madman ?

TELL. Can a man command himself under such agony ?

STAUFFACHER. Alas ! our cause is ruined ! With you we are all

enchained and enslaved. With you our last hope is extinguished.

(All the peasants surround William Tell.)

LEUTHOLD. (Approaching Tell) Tell, I pity thee, but I must obey

my orders.

TELL. Farewell, my friends.

WALTER. (Clinging to his father in despair.) My father ! my dear,

dear father !

TELL. (Raising his arms to Heaven.) Boy, thy father is yonder : ap-

peal to him !
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STAUFFACHEH. Tell, shall I bear no message from thee to thy wife ?

TELL. (Tenderly embracing Us son.} The boy is safe and sound. For

me, Heaven will lend me aid. (He goes out, attended by guards.}

Let us now leave poetry and return to tradition, the

second poetry of truth. Gessler, master of William Tell,

but apprehensive that the example of this hero of the

peasants of Uri might lead to an insurrection, tending
to deprive him of his prisoner, determined to convey
him that same night to a fortress belonging to the Em-

peror, situated at Kussnacht, on the summit of Mount

Righi. To reach Kiissnacht it was necessary to traverse

the lake. Gessler, not choosing to confide to any one

else the custody of a rebel reserved for exemplary punish-

ment, embarked at Eluelen, a small fishing harbour on

the western, shore of the Lake of the Four Cantons. A
few rowers, a small body of guards, and an inexperienced

pilot, formed the entire crew. William Tell, heavily

ironed, was thrown under their feet, as an ignominious

burden, at the bottom of the boat. They hoisted sail,

and half the passage was accomplished without accident

or difficulty ;
when suddenly the stars disappeared, the

waves began to rise, the wind thundered with the noise

and fury of an avalanche, and a fearful storm burst forth

from St. Gothard, near the mouth of the Reuss. The

boat was on the point of being overturned by the vio-

lence of this sudden tempest ;
the rowers endeavoured

in vain to reach a creek at the foot of the Righi, where

they hoped to find shelter ; the raging billows dashed

them back into the middle of the lake ; they were tossed

to and fro, unable to find a certain course, at the mercy
of the hurricane, which hurried them from bank to

bank, throughout an apparently endless night.
" There

is but one man in all Switzerland," cried they, "who can

save us from certain death !"
" Who is he ?" demanded
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Gessler.
" William Tell !" was the unanimous answer of

the peasants of Uri.
" Cut the cords that bind him,"

exclaimed the Governor
;
"his life shall be security for

ours ! Resign the helm to his direction/' The cords

were cut on the instant, and the skilful pilot rushed to

his post. Tell, with the rudder in his grasp, struggled

like a conqueror with the tempest. He approached the

shore near Altdorf, where the foaming waters of the

lake, dashing amidst sunken rocks, resounded ominously

through the darkness of the night. At that spot he

sought entrance to a small cove known to himself alone,

where the hills, gradually shelving to the beach, rendered

it practicable to moor a light skiff in calm weather : the

noise of the waves beating furiously against the sides

of the rocks directed his course. Suddenly he tacked

round towards a mountain of foam, which, as it fell and

evaporated, disclosed a reef, over which there was suffi-

cient water for the boat to pass in safety : at one bound

he gained the land, and with his foot pushed back the

frail vessel into the deep. The waves once more obtained

the mastery, and sported with it at their pleasure. With

the first dawn of light, before Gessler and his compa-
nions could recognize the coast of Altdorf and the little

harbour of Fluelen, Tell, having saved himself from death,

ascended the mountains, reached his own dwelling-place,

embraced his wife and child, and armed himself with his

crossbow and a single arrow.

The Governor, who also disembarked when day broke,

despatched a messenger to Altdorf for his equerries, horses,

and guards. The escort speedily joined him. He ad-

vanced through a deep pass, following on the track of

Tell, and proclaiming loudly that if the escaped fugi-

tive did not voluntarily surrender himself, every day that

passed by should cost him the life of his wife or that of

VOL. III. D
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one of his children. A man concealed amongst the trees

of the forest listened to these savage menaces : an arrow

whistled through the branches, and pierced the heart of

Gessler; he fell from his horse without being able to

finish the oath that quivered on his lips : when his at-

tendants raised him he was dead. None discovered the

invisible archer, who struck like divine wrath, and was

seen only in the blow. Whether it was that Tell, having

performed the act to save his wife and children, over

whose heads death was suspended, felt that the secret

vengeance resembled more that of an assassin than a

warrior ; whether he sought no glory from a deed which

bore the outward feature of a crime ; or whether, in

truth, the arrow was launched by some other hand, it

is certain that he never claimed the death of Gessler for

himself; he left the ambiguous transaction involved in

mystery, and, satisfied with having preserved his family,

resigned to others the honour of reconquering the poli-

tical liberty of his country; he joined in no revolt beyond
that to which he had been impelled by nature. This

holy and most legitimate exciting cause has made him,

in spite of himself, the hero of Switzerland. A wife,

Lucretia, liberated Rome
;
a father, William Tell, disen-

thralled Helvetia.

This last attempt of Gessler upon the tenderest feel-

ings of human nature, this drama of the apple, this

moral punishment of a father, this execrable murder of

a child by the hand of him who gave him life, if that

hand had trembled for a moment
;
the agonizing cries of

horror which burst from every mother in the land
; the

immolation of the tyrant, saved first by his victim, and

then struck down by an invisible hand while hurrying on

to the commission of fresh crimes, all these causes com-

bined, hastened the execution of the plot formed by the
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confederates of Griitli for the liberation of their moun-

tains. Each peasant discovered an associate in his neigh-

bour ; they understood each other without conversation,

and pledged mutual faith with no oath beyond a glance,

the expression of the eye, and the pressure of the hands :

the soul of William Tell at the moment when he elevated

his bow, hesitating between the apple placed on the head

of his child and the heart of Gessler, transfused itself

into all Switzerland.

On the 31st of December, the three chiefs of the league

of Griitli raised their banners, and called their country-

men to arms. The standard of Uri represented a bull's

head with the broken links of the yoke hanging round

the neck
;

that of Schwytz was a cross, the double sym-
bol of suffering and deliverance ;

the banner adopted by
Unterwalden consisted of two keys, symbolical of the

keys of the Apostle St. Peter, and destined to open the

iron gates of their long slavery.

At midnight, Stauffacher, followed by the chosen youth
of Uri, climbed in silence the steep ascent of the castle of

Rosberg, one of the strongest fortresses of the Austrians,

when all slept save only love and patriotism. A young

girl of the race of serfs, who filled through constraint a

servile situation in the castle, happened to be betrothed

to one of the conspirators : apprised by him of the day
and hour when the attempt would be made, she flung to

him to the bottom of the precipice a knotted cord fas-

tened to the bars of the window. Thus gaining entrance

into the interior with twenty of his companions, he sur-

prised the German Governor in bed, disarmed and con-

fined him in the dungeon of the castle. The victors

allowed the Austrian flag to continue waving over the

ramparts as a snare. On the following day a band of

nobles flying from the insurrection in the open country

D 2
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entered, and found themselves hostages in the hands of

foes.

At Sarnem, the peasants, concealing their arms under

their vestments, came in as usual, loaded with lambs,

kids, chamois, and fowls, as if to present to the lord of

the district the customary offerings on New Year's day :

the nobleman, who was proceeding on his way to the

church, saluted them as he passed, and ordered them to

wait his return. No sooner had he cleared the port-

cullis, than they lowered it, drew forth their hidden

weapons, made prisoners of the garrison, and, sounding
from the top of the keep the horn of the mountain shep-

herds, called the whole country to liberty. During these

surprises and assaults by the companions of Stauffacher,

Walter Fiirst and William Tell escaladed the castle of

Uri, hitherto reputed to be impregnable ; Melchthal and

his associate heroes at the same time obtained possession

of all the other citadels. When evening arrived, bonfires,

lit by the conquerors on the ramparts they had won, re-

flected from mountain-top to valley, and from wave to

wave, the first glimmering of Helvetian independence,

which eight successive ages have failed to extinguish.

This date is incorporated with the name of Tell, who, if

not the actual agent, was at least the originator of his

country's freedom. Happy are they who are thus iden-

tified with their country ! posterity seeks not to inquire

minutely into their title to fame, but associates them

with the greatness, the virtue, the durability of their

race, and invokes blessings on them, down to their latest

descendants. It is thus in the case of the unpretending

peasant, William Tell : the simple honesty of his cha-

racter bears a striking analogy to the primitive and pas-

toral people who commemorate for ever his ncime and

actions in their national traditions. His image, with those



WILLIAM TELL. 37

of his wife and children, are inseparably connected with

the majestic, rural, and smiling landscapes of Helvetia,

the modern Arcadia of Europe. As often as the traveller

visits these peculiar regions ; as often as the unconquered
summits of Mont Blanc, St. Gothard, and the Righi,

present themselves to his eyes in the vast firmament as

the ever-enduring symbols of liberty; whenever the Lake

of the Four Cantons presents a vessel wavering on the

blue surface of its waters
;
whenever the cascade bursts

in thunder from the heights of the Spliigen, and shivers

itself upon the rocks like tyranny against free hearts
;

whenever the ruins of an Austrian fortress darken with

the remains of frowning walls the round eminences of

Uri or Glaris ;
and whenever a" calm sunbeam gilds on

the declivity of a village the green velvet of the meadows

where the herds are feeding to the tinkling of bells and

the echo of the Eanz des Vaches, so often the imagina-

tion traces in all these varied scenes the hat on the sum-

mit of the pole, the archer condemned to aim at the

apple placed on the head of his own child, the mark

hurled to the ground, transfixed by the unerring arrow,

the father chained to the bottom of the boat, subduing

night, the storm, and his own indignation, to save his

executioner, and finally, the outraged husband, threat-

ened with the loss of all he holds most dear, yielding to

the impulse of nature, and in his turn striking the mur-

derer with a death-blow. The artlessness of this history

resembles a poem : it is a pastoral song in which a single

drop of blood is mingled with the dew upon a leaf or a

tuft of grass. Providence seems thus to delight in pro-

viding for every free community, as the founder of their

independence, a fabulous or actual hero, conformable to

the local situation, manners, and character of each par-

ticular race. To a rustic, pastoral people like the Swiss,
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is given for their liberator a noble peasant ;
to a proud,

aspiring race such as the Americans, an honest soldier.

Two distinct symbols, standing erect by the cradles of

the two modern liberties of the world, to personify their

opposite natures : on the one hand Tell, with his arrow

and the apple ;
on the other, Washington, with his sword

and the law.



MADAME DE

SEVENTEENTH CENTURY.

GLORY has its chances, or rather its mysteries, for there

is a plan and purpose in all things. We inappropriately

denominate a mystery, that secret logic which directs

earthly events, and which our want of reflection has

been unable to penetrate, and thus, instead of attributing

effects to their true causes, we consider them as the ca-

prices of chance.

Let us first explain what is the peculiar chance that

presents itself to our minds at the mention of the name

of Madame de Sevigne. We shall afterwards seek to

discover whether the reputation attached to this name is

in truth a matter of accident, and we shall then endea-

vour to interpret the mystery through which mere idle

gossip has gained immortality, and ranks amongst the

most valuable records of one of the most memorable of

An obscure female, a poor widow, the mother of two

young children, possessed of no personal consequence in

her own land and no rank at court; without a name

likely to attract the attention of her country, without

the prestige of any dignity that she might have inherited
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from father or husband, owning no large fortune, and no

distinguished relatives amongst those who were active

in the political affairs of her time
; without the favour,

and even unknown to the reigning monarch; sometimes

dwelling concealed in a street of one of the obscure

quarters of Paris, at others in the retirement of a farm-

house in Burgundy or Lower Brittany, this indigent

widow sat during the summer evenings beneath the sha-

dow of her tree at
" Les Rochers," and in winter returned

to her fireside at Paris, Avhere she listened to the voice

of her own heart, and gazed from her window upon the

world passing without. She seized the pen: her wri-

ting flowed without pre-arrangement, guided only by the

impulse of the moment : she poured forth her soul to

her daughter, she talked familiarly with her friends, she

whispered messages to the absent, she discoursed with

herself or with Heaven ; day after day she cast notes

and letters into the post, thinking little of the public, of

the art of writing, of posterity or of fame ; and found all

at once that she had created a literary monument, not

only the most original, varied, and national of her own

age, but also a record of the deepest and most pathetic

emotions of the human heart in every century. The

march of time has advanced ; the inquiring have drawn

forth these letters from their concealment
;

their conver-

sations are transfigured into genius, their gossip has be-

come history, and their softest whisperings have rever-

berated in permanent echoes to all posterity. Such is

the chance ! And now let us examine the mystery.

What is this mystery ? Its explanation lies in a few

words. It is that the interest created by human occur-

rences is not found in the greatness of situations or

events, but in the emotions of the mind by which they
are re-echoed, and which is to them, be they great or
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small, what air is to sound the medium of resonance.

You may strike powerful blows upon the most sonorous

metal, but if air is wanting, or even too rarefied, silence

alone will be your answer, the echo is mute : without

air there cannot be sound, without sensibility there can

be no impression ; thus there is also no interest and no

glory : it is the secret of the human heart, that it can

only be moved by coincidence with something that has .

been moved before.

There are many minds concealed from the world far

in advance of their period, and possessing deeper tones

than the age in which Providence has placed them, as it

casts echoes into the profound recesses of forests and

caves ; they are never seen, and only heard when the

woodcutter fells the trees and time crumbles the rocks

into dust. These speaking souls, vehicles which convey
to us the impressions of their own hearts and of their

period, interpose themselves irresistibly by their fine and

vibrating nature between us and the world, and compel
us to think and feel in them and through them, while

we vainly struggle to escape from their influence. They
form the sensible element, the sympathetic centre (if we

may be permitted to use a material simile), reflected by
which we behold all the past, the present, and often our

own selves. Thus it is that by the sport of fortune, re-

putation and literary glory are attained; they reach beings

unappreciated by their contemporaries, men dwelling in

retirement, women concealed by obscurity. Many ano-

nymous writers, such as the author of the
'

Imitation of

Jesus Christ,' are in reality greater and more immortal

than their entire age ;
and while other men who deeply

fathom humanity, who overturn empires, who control

sceptres, who lead great assemblies, and who administer

public affairs, endeavour to create a grand and enduring
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halo round the name they leave behind them, they are

surpassed in fame by an individual upon whom they

would not have deigned to cast a glance amidst the

crowd at their feet, by a poor dreamer like St. Augus-

tine, by an insignificant monk such as the anonymous
writer of the

'

Imitation,' or by an obscure female such

as Madame do Sevigne. Posterity can with difficulty

remember the names of the pretended great politicians,

poets, orators, and authors, who monopolized the renown

of their age ;
but after the lapse of centuries it listens

with avidity to the most secret palpitations of the hearts

of these unlearned beings, as though their emotions

comprised the sublimest events in the history of human

nature
;
and this in truth they are, for circumstance is

nothing : the human heart is everything in man. Fame

herself knows this, therefore she selects her dearest and

most immortal favourites not from those who seek to

shine with commanding brilliancy, but amidst such as

have poured forth the most pathetic confessions of the

soul.

In this, according to our notion, consists the mystery
of that increasing reputation which has ever been attached

to the name of Madame de Sevigne.

We shall now proceed to examine her life. But no, let

us yet pause a moment longer. Before we enter on her

history, in order that it may be well understood, a few

words are required upon a species of literature which

has won for her the notice of the world
;
which did not

exist before her time, which she created, and which we

can only characterize by one phrase domestic literature

the genius of the fireside, the heart of the family.

There are two different centres towards which the

thoughts, acts, and writings of men in modern society,

and even in the society of all ages, have tended, the
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public at large, and the family circle. By the latter is

understood the restricted and limited public contained

within the walls of the domestic dwelling, and twined

more immediately round the heart by close and intimate

ties.

It is not true, as has been pretended in our own days,

to authorize the destruction of family ties by an impos-
sible individuality or a barbarous communism, that poli-

tical society has created the domestic circle : its institutor

is Nature herself. Fortunately for the human species,

whose safety is placed above the influence of our aber-

rations and dreams, it is from no earthly institute that

family ties are derived, but from the law of God, in the

form of an internal instinct. Instincts are the right di-

vine of the human constitution; we do not discuss, we

only submit to them. The truly philosophical mind

rebels not against instincts, but, on the contrary, buries

itself in the contemplation of that infinite wisdom and

supreme goodness which has charged Nature herself with

the office of instructing us in the first article of our in-

herent constitution.

Providence, by a law equally Mysterious and merciful,

has appointed that the human species shall be created

and preserved only by love. At the sources of life it has

placed a sympathetic desire to give birth to offspring,

and a general wish in the heads of families to perpetuate

their generation ; by a mystery of our creation, which is

at the same time a revelation of our destiny, an isolated

being can exist, but two are necessary to perpetuate

their race : unity is unproductive, but a pair can multi-

ply for ever. From this pair proceeds a third, the off-

spring and completion of love. The infant is the fruit

of affection
;
union exists before its birth, but not until

after that event is there a family. The desire of family,
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or love of perpetuation, increases with the new existence

by which it is created and entertained ; born as it were

with the first infant in the bosoms of both parents, and

springing by an instinctive reciprocity back from the

heart of the child towards father and mother, the former

loves because it is beloved by them : this completes

the group, and forms the trinity of nature from whence

flows and reflows the holiest sentiment of humanity
-

family affection !

Along with the development and multiplication of a

race in numerous children and grandchildren, increases

and varies in many new forms, and in a thousand un-

equal or graduated proportions, that love which is im-

bibed at its first fountain, the maternal bosom, and from

whence each bears a portion that it communicates to the

common group of which it forms a component. The

sympathies existing between the different members of

this circle, unceasingly expanding, changing, and bind-

ing one individual to another, connecting the one with

the many, and the many with the one, form what is de-

nominated relationship relationship of blood and spirit

which is near or remote in the same proportion as the

blood running through the veins of the scions of a family

approaches or recedes from its source, and as it preserves

in strength or weakness the love which flows through
the heart in the same stream, simultaneously with this

constantly-supplied sap of the human tree.

Thus there is a love parallel to that of the father for

the mother, and that of the mother for the father ; this

love, descending from the parents to the first-born, re-

turns from the first-born to the parents : the same love

extends from brother to brother, from sister to mother,

to father, brother, uncles, aunts, nephews, nieces
; from

nephews and nieces to uncles and aunts
; from the
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grandchild to the grandmother ; from the grandmother
to the grandchildren, down to the latest generation which

the briefness or longevity of life permits us to reach

with the eye, the heart, or the imagination. This love

reflects again, in a fainter degree, upon the descendants

of these brothers, sisters, and grandchildren, and still

preserves between them a natural attachment and a sym-

pathetic reciprocity ; as the sap, the name, and the me-

mory of one common root perpetuates itself in all the

diversified branches of a single tree.

Family ties are formed of the innumerable ramifica-

tions composing all the direct and indirect affinities be-

tween heart and heart, and these become weakened in

proportion as they diverge from their three first sources,

but still preserve, even to the widest circumference of

the increasing circle, a small portion of the temperature
which warmed and illumined the first fireside.

The same blood, drawn from the same veins; the

same milk, imbibed at the same breast
;
the same name,

borne by each, and of which each is bound to maintain

the honour (whether obscure or illustrious signifies no-

thing), and which cannot be tarnished or exalted in one

without reflecting on the rest
; the common fortune,

which bestows affluent or narrow means, as it is amassed

or subdivided amidst the inheritors according to the

number of children; the same paternal mansion, whether

in town or country, whose roof has sheltered their cradles

during infancy, and the shadowy remembrance of which

is impressed on the mind to the last moment of exist-

ence
; the same traditions, that common consent of mind

which binds together the religion, customs, manners and

innate sentiments of the hereditary group ; finally, the

same remembrances of lessons, conversations, labours,

localities, friendships, enjoyments, hospitalities, ease, wea-
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riness, happiness, tears, births, deaths, hopes and disap-

pointments, sad and joyous secrets of the domestic

hearth, all these form, unknown to ourselves, around

our hearts an atmosphere of ineffaceable impressions,

which pervades equally our moral and physical senses ;

from the influence of which escape is impossible, and

which, though it does not bear the cold sternness of

legislation, displays the irresistible force of nature.

It was thus in those primitive ages when every mo-

tion of new-born society was regulated by the impulse of

nature and by no written edict, and when laws were the

inspiration of instinct, that the sovereign was no more

than the father, the tribe the family, and the nation a

collection of tribes, connected by the common link of

fraternity in blood. A patriarch may be dethroned, legi-

timate paternal authority may be circumscribed, the dis-

tinction of tribe may be dissolved and absorbed in the

general commonwealth, but the family bond can never

be annihilated
;

it will endure for ever, unbroken as Na-

ture's eternal protest against the engrossing absorption

of state government, as it will equally remain by the

force of hereditary proprietorship, its divine foundation,

a bulwark against the mischievous doctrine of Commu-

nism, that impotent assault of Utopian theories against

the strongest instincts of man's nature.

We can imagine that a race of beings so distinct, and

so closely bound to each other in the midst of a great

national group, should have not only their peculiar laws,

habits, sentiments, duties, and relations, but also their

particular literature. It is of this kind of composition,

which we have previously denominated domestic or fami-
liar literature, that Madame de Sevigne has given us the

most beautiful and perfect specimen.
This literature is essentially of a confidential nature :
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the house is encircled with a wall as inaccessible as the

private life of its inmates. We speak there in a low voice,

for we desire only the attention of parents and relations

around the fireside, and what is written is exclusively

intended for their perusal. Domestic tones never re-

sound through public haunts : those which we utter to

the world bear a different accent from those we con-

fide to the bosom of private affection. Poems, histories,

philosophical essays, oratorical harangues, romances, and

books, are written for the public and posterity ; but let-

ters alone are transcribed for the family circle. The

family circle, therefore, a type of love and friendship,

has but one species of literature correspondence; and

when this correspondence possesses the gift of fascina-

tion, so eminently displayed in that of Madame de Se-

vigne, her relations, after her death, suffer the mysterious

leaves to escape one by one ; the age acknowledges their

value
; succeeding generations read them, and the whis-

pered dialogue of a mother and daughter becomes the

theme of conversation to all posterity.

Such is the history of Madame de Sevigne. In lay-

ing open her letters, the seal has been removed from

her heart ;
but it is not only the seal of her own heart

which has been broken by this violation of confidence,

but also that of the age in which she lived.

This woman, speaking from the solitude of her insignifi-

cant habitation at "Les Rochers," has become the echo of

a reign. It is this fact which renders the correspondence
of Madame de Sevigne, no matter how familiar the style,

essentially historical ;
it is this which renders her book,

written by one ever listening at the gates of a court,

eminently aristocratic
;
and the peruser, in order to be

pleased with it, must have been born in, or associated

with,, the highest ranks of the elevated circle to which it
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makes so many allusions, allusions which would be in-

comprehensible save to those who have some knowledge
of the language, half-uttered phrases, and mysterious

peculiarities of the court. For this reason, therefore, this

book, although eminently national, will never become

generally popular. If Madame de Sevigne, instead of

being a woman of high birth, writing for courtiers, had

been a tender mother, subsisting in an ordinary con-

dition of life, and writing for a family of humble rank,

her work, more intelligible, accessible, and sympathetic

to all classes endowed with feeling, would form not only

the delight of the more refined world, but would become

the manual of every family, the diapason of the human

heart.

We trust the reader will pardon us a childish digres-

sion, suggested by these reflections. It was in this iden-

tical book that we first learned to read. A mother,

educated amidst the elegant refinements of a court, but

banished after early youth by mediocrity of fortune into a

country retirement similar to the "Rochers" of Madame
de Sevigne, found in that authoress, besides many analo-

gies of thought and feeling, all the recollections of the

aristocratic world she had frequented, a fund of con-

templation applicable to the rural solitude she inhabited

with her children, and to all the pious emotions of her

own maternal heart seeking to shelter its nest from the

storms of life. This volume, every page of which was so

continually studied, always reposed upon the time-worn

stone mantelpiece ; and when our attention to the les-

sons which we studied beneath the shade of our gar-

den-trees and repeated at our mother's knee merited

approbation, we were rewarded by having read aloud to

us a few of the letters most suited to our age and com-

prehension. The chief favourites were those in which
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the mother speaks to her daughter of her woods, her

avenue, her dog, her nightingales, her religion, her pious

meditations upon the sunset beheld from the terrace of

Livry, of her kind uncle the 'Abbe de Coulanges, and of

her friends and neighbours, whose visits interrupted her

evening reveries and her gardening occupations. We
were as intimately acquainted with the footpaths of Les

Rochers and the parterres of Livry as with those of our

own little domain. Thus these places and these impres-

sions fixed themselves indelibly in our imaginations at

ten years of age ;
and we beheld in the mother we heard

of but the counterpart of our own, and in the children,

little more than a reflection of ourselves. Since that pe-

riod the book ceased to command my attention : it con-

tained a tenderness of feeling sufficient for any age, but

not enough of passionate warmth to satisfy the ardour

of my youth.

Many years afterwards, while hunting one day in the

forests of Upper Burgundy, the chase led me accident-

ally to the edge of a wooded hill, from whence, appear-

ing through the yellow leaves and transparent haze of

autumn, I beheld an extensive valley spread under my
feet: the basin was formed by smiling meadows, through
which flowed a narrow river, bordered on either side by

large willows, while numerous herds of red and white

horned cattle were crossing at the ford
;

the breeze

from the surface of the water, as it turned the leaves,

gave them a power of reflection as if they had been

plates of silver
;
the murmuring stream, apparently with-

out current, seemed to issue from the vast shadow of an

extensive forest, as if produced by the droppings of the

mist from its innumerable branches : on the northern

side it sparkled with the rays of the setting sun as far

as the eye could follow its course between high wooded

VOL. III. E
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banks, at one moment seeming to meet and enclose it,

and again opening to afford it a passage.

Excepting the grassy basin of the valley, nothing

was visible but one unbroken forest, bounded by the

horizon ; the scene was canopied by a dark and cloudy

sky. Its stillness was interrupted from time to time by
the soft lowings of a cow, which called back its adven-

turous offspring from the muddy banks of the river
;
and

by the strokes of the woodcutter's axe, felling large oaks

at various distances upon the outskirts of the forest, and

heaping the peeled logs into heaps red as blood, from

the rays of the declining sun, upon the borders of the

stream ;
smoke ascended from the fire of some charcoal-

burners in a distant glade, and rose to the clouds in a

thick blue column, like the vapour of a fire watered by

heavy dew.

It was the season and the hour when the misty ex-

halations which proceed from the woods hang about the

greensward, rising and falling with the slightest motion

of the air, separating, gathering, and glistening with the

sun's rays, and resembling in their convulsive undula-

tions the huge waves of some tempestuous but voiceless

sea.

All at once I beheld emerging from this restless bed

of fog, like the hull of a wreck struggling into port, the

summit of a black tower, around which hovered a flight

of rooks, uttering their hoarse cries ;
two additional

turrets gradually pierced the obscurity, and seemed to

rend away and cast to the ground every shred of the

]uisty winding-sheet which enveloped them; next fol-

lowed the red square roof of the keep ;
then the long

grey facade of a dismantled chateau, pierced irregularly

with windows of unequal height, around the iron gratings

of which, the ivy, climbing up from the ditch, had attached
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itself closely in separate tufts. The parapet surrounding
the moat was crumbling into ruin, and in many places

had fallen into the stagnant water, which nevertheless

served still as a reservoir for oxen and other cattle. The

drawbridge, the broken and useless chains of which hung
above the door like the arms of a gibbet, was replaced

by a stone causeway ;
the ground-floor was covered with

unyoked carts and scattered sheaves of straw, while a

peasant-girl in wooden shoes threw corn to some fowls

on the steps of an arched gateway, the armorial bearings
of which, mutilated by the hammer of popular revolution,

resembled the marks left by a bullet upon a rampart-
wall. A single chimney sent forth thick volumes of black

srnoke throughout the vast edifice
;
the windows, in-

stead of reflecting the rays of the setting sun from

glass panes, were stuffed with the hay and straw of the

last harvest, which protruded from their empty frames,

and threshing-flails resounded through the lofty guard-
room. It was evident that the chateau had been trans-

formed into a farm, and by one of the vicissitudes to

which such edifices, too vast for their rightful possessors,

were subject during the past century, the farm had once

more become the chateau.

At a short distance from the chief building stood a

small house, backed by stables and barns, resembling an

English cottage in the parks of Windsor or Richmond.

It had all the freshness, cleanliness, and elegance of re-

cent construction. It stood in the centre of a lawn,

encircled with painted palings, over which were trained

autumn roses and sweet-smelling jasmines. Its plate-

glass windows dazzled the eyes with the reflection of the

last light of day ;
the almost imperceptible smoke of dry

wood proceeded from several chimney-pots, and seemed

to invite the approach of guests. Several grooms in yel-

E 2
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low liveries led saddled horses up and down the gravel-

path in front of the entrance. The proprietors or their

visitors were constantly appearing and disappearing on

the threshold : all around proclaimed the life, animation,

and wealth of an autumnal residence, occupied by a hos-

pitable family. Everything was unknown to me, the

chateau, the farm, the cottage, their ancient possessors

and their present owners, even the name of the valley

into which I had been drawn by the voices of the stag-

hounds on the track of the deer.

While I remained immovably contemplating this un-

known spot, and to me nameless ruin, I heard behind

me the galloping of a horse, and I was joined in a mo-

ment more by one of my companions of the chase, Mon-

sieur de Capmas. He had lived for many years in the

small town of Semur, the picturesque capital of this

district of forest, rock, and torrent. He was a man of

middle-age, but still essentially young : his passion for the

chase, and his amiable cordiality of manner, had rendered

him intimate and welcome in all the family circles of

Upper Burgundy. He equally loved poetry, literature,

the baying of the hounds in the forest, and a rapid gal-

lop beneath its leafy arches
;

this reciprocity of tastes

formed a bond of sympathy between us, and long after

that period he became one of the companions of my tent

amidst the deserts of Mesopotamia and the rocks of Pa-

lestine. Alas ! he no longer lives, save in my affection,

but he belongs to the departed of whom we preserve an

unfading recollection, and whose memory is accompanied

by a smile even in death.
" Do you know where we

are?" said he to me with the low, earnestly interroga-

tive accent of a man anxious to impart an agreeable sur-

prise.
"
No," I replied,

" but it is one of the most ro-

mantic landscapes and the most melancholy ruin I have
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encountered in our wanderings."
"
They are so, indeed,"

he answered
;

" but the valley and chateau would gain a

deeper interest in your eyes did you know their name,

and were I to inform you whom these ruins cradled."

"Where then are we?" I asked. "At Bourbilly," was

his response,
"
the chateau of Madame de Sevigne."

At this name, the landscape, till now lifeless and indif-

ferent, became suddenly illuminated, as though its mag-
netic sound had kindled watch-lights on every turret of

the chateau and on the summit of each hill beneath the

melancholy horizon. The lazy waters, extravasated pud-
dles of the Serin in the meadows, seemed to multiply

reflections of the infant with the fair hair, who became

the idolized child of her own century. I thought I heard

her name murmured by the river, the leaves of the trees,

the echoes of the old walls, and in the cries of the rooks

fluttering round the battlements of the keep. Such was

the power of a name, not only living itself, but capable

of reanimating the dead scene with which it had once

been identified.

Every page of the book so valued by my mother, and

so long closed, seemed to re-open, and call forth a thou-

sand emotions from the inexhaustible fountain of me-

mory : but not a line possessed the same value as that

which accident had led me to gaze upon, written and

painted in the valley beneath my eyes.

Another accidental occurrence tended to feed my pious

regard for a memory associated in my heart with that

of my own mother. The proprietor of the chateau and

woods of Bourbilly was acquainted with my companion,
and received us with the most cordial hospitality. He

gladly seized an opportunity of brushing the dust from

that monument which his idolatry for Madame de Se-

vigne had induced him to purchase, and of guiding us,
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step by step, to each trace left by a family whose genius

had connected them with the whole world in the halls

and corridors, in the escutcheons, the lanes, the avenues,

and in the smoke-dried curtains hanging on the castle

walls. We passed two clays and nights in this shrine of

recollection and sentiment. The history of Madame de

Sevigne began there as a child of ten years old, and

returned to the same spot in advanced age : it formed

the cycle of her life. We had only to gaze around us

and read what we had read before, to live again with

her throughout that long existence.

In that place she was born, or rather there was she

nursed and cradled, in the spring of 1626, at which

period her mother, who had given birth to her during a

visit to Paris, carried her infant daughter back to the

family nest ;
there her eyes first opened to the light ;

on

that soil she essayed her earliest footsteps ;
beneath those

leafy shades she learned to utter the first imperfect ac-

cents of childhood ; there, during the years in which the

intellect expands, she imbibed her earliest impressions of

nature ; in those fields she played as unconstrainedly as

the deer of the forest, and breathed with the elastic and

invigorating air of Upper Burgundy, the healthy consti-

tution which bestowed upon her complexion the roses

that have been so celebrated ;
and gave to her soul that

intense sensibility which is always the prelude of genius

when not the forerunner of passion.

I studied with interest the mysterious analogy be-

tween this serene landscape, backed by a sombre hori-

zon, and the woman of variable temperament, whose

smile brightened on a concealed foundation of deep sad-

ness. The Persian proverb says,
" To know the plant, you

must know the spot where it grows." Man up to a cer-

tain age resembles a plant, and his soul is rooted in the
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soil of that locality the atmosphere of which has nou-

rished his mental and physical organization.

The father of Madame de Sevigne, a gentleman of

high descent in Charolais, but residing in Upper Bur-

gundy, was the son of Christophe de Rabutiu, Baron of

Chantal, which fief was situated near Autun, and Lord

of Bourbilly, an estate in the neighbourhood of Semur.

Christophe de Rabutin had married Mademoiselle de

Chantal, daughter of the President of the Parliament

of Dijon. Upon the death of her husband, who was

killed while hunting, at the age of thirty-six, his widow,

seized by an unaccountable veneration for St. Francois

de Sales, a gentleman of Savoy and Bishop of Geneva,

abandoned her children, and the house of her father-in-

law, in order to follow, in the character of a Magdalen,
the doctrines of a Christian perfection, so refined that it

commanded the desertion of all the ordinary duties of

life. She ceased to be a mother according to nature, in

order to become one according to grace, in a monastic

female order, known by the denomination of
"
Sisters of

the Visitation/' St. Francois de Sales, whose natural

sense of what was right and wrong would not permit

him to require a virtue beyond the power of nature, en-

deavoured to dissuade his proselyte from a resolution

which, though highly edifying, was attended with much

difficulty. The Baroness de Chantal was obstinately

bent on her project, and she literally passed over the

body of her son, who flung himself across the threshold

of the door in order to prevent his mother from quitting

her home to enter a convent. She attached herself ex-

clusively to the saint ;
she entered into a spiritual cor-

respondence with him ;
she founded an order, and was

gradually transformed into a saint herself, and under

that title she is venerated by her disciples to the present
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day, who look upon her as their patroness ; but de-

cidedly she cannot be denominated that of either mothers

or orphans.

The son who endeavoured to deter Madame de Chan-

tal from quitting the world was the father of Madame
de Sevigne ; he married Marie de Coulanges, the daugh-
ter of a State Councillor distinguished at court for his

wit, amongst soldiers for his courage, and by many inci-

dental duels for hie ready skill with the sword; he died

contending against the English on the battle-field of

Rochelle. Gregorio Leti, the historian of that period,

states that he fell by the sword of Cromwell himself.*

Three horses killed under him, and twenty-seven lance-

thrusts on his body, attested his heroism.

His widow survived him but a short time, and left

their only child an orphan at six years of age. Marie

de Rabutin-Chantal, who was destined at a future date

to become the prodigy of mothers, was thus in her own

person deprived of maternal tenderness : she created

the passion in her own heart, and imbibed it from no

example. Her grandmother, the Baroness de Chantal,

completely absorbed in a project of building eighty con-

vents, surrendered the guardianship of the orphan girl

to her mother's family. They selected her uncle, the

old Abbe de Coulanges, and possessor of the priory of

Livry, in the vicinity of Paris, for her tutor. This rela-

tive became a father to the orphan, and it is difficult to

comprehend how the venerable Abbe, firm without se-

verity, and tender without weakness, could educate this

motherless child ; but at fifteen years of age a young

girl,
endowed with beauty, grace, precocious talents, and

a mind cultivated by serious studies, quitted the solitude

* Lull is perhaps tin- ^irate-st fulmlisl that has OMT perverted his-

tory. TKASSL.
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of Livry, and dazzled the world from the first moment

of her appearance.

What was then called the world consisted of the aris-

tocratic quarter of the Place Royale at Paris, a square

planted with lime-trees and enclosed by four rows of

dark colonnades; but this spot was inhabited by the

elite of the nobility and literature of France
;

it was the

vestibule of the Tuileries, the portico of the court ; as-

pirants to honours, consideration, respect, renown and

reputation entered by that avenue. There are pavements
which ennoble those who tread them. Pride, vanity,

and pre-eminence of race or profession are so inherent in

human nature, that they consider the arcade or window

of the street they inhabit as exclusive as the throne in a

palace. The family of Coulanges presented their youth-

ful relative at court ;
her appearance, as described by

Madame de la Fayette, the various records of her illus-

trious contemporaries, such as Menage, Chapelain, Bussy-

Rabutin, and the numerous portraits painted by the best

artists of her day, account for and explain the universal

admiration she attracted. She was surrounded by en-

thusiasm and love
;
her first experience of the world

showed her only kindness in every glance that fell upon
her ; and this, which she owed to her own personal attrac-

tions, opened her heart to gentle emotions. It is the privi-

lege of beauty to bloom in an atmosphere of its own crea-

tion, to respire the same air, and to begin life under the

influence of gratitude. The first regard bestowed by the

public is a mirror, in which life either smiles or frowns

in the eyes of a young female
;
and it has a lasting in-

fluence upon her existence, rendering the future either

joyous or sad
;
she sees the shade of her destiny revealed

at a glance. The countenance of the world which beamed

upon the beautiful orphan displayed only affection ;
she
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felt that Nature had created her to be the happy favourite

not of a king, but of an age, and she from the first mo-

ment loved that world in return which had voluntarily

bestowed its affection upon her.

Madame de la Fayette, whose wit and fashion had

made her an authority in the aristocratic and literary

circles of the seventeenth century, wrote to her upon her

debut :
"
I do not desire to overpower you with flattery,

neither do I seek to amuse myself by telling you that

your figure is admirable, your complexion has the tint

of a rose ;
that your lips, teeth, and hair are all incom-

parable, your glass can tell you this better than 1 can ;

but as you do not speak to your glass, it cannot show you
what you are while talking, Know then, if by chance

you are still in ignorance, that your varying expression

so brightens and adorns your beauty, that when engaged
in unconstrained conversation there is nothing on earth

so brilliant as yourself. Every word you utter becomes

you so well that the sparkle of your wit adds to the

brightness of your eyes, and though it is said language

impresses only the ear, it is quite certain that yours,

beaming from such a face, enchants the vision
;
and while

listening to it, all acknowledge you to be the most beau-

tiful creature in the world !"

Some years after this written description, the pencil of

Mignard portrayed for us her rich locks of fair hair,

crowned with a branch of orange-blossom, and rippling

above her forehead, like waves stirred by the breath of

inspiration ; her oval countenance, the roundness of the

cheeks somewhat subdued by an expression of melan-

choly as they approach the mouth
;
a firm but delicately-

shaped chin
;
a gently-rounded forehead, reflecting the

light like a transparent thought ; palpitating temples ;

dreamy blue eyes, fine folding eyelids of alabaster veined
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with azure, which half concealed the eyeball ;
a Grecian-

shaped nose in a line with the forehead, its extremity

terminated by the rising of the muscle between the

rose-coloured wings of the nostrils
;
the lips closed, as

though after a smile, and gradually resuming their usual

expression of gravity ;
a fine delicate skin

;
a complexion

in the fresh flower, which she had brought from her na-

tive hills, and which, according to the testimony of her

contemporaries, neither time nor sorrow ever faded
;
an

expression so varying that it possessed as many shades

as the sentiments of the female soul
;
the bust worthy of

supporting such a head, the wide, falling shoulders, the

full bosom, the slender waist, everything that contri-

butes to the dignity and harmony of motion or attitude,

and gives to the female figure, when standing erect, an

illimitable loveliness making her image seem in our

eyes to fill all space, and reach even to heaven. It is

this imaginative illusion which gives to Madame de Se-

vigne in her portraits something beyond the ordinary

standard of nature. We feel that the painter, enthu-

siastic as a lover, has spread an atmosphere of irradia-

tion about her form ; he has not delineated bounded

outlines, but has given us an infinitely poetical arid in-

tangible impression of beauty.

Such was the physiognomy whose varying attractions

at eighteen, and even after forty years of age, stamped
themselves imperishably upon the memory of those who

had once seen Madame de Sevigne, were it only for an

hour. There was but one opinion at court as regarded
this wonder of the house of Coulanges. The adulation

of the world produced no change in the young girl's

modest deportment : in the solitude of her early days at

Livry, in the study of serious books, and in the society of

philosophers and Jansenists, who were her uncle's friends
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and neighbours, she had contracted a precocious power
of reflection, a solid piety, a taste for intellectual pur-

suits, and grave reflection, which were more likely to

render her a second Heloise in the house of Fulbert than

an evanescent favourite in a fickle court. Her name, her

personal beauty, her fortune of three hundred thousand

francs (a considerable sum at that epoch), her title of

only daughter, which permitted the candidates for her

hand to hope for her preference only through her heart,

induced the sons of many of the noblest houses in Prance

to seek her alliance ;
but her choice fell upon Henri de

Sevigne, or Sevigny, a young gentleman of Brittany, the

relative and protege of Cardinal de Retz. The Abbe de

Coulanges, although a man of severe life, was united by
the law of subordination and obedience to the coadjutor

of the Archbishop of Paris. The giddy, debauched, and

factious Cardinal de Retz, ever wavering between petty

intrigue, great ambition, and the voluptuous licentious-

ness of his age, was the mitred Alcibiades of the Fronde ;

it was impossible not to love him, but at the same time

he was despised as a child to whom fortune for his

amusement had assigned the nation, the Parliament, the

Court, and the Church, and all of which he treated as a

plaything. Nevertheless a certain popularity attached to

his name by the Fronde, and a portion of respect paid

by the Church to his ecclesiastical title, gave him at that

time some consideration in the world ;
his sportive and

fascinating wit covered the inconsistencies in his cha-

racter; his fortune was believed in after it was dissi-

pated. The Abbe de Coulanges entertained sanguine

hopes for a young soldier patronized by the future Arch-

bishop of Paris. Cardinal de Retz possessed genius suf-

ficient to have raised himself to the rank of Richelieu or

Mazarin, if he had not ruined his great expectations by
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engaging in small intrigues. Mademoiselle de Chantal

saw only in the Marquis Henri de Sevigne a handsome

face, a romantic courage, a martial elegance, a distin-

guished name at court, and an admiration for herself,

with which she inspired all the youth of her time, but

which she herself only felt towards him. But these at-

tractions of the Marquis de Sevigne concealed, if not

vices, unstable qualities of heart, habits and character

which could settle down to nothing, not even to hap-

piness. The first experience of this young female, so

worthy of constancy in a husband, exposed her to the

trial of an affection ardent on her side, but light and

fleeting on that of Monsieur de Sevigne. Bussy says in

his Memoirs :

" He carried on amours in every direction,

and never with any one to be compared with his wife ;

he respected without loving her ; and she, on the con-

trary, loved him without the power to respect."

Marriage launched her into a new world. Factions,

decapitated by the axe of Cardinal Richelieu, had, after

his death, reunited and resuscitated their bleeding frag-

ments in civil war. Richelieu had sown vengeance with

blood : such is the natural consequence of terror. His

executions are thought to have extinguished parties by
means of punishment; on the contrary, he rendered them

desperate, and therefore more implacable and more na-

tional : princes, nobles, the Parliament and the people

flew to civil seditions, and took refuge in rebel armies

from the scaffold and tyranny with which this Sylla of

the scarlet robe had long terrified and overwhelmed

them.

Mazarin, a thousand times an abler politician, because

more inclined to peace and more humane, is considered

by vulgar estimation a man of less colossal proportions

than Richelieu, because the rule of policy makes less
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noise than the domination of terror, and the shallow-

minded feel more reverence for force than wisdom ; but

in the judgment of philosophers and statesmen, Mazarin

was the great minister, while Richelieu was the great

avenger. The constant attachment of Anne of Austria

to this counsellor of her regency, the dictatorship with

which she invested him in the government as well as

over her heart, the alternately firm and supple ability of

this Italian himself, adopting no party, but acting as the

neutralizer of all, the art with which he balanced one

against the other, and concluded, after not only van-

quishing, but binding them hand and foot, by carrying

them repentant, submissive, and obedient to the feet of a

king but fourteen years of age, is a consummate master-

piece in the art of government.
It is precisely because this deep diplomacy, profound

intelligence, accuracy of aim, power of negotiation, mo-

deration, firmness, and patience, form such a complicated

character, that it is not yet understood
;
but it will be

thoroughly appreciated : the name of Mazarin will rule

the age of Louis XIV., for he equally made the king and

the reign ; and when he died in his bed at Vincennes,

still holding the reins of empire in his hands, he sur-

rendered Prance to the pupil of his genius as a father

gives up to his son his office of guardian : factions were

dissipated, the disaffected had become changed into

courtiers, and thus closed the account of his guardian-

ship with the kingdom of France. How blind to their

own interest are the people who esteem Richelieu and

do not understand Mazarin !

Let opinion be as it may on this point, when Madame
de Sevigne entered the world, Mazarin, who still reigned,

had so pacified the country, that all civil, feudal, or

parliamentary cabals had merged into simple factions of
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wit, letters, and taste. The literary genius of the age

sprang from the general security ; talent had time and

freedom to increase and multiply beneath so mild a rule.

That the reign of intellect should recommence at the

close of each long interval or impediment produced by
war or revolution, is a law incidental to the human fa-

culties. Civil agitations give to the ideas and imagi-
nations of men repercussion, exercise, and impetuosity.

The democratic convulsions of Athens were followed by
the age of Pericles

; the Roman proscriptions and the

useless murder of Caesar were succeeded by the reign of

Augustus ;
the convulsions of the Italian republics by

the rule of the Medici ; after the League and the Fronde

(the feudal wars of France) came the age of Louis XIV.;
and finally, in our own days, the struggles of liberty, the

overthrow of Europe, and the restoration (so salutary to

literature) of the Bourbons, have caused an intellectual

revival throughout the Continent, a revival short as the

Restoration, but one which will bequeath great names to

posterity. Let us examine the birth of this literary age
of Louis XIV., and inquire from whence sprang the

glory that shone around his cradle.

The men and women recently born or verging on the

close of life, who from the commencement of the century

formed the chosen band of intellectual giants, were

Malherbe, Corneille, Voiture, the first Balzac, Saint-Evre-

mond, Sarrazin, Chapelain, Pelisson, Pascal, Bossuet,

Moliere, La Fontaine, Fenelon, Boileau, Racine, Flechier,

Bourdaloue, La Rochefoucauld, La Bruyere, Chaulieu,

Madame de la Fayette, the Marchioness de Sable, the

Duchess de Longueville, Madame de Cornuel, and lastly,

Madame de Sevigne herself, still in the freshness of early

youth, dazzled by all the brilliancy that shone around her,

and never imagining that her undistinguished name, ap-
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parently lost amidst the crowd, should at a future date

survive almost all the great illustrators of the age we

have here enumerated.

A young female of Italian origin, belonging to the

Florentine house of Savelli, related to the Medici, the

allies of our kings, had introduced into France the

sentiment, delicacy, and refinement of Italian poetry ;

this lady was the wife of the Marquis de Rambouillet, a

nobleman of high rank, an ambassador, and a courtier.

Madame de Rambouillet married at sixteen, and still

young and beautiful, possessed a daughter of fifteen,

who resembled much more her sister than her child.

The mother had inspired her with the same passion for

letters and imaginative poetry that she herself had in-

haled with the breezes of the Arno and amidst the hills

of Tuscany : the young lady's name was Julie d'An-

gennes, an appellation since then entwined with gar-

lands of verse. The memories and thoughts of these two

women were deeply imbued with the stanzas of Tasso

and Ariosto, the triplets of Dante, and the sonnets of

Petrarch
; they sought to prolong on this side of the

Alps, in a language till that moment incomplete, the

echoes of these divine poets, themselves the echoes of

diviner originals who sang in the Augustan age. A simi-

larity of leisure and taste, in reading and conversation

on intellectual subjects, attracted to their house all the

men and women of the court and city who desired

to cultivate their imaginations. These two ladies held

their court of wit at the Hotel de Rambouillet, in the

Place du Carrousel, side by side with the palace where

Louis XIV. held his court of politics, ambition, and

favour. The house of Madame de Rambouillet became

the academy for the delicate and inquisitive ; such was

the denomination at that time bestowed upon those who,
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without following letters as a profession, drew around

them assemblies of all that was most eminent amongst
the poets, prose writers, and official graduates of the

day.* Up to the present date these assemblies are to be

found in Paris as they were of old in Rome, Athens,

and Florence, presided over by women of superior culti-

vation and refined grace, and in which fashion and lite-

rature meet for mutual improvement and information.

There, in the noble emulation of mental enjoyments,

and in an agreeable uniformity of worship for everything

connected with intellect, are equaUy mixed those who

admire with those who cultivate; some are attracted

by the love of approbation, others by the desire to ap-

plaud, and not a few by the vanity of criticism. They
form as a whole a preliminary focus, the precursor of the

great centre of the age a foretaste of public opinion

and the vestibule of fame. Thus the much-calumniated

Lucretia Borgia, in Rome
;
Eleonora d'Este, at Ferrara ;

Vittoria Colonna, at Naples ; Madame de Rambouillet,

at Paris, during the minority of Louis XIV.
; Madame

de Maintenon, in the old-age of the same king ; Madame
du Deffant and Madame Geoffrin, under the reign of

Louis XV. ;
the Duchess d'Anville, during that of Louis

XVI.
;
Madame de Stae'l, in her exile during the Em-

pire ; Madame de Montcalm, Madame the Duchess de

Broglie, Madame de Saint-Aulaire, Madame de Duras,

under the Restoration
;
Madame Recamier, beneath the

sway of the Directory, and afterwards under the three

following reigns, up to our own days ; and many others

whose names we are interdicted by friendship from men-

* The Blue-stocking reunions at Mrs. Montague's, in London, of a

later date, appear to have been suggested by, and to form something
like imitations of, these literary coteries at the hotel of Madame de

Eambouillet. THANSL .

VOL. III. F
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tioning, have formed an elective female dynasty who have

drawn the choicest spirits of their epoch around them by
the sole attraction of their superiority and fascination.

In this manner they have perpetuated their line from cen-

tury to century without interruption, save by the recur-

rence of great civil convulsions and those abject periods

when the world seems possessed by the frenzy of gold,

and all the nobler passions of the soul are banished into

shadow and silence. Such epochs have had but short

duration ;
the eclipse of thought upon earth resembling

the eclipse of light in the heavens. We can enumerate

but three in France: the regency of the Duke of Orleans

after the reign of Louis XIV. ; the rule of the Directory

after the Reign of Terror in 1793; and the present

period, which hurries to enjoy itself in the fear of being

surprised between two speculations, by a recurrence of

the overthrows which have shaken the world to its foun-

dations.

Madame de Sevigne, introduced by her husband to

the drawing-room of Madame de Rambouillet, carried

thither all that could prove seductive to herself, while it

charmed the society into which she was welcomed: youth,

overflowing with life and beaming with the freshness of

morning ; resplendent beauty, without the least wish to

dazzle or eclipse others
; finally, an education beyond

her age and sex, imbibed in the studious solitude of

Livry : a tincture of the dead languages sufficient for

the enjoyment of Homer and Virgil ;
a memory stored

with the most exquisite masterpieces of Tasso and

Ariosto, and a premature taste which, without taming
her enthusiasm, soon gave her a power of discrimination

which is generally the fruit of gradual experience. So

many personal charms, and so much intellectual capacity,

rendered her in a short space of time an object of general
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admiration to the circle in which she moved; she in-

spired friendship in the women, a sentiment of protec-

tion in the old men, and a warm passion of love in the

younger and more inflammable portion of the community.
The license of manners encouraged by the publicity of

the King's amours, and the still living traditions of the

Fronde, when princesses were the seductive implements
of factions

;
even the example of the Marquis de Sevigne,

a fickle lover and inconstant husband, would have ex-

cused his young wife in forming any of the liaisons then

countenanced by the lax regulations of society ; but from

these she was preserved equally by virtue and the faithful

love she bore her husband : her name, so often loudly

sung as the theme of poets, was never uttered in the

secret whisperings of the amorous chronicle of the court.

In the passionate accents of her adorers she heard only

agreeable speeches which flattered her ear without reach-

ing her heart. Equally uninfluenced by pride or osten-

tation, she remained pure in the midst of corruption ; all

the poets of her time attest the absence of feelings which

would have been so natural in her position when they

accuse her of coldness. Such chastity was a rare excep-

tion in that voluptuous age ; but she was unyielding

without austerity ;
she seemed to solicit pardon rather

than homage for her superior virtue
; she played with

the passions she inspired, without suffering herself to be

even slightly grazed by them, and inhaled only the va-

pour of all the idolatry that lighted incense at her feet.

La Fontaine, Montreuil, Menage, Segrais, Saint-Pavin,

Benserade, and Racan have lauded her in emulative

rivalry; the first addressed the following epigram to her

upon the occasion of her appearing in some game with

her eyes covered :

F 2
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" In every way the power to please you prove :

Each, changing aspect adds another grace.

With bandaged eyes you seem the God of Love ;

His mother, when those eyes illume the face."

The Count du Lude and the Count de Bussy-Rabutin,
the two most seductive men of the court, professed an

adoration which flattered her, but which her love for her

husband at once deprived of every hope of success. The

Count du Lude, a noble and generous spirit, estimated

her more highly for her virtue; Bussy-Rabutin, who

was her cousin, never forgave such indifference. Pos-

sessed of all the vain weaknesses which overpower the

better feelings, his rejected love changed into bitter and

implacable hatred
;
from the public adorer of his cousin

he became an anonymous pamphleteer in his
'

Histoire

Amoureuse des Gaules,' and endeavoured in the most

despicable manner to tarnish the virtue over which he

was unable to triumph.

Madame de Sevigne's fondest aspiration, in the midst

of this atmosphere of praise, was to retire with the hus-

band of her choice to a solitary and peaceful country life,

far removed from the vanities and temptations of Paris.

She succeeded in the spring of 1645 in enticing the

Marquis de Sevigne to one of his estates in Brittany, in

the neighbourhood of Vitre. This property, which had

long been neglected, was called "Les Rochers." The old

chateau became the home of her short-lived happiness,

as Bourbilly had been that of her cradle. The spot re-

called the abode of her infancy ;
its entangled gardens

and crumbling walls attested the long absence of the

owners, and the horizon bounded alike the view, the

thoughts, and desires. The chateau was raised upon an

eminence, at the base of which murmured a small river,

following its course between blocks of granite rendered
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verdant by shrubs
; the few openings were darkened by

the sleeping shadows of chestnuts, oaks, and beeches ;

cultivated fields and green lawns dyed with the golden
blossoms of the broom were bordered by hedges of holly

and thorn; wide plains lay to the left, bounded by a

curtain of fog, through which occasionally glistened the

rays of the sun or the surface of some pond : the me-

lancholy of the spot communicated itself to the mind ;

vestiges of former magnificence gave the house, notwith-

standing, a stamp of antiquity and nobility. On the

side of Vitre were long avenues planted with rows of old

trees and paved with large blocks of broken and moul-

dering stone ; the building was and is still composed of

a low keep, flanked by two towers, the cornices of which

were ornamented with heads of monsters roughly sculp-

tured in stone
;
a third tower contained the winding

staircase, which was traversed at intervals by a ray of

light falling obliquely through loopholes in the massive

walls ; large bare halls, whose vaulted ceilings were sup-

ported by black beams, welcomed the young couple.
Here they lived for several years, in a retirement which

Madame de Sevigne occupied in the cares of affection,

and her husband in seeking to re-establish his fortune,

and to attain the distinctions which his native province
could offer to a gentleman of high military rank.

In the month of March, 1647, Madame de Sevigne

gave birth to a son at "the Rocks," who inherited his

mother's heart and genius, and who, though not the

passion, formed at least the amusement and consolation

of her life. The following year bestowed upon her a

daughter, who afterwards became Madame de Grignan,
and who has been immortalized by her mother's ten-

derness. M. de Sevigne, having been recalled to the

army by the last war of the Fronde, induced his wife to
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return to Paris, which she reached with her two children

at the same moment that the Regent, Anne of Austria,

made her triumphal entry with the young king under

the protection of Mazarin.

Civil war had contaminated cities with the military

licentiousness of camps. The Marquis de Sevigne formed

an attachment for a celebrated beauty, whose existence

at Paris recalled that of the renowned historical cour-

tesans of Athens and Rome. Their profession, with all

its shameful conditions, was admissible to pagan civiliza-

tion, but quite incompatible with the Christianity which

a little later assumed such austere habits. The open

outrage to public propriety committed by two women
almost contemporaries, Marion de Lorme and Ninon de

Lenclos, can only be accounted for by the consideration

of two historical points the introduction of Italian li-

cense at court by the Medici and their attendants, and

the depraved habits which the French aristocracy had

contracted by association with the camp, and from the

camp had transplanted to the city. Ninon was the

daughter of a gentleman of Touraine named Lenclos ;

her early developed beauty was brought to perfection by
the education of a depraved father, who taught her that

all excellence consisted in the art of seduction ; he in-

troduced her to the noblest and most refined circles of

Paris, amongst which she exhibited herself from very

early infancy as a musician and dancer. Her uncon-

trolled spirit, inconstant affections, and unchecked philo-

sophy, rendered her an object of attraction to every un-

principled libertine of the time. She never sold herself,

but bestowed her favours voluntarily on many; thus

boldly casting aside modesty, to maintain her
liberty.

This reserve of independence in vice, and affectation of

sentiment in license, gained her admission into the un-



MADAME DE S&VIGNE. 71

scrupulous circles of men of letters, and tlie less parti-

cular society of women who valued wit and beauty more

than virtue. She constantly frequented the house of the

poet Scarron, which then formed the centre of light lite-

rature; and the young and beautiful orphan of the house

of Aubigne, espoused to Scarron, became her friend.

This strange bond continued to exist even after the

death of Scarron ;
and the historian is overwhelmed with

astonishment when he discovers the young, pious, and ir-

reproachable widow, destined a few years later to ascend

the couch of Louis XIV. as his wedded wife, sharing the

lodging, the society, and sometimes the bed of Ninon

the courtesan.

The Count of Bussy-Rabutin, in order to detach his

cousin's heart from her husband, that he himself might
become her consoler and seducer, informed Madame de

Sevigne of M. de Sevigne's passion for Ninon. The grief

of the faithful wife almost broke her heart, but did not

incline it to yield to the seductive artifices of De Bussy ;

she indignantly closed her doors against him, and feigned

disbelief of her husband's infidelity. The memoirs of

that period say,
"
Sevigne is not an honest man ; he de-

stroys the happiness of his wife, who is the best and

most forgiving woman in Paris."

In order to save the wreck of his niece's fortune, and

to secure something for her children, the Abbe de Cou-

langes induced her to make an arrangement for separate

maintenance
; but, while she took this precaution, she

became security for a large sum, comprising the entire

debts of her husband at that period, and then retired to

"the Rocks" with her two children, leaving the Marquis
to the free enjoyment of his irregular life.

This volatile sensualist had attached himself to another

celebrated beauty, the rival of Ninon, Madame de Gon-
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dran, but better known by the more familiar appellation

of Lolo. The Chevalier d'Albret, a younger son of the

house of Miossens, disputed his conquest. Sevigne tri-

umphed by the combined power of prodigality and pas-

sion. This rivalship excited much conversation in Paris ;

a duel was predicted, and some friends wrote prema-

turely to Madame de Sevigne at
"
the Rocks," informing

her that her husband had been wounded by his oppo-
nent. She addressed him in a letter of grief, despair, and

pardon. Report had anticipated matters
;
the duel was

put off, and through this accident De Sevigne received

the tender reproaches and last farewell of the being whose

happiness he had betrayed for a caprice.

The day appointed for the duel arrived ; the proceed-

ings were courtly and chivalrous
;
the two combatants

explained and embraced, before drawing their swords to

satisfy a barbarous usage which France calls honour.

Sevigne received a mortal wound, and died in the

twenty-seventh year of his age and the flower of his life.

His wife, who admitted his youth, his gay tempera-

ment, and the customs of the time, as an excuse for all

his conduct, with difficulty survived the intelligence of

this sad catastrophe, and flew to Paris in order to gain

possession of every beloved relic; but nothing of her

husband remained to her save proofs of his inconstancy.

She was compelled to demand the portrait and hair of him

she had so loved from Madame de Gondran (otherwise

Lolo), the cause of her affliction. Madame de Gondran

remitted to her the hair and the portrait : they were a

cruel consolation
;
and whenever the unfortunate widow

gazed on the likeness of him she had adored, his image
recalled the bitter memory of his ingratitude and aban-

donment. The grief of Madame de Sevigne was so deep
and lasting, that she never afterwards could bear the
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sight of the Chevalier d'Albret or of either of the seconds,

if by accident she saw them at a distance, without falling

into a swoon.

Sevigne had been her first love, and was destined to

be her last. Prom the moment of his death she shrouded

her heart, and interred it, as we may say, still in the full

bloom of youth and life, with the ashes of her husband.

Madame de Sevigne's soul was already filled with an-

other emotion the affection she bore her children, and

pre-eminently her daughter. She for ever renounced all

idea of a second marriage, which would have bestowed

on them another father, and shrank with horror from

contemplating that the cherished fruits of her only love

should be rivalled in her affection by the offspring of a

future union. She devoted herself exclusively to their

happiness, welfare, and education : the wife existed no

longer; nothing remained but the mother. She wrote

thus in old-age :

"
I have effaced from my memory every

date of my life save those of my marriage and widow-

hood." Beneath the protection of her uncle, the kind

Abbe de Coulanges, she occupied many long years in

endeavouring to retrieve the moderate fortune which her

husband's extravagance had nearly ruined, and in the

rural management of the estates of Bourbilly and "
the

Rocks." She passed half the year with the Abbe de Cou-

langes at his own country residence ; the rest in Paris

or at Livry, the cherished home of her youth. She had

relaxed without severing the ties which united her with

the world. She foresaw that her son would require pa-

trons at court, and her daughter a husband suited to her

birth
; she therefore continued to cultivate every friend-

ship likely to prove advantageous to her children. Her
sound judgment induced her to form no connection with

those who belonged to extreme parties. She believed her-
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self possessed of no right to dispose of her own destiny

while that of her son and daughter was unfixed. She

remained in the world from a sense of duty, and con-

tinued amiable from virtue and natural inclination. So-

ciety, which had received her with such universal enthu-

siasm, passionately regretted her absence
;
she enjoyed

and retained a large amount of popularity in the court

and drawing-room, inasmuch as she had entered them

with a disengaged heart, and had asked only for friend-

ship.

It was during this epoch that she reckoned amongst
her friends the most celebrated men and remarkable

women of a period abounding with illustrious names.

In the addresses of her letters may be found a catalogue

of all the high reputations, the most exalted merit, and

the most elevated greatness of her time : the Prince de

Conde
;
the Duke de Rohan ; the Count du Lude, ever

in love, though always repulsed ; Menage ; Marigny ; the

Cardinal de Retz ; Montmorency ; Brissac ;
Bellievre ;

Montresor ; Chateaubriand ; De Chaulnes ; Caumartin ;

D'Hacqueville ; Corbinelli; the two Arnaults, the fathers

of Jansenism ; Pascal, their apostle ; D'Humieres ; D'Ar-

genteuil; Bussy, ever amorous, ever importunate, and

often perfidious through resentment ; Sablonniere
; the

Scotchman Montrose, the heroic martyr of his proscribed

king; the Duchess de Longueville, the disheartened spirit

of the Fronde, which had been extinguished in spite of

all her efforts to revive it ; the Duchess de Lesdiguieres;

the Duchess de Montbazon ; the Princess Palatine, for

whom Cinq-Mars had died upon the scaffold ; Madame
Henriette de Coulanges, the sister of the Abbe ; Madame
de Lavardin ;

Madame de Maintenon ; Mademoiselle de

la Valliere
; Madame de Montespan ; Mademoiselle de

Lavergne; Henriette d'Angennes, who had become the
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Countess d'Olonne, and was then celebrated for her

beauty and afterwards for her irregularities ;
Madame de

la Fayette, the friend of the great Duke de la Rochefou-

cauld, the author of the
' Maxims ;' Rochefoucauld him-

self, the fastidious judge and sovereign arbiter of preten-

sion and elegance ; De Vardes ; Turenne ; Bossuet
;
Cor-

neille ; Fenelon
;
Racine ; Moliere ; La Fontaine ; Boi-

leau, all of whom appeared and disappeared by turns

on the horizon of this stupendous age. Such was the

society in which Madame de Sevigne passed her entire

life
; such were her friends and correspondents, or the

subjects of her epistolary compositions. If a past cen-

tury, revivified in her letters, owes much to the charni

which her pen has shed over it, it cannot be denied that

her letters are indebted to the unparalleled interest of

the period to which they refer.

Several of the men we have named, who were still

young and had already become illustrious, earnestly en-

deavoured to efface the memory of her husband from the

heart of the beautiful widow; amongst others, the Prince

de Conti and the Superintendent- General of Finances,

the all-powerful Fouquet, besieged her with their ad-

dresses
; but Fouquet appears to be the only exception

who ever produced the slightest impression upon her

heart. Young, handsome, respectfully observant of forms,

aspiring in mind, with the treasures of France as com-

pletely at his disposal as they had ever been under

Richelieu or Mazarin, holding the reins of government
in his own hands, sufficiently powerful to become an ob-

ject of well-founded suspicion to his young sovereign,

audacious enough to rival the King in love, Fouquet

professed himself openly the ardent adorer of Madame
de Sevigne. If she did not reciprocate, she at least felt

grateful for a homage, the eclat of which obliterated so
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many others. To be the ruling passion of a man who

was the object of the thoughts, love, and ambition of

every lady of the court, induced Madame de Sevigne to

pardon the boldness both of his public and private wor-

ship. This is the only instance during her long widow-

hood in which we can discover the slightest return of

feeling for ah
1

the tender sentiments she inspired with-

out rewarding them with encouragement ;
it forms also

the peculiar misfortune of Fouquet, that he only should

have been able to penetrate the surface of the tender

sentiments which lay buried in the depths of Madame
de Sevigne's soul. If she had ever really loved him, her

preference only revealed itself in the tears she shed for

the subsequent calamities of a man whom she had never

acknowledged by any title more warm than that of friend.

The blow which fell upon the ambitious minister was

for a long time suspended over his head ; the dissimu-

lation necessary to kings, inculcated by Mazarin in his

last words on his death-bed, upon Louis XIV., slowly

and secretly prepared everything to prevent the rebound

of the coming shock from shaking the throne. Colbert,

a man of honest and firm intentions, but also servile,

ungrateful, and envious, was the King's sole confidant.

During the last months of Mazarin's existence, Colbert,

although the creature of Pouquet, and intimately ac-

quainted with his affairs, betrayed, in a secret letter to

Mazarin, the embezzlements and alteration of figures in

his accounts, by means of which Rmquet concealed the

true stater of the public exchequer. This denunciation

by Colbert aroused the attention of Mazarin, but his

death prevented the examination of the offence. Louis

XIV., instructed by Mazarin, suspected Fouquet of pecu-
lation without daring to accuse him

; the urgent neces-

sities of the public finance withheld him from examining
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too closely the conduct of his Superintendent, whose able

speculations had alone supplied at the beginning of his

reign the resources that were absolutely required for the

administration of the kingdom and the luxuries of the

court.

But Louis XIV. doubted more than Fouquet's ho-

nesty in pecuniary matters : he disbelieved his political

fidelity, and thought him capable of exciting fresh fac-

tions against his master, in order that he might gain un-

disputed possession of the administration of affairs and

become another Richelieu under a second Louis XIII. ;

or a leader of faction against a court of which he was

no longer the prime minister. Everything indicates that

these suspicions were well founded; and if there was not

sufficient evidence to warrant Fouquet's downfall, his

conduct was doubtful enough to place the King upon his

guard and to justify Louis in anticipating one blow by
another. Ladies and poets in the pay of the Minister

wept his disgrace; but judges and statesmen have ab-

solved the King from the charge of ingratitude. Fouquet

displayed riches and magnificence drawn from a source

too inexhaustible to be a pure one
; by gifts, pensions,

and regal donations he bought every man and woman
who could gain for him dominion over the thoughts and

even the amours of his master; he organized a party

ready at any time to form itself into a league against the

State. The papers and boxes found after his imprison-

ment in his house at Vaux enclosed the tariff of his cor-

ruptions, and the scale by which he had purchased his

culpable popularity. Not content with the possession of

several fortresses in the kingdom, he fortified Belle-Isle,

on the coast of Brittany, to form a solid basis of opera-

tions, and an impregnable retreat in which to carry out

his designs ;
he even had the audacity to tempt the am-
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bition of Anne of Austria, the young King's mother, and

made a proposition to her that they should mutually

control the cabinet. He also negotiated with Cardinal

de Retz the price of his resignation of the Archbishopric

of Paris, that he might obtain the entire control of the

clergy, as he already domineered over the court. His

post of Attorney-General to the Parliament of Paris,

which he had the precaution to retain, bestowed on him

the privilege of being judged only by the Parliament,

whose favour, ever to be obtained by sedition and in-

trigue, he was certain of possessing. Therefore, to secure

his downfall, it became necessary to deceive him, and by

holding out the bait of a still higher honour, to obtain

his abandonment of his parliamentary office. The King
succeeded, by overwhelming him with expectations and

leading him to consider his inferior functions incom-

patible ..with those to which he was about to be ap-

pointed. It was likewise requisite to use against him,

in the form of an accusation, the means by which, at a

remote period, he had gained and placed in the treasury

the millions required for the public expenses, and which

his unprincipled speculation in the funds and on the

exchange had alone enabled him to accumulate. A par-

ticular circumstance, without being the actual cause, hur-

ried on the catastrophe.

At a fete given to Louis XIV. by his Superintendent
at the Chateau de Vaux, while the young King was tra-

versing the private apartments of this magnificent dwell-

ing, he entered a cabinet of pictures, and his eye fell

upon a portrait of Mademoiselle de la Valliere, the well-

known object of his first passion. Fouquet had been

bold enough to love her, and had dared to have her por-

trait taken. The King, insulted by this profanation of

his own attachment, in the meantime concealed his anger ;
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the fitting hour for it to burst forth had not yet arrived.

Fouquet was warned by his mother, through the Duchess

de Chevreuse, to distrust the feigned security which sur-

rounded him. The King redoubled his favour and his

false professions, in order to lull the Minister's alarms.

Fouquet, not knowing whether to believe or suspect, was

undecided as to taking refuge in Italy, or seeking se-

curity in Belle-Isle. In this perplexity he set out for

Nantes, and there, beyond the reach of the Parliament

and far from Paris, the King resolved to have him ar-

rested. Scarcely had Fouquet set out, before Louis (sus-

picious of all the instruments of his authority, who might

perhaps be in the pay of the Superintendent) summoned

to his presence an obscure officer of his guard, and gave
him an order to arrest Fouquet upon his arrival at Nantes.

The officer departed with six trusty companions, reached

Nantes before the Minister, and carried him back as a

prisoner to Paris. His papers, seized and brought to the

King, were examined by him alone, and revealed at full

the plots, intrigues, and unbounded ambition of Fouquet.
It has been said that the name of Madame de Sevigne

appeared amongst those of the ladies whom he enume-

rated as friends, and upon whom he intended to lavish

all the favour of his personal attachment and political

power. It is to this discovery, of which Madame de Se-

vigne remained in utter ignorance, that we attribute the

coldness which Louis always displayed towards her, the

most eminent woman of his age. There were two things

which he never freely forgave in those who constituted his

immediate circle, of either sex
; the sin of having been

connected with the Fronde, and the crime of possessing

brilliant superiority of mind. All celebrity which was

not employed to elevate his own, obscured it. He encou-

raged talent only when he could encase it as an ornament
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in his crown, and he considered flattery the first obliga-

tion of genius.

Though Madame de Sevigne was a courtier, her heart

was not servile, and the misfortunes of Fouquet only

tended to increase her feelings of attachment and grati-

tude; nor did she sacrifice any portion of her sorrow

and pity from complacency for the opinions of the King.

The disgrace of the Superintendent excited so tender and

bold an interest in her breast, that she ventured to mur-

mur and even to oppose his persecutors. She joined the

league of fidelity and misfortune which followed Fouquet

into the presence of his judges, and even to his perpetual

imprisonment. It was the warmth of this sentiment which

first brought forth her epistolary powers in her daily cor-

respondence with the friends of her friend. Friendship

revealed her talent to herself; everything, even fame, came

from a pure source, in a heart formed only for gentle

emotions. Her expressions concerning Fouquet exhibit

a tone of tenderness and natural feeling which we seek

in vain in the rest of her correspondence. The accents

of such tender pity for the unfortunate are so strongly

conveyed, that we may almost imagine them the voice of

subdued love.

At this period Louis XIV. had not attained the tyran-

nical despotism which afterwards induced him to proscribe

many without trial. He caused the conduct of his minister

to be examined by men who, if not independent judges,

were at least commissioners reputed to exercise freedom of

opinion. The trial was long, difficult, and full of turnings

and windings, revelations, hope, and alternations of terror

and despair. Madame de Sevigne followed all its phases

with the anxiety of a friend sincerely attached to the ac-

cused, and seeking to support and encourage him with

her presence, her influence and attachment, when before
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his judges. The private papers found at his house con-

tained an intimate but perfectly innocent correspondence

between the attractive woman and the tender-hearted

minister. This discovery, which made known many im-

portant secrets and alarmed a host who were implicated,

surprised without disconcerting Madame de Sevigrie.

With the security of an innocent conscience, she braved

the public murmur raised against her upon the reading

of her letters, and wrote as follows to M. de Pomponne,
a member of the pious family of the Arnaulds, and a

friend and neighbour of her uncle the Abbe de Coulanges.
" There is nothing truer than that friendship increases

where the feeling of interest is mutual. You have writ-

ten to me so kindly upon this topic, that I cannot reply

more appropriately than by assuring you that I entertain

towards you the same sentiments that you express for

me. But what do you say to the contents of these boxes ?

could you have thought that my poor letters would have

been found in such a mysterious place ? I assure you,

no matter how much credit I may gain from those who

do me the justice of believing that I have had no other

intercourse with him than this, I cannot help feeling

deeply distressed at being compelled to justify myself,

and very probably without success, in the estimation of

a thousand people who will never believe the simple

truth. I know you will fully understand the grief this

causes to a heart like mine. I conjure of you to say all

you feel
; at this moment I cannot have too many friends.

I impatiently expect the arrival of your brother [the Abbe
Arnauld d'Andilly], that I may obtain some consolation

from him under these untoward circumstances. In the

meantime I ceaselessly desire, with my whole heart, alle-

viation for the unfortunate, and I entreat of you always
to bestow upon me the solace of your friendship." Some

VOL. IIT. G
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days later she wrote to Menage :

" Thank Mademoiselle

de Scudery for remaining so courageously faithful in

her friendship for Fouquet, and for having defended me

against all calumnious insinuations upon this subject. I

wish with all my heart they would forget the existence of

the Superintendent himself."

In the letters which she wrote afterwards from her re-

treat at the Rocks, to the two Arnaulds, who were exiled

on account of Fouquet, she never calls the accused any-

thing but our dear friend. She knew that her letters

would be unsealed by the enemies of Fouquet, and she

ventured to brave them
;
she shed courageous tears for

his fate, and followed with eye and ear his position and

replies during the examinations. She wrote to M. de

Pomponne :

" Our dear and unfortunate friend has spoken

this morning for two hours, but so admirably that many
cannot help admiring him

; amongst others, M. Renard,

who remarked,
'

It must be confessed that this is an in-

comparable man.' He has never spoken so well in Parlia-

ment ;
he has more self-possession now than he has ever

shown before. He spoke upon the six millions and upon
his own expenses ; nothing can be compared with the

manner in which he treated this subject. I will write to

you on Thursday or Friday, and Heaven grant that my
letter may convey to you what I so ardently desire ! En-

treat our solitary [Arnauld] to pray for our poor friend.

. . . Our dear friend has again been summoned to the

bar. The Abbe d'Effiat saluted him in passing; he re-

turned his salute with that bright, steady glance we are

all so well acquainted with. The Abbe d'Effiat was so

touched that he became quite overpowered.
" This trial will continue throughout the whole of next

week. During the interval, the life we endure is scarcely

existence : as for me, I am so altered that I am scarcely
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recognizable, and I doubt if I shall be able to bear up
so long.

" At the bottom of my heart there is a little gleam
of hope ;

I know not whence it comes, nor whither it

will lead. It is not even enough to enable me to sleep

in peace. I only see those to whom I can speak of it,

and who entertain the same feelings with myself. She

(Madame du Plessis) hopes as I do, but without being
able to assign any reason. But why do you hope? Be-

cause I hope. Such are our mutual answers. Are they

not very reasonable ones ? If we should obtain such a

verdict as we wish for, the completion of my joy will be

to send a messenger at full speed on horseback to con-

vey the agreeable intelligence to you ;
and the delight of

imagining your happiness will drown my own." Again
she writes :

"
I do not know what I shall do if this af-

fair does not terminate as I wish
; I cannot tell what will

become of me."

She proudly repeats all that was worthy, and affec-

tionately blames every imprudent word in the replies of

the accused. She deplores some impatience displayed

by Fouquet towards his judges :

" Such a deportment
is not well-timed," she said to Arnauld,

" he must cor-

rect it
;
but in truth his patience is exhausted, and I

think I should act precisely as he does, were I in the

same situation." She returned to Paris at the moment

when the fate of her friend was about to be decided;

she gave herself up exclusively to this single thought ;

she lived alternately upon hope and fear
;
she wished to

behold him for the last time when he appeared before

the tribunal; she disguised herself, concealed her face

beneath the mask then in ordinary use, to hide the pale-

ness and agitation of her features.
"
My limbs trem-

bled, and my heart beat so fast when he appeared," said

G 2
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she,
"
that I felt ready to faint." She wrote in the even-

ing :

"
I do not think he recognized me ;

but I confess

to you I was quite overcome when he entered through
the small door. If you knew the misery of having such

a heart as mine, you would pity me. I have been to see

our dear neighbour Madame de Guenegaud ; we talked

incessantly of the dear prisoner. She has seen Sappho

(Mademoiselle de Scudery), who has inspired her with

courage. As for me, tomorrow I shall again visit this

beloved friend, for I feel in want of comfort. A thousand

things are said which ought to create hope, but I possess

such a lively imagination that uncertainty is death to

me." Afterwards, indignant almost to rebellion against

the Government, she said,
"
Sympathy is great, but se-

verity is greater still." She personally solicited D'Or-

messon, the reporter of the process, as though it had been

in her own cause.

"Fouquet is a dangerous man!" said the King at his

levee, a few days before judgment was to be pronounced.
This observation contained his sentence ; nevertheless

Madame de Sevigne would not yet despair of justice and

mercy. She wrote : "All the world are interested in

this momentous affair; people can speak of nothing
else. They argue, they speculate on the result, they

count opinions upon their fingers. Some are confident
;

others fear, wish, hate, admire, are miserable or de-

spondent. In truth, my dear Sir, we are all in a most

extraordinary state of excitement. The resignation and

firmness of our beloved prisoner are divine ! He knows

each day everything that occurs, and volumes might be

written in his praise."

Who cannot recognize in these expressions a sentiment

beyond the desire of justice and the sympathy of friend-

ship ? Madame de Sevigne was more to Fouquet than
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lover or friend she was an invisible Providence, attached

to the same chains by which he was bound, and ready to

live the same life or die the same death. On the even-

ing of the 19th of December, 1664, she wrote :

"
Praise

God, Sir, and thank Him ! our poor friend is saved. I

am so happy that I am almost beside myself. ... I am

ready to expire with the fear that any other than myself
should give you the pleasure of learning the good news.

It will be a long time before the joy of yesterday can

fade away."
When Madame de Sevigrie learnt that the King had

increased the sentence of exile into perpetual imprison-
ment at Pignerol, she wrote :

" No ! this cannot spring
from such a lofty source : this unrelenting and despica-

ble vengeance could never proceed from the heart of our

master. They belie and profane his name, as you will

see. 1 will communicate to you the result/'

On Monday, the 23rd, she wrote in another tone :

"
Many hope that the sentence may be mitigated : I hope

so too. Hope has been too long my support for me to

abandon it now
;
nevertheless every time that I behold

our royal master at the court ballets, these two lines of

Tasso recur to my mind :

" ' Goffredo ascolta, e in rigida sembianza

Porge piu di timor eke di speranza.'

Meanwhile I endeavour not to be discouraged ;
we must

follow the example of our poor prisoner : he is gay and

tranquil, let us be so likewise."

Despite the sentence uttered by Louis, the conscience

of his judges could not sacrifice the head of Fouquet, and

they therefore condemned him to perpetual exile. The

King, considering the punishment too mild, and Fouquet
at liberty, too dangerous, even though removed from the

kingdom, exerted his despotic authority, and changed



86 MADAME DE

the sentence into one of imprisonment for life in the

fortress of Pignerol. There he lingered through fifteen

years, dying by degrees, forgotten by all but Madame de

Sevigne; and not an echo from the world, which had

once resounded with his name, ever pierced the walls of

his dungeon. From the severity of the chastisement, we

may judge of the fear with which the Minister had in-

spired his master. The only tender sentiment which

Madame de Sevigne entertained after her widowhood,

was buried for ever in the cell of her unfortunate friend.

Her heart, ever afterwards void of woman's affection,

was exclusively devoted to her children. She no longer

held intercourse with the world on her own account, but

merely that she might transmit its impressions to her

daughter and her friends, through the medium of her

quiescent sensibilities, like an unconcerned spectator

of the drama of life, who, gazing from the amphitheatre

upon the passing scene, describes it in a subdued tone

to those who remain outside.

Prom this period the whole of Louis XIV.'s reign is

reflected in the written conversation of a woman. Her

correspondence, unknown to herself, became the whis-

perings of history behind the scenes on which the great

drama of the world was acting. This was also the date

from which her style flowed from her heart, warm and

unaffected; and natural simplicity became unconscious

talent. Let us add a few words on this subject.

Buffon says, "The style shows the man!' Buffon has

said in this what the style ought to do rather than what

it does, for generally the style embodies the writer more

than the individual man. Art interposes itself between

the composer and that which he executes ; it is not the

man you behold, but his talent, and the highest achieve-

ment of truly great writers is to lay aside acquired talent,
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and express their own notions
; but to possess the power

of doing this, their sensibilities must be more perfect

than their art : in fact, they must be proved great rather

by the heart than by the ability. How many books are

there in each century, or indeed in all centuries, which

bear this character, and convey a more powerful impres-
sion of soul than of genius ? Three or four, perhaps.
The book almost always masks its author. Wherefore ?

Because the book is an effort of composition and intellect,

in which the author proposes some particular aim, and

in which he portrays himself, not as he is, but as he

wishes to appear. We must not search in books for

true expression ;
it is not to be found in them : yet I

mistake it is there, but only in those books which men
have written without considering them as such ; to speak

plainly, in letters. Letters contain natural ideas, books

those which are derived from education : clothing veils

the shape. In composition, as in sculpture, nothing is

really beautiful except nudity. Nature created flesh
;

man has added the artificial drapery. If you would look

upon the masterpiece, you must strip the statue : this

equally applies to the mind and the body. That which

we like in good writers is not their work, but their indi-

viduality ;
those efforts in which they most reflect them-

selves we consider their best. Who would not a thou-

sand times prefer one of Cicero's letters to one of his

orations ? or a familiar epistle of Voltaire, to one of his

laboured tragedies ? or a letter of Madame de Sevigne, to

all the romances of Mademoiselle de Scudery she whom
the former denominated Sappho, and whose fame she

gazed upon from a distance, without venturing to raise

her own ambition to a similar height ? These superior
minds have displayed great artistic talent in their pre-

meditated effusions, but genuine and natural style is
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found only in their correspondence. We again ask, why
is this ? The answer is, because in that they composed
without either the desire or effort to excel. Like Ma-

dame de Sevigne, their emotions were the result of cir-

cumstance
; they did not write, they conversed. Their

style ceased to be composition, and became the genuine
effusion of their thoughts.

Of all mental qualities, the one which appears to us

the most inexplicable is style of expression ;
and if we

sought to define it, we should endeavour to do so by its

analogy with a thing in itself as yet undefinable the

human physiognomy. We ought therefore to denominate

mode of expression, the physiognomy of the thoughts.

Examine closely any particular countenance, and try to

comprehend why it charms, repulses, or produces indif-

ference. Does the secret of this indifference, charm, or

repulsion lie in such or such a feature ? in the regular

or irregular oval of its contour ? in the outline, more

or less Grecian ? in the- prominent or sunken eyeball,

its colour or its brightness ? in the perfect or imperfect

shape of the lips, or in the shade of the complexion ?

You cannot tell; you will never be able to explain it.

The general impression is a mystery, and this mystery is

denominated physiognomy; it is the counter-stamp of

the character upon the visage ;
it is the combined and

animated assemblage of all the features, dispersed and

floating like an atmosphere of soul over the face. This

atmosphere is composed of so many hues that the man
who feels cannot disunite them. He likes or he dislikes :

herein lies the entire analysis. Opinion is not so much a

rapid impression as an instinct, infallible as the sensa-

tion we experience in plunging our hand into hot, cold,

or tepid water : while we gaze on the countenance we

feel the soul to be either warm or cold, and this is the

only conclusion we are permitted to reach.
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The same conclusion applies to writing. We know

whether it charms or wearies, warms or freezes us
;
but

it is composed of so many indefinable elements of in-

telligence, thought, and feeling, that it is as great a mys-

tery to us as the physiognomy ;
and as it resembles it

in effect, so do we find it equally impossible to analyze

the cause : rhetoricians have no more been able to teach

or grapple with it, than chemists have been permitted to

seize the principle of life pervading the elements they

elaborate ; they know what it produces, but not what it

is. And how should they obtain that knowledge ? The

writer does not comprehend it himself; it is as much a

gift of nature as the colour of his hair or the sensibility

of his feeling. Let us only enumerate a few of the many
conditions of what is called style of expression, and then

judge if it be in the power of rhetoric to create such a

union of different qualities in man or woman.

Its first requisite is truth, and language should be

shaped by internal impression, otherwise it is false in

spirit, and resembles more the performance of an arti-

ficial actor than the discourse of a man expressing what

he really feels. It must possess perspicuity, without which

meaning will be lost in the multiplication of words, and

sense embarrassed in obscurity. It must also flow with

ease, or the evident labour of the writer will oppress the

mind of the reader, and the fatigue experienced by the

one will be communicated to the other. It must have

transparency, or its depth of thought cannot be pene-

trated. It must be simple, or the understanding will be

surprised and overtasked in an effort to follow the re-

finements of expression ;
and while admiring the phrase-

ology the sense will evaporate. It should possess colour-

ing, or it will seem opaque though accurate, and the

subject will be a simple outline without light or shadow.
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It requires imagery, or the subject merely described can-

not be illustrated and become palpable to the senses. It

must be restrained, or redundancy will satiate ;
it must

be rich, for poverty of expression demonstrates absence

of imagination ;
it must be unassuming, for undue bril-

liancy dazzles
;

it must be copious, for meagreness de-

presses ;
it must be natural, for thought is disfigured by

the contortions of artifice
;
the current of ideas must be

rapid, for motion alone entrains and carries us along. It

must glow, for gentle heat is the temperature of the soul
;

it must be without effort, for that which is achieved with

difficulty becomes wearisome ;
it must change from sim-

ple to sublime, for uniformity tires
;

it must appeal to

the reason, because man is an argumentative being ;
it

must touch the passions, for the heart is passion itself;

it must converse, for reading is intercourse with the

absent and the dead; it must have the stamp of iden-

tity and the mark of individual mind, for no man bears

exact resemblance to another ; it must be lyrical, for the

soul has its music as well as the voice
;

it must weep,

for human nature has its sighs and tears
;

it must but

pages would not suffice to enumerate all the elements

which compose sfyle. No one has ever united them in

written language and with such harmony as Madame de

Sevigne ;
she ceases, then, to be a mere writer, and be-

comes an embodiment of style.

Let us now return to her life, which she has read to

all who desire to find themselves in the history of others.

While listening to her recital, we feel as though we re-

peated our own existence, because her book is not merely
a volume, but a life in itself. A single passion replaced

in her heart the absorbing affection she had felt for her

husband : this passion was her daughter. No other

woman ever was so completely a mother. If we detach
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her daughter from the soul and from the letters of

Madame de Sevigne, nothing will remain but a wide va-

cuum, without motion, warmth, or echo, in which there

is no palpitation, not even that of the heart.

By a phenomenon of maternal extinct, which bears

almost as strong a resemblance to a natural miracle as

to a prodigy of affection, the mother who had given birth

to her daughter fifteen years before, seemed to carry this

fruit of her womb still attached to the fibres of her

being : she warmed it with her own heat, vivified it with

her own life, and lived only in its existence ; vanity, am-

bition, society, friendship, the world, nature, even Deity
itself she only knew and felt but in this child. Her

daughter was the link between her and the universe :

but if the latter had vanished, and her daughter alone

had remained to her, she would not have been sensible

of the absence of the whole creation. We are bound to

admit this extravagance of maternal instinct in Madame
de Sevigne, which must be designated a species of mad-

ness, before we can thoroughly comprehend such an ab-

solute connection of existence with another, and the

utter annihilation of her own personal individuality in

that of her daughter.

The fables of antiquity present no parallel case
;
nei-

ther the 'Inferno' nor the 'Paradiso' of Dante contain

such a total identification of one being with another, such

a constant alternation of happiness and punishment,
sometimes joy and as frequently sorrow, as we shall pre-

sently find when we examine this extraordinary instance,

which we know to have occurred in living reality.

After having adored and educated her daughter during
childhood in the privacy of her solitude, Madame de

Sevigne introduced her to the society of Paris and the

court
;
and if she felt it a sacrifice to part with her trea-
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sure, her maternal pride, the holiest of all vanities, intoxi-

cated her beforehand with the anticipated rapture in-

spired by the admiration which she felt convinced would

follow her daughter's appearance in the great world. The

unselfish expectation was realized to the full extent, and

indeed merited such a result. The poetry and private

memoirs of the time express the same opinion that the

mother entertained of her daughter's charms. Menage
denominates her "

the miracle of our days ;" even the

satirist Bussy always speaks of her as
"
the prettiest girl

in France." She outshone the dazzling group of cele-

brated beauties who figured in the ballets of Louis XIV.,

during the rejoicing and festivities given at Fontainebleau.

It was generally supposed that, to the envy of her fair con-

temporaries, she would fascinate the young King himself,

and become the favourite of the opening reign. But whe-

ther it was that Louis still entertained too much of his

early resentment against the name of Sevigne, which had

been so prominently mixed up with the Fronde, whe-

ther Mademoiselle de Sevigne, so exclusively the object

of her mother's worship, felt herself placed above even

a King's addresses, or whether she possessed more of

the brilliancy which gains admiration than the charm

which creates love, the King, though courteous, remained

quite insensible to such an array of attractions.

Mademoiselle de Sevigne, who possessed a mind equal

to, but of a different mould from that of her mother, was

herself sensible that her beauty was more surprising than

seductive. She wrote thus to her mother :

" At first

sight people think me adorable, but upon further ac-

quaintance they love me no longer/' Madame de Sevigne,

whose ambition centred entirely in her daughter, aspired

to the hope that she would connect herself by marriage

with one of the most exalted names of the court. Birth,
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beauty, and fortune justified this presumption, but the

daughter's coldness, and probably the secret dislike en-

tertained by the King for her mother, banished all pre-

tenders.

" The prettiest girl in Prance presents her compliments

to you" (she wrote to her cousin Bussy) :

"
this appears

a most alluring title
;

nevertheless I am getting tired of

enjoying the honour so long." Bussy replied,
"

I recog-

nize the caprice of destiny in the difficulty of obtaining

a suitable match for the prettiest girl
in France."

" The

prettiest girl in France," rejoined her mother,
"

is more

than ever worthy of your homage, notwithstanding her

destiny is so difficult to understand that it quite con-

founds me."

The explanation of that which was such a source of

grief and humiliation to the mother, lay exclusively in the

fear entertained by all the noble families at court, of

participating in the disgrace of a woman whose youth
had been connected with political factions now ckad,

and whose present intimacy with the Arnaulds, who were

tainted with Jansenism, allied her to the new religious

sects which were beginning to spring up.

She describes these recluses with an infinite charm :

"
I returned yesterday," she says,

" from Meni, where I

had gone to see M. d'Andilly. I remained with him six

hours, during which time I participated in all the delight

afforded by the conversation of a superior man. I also

met there my uncle De Sevigne, but only for a moment.

The Port-Royal is a Thebais, a paradise, and a solitude

where all the devotion of Christianity is assembled : its

sanctity embraces the circumference of a league. There

are five or six recluses, with whom no one holds inter-

course, and who live like the penitents of Saint-Jean Cli-

maque ;
the nuns are angels upon earth ; Mademoiselle
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de Vertus passes her life here in the midst of inconceiv-

able sufferings and unmurmuring resignation ; every-

thing connected with the establishment, even to the

shepherds, waggoners, and workpeople, is of the same

modest and restrained character. I declare to you I was

enchanted at an opportunity of beholding this divine so-

litude, of which I had heard so much : it is a frightful

valley, from which the world is excluded, and the minds

of the inmates are occupied with the care of salvation

alone. I returned to Meni to sleep, and yesterday came

back here, after having again embraced M. d'Andilly as

I passed by."
Madame de Sevigne deemed it advisable to conceal

herself and daughter for a time in the solitude of her

country-seat, that the unlucky star might pass away, and

Paris be left to regret that which it no longer possessed.

She retired to Brittany, and passed an entire winter at

the Rocks. This absence, in fact, awoke the regrets

upon which her vexation had counted
;
she was assailed

by prose and verse, in which friends, admirers, and poets

lamented her departure, and entreated her return to the

centre of wit and pleasure, which had been obscured by
the withdrawal of her light. Saint-Savin, in a familiar

epistle, presented himself as the commissioned interpreter

of these regrets, and in the expression of his passion he

thus flattered her :

" Nature ne'er her task completed,
But when she thy fair daughter framed;

All other forms her power defeated,

As though she dreamily had aim'd :

Too small the earth's all-boundless sphere,

To find the matchless maid a peer."

The offended mother was deaf to the repentance of

Paris, and prolonged her sojourn at the Rocks until the
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spring ; during which time she taught herself, in the en-

joyment of reading and reflection, to do without the

world, and also occupied her leisure in nursing her for-

tune for her children, and in embellishing her residence.
"
I have had a number of small trees planted," she

wrote in one of her letters,
" and a labyrinth which no

one can find their way out of unless they possess the

clue of Ariadne. I have also bought several pieces of

land, to which I have said as usual, / shall make you
into parks, and I have managed to extend my gardens
and walks without laying out too much money."

Upon her return to Paris, after the short campaign of

Louis XIV. in Tranche-Comte, Madame de Sevigne found

the King making a scandalous display both at Compiegne
and at Paris. Without respect for the young Queen, he

scarcely concealed his amours with Mademoiselle de la

Valliere, Madame de Monaco, and Madame de Montes-

pan ; legitimatizing by public acts the children born to

him by his favourites, audaciously forcing the Parliament

to register the title of Duchess which he conferred upon

one, carrying off another from her husband, and ridding

himself of the murmurs of M. de Montespan by banish-

ing him from the capital. But the King's right divine

had become a dogma so encrusted with the servility of

courtiers, that even his defiance of laws, manners, reli-

gion, and marriage, appeared royal, and the court adored

and submitted while it blushed.

Although Madame de Sevigne was the personification

of two Italian lines of Menage :

tl:

" Donna bella, gentil, cortese e saggia,

Di castita, di fede e d' amor tempio ;"

that is to say,
"
a woman of perfect beauty, amiability

and virtue, whose soul was the sanctuary of chastity,

faith, and pure love," the corruption of example pro-
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cceded from such a high source, and vice was so con-

founded with majesty, that though her letters demon-

strate her own purity, she does not appear sufficiently

shocked by the royal proceedings. During these long

years of public depravity, she continued to follow her

daughter most anxiously through all the court festivi-

ties, and by her influence summoned around her a small

circle of men and women whose strict propriety of con-

duct was an exception to the time, and who formed a

rampart against the universal license of mind arid man-

ners. Her most intimate friends at this epoch were

Madame de Scudery, aunt of Mademoiselle de Scudery,

and like Madame de Sevigne a widow at thirty years of

age ;
she had married an old man, whom she had loved

notwithstanding the disparity of years, and following the

example of her friend had refused to form new ties ;

Madame de la Fayette, whose attachment for the Duke

de la Rochefoucauld, like a sort of tacit imputation, kept
her at a distance from Court; Madame de Guenegaud,
a relative and neighbour of the Arnaulds, at the cha-

teau of Fresnes, near Livry; and lastly the Arnaulds

themselves, the faithful friends of Fouquet, and the pa-

trons of Pascal.

She passed the summer of 1 667 in the pure and

healthy atmosphere of Fresnes.
"

I must tell you how I am situated," she wrote to

M. de Pomponne, a member of the Arnauld family, and

at that time ambassador in Sweden;
" M. d'Andilly is on

my left hand, that is to say, on the side next my heart
;

on my right is Madame de la Fayette; before me Madame
de Guenegaud, who is amusing herself with

trifling topics;

a little further off Madame de Motteville (authoress of

the
'

Memoires'), in a profound reverie; our uncle De
Cessac, whom I fear because I do not thoroughly know
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him; Madame de Caderousse ; her unmarried sister, anew
flower that you are not yet acquainted with; and, to

crown all, Mademoiselle de Sevigne : they run in and out

of the study like a swarm of bees
;

I am certain you
would be as much pleased with their society as I am."

The various portraits of this family group united the

past century with the present. D'Andilly, the head of

the family of Arnauld, almost eighty years of age, had

seen Richelieu and Mazarin, and witnessed the storms

and changes of the preceding reigns. The memoirs

which he wrote in his green old-age have afforded us

the materials for our own history.

She wrote from Livry on the 29th of April :

"
I have

had a delightful journey : I set out yesterday, early in

the morning, from Paris
;
I dined at Pomponne, where I

found our good friend Arnauld expecting me
; I would

not for the world have lost this opportunity of bidding
him farewell. I found him in a state of increased sanc-

tity that was quite marvellous
;
the nearer he approaches

death the more purified he becomes. He lectured me

very seriously ; and, carried away by zeal and friendship,

told me that I must be mad not to seek after conversion;

that I was an amiable pagan; that I made you my heart's

idol
; that this sort of idolatry was as dangerous as any

other, although it appeared less criminal in my eyes ;

and
lastly, that I should turn my thoughts to myself

and my own condition : he said all this so forcibly that

I could not find a word in reply, and at length, after a

very agreeable though very serious conversation of six

hours, I quitted him and came here, where I was greeted

by all the triumph of the month of May : the nightingale,

the cuckoo, and the linnet have opened the spring in the

forest. I have strolled about in solitude all the evening,

My thoughts have been melancholy ;
but I will not dwell

VOL. III. H
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on this subject. I have devoted a portion of my time

after dinner to writing to you in the garden, and I am

quite bewildered by the song of three or four nightingales

immediately over my head. This evening I return to

Paris to make up a packet and send it to you."
Madame de la Fayette, who possessed an erudite know-

ledge of classical languages, and commented upon Virgil

and Horace, wrote at the same time her first French ro-

mances, palpitating with the emanations of a heart which

reposes after having experienced the passion of love ;
and

while thus occupied she was filled with regret for the

absence of her friend, the Duke de la Rochefoucauld,

who, despite his infirmities, had volunteered his services

at the siege of Lille. Madame de Motteville, the confi-

dential friend of Anne of Austria, and a great annoy-
ance to the King, whose vices she too openly blamed,

retired into privacy after the death of the Queen-Mother,

and silently wrote her memoirs with the authority of one

who had been an eye-witness of all she described, but

with the discretion of a confidante, knowing when to be

silent.

Madame de Guenegaud possessed a talent for painting

which rivalled that of the best masters of her time
;
her

pictures, placed beside those of Poussin, decorated the

walls of the chapel and galleries of the Chateau de

Fresnes. The conversations of the circle touched upon
all subjects, from the conquests of the King in Flanders

to those masterpieces of composition, the
'

Misanthrope,'

the
'

Cid/ and the
f

Andromaque,' produced by Moliere,

Corneille, and Racine: the judges were worthy of the

flights of genius on which they sat in judgment.
The Peace of Aix-la-Chapelle, the building of Ver-

sailles, and the fetes given there by the King in honour

of Madame de Montespan, who, though still concealed
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in twilight, was already queen of his heart, recalled

Madame de Sevigne and her daughter to Paris. They

appeared at these festivities of 1688, the description of

which transports the imagination to the fancied enjoy-

ments of fairy-land. Mademoiselle de Sevigne occupied

a place at the King's table, and in the midst of three

hundred fair rivals, equally eager to attract a single glance

of royalty, she eclipsed all competitors. The King was

apparently dazzled; the courtiers, divining the preference

of their master, overflowed with admiration of the new

idol
;
the Duke de la Eeuillade, the King's favourite and

the object of Madame de Montespan's enmity, endea-

voured to foment the inclination which he believed he

had discovered in his master's heart for Mademoiselle de

Sevigne. The rumour circulated that she had made a

conquest of the King, and the manners of the age were

so accommodating that no one anticipated the slightest

resistance on her part. Bussy, the relative and friend of

the mother, and the natural protector of her daughter, a

gentleman proud of his birth and distinguished position,

loudly congratulated himself in his letters upon the dis-

honourable preference shown to his young cousin. He
was mistaken : beneath a feigned attention to Mademoi-

selle de Sevigne, the King concealed his true passion for

Madame de Montespan. The deception had a fortunate

influence upon the prospects of Madame de Sevigne's son.

This young man, endowed with all his father's courage
and his mother's accomplishments, occupied in Madame
de Sevigne's heart only the small portion unclaimed by
her daughter. Great passions must be concentrated :

the mother loved her son, but with the carelessness of a

heart already too full of another absorbing sentiment.

The Baron de Sevigne, who was of a light, thoughtless

temperament, endured without jealousy the coldness of

H 2
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his mother's affection, and voluntarily occupied a se-

condary place in her regard : whether it was that he

loved his mother even in her injustice, or whether the

habit, so early acquired, of feeling himself a secondary

object of affection in the family; whether, as is most pro-

bable, he was governed by that admiration for his sister

which had been enthusiastically inculcated upon him

from the cradle by all Madame de Sevigne's intimate

friends, it is certain that he complacently accommo-

dated himself to the second position. He was more of

the courtier than of the son or brother, and rather an

object of amusement and interest to his surviving parent

than the possessor of her passionate love. Neverthe-

less she carefully provided for his military career. The

sound literary education which had been bestowed by
such a superior mother placed him above the ordinary

youth of his own age. He had attained his twentieth

year, and was waiting for an opportunity of attracting

the notice of the King. This opportunity soon presented

itself.

The Turks had been engaged for four-and-twerity

years in the siege of Candia, the capital of Crete, which

was defended by the Venetians.

The old alliance which had been entered into by Trance

and Turkey to counterbalance the power of the house of

Austria, prevented Louis XIV. from sending succour to

the Venetians ; while, on the other hand, the religious

animosity which Christians entertained against the fol-

lowers of Mohammed, made his Most Christian Majesty
blush at leaving the last stronghold of Christianity in

the Mediterranean, to succumb without lifting an arm in

defence of the Cross, about to be cast down almost in

his presence. He sought to reconcile his deference for

the Pope with his political expediency, and could only
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effect this by a subterfuge alike unworthy of the legis-

lator and the Christian; but the embarrassment of his

conscience induced him to adopt it. At the same time

that he avowed amity to the Turks, he authorized his

favourite, the Duke de la Feuillade, to raise a corps of

gentlemen volunteers, and lead them to battle against

the Ottoman, under the single standard of the Cross.

The nobility of France rushed impetuously to join this

expedition of disavowed yet authorized adventurers.

The D'Aubussons, relatives of the hero of Rhodes, the

Langerons, the Beauvaus, the Fenelons, the Crequis, the

La Rochejacqueleins, the Xaintrailles, the Saint-Pauls, the

Grammonts, the Chateau-Thierrys, the Chamborants,

all enrolled themselves in this new crusade. Turenne,

a friend and admirer of Madame de Sevigne, advised

her son to commence his military career in a campaign
where religion and distance would add an additional halo

to the illusion always accompanying enterprises in the

East. The Duke de la Rochefoucauld gave Madame de

Sevigne the same counsel. The young Count de Saint-

Paul, the son of the beautiful and fascinating Duchess

de Longueville, and whose father was reputed to be the

Duke de la Rochefoucauld, raised a squadron of a hun-

dred and fifty young cavaliers, all eager for action and

renown. The Baron de Sevigne departed with the Count

de Saint-Paul. The French displayed a valour which

did honour to their nation
;
but conducted themselves

also with a degree of insubordination and impetuosity

which lost the town. They nearly all perished in sorties

against the Turkish army. The Venetians reproached
them with rashness, and they in turn reproached the

Venetians with an excess of prudence. Decimated by
the sabres of the Ottomans, they abandoned on the shores

of Candia the dead bodies of their leaders : the survivors
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re-embarked before the place fell, and left Crete to de-

plore the fatal succour which they had brought, and

which their unsteadiness had converted into ruin.

The departure of her son for an expedition so suddenly

planned and so untowardly terminated, cost Madame de

Sevigne some tears
; but they were quickly dried by a

smile from her daughter : the depths of her heart could

feel no want while this beloved child was still with her ;

even her regrets take an accent of unconcern when she

writes to her friends respecting the absence of her son.

"I believe you are ignorant," she says, "of my son's

departure for Candia with the Duke de la Feuillade and

the Count de Saint-Paul. This phantasy has taken un-

conquerable possession of his mind
; he spoke of it to the

Cardinal de Retz, to M. de Turenne, to M. de la Roche-

foucauld. You see what great people have been his

counsellors ! I have wept bitterly ;
I am deeply af-

flicted, and shall not know a moment's repose during

this voyage : I see all its perils. I am ready to expire

with apprehension; but I have had no control in the

matter : on such occasions the voice of a mother carries

little weight."

When we compare this slight mention of her son's de-

parture for a campaign in which the heroic representa-

tive of the Sevignes was about to encounter sword, fire,

water, and other many chances against his ever returning,

with the bursts of tears, anxiety, and despair which

emanated from the same woman whenever her daughter
undertook the smallest excursion at home on a rainy

day, we can easily estimate the affection entertained by
the mother for this daughter, compared with that she felt

towards her son. The son however merited more from

such a parent : upon his departure for Crete he gave

with his own hand to his mother a blank paper contain-
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ing only his signature, as a full consent to the increased

fortune it was in his power to bestow upon his sister in

furtherance of any matrimonial alliance which might take

place during his absence.

The desired yet dreaded hour which was to separate

mother and daughter at length arrived. The Count de

Grignan, one of the King's Lieutenants-general in Lan-

guedoc, a provincial nobleman of high descent and repu-

tation, about forty years of age, already twice widowed,

possessed of an understanding more solid than enlarged,

a countenance heavy rather than pleasing, and a dispo-

sition more ambitious than attractive, on the 29th of

January, 1669, married Mademoiselle de Sevigne. The

mother, in selecting M. de Grignan, in preference to a

younger man whose heart had not already borne the im-

press of two unions and been shadowed with the grief

of two losses, could have had only one aim, that of re-

taining her daughter in Paris. She flattered herself that

M. de Grignan, a favourite of the King in high estima-

tion, would quit his residence in Languedoc and accept

a place at court which had been long promised to him.

Mademoiselle de Sevigne consented, rather from obe-

dience and the weariness of waiting, than from any de-

cided inclination on her own part.

Her natural lukewarmness required no love as an ac-

companiment to marriage. Her mother had satiated her

with adoration, and her union was exclusively one of

reason and calculation.

We can easily see through the diplomacy of natural

instinct with which Madame de Sevigne endeavoured to

smooth away in her letters to her friends all the incon-

sistencies of this alliance :

'

I must inform you that the prettiest girl in France

has married, not the handsomest, but one of the most
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upright men in the kingdom. His former wives have

died in order to leave a place for my daughter, and des-

tiny in a moment of unusual kindness has also taken

away his father and his son
;

so that, possessing greater

riches than he ever did before, and uniting by birth,

connection, and excellent qualities all we could desire,

we made no hesitating terms as it is usually the custom

to do ; and we feel ourselves much indebted to the two

families which have passed away before us. The world

appears satisfied, which is much. . . . He has fortune,

rank, office, esteem, and consideration in society ; what

more should we require? I think we have come well

out of the scrape."

We perceive by these jesting and almost heartless al-

lusions to M. de Grignan's double widowhood, and to

the fortunate decease of both his father and only son,

that her joy at finding a husband for her daughter,

suited to her wishes, carried her almost beyond decency
of expression. We discover more and more, in the pe-

rusal of her correspondence, that the wit of her nature

predominated over its sentiment, and that her affections,

with the exception of that which she felt for her daugh-

ter, had no real depth of character.

The first months of Madame de Grignan's married

life realized her mother's hopes of not being separated
from her darling; they were passed in the sweet re-

tirement of Livry, which recalled to Madame de Sevigne
the happiest days of her own youth, while it still afforded

a shelter to the most felicitous period of her maturity.

All that she wrote of Livry during and after this sojourn

breathes the peace which expanded beneath the shade of

its woods. A solitary cause of annoyance tempered this

enjoyment : the Count de Grignan's youngest brother

was thrown from a restive horse in the presence of the
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young Countess, who, being enceinte, the shock caused

her to faint, and she was severely hurt by the fall. This

proved an unfortunate accident, for the evidence of emo-

tion, so natural upon witnessing the accident of a bro-

ther-in-law to whom she was attached, scandal interpreted

as a proof of criminal preference for the handsomest,

youngest, and most amiable of the two Grignans. The

world circulated these reports, poets perpetuated them

in their epigrams, and the ladies of the court, jealous of

the beauty and virtue of one of their own coterie, con-

veyed them to the ears of the King.

Madame de Sevigne, wounded where she was most

vulnerable in her daughter's good name complained
to the Duke de la Rochefoucauld and the Prince de

Conde, who from their high position had influence

enough to hush the voice of calumny ;
but the scar on

Madame de Sevigne's heart remained indelible, and she

cherished an undying resentment against those who had

propagated the injurious rumour: this indignation, which

was produced by her love, was unappeasable.
"
Yesterday I went to visit Madame de la Eayette,"

she wrote to her daughter,
" where I met Monsieur de

la Rochefoucauld. The conversation related entirely to

you, the just reason that I had to feel myself deeply

wounded, and the propriety of speaking to Mellusine

(Madame de Marans). I can assure you she will be

well repaid ; D'Hacqueville will give you an account of

the whole matter. . . . The affair of Mellusine is in

the hands of Langlade, after having passed through
those of Messieurs de la Rochefoucauld and D'Hacque-
ville. I promise you she has been well rebuked, and is

thoroughly despised by those who have the honour of

knowing her."

A more real misfortune threatened Madame de Se-
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vigne. After completely sacrificing so many desirable

points for the sole object of retaining her son-in-law at

Paris, he failed in his solicitations for an office at court,

and was nominated Lieutenant-General to the King or

Vice-Governor of Provence. This post compelled M. de

Grignan to reside at the seat of his administration ; and

Madame de Sevigne with much difficulty induced him to

leave his wife behind for her confinement. Madame de

Grignan gave birth to a daughter, who was called Made-

moiselle d'Adhemar, and who bore the promise of all

her mother's beauty and her grandmother's talent
; but

the cruel ambition of her family condemned her to a

convent in the flower of her loveliness. We discover

later that Madame de Sevigne had no power to preserve

this eldest daughter from the cloister, but she saved

Pauline, who became afterwards Madame de Simiane,

from a similar fate. Upon examination we find her using

every effort and persuasion to avert this doom.
"

I am filled with pity for the fate of your little girl

[Marie Blanche, Mademoiselle d'Adhemar], destined to

pass her life in a convent, where she will be lost to you

completely. As a preparative, you of course dare not

allow her to be removed for any interval of amusement,

lest it should unfit her for such a vocation. Truly the

child ought to possess a sad and downcast spirit who is

to be thus buried alive. ... I have replied to my dear

little Adhcmar (Marie Blanche) with sincere affection,

and told her that she may be happy if she is contented :

the poor child ! This is undoubtedly true
; but you un-

derstand me well."

Some years afterwards, on the subject of the second

daughter, Pauline, she wrote thus :

"
Love, love Pauline ! give yourself up to this enjoy-

ment, and do not submit to voluntary martyrdom by
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separation from this little creature. What do you fear ?

You do not deprive yourself of the power of placing her

in a convent some years hence, should you then judge
such a step necessary. Indulge a little in maternal love,

which ought indeed to be strong where it is the instinct

of the heart, and claimed by such a sweet candidate.

In imagination I behold our little one here before me
;

she will resemble you despite the stamp of the workman,
who has left her nose truly a strange affair ; but that

will alter for the better, and I prophesy that Pauline

will be beautiful. . . .

"
I have heard of the reception which M. de Grignan

met with in Provence. I recommend Pauline to him, and

implore him to preserve her in defiance of your philoso-

phy. Do not deprive yourselves of this charming source

of enjoyment. Alas ! have we then so many pleasures to

choose from ? When one that is innocent and natural is

placed in our possession, I cannot think we are called

upon to perpetrate such an act of cruelty towards ourselves

as voluntarily to part with it. I still sing the same tune

over again Love, love Pauline ! love her for all her ex-

cellent graces. . . . But let us speak of Pauline, that

amiable, that beautiful little being ! I am surprised that

she has not become stupid and silly in the convent. Ah!

you have done well in withdrawing her from it. Cherish

her, my daughter ;
do not deprive yourself of this hap-

piness ; Providence will take care of her. I counsel you
to give your love for her full scope, even after you have

married her in Beam. Let me know if you intend to

part with Pauline : she is a little prodigy ; her wit will

be her dowry. I should, if I were you, keep her always
with me, and preserve her from her sister's fate [in a

convent] ; and lastly, as she is so extraordinary herself,

I should treat her in an extraordinary manner. ....
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You will never find this child an embarrassment
; on the

contrary, she will be of the greatest assistance to you ;

in fine, she affords me the highest enjoyment ; therefore

do not, I pray you, impose on me the martyrdom of

depriving me of this consolation."

We have thought this digression necessary, in order

to show how Madame de Sevigne protested against the

barbarous custom of sacrificing daughters to the fortunes

of sons. We shall now resume our recital from the first

separation of Madame de Sevigne and Madame de Gri-

gnan. Madame de Sevigne's distress, as the moment ap-

proached which was to witness her daughter's departure

to join her husband, demonstrated itself upon the day

following the birth of her daughter's infant. Grief ren-

dered her eloquent; her letters to M. de Grignan no

longer contain conversation and anecdote
; they consist

of pleadings and supplications. One by one she disputes

with him weeks, days, hours every pretext gives a rea-

son for postponing the dreaded departure : she feels that

her soul is about to be torn from her
;
she experiences

agony at the thought of such a separation. Her letters

alternately burn, palpitate, tremble, hope, and despair ;

their very puerility becomes pathetic ;
like one in the act

of drowning, she catches at everything, even at the rain

which falls and at the wind which blows.

"
I assure you it is the excessive and unusual severity

of the weather which induces me to oppose her departure

for a few days longer. I do not expect she will entirely

escape the fatigue, cold, and mud of the journey ; but I

do not wish her to be drowned. This reason, though an

excellent one, would not be sufficient to retain her, but

for the expectation of a companion who is to accompany

her, and who is engaged to marry her cousin, Mademoi-

selle d'Harcourt ;
the ceremony is to be performed at the
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Louvre ;
M. de Lyonne is to be the proctor ;

the King
has spoken to him. ... It would seem so strange for

her to go alone, and it will be so much better for her to

have the society of her brother-in-law, that I shall use all

my endeavours to carry out this plan. In the meantime

the weather may improve. I must further tell you that

her being with me at present affords me no enjoyment.

I know that she must leave me
;
and our only occupa-

tions are those of duty and business. We go into no

society, and take no pleasure ;
we are in an unceasing

state of anxiety ;
we talk only of roads, rain, and the

tragical adventures of those who encounter such hazards.

In a word, though I love her, as you know, our present

condition is so distressing and wearisome that for several

days we have ceased to enjoy ourselves. Many thanks

for the sympathy you bestow on me ; you can under-

stand better than any other what my present sufferings

are, and what they are likely to be !

"

The following day a fresh obstacle was discovered :

" The rain still continues so heavy that to encounter it

would be madness. All the rivers have overflowed their

banks, the high roads are inundated, and the ruts con-

cealed; travellers would in all probability be carried

away at the fords. Things are in such a state that Ma-
dame de Rochefort, who is at her country residence, and

is most anxious to return to Paris, where her husband

desires her presence and her mother expects her with

inconceivable impatience, cannot venture upon the road,

because there is no safety in doing so. What a terrible

winter this is ! there has not been a moment's frost, and

it rains incessantly with the violence of a tempest ; not

a single boat can pass under the bridges ; the arches of

the Pont-Neuf are almost buried in water. Such a state

of the weather is truly unprecedented."
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At length the day arrived
;
the parting was consum-

mated : she must seek support in her own heart alone

during these terrible moments
;
the depth of her grief

immediately before and after the separation was known

only to herself. Her daughter's carriage had scarcely

reached the barriers of Paris, when the mother was seated

at her desk, and hoping at least to rejoin her daughter
in thought. We can perceive that she stifled her sobs

in order not to distress the being she loved. This first

letter after the separation betrays all the disorder of a

soul in which grief, as in a dismantled chamber, has not

yet arranged the scattered traces of a removal.
" Ah! my sorrow would be weak indeed if it were pos-

sible for me to depict it, therefore I shall not try. I seek

everywhere for my daughter, but I no longer find her,

and each step she advances bears her further from me. . . .

Still weeping and suffering the pangs of death, I went to

the chapel of Sainte Marie. I felt as though my heart and

soul had been torn from me
;
in truth, it is a cruel sepa-

ration. I entreated only to be left alone
; they conducted

me to the chamber of Madame de Houssuit, and lighted

a fire for me. Agnes gazed at me without speaking;
this was our contract. I passed five hours there, and

sobbed incessantly during the whole time
; my thoughts

seemed to kill me. I wrote to M. de Grignan, in what

tone you can judge ;
afterwards I went to the house of

Madame de la Fayette, who added to my grief by the

interest she evinced. She was alone, ill, and afflicted by
the death of a sister. She was all that I could wish.

M. de la Rochefoucauld entered
; they spoke only of you

and my distress. . . . The hours of night passed sadly,

and the light of morning has brought no peace to my
spirit. After dinner I passed my time with Madame de

la Troche, and at the Arsenal. In the evening, I received
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your letter, and this again plunged me back into the in-

tensity of my first sorrow."

Everything that reminded the mother of her daughter
served only to feed and renew her grief. A month after,

the house, the staircase, the room where the separation

took place, reopened all her wounds. At that date she

wrote to her daughter :

"
Believe me, my dear child,

you are ever in my thoughts, and every day I feel more

deeply the truth of what you once said to me, that we

ought not to suffer our minds to dwell perpetually upon
certain subjects : if we cannot throw off the burden, we

shall be for ever in tears. Such is my fate. There is

not a spot in this house which does not wound my heart.

The whole of your chamber is death to me. I have had

a screen placed in the centre, to intercept the view ; the

window on the staircase, from whence I beheld you enter

d'Hacqueville's carriage, and called you back to me, makes

me shudder at myself, when I remember the inclination

of that moment to throw myself out of it, for sometimes

I am almost insane. The cabinet where I embraced you
without knowing what I did

; the church of the Capu-

chins, where I attended mass
;
the tears which, falling

from my eyes, watered the ground ;
Sainte Marie ; Ma-

dame de la Fayette ; my return to this house, your apart-

ment, the night, the morrow, your first letter, those which

followed it, the succession of each day, every interview

with those who entered into my feelings, poor D'Hacque-
ville above all I shall never forget the commiseration he

evinced towards me. All these reflections incessantly

remind me of the past, but I must subdue them all.

How carefully we should refrain from giving the rein to

our thoughts, and to the emotions of our hearts ! I will

endeavour to occupy myself in speculating upon your

present mode of life, which will amuse without separating
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my mind from the object of its love. I shall still dream

of you, and anxiously expect your letters. When one

reaches me, I shall look forward to the next
; I am ex-

pecting one at the present moment, and shall resume my
own letter when I have heard from you. Dearest, I tire

you ; today I have allowed myself to write this letter in

advance : my heart needed it, but it shall not become a

habit."

This vivid recollection of an absent being never faded,

but followed her daughter through the whole journey.

She sometimes feared she might become importunate,

and often endeavoured to smile through her tears
;
the

slightest evidence of her child's affection intoxicated her,

drew from her exclamations of delight, or a fond and

caressing reply, in which she sought forgiveness for the

excess of her love from her whom she wearied with such

overflowing affection.
" You well know, my beautiful

girl,
that from the way in which you wrote, your letter

would draw forth my tears. Join to my tenderness and

natural affection for you the little addition of knowing
that you return my love, and judge of the excess of my
feelings ! Wicked child ! why do you at times hide this

precious treasure from my view ? You are afraid that I

shall die with joy. You should know, on the contrary,

that I am more likely to be killed by grief. I call upon

your friend D'Hacqueville to bear witness of the state in

which he has sometimes found me. . . . But let us quit

these sad recollections, while I abandon myself to the joy
of that without which life would be barren and miserable.

These are not merely words, they are solemn truths.

Madame de Guenegaud has spoken to me of the interest

she takes in you for my sake. I beg of you to prize

such sentiments, but there shall be no more tears ; they
are not as beneficial to you as to me. At present I am
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somewhat reasonable, and able to control myself; occa-

sionally for four or five hours I resemble others, but the

slightest occurrence destroys my tranquillity, a recollec-

tion, a word, a place, a half-developed thought ;
above

all, your letters, even my own while writing them ; the

mention of your name by another ; these are the rocks

upon which my fortitude is wrecked, and which I am per-

petually encountering. I often see Madame de Villars,

and feel much pleasure at our interviews, as she enters

into my feelings. Madame de la Fayette is also ac-

quainted with the tenderness I entertain for you; she

was deeply touched by that which you evince towards

me. I have seen poor Madame Amyot; she wept to

such a degree that I seemed in her to behold myself.

Alas ! what does not awake my recollection ? I cherish

the most trifling reminiscences."

At the date of this separation began Madame de Se-

vigne's true work the development of her life in her let-

ters to her daughter. The correspondence of her mind

gave place to that of her heart. Up to this period she

had possessed only the power of charming ;
the genius

of tenderness burst forth with her tears
;
she lived only

for the sake of writing to her daughter ; and in order that

the agreeable and incessant employment of her letters,

which afforded the nourishment daily required by her

heart, might not lead her pen into a fatiguing repetition

of maternal love, she sought to blend with her domestic

details, her conversations, her opinions, the books she

read, the court, the city, the army, even the scandal of

the day, all that could afford her an excuse for writing.

She compelled herself to be interesting and entertain-

ing, that she might obtain pardon for demanding so much

sympathy. At this date also commences the epistolary

record of the reign of Louis XIV. A woman dwelling
VOL. III. I
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concealed in the Rue des Tournelles, or in her retirement

of "the Rocks," writes unconsciously with the pen of a

fashionable secretary, while Saint-Simon holds that of a

court Tacitus in the antechamber of the Dauphin. Sin-

gular destiny of a reign, fortunate in all points, to have

been recorded more minutely in private communications

than in its public annals ;
first by a mother endeavouring

to amuse her daughter, and afterwards by a courtier

seeking to stigmatize his rivals. Voltaire, in his
' His-

tory of the Age of Louis XIV.,
'

is less circumstantial

than either of these echoes. We may affirm that the

propitious circumstance of possessing two such involun-

tary historians as an impassioned mother like Madame

de Sevigne, and a violent satirist like Saint-Simon, has

contributed much to the fame and interest of this illus-

trious epoch. The private correspondence of Madame

de Sevigne became at once a chronicle of France, sur-

passing all others in its sketches, its varied impressions,

its anecdotes, its portraits, its private information, its

significant phrases, its reserves and revelations, its appro-

bation and censure. It also depicts with the vivid pencil

of reality the events, the men, the women, the glories, the

disgraces and the reverses of the age ;
each page con-

tains an ineffaceable impression of the period, executed

by the hand of a woman. It is a family picture of the

seventeenth century, drawn forth from the dust of the

Chateau de Grignan, and bestowed upon posterity to the

latest generation.

We can neither reduce, analyze, nor engrave such a pic-

ture: we must follow it feature by feature through the space

of two thousand letters, in which the painter is so closely

mingled with the design, that in studying the century we

are compelled to connect ourselves with the writer. It

would be impossible to erase Madame de Sevigne from
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the picture without tearing the canvas and destroying its

most natural expression and its most vivid colouring.

The absence of Madame de Grignan produced only a

physical separation between Madame de Sevigne and her

daughter ;
in mind they never were more closely united.

Henceforth her thoughts were solely occupied with the

interests of M. and Madame de Grignan ;
she became

more ambitious than nature had created her
;
she be-

stowed her attention upon everything likely to increase

or decrease her son-in-law's advancement at court ; she

made herself perpetual ambassadress from the new go-

vernor of Provence to those men upon whom his fortune

and office depended ;
and while she wrote excellent poli-

tical advice to M. de Grignan, counselling him how to

deal with parties, interests, and pretensions at Aix and

at Marseilles, she mingled more than ever with the in-

fluential circles of Paris, in order to establish the value

of his services : and assiduously revived all the friend-

ships of her youth that they might be continued in re-

version to her daughter. Up to this period she had care-

lessly enjoyed the privilege of being loved
;
but now she

exerted herself to please. Her success was not a mat-

ter of uncertainty ;
such attractions as she possessed com-

manded it : her unimpaired beauty, her intellectual re-

sources, her wit, more variable and fascinating than ever,

were the chief weapons of her diplomacy ;
she neglected

nothing that could render her name agreeable to the King
and his favourites. Her son, who had returned from the

unfortunate campaign of Candia, wanted interest to ad-

vance him in the army. At this period the court began
to imbibe the Spanish devotion which Anne of Austria

had transmitted with the blood of Philip II. to her son.

Madame de Sevigne involuntarily followed the general

current, which led at the same time to royal favour and

i 2
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to heaven. Her disposition received the bent, her letters

took the accent ;
and her thoughts, beneath their superfi-

cial gaiety, contracted a certain unction of easy piety. It

is easy to imagine that the grief of living apart from the

sole object of her love would naturally lead her to the

source of supernatural consolation ; it is however due to

her to state that the devotion, which had become a sort

of court costume, never in her degenerated into a base

adulation of those who held the reins of the King's con-

science. She continued, though in secret, faithful to her

first friendships, and constant in her veneration for the

Arnaulds the Puritans and Independents of Catholicism.

Her sighs and affectionate solicitude for the persecuted

recluses of Port-Royal break forth in all her letters with

an accent of holy indignation which absolves her devo-

tion from servility. She constantly read the
c

Essays
'

of

Nicole. That stoical philosopher, who inculcated separa-

tion from all earthly pursuits, persuaded her to adopt his

opinions.
"

I am perusing this moral system of Nicole, and find

it delightful. It has not yet taught me any lesson against

rain, but I expect it will do so, for it contains every-

thing ;
and conformity to the will of God would suffice,

did I not desire a more specific remedy. The work is truly

admirable. No one has yet written like these men
; for

I consider that Pascal has only half achieved the truly

beautiful. All people love so to discuss themselves and

their own feelings, that even where the argument takes

an unfavourable turn, the charm still continues. I have

pardoned the inflation of heart for the sake of the rest :

I contend there is no other word which so truly con-

veys the emptiness of pride and vanity, I challenge you
to find one ;

and in the meantime I shall pursue my
book with much pleasure. ... I read M. Nicole with
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a delight that elevates my mind; I am most of all

charmed by the third treatise, on the means of preserv-

ing peace amongst men : read it, I pray, with attention.

Every one must find there a knowledge of himself, the

philosopher, the Jansenist, the Molinist, and in fact all

the world. This is what may be called searching the

depths of the heart with a lantern, which it actually does.

It reveals to us what we daily feel, and have not the cou-

rage to declare or the sincerity to avow; in a word, I

have never perused such writing as that which emanates

from the pens of these gentlemen."
* * * " You

know that I am always somewhat enthusiastic in my
reading. Those with whom I converse are anxious that

I should peruse good and profitable books : the one

which at present engages my attention is this
'

Essay on

Morals,' by Nicole ;
it contains a treatise upon the me-

thod of preserving peace upon earth, with which I am
ravished. I have never seen anything so useful, nor so

full of mind and information : if you have not read it,

do so without delay ;
if you should have read it, read it

again with renewed attention. I believe all the world

will find themselves depicted here : for myself, I am per-

suaded it has looked into my thoughts ; I hope to profit

by it, and shall endeavour to do so. You know I cannot

bear to hear aged people say, I am too old to improve ;

I would rather pardon the youthful for saying, I am
too young. Youth is so charming, that we should be

compelled to adore it if the soul and the mind were as

unblemished as the form
;
but when we are no longer

young we must endeavour to perfect ourselves, and seek

to gain by our good qualities all that we lose in external

attraction. It is a long time since I have made these

reflections, and for this reason I wish daily to exercise

my intellect, my soul, my heart, and my sentiments ;
this
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is what I am now full of, and what I fill this letter with,

having little to say on other topics. . . . These are

the turns which my imagination every moment takes :

it always seems to me that all I love, all that is dear

to me, is about to leave me; and this so afflicts my
heart, that were the feeling as lasting as it is vivid, I

could not bear up against it. This calls for submission

to the dispensations and will of God. Is not M. Nicole

admirable on this theme ? I am charmed
;
I have seen

nothing like it before
;
in truth it is a perfection some-

what beyond human nature, and I am less capable than

many of attaining the indifference he wishes us to feel

for the applause and esteem of the world. But though

I am feeble in execution, it is nevertheless a pleasure to

meditate with him, and to make reflections upon the joy,

vanity, and sorrow which we experience from such a va-

pour ;
and it is not impossible that we may derive some

benefit by following the course of true and forcible argu-

ment. In a word, the possession of such a faithful mir-

ror of the weakness of our hearts is always a treasure

that we can turn to profit. M. d'Andilly is as much

delighted with this beautiful book as we are. ... It

is quite impossible for M. Nicole's work to produce as

good an effect upon me as it has upon M. de Grignan ;

I have ties upon all sides, but above all one which is

in the marrow of my bones, and how can M. Nicole deal

with that? Heaven knows I admire him profoundly;

but I am a long way from the happy state of indifference

which he wishes us to attain."

To her daughter she accused herself of appreciating

the sublimity of this moral code without possessing the

power to sever her heart from the affection which filled

it.
" Alas ! my words are good enough. I arrange them

like those who talk well, but I am vanquished by the
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tenderness of my feelings ;
for instance, imagination did

not exaggerate the grief I should experience at my sepa-

ration from you : I feel it as 1 foresaw I should. I have

always been convinced that nothing could fill your place,

that your memory would be ever impressed upon my
heart, that I should weary of your absence, and night

and day think only of you. Yes ! in all this I have ful-

filled my presentiment. There are several spots I have

not courage to look upon; doing so would overwhelm

my fortitude, as you used to remark ; but I have never

been able to apply to myself the proverb which says,

Wear a dress suited to the cold. I have no dress suited

to such cold as this."

She went to seek her consolation in the churches, and

her reminiscences at Livry.
"
My child," she wrote a

few days afterwards, "three hours have elapsed since I

quitted Paris with the Abbe [de Coulanges], Helene [her

maid], Hebert [her footman], and Marphise [her dog],

and with the intention of excluding myself from the

world and its noise until Thursday evening. I imagine

myself in solitude, and seek to establish a little La

Trappe : I wish to meditate and pray. I have resolved

to fast often during my stay here, for many reasons, to

walk during the time I usually remained in my chamber,

and above all to deprive myself of amusement or pastime
from motives of piety ;

but that which I shall do much

better and more incessantly than all this, will be to think

of you. My daughter, I have not ceased to do so since

my arrival; and being unable to continue the train of

my reflections, I have begun writing to you at the end

of the little dark walk which you were so fond of, and I

am placed upon the mossy seat where I have sometimes

seen you reclining ;
but what spot here is not associated

with your image ? My heart is distracted with all these
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thoughts ;
there is not a single place in the house, the

garden, the church, or the surrounding country, where I

have not been with you. ... I still see you : you are

ever present with me. I think and think of you again

and again ; my head and mind are both on the rack
;

but vainly at every turn do I seek the dear child whom
I so passionately love. She is at a distance of two hun-

dred leagues from me. I hold her no longer in my
arms. At this sad thought I have no power to restrain

my tears. My beloved, this is indeed a terrible indul-

gence ;
I cannot fortify myself against such a justifiable

and natural tenderness. The state of mind this place

has thrown me into is almost incredible. I entreat of you
not to talk of my weakness

; you ought to respect the

tears which flow from a heart so entirely devoted to

you. If I had wept for my sins as -much as I have

wept for you since I have been here, I should be well

prepared to enter upon the rejoicings of Easter. I have

stayed here during the time I intended, and have passed
it in the way I proposed. It is a strange thing to pos-

sess so lively an imagination, which presents the past

as vividly as though it still existed, while the present

glides away in a dream. It is death to have such a

heart as mine. I know not how to escape from you.

,Our house in Paris daily overwhelms me with sorrow,

and Livry is the climax of my affliction ; as for you, it

is only by an effort of memory that you can think of me
in return. Provence has none of the power of bringing
me before you that these spots possess of presenting you
to me. I have found something soothing in the sadness

I have endured here, a wide solitude, an unbroken si-

lence ;
a melancholy occupation, the Tenebra* chanted

* A ritual of the Boman Catholic Church, applicable to Passion-

week. TEANSL.
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with devotion, a canonical fast, and a tranquil beauty in

the gardens, with which you would be charmed, all this

I have found very pleasing, as I have never before re-

sided at Livry during the holy week. Alas ! how I have

wished for you ! Much as you dislike solitude, you
would be contented here. But urgent affairs compel my
return to Paris."

The King's absence from the capital, the fluctuation

of Madame de Sevigne's life in the unoccupied interval,

and the necessity of retracing the spots consecrated by
her happiest hours of intercourse with her daughter,

brought her back to
"
the Rocks/' in the heart of Brit-

tany, during the session of the States of the province, in

which her son represented the nobility. While she conti-

nued there, all the natural lightness of her character dis-

appeared, and the solitude, for which she seemed so little

formed, developed the only source of happiness still re-

maining to her, the indulgence of recollection and me-

lancholy. The loss of her daughter's society completely
altered her disposition ;

it imbued her with the poetry

of tears, opened an inexhaustible source of regret, and

led her to discover those delightful sympathies existing

between inanimate nature and the living soul, which

at a later period have immortalized the genius of Jean

Jacques Rousseau, Bernardin de Saint-Pierre, and Cha-

teaubriand
;
and which were profound mysteries to the

writers of a court so completely devoted to the world as

that of Louis XIV. " At length, my daughter, I am
once more at these poor Rocks. Can I again look upon
these walks, these inscriptions, this little cabinet, these

books, this room, without dying of grief? There are

many pleasurable recollections, but some are so vivid and

so tender that we can scarcely endure them. All those

associated with you are of this nature. Cannot you
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easily imagine the effect they produce upon such a heart

as mine ? In these woods I sometimes indulge in such

sombre reveries that I emerge from them more altered

than by an attack of fever. There I can dream uninter-

ruptedly. I find both time and place, and am free to

do as I like upon the lawn of my garden. I delight in

walking upon it every evening until eight o'clock ; my
son's absence creates a silence, tranquillity, and solitude

which are not to be found elsewhere. I will not tell you
who I think of, nor with how deep a tenderness. Where

our thoughts can be divined, there is no necessity to utter

them. We still read together Tasso, the admirable mo-

rality of Nicole, and the Cleopatra of Mademoiselle de

Scudery, to the late hours of night, and I generally sleep

over this reading."
" Ah ! my child," she continued at another period,

"
I

have just returned from walking in the Hwmeur de ma

file'' (a name she had bestowed upon a walk in the

woods, where Madame de Grignan had loved to sit and

meditate alone during her childhood) ;

"
I have come

from this wood; truly its glades possess a charm of

which I am never weary; there are six you are quite

unacquainted with, but those you do know are improved

by the growth of the trees
;
the walks now are dry and

beautiful. I dwell there until twilight, and there I find

leisure to love you. I thank you, my child, for having

preserved some memory of the patrio nido (the paternal

nest, or native country), and why should it be impossible

for me to behold you once more in these beautiful alleys ?"

She drained the depths of her soul to find something
which might render her letters interesting to her daugh-

ter; she touched upon all the daily occurrences of a

country life, its domestic employments, its simple recrea-

tions
;
she described her walks, her visits to her neigh-
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hours, her parterres, her autumnal evenings by the fire-

side, her studies, her badinage with her son, whom she

never treated seriously ;
even her regret for having left

her dog Marphise at Paris, and her remorse for adopting

and cherishing another four-footed favourite.

" You are surprised at my having a little dog. Thus

it happened. From mere want of company, I called to

me a small greyhound belonging to a lady who lives at

the bottom of this park. Madame de Tarente, knowing

this, observed,
' What ! do you care for dogs ? I will send

you one, and the prettiest in the world.' I thanked her,

and told her I had formed a resolution never again to

indulge in this folly. Here our conversation ended, and

I thought no more of the matter. Two days after I

beheld a footman entering with a little dog-kennel, orna-

mented with ribbons, and out of this pretty house came

a small dog, perfumed all over, and wonderfully beauti-

ful, with long silky hair and ears, a sweet breath, no

larger than a sylph, and white as driven snow. I never

felt more surprise or embarrassment ; I wished to return

it, but they would not hear of such a thing. The lady's-

maid who brought it up has nearly died of grief at its

loss. Marie has conceived the greatest affection for this

little pet. It sleeps in her house, in Beaulieu's chamber,

and eats nothing but bread. I do not care for it, but it

begins to attach itself to me, and I am afraid I shall be

conquered. This is the history which I entreat of you
not to communicate to Marphise, for I fear his reproaches.

Furthermore this little beauty is cleanliness itself: his

name is Fidele, an appellation which the lovers of the

princess have never been worthy to bear, though their

manners are sufficiently fashionable ;
some day or other

I will recount his adventures to you. . . . What you

say to me respecting Fidele is most charming and agree-
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able ; truly my conduct has been that of a perfect co-

quette. I am ashamed of it, and I endeavour to excuse

myself, as you see, for it is certain I aspired to the per-

fection of never having been attached to more than one

dog, in defiance of the maxims of M. de la Rochefoucauld.

And now I am embarrassed with regard to Marphise.

I know not what to do in this matter, or what reason to

assign. I shall insensibly be let into falsehood, unless

I detail to him every circumstance connected with my
new engagement. My final resolution is never again to

place myself in such a difficult position ;
it is a grand

instance of the wretchedness of humanity. This misfor-

tune has entirely occurred from my being in the vicinity

of Vitre."

Her son's follies, amours, and repentances, form the

usual text of her confidential communications with her

daughter ;
but he is merely the subject of her humour,

which invariably sacrifices him to the smiles of his sister.

"
Upon returning from my walk the day before yes-

terday, I encountered the frater at the end of the mall.

The moment he perceived me he threw himself upon his

knees, feeling himself so guilty for having passed three

weeks in singing his matins underground, that he only

dared to approach me in this position. I had made a

resolute determination of scolding him soundly, but I

knew not where to seek for anger, I was so rejoiced to

see him. You know how amusing he is
;
he embraced me

a thousand times, and tried to satisfy me by the worst

reasons in the world, which I received for good ones.

We converse a great deal, we read, we walk, and thus

we pass the year, or at least the remainder of it."

She varied her solitude by visiting M. and Madame
de Chaulnes ; we must repeat some of these inimitable

descriptions of country state, which transport us to Brit-
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tany in the seventeenth century. In June, 1671, she

writes to her daughter :

"
I do not yet know what will be the result of all

these expenses ;
I think I shall run away to keep myself

from being ruined. It is a delightful thing to spend a

thousand crowns in dinners and fricassees for the honour

of being the country house of entertainment for M. and

Madame de Chaulnes, Madame de Rohan, M. de Lavar-

din, and all Brittany, who, without knowing or caring

for me, for the mere pleasure of imitating others will

not fail to come here. We shall see.

" On Monday I dined at M. de Chaulnes', who holds

state twice daily for fear people should not see me. I

dare not tell you the compliments and honours they pay
me at these entertainments, which are truly ridiculous.

Nevertheless I have not yet slept from home, and I can-

not consent to give up my woods and my walks, no

matter how they entreat me.

"August, 1671. At length, my dear child, I am in

full state, or rather Rochers is full of state. Last Sun-

day, just as I had sealed my letters, I saw four carriages-

and-six enter the courtyard with fifty outriders, many
saddle-horses, and several mounted judges. They were

M. de Chaulnes, M. de Rohan, M. de Lavardin, Mes-

sieurs de Coetlogon and Locmarie, the Barons de Guais,

the Bishops of Rennes and Saint Malo, the Messieurs

d'Argouges, and eight or ten more with whom I was un-

acquainted. I have omitted M. d'Harouis, but he is not

worth mentioning. I received the whole company : they
asked and answered many things. After a stroll, with

which they seemed much pleased, an excellent and well-

appointed collation appeared at one end of the mall, in

which Burgundy reigned pre-eminent and flowed like

the water of Forges : all were persuaded that it was
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produced by the stroke of an enchanter's wand. M. de

Chaulnes entreated me to go at once to Vitre. I went

there on Monday evening; M. de Chaulnes entertained

me with a supper and the comedy of
'

Tartuffe,' by no

means badly acted, and a ball, in which the minuet and

the jig irresistibly drew forth my tears by vividly bring-

ing you to my remembrance; but I quickly dissipated

my emotion. They constantly speak to me of you, and

I make no pause in my reply, for you are ever in my
thoughts; I really think they must be visible through
the body of my petticoat. Yesterday I received all Brit-

tany at my tower of Sevigne. I went again to the play,

which was '

Andromaque,' and made me shed more than

six tears
; that was sufficient for a troop of country ac-

tors. You are now, thank Heaven, informed of every-

thing connected with your own delightful country.
"

If you ask me how I find myself at the Rocks after

so much excitement, I will tell you that I am transported

with joy. I intend to remain here for eight days longer

at least, no matter how I am tormented to return. I

cannot describe the desire I feel for repose : I am in

need of sleep and food, for I should die of hunger at

these feasts
; I feel the necessity of recruiting myself and

of indulging in silence, for I have talked to everybody
till my lungs are exhausted. In conclusion, my dear

child, I have regained my Abbe, my mossy bench, my
dog, my avenue, Pilois, my bricklayers, all that is most

agreeable to my present frame of mind, and when I be-

gin to feel tired I can again seek variety."

Upon returning to Paris her letters change subjects,

and resume a style of seriousness with the same ease

with which they had for a time adopted a tone of gaiety.

In the metropolis her topics were the court with its

vicissitudes of favour and disgrace, and an account of
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opinions more or less sound upon the great poets, wri-

ters, and sacred orators of the day. The correspondence
becomes a sort of controversy between faith and philoso-

phy, in which the mother upholds blind and passive be-

lief, while the daughter advocates an independent and

reasonable religion : it contains their mutual discussions

upon literary preferences, and their reflections upon the

books which they read at the same time at Livry and at

Grignan. M. de Sevigne adopted his mother's side of

the argument, and jested with his sister in a strain of

exquisite humour and good taste combined.
" Ah ! poor circumscribed intellect," he writes,

"
you

do not like Homer; the most perfect works appear to

you worthy of contempt ; you have no feeling for natural

beauties
; you require tinsel or petits corps [in allusion

to Descartes, who was Madame de Grignan's chief study].

If you wish to be at peace with me, do not read Virgil ;

I never could forgive you for abusing him as you would

be capable of doing. If however you will have construed

to you the sixth and ninth books, which latter contains

the episode of Nisus and Euryalus, also the eleventh and

twelfth, I am sure they will afford you much pleasure.

Turnus you will consider worthy of your esteem and

friendship, and to speak candidly, knowing you as I do,

I should tremble for M. de Grignan if such an indivi-

dual were about to visit Provence
; but I, being a good

brother, desire this event from the bottom of my heart

solely for your advantage ;
and since it is decreed that

your head shall be turned, it had better be in this way
than by the indefectibility of matter and non-conversible

negations (Cartesian doctrines). It is sad to be for ever

occupied with trifles and arguments so subtle that it is

impossible to understand them. ... No matter what

happens, I assure you I shall ever entertain the same
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warm remembrance and affection for you, my beautiful

little sister."

Madame de Sevigne's favourite authors were Cor-

neille, La Fontaine, Bourdaloue, Bossuet, Fenelon,Ariosto,

Tasso, Petrarch, Montaigne, Boileau, Cervantes, Nicole,

Pascal, and Moliere ; the Koran also formed a portion

of her studies : she never discovered or foresaw the great-

ness of Racine, which was somewhat concealed by the

uniform perfection of style in a young poet who was

destined soon to eclipse all the objects of her early ad-

miration. Racine, who was in love with La Champ-
mele, a celebrated actress and beauty, happened to be

the fortunate rival of the Baron de Sevigne, her son,

who was also enamoured of the same siren, and lavished

upon her his heart and fortune. Madame de Sevigne's

prejudice against Racine may be considered a sort of

family antipathy. In every other case her sound judg-

ment only forestalled the opinion of posterity. Her op-

position to the Jesuits and her predilection for the Jan-

senists did not prevent her from declaring Bossuet and

Bourdaloue the masters of the pulpit, nor did it interfere

with her warm admiration of their clerical oratory. Her

devotion nevertheless, conforming to the other sentiments

of her soul, sacrificed itself to her controlling passion for

her daughter; her religion was in fact more a studied

science than a natural inspiration a duty of life rather

than an impulse of the heart
; acquired faith was its

basis, piety from innate tender feeling formed no ingre-

dient. Her belief was stronger than her adoration.
"

I have just finished classifying my little library, and

have accomplished the task in a single morning/' she

says.
"
I have brought a quantity of books here, and have

arranged them today ;
no one can lay their hand on any

particular volume, no matter what its subject may be,
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without wishing to read it entirely through. The first

shelf consists exclusively of devotional works. What a

prominent position for the honour of religion ! The next

shelf is entirely devoted to history; the third to morality;

the last to poetry, tales, and memoirs. Romances are ex-

cluded with contempt, and have therefore obtained un-

disputed possession of the small closets. When I re-

enter this cabinet, I cannot understand why I ever leave

it : it would be worthy of you, my daughter."
Her pen dealt with the profoundest questions of sacred

metaphysics with as much ease as it did with the playful

motions of her ordinary thoughts ;
her exquisite reason

upheld while it modified the theory of the grace and

action of God in his creatures, a sort of Christian fa-

talism, inculcated in the doctrines of her friends at Port-

Royal. A woman, simply a disciple, corrects while she

explains the tenets of the Apostles.
" You are then read-

ing St. Paul and St. Augustine ? Their works thoroughly
establish the will of God

; they do not hesitate to assert

that God disposes of his creatures : like the potter, some

he chooses, some he rejects. They need not plead for

justice, for there is no other justice than his will, which

is justice itself, and an established law. After all, what

does he owe to men ? what right can they claim ? None.

He therefore renders them justice when he leaves them

in their original sinful condition, which is the natural

inheritance of all, and he shows mercy to the small num-
ber of those whom he saves for his Son's sake. Jesus

Christ has said this himself :

'

I know my sheep ; I will

lead them to the pasture myself : not one of them shall

be lost
;

I know them, and they know me/ He said

to his Apostles,
'

I have chosen you ;
it is not you who

have chosen me.' I find many similar passages ; I

search them all, and when I meet with one apparently
VOL. III. K
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contradictory, I say it arises simply from the endeavour

to speak in general terms applicable to all understand-

ings ;
for instance, when it is stated,

' God repented/

and that he was angry, the terms are addressed to men,

and are used that men may comprehend them. I hold

to this first great truth, which is altogether divine, and

represents God like God, the master, author, and sove-

reign Creator of the universe
;
and finally, to quote a re-

flection of your spiritual father, Descartes, a perfect and

infinite being.
" Such are my humble and insignificant thoughts,

which lead me to no absurd conclusions, and do not de-

prive me of the hope that I shall be one of the number

chosen and elected by so many acts of grace, which are

the pre-judgments and foundations of my confidence. I

have the greatest dislike to enter into all this discus-

sion. Why do you introduce the subject? My pen
runs on as if I were beside myself."

She passes from the sublimity of metaphysics to the

gayest and most immaterial jesting upon the amours of

her son, which she holds up to the somewhat sarcastic

derision of his sister. By an hereditary fatality, the same

Ninon.de Lenclos, who at twenty had stolen the love

of Madame de Sevigne's husband, at fifty-four carried

off the heart of her son. The bloom of this celebrated

courtesan's beauty survived the inroad of years ; the

reputation of her wit, taste, and philosophy, added to

the number of her admirers, completed the seduction of

the Baron de Sevigne. Ninon was not only attractive,

but she was the fashion, and men prided themselves

upon being enslaved by her charms ; those of most illus-

trious taloiil, and some, who even professed the severest

principles, did not deem themselves dishonoured in fre-

quenting her assemblies. Madame de Sevigne's com-
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plaints to her daughter inform us that Racine and Boi-

leau supped at the expense of her son at Ninon's house,

after having in the morning read their verses to the

King and Madame de Maintenon. This second seduc-

tion in the same family, after a lapse of thirty years, re-

opened the wound in Madame de Sevigne's heart. Her

feelings revolted against Ninon, and she compelled her

son to blush for a passion opposed to nature.

" What a dangerous being this Ninon is !" she wrote

to her daughter ;

"
if you only knew how she dogma-

tizes upon religion, you would be filled with horror.

Her zeal for the perversion of young men resembles that

of a certain M. de Saint-Germain, whom we have some-

times seen at Livry. She says your brother has the

simplicity of a dove, that he resembles his mother, that

Madame de Grignan has all the spirit of the family, and

is not silly enough to copy his docility. Some one pre-

sent, endeavouring to take your part, sought to change
her opinion ;

she silenced him by saying she knew more

about it than he did. What depravity ! and for what

reason ? Simply because, knowing you to be beautiful

and clever, she seeks to bestow upon you, in addition, the

liberal quality, without which, according to her maxims,
no one is perfect ! I am deeply wounded by the injury

she does my son in this matter; do not say anything
to him on the subject. I and Madame de la Fayette
are doing all we can to separate him from such a dan-

gerous connection."

A little later she adds :

"
I fancy the chapter on your

brother has afforded you much amusement. He is now
in an interval of repose ; notwithstanding which, he daily

visits Ninon, but only as a friend. I am going to take

him into Brittany, where I hope he will regain health

both of mind and body."
K 2
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Separation, the tender reproaches of his mother, who
was more intimately the confidante of his intrigues than

the maternal propriety of the present day would permit,

and at length the war, tore De Sevigne from the love of

Ninon. Madame de Sevigne carried her son to Brittany,

where she sought to banish his regret by the charm of

her conversation and the most indulgent kindness.

Madame de Sevigne went afterwards to pass fifteen

months in Provence, with Madame de Grignan, and re-

gained all the hearts which her daughter's coldness had

alienated.

She wrote to Bussy from thence : "I have been here

for eight months, my dear cousin. You see I have had

courage to travel all the way from Brittany; I do not

repent of it. My daughter is amiable, as you know, and

she loves me fondly ;
M. de Grignan possesses all the

qualities which render society agreeable. Their chateau

is very beautiful, and equally magnificent ;
this house has

a grand appearance; they entertain in first-rate style,

and a thousand people come to meet us. We have passed

the winter here without any other annoyance than the

master of the house being attacked by fever, which re-

peated doses of quinine have had much difficulty in sub-

duing, strong as he is. At length he is better, and has

gone to Aix, where they were enchanted to see him again.

In addition, rny son has again come from Brittany to take

the waters here, and the agreeable company, to which his

presence is such an addition, has done him more good
than anything else. The whole family then are here

altogether. There is a young little Grignan whom you
are not acquainted with, who fills her place very well ;

she is sixteen years of age, pretty, and intelligent, and

promises to become more so. All these attractions com-

bined are most agreeable, indeed too agreeable, for I find
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days, months, and years pass by so rapidly that I scarcely

know how they escape : time flies, and bears me with it

against my will
;

I seek to retard it in vain ;
it draws

me along in spite of myself, and the thought terrifies me.

The younger Grignan, the heir, has passed the winter

along with us
;
he had the fever in the spring, and re-

joined his regiment a fortnight since. When we shall

revisit Paris is a secret as yet known to Providence

alone."

Prom Provence, Madame de Sevigne returned to Paris,

and thence she proceeded to the Rocks. Brittany was

agitated at that time by risings of the peasantry, the

result of public want.

The terms in which Madame de Sevigne expresses

herself upon the punishments inflicted en masse upon
the unfortunate Bretons, are more than cruel, they are

volatile and thoughtless ;
the air of the court had hard-

ened her heart to the sufferings of those beneath her in

rank. This woman, sensitive to the crumpling of a rose-

leaf in her daughter's destiny, laughs at the gibbets on

which the King's troops suspended the bodies of the un-

fortunate peasants who knelt in supplication before their

executioners, and who were ignorant even of the lan-

guage in which their tyrants addressed them. To put
faith in Madame de Sevigne's sensibility, we must tear

these leaves from the volumes of her correspondence :

the woman who could seek ornaments of style to amuse

her daughter, in the spectacle of these horrors, may be a

mother, but she ceases to be a female. Let us glide

quickly over this stain, which casts a shadow upon her

letters, and saddens the heart of the reader.

The good fortune of being re-united to her daughter
for a space of five years, interrupted the occupation and

labour of her life writing letters and lamenting over
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the past. Her son married a young heiress of Brittany,

who enticed the Baron de Sevigne from the follies of

youth to the attractions of a quiet life, retired in its en-

joyments, and almost ascetic in practice. He became

one of the most fervent and austere disciples of his

mother's friends at Port-Royal. Madame de Sevigne,

henceforth alone, passed her time between Paris, Livry,

and the Rocks. In these varied scenes she refreshed

her sensibilities and the mournful graces of her style.

At this epoch she wrote :

" We have had the most

beautiful weather in the world here until Christmas-eve.

I was at the end of the grand avenue admiring the beauty
of the sun, when all of a sudden I beheld a thick black

cloud arise, into which the sun plunged, and at the same

moment I was surrounded by a frightful fog ;
I ran

home, and I have not since quitted my chamber or the

chapel till today, when the dove returned with the olive-

branch. The earth has resumed its colour, and the sun,

again emerging, has induced me to take a walk
;
for you,

who are anxious for my health, my beloved one, can

imagine that when the weather is so discouraging I am
seated by the fireside, reading and chatting with my son

and his wife/'

In her solitary mode of life at this period, she lost

little of her interest in existence ; her soul was of that

lukewarm temperature, upon which age bestows tran-

quillity without stealing from its warmth. The sole

passion, or rather the only instinct in which she had

ever indulged, was maternal affection, and that in woman
increases instead of diminishing with years. The less

they live in themselves, the more they live in their chil-

dren. She did not exhaust her being, but poured it

continually into that of another.

Such dispositions are not sensible of a void
;

for the
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heart which has never overflowed is always sufficiently

full. Friendship satisfies the temperament of these souls.

Madame de Sevigne had many friends, with whom she

held intercourse through the charming medium of a pen
which discoursed brilliantly upon all subjects. With the

exception of her daughter, her seventy years of life were

only a long conversation. One man alone from the en-

tire list of her correspondents seems to have warmed her

feelings to the true heat of friendship ; this man was

Corbinelli, and his name is more constantly repeated in

her letters than any other. Corbinelli was one of the

rare exceptions who seem created by nature to be the

benevolent spectators of human events, without taking

any part in them beyond that of observation and interest

for the actors. These unpresuming but necessary ap-

pendages to society resemble the confidants of the stage,

who listen, who are there to fill empty spaces, and to

give answers when required : they need the art and

judgment, without the passion of those who perform the

principal characters, and none of the applause bestowed

is directed to them. Corbinelli had nothing of the French

vanity which insists on being distinguished ;
he was

satisfied with enjoying himself. Italian by birth, with

the indifference of a foreigner, and the learning of a

Florentine of the great philosophical and poetical epoch
of Leo X.

;
introduced into France by Cardinal Maza-

rin, employed by that Minister for some years at Rome
in negotiations of secondary importance, where his ad-

dress had unravelled the secret of great political schemes,

without his desert being either recognized or rewarded,

Corbinelli remained at Paris, living upon a moderate

pension, and desiring only the enjoyment of perfect lei-

sure. For his own gratification he cultivated letters, an-

tiquity, philosophy, history, and the intellectual society
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of his time. He was an Italian Saint-Evremond, able

to compete with the greatest minds, but shrinking from

an encounter with the difficulties which lie in the path
of fame, and assuming, as much through idleness as want

of ambition, the character of an amateur. He was one

of the first to discover Madame de Sevigne's exquisite

superiority of Attic grace, and he made her his Beatrice.

His admiration and attention, his worship, which sought
no return, gained him admittance to her house, where he

was regarded as one of the family, and became a neces-

sary appendage. Madame de Sevigne, at first charmed

by his wit, afterwards touched by his disinterested at-

tachment, concluded by making him the confidant of her

most secret emotions. Every heart that beats warmly be-

neath its own bosom, seeks to hear itself repeated in that

of another. Corbinelli became the echo of Madame de

Sevigne's mind, soul, and existence. Either from predi-

lection or complaisance, he participated in her maternal

adoration of her daughter. At Paris, Corbinelli visited

Madame de Sevigne every day ; he sometimes followed

her to Livry and the Rocks, and when absent, corre-

sponded with her frequently. The dominion which his

friend exercised over him was so gentle that he expe-

rienced no feeling of slavery, while he submitted impli-

citly to the rule of her tastes. Her empire was so abso-

lute, that when Madame de Sevigne became a devotee,

Corbinelli adopted the character of a mystic ;
he fol-

lowed her, as the satellite accompanies the planet, from

the worldly dissipations of her youth even to the foot of

the altar and the ascetic self-denial of Port-Royal.

Such was Madame de Sevigne's principal friend. If his

name were erased from her letters, the monument would

be mutilated ;
he is enshrined there in the inmost heart,

and merits his exalted position. We must not deprive
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such devotion of its sole glory, the glory of having loved.

Corbinelli, whose easy philosophy and amiable indiffer-

ence with regard to himself, immeasureably prolonged
his existence, survived his friend, as though he had sur-

vived himself, and lived to the extraordinary age of one

hundred and four : the man was animated by unusual

life through his gentle and amiable feelings.

Madame de Sevigne's emotions were too vivid not to

consume her existence : the dominating influence of one

feeling grew stronger and stronger in her retirement.

The life of her daughter, who in her turn became a

mother, disturbed by the ambition and harassed by the

extravagance of M. de Grignan, reflected itself painfully

in her own. She enjoyed from time to time some short

intervals of happiness ;
but they evaporated in melan-

choly reflections and tears, as often as she revisited the

localities which called up and filled her mind with the

image of her daughter.
"

I am here, my daughter," she wrote in a letter from

La Silleraie during her latter years,
" here in a spot where

you once accompanied me ; but it is no longer recog-

nizable ;
there is not one stone left upon another as they

were at that time."

And upon returning to the Rocks :

"
I have found

the woods," she said, "looking beautiful, but strangely

sad; all the trees which you remember so small have

become large and tall, and have attained the perfection of

their beauty ;
their height throws an agreeable shade,

and must be from forty to fifty feet. There is a slight

feeling of parental affection in this detail : consider that

I planted them all, and that I have seen them, as M. de

Montbazon used to say, not taller than that [M. de Mont-

bazon had a habit of making this remark upon his own

children]. This is a solitude formed expressly for indul-
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ging in contemplation. Here I incessantly think of you ;

I regret your absence ;
I wish for your presence ; your

health, your affairs, your banishment, occupy my mind

at twilight, and these lines come into my head

" ' What adverse star thy dawning being marr'd,

Thou hapless object of such deep regard?
'

" We must bow with the most unreserved submission

to the will of God, or it would be impossible to contem-

plate without despair all I look forward to, and which

assuredly I shall not occupy your attention by recapitula-

ting. ... I met the other day with a letter of yours, in

which you called me,
'

my good mamma ;

'

you were then

ten years old, and were staying at Sainte-Marie. You

recounted to me the downfall of Madame Amelot, who

from the drawing-room found herself in the cellar. The

letter already displays a good style. I have found a thou-

sand others which were written at that period to Made-

moiselle de Sevigne. All these accidental discoveries are

most happy in bringing back remembrances of you, for

without them," she adds with a sad smile,
" whence

should I derive that consolation?"
" We lead such a regular life," she continues,

"
that it

would be impossible to be ill. We rise at eight o'clock, and

generally until nine, when the bell rings for mass, I enjoy

the freshness of the woods
; after mass we dress ourselves,

we exchange the courtesies of the morning, we go and

gather flowers from the orange-trees ;
we dine, we read

or work until five. Since my son has been absent, I read

to save the weak chest of his wife : at five o'clock I leave

her
;

I go to the delightful avenues
;

I take my books, I

change my seat, and vary the direction of my walks : a

volume of devotion and a volume of history, I go from

one to the other
;

this gives variety to my occupation. I



MADAME DE S&VIGN6. 139

reflect for a time upon God and his providence, I think

of my soul, dream of the future, and at eight o'clock I

hear the bell which summons us to supper. Sometimes

perhaps I have sauntered to a considerable distance ;
I re-

join my daughter-in-law in her pretty parterre, we form

a little society in ourselves, we sup while the twilight

lasts .... I return with her to the Place Coulanges, in the

midst of her orange-trees ;
and I look with a longing eye

upon the holy solemnity of the woods appearing through
the bars of the beautiful iron gate which you have never

seen. There is an echo,
' a little voice which whispers

in my ear!
'

We know she meant to say, "Which penetrates to my
heart." M. de Walsh, the author of a highly charac-

teristic biography of Madame de Sevigne, says the echo

still exists : a marble slab in the parterre indicates to the

pilgrims of the Rocks the spot where the name is to be

pronounced which the mother taught the echo to repeat.

Such were the closing hours of the calm evening of

Madame de Sevigne's life
; they were prolonged during

sixteen months
;
at the expiration of which death arrived

a death true and natural after such a life
;
the death of

a mother who had sacrificed herself for her daughter, and

died in her place.

Madame de Sevigne learned at the Rocks that her

daughter was attacked at the Chateau de Grignan in

Provence, by one of those inward and lingering maladies

which constitute the hidden snares of life. She set out

for Grigrmn during a severe season, and, forgetful of her-

self, she exhausted her strength in three months' inces-

sant attendance by the bedside of her daughter, just

as she had formerly watched over her cradle. After a

quarter of a year of fatigue and sleeplessness, Madame
de Sevigne had the joy of seeing her daughter return
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to life, but she had given her own in exchange. Intense

affection alone seemed to have enabled her to retain exist-

ence until the convalescence of Madame de Grignan, when

it fled, having fulfilled its last object upon earth. She

expired on the 16th of April, 1696, in the arms of her

daughter and surrounded by her weeping grandchildren.

Her last glance fell upon the being enshrined in her soul,

and restored to health by her care. She was interred in

the chapel of the Chateau de Grignan ; but her letters

are h^r true and living sepulchre, Grignan holds her

body, but her correspondence contains her soul.

Not far from her tomb, travellers are shown her favour-

ite grotto of Roche-Courbierre, upon the sides of which

a fig-tree is trained, which bears some branches contem-

poraneous with her visit to Grignan. It was at the en-

trance of this grotto, and beneath the shade of this fig-

tree, that she delighted to seat herself to compose her

letters. This spot is in the neighbourhood of the grottos

of Vaucluse, immortalized by Petrarch, the poet she wor-

shiped, because, like her, his existence had been absorbed

by a single emotion. Madame de Sevigne, almost a

poetess, was in fact the Petrarch of French prose. Like

him, her life was comprised in a single name, and awoke

a thousand hearts by the beatings of her own. Like

him, she owes her glory to one exclusive sentiment.

Such was the uneventful life of a woman who has

no other history than the feelings that emanated from

the heart and mind of a mother, while pondering in her

chamber upon an absent daughter. Regrets, fears, ten-

derness; apprehended departures, hoped-for returns; im-

passioned though silent meetings ; family communica-

tions, the interest of which does not pass beyond the

threshold
; descriptions of places and sites sanctified by

recollection ;
conversations with friends and neighbours,
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often the echo of some distant court rumour, the gossip-

ing, with closed doors, of an immortal century ; finally,

a gentle death, concluding a life without a drama.

This comprises her whole existence : it is monotonous

as the song of a nurse who rocks her infant in the cradle

till death, and nevertheless the world never wearies of

listening to it. The renown of the warriors, ministers,

poets, and sacred orators of this period, has undergone
the vicissitudes of posterity, and is partly concealed by
the obscurity of distance, the person and letters of

Madame de Sevigne have not sacrificed a palpitation or

a page to the lapse of time. We search for the most

trifling notes amidst the archives of the families with

which this memorable woman was connected, as we seek

for hidden treasures; and the discovery of a communica-

tion from the solitary gossip of the Rocks, causes no less

excitement amongst the erudite, than would the disin-

terment of a mutilated book of Tacitus. Why is this ?

It is that the human heart is even more sympathetic
than curious

; and that the secrets of a mother's tender-

ness for her child, when surprised in their natural sim-

plicity, and stamped by the genius of sentiment, possess

as deep an interest for us as the destinies of an empire.

Enter the interior of all dwellings, select from the volumes

lying on the mantelpiece the one oftenest perused, and

bearing the marks of irost constant opening, nineteen

times out of twenty it will prove to be the correspond-

ence of Madame de Sevigne ;
the masterpieces of human

genius yield the first place to this immortal conversation.

It is the classic of closed doors.

Above all, it is a book more suited to old-age than

to the budding years of existence : it does not possess

enough of passion to satisfy youth. Before it can afford

us pleasure, the first heat of life must be tamed or dead-
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ened by the progress of time. It is the book for the even-

ing, and not for the early dawn. It has a subdued light ;

it abounds in ^shadows, reveries, a sort ofJvague repose,

and the calmness of the setting sun. It suits the period

when men, ceasing all desire to advance or to act, seat

themselves before the door or at the fireside, to discourse

in a low tone of the events and crowds that occupy the

world, without being tempted to mingle with them again.

It is less life than a conversation upon life. This book

refreshes after the heart has been exhausted by the emo-

tions of the day, it is the volume of repose.

There is however an important lesson conveyed by
these pages, and the life of Madame de Sevigne. In

reverting to them, mothers may learn to love as much,

while daughters may be taught to love still more.
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MILTON.

A.D. 1627.

MILTON is one of the three great Christian poets who

were to the theogony of the Middle Ages what Homer
was to the Olympus of paganism. The triumvirate con-

sists of Dante, Tasso, and Milton. The ' Divine Comedy*
of Dante, the

' Jerusalem Delivered
'

of Tasso, the
' Pa-

radise Lost' of Milton, are the Iliads and Odysseys of

our theological system. These poems are nearly of the

same date ; they fall within the epoch when mysteries,

still considered sacred, were beginning nevertheless to

be freely discussed, and occasionally with a tendency to

imaginative conclusions : a period dangerous for those

dogmas or tenets with which the mind becomes rapidly

familiarized, when they pass from the close sanctuary to

the open world of letters. Severe religion should, with

Plato, exclude poets : when deities are commemorated in

verse, we verge on profanation. But theology reigned

with such undisputed and predominant influence in the

time of Dante, Tasso, and Milton, that no danger was

foreseen; posts were allowed to blend indiscriminately

truth with fiction
; every offered incense was acceptable,

although compounded from the most suspicious ingre-
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dients of antiquity : religion desired that even her dreams

should be the dreams of Christians.

Of these three eminent poetical theologists just named,

one alone may be truly called original ;
that is, born of

himself, of his own creed, of his own country, of his own

age, this exception is Dante. We can find none who

resemble him in the list of ancient bards. He is a monk

of some gloomy Christian monastery of the barbarous

ages, who, shut up in his cloister, imagines a paradise,

a purgatory, and a hell, monastic as his own fancy ; and

who, when roused from his reveries, relates to his simple

brotherhood strange, unaccountable, fantastic, trivial,

appalling, and sometimes sublime events, which have

never been disclosed before. Dante's work is the apoca-

lypse of poetry ;
obscure in meaning, exalted and almost

antediluvian in imagery, isolated and absolutely monu-

mental in expression. Tasso copies Homer and Virgil,

assimilating them at the same time with the religion,

manners, language, tastes, and even vices of his own

age : religion is the pretext of his poem ; chivalry, war,

and love are the real bases. He is more of a lover than

a theologian ;
his recitals are as graceful as the pastorals

of Theocritus, as melancholy as the elegies of Tibullus,

and as extravagant as the adventures of Amadis. We
have here the romance of chivalry transplanted with the

Arabs of Bagdad to Ferrara, and elevated by the accom-

plished genius of Tasso to the dignity and immortality

of an epic poem.
Milton is the least original of the three great Christian

poets. At first he imitates Homer, then Virgil, and

lastly Dante and Tasso; but his real model is Dante.

He impresses the same supernatural subject on the Chris-

tian theogony ;
he sings to England what Italy had al-

ready heard the strife of created angels in revolt against
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their Maker the blissful loves of Eden the seduction

of woman the fall of man the intercession of the Son

of God with the Father the mercy obtained by his own

sacrifice, and the redemption partially gleaming through
the distance, as the denouement of this sublime tragedy.

Finally, he embraces the entire series of mysteries which

the philosopher penetrates with his conjectures, the theo-

logian explains, and the poet describes, without demand-

ing of them other components than miracles, images, and

emotions.

Why then did Milton select this overpowering theo-

logical subject, and transplant it to England, so rich in

Saxon and Celtic traditions, already popular, and admir-

ably adapted for the text of a grand national and ori-

ginal northern epic ? The answer is to be found in his

character and his life. By nature he was theological, and

the youngest half of his existence had been passed in

Italy. The first voyage of a youth is a second birth ;

from it he imbibes new sensations and ideas, which pro-

duce a species of personal transformation. The pheno-
menon of petrifaction is not confined to the effect of wa-

ter upon a plant ;
it operates upon man through the air

that he breathes. Milton, at Rome and Naples, in the

society of the leading Italian spirits of the age, had drawn

in deep draughts of poetry and liberty, the two vivifying

spirits of his soul. He had sought the acquaintance of

the most eminent learned men of the different courts and

nations he had visited ;
he had become an Italian in lan-

guage, ear, taste, and heart ; he had been himself pre-

maturely appreciated, and as we may say, foretold, by
the leading politicians and literary celebrities of Florence,

Rome, and Naples.
In the present day, when we examine the archives and

visit the libraries of the Italian sovereigns, it is curious

VOL. III. L
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to observe how frequently, in the correspondence of the

most eminent writers of that age, we find the name of

this young Englishman mentioned, the friend of the

Muses, who speaks, and even writes in verse the language

of Torquato, and who promises to his native land a great

orator, a great politician, and a great poet. Strangers,

with superior impartiality, recognized genius before his

own countrymen were able to discover it. Milton was

not destined to falsify the auguries, or deceive the good

opinion which the Italians had formed of him. Let us

briefly recapitulate his life.

It is a characteristic of the age in which we live, to

take more interest in the writer than in his works ; we

turn to the page for a history of the man. What would

Tasso be without his fatal attachment, and his dungeon ?

What would Jean-Jacques Rousseau be without his Con-

fessions ? What would Voltaire himself be without his

Correspondence ? Human nature seems to have become

entirely historical
;

it studies, analyzes, and contemplates
itself in all the prominent individuals who collectively

constitute the age. The book falsifies, but the man can-

not; his life reveals him in spite of himself. For this

reason, biographies in the style of Plutarch have become,

in our estimation, the most valuable portion of historic

records : one remarkable character lights up to us an en-

tire age. A presentiment of this bias of the public mind

in the present day, impressed on the author the idea of

the series he is now writing, under the title of the Civi-

lizer, in which he purposes to depict universal history

from the single lives of illustrious men.

Milton, born of noble parents,* living on their estate

* It seems strange that Lamartine should fall into this error. Milton's

parentage, although gentle, was far from noble : his father practised as

a scrivener, and retired on a competent estate. Foreign writers do not
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in the neighbourhood of London, after having formed his

literary taste at the University of Cambridge, and having

given evidences of his superior powers in various Latin

poems, much admired by the erudite, was sent to Italy

by his father, to become acquainted with the world and

the existing state of learning on the Continent, before

the age when it was intended he should devote himself

to business and politics. He continued to reside there

for a series of years, attracted by the charms of the cli-

mate, the graces of the women, the poetical associations

of the places and people, the friendships he contracted

with many distinguished patrons of genius, and by the

softness of the air of Naples, which infiltrated itself

through his veins, and made him lose sight of every-

thing, even his glory and his native country. He con-

fesses this himself, in verses written in the language of

Tasso.
"
I have forgotten the Thames for the voluptuous

Arno. Love has so willed it, who never wills in vain !

"

From this we may collect that either Florence or Pisa

contained a second Leonora for this new Torquato. Love

alone solves many secrets which appear otherwise inex-

plicable in the lives of men, and particularly of poets.

And how did this passion eventuate? Herein lies the

mystery of that period of the life of Milton.

On his return to England he found the Parliament at

war with the King, hostile arms in every hand, and every

soul bursting with the flames of religious and political

controversy. During three years he pondered in soli-

tude, without seeming to incline either towards the Roy-
alists or the Puritans, entirely absorbed in the studies

preparatory to his future poem, the plan of which he had

conceived while yet on his travels. In a letter to a con-

readily comprehend the distinctions between the gentry and aristocracy
of England. TBANSL.

L 2
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fidential friend, written about this period, he thus ex-

presses himself :

" Some day I shall address a work to

posterity which will perpetuate my name, at least in the

land in which I was born." All great minds thus anti-

cipate their future glory ;
this feeling, which the vulgar

mistake for pride, is in fact the inwardly-speaking con-

sciousness of their genius. When these three years had

passed over his head, Milton postponed his poem until

times more favourable to literature, should they ever

arrive, and declared for the cause of liberty. Poets had

long followed in the train of courts and monarchs
; he

was tempted by the glory of being the first of his nation

to espouse the side of God and the people : but neither

the people nor the Puritans had any ears to spare for

poetry. Milton threw himself into the quarrel, armed

with speeches, controversies, and pamphlets, those daily

weapons of revolution. His genius, transformed, but not

debased, soon distinguished his name from amongst the

crowd. It bore the manly republican impress of ancient

Rome, emanating from the soul of an English enthusiast.

Cromwell, who at that time personified in himself the

citizens, the people, the army, the fervour of religious

zeal, the national pride and privileges, became the Mac-

cabaeus of Milton's imagination. The poet attached him-

self to the fortunes of the Protector, as to his own and

his country's destiny ; he saw in him the champion of the

people, the uprooter of monarchs, and a new judge of

Israel : we find these exact expressions in his political

writings of the period, Cromwell was the sword, while

Milton wished to be the tongue of independence. Crom-

well, who spoke much, but always badly, and had neither

time nor leisure to write, hailed with eagerness the vigo-

rous, eloquent, and imaginative talent which sought to

place itself at his service. It was not enough for the
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experienced leader, the conquering soldier, to triumph

on the battle-fields of Scotland and Ireland ; he wished

equally to despotize over public opinion. The Royalists,

the Roman Catholics, the partisans of the Reformed

Church, waged against him an incessant war of pamph-

lets, which disturbed his rest and threatened to under-

mine his power. Milton was employed to reply to their

arguments or invectives. He placed him near his own

person, in the position of private secretary, and confided

to him the revision and publication of the acts of Go-

vernment. That Government concentrated itself in the

single head of the Protector. This confidential member

of Cromwell's cabinet was, in reality, the minister of the

Protectorate ; his name became synonymous with power,

and his fortune increased with the importance of his

functions. His brothers left the country, and came to

reside with him in a handsome mansion-house in London.

At the age of thirty-five Milton married his first wife,

Mary Powell, a royalist by connection and principles.

Political dissensions soon poisoned their connubial hap-

piness. Mary Powell, in a few months, blushed to find

herself the wife of a republican, who had given up his

pen to the enemy of the monarch she had been educated

to revere. Under the pretence of visiting her family, she

quitted the house of her husband, and refused to enter

it again. Milton, deeply offended at her desertion, wrote

a treatise on divorces.
"
It is not God," he says,

" who

has forbidden divorce, but the priesthood. Love and

harmony are the objects of marriage ;
where they are ab-

sent between the wedded, marriage resolves into a union

of antipathy and hatred." He obtained his divorce, and

was ready to marry a second time, when the remem-

brance of her first affection, excited perhaps by jealousy,

woke up in the heart of his fugitive wife. He himself
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recollected how fondly he had once loved her, and felt

that the passion was not yet extinguished. A meeting,

contrived by others without their own knowledge, led to

their re-union. One day, the poet, being invited by a

neighbour to the country, was discoursing in a melan-

choly strain with his friend, on the solitude and sadness

of his life, and regretting the happy days he had passed
with Mary Powell, whom he had formerly loved, and

whose loss he deplored suddenly the door of an adjoin-

ing chamber, behind which she had listened to the con-

versation, opened, and the wife of Milton fell at his feet,

and in a moment afterwards was raised to his arms.

Tears, repentance, and embraces completed the reconci-

liation, and left on the mind of Milton such an impres-

sion of delight, that in his old-age it furnished him with

the material of one of the most pathetic scenes in his

great poem, the forgiveness of Adam after the offence of

Eve:

" He added not, and from her turn'd. But Eve

Not so repulsed, with tears that ceased not flowing

And tresses all disorder'd, at his feet

Pell humble
; and, embracing them, besought

His peace, and thus proceeded in her plaint :

' Forsake me not thus, Adam ! witness, Heaven,

What love sincere and reverence in my heart

I bear thee, and unweeting have offended,

Unhappily deceived ! . . .

Forlorn of thee

Whither shall I betake me, where subsist ?

While yet we live, scarce one short hour perhaps,

Between us two let there be peace.' . . .

She ended weeping ;
and her lowly plight,

Immovable, till peace obtain'd from fault

Acknowledged and deplored, in Adam wrought
Commiseration : soon his heart relented

Toward her, his life so late, and sole delight,

Now at his feet submissive in distress :
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Creature so fair his reconcilement seeking,

His counsel, whom she had displeased, his aid ;

As one disarm'd, his anger all he lost ;

And thus with peaceful words, upraised her soon :

* ... Rise, let us no more contend, nor blame

Each other, blamed enough elsewhere.'
"

Eve repents in her turn, and devotes herself to the

consolation of her husband :

" She ended here, or vehement despair

Broke off the rest
;
so much of death her thoughts

Had entertain'd, as dyed her cheeks with pale."

Paradise Lost, Book X.

The happy re-union of Milton and his spouse was fol-

lowed by years of domestic peace and love, during which

three daughters were born, destined to console, at a later

period, the declining years of their father. While tran-

quillity reigned at his hearth, consternation pravailed in

the palace of Whitehall. Cromwell had either permitted
or gratuitously incited the murder of the vanquished and

captive King. Milton, who had attended the Protector

through the war, participated with him in the consequent
crime. He might either have implored the pardon of

Charles L, or have washed his hands of his blood, by

separating himself with a sigh from the cause which

thus became criminal in the eyes of God and men.

Whether it was devoted attachment to his patron, even

to the shedding of blood, or overpowering fanaticism, he

exhibited neither hesitation, nor pity, nor horror. He
did more than assist in the regicide ; he endeavoured to

justify it, after the axe had separated the head of the

imprisoned monarch. But his arguments are all based

on fallacy : he might support the opinion that kings, be-

ing only men, like other magistrates invested with con-

ditional and responsible power, are not privileged to

commit crimes with impunity; but beyond that hypo-
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thesis, he had three things to prove which he has not

attempted to substantiate.

First, that Charles I., attacked* and deposed by his

rebellious Parliament, was guilty of a crime in defending
the constitution, his throne, and people, at the head of

an army, against the opposing army of Cromwell. Se-

condly, that the crime (if it was one) merited death.

And
lastly, that it was just, equitable, humane, and reli-

gious, in a victorious party, to execute their sovereign,

vanquished, disarmed, and a prisoner.

It was impossible for Milton to prove either of these

three propositions in his discourse on regicide. He esta-

blished but one point the hardening even of a poet's

heart through the extravagance of party feeling, or the

complaisance of genius for success. Either of these two

conclusions equally inculpates his memory. If pity had

been universally proscribed from society, it should have

found a shelter in the heart of a poet, that living sum-

mary of all the pathetic vibrations of human affairs. If

genius is to be considered, so far from an apology it

becomes an aggravation ; for if it abases itself before

power, to the depth of bathing in the blood of the scaf-

fold, genius is more culpable in this sanguinary adulation

than commonplace intellect, for it descends from a loftier

height to a lower depth of infamy. Milton himself has

laboured to attach the eternal stain of this royal martyr-
dom to his name, and it is but just that it should remain

there. These are the blots which glory renders more

deep and dark on an illustrious reputation, because they
are surrounded by a brilliant light.

.

In reward for this cruel enshusiasm, or servile com-

plaisance, Milton was elevated by Cromwell to the post

of Secretary of State for the Republic, and private Latin

secretary to himself. His eloquence was wanting to
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refute an important publication. This volume, coming
as it were from the tomb of Charles I., filled the nation

with remorse, which it became necessary to appease at

any cost. It excited in London an effect similar to

that produced in Paris and in Europe by the will of

Louis XVI., made public after the death of that mon-

arch. It was the voice of blood, the appeal of con-

science succeeding to the cry of passion. This posthu-
mous work was attributed to King Charles, who was very

capable of having written it in prison, when in hourly

expectation of death.

Milton replied to the El/cow Bao-iXi/c^ in another vo-

lume entitled the
'

Iconoclast/ in which he had recourse

to both argument and insult
; but insults addressed to a

decapitated corpse, assumed the character of sacrilege,

and what effect could reasoning produce, when weighed

against tears ?

The posthumous work of Charles I. asked only pardon
from God, pity from his people, and meekness from his

son. It was the confession of a captive king, who re-

viewed in prison the errors of his life ; and sought not

to extenuate the heaviest of which he had been guilty,

the consent to the death of his faithful minister the Earl

of Stratford, in the hope of regaining the Parliament by
that costly sacrifice. "Alas!" says he, "to allay a po-

pular storm, I have raised an eternal tempest in my own

bosom. Since the events of war are always uncertain,

and those of civil war invariably deplorable, whatever

may be my fate, I am destined to endure almost as

much from victory as from defeat. O God, bestow on

me the gift of knowing how to suffer ! My enemies have

left me nothing in my prison but the outward bark of

life. Oh, my son, thou wilt never again look on the

face of thy father ! It is the will of God that I should
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be buried for ever in this dark and desolate dungeon !

Receive then my last farewell. I commend your mo-

ther to your care when I am gone. Remember that in

coming back from France, in spite of my entreaties to

the contrary, she came to share my dangers and priva-

tions ; to suffer with me and for me, with you and for

you, with a steadfast magnanimity which the heart of a

wife and mother rendered easy and delightful ! When

they have put me to death, my children, I shall implore

God not to pour out the vials of his wrath upon this un-

happy nation. Let my memory and my affection live in

your thoughts. Farewell, then, until we meet in heaven,

for on earth we shall meet no more ! May a happier age

approach with your advancing years !

"

Such pages as these, discovered in a coffin, recalled

the psalms of a David amongst kings. The people read

them as a celestial plea which justified, after punishment,
the intentions and heart of the condemned. Milton ridi-

culed them as a studied declamation to attest merely the

poetical talent of the victim.
"
Truly," said he, seeking

to extract a jest from the tears and blood of the immo-

lated monarch,
"
Charles was deeply read in the poets,

and we may believe that his object was to leave in these

chapters, imaginative essays calculated to impress on

posterity his ability as a writer !"

In a short time, the invectives with which the people
of England were assailed from France and the whole

continent of Europe, reproaching them with the murder

they had committed, compelled Milton to vindicate his

country. Patriotism inspired him more effectively than

the advocacy of regicide. He published his defence of

the people of England against the French writer Salma-

sius. The attack and retort were equally venal. Salma-

sius had received one hundred pieces of gold from the
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King of France for blackening the murderers of the King
of England. Milton received from Cromwell one thou-

sand pieces for justifying the act.
"
Salmasius," said

Voltaire, when speaking of that polemic,
" wrote like a

pedant; Milton replied like a wild beast." The judg-

ment, though coarse, was just. Every phrase of Salma-

sius smelt of the lamp ; every sentence of Milton per-

spired blood.

Nevertheless, at the winding up of these voluminous

processes against the dead body of a king, Milton seems

to have been the first amongst his countrymen who

caught a glimpse of the future bearing of the English

Revolution on the liberty of the world.
" We shall teach

nations to be free/' exclaimed he ;

" and our example

will, on some future day, carry to the enslaved Continent

a new plant more beneficial to the human race than the

grain of Triptolemus, the seed of reason, civilization,

and freedom !" Milton proved a true prophet; but he

forgot that this grain, to become fruitful, should only be

moistened with blood by the warriors and martyrs. The

scaffolds of Charles I. and Louis XVI. have cast a gloomy
shadow over the brightness of liberty; death proves

nothing, and remorse, instead of imparting strength,

weakens and disquiets the soul of a nation.

We have seen how the Commonwealth of England
was changed into a military dictatorship by Cromwell,

and how both expired together when he closed his eyes

in death. Republicanism was not yet suited either to

the English or the people of the Continent. The fore-

calculated treason of an egotistical and treacherous com-

mander, Monk, seconded by an army who desired a

master; the longings of avarice and ambition surren-

dered England back to the son of the late King, the

voluptuous Charles II.
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Let us render justice to Milton. During the short

interval that elapsed between the death of Cromwell and

the treason of Monk and the army, while the nation yet

hesitated, he raised his voice courageously to recommend

constancy and dignity to the people.
"
If we quail,"

wrote he,
" we shall verify the predictions of our ene-

mies
; we shall become the gibe and mockery of history :

all our victories over tyranny will be vain ; all the blood

that has been shed will be lost. The sons will annihilate

the value of the lives which their fathers sacrificed in the

cause of liberty !" He proposed to preserve at least par-

liamentary freedom by extending the elective franchise,

so as to establish a counterpoise, through the represen-

tation of every class of the people, against the despotic

tendencies of the aristocracy, the clergy, and the court,

all of whom he saw would speedily be restored ; but he

wished at the same time that this universal suffrage

should be purified from the influence of demagogues,

enlightened by the intelligence of the voters, and kept in

subordination by a regulated scale of electoral privileges.

The true substance of election in his eyes, as in ours,

consisted in numbers. All rights, according to his ideas,

presupposed morality and capacity as the claims on which

they rested. In political government, as in liberty itself,

regulated conditions were equally essential. His last wri-

tings as a statesman evince profound experience in the

exercise of legislation, and sound practical sense which

repudiated chimeras even in the cause to which he had

so enthusiastically devoted himself.

The restoration of Charles II. surprised him in the

midst of his labours, rendered nugatory by the treason

of the army, which first conquered, and then sold their

country. Charles was not by nature vindictive
;
he was

only thoughtless. He extended amnesty to all, even to
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the regicides ;
but his return called back the Royalists

to Parliament, and they, like all partisans, were impla-

cable. They outraged the natural gentleness of the young

King, and demanded from him heads and proscriptions.

Milton, who had steeped, if not his hands, at least his

pen in the blood of the late monarch and the massacres

of Ireland, more atrocious than those of September, 1792,

hastened to hide himself, in the hope of being forgotten.

He resigned his office, and retired into an obscure suburb

of London, to allow time for the vengeance of his ene-

mies to pass away. After a short interval, to efface his

name effectually from the remembrance of the Royalists,

he gave out that he was dead; and while still in existence

superintended the ceremony of his own funeral. To this

subterfuge he was indebted for his life. He was not

discovered until the first fury of reaction had become

satiated, and in some measure exhausted by indulgence.

From his own windows he had beheld the body of Crom-

well, dug up by the common executioner, paraded through

the streets of London, and exposed to the insults of the

populace.

Charles II. heard of the retreat of Milton, and pre-

tended to believe in the reality of his death. He had no

desire to stain the commencement of his reign with the

execution of one of those men destined to immortality,

whose blood would cry loudly for vengeance through

future ages. He even offered to reinstate him in his

office of government advocate, if he would devote his

talents to the cause of monarchy. His second wife en-

treated him to comply with this proposal.
" You are a

woman," replied Milton, "and your thoughts dwell on

the domestic interests of our house ;
I think only of pos-

terity, and I will die consistently with my character."

By this time his affairs had declined into poverty, ap-
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preaching to indigence. His eyes, ever weak, had al-

most entirely lost their light. When he ventured out,

he was supported by the arm of one of his daughters.

Charles II., one day when taking a ride, met him in

St. James's Park, and inquired who was that handsome

blind old man. He was told that it was Milton. He

approached, and addressing the ancient secretary of

Cromwell in a tone of bitter irony, said,
"
Heaven, Sir,

has inflicted this chastisement on you for having parti-

cipated in the murder of my father!" "Sire," replied

the aged sufferer with manly boldness,
"

if the calamities

which befall us here are the punishment of our faults, or

of the sins of our parents, your own father must have

been very culpable, for you yourself have endured much
misfortune."* The King passed on silently, and ex-

pressed no offence at the answer. Milton was now ap-

proaching his sixtieth year; but he still retained the

freshness of mind and beauty of countenance which be-

long to youth. Genius consumes the weak, and pre-

serves the strong. His involuntary idleness had driven

him back to poetry, formerly the pastime, but now the

consolation of his life. The idea of the great epic which

he had conceived in Italy, and postponed to the age of

leisure, occupied his imagination more intensely than

ever. He resumed his studies in Hebrew, Greek, Latin,

and Italian, with the enthusiasm of a youth. The realms

of fancy carried him away delightfully from the actual

world. His second wife being dead, he married a third,

still young and handsome, who became the soul of his

house, and the mother of his children. She loved him

too, despite his poverty and blindness. He wrote several

treatises, and amongst others a History of England, to

* This conversation, with some variety, has been reported by other

historians to have taken place in Milton's own house, between him and

James, Duke of York. TRANSL.
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earn bread for his family and a dowry for his daughters ;

but his name injured the popularity of his works, and

his poem encroached on his history. The Royalists

were indignant that a regicide should be permitted to

write and live, and pamphleteers of the court inveighed

against him without fear of a reply.
"
They charge

me," thus he wrote to one of his friends, a foreigner,

in a letter recovered long after,
"
they charge me with

poverty because I have never desired to become rich

dishonestly ; they accuse me of blindness because I

have lost my eyes in the service of liberty; they tax

me with cowardice, and while I had the use of my
eyes and my sword I never feared the boldest amongst
them

; finally, I am upbraided with deformity, while no

one was more handsome in the age of beauty. I do not

even complain of my want of sight ;
in the night with

which I am surrounded the light of the Divine presence

shines with a more brilliant lustre. God looks down

upon me with more tenderness and compassion because

I can now see none but himself. Misfortune should pro-

tect me from insult and render me sacred, not because I

am deprived of the light of heaven, but because I am
under the shadow of the Divine wings, which have en-

veloped me with this darkness. To that alone I attri-

bute the assiduous kindness of my friends, their con-

soling attentions, their frequent, cordial visits, and their

respectful complaisance."
"
My devotion to my coun-

try," he again writes in another letter to the same friend,
"
has scarcely rewarded me, and yet that sweet name of

country charms me still. Adieu ! I pray you to excuse

the inaccurate Latin of this letter. The child to whom I

am compelled to dictate it is ignorant of that language,

and I spell every syllable over to him, that you may be

enabled to read my inmost soul."
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His last wife, Elizabeth Minshull, and his three daugh-
ters were constantly with him, copying, repeating, and

correcting the cantos of his great poem, as his genius

progressively inspired them. He composed verses during
the night, and repeated them at early dawn, before the

noise of the city, awakening in the streets, called back

his thoughts to things terrestrial. While he listened to

the sound of his daughters' pens as they traced the paper,

it seemed to him as if he was dictating the daily testa-

ment of his genius, and depositing in a safe sanctuary

the treasure which he had hitherto carried in his imagina-

tion. During the remainder of the day he read Scrip-

ture, poetry, and history; or, conducted by one of his

daughters, sauntered in the solitary fields of the neigh-

bourhood to breathe the pure air, or to feel at least upon
his eyelids the rays of that sun which he no longer re-

cognized but through its heat.

At the foot of an oak, looking towards the south, on

Hampstead Hill, Milton one day dictated that beautiful

apostrophe to light which opens the third book of
'

Para-

dise Lost/ and has been so admirably imitated by Vol-

taire and Delille. We there recognize the agony of re-

gret for the loss of a faculty gone never to return. The

present pain doubles the memory of the past enjoyment.

"
Hail, holy Light ! offspring of Heaven first-born,

Or of the Eternal co-eternal beam,

May I express thee unblamed ? since God is light,

And never but in unappreached light

Dwelt from eternity ;
dwelt then in thee,

Bright effluence of bright essence uncreate.

Or hear'st thou rather, pure ethereal stream,

Whose fountain who shall tell ? Before the sun,

Before the heavens thou wert
;
and at the voice

Of God, as with a mantle, didst invest

The rising world of waters dark and deep,

"Won from the void and formless infinite.
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Thee I revisit now with bolder wing,

Escaped the Stygian pool, though long detain'd

In that obscure sojourn ;
while in my flight

Through utter and through middle darkness borne,

With other notes than to the Orphean lyre

I sang of chaos and eternal night ;

Taught by the heavenly muse to venture down

The dark descent, and up to re-ascend,

Though hard and rare. Thee I revisit safe,

And feel thy sovran vital lamp ; but thou

Revisit' st not these eyes, that roll in vain

To find thy piercing ray, and find no dawn
;

So thick a drop serene hath quench'd their orbs,

Or dim suffusion veil'd. Yet not the more

Cease I to wander where the Muses haunt,

Clear spring, or shady grove, or sunny hill,

Sinit with the love of sacred song ; but chief

Thee, Sion, and the flowery brooks beneath,

That wash thy hallow'd feet, and warbling flow,

Nightly I visit : nor, sometimes, forget

Those other two, equall'd with me in fate,

So were I equall'd with them in renown,

Blind Thamyris, and blind Mseonides,

And Tiresias and Phineus, prophets old;

Then feed on thoughts, that voluntary move

Harmonious numbers, as the wakeful bird

Sings darkling, and in shadiest covert hid,

Tunes her nocturnal note. Thus with the year

Seasons return, but not to me returns

Day, or the sweet approach of even or morn,
Or sight of vernal bloom, or summer's rose,

Or flocks, or herds, or human face divine
;

But cloud instead, and ever-during dark

Surrounds me, from the cheerfid ways of men

Cut off
;
and for the book of knowledge fair,

Presented with a universal blank

Of Nature's works, to be expunged and razed
;

And wisdom at one entrance quite shut out.

So much the rather thou, celestial Light,

Shine inward, and the mind through all her powers
Irradiate ; there plant eyes ;

all mist from thence

VOL. III.
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Purge and disperse, that I may see, and tell

Of things invisible to mortal sight."

Paradise Lost, Book III.

This invocation to light is one of the most beautiful

passages in the work, because the poet becomes the man

himself, and feels reality instead of imagining fiction.

All who read are well acquainted with this poem. It is

the narrative of the Bible mixed up with fables, adven-

tures, and long dialogues. Except the apostrophe we

have quoted, some descriptions of Eden, and the loves of

Adam and Eve in Paradise, the book owes its immorta-

lity to its style. A wearisome theology, partly scriptural

and partly imaginary, weighs down the flight of the poet,

and fatigues the reader. The Supreme Being and his

Son speak like men, and unlike divinities. They have

friends and enemies amongst their own creatures; fac-

tions are stirred up in heaven and hell to dethrone the

Uncreated. Angels and demons combat in the realms of

space, with mechanical arms, and kill each other without

dying, to dispute the possession of an insect called man,

upon a grain of dust, indistinguishable in the immensity

of chaos, and denominated the globe of the earth. De-

bates are held in the divine council as in a human par-

liament. There are orators of the celestial government,

and tribunes of the condemned angels, who demand the

head of the Most High as Milton clamoured for that of

Charles the Eirst. All this, despite the genius of the

poet, is void of philosophy and full of tediousness. It

is in fact the dream of a Puritan who has fallen asleep

over the first pages of his Bible.

The versification alone redeems the inanity of the fa-

ble. It recalls, even to the rhythm, Homer, Virgil, and

Racine. But Milton, notwithstanding his posthumous
renown as the first epic writer of England, remains even
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in that position at an immeasurable distance from Shak-

speare, who reminds us of no one, but who translates

nature instead of following sacred legends. Yet Shak-

speare was born, lived, and died, before Milton appeared,

and his ungrateful country hesitated to acknowledge in

him a supreme and universal poet. Milton, though very

inferior to Shakspeare, was destined for a long series of

years to take precedence of him in the ranks of glory.

Why was this ? The answer must be found in the sub-

ject of his work. England had become theological and

biblical, and the man who had versified Jehovah and

holy writ, was rewarded as a sacred poet. This occurred,

but long after Milton could be sensible of his renown
;

his name and unpopularity had injured the circulation

of his work ;
the regicide predominated over the poet.

' Paradise Lost' being finished and copied by his daugh-

ters, who alone had read it, he carried it to the royal

censor to obtain a license for publication. A bookseller

named Symons purchased it for jive pounds sterling!

The author handed the money over to his wife and

daughters, to provide for their poor housekeeping, and

to reward them, as far as he was able, for the pains they
had bestowed in taking down from his dictation, and re-

copying this immortal production. We have no evidence

that his lips uttered any murmur against the smallness

of the sum, or that his family complained. He had

tuned his verse with higher objects than pecuniary re-

ward. The morsel of bread obtained from the hands of

a tradesman, and added to their daily pittance, carried

joy and contentment to the domestic hearth of Milton.

Subsequent and reiterated editions of
'

Paradise Lost
'

in England and throughout Europe, have produced more

millions than there were pence in the original five pounds
of the bookseller Symons.

M 2
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According to some authorities, the poem remained for

ten years buried in the office of the printer, without be-

ing mentioned or read. Others relate, that it obtained a

circumscribed but rapid notoriety, and shed a twilight of

glory over the last years of the author. It is impossible

to read without overpowering admiration the tender and

pathetic scenes of the first appearance of Eve to Adam,
and of Adam to Eve, in the garden of innocence : nei-

ther can we peruse without a thrill of chaste enjoyment
the pure but impassioned conversations between the two

earliest lovers of the human race. The historian who

accuses Milton of never having regarded women but as

domestic drudges, calumniates human nature. No heart

but one teeming with enthusiasm for beauty, and over-

flowing with respect and tenderness for female worth,

could ever have composed such verses as the following.

Adam, says the poet, in lines as harmoniously blended

as the fugitive tints of morning, Adam, who on awa-

king sought his companion, and expected to find her

wandering in the groves of Eden, her feet pressing the

early dew, was astonished to behold her still sleeping

by his side

" With tresses discomposed and glowing cheek,

As through unquiet rest : he, on his side

Leaning half-raised, with looks of cordial love

Hung over her enamour'd, and beheld

Beauty, which, whether waking or asleep,

Shot forth peculiar graces ;
then with voice

Mild as when Zephyrus on Flora breathes,

Her hand soft touching, whisper'd thus :

*

Awake,

My fairest, my espoused, my latest found,

Heaven's last best gift, my ever new delight !

Awake : the morning shines, and the fresh field

Calls us ;
we lose the prime, to mark how spring

Our tended plants, how blows the citron-grove,

What drops the myrrh, and what the balmy reed,
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How Nature paints her colours, how the bee

Sits on the bloom, extracting liquid sweet.'

Such whispering waked her, but with startled eye

On Adam, whom embracing, thus she spake :

' O sole in whom my thoughts find all repose,

My glory, my perfection ! glad I see

Thy face, and morn return'd ; for I this night

(Such night till this I never pass'd) have dream'd
' "

She then proceeds to relate the appearance in her

dream of the serpent tempter, and his seductive argu-

ments. The poet then continues :

" Thus Eve her night

Related ; and thus Adam answer'd sad :

* Best image of myself, and dearer half,

The trouble of thy thoughts this night in sleep

Affects me equally ; nor can I like

This uncouth dream, of evil sprung, I fear :

Yet evil whence ? In thee can harbour none,

Created pure ....
Be not dishearten'd then

;
nor cloud those looks,

That wont to be more cheerful and serene

Than when fair morning first smiles on the world
;

And let us to our fresh employments rise

Among the groves, the fountains, and the flowers,

That open now their choicest bosom'd smells,

Reserved from night, and kept for thee in store.'

So cheer'd he his fair spouse, and she was cheer'd
;

But silently a gentle tear let fall

From either eye, and wiped them with her hair ;

Two other precious drops that ready stood,

Each in their crystal sluice, he, ere they fell,

Kiss'd, as the gracious signs of sweet remorse

And pious awe, that fear'd to have offended."

Paradise Lost, Book V.

They rose, wandered through the thickets, and, wrapt
in pious enthusiasm for the Creator of all the wonders

that surrounded them, poured forth a prayer of blended

adoration, gratitude, and bliss.
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In a subsequent passage the poet continues thus :

"
Now, when as sacred light began to dawn

In Eden on the humid flowers, that breathed

Their morning incense, when all things that breathe

From the earth's great altar send up silent praise

To the Creator, and his nostrils fill

With grateful smell, forth came the human pair,

And join'd their vocal worship to the quire

Of creatures wanting voice ; . . . .

. . . Eve first to her husband thus began : . . .

' Let us divide our labours ; thou, where choice

Leads thee, or where most needs
;
whether to wind

The woodbine round this arbour, or direct

The clasping ivy where to climb ;
while I

In yonder spring of roses intermix'd

With myrtle, find what to redress till noon :

For while so near each other thus all day

Our task we choose, what wonder, if, so near,

Looks intervene and smiles, or object new

Casual discourse draw on ? which intermits

Our day's work, brought to little, though begun

Early; and the hour of supper comes unearn'd?'
'

Paradise Lost, Book IX.

Adam replies :

" * Yet not so strictly hath our Lord imposed

Labour, as to debar us when we need

Refreshment, whether food, or talk between,

Food of the mind, or this sweet intercourse

Of looks and smiles ;
for smiles from reason flow,

To brute denied, and are of love the food ....
. . . But if much converse perhaps

Thee satiate, to short absence I could yield :

For solitude sometimes is but society,

And short retirement urges swift return.

But other doubt possesses me, lest harm

Befall thee sever'd from me

. . . Nor think superfluous others' aid :

I, from the influence of thy looks, receive

Access in every virtue
;

in thy sight

More wise, more watchful, stronger, if need were

Of outward strength.'
"
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Eve resists, and resolves to follow her caprice :

" Thus saying, from her husband's hand, her hand

Soft she withdrew
; and, like a wood-nymph light,

Betook her to the groves ....
Her long with ardent look Us eye pursued,

Delighted, but desiring more her stay."

Paradise Lost, Book IX.

When Eve has yielded to temptation, and the sin is

committed, Adam withdraws from her society, and la-

ments in solitude:

" Whom thus afflicted when sad Eve beheld,

Desolate where she sat, approaching nigh,

Soft words to his fierce passion she assay'd ;

But her with stem regard he thus repelTd
'

She listens in agonized grief, and then replies :

"
Thy suppliant,

I beg, and clasp thy knees ; bereave me not,

Whereon I live
; thy gentle looks, thy aid,

Thy counsel in this uttermost distress

My only strength and stay

.... Both have sinn'd, but thou

Against God only, I against God and thee.'
"

Then follow the lines we have quoted before, in which

Adam pardons the wife who has destroyed his happiness.

We cannot doubt that the heart by which they were con-

ceived, had felt and acknowledged the tenderness they

express.

These are the most beautiful passages in the poem, and

the only ones which appear to spring from sympathetic

feeling; the rest is imaginary, fanatical, and cold as theo-

logy itself. A true epic is not to be constructed from

poetical machinery, but from natural sentiments. The

leading fault of
*

Paradise Lost' is, that it represents the

Bible in verse rather than a human dream, with the ex-
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ception of those portions we have already pointed out.

M. de Chateaubriand, who translated Milton, places 'Pa-

radise Lost' on a level with Homer, and the primitive

epics of India, Greece, and Rome. The eminent trans-

lator wished to illustrate by instance the theory he had

laid down in
' The

.

Genius of Christianity/ his noblest

work
; namely, that the Christian religion is the most

pathetic and most sublime example of poetry the world

has yet seen. In this conclusion is comprised the para-

dox of a reaction that advances beyond the truth. Chris-

tianity is the philosophy of grief; therein lies its exclu-

sive beauty. It severs man rudely from his dreams, pre-,

sents before him the never-fading image of his fall, his

misery, and his redemption through penitence. Its tenets

are delivered in groans rather than songs ;
its moral ob-

ligations proscribe all pleasures, even those of imagina-

tion. A drama is a profanation, a picture almost a crime,

in the eyes of a creed exclusively spiritual, which abases

the senses to exalt the mind. No poets surround its cra-

dle; the only attendants are apostles, believers, and mar-

tyrs. The genius of Christianity is austere truth
;
the

genius of poetry is fiction. These two antagonistic qua-
lities never unite without becoming mutually perverted.

Epic Christian poets are only poets when they are

paganized by the adoption of posthumous fictions
; as in

the cases of Camoens, Dante, Tasso, and Milton
; either

in converting the metaphysical heaven of Christianity to

a Homerian Olympus, or in descending to the infernal

regions on the footsteps of Virgil. This Olympus, in-

stead of the gods and goddesses, the loves and graces,

personifying under the form of Deity the human pas-

sions, contains only a Calvary and a cross, where the

blood of a divine martyr washes away the corruptions of

the earth.
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Klopstock alone has endeavoured to poetize the tragic

majesty of this great drama in his
' Messiah ;' but the

' Messiah' cannot be viewed as a poem ; it is only a sigh

from humanity poured forth at the foot of the cross of a

Redeemer. Milton has not been able in
' Paradise Lost'

to escape from this inherent gravity of the Christian

code. He has given us rhythmical metaphysics rather

than genuine verse. He only becomes a poet when he

celebrates the love of the first man for the first woman
;

because then, instead of inventing, he recalled his own

feelings : that part of his inspiration he sought not in

theology, but in his heart. For this reason those parti-

cular pages will never be forgotten.

The limited success which attended '

Paradise Lost' on

its first publication, in no way discouraged the author.

Famine pressed on his family, and he was compelled to

labour for their daily sustenance. His wife and daughters

implored him to write either prose or verse, that they

might be enabled to live. Thus, like Homer, his ancient

model, he composed his best and latest works in poverty

and blindness. Old-age appeared to give a more pathetic

tone to his accents. His soul resembled those stringed

instruments which are weak when they issue from the

hands of the maker, but become sonorous with age, and

breathe more powerful melody when the wood of which

they are composed is worm-eaten.

It has been related that Milton's daughters, when they

required the simple apparel suited to their humble me-

diocrity, took from their father's papers, manuscripts,

without his knowledge, and sold them for a guinea or

two to impoverished booksellers. In the same manner

his library, now become useless, gradually disappeared,

to supply the wants of his declining years. His wife,

the innocent Eve of this poor domestic Eden, whose
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beauty, love, and fidelity he had commemorated under

the type of the first espoused of man, proved herself a

model of devotion and patience under his adversities.

She gloried in suffering for and with her husband. We
cannot tell what presentiment may have penetrated her

heart, that this blind and aged man, half proscribed and

almost entirely forgotten by his contemporaries, carried

within him some divine virtue which would expand over

his memory, and sanctify to the future all who bore his

name and shared in his distresses. The very infirmity

of her husband was dear to her. She rejoiced in being
herself the eyes, the hands, the feet of a man who had

loved her intensely in her first youth, and between whom
and the world she was the only remaining link. The

few friends and neighbours of Milton admired this noble

woman, still young and handsome, who dedicated herself

solely to his service and consolation
; and the more so

that old-age, persecution, and indigence, had exiled him

from society, and almost from compassion. Providence

has thus provided, in the tenderness of woman, a sweet

and holy compensation for the neglect and ingratitude of

the world.

Milton in his blindness and destitution realized some

of the pathetic conversations he had imagined in Eden,
between the proscribed husband and the faithful wife

when standing before the closed gates of Paradise. He

composed prayers in prose and verse, which his wife and

daughters repeated on holy days, either in his chamber

or in the garden. Imagination and piety, the two eternal

springs of youth in man, removed from him the ordinary
moroseness of old-age. He was grave, but not melan-

choly, resembling Bernardin de St. Pierre, the Theocritus

uf France, and the author, still young at eighty, of
' Paul

and Virginia.' Milton preserved under his white locks
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that beauty of feature which is the second flower of life,

and more durable than youth. His forehead was with-

out wrinkles ;
his complexion florid

;
his mouth calm and

smiling ;
his eyes, though sightless, azure and deep, as

if the light that touched them on the surface illumined

them to his inmost soul. His voice was measured and

melodious as a song. He was fond of walking when the

sun was bright and the flowers were in season; and when

supported by the arm of his wife or of one of his daugh-

ters, he moved with an erect and steady carriage through
the paths of the hills surrounding London, listening to

the sounds of the country, and above all to the carols of

the birds.

Occasionally, his old associates of the time of Crom-

well, raised the political discussions of former days, and

the name of Charles I. intermingled with their conversa-

tion ; then, and then only, a cloud obscured his expres-

sive physiognomy. Ever true to republican principles,

he deplored the dissipation of the dream, which the

fickleness of the English people and the treason of the

army had rendered so evanescent ; and above all, he

lamented that the blood of an unfortunate and innocent

monarch had been sacrificed to this dazzling chimera.

This remorse, the only painful reminiscence of his life,

poisoned his recollections of the past, and of his own

noble efforts to support the system he believed to be the

best.

Happy are those theories which vanish altogether, or

are indefinitely adjourned without leaving sanguinary
traces behind them. Milton was not permitted to en-

joy this felicity. Amidst the slumbers of his old-age, a

severed head dropping blood from a lofty scaffold pre-

sented itself before the mirror of his mind. The stub-

born soldier Cromwell had confessed similar imaginings
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to his family when lying on his death-bed ; how then

could the more gentle and religious poet of the Republic
abstain from a similar avowal to his children ? Every-

thing in his later productions indicates this melancholy
and regret. If he did not publicly declare his feelings,

it was because Charles II. sat upon the throne, and the

repentance, honourable before God, would have appeared
base and cringing in the eyes of man.

Few details have reached us respecting his last mo-

ments. We only know that his existence was slowly

extinguished in the gradual approaches which mark the

almost insensible twilight of protracted lives, a last

benefit conferred by Heaven on its selected favourites

in the gentle transition which removes them from life

to death.

A friend who visited Milton a short time before his

decease, states that he inhabited a small and solitary

house at the extremity of a suburb of London, near the

meadows which join the city. The staircase which led

to his chamber was covered with an old carpet, that the

noise of those ascending and descending might not dis-

turb his broken slumbers. He found him clothed in a

short, sombre-coloured cloak, seated near the window,
his elbows resting on the arms of a wooden chair. At
that time his remaining days on earth were few in num-
ber. He expired without pain or suffering during the

night of the 16th of November, 1674. He was interred,

through the care of his wife and daughters, by the side

of his father's grave, in the small church of St. Giles

(Cripplegate). The fear of saying too much or too little

in an epitaph on an enemy of the reigning house of

Stuart prevented any inscription on the stone which

covers his remains, and which continues unmarked even

by his initials. It was only identified and preserved by
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a parish tradition, as his widow and daughters often

came to visit and kneel over it. The tomb of Tasso at

St. Onofrio is distinguished at least by his name; but

the bard who sang of Clorinda, left behind him tears and

regard unmingled with political resentments. He was

only a lover and a poet ; Milton, in addition, had been

a statesman, and was doomed to undergo the penalty of

his double genius.

Milton's widow languished in obscurity and poverty,

and died neglected a few years after him. His daugh-
ters married poor artisans of the suburb in which they

had resided with their father. Two of these tradesmen

were weavers. The children of the poet laboured at the

employment of their husbands. Thirty years after their

father's death, when ' Paradise Lost/ long unheard of,

had become famous when Milton's countrymen, by one

of those revolutions in opinion which exhumes books or

men, had disinterred the poem, and crowned the author

(like Inez of Portugal) after his death, some few from

curiosity sought out the descendants of one to whom

they rendered this tardy and unavailing compliment.

Deborah, his favourite daughter, was still living in the

house of the weaver of Spitalfields, who had married her.

The portrait of Milton, crowned with laurel, was pre-

sented to her. "Oh, my father ! my beloved father!"

she exclaimed, recognizing and embracing the resem-

blance, "why can you not issue from the tomb to see

your glory, so long delayed, reflected back in the joyful

countenance of your beloved child !"

Addison, the celebrated English critic, who at the

same time was Secretary of State to Queen Anne, ob-

tained from that princess a present of fifty guineas for

the unfortunate Deborah. Dryden, the grand lyric poet

of his nation, when he read ' Paradise Lost/ exclaimed,
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" This man surpasses us all, and the ancients too !

"

His enthusiasm misled his judgment. There was more

of infatuation and of patriotism than of truth in the

opinion which exalts Milton over all the poets of Great

Britain, that land of true poetry. The English were

proud of an indigenous epic, which was then considered

the noblest effort of human genius ;
the French, at a

later period, fell into the same illusion as regarded the

'Henriade-/ the
' Henriade' is dead, but the 'Paradise

Lost' lives, and deserves immortality for certain passages.

But as ages roll on, Milton will decline and Shakspeare

advance, because the former imitated, while the latter

created. A single scene of
' Romeo and Juliet' reveals

more soul, and draws more tears, than the whole of
'

Paradise Lost/

Tasso had composed the last epic poem ; a sort of apo-

theosis, compounded of fabulous heroes and imaginary

gods, unsuited to the modern world, which looks for man
in history and for Deity in reason. The poetry of illus-

trious characters is in their acts, the poetry of heaven is

in religion, while all that is miraculous in nature is rigidly

commented on by science
; fiction, instead of aggran-

dising heroes, nature, and divinity, diminishes and lowers

the standard of all.

If any future poet is seized with the ambition of wri-

ting an epic poem, he must look for his subject in the

recesses of the human heart. A vast scheme, which would

take man from his cradle and conduct him to the tomb

through the countless vicissitudes of misery and happi-
ness which occur in ordinary existence

; which would

paint the birth, generations, families, domestic hearths,

affections, home enjoyments, religion, travels, professions,

unions, separations, loves, obstacles, disappointments, joys,

agonies, resignations, and deaths of the human race
; and
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which would cause to spring forth from these common-

place scenes, all the sentiments, sufferings, and tears of

which humanity is susceptible, such a poein, framed by
a truthful and pathetic hand, in the magnificence and

sadness of material creation, would produce the epic of

exalted feeling, a versified embodiment of man, the
1

Fasti' of the Ovid of modern advancement. The poet

who would thus sing to the present race, would require

no supernatural agency beyond creation, nothing more

marvellous than the infinite, no fable but truth, and no

lyre but his own heart. Such a work would be read in

the palace and the cottage, in the camp and the work-

shop, by the opulent and the necessitous, until a new

order of society transformed the existing conditions of

humanity, and of worldly affairs, into another and an un-

known civilization, which, in its turn, would inaugurate
a new epoch.

Neither Milton nor Voltaire have conceived anything

resembling this : and for this reason, the
' Henriade' is

superannuated, and the
'

Paradise Lost' has become the

monument of a library. True poetry runs through the

streets, but poets seek it in the clouds. He will be for-

tunate who finds it where it is, in truth and in the uni-

verse : but the discoverer is not yet born. Under any

circumstances, the name of Milton has continued and will

continue memorable on two distinct grounds, in the his-

tory of those leading spirits who serve as landmarks for

ages. He was great, both as a poet and a politician. As

regards his poetry, we have characterized it by quota-

tions : he often copies ; but in Milton the plagiarist is

worthy of the antiquity from which he borrows. With

respect to his politics, we have condemned them in his

defence of regicide ; but if his pen was at one time cruel,

his character as a citizen was never base. He scorned
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to abandon the republic, conquered and martyrized, when

betrayed at the same time by Monk and by fortune ; he

neither demeaned himself to cringing excuses nor cow-

ardly recantations before the triumphant Stuarts ; he did

not fly like a criminal afraid of punishment, or blushing
for his crime

;
he remained boldly in England, to face

the responsibility of his opinions and his acts, ready to

surrender up his blood for liberty, as he had unfortu-

nately pledged it when he advocated the death of Charles

the First. In misfortune he exhibited constancy, the

rarest of all human virtues. He resembled Marius in the

sanguinary proscriptions of the republic, in which he had

been an accomplice ; but he followed Cato of Utica in

his persevering opposition to absolute power, and would

have emulated Lucan in his death, if the Stuarts had de-

sired the blood of the English poet as the tyrant of Rome
thirsted for that of his predecessor. Men, from what-

ever cause, have placed the virtue of constancy on an ex-

clusive pedestal. It seems to raise them above fortune,

that vulgar idol of our fragile humanity. There were

besides, in the life of Milton, the Belisarius of poets,

three incidental peculiarities which will perpetuate and

endear his memory in the minds of all those with whom

pity enhances admiration, his old-age, his poverty, and

his blindness. Homer, labouring under the same cala-

mities, was led from door to door, to sing his verses, by
a child hired at the price of a few pence to guide him

through the rude paths of the Isle of Scio. The chil-

dren who conducted Milton along the neighbouring hills

of London were his own daughters, the offspring of his

union with his first wife, whom he never ceased to regret.

Eilial affection and paternal gratitude thus added an ad-

ditional tenderness and morality to the blindness, misery,
and infirmity of the English poet.
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The best portraits of Milton represent him seated at

the foot of an oak at sunset, his face turned towards the

beams of the departing luminary, and dictating his verses

to his well-beloved Deborah, listening attentively to the

voice of her father ;
while his wife Elizabeth looks on him

as Eve regarded her husband after her fault and punish:

ment. His two younger daughters meanwhile gather

flowers from the meadows, that he may inhale some of

the odours of the Eden which perfumed his dreams. Our

thoughts turn involuntarily to the lot of that wife and

daughters, after the death of the illustrious old man on

whom they were attending ;
and the poet, thus brought

back to our eyes again, becomes more interesting than

the poem. Happy are they whose glory is watered with

tears ! Such reputation penetrates to the heart, and in the

heart alone the poet's name becomes immortal.

VOL. in.
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ARABIA.

ANTAR,

OR PASTORAL CIVILIZATION.

A.D. 600. THE CENTTJBY BEFORE MAHOMET.

CIVILIZATION assumes forms as numerous and contrasted

as the plans which the thoughts of the Creator have de-

vised for the government of the human family. Provi-

dence has assigned to each distinct race, by the situation

in which they are placed, and the peculiar instincts with

which they are endowed, parts to perform neither better

nor worse than those allotted to others, but differing

only according to the manners and attributes of each.

Amongst these separate nations some are sedentary by

inclination; they build towns and cultivate the fields that

surround them. The land, unequally divided amongst
the families, and enclosed by walls or ditches, becomes

an hereditary possession, transmitted from father to son.

These communities are supported by the produce of the

earth, rendered fruitful through their labour.

Others live by commerce ; which means, by the bene-

fit derived, not from cultivation and amassing store, but

by exchanging the produce of one country with that of

another
; by selling their own superfluity and buying that
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of their neighbours, and by carrying on a mutual traffic

of all that is marketable upon the globe. Certain races

become by natural bent and geographical position, ma-

nufacturers, artisans, and fabricators of all the different

implements or objects of necessity or luxury, which sup-

ply the wants or pleasures of their fellow-creatures. They
delve in mines, extracting from thence iron, copper, and

all the useful metals, which they fashion according to the

demands of varied trades ; they weave hemp, wool, and

silk, from whence are formed the materials which produce
the clothing of the rich and poor. They constitute the

mechanical classes, who supply the furniture and movables

used throughout the world.

Others, again, live by the sea, and may be called citi-

zens of the ocean : they are carried from place to place

by its waters, and the winds are their servants. They
fish

; they sail from shore to shore ; they construct float-

ing palaces, they equip fleets, they dispute with other

maritime nations the dominion of the waves, as agricul-

turists contend for the possession of the plains and val-

leys ; they form distant settlements on unknown coasts :

they plant their colonies in swarms wherever they find a

landing-place. Bom upon the sea-shore or in islands,

their adventurous and roving instinct carries them on in

search of endless novelty. These are the classes who dis-

cover and people new continents. Peasants are the sowers

of corn, but navigators are the planters of men.

Finally, there are primitive races, who are prevented

by an innate and insurmountable love of movement, of

change, and of liberty, from ever settling in one parti-

cular spot. Amongst these perpetual wanderers, a house

appears as a prison ; they fancy that they yield up a por-

tion of their natural independence by dwelling within

walls, or in acknowledging a fixed home. They look
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with utter contempt, pity, and horror upon cities, as mere

sinks of impurity, where man disputes with man for space,

air, and sunshine. They shun them as snares set by

slavery to entrap freedom. Their flocks and herds form

their whole riches ; for these animal droves, unsettled and

erratic like themselves, accompany them at their slightest

caprice, and transport across the boundless desert, ac-

cording to the seasons, the climate, the springs, and the

fertile spots, the simple possessions and movable habita-

tions of the nomadic tribes : thus the shepherd-life has

been denominated pastoral civilization. The distinctive

sign is a tent instead of a house. From this single contra-

riety in the mode of dwelling, arise innumerable organic

differences in the habits and customs of the inhabi-

tants. With a house a man takes root, as a plant in the

earth : he gains in security, in policy, in number, in coun-

try, in intelligence, and in government ; but he loses in

liberty. Every settled community abdicates, by the act of

fixed residence, the faculty of indefinite removal, which

gives to the roving tribes of shepherds the sovereignty of

space, the absolute dominion over sites, climates, moun-

tains, plains and rivers the illimitable boundary of their

peregrinations. Tyranny is easily established over people

congregated in large towns
; they fall under servitude

as natural dependencies of the country. Their churches,

their palaces, their cities, their houses, their furniture,

their estates, improved through succeeding generations by

culture, their arts, their luxuries, are so many securities

which they pledge to the land they inhabit. They can-

not carry them away when the evil hour falls upon them
;

and when the tyrant or the conqueror exclaims, with

the sword or torch in his hand,
"
Submit, or lose your

dwellings, your fields, and your riches," they yield up

independence to preserve the hearths of their fathers and

their children.
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On the other hand, with the dwellers in tents neither

tyranny nor conquest can be permanently established.

Their country is as unbounded as space itself; every man

becomes a denizen of the tribe amongst which he plants

his flag. If he loses his rights of community with one,

he recovers them with another. Internal despotism is

never to be dreaded under a form of civilization which

permits every individual who fancies that he is wounded,

either in his personal dignity or liberty, to remove his

tent, his family, and his possessions, and to seek a milder

government and a less absolute head. Thus, although
the paternal rule is acknowledged as the natural sove-

reignty of every encampment, autocracy and absolute

dictatorship are unknown amongst the pastoral races.

They acknowledge chiefs, but obey no masters. Every-

thing is transacted by common consent, and after public

deliberation. Cities are frequently monarchical, but the

desert is invariably a republic. These people, living in

tents, and scarcely known in Europe, occupy in the pre-

sent day, and probably will continue to possess for many
future generations, the largest portions of Asia, Tartary,

Mongolia, and the vast regions of Central Africa. Such

is the immeasurable domain they have overspread from

the earliest ages. A few scattered towns have been

erected from time to time, on the borders of the deserts,

or even in the centre of their exclusive solitude ; such,

for instance, as Cairo in Egypt, Palmyra in Mesopotamia,
Baalbec in Syria, Samarcand, and the great cities of Tar-

tary and the plains at the foot of the mountains of Thi-

bet. But these towns, like the advanced capes of a civi-

lization with which the nature of these wanderers refuses

to coalesce, are little more than extensive storehouses for

commerce, central stations for the meeting of caravans,

distant fairs, established from a very remote period, on

the frontiers of the pastoral nations, for the convenience
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of buying the wool of their flocks, or of selling to them

in return the few manufactures which their habits require.

Continually assailed by the rushing tide of invasion, and

circumscribed by the desert, these capitals, often overrun

and soon destroyed under hostile incursions, leave only on

the ground they once occupied, magnificent ruins, such as

those of Thebes, Heliopolis, Palmyra, Babylon, Persepolis,

and Utica
; enigmatical vestiges, which cause the travel-

ler who contemplates them to wonder how such grandeur

could ever have sprung up in the desert, and buried it-

self in the sand ! The sedentary population of these ant-

hills of the tribes has dried up and withered away, while

the roving shepherds still plant their tents on the spots

where Imperial residences once existed. The camel, which

is to the animal world what the cypress is to the vegeta-

ble kingdom, a symbol of mourning and eternity, browses

on the brambles and thistles between the prostrate co-

lumns of Baalbec and Palmyra.
We do not propose here to confine our observations

to the pastoral tribes who approach the nearest to us on

the side of Asia Minor. These latter have beheld pass-

ing around and amidst them the Medes, the Persians,

the Egyptians, the Romans, the Crusaders of Europe,
without being engulfed in the current of opposing civi-

lizations, or in the destruction of successive empires.

These tribes gave birth to Mahomet, the restorer of the

unity of God throughout a quarter of the globe. They
were the first who acknowledged his moral code, his ear-

liest followers in the campaigns against idolatry ;
and

having subjected all the capitals of the East and the

Indies to the religion of their prophet, they returned

peaceably and unambitiously to their pastoral avocations

and their enduring encampment iu tin; desert. Such

are the peasants, and sometimes the warriors, of the three

\ial)ias.
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This widely-spread territory, anciently divided into

three distinct regions, the Happy, the Stony, and the De-

serted, occupies the wide tract which extends from Egypt
and Syria, between the mountains of Libanus and Pa-

lestine, the Red Sea and the Indian Ocean. Damascus

and Bagdad are in the present day the two most impor-

tant capitals which advance the furthest within the bound-

less domain of the Arabian shepherds, and carry on the

greatest intercourse with their different tribes. Mecca,

the metropolis of Islamism ; Medina, the burial-place of

the Prophet ;
and Djidda, the principal sea-port, rear aloft

their holy structures, peopled by stationary Arabs, and

separated from each other by vast intervals, entirely

abandoned to the nomadic races. With the exception

of the immediate neighbourhood of these towns, and

some few spots of productive land in Yemen the culti-

vated portion of Arabia Felix the desert extends over all

the remaining part. During the forty days' march be-

tween Damascus and Bagdad, as in the sixty between

Bagdad and Medina, the caravans encounter no dwelling-

places but tents, and no vegetation beyond the scant and

thorny herbage which stains with blood the lips of the

camel.

This desert, which I have myself traversed throughout
the plains of which Damascus seems the border, and

across the sandy valleys which extend between the Li-

banus and Anti-Libanus, present a succession of downs

which undulate like waves, from Jerusalem to Egypt. It

impresses on the senses and the soul the same perception
of infinity which we derive from the ocean. It is in fact

a sea without motion, and appears, like the real one, to

be bounded only by the horizon. In proportion as you
advance, the summits of the lofty chains of the Taurus

and Lebanon diminish to the view, and are finally lost
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in a distant haze. The firmament seems to constitute

the sole limit. The road or track lies alternately along
a barren or rocky surface, which resounds, as if it were

hollow, under the pressure of the caravan; sometimes

it passes over a yielding earth, from whence spring up
stalks of dry grass, and large onions of coloquintida.

More frequently your steps sink deep in fine sand, per-

petually disturbed by the wind, and whirled into mov-

able hillocks or deep hollows, through which the camel-

driver endeavours to discover a passage by a thousand

tortuous windings.
When the road is entirely closed up by one of these

barriers of sand, the whole caravan is obliged to sur-

mount it, and you suddenly behold the leading camel of

the file emerge from the desert on the top of one of these

moving eminences, like a vessel hidden from view by the

depth of the waves, which shows itself one moment on

the summit of a mass of foam, and disappears again when

hurled down into the hollow trough of the sea.

Occasionally at certain distances, between sunrise and

sunrise, and sometimes with an interval of four days'

march, a well or a cistern is encountered, the approach
to which is indicated to the eye by tall reeds, which form

a green spot in the distance on the yellow surface ; or by
a large spreading sycamore, whose bare and blackened

roots retain the traces of fires kindled by shepherds arid

passing caravans.

The camp is usually pitched in the close vicinity of

these wells. All wait patiently until the horses, the ca-

mels, the goats, and the sheep, wearied by a toilsome

march, or collected in from some scanty pasture-ground
in the neighbourhood, have slowly slaked their thirst in

the troughs, incessantly replenished from the water-skins

carried bv half-naked black slaves. The tents are ele-
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vated ; some of the women and children disperse them-

selves around to gather up the dead branches of shrubs,

or the dried dung of the camels, the sole combustibles

which supply the evening fire. Others are occupied in

bruising grains of doura, or wheat, between two stones,

to knead the bread. The slaves ungirth the leathern

bags, which during the day cover up the teats of the

camels to prevent them from suckling their young ; they

bring vessels filled with milk into the tents, they give

the superfluity to the horses : they attend to all the ne-

cessities of the family, and leave the mothers free to ad-

minister to the wants of the children.

During these halts, the men, who are disposed to idle-

ness, or who hold in contempt all active occupations

except war and the chase, group themselves in a circle

round the tent of the sheik. They smoke their nar-

ghilies in silent composure, or discourse confidentially

on the affairs of the tribe. Orators, endowed with the

inborn and practised eloquence which free discussion

strengthens, even amongst wandering communities, speak
in rotation ;

some with sententious and monotonous gra-

vity, others in occasional bursts of deep guttural energy,

accompanied by gesticulations and attitudes, and with

a passionate vehemence which invests the direction of a

march through the sand with as much importance as it

would bestow upon the government of a mighty empire.

Whatever may be the reputation of a warrior for valour,

he can never hope to exercise a commanding influence

in the camp, if nature has not endowed him richly with

the gift of words. The pastoral Arab has no respect

for courage unless directed by superior intelligence ;
he

trusts only to those whom he feels to be his superiors

in mind as in strength. He resists force, but yields to

persuasion.
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Poetry in the desert is equally honoured with elo-

quence. The Arabs, at the same time warriors, talkers,

and dreamers, exalt to equal eminence amongst the illus-

trious ornaments of their nation, whether living or dead,

those only who have been distinguished as orators in the

debate, heroes in the battle-field, and bards in the leisure

of peace. Their sports and recreations strongly mark

the passion of the roving Arab for poetry associated with

music. A stringed instrument, resembling a rustic gui-

tar, often resounds under his fingers through the silence

of the night. With this he accompanies his verses, sus-

tains his recitations, and regulates the steps of his young
wives and daughters in the mysterious nocturnal dances

which form the spectacular exhibitions of the tribes. These

dances, compounded of poetry and music,and denominated

Mazamen, bear the impress of the imaginative, self-con-

tained, and impassioned genius which marks the charac-

ter of this singular race. They are exhibited under the

modesty of the veil and the shadow of darkness. The

presence of the whole tribe, and the distance severely

maintained between the sexes, impart a character of re-

serve and gravity to these festivals, which serves to sanc-

tify love, while provoking and restraining, at the same

time, the ardent feelings of youth.

At a late hour, arranged beforehand between the fami-

lies of the same tribe, the wives and daughters assemble

in a row behind the tents, and sing in chorus an invi-

tation to the youths to join them in their sports. The

young men issue forth at the sound of their voices ; they

place themselves in a single line, like spectators, in front

of and opposite to the line of female dancers. A suffi-

cient space is left between for the necessary evolutions.

When the two bands are thus ranged face to face, not

far from the tents, and under the canopy of a heaven
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half lit by the stars of that beautiful and brilliant sky,

one of the young men extemporizes a warlike lay in slow

and melancholy measure. He repeats the same verse

several times, while his companions reiterate alternately

the last word, as a burden. Then the singer proceeds
with the subject, repeating constantly the line which

finishes each verse, and accompanying the words with

expressive attitudes, which associate the movements of

the body with the thought or sentiment expressed in

the different stanzas. These gesticulations are copied

by his male companions while they listen. On hearing
the voices and observing the measured attitudes of the

men, two or three young damsels issue from the group,
half concealed by blue veils, the skirts of which, raised

gently by their arms, fall again upon their naked feet.

They advance softly into the vacant space, always follow-

ing the cadence of the song, until within two or three

paces of the line of men, who, excited by admiration,

poetry, music, and mystery, applaud most vehemently
the steps of the dancers, and encourage them by flatter-

ing exclamations, borrowed from the pastoral vocabulary
with which they caress the young camels.

Some, carried away by the enthusiasm of the moment,
or happening to recognize under the veils the selected

objects of affection they have coveted from infancy, tear

off their white turbans, disengage the folds, and extend

them at the distance of some paces upon the sand, to

serve as a carpet under the feet of the dancers. If any
one of the young girls, in gliding over this covering,

happens to raise it adroitly upon the point of her toe,

and to throw it behind her towards the line of women,
loud shouts of approbation are instantly raised ; the

(urban, the shawl, the necklaces, the trinkets which the

men have thus thrown down as a challenge, belong to
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the dancer : they must be ransomed on the following

day by a present to the family. As soon as one of the

figurantes has retired, a fresh one takes her place. The

music, the poetry, the transports of the spectators, con-

tinue to excite the dancing of the females until the latest

hours of night. We may readily conceive what the triple

intoxication of voice, sound, and motion, adds to the

effect of these desert festivals, carried on under a dim

twilight in a balmy atmosphere, as if by intangible phan-

toms, beneath whose veils every enamoured youth fancies

that he descries the chosen partner of his dreams, the

sharer of his future happiness. The most religious de-

cency is here mingled with an utterly absorbing illusion ;

the praises of the Divine Being are sung by poets, and

pleasure is consecrated by prayer. These nocturnal fetes,

at which the occupiers of many different encampments
scattered through the desert collect together from vast

distances, are denominated in the tents, the Mazamen, or

the Song of the Psalms.

The tent itself the house of the wandering Arab is

a species of religious and civil institution, and of uniform

construction. Tradition has fixed, measured, named, and

consecrated all its separate divisions. No arbitrary ca-

price has for many centuries effected the slightest change
in any compartment ;

it is in fact a domicile of wood

and canvas, the dimensions of which are regulated by
the strength of the camel by which it is carried.

This equal palace of the rich and poor, is raised and

removed throughout the desert upon one uniform plan.

Every part has its place, particular use, and distribution,

regularly assigned and limited. There is a style of ar-

chitecture for this mass of linen, as for the Parthenon.

The Arabs call the whole, the home : the poles by which

it is supported they name the columns ; of these there



ANTAR. 189

are nine, three in the centre, and three on each side.

The nine columns form three naves, or divisions, sepa-

rated by hangings of felt, and reserved for distinct pur-

poses. The tissue of black goats' -hair which surmounts

the columns, and rests on a transversal pole fitted to the

centre, is called the roof. This is again doubled by a

second and thicker covering of the same material, imper-

vious to rain. The apartment in the middle of the tent

is the common hall, destined for the reception of guests.

That on the left is occupied by the men, while the cor-

responding one on the right is reserved for the women.

Many ropes of camels'-hair, fastened to the different

hangings on the summit of the tent, and tightly stretched,

like the rigging of a mast, are secured by iron rings to

pickets fixed all round in the earth, to secure the stability

of the edifice against the power of the wind. According
to the season and the hour, they raise or let fall the linen

door, called rouhok, which closes or opens the bottom of

the tent. The curtain, of white wool, made at Damas-

cus, which separates the apartment of the women, or the

harem, from the central portion of the habitation, is em-

broidered with coloured flowers. The floor is covered

with mats of straw, over which are spread rich carpets

of Bagdad. A pile of sacks, caparisons of horses, pack-

saddles of camels, provisions or arms, is heaped in a pyra-

mid round the central column. The slaves and dogs have

their assigned position at the foot of the column which

supports the vestibule. A slight piece of cloth, added to

the covering of the tent, floating loosely in the breeze

and resembling a pent-house, affords them a scanty shelter

from the inclemency of the weather : this is the servile

compartment, the refuge of the mendicant.

This dwelling-place is raised and removed in a few

moments, according to the wealth of the master, and the
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number of his family or of the slaves, whenever the

tribe shifts its place of encampment. A file of camels,

more or less extended, is loaded with the columns, the

clothes, the bags, the furniture, and the provisions of the

removing establishment
;
the men mount their horses, the

women and children are carried on the beasts of burden.

A sort of broad and flat throne is stretched like a plat-

form over the pack-saddles of the camels, and serves as a

post of honour for the wives and daughters of the sheiks.

This seat, covered with scarlet leather and rich carpets,

forms the chief pride of the women : they decorate the

black camel, which they always select in preference, with

housings and trappings of different-coloured stuffs, the

fringes of which trail on the ground or flutter in the

breeze. The halter which serves as a bridle for the ani-

mal, is ornamented with beads and ostrich feathers. Small

bells are suspended from the necks of the milch-camels,

to retain the young near their mothers. The men gallop

in the front or on the flank of the caravan, reconnoitre

the desert, watch the flocks on the line of march, and

anxiously examine the horizon. The family, and some-

times the entire tribe, generally composed of fifteen or

twenty tents, advance in this order towards a fresh well

or a new pasturage. They find their country again

wherever the sheik or the elders give the signal to unload

the camels, and pitch their temporary residences.

These eternal navigators of the sea of sand, have con-

tracted by similarity of manners, by contemplation of

the same scenes, by inhabiting the same spaces, and by
the constant movement of the same steps over similar

sites, a personal character analogous to the character of

the desert : religious as the infinity that surrounds them,

free as the expanse open to their view
; roving as the

horse, the camel, or the herd of cattle, which carries or
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follows them
; hospitable as the open tent to the traveller

bewildered in those vast solitudes
; intrepid, as becomes

men who owe their safety to the strength of their own

arms, and who are ever compelled to be on the watch to

defend their wives, their children, their springs of fresh

water, and their pasture-lands from the sudden incur-

sions of other tribes, fierce, unsettled, and wandering
like themselves. They are habitually grave and silent as

the waste that surrounds them, but sometimes loquacious

and communicative as men who meet with men in a

hurried, casual interview, and who hasten to exchange
mutual inquiries and to impart reciprocal information.

They are as contemplative and poetical as the nights, the

days, the stars, the boundless horizons which are inva-

riably before them. Finally, they are relators of stories,

long as the slowly-progressing, unemployed hours, which

can only be filled up by marvellous recitations, while

they sit under the shelter of the tent or round the mar-

gin of the well or spring, to beguile the heavy march of

time.

He who has never gazed upon the sun sinking in the

haze of a red furnace reflected by the sand from the dis-

tant horizon of Mesopotamia or Chaldsea ; who has never

beheld the constellations rise and decline slowly during

the summer nights in that ocean of ethereal blue, deeper

than the thought which penetrates it, and more trans-

parent than the motionless sea under the shadow of a

cape which checks the glittering undulation of the waves ;

he who has not listened to the intermittent sighing of the

wind drowsily borne across the desert, and carried gra-

dually to the ear over downs of sand and through scat-

tered patches of herbage ; he who has not with early

dawn gazed upon the boundless expanse stretched be-

fore him on every side, until distance is lost in infinity ;
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or who has never at midday contemplated the shadowy

profile of the crouching camel, delineated distinctly on

the background of the clear firmament, immovable as the

sculptured sphinx upon the burning sand of Egypt,

such a man can form no adequate idea of the true cha-

racter of the Arabian shepherd, or of the charm which

attaches and reconciles him to his lot.

The impressions, the sensations, the emotions of feel-

ing, the sounds, the stillness, the thoughts of the desert,

come from such a distance that they seem to proceed

from the Eternal himself. That light which falls in a

shower of fire upon the hills or naked plains, has never

been reflected from the roof of a city, and has received

no contamination from the smoke of human chimneys.

Throughout the day, nothing interposes between the soul

and its author. We feel the hand of the Creator, invi-

sible yet palpable, upon the objects of his creation : we

expect at every moment to see him manifest himself in

the rnidst of that ocean of light which veils him, or upon
the limits of that indefinite horizon which seems to verge

on the unknown.

During the night, our eyes wander amongst the stars,

following or preceding them in their various courses, and

we become, as it were, agents and assistants in that de-

veloped mechanism of the universe, which is in truth the

act of faith of the heavens. Religion, the act of faith

of the earth, is born of astronomy in the deserts of Chal-

dsea. The letters which compose the Divine name are

read there in most resplendent characters upon the pages
of the firmament. Imagination is fed by visions and

illusions ; supernatural appearances, the incarnations of

truth in a dream, have prevailed there ever since the

commencement of the world. Man, oppressed by the

mysteries of piety and faith, longs passionately for the
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only inspiration worthy of his nature, that of infinity

and eternity.

All the prevailing forms of worship have sprung from

these solitudes, from the Star-deity who governs the

worlds of Zoroaster, to the Allah of Mahomet
;
from the

legislative Jehovah of Moses, to the True Word sought
for amidst the obscurity of night by the shepherds of

Bethlehem. The Arab, mysterious as silence, meditative

as darkness, concentrated as solitude, thirsting after mi-

racles as an eternal calling forth of the secrets of heaven,

has a keener sense than we can ever attain of the pre-

sence of God in the desert : his life is one unvarying and

uninterrupted adoration, which nothing distracts from his

Creator. Boundless space is the most imposing of all

temples. There can be no atheism face to face with Na-

ture. Take an avowed atheist from the West, and place

him for a few years in the East, and he will return com-

pletely cured of that infirmity of mind. Atheism can

only spring up in the shade, in the thoughtlessness and

whirl of western cities. The sun kills unbelief, which

resembles the cold poisons that cannot fructify except
under the mantle of darkness.

Silent and interminable space, impresses upon the Arab

a more exalted and more uncontrolled perception of his

personal dignity. Man feels depressed and crushed in a

crowd, but elevated and expanded in solitude. He who

is alone, feels that he is important ; for he measures him-

self by his natural standard, and not by the undistin-

guishable numerical value which his single existence re-

presents in a populous city or nation. This conviction

of his individual greatness renders him incapable of de-

basement, rebellious against tyranny, and indisposed to

servitude : he obeys his religion, the divine sovereignty
of family ties, the customs and manners which habit has

VOL. in. o
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sanctified
; but he never submits to force unsupported

by right : he possesses his horse to fly from oppression,

his weapon to struggle with it, and space in which to

bury his freedom. His faults are those of kings, not

slaves. He is generous and compassionate : he spares

the conquered, protects the infant, and deifies the female

sex
;
he affords shelter to all who throw themselves upon

his protection, even to his enemy ; he treats his slaves

like adopted brothers bestowed upon him by Providence

as a second family, of which he is the guardian, but never

becomes the tyrant. Such are the leading character-

istics of the wandering tribes of the three districts of

Arabia from the time of Abraham to the present day.

It was necessary to describe them before relating the

adventures of Antar, the modern David of the desert.

His life comprises at once a poem and a history, in which

the poet, the lover, and the hero, are blended in one and

the same person, and are thus combined to encourage
and strengthen the Arabs in the three illusions which ex-

ercise unbounded empire over their imaginations he-

roism, love, and poetry.

The birth of Antar is as romantic as his life. We
can fancy that we are perusing a simple yet strange nar-

rative of the patriarchal age. Thus it is handed down

to us. Zobeir, chief or king of the tribe of A6s, a nu-

merous and warlike community of Yemen, carne to per-

form the pilgrimage to Mecca. Both wandering and set-

tled Arabs, before Mahomet, were in the habit of visit-

ing that holy place, to worship in the first temple erected

by Abraham, and sanctified by tradition. Zobeir, with

his attendants, established himself in the environs of the

city. Young, powerful, and acknowledged also as chief

by other tribes less populous than his own, he sought a

wife amongst the damsels of his race. The report of the
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miraculous beauty of the daughter of an independent
sheik called Amrou inflamed him with the desire of call-

ing her his own. The name of this celebrated virgin was

Themadour. Zobeir hesitated to demand the hand of

Themadour from Amrou, fearing a refusal in conse-

quence of an hereditary feud between the families : under

this apprehension he had recourse to artifice. He in-

vited Amrou to a festival in his encampment ; and while

his guest, in the confidence and enjoyment of hospitality,

laid aside all mistrust, Zobeir issued secret orders to a

chosen band of warriors, selected from a neighbouring

tribe, to attack the tents of Amrou under cover of the

night, to disperse his flocks, and terrify his unprotected

family : but at the same time he strictly forbade them

to be guilty of the slightest outrage against the wife or

daughter of Amrou.

These secret orders were executed with implicit obe-

dience. The appointed horsemen assailed the encamp-
ment of Amrou, scattered his slaves before them, carried

off the cattle, and drove them into a defile of the moun-

tains. The result of this premeditated attack speedily

reached the knowledge of Zobeir. He dissimulated his

joy, and rushed forth into the desert at the head of his

bravest warriors, as if flying to the succour of his guest.

He arrived first on the threshold of the tent of Amrou,

who, receiving the intelligence later, followed at some

distance. The beautiful Themadour, his daughter, stood

bathed in tears at the entrance of her father's dwelling ;

she cast her eyes upon the scattered flocks, and raised

her arms to heaven, imploring succour or revenge.
" Her

cheeks," says the poet Antar,
" were flushed as the peony,

her locks black and thick as the darkness of night ;
the

tears which gathered without falling, in her eyelids, aug-

mented the brilliancy of her eyes."

o 2
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Zobeir, transported and bewildered by her beauty,
ordered an old follower who accompanied him, to cover

the young damsel respectfully with a veil
;
he then

started off with his horsemen in pursuit of the pretended

robbers, and soon returned with the thousand camels

and slaves of Amrou, which he delivered up in safety

and uninjured at the tents of his friend. During this

imitation of combat and deliverance, Amrou had hastened

in person to the succour of his family and tribe. He
saw with his own eyes the zeal and ardent generosity of

Zobeir, and prayed him to accept in turn the hospitality

he had proffered.
" Zobeir !" exclaimed Amrou, during

the festival given in honour of the liberator of his daugh-

ter,
"

if my heart cannot pour itself out in gratitude, it

will burst : I have nothing more precious to offer than

my child Themadour : I bestow her upon thee as thy
slave !" "I accept her," replied Zobeir,

" not as a slave,

but as my wife/' At these words the damsels of the

tribe conducted Themadour, veiled, into the presence of

Zobeir, and, removing the curtain, disclosed her radiant

beauty to the eyes of her future husband. Zobeir carried

his lovely conquest back to his own tribe, and yielded
himself up to the intoxication of unalloyed happiness.

Meanwhile Themadour, although rejoicing in the love

with which she had inspired Zobeir, and which she

ardently returned, felt her pride mortified that she had

been vanquished as a slave, and not purchased with

rich gifts to her father, like a free-born maiden, and iu

compliance with the manners of her nation. The incau-

tious Zobeir, glorying in the success of his scheme, had,

in the delirium of affection, confessed it to his bride.

Themadour vowed secretly to herself to punish the sub-

terfuge of Zobeir by another subterfuge, and to compel
him to pay to her father the value of her dowry.
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One night, while she was familiarly reproaching him

with the stratagem he had practised to obtain posses-

sion of her without disbursing the lawful purchase, Zo-

beir became inflamed with anger, and rising up suddenly

from the couch, replied, that she was fool-hardy to speak

thus to her husband and her master.
"
It is well !" re-

joined Themadour, smiling ;

" know then that your trick

has been counteracted by one more subtle and more

skilfully executed. I am not that Themadour whose

charms you so insatiably coveted
;

I am only her sister

and shadow ; the matchless beauty for which I have

been substituted to satisfy you, reposes under the tent

of my father, Arnrou, inaccessible to your arms and de-

sires/'

Zobeir at these words became troubled and suspicious.
"
If you do not credit what I say," continued Thema-

dour,
" send some aged female to my mother with a

message ;
she will be admitted without difficulty into the

presence of the women in their private apartments, and

my sister's veil will be removed before her." "No!"
answered Zobeir,

"
I shall adopt a better plan ;

I will go

myself. I will assume the garb of a seller of aromatics,

and with my box of perfumes in my hand, I shall obtain

free access into the tent, and shall behold the counte-

nance of your sister." Immediately after this conversa-

tion, Zobeir ordered his slaves to keep his tent closed for

three days, that none might discover or suspect his ab-

sence
;
he dressed himself as an itinerant merchant, took

under his arm a small case of aromatics, and, barefooted,

his loins girt with a large leathern belt, he issued unper-
ceived from his tent before sunrise, and bent his course

towards the encampment of Amrou. Scarcely had he

departed in this disguise, when Themadour, concealing
herself in her turn from the drowsy slaves, under the garb
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of a warrior, issued from the tent, untied the swiftest

courser belonging to her husband, and, galloping at full

speed in the direction of her father's camp, passed, with-

out being recognized, the pretended trader in perfumes,

and arrived before him at the tent of her mother. With-

out losing a moment, she imparted to her father and

brethren the plan she had conceived for vindicating the

honour of the family. She placed them in ambuscade

under the shadow of a wood of date-trees in the close

vicinity of the camp ;
told them to hasten at her call, and

surprise Zobeir unarmed in the tent
;
to chain him to the

pillar in the centre, and not to restore him to liberty

until he bound himself by oath to pay to her father,

Amrou, the value of his daughter. Then, laying aside

her male attire, Themadour covered herself with the

virgin veil, and waited the arrival of the false merchant.

"Enter, seller of perfumes!" cried aloud the mother, as

soon as she perceived him hovering like a fox round

the tents ;

" thou shalt set forth thy stores before my
daughter Themadour, who delights in the sweet scents

of Yemen." At this name of Themadour, Zobeir began
to believe firmly that he had been deceived by Amrou.

"Have you then another daughter?" demanded he of

the mother. "Yes," she replied, "we had a second,

called Klida, much less beautiful than Themadour. We
changed her name, and gave her, under the pretended
denomination of Themadour, to Zobeir, to revenge our-

selves for the insult he had offered to our family by ac-

cepting from us a wife without offering in return her

value. We have kept with us the true Themadour,

the wonder of all our tribes, to bestow her at the highest

possible price, on a warrior of Yemen.

Zobeir, at this avowal, blushed with indignation and

shame. Forgetting his assumed character of a merchant,
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he began to think of carrying off by violence the beauty

of which he had been deprived ; when suddenly Amrou,
his sons, and brothers, rushing forth from the wood of

dates towards the camp, fell like a herd of lions upon

Zobeir, bound him hand and foot, and stretched him,

but without wounds, on the carpet of the tent. The-

madour, his avenged wife, dropping then the veil to her

feet, smiled with pride mingled with tenderness on the

captive Zobeir, and gloried in having beaten stratagem

by stratagem. Zobeir, humiliated, but at the same time

happy that he had been conquered by his wife alone,

agreed to bestow upon his father-in-law, Amrou, one

thousand camels, twenty thorough-bred horses, bearing

round their necks the genealogy of the races they were

descended from, fifty
male slaves, and an equal number

of young girls to wait upon his wife. On these terms

he was set at liberty, and reconducted with all honour

by the family of Amrou to his own encampment.
Six sons, endowed with the strength and courage of

lions, and a single daughter, beautiful as her mother,

were the produce of this union. The sons became chief-

tains of the tribe of Abs, of which Antar was the hero.

ScJiedad, one of the relations of this family, called

more commonly
"
the master of Sivvet," from the name

of a celebrated mare in his possession, happened on one

particular occasion to engage in a predatory excursion

with two cavaliers, as adventurous and as well mounted

as himself, to carry off the slaves and flocks of the Arabs

of Catlian. But the aggressors found the opposing tribe

so numerous that they dared not to attack them during
the day, but waited the approach of night, and withdrew

into the desert, that they might find pasturage for their

horses. A black slave of incomparable beauty, accom-

panied by two small children, kept guard over the camels
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of the tribe of Cathan. The companions of Schedad

hastened to bridle their chargers, drove the camels before

them, and carried off the two children and the beautiful

black slave. On the report of this abduction, a thou-

sand mounted warriors poured forth from the tents of

Cathan, in pursuit of the plunderers. Schedad, regard-

less of the number of his enemies, caused his compa-

nions, the troop of camels, the black slave, and the chil-

dren, to plunge into a narrow defile. He placed himself

at the entrance, with four of his chosen band, defended

the pass until the approach of night, and strewed the

earth at his feet with piles of dead and wounded assail-

ants. During this contest, his associates conducted their

spoil in safety to the sea-shore. Schedad having rejoined

them, disdained to claim any share of the booty acquired

by his own arm, but smitten by the charms of the black

slave, he demanded that she should be given up to him

as his sole reward.

The passion of the Arabs for the dark beauties of

Abyssinia, whose features exhibit the perfection of Gre-

cian statues, is commemorated by all the poets of the

East.
" Black amber/' say they in their verses,

" above

all other perfumes, intoxicates the senses with its odour."

This fascinating slave, already the mother of two chil-

dren carried off with her, was called Zebedeha. Schedad

conducted her to his tent, loved her with a constant

affection, and became through her the father of a son.

This offspring of the warrior Schedad and the dark slave,

Zebedeha, was named Antar.

The strength and precocious intelligence of the young
black, were remarked by the comrades of Schedad from

his earliest years. They demanded as their right the

possession of a child, born, as they said, of a female slave

whom they had consented to yield up to Schedad, but
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without resigning their claim to her posterity. Schedad

refused to deliver up his own blood to servitude. The

case was referred to Zobeir himself.
" Let the child be

brought before me, said he,
"
that I may judge with my

own eyes of the object in dispute. At these words

Schedad went out, and returned holding his son by the

hand. At the moment when the boy entered the tent

of the sheik, an enormous dog had seized an antelope,

and was rushing forth with the captive between his

teeth. No one present dared to deprive him of his

prey. The child Antar, without order or prompting, dis-

engaged himself from the grasp of his father, fell furi-

ously upon the dog, grappled him by the throat, com-

pelled him to release the trembling victim, and seizing

the jaws of the animal with each hand, and with irre-

sistible force, wrenched them asunder, even to the back

of his neck. The dog fell dead at the feet of the infant.*

"I can readily believe," said Zobeir, "that many may
desire to obtain possession of such a son, but the law

awards him to Schedad. Is it not written,
' He who has

sown the seed should gather the harvest; he who has

planted the tree has a right to the fruit '?
"

Schedad

carried back his boy, and replaced him in the arms of

Zebedeha his mother.

The child, retaining the attributes of his double origin,

as the son of a free chieftain by a favourite slave, was

treated by his father sometimes as his son, and occasion-

ally as his serf. He was appointed to watch the flocks

in the desert, but he delighted in combats with the wild

animals. One evening, on returning to the tent, he cast

his wallet, stained with blood, at the feet of Zebedeha,

* There seems to be some resemblance between this tradition and
the story of Hercules strangling serpents in his cradle. The earlier

fable may have suggested the later one. TKANSL.
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his mother. She opened it, and trembled with appre-

hension when she found within, the head of a lion, severed

by the hand of Antar.

Eull of generous feeling as of undaunted courage, he

one day killed, with a single blow of his iron arm, the

principal shepherd of Zobeir, who disputed possession of

the well with a poor old woman, whose goats were ex-

piring with thirst. At this, all the other slaves of Zobeir

fell upon Antar in a body to revenge their chief. Antar,

snatching up a knotty staff which lay upon the sand,

defended himself singly against a multitude, and stretched

many of his assailants dead at his feet. Hearing the

noise of the strife, the young Melik, son of Zobeir, who

was hunting in the plain, galloped towards the well,

and beheld Antar surrounded by a thousand foes. He

contemplated with wonder the prodigious strength and

gallant intrepidity of the young Negro, and, moved by

pity and admiration, flew to his assistance, vowing to-

wards him an eternal friendship. He scattered the

slaves, covered Antar with his sabre, caused him to walk

by the side of his horse, protected him from the anger
of his master, obtained his pardon, and restored him to

the tent of Schedad. The wives and daughters of the

tribe of Schedad pressed forth from behind the curtains

that concealed them, to greet the triumph of the young
dark-coloured slave, the prodigy of men, the champion
of the helpless, and the protector of the weaker sex.

Amongst the lovely throng, Antar beheld only Alia,

the idol of his soul. Abla, the most beautiful virgin of

the tribe of Abs, was the daughter of Malek, brother of

Schedad, and thus the cousin of her adorer. Owing to

this relationship, and the close intimacy that existed be-

tween the tents of Schedad and Malek, they had lived

from infancy in that familiar intercourse which the man-
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ners of Arabia permit between children of the same blood.

From infancy also, the love which was destined to form

the misfortune, the glory, and the happiness of Antar,

seemed to have sprung up, and to strengthen between

them as they grew to maturity. They had not as yet

made any mutual avowal of this early attachment, but

the passion breathed in all their thoughts.

Antar began to compose and sing in Arabic verses,

while tending the camels of his father Schedad, in soli-

tude : the unvarying theme of his song was his cousin

Abla. All the poetic imagery of the desert, the day, the

night, the sun, the stars, the shadow, the dew, the palm-

trees, the eyes of the gazelle, were borrowed by the

shepherd-bard from the nature with which he was ac-

quainted, to conjure up and place before the eyes of his

imagination the image of Abla, and to convey the im-

pression which her presence, the sound of her voice, or

even the remembrance of her charms, produced upon
his soul.

But although these first verses of Antar, retained by
the memory of his companions, and repeated by the

young damsels within the tents, had already rendered

his name famous amongst the children of Abs, an accent

of melancholy and depression accompanied the close of

every song. Born of a mother who was a black slave,

and a black slave himself, although cherished as legiti-

mate by his father, Antar did not conceal from himself

that his love for Abla was, in the eyes of the Arabs, a

species of sacrilege, and that Malek, her father, would

never, unless through a miracle, bestow his daughter

upon a man stamped with the colour of servitude. It

was then this all-controlling passion for Abla, which hap-

pily inspired him with the idea or the dream of attempt-

ing prodigies of heroism, which should overcome destiny,
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and conquer the hand of her who had so completely
subdued his heart.

"
I will hurl myself," he exclaimed

in impassioned verse, "into the dust of the battle; I

will raise myself to the topmost pinnacle of glory, O
Abla, or I will fall under the arrows of thy father's ene-

mies ! then thou wilt either weep over my body, extended

at thy feet and covered with wounds, or thy father will

bestow thee upon my delivering hand."

The uncles of Abla, feeling irritated and humiliated

that a vile slave of Negro skin should dare to lift his eyes

to their niece, contrived a thousand snares to entrap the

young, aspiring lover, and to procure his destruction,

either in contest with warriors, or in a struggle with the

savage Arabs of the desert. His strength and courage

enabled him to defeat any ambush that was formed to

entrap him to ruin or death. One day his uncles, having
sent him, unarmed, to seek their camels by the margin
of the sea, at a place enclosed by lofty rocks, the haunt

of an enormous lion, and in the hope of thus getting rid

of his unwelcome presence for ever, found him on the

following morning, to their utter astonishment, asleep

upon the body of the lion, which he had contrived to

kill. Admiration and respect for the colossal stature

and supernatural strength of Antar, struggled within

them against the hatred by which they were animated

towards their nephew. They fancied that they read

once more the history of Joseph, envied and persecuted

by his brethren.

During the absence of all the warriors of the tribe of

Abs, who had departed on a distant expedition, the wo-

men, the children, the old men, the flocks, the treasure,

and the tents, were confided to the charge of Antar

alone. The horsemen of Cathan profited by this oppor-

tunity to surprise the encampment.
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Antar, who had posted himself at some distance on

the summit of a hill, beheld a cloud of armed men burst

like a thunderstorm over the residence of Abla. One of

these cavaliers bound her on his horse behind him, and

was already flying with his prey; Antar darted after

him with the speed of an antelope, outstripped his

courser, killed the robber, delivered Abla, and placed

her upon the grass stained with his blood. He then

threw himself upon the horse of the warrior he had

slain, pursued the band of depredators, overtook them

one by one, and marked the track of the desert by the

bodies of the enemies he killed. He then returned, an

avenged conqueror, delivered Abla to her mother, and

was hailed by the benedictions and applause of the entire

tribe.

The bard of his own exploits, Antar extols with the in-

nate, simple pride of an Arab, the incomparable strength

of his arm. "Behold me in my proper element," he

cries, while apostrophizing his opponents lying scattered

and lifeless at his feet ;

"
I breathe blood : my force is

irresistible
; my sabre cleaves like the thunderbolt ; no

warrior can escape from its blow ; the bow and the

sword have been my playthings from the cradle. I

quench my thirst with wine, old as the world ! I hear

the voice, which I prefer alone to the sound of clashing

iron in the combat, when men encounter and fall toge-

ther in the death-struggle the voice of my adored

Abla ! Oh, Abla ! Abla ! thou art the only dream of

my soul, and I seek renown for no other motive than the

hope that the day may yet arrive when I shall cease to

be the object of thy contempt ! I am black, it is true,

but I feel confident that I shall subdue envy, and an-

nihilate all that opposes me ! I fight for Abla alone ! I

am her slave for ever !

"
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After having thus chanted his triumph, and brought
back all the women and children in safety under the

shelter of the tents, Antar departed anew upon one of

the horses captured in the pursuit, and led into the camp
of Schedad the coursers of the foes he had slain. It was

unanimously agreed, out of respect to the women, and

particularly on account of Semeha, the legitimate spouse
of Schedad, to conceal from him this incursion of ene-

mies into his camp: but Schedad, on his return, having

gone to inspect the flocks, was lost in astonishment to

find superb war-horses grazing with his own, under the

guard of Antar. "Wretch!" exclaimed he to his son,

"it is therefore to carry off the chosen coursers of our

brethren of the desert, that thou art accustomed to wan-

der far from the precincts of the carnp, and that thou

hidest like a brigand amongst inaccessible rocks. It is

impossible to expect good from such as thou ; robbery
and murder are mingled with thy blood ; thou wilt bring
shame and dishonour on the name of the tribe which has

given an asylum to thy mother."

So saying, Schedad struck his innocent son fiercely and

frequently with the handle of the whip which he carried

in his hand, and binding him with cords to the trunk of

a sycamore, left him exposed to the prowling animals of

the night. But Semeha, his wife, perceiving from a dis-

tance the uplifted arm of her husband, and hearing the

suppressed groans of Antar under the discipline of his

father, ran, bathed in tears, to cover him with her own

body, and confessed to Schedad the invasion of the horse-

men of Cathan, and the achievements of the youthful

black, so cruelly punished for his valour. Schedad em-

braced his son, wept over him with mingled joy and pride
on hearing this recital of his exploits, and carried him

into the presence of the King Zobeir, who from that
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moment admitted him into the ranks of his warriors.

Thenceforward Antar ceased to be enrolled amongst the

slaves of Schedad his father, and signalized his prowess
in the many wars of Zobeir against the other tribes of

Yemen.

On their return from battle, Zobeir invited him to sit

at the festivals. Antar, like Achilles relaxing himself

with his lyre, sang at the royal table the victories of the

tribe, and his own personal achievements. He never

failed to mingle the name of Abla with his songs of war

and love, demanding of glory to be elevated to a suffi-

cient height in the esteem of his countrymen, to merit,

with the hand of Abla, the sole reward of his valour and

genius.

Many cantos of the poem of Antar are dedicated to

the recital of these prodigies of his arm throughout the

long years of trial during which Schedad and Malek re-

fused to bestow on him the gift of his mistress. In a

doubtful position, always undetermined between slavery

and liberty, he several times, but in vain, preserved the

honour of the tribe and the life of Abla ;
but still Arab

pride revolted against the idea of a union between a

free-born damsel and a black slave. His verses at this

epoch consist of plaintive, and sometimes menacing, la-

mentations on his hard destiny.

Overwhelmed with distinctions and regard by the

King Zobeir, Antar was unable to obtain the only title

he coveted, that of the recognized and legitimate son

of his father Schedad.
"
Vile bastard !

"
exclaimed his

sire in answer to his urgent remonstrances,
"
darest thou

pretend to the rank of niy other children
; thou, the off-

spring of a slave
;
thou who bearest the infamy of thy

birth written upon thy skin?"

Antar^ driven to despair by these harsh words, bent
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his head, and plunging alone into the desert, with the

reins abandoned on his horse's neck, thus gave vent to

his misfortunes :

" In vain I struggle with my evil lot ! I have saved

my fellow-men ; I expected to find protectors in my own

kindred ; they have proved themselves more injurious

than serpents under my footsteps. They say that on

the field of battle I am equal to the sons of kings ;
but

when peace returns, I am no more than the son of Ze-

bedeha, the Negro slave ! How should I be able to en-

dure these insults, were I not supported by the love that

inflames me? O Abla, may thy image continue to

console and animate me ! If thy abode were in the

heavens tomorrow, this arm should invade the stars to

merit and complete thy conquest !"

Once, after a long march through the desert, Antar,

accompanied by a few horsemen of Zobeir, attacked the

tribe of Cathan, the hereditary enemies of the tribe of

Abs. He slew their bravest warriors, overthrew their

tents, and drove before him, as prizes, their slaves and

flocks, constituting altogether a rich plunder, which

raised his fortune to an equality with that of the most

opulent amongst the shepherds of Arabia. But the in-

stinct of the hero overpowered in his lofty soul the desire

and pride of wealth. He exchanged this entire spoil for

a famous Persian charger, known throughout the desert

by the name of Abjer. In vain his associates reproached
him with having deprived them of their lawful share of

the booty for a horse, which might be their property as

well as his. Antar, treating their murmurs with con-

tempt, braced up the girths of Abjer, and defied them

all to battle. His majestic height, the steadiness of his

deportment, the muscles of his arms resembling the knots

on the handle of n mace, caused them to reflect and
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hesitate. They surrendered to him without contest the

exclusive right over Abjer, who became, from that day

forward, associated in history with all the dangers and

triumphs of his rider and possessor. The anger of

Schedad yielded entirely to this new proof of the unri-

valled prowess of his son. He never wearied of gazing
on him, and continuaUy repeated his merits to his kin-

dred. "
Oh, my brother !

"
one day exclaimed Schedad

to Malek, the father of Abla, "our enemies detest my
son, because they have none who resemble him ! No,

by the God of Moses and Abraham, neither in the east

nor the west can a warrior be found to compare with

Antar when mounted on Abjer !

"
Thus speaking, Sche-

dad kissed the eyes of Antar. "If thou lovest me,"

he continued, addressing his brother Malek, "love also

my son Antar."
"
Brother," cunningly replied Malek,

the father of Abla, but the secret enemy of Antar, be-

cause he disapproved of and dreaded his pretensions to

his daughter,
"
brother, what thou sayest is true : thou

art the column of our tents, and Antar is our sword !

"

A festival took place in the tent of Malek, at which

Abla and her brothers were present. Antar rejoiced in

the pardon of his father, the praises of his uncle, the

friendship of his cousins, and the love of Abla, who was

a witness of his glory. He was clothed in a vest of gold

brocade, and a pelisse of honour, which the King Zobeir

had presented to him as a reward for his service in the

field. There was no garment comparable to his in all

the tribe. Amrou, the brother of Abla, looked on it

with envy, and pledging Antar in many mutual cups of

wine, Antar disrobed himself of his rich covering, and

gave it to his cousin, to render him favourable to his

love.
"
Nephew," said the father of Abla, while thank-

ing Antar for the present he had bestowed upon his son,

VOL. in. p
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" Abla is thy slave, I am thy slave, and Amrou is the

slave of thy sandals I"

The credulous Antar, transported with joy at these

words, stripped himself forthwith of all his arms and re-

maining vestments, even of his shirt, retaining only his

ample trousers, and prostrating his naked bust before

the feet of his uncle, kissed his knees, and prayed him

to accept all that he possessed, in grateful return for the

promise he had made him. Antar then raised himself

majestically. "Abla," says the poet,
"
seeing Antar thus

standing before her, black and shining as a mass of ebony,
and looking on the scars and cicatrices with which re-

peated blows of lance and sabre had furrowed his body
and arms, was struck with astonishment, and laughed
with joy as she contemplated the strength and lofty sta-

ture of her cousin." Antar feeling wounded by the un-

seemly mirth of his mistress, reflected for a moment, and

then replied in these extemporaneous verses :

" The fair

and delicate Abla smiles as she surveys my dark hue,

and observes the traces of the lance-heads on my body.
Thou wouldst cease to laugh, Abla, if thou couldst

behold me surrounded by a host of enemies
;

if thou

couldst perceive my lance piercing their hearts, and the

flowing of the purple blood which invariably follows !

I am then the lion of the desert, and I marvel that any

enemy should be able to endure the aspect of my fea-

tures and survive his terror." Fresh garments were

then supplied to Antar, in which he clothed himself;

and thus he remained nine days in the tent of his uncle,

feasting, drinking, and discoursing with his beloved

Abla, On the tenth day, his uncle Malek having called

Antar into his presence, demanded of him what were his

intentions with regard to his daughter, and what dowry
he proposed to give him in exchange for Abla. "

Oh,
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my uncle," replied the young lover,
"
far be from me the

shame of fixing the value of that countenance radiant

with light ;
of that shape which excels the palm-tree ;

of

that pearl of the ocean ; of that immaculate virgin, en-

veloped in her modesty ! Name yourself what you de-

sire, and let it be a portion exceeding that which all the

kings and all the warriors of Arabia and Persia com-

bined would be unable to bestow!" Malek demanded

of him one thousand camels of the race of Acefyr, the

most rare and highly esteemed amongst all the tribes.

Antar promised them to him, loaded moreover with all

the riches of their masters. He then departed in a

thoughtful mood from the tent of his uncle, to proceed
on the accomplishment of his promise, and thus to pay
the purchase-money of Abla.

The same evening, accompanied only by his brother

Cheioub, he arrived in front of a solitary tent of black

goats' -hair, round which a few meagre camels were gra-

zing here and there. An old man came forth, attracted

by the sound of their horses' feet. His form was bent

beneath the weight of many days ; time and misery had

wasted him to a skeleton.
" This aged man," said the

poet, in describing their meeting,
" walked with his face

inclining towards the ground, and his beard descended

to his knees. 'Why dost thou stoop thus as thou

goest along?' said I, addressing him. He replied, ex-

tending one hand towards me,
'

My youth has been lost

on the earth, and I bend downwards as ever seeking to

recover it there.'
'

Antar dismounted at the door of the tent. His horse

Abjer was loaded with the game which he had killed as

he passed along. The old man kindled a fire, and pre-

pared a repast. They continued eating and drinking
until night fell. The hermit having demanded of the

p 2
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young warrior the object of his expedition, Antar related

the promise he had given to his uncle.
"
May Heaven

confound thy uncle !

"
exclaimed the ancient recluse,

"
for

he has compassed thy death in exacting from thee such

a dowry for his daughter. These camels are only to be

found within the territories of the King Moundhir, which

are situated between Arabia and Persia, and his power
is equally dreaded by Persians and Arabians. Thou art

about to cast thyself into a fire, the flame of which will

never be extinguished." "There is neither force nor

power but in God alone, who knows everything," re-

plied Antar, somewhat alarmed, but still determined to

persevere in his design.
" Have I said yes to my uncle,

and shall I now retract my promise, and tell him no?

That shall never be, even though I am destined to be-

come as a pasture to the savage animals of the wilder-
i
"

ness !

Antar slept under the tent of the hermit, and on the

following morning, with the first gleam of light, he pur-

sued the road to Irak, a province of Persia, subject to

King Moundhir. The description which he has given

in his verses of the land of Irak, reveals the power of a

poet who paints with a glowing pencil. "There," ho

says,
" were presented to my eyes many houses, filled like

beehives, vast meadows, gardens brilliant with flowers,

and watered by gushing fountains
;
Arabian chargers,

of different colours, bounding across the plains like the

waves of the sea agitated by the morning breeze
; they

gladdened the surrounding country, and made the leaves

of the trees tremble at their neighing. There were also

young camels with their mothers, dromedaries rapid as

the dust flying before the wind, slaves, young lads, and

black damsels with curling hair. There we discovered a

valley, the most fertile and smiling that had ever been
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embellished by friendly Genii ; water flowed through it

in all directions, pure and translucent as liquid silver ;

the perfumes of the grass spread abroad the odour of

musk
;
thousands of feathered songsters, nightingales,

thrushes, blackbirds, ringdoves, partridges, quails, and

turtle-doves, sang in the plains or perched upon the

boughs ;
the peahens exhibited the splendour of their

trains, as if the Creator had exhausted on them His most

brilliant colours, and had poured over them the coral and

the hyacinth."*

Antar recognized, by these evidences of power and

wealth, that the old recluse had told him the truth, and

that to bear away the flocks and treasures of a kingdom
so well defended, was an enterprise above the strength

of a single warrior. Nevertheless, he retained his usual

hardihood, and, willing to combine stratagem with force,

he dismounted, unbridled A-bjer, and sent his brother

Cheioub, the Ulysses of Arabia, under the disguise of a

slave, to mingle with the serfs who watched the flocks ;

and to obtain from them, in frank conversation, such

particulars as he required touching the far-famed camels

of the race of Acefyr, which Antar desired to carry off

as the dowry of Abla.

Cheioub acquitted himself of his mission with his

natural dexterity. Well received by the slaves of King
Moundhir, he ate and drank with them, and induced

them to point out to him the camels of which he was in

search. He recognized without difficulty, by the white-

ness of their hair, the graceful undulation of their humps,
and the rounded smoothness of their hind-quarters, that

they were the pride and wonder of the entire herd. Es-

caping while the slaves were asleep, he rejoined Antar,

and related what he had beheld. "Never," said he,

* Translation of M. Dugat.
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"were droves of cattle so carefully defended, and thy
uncle has doomed us to certain death in putting this

enterprise upon us."
"
It signifies not," replied Antar ;

"
brace up the girths of Abjer, and give me mine armour

of iron mail."
" Mounted on his charger," says the poet,

" he resembled a strong tower."

The hour arrived when the slaves brought back the

herds to graze in the valley. Each troop of one thousand

camels was guarded by ten attendants. These, as they

passed by, scarcely bestowed a glance on Antar and his

brother, so much were they accustomed to see strangers

without fear, in a land into which no plunderer had ever

entered with impunity. But Antar, drawing his sabre

from the scabbard, and impelling his courser as a thun-

derbolt bursts from the cloud, upon the unsuspecting

group, dispersed them in astonishment and terror, seized

a thousand camels of the race of Acefyr from amongst
the ten thousand of meaner worth belonging to the king,

and commanded ten slaves who had cast themselves

prostrate upon the earth, to rise and drive the spoil be-

fore him.

But the chief of the slaves, having rallied one hundred

of these terror-stricken guardians, who had in some

measure recovered their self-possession, endeavoured to

protect the royal flocks, and advanced at the head of his

companions towards the ravish er. Antar struck him with

his naked sword upon the nape of the neck, and the blade

issued forth at his throat.
" Shame be to thy mother

and to the mother of thy king, Moundhir!" exclaimed

the infuriated hero. Antar and Cheioub wearied them-

selves with the slaughter of these faithful slaves, and then

drove the herd of plundered camels before them into the

desert.

Meanwhile Honiau, the son of King Moundhir, an
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intrepid warrior, apprised of what had happened by the

cries of the shepherds, collected a thousand horsemen,

and darted off in pursuit, to obtain vengeance. Antar

turned and paused, on hearing the noise of their approach
at full gallop behind him. "

Raising himself fiercely

in his saddle," says the poem,
" with a smile of pride

and defiance on his lips, he waited their approach as the

parched earth thirsts for the rain/' The terrible war-

shout that he uttered astounded the advancing foe, and

compelled their coursers to halt in trepidation.
" How !"

exclaimed the indignant Homan, observing the hesitation

of his companions,
" do ye tremble thus before a miserable

Negro slave?" A desperate combat followed, which lasted

until darkness fell. Antar, exhausted by a struggle in-

cessantly renewed, loads the earth in vain with the bodies

of men and horses
;

his arm begins to fail. Abjer reels

and sinks beneath his master, and finally extricating him-

self, and forcing a passage through his enemies, flies off to

the remote desert, and leaves his master on foot, over-

thrown, helpless, surrounded, and covered with blood.

Cheioub, who looked on from a distance, seeing his bro-

ther Antar fall, galloped off with his utmost speed towards

the desert, outstripped his pursuers, and arrived alone at

the entrance of a cavern hollowed out on the side of a

mountain. Here he found a young man of a tawny and

sunburnt complexion, who tended sheep and goats while

they were browsing. A small fire burned before him, on

which he was roasting a morsel of kid.

"Youth!" exclaimed Cheioub, addressing him, "pro-
tect me ; I surrender myself up to thee

;
1 claim thy hos-

pitality. My death is imminent, and those who have

slain my brother are close in pursuit." "By heaven !"

answered the young shepherd, "I will protect thee against

all who eat bread and drink water. Enter the cavern,
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for they shall slay me before I deliver thee up to them."

Scarcely had the shepherd uttered his generous oath,

when the horsemen of King Moundhir, who followed

Cheioub, and had perceived from a distance how he

hid himself in the cavern, arrived, and demanded of the

shepherd to deliver up his guest, whom by the customs

of the country they were forbidden to kill under the roof

of his protector. "Make him come forth," exclaimed

they, "or we will slay thee in his place!" "Noble

Arabs!" replied the shepherd, "do not, I beseech you,

violate the faith I have sworn to this fugitive. Remove

to a distance of forty paces from the door of the cavern,

that I may assume the right of withdrawing my protec-

tion, and you shall then be free to work your will upon
him." " Let it be so," answered the warriors, and im-

mediately they drew off to the prescribed distance.

"Stranger!" said the shepherd to Cheioub, returning

to the cavern,
" thou hast heard all

; nothing can redeem

thy life but mine, but I prefer sacrificing myself to failing

in the hospitality which I have vowed to thee. Put off

thy garments, assume mine, go forth, and say to the ca-

valiers,
' The stranger refuses to quit his asylum, do as

you desire with him
;

I yield him up to you/ Then,

when thou seest them dismount from their horses to enter

the cavern, fly with thy utmost speed amongst the rocks,

and leave them to revenge thy escape at my expense !

Here are my provisions and a bag ;
take this staff, and

may the darkness of night be propitious unto thee!"

Cheioub clothed himself in the vestments of the shep-

herd, took the staff in his hand, and issued from the

cavern. The shadows of approaching night concealed his

face. He said to the surrounding horsemen what had

been determined on, pretended to collect his sheep to

drive them before him, and disappeared amongst the rocks.
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The horsemen of King Moundhir dismounted, entered

the cavern, and dragged forth the young shepherd. They

brought him forward to examine his features by the light

of the fire, and recognized with rage and disappointment

that he was the shepherd disguised under the garments
of Cheioub. "

Evil be to thee !" they cried aloud as they

drew their sabres,
"
why hast thou deceived us and ex-

posed thyself to death to save a stranger, the vilest mis-

creant in Arabia?" "I preferred," answered the shep-

herd with unshaken resolution,
"
to purchase with my

own life the safety of his, which I had sworn to defend.

Do with me as you will." The warriors, struck with

admiration of his virtue, pardoned and overwhelmed him

with praises. They then suffered him to depart, covered

with glory, and worthy of immortal honour.

During the flight of his brother, Antar continued to

combat on foot against the cloud of enemies that sur-

rounded him. Exhaustion, and not wounds, finally sub-

dued him, and cast him fainting on the earth, with his

face downwards. Seized and tightly bound with cords,

he was dragged in the dust to the feet of Homan, the

king's son. The manly and undaunted bearing of the

hero, his terrible aspect, the loftiness of his stature, and

the breadth of his chest, astonished the young prince.
" Bind him more closely," said he to the guards ;

"
fasten

him upon the back of a horse, and bring him to the

presence of the king, that he himself may decide upon
his fate!"

"Who art thou?" demanded the monarch, who at

that moment returned from the chase, surrounded by
his courtiers.

"
I am an Arab, of the tribe of Abs," replied Antar.

" Art thou of the race of their nobles, or of their

slaves?" continued the king.
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"
Prince !" rejoined Antar, "amongst men of generous

minds, true nobility consists in the shock of lances, the

whistling of arrows, the blows of sharp sabres upon tem-

pered breastplates, and in patience on the battle-field.

I am the physician of the tribe of Abs when they are

sick, their protector when they are in danger, the defen-

der of their women when they are in flight, their cham-

pion when they are proud of their glory, and their sabre

when they hurry to the battle."

The king, astonished by this poetic eloquence from the

mouth of a black slave, demanded of Antar, who had in-

cited him to invade his territories and carry off his camels?

Antar confessed that he was instigated by his love for

his cousin Abla, and the cunning demand of his uncle

Malek, who had named this achievement as the price of

his daughter's hand. The king marvelled how, with all

this courage, eloquence, poetry, and elevation of senti-

ment, he should thus expose himself to destruction for a

little Arab girl. "O mighty sovereign !" replied Antar,
"

it is Love which urges the warrior to mount his charger

and rush into the foremost peril ;
Love causes the heads

of the bravest to roll in the dust : he only rewards those

of his votaries who have tasted the bitterness of absence

after the delights of a return, and who have watched

without impatience or interval through the longest

nights ! Misfortune occurs everywhere from the glance

which issues from behind the folds of a female veil."

A sudden noise and tumult interrupted the conver-

sation. Messengers announced to King Moundhir that

a lion larger than a bull, provoked by the hunters, had

fallen furiously upon his attendants, and was scattering

death and carnage wherever he approached. "King!"
exclaimed Antar,

" order your people to leave me alone

to combat with this lion : if he kills me, you will bo
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avenged, for I have already slain many of your warriors

and slaves; but if I vanquish him, give me in reward

my life and liberty. Unbind only my hands, and leave

my feet in their shackles, for then I shall either kill the

wild animal, or I shall be unable to fly into the desert

before him."

The lion was subdued. Antar, in hurling him to the

ground, uttered but a single cry of triumph :

"
I am

always the lover of Abla !

"
Then striking up a song of

victory, mingled with complaints of his evil fortune, he

detailed in heroic measure his misfortunes, his defeat,

and his captivity.
"

I have been brought into the pre-

sence of a generous monarch," thus ran the last verses

of the song ;

"
I have fought with a lion fierce to look

on and terrible to engage ; his visage was as broad as

a buckler, and his eyeballs darted forth sparks brilliant

and fierce as the lights of heaven
;
I have cloven him with

a single blow of my sabre, and with my feet confined by
bonds. I hope therefore that the King will grant me in

recompense the dowry of Abla demanded by my uncle,

the camels of Acefyr !"

"
By the sacred firmament !" exclaimed the King, lis-

tening with admiration to the words of Antar, "this

black slave is the wonder of the age and the paragon of

the world
;
he unites heroism with eloquence, and bold-

ness to constancy in great difficulties, such as appal and

subdue the spirits of ordinary men. If I can attach him

to myself, I shall then through his prowess demonstrate

the superiority of the Arabs of my race over the Persians

of King Chosroes, whose tributary I am." Then turn-

ing to the guards, he added,
" Retain this Negro as a pri-

soner in my court, for the earth contains not his equal,

and he may one day glorify the hand that spares him."

From that moment Antar was treated with all the re-

spect and indulgence compatible with captivity.
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A short time after, Moundhir having brought his tri-

bute to Chosroes, the great King of Persia, was invited

by that monarch to a grand festival. The courtiers of

Chosroes, wishing to ridicule the simplicity of the shep-

herd-monarch, set upon his table two baskets of dates

exactly similar in appearance : but the dates served up
to Chosroes and the Persian courtiers were scooped out,

and the stone replaced by pistachio nuts and honey ;

those placed before Moundhir were veritable dates, with

the fruit surrounding the kernel. King Moundhir observ-

ing that Chosroes and his nobles ate of these pretend-

ed dates without rejecting the stone, felt himself bound

through respect to imitate his sovereign ;
he therefore

swallowed the kernel with the dates. Chosroes and his

attendants burst out into immoderate laughter. Moun-

dhir inquired the cause, and they confessed the trick

which had been put upon him. The offended guest

affected to join in the mirth at his own expense ;
but he

retired deeply stung by the trick practised on his sim-

ple credulity, and meditating plans of revenge. On re-

turning to his mountainous sovereignty, he addressed a

letter of complaint and defiance to the King of Persia,

reproaching him with his inhospitable conduct. The

King, upon this, despatched an army to reduce Moun-

dhir to subjection. On the approach of the Persian forces,

Moundhir began to feel that he had gone too far.
"
I

perceive," said he,
"
that my letter has offended Chos-

roes
; iny words were out of season. The lightness of

the tongue produces the calamities of man."

A satrap named Kosrouan, an enemy of King Moun-

dhir, and who aspired to the possession of his lands,

commanded the army of the Persian monarch
; having

won the first battle, he laid siege to the city of Hera,

thi) metropolis and refuge of the vanquished. Moundhir,
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reduced to extremity, called together his sons and war-

riors to a grand military council. It was determined to

make a desperate sortie, sabre in hand
; to surround their

women, children, and treasures with a rampart of steel ;

to seek refuge in the desert, and to demand an asylum,

with succour and the means of vengeance, from the wan-

dering Arabs who dwelt and ruled there. When the

King's slaves who guarded Antar were apprised of this

resolution to expatriate himself and people, they threw

themselves at the feet of their master. "Father!" they

cried, "the captive warrior of the tribe of Abs who is

consigned to our care, hearing the tumult in the city

this morning, and having questioned us as to the cause,

we informed him of what was passing round the walls.

' Lead me to the King !

'

he replied ;

'

I will reveal to

him a plan by which he shall destroy his enemies, even

though they were as numerous as the grains of sand in

the desert.'
'

Antar was forthwith conducted to the

royal presence.
"
By heaven !" he exclaimed,

"
my liver

was ready to burst with rage and shame when I heard

that Arabs had fled before those dogs of Persians !

The Arabs," he continued,
"
are enduring in combat, and

die under their horses' hoofs, but they cannot bear the

disgrace of saving themselves by flight. Promise me the

dowry demanded by my uncle : give me back my sabre,

my horse Abjer, and my cuirass ; lend me one thousand

warriors of the army to execute the manoeuvre which I

shall point out to them, and you shall soon see what

will become of your enemies."

The King, confiding in the strength and courage of

his prisoner, consented to all he desired, and called his

warriors to arms. Antar then raised his battle-song :

"
I will plunge," said he,

"
into the cloud of dust until

I encounter this satrap Kosrouan, and speedily will I
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compel him to drink the draught of death ! He shall

taste upon the blade of my sabre a beverage after which

water shall never again pass within his lips." Having
finished his verses, "For thy eyes, O Abla!" exclaimed

he, and fell upon the Persians.
" His lance/' says the

poet,
" was like destiny, and cut asunder the thread of

many lives/' Such an example restored courage to the

thousand horsemen of Moundhir, who, under such irre-

sistible leadership, drove back the Persians far from the

walls of the city. Kosrouan, who had stationed him-

self with the rearguard, ascertained from the scattered

fugitives the flight of his army before a black warrior,

more impetuous and sweeping, as they declared, than

the simoom. He vowed to engage this formidable cham-

pion himself on the following day, and to wash out in

his blood the shame of defeat. King Moundhir, on the

other hand, hastened to meet Antar, conducted him to

his tent, and invited him to feast in his company.
"
If

I could think," said he to the young conqueror of the

Persians,
"
that it would be agreeable to thee to remain

in our country, I would send and induce Abla to come

hither, either of her own free will or by force
;
but I fear

that thy heart breathes only for thy own country, and

the tents in which thou wert born !"

"
Master," replied Antar,

"
I have not sufficient cou-

rage to remain here. Every day passes over me with

the weight of a thousand years ; nevertheless, though I

should die of my love, and melt in the fierce heat of my
remembrances and regrets, I will not depart until thou

hast taken ample vengeance upon Kosrouan." They

passed the night under the tent in discoursing of the

battle of the following morn, while the King's sons

watched over the security of the Arabian camp.

Kosrouan, on his part, vowed to his chiefs that on the
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following morning he would slay this invincible Genie

disguised under the figure of a Negro, and he slept tran-

quilly in the confidence of his approaching triumph.
" At the first dawn of day/' says the poem,

"
a warrior

issued from the Arabian ranks, and advanced into the

open space which divided them from the Persians. He
was enveloped in his coat of mail

;
a sabre hung sus-

pended from his belt; in his hand he carried a long
lance ; he was mounted on a mare of yellow colour, glit-

tering as gold exposed to the sun, and of a rare perfec-

tion, such as had never before been looked upon ; her

sinews were strong, her long tail imprinted a furrow

as it trailed in the dust; she was the pride of all the

coursers of Arabia, rapid as the wind that flies, brilliant

as the lightning that destroys, terrible as the storm that

overthrows. The warrior she carried, made her bound

and curvet on either side in the plain, to calm down her

fire and temper her impatience. The Persians of the

night-watch recognized him, and trembled at the sight.

It was Antar, the son of Schedad. His mare belonged
to the stud of King Moundhir, who had lent her to him

because Abjer, worn out and wounded on the preceding

day, required tending and repose. Antar, finding his

mare to be valiant in spirit and eager for the combat,

galloped forward, and defied Kosrouan in extempora-
neous verses.

"
Kosrouan, stung by the insult, threw himself upon

a Persian horse with a mouth so delicate that by the

slightest touch of the hand he penetrated the thought of

his master. His breast was covered by a cuirass of mailed

plates, small and delicate as the eyes of grasshoppers ;

javelins hung suspended upon his thigh, his quiver was

filled with arrows, and a mace, pointed with iron, ba-

lanced lightly as a feather in his right hand. The two
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warriors fell upon each other ; a cloud of dust, raised by
the hoofs of their encountering chargers, concealed them

from the view of both armies. Their blows were heard,

while the combatants were hidden like a double thun-

der-storm under a single cloud. Kosrouan, after some

time, broke forth from this whirlpool, attacking Antar

with javelins, which the Arab parried and cast aside with

his lance. At length, the Persian, profiting by a move-

ment of Antar which left his head exposed, launched his

enormous mace, the weight of which already in his ima-

gination crushed to the earth both man and horse
; but

Antar, anticipating the blow, received the mace in his

wide grasp, grappled it firmly by the chain, caused it to

whirl round as a child manages a sling, and, casting

it back with all his strength upon Kosrouan, extended

him upon the dust, crushed and lifeless. He was dead

without being sensible to the taste of death !

"

On the fall of their most renowned warrior and sa-

trap, the Persians fled, pursued and slaughtered by the

victorious Arabs. A single arm had decided the con-

test. The name of Antar resounded from the lips of all.

He returned in triumph at the head of the warriors of

Moundhir, his armour clotted with blood. Moundhir

received him as his preserver, gave him the thousand

Acefyr camels, and despatched an ambassador to the

tribe of Abs to conduct Abla to her hero, and to cele-

brate their nuptials in the capital. He required only

that Antar should not leave his territories until he had

reconciled himself with Chosroes, his liege lord, to whom
he repented of having given offence. An opportunity of

making up the quarrel soon presented itself.

A Roman warrior, to whom the Arabian poet has as-

signed the barbarous name of Bathramouth, had recently

arrived at the court of Chosroes, with the view of con-
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verting the Persian Empire to the Christian faith, which

at that time began to spread throughout the East. This

Bathramouth, half apostle and half soldier, had per-

formed prodigies of strength and address, which humi-

liated the followers of the great King. Sixty times had

he vanquished the most celebrated cavaliers of Persia in

single combats in the royal presence ; and now, inflamed

by pride and success, defied to fresh trials all the chosen

heroes of Iran and Arabia. A wise vizier, more than

one hundred years of age, counselled Chosroes to seek

renewed amity with his former ally, Moundhir, and to

invite him to his court with a select band of the most

intrepid horsemen of the desert, amongst whom per-

chance Bathramouth might discover a worthy rival, and

the honour of the crown a suitable avenger.

Moundhir arrived, accompanied by Antar mounted

upon Abjer. After a desperate combat of five hours in

the lists, Antar slew Bathramouth in presence of both

the kings. Persia triumphed over Rome by the arm of

a black slave. Chosroes presented to Antar the spoils of

the vanquished champion, and admitted him to his most

costly banquet before he dismissed Moundhir. The

effeminate luxury of the Persian table astonished the

sober Arab of the desert.
"
Oh, master !

"
he exclaimed

to King Moundhir, "are these numerous and different

viands those which the kings of Persia partake of daily,

or are they the delicacies reserved for the fixed annual

festivals ? I do not perceive amongst them the flesh of

the camel, and these light aliments are fit only for chil-

dren!"

Moundhir, in explanation, made his champion blush

at his simplicity and ignorance. He partook freely of

what was served up to the guests, and drank of cups
filled with wine as old as the world itself. Beautiful

VOL. III. Q
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Greek slaves of the household of Bathramouth poured

out the liquor and presented the goblets; they were

clothed in robes of many colours, and resembled the

rising moon. Having been informed that Antar was

thenceforth their master, they approached respectfully to

wait upon him, and to anticipate his slightest wishes,

whether he rose or sat, and to discover his thoughts in

his eyes ;
but Antar turned away from these tempting

damsels : the love of Abla alone reigned in his heart.

"
Why," said King Moundhir, addressing him when

the fumes of the wine had began to unsettle his imagi-

nation, and repeated libations had invaded his reason,
"
why dost thou not take delight in these beautiful slaves,

and why is thy heart not filled with thy exaltation and

glory ? Dost thou covet a rank even more exalted, and

canst thou conceive in thy own land aught that can sur-

pass this night of splendour ? Cast aside all sad reflec-

tions, and seize the moment of enjoyment. Today thou

hast placed thyself on a level with the kings of the earth ;

and if the most powerful of thy tribe beheld thee, they

would envy thy lot."

Antar, on listening to these words, sighed heavily, and

ill-restrained tears trickled down his cheeks, as his

thoughts reverted to his own country.
"
By thy head,

which I venerate so much," replied he to the King,
"
these favours and distinctions have neither value nor

charm for me ; my feelings and my thoughts are in

another country, and thou knowest that our native land

is the jewel of our hearts, and above all when we have

left there the mistress of our choice. Separated from

her, I dream that her phantom visits me in my sleep,

and that the soft breezes of Arabia blow towards me."

Then, rising into enthusiasm at the image of Abla

thus conjured up before him, he burst into the following

verses :
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"The freshness of the morning air which breathes

from Yemen, when I inhale its aromatic odour, affords

me more pleasure than all these pearls, these wonders

and treasures heaped together under my hand. The em-

pire of King Chosroes has no temptation for me when

the image of my well-beloved is no longer present to my
eyes!" "Demand of me what thou wilt," said King

Chosroes,
" and that which appears the most valuable in

thy sight of all the treasures of my empire, I swear to

grant it to thee in recompense of the service thou hast

rendered me, in vindicating the honour of Arabia and

Persia against this champion of the Romans."

Antar requested of Chosroes to bestow upon him the

coronet of jewels which glittered upon his forehead, that

he might place it upon the brow of Abla on the day of

their nuptials ;
and that night he slept with the diadem

by his side. The King added to his gift a stool, or port-

able throne, on which the Arabian females of high rank

were accustomed to place their feet on dismounting from

their camels. The fetes, the hunting parties, and the

wrestlings, continued for several days, at the close of

which Antar took leave of the sovereign of Persia, and

departed with the good King Moundhir to take posses-

sion of the thousand Acefyr camels which that faithful

protector had presented to him, to convey them to his

uncle Malek. Upon these animals were heaped the tro-

phies conquered by Antar from his adversaries in fight,

with the crown, and also with the throne destined by
Chosroes for Abla, King Moundhir added fifty saddle-

horses, magnificently caparisoned, a hundred female slaves

of exquisite beauty, and fifty male slaves, selected from

amongst the most robust and most elegantly-formed of

the inhabitants of the mountains.

Antar set out for the desert attended by his escort, the

Q2
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slaves driving before him the long train of camels, loaded

with treasure. He felt intoxicated with joy at his hap-

piness and triumph ;
but the excess of his impatience to

see Abla again, and the fervour of his love, threw him

into a fit of sickness. He inhaled powerfully the breeze

which came from the high lands of Yemen, thinking

only of the happiness of reappearing in presence of his

tribe in such a flow of prosperity, of dazzling Abla with

his splendour, his glory, and the recital of his unparal-

leled exploits. The report of his death, spread abroad

by his brother Cheioub, had mortally wounded the heart

of his beloved : she recovered life and beauty on behold-

ing the features of Antar.

Malek, his uncle, vanquished by this triumphant re-

turn, yielded up to him his daughter. The black slave,

enriched by the presents of Moundhir and Chosroes,

became the most powerful and the richest chieftain of

the tribe of Abs. Years rolled on in alternations of

peace and war, in new acts of heroism, and in an un-

varying flow of happiness in the society of the lovely

Abla, the envy of all the matrons of Hedjaz and Yemen.

We pass over this monotonous portion of the life of the

hero, to arrive at his death, as described in one of the

most exquisite lyric poems of any language. In the

progress of his exploits as chief of his tribe, Antar had

vanquished an enemy named Djezzar, and, to punish

him for his unprovoked aggressions, had deprived him of

sight by passing a red-hot sabre close to his eyes. After

this punishment, he gave him his life and liberty, and

suffered him even to retain the supreme rank over his

people.
" Ever since that time," says the writer, who con-

tinues the poem, which relates with the same tongue the

funeral song and heroic death of Antar (we borrow for
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the occasion the learned and picturesque translation of M.

Caussin de Perceval)
"
ever since that time, Djezzar, the

son of Djaber, brooded over his vengeance in silence.

Although the light of his eyes was quenched, he had lost

nothing of his skill in archery; his ear, accustomed to

follow the movements of wild animals by the sound of

their steps, was sufficiently acute to guide his hand
; his

arrow never missed the mark. His hatred, ever alive,

listened greedily to the intelligence which rumour spread
abroad as to the proceedings of his enemy. He ascer-

tained that Antar, after a distant and successful expedi-

tion against the frontiers of Persia, was, on his return to

Yemen, loaded with as much glory and treasure as he

had formerly carried home from the court of Chosroes,

and that he intended to pass near his encampment. On

receiving this news, Djezzar shed tears of envy and rage.

He called to him Nedjim, his faithful slave.
' Ten years

have rolled on,' he said,
'

since the burning iron or-

dered by Antar has deprived me of sight, and I am not

yet avenged ! but the moment has at length arrived to

extinguish in his blood the fire which consumes my
heart. Antar is encamped, they say, on the banks of the

Euphrates ; thither will I go to seek him. I will con-

ceal myself in the rushes of the river until Heaven shall

deliver his life into my hands/
'

Djezzar ordered his slave to lead forth a camel which

outstripped the ostrich in its speed ; he then armed him-

self with his quiver filled with poisoned arrows. Nedjim

compelled the camel to kneel, assisted his master to mount,
and took the halter of the camel to direct its steps

towards the distant bed of the Euphrates. The blind

warrior filled the desert with his menaces and complaints.

After a long day's march over a plain without water,

Djezzar and his attendant arrived at the banks of the
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Euphrates, the course of which was marked by a line ot

stately trees and brilliant verdure.
" What dost thou

perceive on the opposite bank?" demanded Djezzar of

his slave. Nedjim cast a glance on the other side : he

saw a camp richly adorned, numerous herds of cattle,

camels wandering in groups over the plain, lances planted

in the earth at the entrances of the tents, and caparisoned

horses fastened by their feet to the habitations of their

masters. A tent more brilliant and lofty than the rest

was erected at a small distance from the river; before

the entrance a long steel lance was planted like a mast,

and near it stood a courser more shining and black than

ebony itself. Nedjim recognized at once the noble war-

horse of Antar, the far-famed Abjer, and the formidable

lance of the hero : he halted the camel of his master be-

hind the shrubs and canes which concealed them from

human observation, and waited the approach of darkness.

No sooner had night covered with her shadow the

banks of the Euphrates, than the blind Djezzar said to

his slave :

" Let us quit this spot ; the voices which I

hear seem too distant for the range of my arrows. Bring
me nearer to the brink of the stream : my heart tells

me that a great blow will speedily immortalize my name

and vengeance." Nedjim took the blind chieftain by the

hand, placed him close to the water's edge, and handed

to him his bow and quiver. Djezzar selected the sharp-

est of his arrows, fixed it in the string, and with atten-

tive ear waited the hour of retribution. Meanwhile

Antar, reclining in the arms of Abla, his beloved spouse,

his love for whom had suffered no abatement after ten

years of possession, forgot beneath his tent the fatigues

and exploits of the day ; when suddenly the mournful

barking of the dogs, the faithful guardians of the camp,

impressed his mind with prophetic inquietude. He rose
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and went forth from the tent
;
the heavens were sombre

and cloudy ;
he wandered in the darkness with uncertain

steps ;
the noise of the dogs led him towards the Eu-

phrates. Carried on by his destiny, he advanced even

to the bed of the river, and suspecting the presence of a

stranger on the opposite bank, called loudly to his bro-

ther to rise and reconnoitre. Scarcely had the sound of

his deep voice, issuing from the hollow valley in which

he stood, been repeated by the mountain echoes, when

an arrow pierced his right side and penetrated to his

entrails. No cry, no groan unworthy of a hero escaped

him in his agony, as he endeavoured to wrench away the

iron with a strong hand. " Traitor ! who hast not dared

to attack me in open daylight," exclaimed he with a firm

tone, addressed to his invisible enemy, "thou shalt not

escape from my arm; thou shalt reap the fruit of thy

treachery." Hearing these words, which induced him

to think that his arrow had missed its mark, the blind

Djezzar, struck with terror at the apprehended ven-

geance of Antar, fainted upon the shore
; and his slave,

believing that he was dead, mounted the camel to save

himself by flight, and abandoned his inanimate master

to his fate. The brother of Antar swam across the river,

stumbled against a body which he took for a corpse, and

carried it back to the camp on his shoulders, together

with the bow and arrows.

Antar, stretched in his tent in the midst of his astounded

friends, suffered the most horrible tortures. The tender

Abla stanched his blood, and bathed the wound with her

tears. The body of the murderer and his weapons were

brought in
;
Antar recognized the mutilated countenance

of his enemy, and at once felt convinced that an arrow

launched from that hand must be a poisoned one. Hope
fled from his heart, and inevitable death presented itself
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before his eyes.
" Son of my uncle !" said Abla to him

in a tone of soft affection,
"
why abandon hope ? Should

a slight hurt from an arrow cause alarm to a warrior who

has borne without shrinking so many wounds from sabres

and lances, the marks of which entirely cover his body?"
"
Abla/' replied Antar,

"
my days are numbered. Behold

these features ! they are those of Djezzar. The arrow

of the traitor is poisoned!" At these words the sighs

of Abla pierced the darkness of the night ; she tore her

garments and her long tresses, and gathered the dust to

heap it upon her head. All her women joined in these

sad demonstrations of woe. " Beloved partner !" said

Antar to Abla,
" who will defend thy honour and thy life

after the death of Antar, throughout the long journey

thou hast still to accomplish before thou canst reach the

territory of thy father? A second husband, another

Antar, can alone enable thee to escape the horrors of

impending slavery. Of all the warriors of the desert,

Zeid and Amrem are the two whose courage will the

most effectually secure thy life and liberty. Choose one

of these, and promise him thy hand." Abla replied only

by tears to a thought which drove her to despair.
" To reach the land inhabited by the children of Abs,

to secure thy passage across the intervening desert, clothe

thee in my garments and armour, and mount my war-

horse Abjer. Under this disguise, which will lead our

enemies to believe that I live still, thou needest not dread

attack. Answer not those who salute thee on the march;

the sight of the arms and courser of Antar will suffice

to intimidate the most intrepid." After these words,

Antar ordered the departure of his camp. The tents

were struck, folded, and placed upon the camels. Abla,

inundated by her tears, suffered herself, in passive obe-

dience, to be arrayed in the mighty armour of Antar.
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Girt with his sabre, and carrying his lance in her right

hand, she mounted his war-horse Abjer, while the slaves

carried the expiring Antar in the litter used by Abla in

happier times, when she crossed the desert with the state

of a queen. Scarcely had they quitted the verdant banks

of the Euphrates to plunge into the immensity of the

desert, when they perceived at a distance, tents resembling
dark spots on the horizon, or a black fringe on the azure

mantle of the heavens : it was the encampment of a

numerous, powerful, and hostile tribe. Three hundred

horsemen detached themselves from it to fall on the ca-

ravan
;
but as they approached, they recognized the litter

and the horse.
"
It is Antar and Abla," they exclaimed

in a low voice to each other. "Behold his armour,

his horse Abjer, and the magnificent litter of his wife.

Let us return to our tents, and not expose ourselves to

the anger of these invincible warriors/' Already had they
turned their bridles, when an aged sheik, more reflec-

tive and penetrating than his younger companions, thus

addressed them :

"
My cousins, it is indeed the lance of

Antar, his casque, his armour, and his war-horse, whose

colour resembles the blackest night ;
but the rider has

neither his lofty figure nor his manly attitude. It is the

stature and deportment of a timid woman, bending under

the weight of the iron which bruises her tender limbs.

Trust to my suspicions ;
Antar is either dead, or a mortal

sickness prevents him from mounting his horse : it is

Abla, who has assumed the arms of her husband to in-

timidate us, while the real Antar is in all probability lying
on a bed of death in the litter of the females."

The horsemen, perceiving that there was a semblance

of probability in the words of the old sheik, retraced

their steps, and followed the caravan at a distance, but

still not venturing on an open attack. Meanwhile the
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delicate hand of Abla bent under the weight of the iron

lance, which at length she was obliged to yield up to the

brother of her husband, who rode by her side. Speedily
the sun, reaching his middle course, so scorched the sand

of the desert, that Abla, exhausted with agony of mind

and fatigue of body, raised the vizor of her helmet to wipe

away the perspiration which bathed her forehead. The

eyes of the watchful enemies saw at once the fairness of

her complexion.
"
It is not the black !" they exclaimed,

and immediately spurred their horses at full speed in

pursuit of the small escort of Antar. At the sound of

galloping behind him, at the neighing of the advancing

steeds, at the voice of Abla, who called upon his name,

Antar, who lay half-dead in the litter, raised himself,

showed his head between the curtains, and uttered for

the last time his terrible war-cry, which made the boldest

hearts tremble and shrink within themselves. At this

shout, known throughout the desert, the manes of the

horses bristled with terror, and they fled with their riders

in uncontrolled dismay. "Woe! woe!" exclaimed the

Arabs, the enemies of the tribe of Abs, "Antar still lives!

This is a snare which he has laid for us, to ascertain who
would be hardy enough after his decease to aspire to the

possession of his wife and property/' A small number

only, still relying on the words of their sheik, continued

to follow the caravan at a respectful distance.

Antar, notwithstanding his increasing weakness, re-

placed Abla in the litter, and remounting Abjer, assumed

his armour once more, and marched slowly by her side.

At the close of day, they arrived at the entrance of a

valley bordering on the territory of the tribe of Abs :

this defile was called, the Valley of the Gazelles. Sur-

rounded by inaccessible mountains, it could only be

reached on the side of the desert by a narrow, winding
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path, through which three horsemen could with diffi-

culty pass abreast. Antar, halting at the entrance of

this pass, ordered the droves of cattle to enter first, and

then the slaves with the camel that carried the litter of

his beloved Abla. As soon as the whole caravan was

placed in safety within the valley, he assumed his post

alone as sentinel at the extremity of the defile, exactly

opposite to the plain and the hostile Arabs, who followed

his movements afar off. At this moment the agony of

his wound became insupportable, and every step of his

horse occasioned sufferings equal to the flames of hell.

Death assumed dominion over his limbs, but still respected

his intrepid soul. He turned his face towards his ene-

mies, reined up his horse, planted his lance in the earth

with the point downwards, and resting against the staff

like a warrior in repose who is giving rest to his exhausted

steed, he stood motionless at the mouth of the ravine.

At this sight, the thirty warriors, who had until then

pursued the track of his caravan, paused in hesitation at

a distance of more than a hundred paces from the hero.
"
Antar," they whispered to each other,

" has perceived
that we follow his march ; he waits there to destroy us.

Let us profit by the approaching darkness to escape from

his sabre, and rejoin our brethren !" But the old sheik,

persisting in his first idea, again restrained them. "
My

cousins," uttered he in a low tone, "listen not to the

dictates of fear. The immobility of Antar is the sleep

of death. Can it be possible that you forget his impe-
tuous courage ? Did Antar ever wait the attack of an

enemy ? If he lived, would he not fall upon us as the

vulture pounces on its prey ? Advance boldly ;
or if you

still fear to venture your lives against his sword, wait

here at least until the morning breaks to enlighten your

suspicions."
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Half persuaded by the old man, the thirty cavaliers

determined to remain where they were
;
but anxious and

alarmed at the smallest cloud of dust which the wind

raised round the feet of Abjer, they passed the entire

night in the saddle, without suffering their eyes to close

under the influence of slumber. At length the day be-

gan to light up the heavens, and to disperse the shadows

which covered the desert. Antar still stood motion-

less, in the same attitude, at the entrance of the defile
;

his courser, obedient to his thoughts, even when he was

no longer there in life, remained stationary by the side of

his master.

The Persian warriors, astonished at this strange appa-

rition, consulted together for a considerable time without

coming to a decision. All outward appearances seemed

to indicate that Antar had ceased to live, nevertheless no

one had sufficient boldness to advance and satisfy himself

of the fact
; such was the habitual terror which the pre-

sence of that hero had stamped upon their feelings. The

old sheik determined to ascertain the truth by an expe-

riment, before he retired or advanced. He dismounted

from his mare, and pricking her with the point of his

lance, drove her towards the entrance of the pass. Scarcely

had she reached the edge of the desert, when the fiery

Abjer, scenting the odour of a female, ran neighing to-

wards the mare, which he perceived was without a rider.

At the first bound of the horse, Antar, who had been

retained in an erect position solely by the shaft of his

lance, which gave way under his weight, fell like a tower,

and the clash of his armour resounded through the defile.

At this fall, and at the sound of a lifeless corpse sinking

upon the earth, the thirty cavaliers flew round the body
stretched at the feet of their horses. They saw, with be-

wildered astonishment, the dreaded warrior who had made
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Arabia tremble, lie motionless and helpless in the dust
;

and gazed with insatiable glances on his gigantic limbs

and colossal stature. Abandoning the idea of an attack

on the caravan of Abla, which by the stratagem of the

expiring Antar had gained an entire night to reach the

encampment of the tribe of Abs, the warriors contented

themselves with despoiling the fallen chieftain of his arms,

to bear them to their own people as a trophy conquered

from the dead. Vainly they attempted to obtain posses-

sion of his horse. The faithful and proud Abjer, after

having snuffed his dead master to satisfy himself that he

was no more, felt that never again would he find a rider

worthy of crossing his back. With the rapidity of light-

ning he evaded all attempts to catch him, disappeared

from the eyes of his intended but baffled captors, and

buried himself for ever in the unbounded freedom of the

desert. It was recorded that the old sheik, overpowered

by the calamitous end of a hero who had signalized him-

self by such illustrious deeds, wept over his inanimate

remains, and buried them in the sand with this funereal

encomium :

"
Glory to thee, undaunted warrior ! who

throughout thy life wert the pillar of thy tribe, and even

after death hast saved thy brethren by the aspect of thy

corpse and the terror of thy name ! May thy soul flou-

rish in eternal bliss, and may refreshing dews moisten

the earth which witnessed thy last exploit !"

Such is the history of Antar ;
and such is the poem of

which this renowned Arab a shepherd, a warrior, and a

bard was at the same time the author and the hero.*

This noble composition, often rising to an equality with

* Antar is not entirely new to the English reader. The celebrated

romance entitled "Antar," by Asmai, has been translated by Terrick

Hamilton, Esq., and was published some years since, in four volumes.

TBANSL.
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Homer, Virgil, and Tasso, in many of its essential com-

ponents, is recited to this day under the tents of the

wandering tribes in the deserts of Damascus, Aleppo,
and Bagdad, throughout the long night-watches of the

camel-drivers, or during the halts of the caravans. Let

us not despise or undervalue anything. If the literary

poetry of a people is one of the national monuments by
which posterity measures with a correct estimate the de-

gree of moral and intellectual civilization to which that

people as a body have arrived, let us admit also that

these simple and pastoral races, who embellish their me-

mories and beguile their leisure by the reading or recital

of a traditional epic as pure and heroic as the poem of

Antar, are at least equal in delicacy of taste and nobility

of sentiment to the sedentary populations of the West,

who combine pride with vulgarism, and whose highest

poetic effusions consist of elegiac lamentations over illus-

trious criminals, or some cynical strophes illustrative of

debauched habits, immorality, and intemperance. Be-

tween this poetry of the tavern and the desert, no honest

heart or chaste imagination can hesitate as to which the

palm of superiority belongs : the tent civilizes, while the

wine-shop degrades.

The fact is, there are two classes of civilization, which

must not be confounded : the material and mechanical,

which acts upon matter and produces wealth ;
and the

moral, which operates upon the soul, and deals with

ideas, manners, heroism, and exalted virtue. We calcu-

late the value of the first by what it produces worldly

possessions ;
we appreciate the latter by what it inspires

noble sentiments. The nations who are most truly

civilized unite both
;
and to attain this end requires and

demands the combined efforts of governments, legislators,

political economists, moralists, writers, and poets. But
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if we were compelled to choose between these two con-

ditions of civilization, often opposed to each other, we

should not hesitate to pronounce for that of the mind in

preference to that of the body. We feel that there is

more actual civilization in a verse of the Gospel, an axiom

of philosophy, or a stanza of poetry imprinted eternally on

the memory or manners of a nation, than in the Crystal

Palace of London, or in an Industrial Exhibition of all

the mechanical arts in the universe. Your workshops,

wares, manufactures, and machines produce marvels of

weaving and carving ;
but all the machinery in the world

will never create an idea or a sentiment. In mechanism

is comprised the hands, but not the soul, of humanity.
But it is not the hand which makes the man. Some of

the most despised beings in the creation have a hand as

complete and as delicately cuticled as your own, and

nevertheless they are thrust down contemptuously to the

lowest step of the ladder. Why is this ? Because they
are not endowed with the faculty of words; and that

speech, the animated engine of truth, contains within

itself light, religion, morality, beauty, and goodness ; in

fine, all the lofty attributes of the soul. High praise

then to national eloquence, the true standard of compa-
rative civilization ! From this Divine source the poor

shepherds of Arabia possess an epic poem in their de-

serts ;
while we in our industrial capitals have nothing

for our nations of labourers beyond taverns and drink-

ing-songs !
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BOSSUET.

A.D. 1627.

IP, after having studied, in all their details, the actions,

works, opinions, faults, virtues, style, and language of so

eminent a person as Bossuet, we desire to sum up, in

one word, his general character, the word which presents

itself to our minds as descriptive of the man is Priest.

The priest, in all his majesty, his authority, his intel-

lectual pride, could not be better represented than in the

person of Bossuet.

Bossuet, to exhibit himself as he was, to develope, in

all their extent and grandeur, the high qualities of soul,

genius, diplomacy, energy, and eloquence, with which

Nature had endowed him, could not have been anything
but a priest.

This eminent person was made for the priesthood, the

pontificate, the altar, the vestibule of the cathedral, the

pulpit, the trailing robe, and the tiara ; any other place,

office, or habiliment would be inconsistent with such a

nature. The mind could not picture Bossuet to itself in

the habit of a layman. He was born a high-priest ;
his

nature and profession are so indissolubly bound up and

blended together, that even thought itself cannot sepa-

rate them ; he is not a man, but an oracle.



BOSSUET. 241

We do not propose here either to flatter or disparage

the ministry; we desire only to speak of the minister

with the tone of a philosopher and historian. Theology,
like conscience, belongs to the private property of each

communion ;
we shall not invade its precincts, but put-

ting aside the doctrine of the priest, and only considering

the sacerdotal calling in its relations to the world, we

must acknowledge the moral superiority and exalted pri-

vileges which this profession offers to the man of genius

and virtue who devotes himself to its exercise.

In the first place, a prejudgment of piety, power, and

virtue is spread over the priest from the moment when

he assumes his office ; the holiness of the sanctuary fol-

lows him in some degree, even when he is at a distance

from the consecrated locality. This prejudice is not

purely imaginary : we know the weaknesses, the vices,

the ambitious aspirations, the pride, the state hypocrisy

which are mixed up with the bureau or the gown ;
the

Gospel itself raises the stone from the whitened sepul-

chres, in order to expose false assumptions of sanctity ;

the robe cannot change the deformities of the body.
There are vices in the priesthood, and these vices are

even worse than in other professions, because they jar

more with the holiness of God and the purity of morals.

But without according on this account any peculiar

privileges to the ministers of religion, it is impossible not

to admit that the vocation has an influence upon 'the life

of the votary ;
and that the sacred profession is that in

which, taking equal numbers, the impartial observation

of the philosopher and the moralist discovers the greatest

amount of piety and virtue.

We need not search for any supernatural agency to

account for this
; independent of any other reason, the

cause may be found in the vocation itself. In the first

VOL. ITT. R
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place (not in every case, but in the greater number), dis-

positions which devote themselves to this thankless, harsh,

and contemplative life of self-denial upon earth, in anti-

cipation of a celestial home, are naturally grave, melan-

choly, chastened in heart
;
uninfluenced by those strong

passions which agitate life ; disposed to obedience, reflec-

tion, worship, prayer, and the sacrifice of earthly goods
to heavenly expectations. The vocation is not virtue it-

self, but it is the road to virtue. It is much more pro-

bable that a man, placed by his own natural disposition

in this path, will rise to holiness rather than fall into

depravity. Finally, the sacred profession produces a

constant and habitual exercise of certain of man's moral

faculties to the exclusion of others. Such exercise, car-

ried on from infancy to the grave, fortifies good inclina-

tions, and weakens evil propensities. Virtue is strength,

and this is increased a hundredfold, like other strength,

by constant practice. Who will venture to assert that

wrestling does not make the athlete, the battle-field the

warrior, the tribune the orator, and reflection the philo-

sopher? Why then should not study, prayer, medita-

tion, and a continued struggle against the natural incli-

nations of the body, be also the foundation-stones of

piety and virtue ? The simple habit of thinking, preach-

ing, and practising truth outwardly, is enough to inspire

a taste and a desire to simulate, if it does not create, the

actual reality in the soul. The office of the priest must

therefore be considered generally as a fair presumption
of the integrity of the man.

When we desire gold, we seek it at the goldsmith's ;

when we wish for incense, we look for it in the censer ;

and when we are anxious to find holiness, we expect to

discover it in those who are sanctified by their profession.

There is yet another reason why virtue should be more
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frequently seen and more purely exercised in the sacer-

dotal calling than in any other, and this consists in that

supplement to honesty, known as the dread of public

shame. The world narrowly scrutinizes the conduct of

the priest, to see if his life conforms to his profession ;

the vice which is scarcely distinguishable as a blemish

in general society, becomes a glaring scandal in the sanc-

tuary. This fear of worldly disgrace is a profane, but

at the same time a vigilant, custodian of the lives of the

ministers of the altar : he who wears a white robe fears

much more the contamination of a spot, than one who

dresses in the less conspicuous garments of the crowd.

That instinctive holiness which surrounds the priest

with a prestige of virtue superior to the rest of mankind,

is not entirely a chimera
; respect for the priesthood is

but an outward sign of that inward veneration which

every pious mind feels towards the Creator. The mini-

sters of religion pass their lives in more intimate com-

munion with the Deity than mere men of the world are

accustomed to seek
; they have holy names stamped upon

their bosoms
; they wear the livery of the King of kings,

and when we salute them we pay homage to the Master

through his servants.

Moreover they speak from the tribune of the soul
;

they are the orators of moral feeling ; the pulpit is their

throne
; this throne, to the occupier who has genius to

wield his power and opportunity, is greater than that of

kings : it is from thence the consciences of men are go-

verned. Of all the eminences which a mortal may reach

on earth, the highest to a man of talent is incontestably
the sacred pulpit. If this individual happens to be Bos-

suet ; that is to say, if he unites in his person, conviction

to inspire the commanding attitude, purity of life to

enhance the power of truth, untiring zeal, an air of im-

R 2
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posing authority, celebrity which commands respectful

attention, episcopal rank which consecrates, age which

gives holiness of appearance, genius which constitutes the

divinity of speech, reflective power which marks the mas-

tery of intelligence, sudden bursts of eloquence which

carry the minds of listeners by assault, poetic imagery

which adds lustre to truth, a deep, sonorous voice,

which reflects the tone of the thoughts, silvery locks,

the paleness of strong emotion, the penetrating glance,

the expressive mouth
;

in a word, all the animated and

well-varied gestures which indicate the emotions of the

soul
;

if such a man issues slowly from his self-concen-

trated reflection, as from some inward sanctuary; if he

suffers himself to be raised gradually by excitement, like

the eagle, the first heavy flapping of whose wings can

scarcely produce air enough to carry him aloft
;

if he at

length respires freely, and takes flight ;
if he no longer

feels the pulpit beneath his feet
;

if he draws in a full

breath of the Divine Spirit, and pours forth unceasingly

from this lofty height, to his hearers, the inspiration

which conies to them as the word of God, this being

is no longer individual man, he becomes an organ of the

Divine will, a prophetic voice.

And what a voice ! A voice which is never hoarse,

broken, soured, irritated, or troubled by the worldly and

passionate struggles of interest peculiar to the time
;
a

voice which, like that of the thunder in the clouds, or

the organ in the cathedral, has never been anything but

the medium of power and Divine persuasion to the soul
;

a voice which only speaks to kneeling auditors
;
a voice

which is listened to in profound silence, to which none

reply save by an inclination of the head or by falling

tears those mute applauses of the soul! a voice which is

never refuted or contradicted, even when it astonishes or
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wounds
;
a voice, in fine, which does not speak in the

name of opinion, which is variable
;
nor in the name of

philosophy, which is open to discussion ;
nor in the

name of country, which is local; nor in the name of

regal supremacy, which is temporal ;
nor in the name of

the speaker himself, who is an agent transformed for the

occasion ;
but which speaks in the name of God, an au-

thority of language unequalled upon earth, and against

which the lowest murmur is impious and the smallest

opposition a blasphemy.
Such is the tribune of the priesthood, the tripod of

the prophet, the pulpit of the sacred orator. We can

only behold therein Bossuet, and we cannot recognize

Bossuet in any other place. His life is but the history

of his pulpit eloquence. The man is worthy of the ros-

trum from which he preached ;
no other oratory has ever

equalled his. Great names have been selected and pre-

served, but Bossuet, whose genius equals theirs, excels

them in the range and elevation of his subject; they

speak of earth, while he discourses of heaven. Cicero

does not surpass him in a careful selection and ample

supply of words ; Demosthenes possesses not superior

energy of persuasion; Chatham is not more richly en-

dowed with poetic oratory ;
the periods of Mirabeau do

not flow more easily ; Vergniaud is not more redundant

of imagery and illustration. All have less elevation,

extent and majesty in their language ; they were human

orators, but Bossuet alone was divine ! To understand

him fully, we must first mount to his own level and en-

counter him in the heavens.

If we are to relate his life, we can but speak of his

preaching. He was born, he lived, and died in the

temple ; his existence was one continued, never-ending
sermon

;
in him the man disappears entirely in the
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priest. It is in his profession that we must seek the

source of his genius, his virtues, and his self-denial. An
honest man and an inflexible doctrinist, in vindicating

his own dogmas he firmly believed that he was enhancing

the honour of God.

Bossuet was born at Dijon, the capital of Burgundy,
on the 28th of September, 1627. He was carried on

the following day to the gothic church of St. John by a

religious family, as if it had been intended that his first

cries should be heard in one of those cathedrals of the

old worship, which he was afterwards destined to fill

until his death with the tones of his powerful voice. He
was christened by the name of Jacques-Benigne. His

grandfather, who kept a register of dates and events

relating to the family, inscribed prophetically after the

baptismal appellations of his grandson this verse from

the Bible :

" The Lord led him about : he instructed

him : he kept him as the apple of his eye."

His father was called Benigne Bossuet
;
his mother,

Madeleine Mochette. She had already brought her hus-

band six children
; Bossuet was the seventh

;
and she

subsequently added three more to the number.

The family of the Bossuets, who became, through this

infant, the glory of Burgundy, was of ancient origin.

The etymology of the name, derived from the Latin,

appears to denote, in its origin, the rural, laborious, and

patient character of some ancestor who was a tiller of the

hard-yielding field :

" Bos suetus aratro" an ox accus-

tomed to the plough. The indefatigable and well-disci-

plined genius of the newly-born infant was not destined

to falsify this characteristic of the race.

The family had not been long established at Dijon.

They had removed thither from another small town of

the same province, called Seurre, a place of agriculture
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and pasturage, situated in the meadows at the mouth of

the Saone. The natural and progressive movement

which induces families who are in easy circumstances,

according as they form distant or more elevated alli-

ances, to remove from the country to small cities, and

from small cities to the capitals of the provinces, had

induced the grandfather of Bossuet to settle at Dijon.

Dijon might be called a federal city, which preserved the

remains of its national independence. Bossuet's grand-

father, his brothers, sons, and nephews, had filled there

small but important posts in the parliament and the

court of Exchequer ; steps by which the principal citi-

zens ascended from the hereditary magistracy to nobility

itself. Bossuet had connections and relatives amongst
the proudest aristocracy of the exclusive and haughty
town of Dijon.

The innate contempt that Bossuet seemed to have

adopted from the hour of his birth for the doctrine of

equality ; the instinctive love of hierarchy, high caste, and

authority ;
the peremptory tone and haughty glance, are

the natural and distinctive traits of this patrician breed

of Upper Burgundy, where the blood, warm at the head,

but coldly stimulates the heart. The character of a race

is to be retraced in each of its descendants
; the exceptions

are only accidental. The peculiar genius of an indivi-

dual will not belie the genius of a city ; Dijon is an in-

tellectual capital, but not one that overflows with enthu-

siasm or feeling. St. Bernard, Bossuet, Buffon, natives

of this town, were men compounded rather of bronze

and marble than of flesh : the first had Abelard for his

victim, the second Fenelon, and the third dissected all

nature without finding a tear, a single hymn of praise,

or a Deity !

About the time of Bossuet's birth his father was ap-
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pointed one of the council of the parliament of Metz.

He left his wife and family at Dijon. One of his bro-

thers, Claude Bossuet, also a member of the parliament-

ary council of Burgundy, undertook the charge of them.

He was as severe and learned as his profession. He
soon discovered the transcendent talents of his nephew,
and laboured at their cultivation for the honour of the fa-

mily. The boy was brought up at home, but going every

day to receive religious and classical instruction at the

Jesuits' College, he soon excelled, by a natural quickness,

all students of his own age and standing ;
masters and

schoolfellows were thus obliged to place him in a class

by himself. We only envy what we can hope to equal.

The superiority of his abilities disconcerted every feeling,

even admiration. He had none of the characteristics

of childhood except his face ; his mind was mature from

his birth. The books in his uncle's library scarcely suf-

ficed to satisfy his love of reading. His passion for ideal

beauty, for the imagery and harmony of languages, made

him devote the greater portion of his thoughts to the

poets, those divine musicians of the soul ! He became

intoxicated with poetry. Homer, above all others, who

reflects nature as a limpid stream reflects the objects on

its banks, became the uninspired bible of his imagina-
tion : it was from those immortal pages that he gained
his simplicity, dignity, and pathos ; from the prophets

he acquired the power of language and rhythmical in-

spiration. We can less understand the strong admira-

tion which he entertained throughout his whole life for

the productions of the Latin poet Horace, a writer

with a genius, exquisite, it is true, but so subtle and re-

fined, that his harp is only strung with the softer fibres

of the heart
;

a careless voluptuary, who amuses himself

by listening to the stream of life flowing gently within
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him, through flowers, to death. There is nothing in

Horace to justify this strong predilection of Bossuet, ex-

cept indeed it be the simple grace of thought, that first

expression springing from an inspired impulse, the peril-

ous and always happy play of free versification which

the poet launches at the risk of being broken in its fall,

but which ever alights in exact cadence and harmony
with the idea intended to be conveyed. Bossuet, like

all fortunate men, delighted in a bold hazard.

Perhaps too this unaccountable preference for Horace,

the least inspired of all poets, owed its origin to the im-

pression that poetry had first made upon him in his

childhood through the pages of this author. This de-

lightful feeling continued pre-eminent, and gradually

changed to gratitude in his soul. There are in libraries,

as well as in the world, ill-assorted meetings which grow
into old friendships.

But the Bible effaced all except this slight remem-

brance of Horace : the Bible, and above all the poetical

portions of Holy Writ, struck as if with lightning, and

dazzled the eyes of the child
;
he fancied that he saw the

living fire of Sinai, and heard the voice of Omnipotence
re-echoed by the rocks of Horeb. His God was Jeho-

vah
; his lawgiver, Moses

;
his high-priest, Aaron

; his

poet, Isaiah; his country, Judaea. The vivacity of his

imagination, the poetical bent of his genius, the analogy
of his disposition to that of the Orientals, the fervid

nature of the people and ages described, the sublimity

of the language, the everlasting novelty of the history,

the grandeur of the laws, the piercing eloquence of the

hymns, and finally, the ancient, consecrated, and tra-

ditionally reverential character of the book, transformed

Bossuet at once into a biblical enthusiast. The metal

was malleable; the impression was received, and re-
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mained indelibly stamped. This child became a pro-

phet : such he was born, such he was as he grew to

manhood, lived, and died the Bible transfused into a

man.

We cannot read, in the history of his childhood, of the

effect produced upon Bossuet by this study, without be-

ing reminded of those enduring and gigantic traces of

the feet of Adam and Buddha which the credulous inha-

bitants of India .and Arabia show to travellers imprinted
in the granite of the Libanus or Thibet

;
the rock, hard-

ened by ages, has preserved the deep impression re-

ceived by the clay ; flesh has petrified itself to stone. It

was so with the Bible on the infant mind of Bossuet.

He was only nine years old when he received the ton-

sure, as a sign that he was devoted to the service of the

altar. At thirteen he was appointed canon of Metz by
an anticipated dotation on the revenues of the Church,

in which he became enrolled and paid before he reached

the age of commencing duty.

This tonsure and dress assimilated well with his coun-

tenance and deportment : the future priest was shadowed

in the youth. He was tall for his age, but afterwards

increased greatly in stature
;
his limbs were delicate and

flexible, like those of a man intended to bear no other

burden than the weight of thought ; who glides, buried

in reflection, with noiseless steps, between the columns

of the cathedral, arid who, accustomed to genuflexion

and prostration, is continually bowed down before the

majesty of God. His hair was brown and silky, and

one or two natural curls upon his forehead resembled

the crown of Moses, or the horns of the prophetic ram.

These curls, thus arranged, of which we still see the

traces in his portraits at an advanced age, gave an air

of inspiration to his head. His eyes were black and
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piercing, but sweet. On his face there shone a serene

and perpetual light, a light which was never obscured

by flashes, and which attracted without dazzling the eye.

His high and open forehead showed the small veins

which interlaced his temples; his nose was almost straight,

fine, and delicately chiselled, between the soft Grecian

and energetic Roman, and was neither raised by inso-

lence nor depressed by stupidity. His mouth was large,

with thin lips, which often moved without speaking, as

if employed in the utterance of some inward reflection,

which modesty repressed in the presence of older men
than himself; a half-smile full of grace and thought
was their most frequent expression, and they bore the

impress of a disposition naturally inclined to sincerity

and averse to rudeness or contempt. In his face, taken

altogether, the sweetness of expression softened so com-

pletely the strength of intellect, and the gentleness of each

feature agreed so harmoniously with the manliness of the

whole, that the extent of his genius was only discernible

in the delicate tracery of the veins and nerves of thought,

and admiration was subdued by affection. No reader of

the works or life of this celebrated theologian would in-

scribe the name of Bossuet beneath the mild face that

painters have handed down to us. It is evident that

the soul of this great man was of one stamp, and his

genius of another. Nature made him tender; dogma-
tism rendered him hard

;
but still he was ever calm and

self-collected. The precocious thinness and pallid hue

of his cheeks proceeded from the asceticism of the temple
and the severity of midnight studies, which drained the

sap of life.

Such was Bossuet in his youth, and such we find him

in old-age ; delineated either by the pencil of the painter

or the chisel of the sculptor; the personification of a
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moral beauty which knows no infancy and feels no de-

cay.

This aspect and character caused him to be respected

as well as loved. There is not a single error to be found

in his boyish career, nor any light indiscretion as he ad-

vanced to manhood. He appeared to escape without a

struggle from the frailties of nature, and to be passion-

ately attracted only by the good and beautiful.

It might have been said that he himself respected be-

forehand the future authority of his name and ministry,

and that he did not wish one single stain of humanity

to attach itself to the servant of God when he should

enter the tabernacle.

When he was fourteen years of age, his father, at that

time dean of the parliament of Metz, recalled him to that

city, that he might benefit by his appointment as Canon,

and complete his theological and other studies. A short

time only elapsed before he was sent to Paris, to set him

more visibly before the eyes of the church, of which he

was already considered the brightest hope.

He arrived in Paris on the day when Cardinal Riche-

lieu, dying, entered the city, as Tiberius entered Rome, in

the midst of silence produced by terror and empurpled
with the blood of Cinq-Mars and De Thou, which he had

just shed at Lyons. Bossuet was present at the funeral of

this prime minister, priest, and executioner, who dragged
his master as a vassal in his train. The spectacle recalled

the lower empire of Rome in all its degenerate baseness

and ferocity. The jealous minister tore the King's dear-

est friends from him, and insolently threw their dead

bodies at his feet, under the pretext that they were sa-

crificed to the aggrandisement of the monarchy. The

King wept, trembled, and was silent. The people gazed

in stupor on these arbitrary proceedings, without under-



BOSSUET. 253

standing them. History has been cowardly enough to

imitate the people, and to accord to this capricious, cruel,

and sanguinary Sejanus, a merit for his audacity and an

immortality for his executions. This reputation will be-

come infamy when impartial posterity shall judge of ac-

tions by the standard of moral rectitude, and not^by the

measure of success.

The hand of Providence interfered to deliver the throne

and nation from this Cromwell of France. Cardinal Riche-

lieu died of exhaustion, produced by his ambition and

tyranny. He tried to disguise from himself and from

the people, the agony he suffered, beneath rouged cheeks

and gaudy apparel. In order to secure him from any in-

convenience arising from the jarring of wheeled carriages,

relays of twenty of his personal lictors, with uncovered

heads always exposed to heat or rain, carried him in a

litter on their shoulders from one end of the kingdom to

the other. This litter was a moving chamber, in which

was placed his bed, his cabinet, his domestic officers, and

his secretaries, that he might even when journeying issue

his orders for the government of the kingdom, and thus

divert his thoughts from his natural want of rest. As the

gates of many cities were neither wide nor high enough
for this portable palace, they were thrown down to allow

the aged invalid to enter; those of Paris had already

been destroyed : chains were extended on each side of

the streets through which he passed on his road to the

Louvre, to restrain the curiosity of the crowding gazers,

who beheld with astonishment through their windows,

the Cardinal half-reclining upon a purple couch, and dic-

iting to his secretary, seated before a table, ostentatious

orders to the different ministers. The people bowed be-

fore the priest, while they trembled in the presence of

the tyrant.
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This triumphal progress established a deep and last-

ing impression upon the mind of Bossuet. It was a

living personification of Egyptian theocracy and monarchy

joined together by an indissoluble unity of government,

in which the King bowed before the priest, and the peo-

ple prostrated themselves before both. This first acci-

dental apparition on the day of his arrival in Paris, raised

up indescribable dreams of antiquity in the imagination

of the young observer
;

it was the purple of a prince of

the church and the unbounded power of a minister, pre-

sented in palpable perspective, and united in the same

person. Bossuet from his profession might aspire to the

one, and from his genius to the other : it will soon be

seen that, if not his destiny, it was at least his aim until

the hour of his death.

The young man was admitted through the influence of

his family into one of those establishments, half lay and

half religious, where the Church, in that age mistress of

the University, prepared its neophytes. This house was

called the College of Navarre, of which Bossuet was at

the same time a member and a disciple. He there en-

joyed liberty restrained by discipline the promoter of

good manners and youthful studies. He was soon re-

cognized at Paris, as at Dijon, as a youth whose elo-

quence would hereafter render him celebrated. He was

selected for this talent, by the University, to deliver the

public speeches on days of solemn festivals. The bishops

and ministers whom he addressed on these occasions were

charmed with the ease, dignity, and powerful elocution of

this richly-endowed novice ;
his fame spread like the re-

port of a miracle. In spite of himself he was dragged
from his obscurity, and his presence contended for at re-

ligious ceremonies or literary meetings. He was eagerly

sought after in the palaces of those princes and princesses
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who were passionately devoted to intellectual pursuits.

It was the epoch of a similar revival of letters at Paris, to

that of Leo X. at Rome, or of the Medici at Florence. The

profane and the sacred, truth and fable, preachers and

orators, were alike confounded in the taste or enthusiasm

for literature. A relation of the young student, Francis

Bossuet, secretary to the council of finance at the court,

presented his nephew to the Marquis du Plessis-Guene-

gaud, a friend of the Minister Fouquet and a patron of

letters, in the confidence of that Maecenas. The Marquis
de Feuquieres, governor of Versailles, who had known
Bossuet's father when he commanded at Metz, received

the son with all the favour that old friendship reflects

upon the young. He spoke of him to Madame de Ram-
bouillet and to her ultra-refined circle, who desired to see

and hear him. He was called upon to extemporize a

sermon in the drawing-room of M. de Feuquieres before

these fastidious judges ; Voiture, the sovereign critic of

the day, was present : they took Bossuet by surprise,

and gave him the text, the subject, and the time. He
had the weakness to consent, either from deference or

vanity, to this play of genius upon sacred subjects. He
was happy and sublime. The cry of admiration uttered

by Voiture and Madame de Rambouillet in the saloons

of M. de Feuquieres re-echoed throughout all Paris.

Fashion, sometimes the presage, but more frequently the

parody of fame, seized upon the name of Bossuet and

carried it to the ears of Royalty. The great Conde, upon
whose tomb Bossuet in his old-age was destined to shed

such memorable tears, was delighted to be present one

day at a trial-lecture of this young orator, which pro-
mised to shed glory upon his government of Burgundy.
The Princes of Conde were hereditary presidents of these

States, or rather of the council that ruled over the admi-
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nistrative interests of the province : they went every year

to hold their court for several weeks at Dijon, and were

acquainted with all the families of note in the city. They
had their clients in Dijon, of whom they became the na-

tural patrons in Paris
;
from thence arose that paternal

protection bestowed by the elder Conde upon the repre-

sentative of the Bossuets.

During the time that the rising orator was occupied
in forming his taste for letters and courtly manners by
an intimacy with the most illustrious families of the

kingdom, he was improving in the highest virtues of his

profession, in the society and under the discipline of the

most venerated ecclesiastics of his day.

One aged man, whose genius was identical with cha-

rity, and who might be called the St. John of modern

Christianity, was about to close his days in Paris when

Bossuet commenced his career. This man was St. Vin-

cent de Paul.

Shattered by time, tired of controversy, and disgusted
with religious quarrels, which had produced nothing but

victims and scaffolds, this holy man had only found the

true province of the priest in the clemency and charity

which soothes instead of irritating. He had latterly

assumed the functions of Providence, and had become a

universal blessing and benefactor. Active virtue ap-

peared to him the brightest ornament of the priesthood.

Doctrines may be disputed, but actions establish them-

selves. Retired to a half-open cloister, a small number

of pupils came to hear and receive his last precepts,

which were all summed up, like those of St. John, in

one single instruction,
" Love God, and love one an-

other." St. Vincent de Paul frequently called his pupils

to conferences, in which he exercised the familiar lan-

guage rather than the oratorical powers of his young
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disciples. The heart never declaims. St. Vincent did

not teach grandiloquent phraseology, but he inculcated

persuasion and tenderness.

He distinguished Bossuet amongst his disciples, and

tried to form his conscience rather than his genius : he

selected for him a confessor who was more anxious for

his piety than his fame. Religious convictions, it must

be admitted, were dearer to Bossuet than the possession

of unrivalled talent. He conformed with humility, and

even with inclination, to the austere ordinances of his

faith ; he loved prayer, meditation, exercises of the soul,

ceremonies, the church, the altar : his punctilious assi-

duity edified those who were burning to emulate his ex-

ample.

He found in the study of sacred mysteries, a depth of

wisdom and a profundity of revelation in which he de-

lighted to bury himself. His vivid imagination thought
that it could thus grasp the secrets of the Deity at their

source
;

his enthusiasm expelled doubt
;

his mind was

convinced by the strength of his will. It is not incon-

sistent for such a genius to attempt to rule the world by
the same despotic tyranny with which it governs itself.

To believe, with such a conviction, was to repress all de-

liberation of thought upon supernatural subjects. When
a mind has become so completely subjugated, it feels a

right of compelling all others to adopt the same un-

bounded, fixed, and implicit faith. From this innate fa-

naticism, sincere, and admitting of no argument, proceeded
all the acts of intolerance, and conversions for the glory of

religion, so zealously and actively persevered in by Bossuet.

Nevertheless he always preserved a deep impression of

the Christian benevolence and mild virtues of St. Vincent

de Paul, which contrasted so strongly with the harshness

of his proselytism. When the Church sought to trace

VOL. III. S
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the life of this good man, after his death, to consecrate

and sanctify his memory, Bossuet, upon being consulted,

thus delivered his written testimony :

" There were assemblies/' said he,
"
at his house, on

the Tuesday in every week
;
even eminent bishops were

attracted by the pious reputation of this excellent man,

and they there learnt to preach the Gospel as much by

examples as by discourses. Pull of gratitude for the

memory of this pious individual (for we knew him per-

sonally in our youth, and he inculcated in us principles

of piety and self-discipline), we now today, as we ap-

proach our own old-age, recall with singular pleasure his

tender lessons. With what edification have we not, at

our leisure, contemplated his virtues, his admirable cha-

racter, the gravity of his manners, and his rare prudence,

united with the most perfect simplicity ;
his application

to business, his zeal for the welfare of souls, and his

charitable institutions, in which his memory is perpetu-

ated in each of the saintly women who continue his good
works !"

Pious exercises did not deter Bossuet from devoting
himself with the same ardour to eloquence, a vocation

inseparably characteristic of his life. He cultivated this

talent equally with his religious duties : the transcen-

dent powers of the orator were developed beneath the

robe of the priest. He studied poetry and eloquence
in all branches of literature ; he even devoted himself to

the improvement of his diction. To modulate his voice,

to study his attitudes, to regulate his gesticulation, he

went frequently to the theatres, to hear the great tragic

actors who recited upon the stage the dialogues and

speeches of Rotrou, Corneille, and Racine. He did not

consider it any desecration to the word of God in his

mouth, to devote to it all the energy and excellence of
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human organs : he borrowed all he could from profane

art, that he might embellish and add strength to his

sacred calling. What he sought from the drama was

not the idle pleasure of hearing a speech beautifully de-

claimed in a musical cadence; he looked for examples

by which to reach the perfection of oratory. He did not

hide from others his frequent visits to the theatre, the

only forum where he could learn to imitate the ancient

orators, and the most ascetic did not blame him.*

Voice, attitude, and gesture are common to preachers,

senators, and tragedians ; each arrives at eminence by

mutually observing the others. Bossuet desired to be a

great actor in the temple of God
; he studied declama-

tion as he had studied language, but he was mistaken in

the idea that the stage could supply him with models
;

artificial diction could only injure him. Nature, faith,

piety, had done all that he required. He was born a

master ; it was for actors to study the apostle.

He tore himself from his studies and his friendships at

Paris, to return to Metz to his father, to take possession

of his canonry, and to wait for the age when he should

be able to fulfil those high ecclesiastical duties to which

his reputation would inevitably call him. He lived there

during six years, the life of a cenobite. This period com-

prised one long meditation upon the Bible, the Gospel,

and the writings of the first founders of Christianity :

St. John Chrysostom, the Demosthenes of Holy Writ ;

Tertullian, the Tacitus of the persecutions ; Origen, the

poet of doctrine ;
and above all, St. Augustine, the

Plato of the faith, were his favourite authors. The

natural severity of his taste must have been well-

founded not to have been corrupted, exaggerated, in-

* Yet Bossuet is tlie author of a most violent philippic against the

stage, written in 1697. TEANSL.

s 2
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flated, or weakened by the writers and orators of an age

of literary decline, who forced language and imagery, by

descending into declamation instead of rising into elo-

quence. But the oratorical style of Bossuet was not to

be corrupted even by his masters. From his intercourse

with them he adopted their faith, but repudiated their

faults. He indulged in no society, to distract his thoughts

from study, but that of the Marechal de Schomberg, Go-

vernor of Metz. The Marechale, a woman celebrated

for her beauty and wit, who had formerly entertained a

pure and subdued passion for Louis XIII., loved and

protected the young orator. In her letters to the court

she incessantly spoke of the merit and talent of the canon

of Metz. She urged him to gratify the King by apply-

ing his zeal to the conversion of the Protestants in his

canonry. Bossuet acquired, in these controversies with

several ministers of the reformed faith of the province, a

habit of haughty fulmination against what he considered

errors in orthodoxy ;
and of considering as state crimes

all differences of opinion on established dogmas of the

church a habit which became the weakness, and at a

later period, the stain of his life.

Zeal for unity of faith burnt fiercely at this period

within the breasts of all classes. Political unity did not

appear firmly established either to Richelieu, Mazarin,

the young King, Louis XIV., or to his mother, the pious

and gentle Anne of Austria herself, as long as Catholi-

cism did not control every conscience throughout the

kingdom, either from conviction, corruption, or power.

Anne of Austria happened to visit Metz, saw Bossuet,

and admired his eloquence and zeal. She employed him

to form a missionary society for the conversion of fami-

lies of the reformed faith. This mission was the germ of

all those acts of compulsion and proscription which, at a
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later period, inflicted on the kingdom bloodshed and de-

population. Bossuet adopted the habit of making poli-

tical power a holy adjunct to his sacerdotal authority, and

of threatening those with the King whom he wished to

reconcile to God. He received from the court the re-

ward, unsought no doubt, but still direct, of labours

achieved for the sake of heaven.

His efforts at making proselytes, though most reli-

gious in principle, became a moral constraint upon the

soul, and soon an armed force against the conscience.

He confounded under the same robe his clerical and po-

litical ministry. It was this original confusion between

the priest and courtier which often warped the direct

path of his life. The renunciations of Protestantism that

Bossuet received, either from the force of real or pre-

tended conviction, were so many acts of homage that

this conqueror of souls presented to his King. The court

did not yet venture to persecute openly, but employed
seduction and intimidation in every quarter. Bossuet,

through his youth, his piety, his zeal, and his eagerness

to advance the prevailing opinions of the royal circle,

proved himself the most useful and brilliant instrument

of this conquest of the entire kingdom to the religion of

the monarch.

The conversion of a courtier, the Abbe de Dangeau,
and soon after, the more illustrious example of the Mare-

chal de Turenne, formed valuable additions to the cele-

brity of Bossuet.

Turenne was a man of the world, who, throughout a

long life, had been broken in to all the usual artifices of

courts, and was as much a politician as a warrior. Having
changed sides, during the minority of Louis XIV., from

the revolutionary party to that of the King, he felt he

had much to do to regain the favour of the prince, now



262 BOSSUET.

firmly seated upon the throne. He could not therefore

give a better proof of his allegiance, than the adoption,

though somewhat tardy, of the religion of his sovereign.

Whether he thought that heaven could be purchased at

such a price, or calculated that the tenure of his rank in

the army and state depended upon this act, he hesitated

long enough to give an air of decency to the change.

He wished to be instructed by Bossuet, who had been

recalled to Paris, and nominated to a bishopric. It gave

Bossuet little trouble to convince an old soldier, who

came determined to be a convert. Turenne, sufficiently

persuaded, repaired to court at an hour when the satel-

lites of royalty filled the palace. The King was at table.

Turenne besought a speedy and private interview. The

King rose and conducted the General with deference

to the embrasure of one of the windows. "
Sire/' said

Turenne,
"
I have something to tell you in confidence,

which I beg of you not yet to divulge. I wish to change

my religion."
" Ah ! how glad I am !

"
cried the King,

opening his arms to press him to his heart, but restrain-

ing himself lest he should betray, by this embrace, to

the courtiers who could see without hearing them the

joy that he felt. He led the proselyte into his cabinet ;

there he embraced and congratulated him, and told him

that he should instantly send a messenger to the Pope,

that the happiness he would feel at such an illustrious

conquest might not be delayed.
"

Sire," said Turenne,
" do not do so, I beseech you ;

for if I thought that

this spontaneous conversion would gain me even the

glove that your Majesty carries in your hand, I would

not change my faith." The King, in the confidential

familiarity of his triumph, wished to appoint Turenne's

confessor. They both entered a carriage, without at-

tendants or armorial bearings, that they might seek toge-
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tlier, without being recognized, a fitting keeper of the

conscience for the Marechal, in the monasteries of Paris.

This conversion proved the means of advancing Bos-

suet still nearer to the episcopal bench. The conquest of

the old General was attributed to the perusal of a book

which Bossuet had just published, called
'

Exposition of

of the Doctrines of the Church of Rome/ This work,

written during his residence at Metz, spoke more for his

faith than his talent. Clearness in controversy, unifor-

mity in style, and the application of reason to all subjects

of mystery, are the only characteristics of this first of his

writings. Bossuet showed himself in it rather a great

catechist than a profound theologian ;
but this was what

the time required. This book at its birth became the

text, and remains so still, for all Roman Catholics. Bos-

suet's fame, great already as an orator, increased as a

controversialist. He was summoned to preach at Paris,

and then his reputation reached its climax.

Crowds, such as had not been seen since the days of

Abelard, filled the aisles of the churches in which the

young minister preached. They had heard, and they

might still hear, more finished and more literary dis-

courses; but they never did and never could expect to

listen to anything of a more exalted character : at once

he rose to the sublime. Bossuet drew his auditors from

their habitual thoughts, and transported them through
new regions into the presence and contemplation of the

Creator. It was the orator above the clouds reaching
heaven with his hand, seeing earth afar off and below his

feet, playing with thunder and lightning, and filling with

contempt for sublunary matters
; the abyss of high, great,

and eternal thoughts, over which he caused his listeners

to totter by dazzling them with his mighty elevation.

His style, conformable with this majesty of position,
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rose to an equality with the infinite. It was simple as

the oracle which disdains to please, unpremeditated as

the word uttered, without selection, in the rapidity of

thought, slow as meditation, which forgets the lapse of

time, rapid as the inspiration which fears to escape from

itself, unaimed as the shaft which is hurled at random

and which the eye does not even follow to witness the

effect, naked as the truth from which every veil is torn

and trampled underfoot in the eagerness to display its

natural purity, collected and reflective as the temple;
sometimes as unpolished as the people, always guided by
nature, and not by art, to the idea or sentiment it desires

to express, poetical above all other considerations, or

rather, losing sight of the auditory and the chain of rea-

soning to utter an unexpected ebullition of joy or grief;

and giving vent to involuntary feeling in direct coui-

inunion with Deity, either in dialogues or hymns which

have had no parallel since the days of Moses and the

prophets.

Such are the sermons of Bossuet, of which we only

possess notes and rough sketches. They are landmarks

in space, between heaven and earth, by which to trace

the windings and intricacies of inspiration. But these

notes and rough sketches are so connected by logical rea-

soning, that the chain which is occasionally broken can be

easily replaced and the voids filled up by imagination.

A few words explain the entire discourse; and the im-

pression made upon the listeners may be estimated less

by the text itself than by the blanks. We feel that each

of these gaps supplies an abyss of reflections, thoughts,

and exclamations, into which the orator plunged with his

hearers
;
and we conceive a more expanded idea of the

whole from these incidental deficiencies.

Who cannot thus reconstruct, by the aid of a few
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vestiges, buildings as perfect and gigantic as those of

Palmyra or Baalbec, even though the original founda-

tions, plans, and materials are with difficulty distin-

guishable from the surrounding dust ?

Tradition tells us that the elocution of Bossuet con-

formed to his genius. Lofty stature, an imposing atti-

tude, collected features, refined action, a deeply-toned

voice regulated by the soul and not by art ; a dignified

bearing, derived as much from nature as from profes-

sional habitude, and a deep feeling of superiority, not

as a man, but as the medium selected to convey the

Divine word to attentive hearers, and finally, that in-

describable confidence which the presentiment of future

glory gives at the commencement of their career to the

chosen band destined for immortality : such were the

leading characteristics of Bossuet in the pulpit. The

man was forgotten in the inspired missionary. The

auditors felt that they were not listening to a measured

discourse, but to a torrent of rushing eloquence. They
retired more excited than charmed ; they had no time to

think of admiration, which the orator had no thought of

producing. Of all the feelings of contempt which he felt

for the world, none were more sincere than those he ex-

pressed for human approbation, and this sincerity quick-

ened his natural eloquence : his words came from such a

height that they crushed all in their descent, even the

orator himself
;
hence it was that they carried such weight,

and resounded so loudly as they fell.

The Queen, Anne of Austria, recollected the young

theologian whom she had seen at Metz, and wished to hear

him preach. This Princess, who had abdicated empire,
was endued with piety as tender as her heart. Her long

intimacy with Mazarin, an Italian of the school of Leo

X., as also of that of Machiavelli, had fostered her taste
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for the fine arts and for eloquence. Bossuet preached
before her in the chapel of a convent of nuns. He soothed

her feelings as a mother, by making rather a flattering

comparison between the Queen, who had educated a King
for the throne, and the Virgin, who had brought up a

Divinity for the Cross. Adulation, ennobled by feelings

of maternal respect, took nothing from the sanctity of

the discourse : the orator was rather the consoler of a

woman in disgrace, than the courtier of a powerful queen.

Anne of Austria wept tears of gratitude and admiration.

She desired that the young preacher would write down

the different thoughts and heads of this sermon, that she

might hear it again in a larger assembly. The religious

poet Santeuil, who had been admitted into the circle of

privileged auditors in the Queen's suite, was so enthu-

siastic in his admiration of the poetical language of the

preacher, that, from what he remembered of the sermon,

he composed a hymn which is sung to this day in the

churches, as an echo, in verse, of the sublime periods of

Bossuet.

This success induced all the monasteries who desired

to render their chapels celebrated, to request Bossuet to

preach the series of pious discourses called
" Lent Lec-

tures/' which took place annually on the same mysteries,

varied only by the fertility of imagination, or talent of

the preachers.

The first lecture which Bossuet delivered was in the

church of the Carmelites, at Mount St. Genevieve, the

most monastical and literary quarter of Paris. It is related

that the masters and pupils of the neighbouring colleges,

the academicians and theologians of the different fac-

tions which divided the church between the Jesuits and

Jansenists, struggled from dawn to secure places near the

pulpit of the preacher. When he descended, at the con-
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elusion of his discourse, groups at first calm, but agitated

by degrees from discussion formed themselves in the vast

court of the monastery to gaze on the man of such un-

rivalled eloquence as he passed by. Some interpreted

his words in favour of their own opinions ; others claimed

him as a partisan of their peculiar sect ; but all agreed in

declaring him to be a perfect prodigy in the pulpit. This

unanimity of enthusiasm produced a momentary peace

between the contending parties. Bossuet had in fact

placed himself above them ah
1

by the high impartiality of

disdain. He sought to elevate the Church above secta-

rianism, and to raise God higher than disputes. For a

moment he compelled these fierce disputants to follow

him into eternity.

It was in one of these convents that he gave way to

a burst of eloquence in a eulogium upon St. Paul, the

inspired Plato of Judaea, which, from the scraps of the

discourse that have been preserved, we are enabled to

quote. We here clearly see Bossuet himself transfigured

into the apostle, as Michael Angelo imparted with his

powerful chisel his own features and his own air of in-

spiration to the face of his statue of Moses.
"
Christians," said he,

" do not expect that the Apostle

will flatter your ears by harmonious cadences, or charm

them by gratifying your vain curiosity : listen to what

he says of himself. We preach hidden wisdom we

preach a crucified God. Do not let us seek to add vain

ornaments to that God who rejects the things of this

world. If our lowliness is displeasing to the great, let

them know that we covet their disdain, for Jesus Christ

despises their ostentatious insolence, and desires only

to be known to the humble. Let us bow, then, before

the despised, and preach to them sermons, in which

meekness bears something of the humiliation of the
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cross, and which are worthy of that God who only de-

sires to conquer by gentleness.
"
It is for these well-grounded reasons that St. Paul

rejects all the arts of rhetoric. His discourses, far from

flowing with that agreeable sweetness, that calm equality

which we admire in other orators, appear unequal and

unfinished to those who do not study them deeply ;
and

the delicate ones of this earth, whose ears, as they say,

are so refined, are often offended by his irregular style.

But, brethren, do not let us blush for this. The words

of the Apostle are simple, but his thoughts are divine.

If he is ignorant of rhetoric and despises philosophy,

Jesus Christ takes the place of all, and his name, which

is ever in his mouth, and his mysteries, which he de-

scribes in such a tone of inspiration, render his sim-

plicity all-powerful. This man, unacquainted with fine

language, whose elocution was rude, and who spoke like

a stranger, goes into polished Greece, the mother of

philosophy and oratory ; and notwithstanding the oppo-
sition of the people, he there established more churches

than Plato had acquired disciples, by an eloquence which

was thought divine. He preached Jesus at Athens
;
and

the most learned of the senators passed from the Areopagus
to the school of this barbarian stranger. He pushed his

conquests still further : he brought the majesty of the

Roman fasces to the feet of Jesus, in the person of a pro-

consul, and caused the judges, before whom he was cited,

to tremble on their judgment-seats. Rome even listened

to his voice; and the day will yet arrive when this an-

cient mistress of the world will deem herself more ho-

noured by an epistle from St. Paul, addressed to her citi-

zens, than by all the far-famed harangues delivered in the

forum by Cicero.

"And from whence, Christians, is this? It is that
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St. Paul had sources of persuasion that Greece could

not teach, and Rome had not yet acquired, an in-

spired power which delights in extolling what the great

despise, and which is spread over and mingled with the

august simplicity of his words. It is this that causes

us to admire, in his epistles, a sentiment of superhuman
virtue which prevails above ordinary rules, or rather, does

not persuade, as much as it captivates, the understand-

ing, which does not flatter the ear, but goes direct to the

heart, just as we see a great river retain, when flowing

through the plain, that violent and impetuous force which

it had acquired in the mountains from whence it derived

its source. Thus the holy virtue, which is contained in

the writings of St. Paul, even in the simplicity of his

style, preserves all the vigour which it brings from the

heaven from whence it has descended."

The fame of the preacher rose and increased after each

discourse. The great Conde desired to hear him at Dijon,

in what we may call his native pulpit, and in which an-

other orator of our own days has appeared to remind his

countrymen of Bossuet, He there showed himself to be,

as he always contrived to appear at the same time a

politician and theologian, inspired, overwhelming, and

adroit, never forgetful of the court in speaking of heaven,

or regardless of heaven when addressing the court.

After an oratorical eulogium upon the great Conde,

who was present, Bossuet in this discourse suddenly re-

sumed his apostolic dignity after his courtier-like pros-

tration.

"But no," cried he; "in recalling the name of which

I speak, I would rather cast the grandeur of this world

beneath the feet of God, than admire it longer even in a

hero."

The King, prepossessed in favour of Bossuet, by his
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mother and the court, at length commanded that he

should preach before him in the chapel of the Louvre.

This prince, who was almost illiterate at that time,

possessed more than the science of admiring the beauti-

ful in art; he really felt it as a revelation. The gift of

appreciation, more than that of criticism, was the great-

est faculty of mind possessed by Louis XIV., and it was

to this gift that he owed the grandeur of his reign. The

glory which he admired and discovered, even in the pro-

fundity of his ignorance, rebounded back through gra-

titude upon himself. He possessed an unusual power
of reflection : the light which he kindled illuminated his

own person.

The noble voice of Bossuet touched him as soon as

he listened to it, and he pronounced him at once the

prophet of the age. He also discerned, at the first

glance, the strong vein of sound sense, consistency, and

tempered discipline which ran through all his eloquence,

as the massive timbers may be discerned beneath the

magnificence and ornaments of the edifice they support.

He augured that this orator would become a politician :

he remembered Richelieu and Mazarin, who had been

the tyrants or tutors of his infancy. The vigour of the

one and the cleverness of the other appeared to him to

have again revived, with combined and increased force in

the person of this young candidate for public honour,

who, like them, was born much more for the government
of an empire, than for the direction of a community or a

diocese. He reserved him, in his own mind, rather for

his worldly than for his spiritual adviser. He thought,

by conferring dignities, to prepare him for the manage-
ment of the French church under himself. This had

become one of the most pressing necessities of his reign.

Religious faith was divided into many factions. The
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King wished to subjugate all to the common yoke of the

Roman Catholic church, while he himself remained the

only individual throughout the kingdom independent of

the authority to which he would willingly submit as a

man, but not as a sovereign. To effect this, he required

the assistance of one who should be more than a bishop,

less than a schismatic, and almost a patriarch : he felt

that in Bossuet he should find the man he looked for,

and he was not mistaken.

Upon his return to the Louvre, after the sermon, the

King charged his private secretary, Rose, to compose
a letter in his name, addressed to the father of the

preacher to whom he had just listened.

Rose indited one of those laconic but memorable let-

ters, proper for a king to write who condescends to ad-

mire a subject. The King copied it with his own hand.

"A father," said he, addressing himself to the councillor

of the parliament of Metz,
"
ought to rejoice in such a

son."

This epistle was a promise of future favour, and a

stimulant to ambition. The father understood it in that

double sense, and the King was not long in justifying

his expectations. He summoned Bossuet on every oc-

casion to preach before him
;
henceforth no language ap-

peared worthy of God and the King, except his.

The father of Bossuet having travelled to Paris to

hear his son, he was pointed out to Louis XIV. amongst
the congregation, his eyes wet with tears. "Ah!" ex-

claimed the King,
" behold a father who is truly happy,

thus to be a spectator of the sanctity and glory of his

child!" A few days after, to complete the joy of the

father, he himself conferred the bishopric of Condom on

the son. At that time, ten years had passed since his

name had resounded from the pulpits of Paris.
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This new dignity did not entirely interfere with his ser-

mons, it only added additional authority to the preacher,

and gave more respect to public attention. Another

orator took possession of the pulpit at the very moment
when Bossuet abandoned it for the episcopal throne.

This orator was Bourdaloue. Eager comparisons were

made between these two rivals in eloquence. To the

shame of the time, it must be confessed, that the num-

ber of Bourdaloue' s admirers exceeded, in a short time,

those of Bossuet. The reason of this preference for cold

argument over impassioned eloquence must be sought in

the nature of all human events. Men of moderate mea-

sure have more analogy with their contemporaries, are

better understood and liked, than the giants who soar

beyond comparisons. Cold argumentative reasoners are

more intelligible to the crowd than the ardent spirits

who kindle and blaze into enthusiasm. Wings are re-

quired to follow the poetical orator, while a little logic

suffices to keep pace with him who argues and explains ;

and logic is more commonly found in an audience than

inspiration. All the world do not possess pinions to

raise and sustain them in the wide expanse of imagina-
tion : this is the reason why, in the tribune of the Na-

tional Assembly, Barnave was more admired than Mira-

beau. These infatuations, which are the proofs of genius

and the triumphs of emulation, cannot be considered as

the decrees of posterity. Men of high pre-eminence can

only be estimated by their peers. Equality of judgment
and genius is too scantily bestowed in any living gene-

ration to ensure a correct decision, to settle the scale of

pretension, to arrange the gradations of favour, or the

definitive title which each is to occupy in the ranks of

glory. The gifted few are smothered by the ignorant

multitude, who pronounce that to be the greatest which
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approaches the nearest to themselves, and which they look

on with the distinctness of close proximity.

Several generations, and often many centuries, elapse

before compeers and mates of these mighty exceptions

arise, in sufficient number, to judge and form a tribunal

competent to award the true meed of reputation. Until

that time the crowd deceives itself, and thus produces

the mystery of posterity, that its judgments destroy those

of time. To wait is the condition of fame.

Bourdaloue and Massillon have been pronounced, by

contemporary authorities, greater orators in the pulpit

than Bossuet; but the lapse of years has rectified this

mistake. Bourdaloue was only a powerful reasoner ;

Massillon a melodious flatterer of the ear ; Bossuet alone

possessed all the combined attributes of eloquence, be-

cause he was at once poetical and pathetic, with the

wings and shriek of an eagle ; but he flew and cried too

near to heaven to be heard by those below.

Madame de Sevigne, who has transmitted with so

much grace the whisperings of one age to another, and

whose work may be regarded as the ever-enduring gos-

sip of posterity, speaks incessantly, in her Letters, of the

harangues of Bourdaloue, but never, in a single instance,

alludes to the discourses of Bossuet.

Up to the time when Bossuet was appointed Bishop
of Condom by the King, his life at Paris had been of

the same character as at Dijon or Metz, solitary, studi-

ous, and exemplary. He lived with the Abbe de La-

ineth, dean of the church of St. Thomas of the Louvre,

whose house was a sort of half-way retreat between the

monastery and the world, which prevented perfect as-

ceticism of manners, by allowing the frequent visits of

friends. The deportment of this great man was marked

by that air of evangelical seriousness which, according to

VOL. III. T
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Bruyere, constitutes the soul of Christian eloquence. He
allowed none of his thoughts to escape carelessly. Seve-

ral ecclesiastics of high birth, consummate learning, and

irreproachable conduct, the elite of the novitiates of the

episcopacy, were his most frequent companions. The

attraction of fame and virtue already made them gather

round a man so prematurely celebrated. They appeared
to foresee his coming renown, and to be honoured by
the title of his disciples.

In these scholars Bossuet only recognized friends ;

amongst them were the Abbe d'Hoquincourt, afterwards

Bishop of Verdun, and the Abbe de St. Laurent, pre-

ceptor to the Duke of Orleans, the future regent. This

ecclesiastic inculcated principles of piety in the mind of

the young prince before he became perverted by the in-

famous Dubois, whose vices raised him to a Cardinal's

hat, in utter contempt of all decency.

The younger Racine relates pathetically, in one of his

letters, the death of the Abbe de St. Laurent, who was

torn from the arms of Bossuet. The circle of friends

and pupils included M. de Bedacier, also Bishop of

Auguste, who desired, when dying, to be consoled by
the exhortations of Bossuet, and who left him a priory

which he possessed at Mantes ;
the Abbe Letellier, son

of the chancellor of the same name, who loaded the

young preacher with benefices and dignities, which he

held in his gift as Bishop of Rheims ;
the Abbe de

Choisy, at first celebrated for light and scandalous con-

duct in his profession, but afterwards converted by Bos-

suet to a proper course of life and correct religious faith,

and directed by him to the historical studies, which might
be useful to the church ; Hardouin de Perefixe, formerly

preceptor to the King, then Archbishop of Paris ; Fe-

nelon, at first pupil and afterwards rival of Bossuet, but
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who always retained towards him a kind and cordial

feeling ; all the young companions of Fenelon, drawn by
him to that same warm worship of the heart which he

rendered to Bossuet
;

and above all, the Abbe Ledieu,

who ate at his own table and became his confidant,

secretary, and familiar during twenty years, and who

noted down, day by day, for the advantage of posterity,

the actions and words of his master.

This assembly of faith, philosophy, eloquence, conver-

sation, and friendship, recalled the schools of the Athe-

nian philosophers, rendered purer and more religious by
the strictness of the Christian discipline which bound its

members together. Bossuet never left it but to ascend

the pulpit, or to cultivate some distinguished court fa-

vours which appertained to his dignity. After becoming
a bishop, he preached less frequently on ordinary occa-

sions, but reserved himself for those startling solemnities

which his voice rendered epochs of eloquence.

He was tempted to try his powers in a new line of

oratory, which recalled the panegyrics of the ancients,

in funeral sermons, a species of discourses well adapted,

from their peculiar characteristics, to his genius ;
ser-

mons of which the tribune was the tomb ;
the text, a

memorable life, either tragic or saintly, terminated by a

recent death, and the ornamental appendages, a coffin.

While dealing with such subjects, all the accessories

assisted the eloquence of the preacher, sighs, external ac-

companiments, groans, consolations, cries, hymns worthy
of his voice. The temple hung with black, the uncovered

altar, the funeral torches, the priests clothed in sombre

vestments; the bier surrounded by the family, friends,

children, and servants of the deceased, overwhelmed with

grief ;
the tears of nearest relations

;
the contrast between

the greatness, power, and fame of the dead, and the in-
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animate corpse which had suddenly descended from the

splendour of this life to take its place in a wooden coffin,

to be for a moment the subject of a sermon and then for

ever after the prey of the earth, already open to receive

it ; this daily change, sudden, but always impressive, from

active life to the silent tomb
; the reflections made aloud,

as in ancient Egypt, upon the still warm memory of the

dead, on the threshold of his sepulchre ;
the presump-

tuous foretelling of what the judgment of God may be at

the moment when the fate of the departed has already

been pronounced by an infallible Judge ;
the majestic or

touching recital of the great events of this life ;
the ac-

counts of history in the annals of one of the actors ;
the

constant recurrence to religion the only apparent object

of the discourse
;
the sadness of the last moments and

recent farewells recounted amidst the sobs of those who
felt the blank which the separation had left in their

hearts
;
and finally, the tranquil and unchangeable voice

of the priest, which rises superior to all these fleeting

honours, vanities, and tears, which advises some to in-

dulge in grief, others to seek consolation, and all to bow
to the mysterious will of Omnipotence and the sovereign

power of death. Such is the scene, at the same time

tragic, theatrical, and holy, which fascinated Bossuet,

and made him resolve never thenceforth to place his foot,

during these harangues, except upon a tomb, and only to

address his audience when standing on the gulf which

divides time from eternity.

This resolution was a proof of talent ;
for the literary,

historical, pathetic, and religious tone of these discourses

enabled the orator to show himself a great artist without

relinquishing the title of a great apostle. He executed,

with inimitable superiority of language, what he had con-

ceived with such consummate sagacity. He lived in an



BOSSUET. 277

age in which opportunities of praising, lamenting, and

surprising were frequently afforded. The times abounded

in great events and illustrious men : the eloquence of

Bossuet, like the mourners of antiquity, followed them

to the portals of the grave.

The friendship, or personal gratitude, which he bore to

the memory of these great men gave, in general, a more

pathetic tone to his eulogiums. His heart mounted to

his lips, and they felt that the orator experienced the

same melancholy feelings with which he touched the

souls of others. It was in this manner that he delivered,

in 1667, the funeral sermon of Anne of Austria, the

mother of Louis XIV. This Queen, who was at once

beautiful, sensible, politic, tender, and pious, had been al-

ternately the sport of all the fortunes and calamities of a

court. Married to a husband who was cold, whimsical,

and scrupulous, and who trembled before his minister,

Cardinal Richelieu, she had been acquainted with nothing

of the appurtenances of queenly dignity beyond the sus-

picions and humiliations with which this haughty vice-

roy environed her, to fortify himself against the ascend-

ancy of her youth and beauty.

A widow at an early age, and the mother of children

whose tender years removed them far from the throne,

the minority of her sons had proved a long and conti-

nued tempest, from which the manoeuvres of Mazarin

had with difficulty rescued their cradles. Attached from

motives of policy, and perhaps of personal preference, to

that agreeable and skilful minister, she had so mixed up
her own fortunes with his, that she preferred exile in his

company, to a throne, without him. Factions and the

Fronde had tossed her to and fro, from insult to ado-

ration, and from adoration to ingratitude. The King

having attained his majority, and Mazarin being dead,
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all that remained to her in this life were grief and resig-

nation. A lingering and severe disease had long brought
her to the brink of the grave, into which she had then

recently descended. A wife, deprived of the love of an

imbecile husband, the disowned Queen of a turbulent

people, the friend of a minister hated by her subjects,

the mother of a king whose reign she had prepared by
her constancy, Anne of Austria had still to encounter

the injustice of posterity in not being permitted, up to

this time, to take that place in history which France is

bound to accord to her amongst the most accomplished

of her women, and the greatest of her queens. Bossuet

himself did not even render her the justice or pay her

the homage to which she was entitled ; but he at least

remembered that she had been amongst the first of his

patrons and admirers. He therefore owed her the ear-

liest tribute of that commanding voice which she had

recommended to the notice of her son. This sermon

was not printed at the time. Tears shed over her mis-

fortunes, and admiration of her piety, were the only elo-

quence in which the preacher indulged. Bossuet, in re-

membering virtue, forgot for the moment to be politic,

but he was too much and too actively involved in the

reign of the son to do justice to the mother.

On descending from the pulpit he was made acquainted

with the illness of his father : he flew to Metz to re-

ceive his last farewell.

The father of Bossuet had for some years past resigned

his situation in the parliament to enter the church, under

the auspices of his son. Bossuet, by his influence with

the distributor of ecclesiastical benefices, had procured
for his father a canonry at Metz. He looked upon the

gifts of the church as a family patrimony, and he did not

scruple to make use of them largely for the benefit of
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his own relatives. This arose less from cupidity than

from the custom of the times. The altar, according to

his notions, was bound to bestow honours upon, and

largely remunerate the priest ;
he avowed repeatedly in

letters to his friends letters that we have at this instant

under our eye his strong conviction of the necessity

that the preacher of the sacred word should live in easy

circumstances.
" As for me," said he,

"
my mind would not have free

scope if it were trammelled by the cares of a narrow and

uncertain income. He who is called upon to think for

others should not be obliged, from personal embarrass-

ments, to narrow his sphere and mind by dwelling inces-

santly upon the abject necessities of life." Such is the

sense, and almost the literal interpretation of his letters,

written with the frankness of a man who feels himself

superior to fortune, but who appreciates her benefits,

not as a conditional enjoyment, but as an inheritance

of liberty.

Bossuet himself administered the last sacraments to

his father, mingling tears with his prayers, uniting the

character of son and priest, and thus guiding to immor-

tality the author of his own existence.

Upon his return to Paris, after this domestic calamity,

he became involved, with passionate zeal, in the violent

controversies of the day between the Protestants and

Jansenists. These new apostles, inspired by Arnaud,

Nicole, and Pascal, in fighting against a schism, threat-

ened the church with a sect. Men of cenobitic piety,

rigid virtue, inflexible reason, and resistless eloquence,

they carried virtue to an exaggerated excess : they were

the Lacedemonians of Christianity, and frightened others

by their overpowering sanctity. It was pretended that

texts had been found, in the works of the founder, Jan-
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senius, contrary to orthodoxy, texts which some affirmed

to exist in the writings of the Dutch doctor, but which

his followers totally denied. Prom thence arose innu-

merable quarrels, which were fomented by the interfe-

rence of the government.

Bossuet, to his own misfortune, began from this time

to take part in these scholastic quarrels, and to devote

his genius and character to polemical disputes. At first

he inclined towards the Jansenists, from analogy of dis-

position and virtue
;
but soon the two predominant feel-

ings of his nature belief in the supreme authority of

the Church and the King rose above all discrepancies

of doctrine, and removed him from the men of his heart

and choice, to render him an extreme partisan of the

established authorities.

We shall allude but little to these controversies, in

which his great talent was lost in the nothingness of the

disputes : his eloquence recalled him to the pulpit, his

true pedestal.

He re-ascended it to lament the Queen of England, the

widow of Charles I., who had been exiled to France by
the murder of her husband. " The daughter, wife, sister,

and mother of kings, her life," said Bossuet,
"
exhibited

every phase of human existence." The King charged
him to suffer his eloquence to ascend to the grandeur
and misfortunes of her peculiar destiny.

Louis XIV., having treated this proscribed Queen
with royal hospitality at St. Germain during her life,

could not, at her death, employ a more worthy instrument

in her commemoration than the voice of Bossuet. This

funeral sermon was the first in which he fully developed
all the grandeur of soul, all the knowledge of character,

and all the rich variety of language, with which nature,

study, and his profession, had endowed him. It corn-
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prised an entire course of history and politics delivered

with the majestic flight of an eagle.

Bossuet, in referring back the causes of the regicide of

Charles I. to the schism of Henry VIII., put forth, upon
the fatal union of priesthood and empire, of church and

state, truths which he was soon himself to deny in serv-

ing the church, by the King's sword, and in strength-

ening the King, by compelling the church to submit to

regal authority.
"
What," said he,

"
is the episcocacy, when it separates

itself from the church, which is its all, and from Rome,
which is its centre, to attach itself, contrary to its nature,

to royalty ? These two powers, of so different an order,

never agree, but mutually embarrass each other when

they become mixed together. Religion is weakened

when it is changed and deprived of a certain weight,

which alone is able to control nations. People feel in

the recesses of their hearts an indescribable uneasiness if

this curb is taken from them ;
and there is nothing left

by which they can be governed, when they are permitted

to be masters of their own religion. Everything com-

bines to produce revolt and seditious feelings when the

supreme authority of the church is annihilated."

The entire religious and political character of Bossuet

is exhibited in these sentences, of which the first agrees

so little with the last. As a priest, he commences by

declaring with truth, that religion has nothing to receive

from the civil power, and that these two dominant prin-

ciples change their nature when they combine. As a

politician, he declares, in the second sentence, that govern-
ments cannot allow the people full liberty of conscience

without weakening their own temporal authority: he

invested these two contradictions with the same majesty

of eloquence. They could already see the man who would
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soon advise the King to rise in respectful but inflexible

rebellion against Rome, and to found a Gallican church,

or rather to establish independence in submission and

disruption in unity.

The servant of God disappeared from this time in the

servant of the prince ;
and finally, the man of discipline

became absorbed in the man of power. This worldly

view of religious ascendancy, as alone able to command
the allegiance of the people, this necessary curb, this

attempt at despotic rule over the consciences in order to

secure the state from revolutions and seditions, are

maxims which savour more of the impiety of Machiavel

than of the faith of Bossuet.

We again find this political fatalism in the portrait of

Cromwell, in whom Bossuet, following the example of

his time, could see only a hypocrite. He feared to praise

him too much, from respect to the memory of the Queen,

his victim ;
and he also restrained his censure, lest he

should offend the King who had treated with the dicta-

tor. He plunged into the theocracy which explains, ex-

cuses, and legitimatizes everything, and exclaimed aloud

with the despotic enthusiasm of the prophet,
" When

God has chosen any one to be the instrument of his pur-

poses, nothing can arrest his course. He blinds, en-

chains, and subjugates all that is capable of offering re-

sistance."

It is from this description of Cromwell, this sophistical

argument that Providence is the accomplice of victory,

that modern theocrats, such as M. de Maistre and his

followers, have derived their immoral admiration for

power, an impiety under the guise of religion, which in-

duces man to bow before success instead of relying upon

justice. These mistaken interpreters of the decrees of

Providence, place the design of God in the event and not
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in the moral rectitude of the act. The danger of a supe-

rior mind, such as that of Bossuet, promulgating a maxim

so false to the world, consists in this, that inferior intel-

ligences adopt it as an authority, and the judgment of the

million is governed by a mistaken principle. It is thus that

theocracy destroys, in the name of God, his most noble

work, the knowledge of good and evil in the human race.

This discourse, in its pathetic portions, overflowed with

dignity, feeling, and sublime regrets and exhortations.

Bossuet appeared to paint his own portrait in speaking
of the melancholy poet Jeremiah,

" who alone," said he,
"
could raise his lamentations to the height of the cala-

mities he bewailed." A cry of admiration rose from the

entire court and church at the delivery of this sermon.

No modern preacher had hitherto spoken with the tone

and authority of a prophet : they besought Bossuet to

publish such a masterpiece of eloquence. All Europe was

moved, and wept.

Six days later, a young and fascinating princess, daugh-
ter of her whose memory had just been commemo-

rated by Bossuet, and of the unfortunate Charles I.,

summoned the orator to another coffin, that of this

princess herself. Henrietta of England had married the

Duke of Orleans, the King's brother, a prince of a mean

mind and depraved habits, who was incapable of appre-

ciating so much grace and beauty in the person of his

wife : he had all the vices of the race of Valois. Hen-

rietta died suddenly at St. Cloud, without proof, but not

without suspicion, of poison. The instruments of the

Duke's vicious tastes were accused of having caused the

death of his wife that they might rule without a rival

over the senses and heart of their master. The King
had felt for Henrietta of England one of those warm

friendships that relationship alone deterred from becom-
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ing love. This passion, thus curbed, had softened into

tenderness. The death of the Duchess of Orleans struck

the King to the heart
;
she was the sunbeam of the court,

and the light of the firmament was obscured when this

star disappeared in the darkness of a single night. Bos-

suet loved her for her genius and misfortunes ; and she

admired Bossuet as the living miracle of Europe. She

had often said to him, when half-jesting with serious

reflections,
"
If I die, speak of me to God and men ; I

desire no other praise than your friendship, no other

apotheosis than your tears."

The King sent to entreat Bossuet to preach her funeral

sermon. His heart was as much softened as his voice :

it was the most touching of all his discourses
; antiquity

has not left us its equal.
"

I am about to show you,

Christians," said he,
"
in a single death, the decease and

annihilation of all human grandeur."

To move the feelings of his auditory, Bossuet had only

to recollect ;
he needed not to draw upon his imagination.

Henrietta, feeling that she was about to die, had repeat-

edly asked for him, that his presence might support her

in her passage from earth to heaven. Bossuet, who was

found rather late at Paris, flew to her in the middle of

the night ;
he threw himself on his knees at the foot of

the Princess's bed, and wept, prayed with, and consoled

her until day. He received her last confession and ex-

piring sigh.

The moment before she died, Henrietta beckoned one

of her women to her, and addressing her in English, so

as not to be understood by Bossuet, said,
" When I am

dead, take this emerald from my finger and give it to this

holy bishop, as a token of remembrance." This scene of

agony, which was one of terror and pity to others, fur-

nished to Bossuet a sweet and tender recollection. He re-
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peated what he had already seen
;
he again felt what he

had felt before, and admired what he had previously looked

on with admiration. His words brought before the lis-

teners the tumult of a palace awakened by the approach
of death, the surprise of the servants, the eagerness of

friends, the sobs of the women, the astonishment of the

unconcerned. The cry re-echoed from the Court to the

city, "She is dying! she is dead!" a cry, the sudden-

ness of which left no time to avert the blow, nor room to

indulge hope : all felt as if they were present at this

overwhelming removal of a woman to whom heaven had

only accorded a few minutes to ripen for eternity.
" These brief hours," said Bossuet,

"
piously spent amidst

the hardest trials, are of as much importance as if they

embraced an age. The time was short, I admit, but the

work of grace was strong, and the co-operation of the

soul was complete. Grace sometimes chooses to bring
to perfection, in a single day, that which it often takes a

life-time to accomplish."
"
No," resumed he, after several bursts of reflection

upon the advantages of birth, rank, beauty, and charms,

and of such a death,
"
No, after what we have just

seen, we must feel that health exists only in name, that

life is a dream, glory a deception, favours and pleasures

dangerous amusements, everything about us, vanity. She

was as gentle towards death as she had been to all the

world. I beheld her feeble hand, after having fallen to

her side, trying, with renewed strength, once more to

make upon her lips the sign of our redemption.
"
Behold, notwithstanding this great heart," continued

he, "behold her such as death has made her. There

still remains to us what will soon fade away, and we
shall see her deprived even of this sad ornament (he al-

luded to the funeral canopy). She is about to descend
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to sombre places and subterranean abodes, where she

will sleep with the great ones of the earth, with princes

and kings, whose power is at an end, amongst whom
there is hardly room to be found, so closely do they lie

together, and so prompt is death to fill the vacant places.

Can we build our hopes on ruins such as these ?"

Then, passing from elegy to Christian reflection, "Gran-

deur and glory !

"
cried he,

" can we still pronounce such

names in the presence of triumphant death? No; I

can no longer endure these high words by which human

arrogance seeks to blind itself to its own nonentity !

What is birth, grandeur, mind, when death equalizes

all, governs all, and when, with a prompt and sovereign

power, it overturns the mightiest heads ? What ! will

nothing enable us to foresee that which is so near?

Will the worshipers of human greatness be satisfied

with their fortune when, in an instant, they may see

their glory pass with their names, their titles descend to

the tomb, their wealth to the ungrateful, and their dig-

nities perhaps to those who envied them ?"

These thoughts carried him beyond the earth, and

made him look upon all vanities and all griefs with an

eye of pity, compassion, and contempt. He commended
that dust to God which yesterday was moved by pride

and vanity, and called upon them to pray for the soul of

the departed, as the greatest proof of friendship which

survivors can show to the deceased. At length he con-

cluded, leaving his auditors in that state of reflection and

silence in which we fear to allow the sound of our foot-

steps to echo through the open sepulchre, or to breathe

too loud lest the dead should hear us.

Where else can we find this scene, actor, pulpit, or

voice, in the annals of human genius ? Bossuet had em-

bodied the cold shudder of death and the eloquence of

eternity.
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The orator himself felt the impression that his own

feelings had made upon the feelings of others.

The Abbe de Ranee, his old fellow-student, whose

mind, like every volatile disposition, was ardent and ex-

treme, had changed from a voluptuary to an ascetic, and

had buried himself in the living tomb of the Monastery
of La Trappe. There this solitary, like St. Jerome, fos-

tered his lugubrious piety by the contemplation of hu-

man skulls, which had been emptied by the worms of

the sepulchre. Bossuet, making an animated allusion to

this furniture of the convert's cell, wrote thus :

"
I send

you two funeral sermons, which, as they show the no-

thingness of the world, may take their place amongst the

books of an anchorite
;

at any rate they may be looked

upon as two skulls of the dead, equally affecting and in-

structive."

We discover the artist, in this solemn jocularity, judg-

ing himself with partial complaisance as a Christian pane-

gyrist. This insignificance of worldly things was not

only with him a subject of meditation, but a text on

which he could display his powers of eloquence ;
in fact

he followed with the same even step his double vocation

of the saint, who was pursuing the path to heaven, and

of the politician, who was travelling on the road to power.
Louis XIV., who was reminded of Bossuet by these nu-

merous oratorical triumphs, appointed him, after this ser-

mon, preceptor to his son. The Archbishop of Paris,

Perefixe, and the Chancellor Letellier, had recommended

him for the office. The Duke de Montausier, the young
Prince's governor, a man jealous of favours, but more de-

voted to piety, seconded the ambition of Bossuet. The

King received him graciously ; for, although he did not

like genius to be too close to him, lest his royal great-

ness should be compared with that natural dignity which
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might readily evince its superiority, he loved to see

talent devoted to his service as a power, which, being

subordinate to his own, would extend and strengthen

the sovereign authority.

The Court was anxious that this young heir to the

throne should be moulded by the hands of the bishops,

that another reign might thus be secured to the Church.

Louis XIV. entered into this plan as much from convic-

tion as from policy. Brought up in the Italian and

Spanish school of piety by his mother, he disputed no

form of faith that left him free license to follow his own

inclinations. This was the moment when Madame de

Montespan, his idol, reigned, after her three sisters, over

the heart and court of the King. Nothing has ever

equalled the scandal of these open intrigues, which auda-

ciously substituted, before the eyes of the nation, army,
and people, and even in the Queen's carriage, concubines

in the place of the King's wife.

Louis XIV. wished to be adored even in the indul-

gence of his vices. No individual has ever done so much

to corrupt the manners of the people by his example
as this monarch, because no man ever before mixed up
licentiousness with religion, and by his royal authority

caused the most scandalous acts to be received as re-

spectable. The favourite sultana, upon being consulted,

also declared herself for the selection of Bossuet. Almost

a queen, she thought with the impressions of a sovereign,

and the acquisition of so illustrious a partisan flattered

her pride.

Who would dare to breathe a whisper against a court

whose proceedings the most saintly orator of the age
authorized by his presence and silence ? The King, to

indemnify the new preceptor of his son for the loss of

the bishopric of Condom, gave him the Abbey of Saint-
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Lucien, near Beauvais, a benefice with an annual income

of twenty thousand livres, inherited from Cardinal Man-

cini.

A murmur against this addition of fortune was raised

even amongst the friends of Bossuet. He felt that he

was called on to explain it in a letter to the Marechal de

Bellefonds, before whom he thought aloud with rare sin-

cerity.
"

I do not expect," said Bossuet,
"
any congratulations

upon my worldly prosperity ;
and the abbey which the King

has bestowed upon me, relieves me from embarrassments

and cares which would soon disagree with the thoughts
that I ought to entertain. Do not fear that I shall in-

crease my expenses ; those of the table neither suit my
position nor inclination. I shall pay my debts as soon

as I can. Benefices are undoubtedly intended for those

who serve the Church. As long as I have only what is

necessary to keep up my position, I do not see that I

ought to have any scruples ; and as for what is needful

to maintain this station, it is difficult exactly to deter-

mine, because there are so many unforeseen expenses. I

do not care for riches, but I am not sufficiently clever

yet to find that I have everything I require when I have

only bare necessaries, and I should lose more than half of

my intellectual power if I were straitened in my domestic

affairs. I shall endeavour to make every action of my
life redound to the edification of the Church. I know
in several things I have been blamed. I love regularity ;

but there are certain situations in which it is far from

desirable to observe it strictly."

Although his life was irreproachable, sober, and exempt
from vulgar cupidity, we see that Bossuet sought in the

world the space, liberty, and grandeur which he felt in

his own soul. Liberal of his personal efforts to serve the

VOL. III. U
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church and the monarch, he thought that these powers
should be liberal to him in return. He did not sell his

services, but he felt their value.

This new office at court, by placing him at the source

of favour, still further raised his fortune and credit. This

did not cause him to neglect his duties as the preceptor

of a prince whose age, character, and inaptitude responded
so little to his tutor's sublimity. The labours of Bossuet

to prepare for his pupil well-digested elements of human

knowledge, though immense, were fruitless. Prom forty-

five to fifty-five years of age, Bossuet retraced the studies

of his whole life that he might impart them to a child.

He put forth all these lessons in a single treatise called
' A

Discourse on Universal History,' just as Fenelon after-

wards displayed his imagination and feeling, for the benefit

of another child in another book, entitled
'

Telemachus.'

These two instructors of princes, thus showing what they

were themselves, the one in history, the other in poetry,

displayed the true characteristics of their separate minds.

The 'Discourse upon Universal History,' notwithstanding

the advantage that reality possesses over romance, and

the superiority of the essayist over the poet, will be a less

lasting monument of the education of the Dauphin, than

'Telemachus' will continue to be of that of the Duke of

Burgundy. The (

Discourse' is only a theory of the brain,

while 'Telemachus' is a picture of nature : theories pass

away, but nature remains immutable.

The well-founded impression of his great genius as an

orator has, according to our ideas, up to the present time,

given too favourable an opinion of the work of Bossuet

as to his pretensions as an historian. History narrates,

but does not reflect. Bossuet always reflects, and never

narrates. He generalizes too much to enter into detail,

and looks from too great a height and distance to paint
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events otherwise than collectively and in the mass. He

could design historical charts of the world
;
but he was

unable to write that truthful drama which is called history,

a drama in which nations, men, and circumstances, trace

their real character, their souls, and true forms on na-

ture, and imprint in admiration, pity, tears, and blood,

a living reflex on the memory through the emotions of

the heart. Thus, where the feeling of the reader is not

strongly excited, there will be no memory, and without

memory there can be no history and no instruction.

The ' Discourse on Universal History' is not therefore

a recital, but a catalogue of nations, names of persons, and

events, grouped undoubtedly with an admirable mecha-

nism of system in some pages, but passing across the

mind like confused shadows, without leaving a more du-

rable impression than that caused by their multitude,

rapidity, and dazzling brilliancy. In reading it, we may
arrive at a confused general idea of universal history,

but we can never attain profound knowledge, much less

a clear and distinct perception. This book resembles

Michael Angelo's painting of
" The Last Judgment/' on

the cupola of the Vatican, in which there are positions,

attitudes, muscles, busts, faces, and limbs of men, thrown

together, by a gigantic pencil, in a confused mass on the

wall. Angels, gods, the devil-possessed, even hell itself,

are there, but there is no illustration of human nature.

The mind experiences a similar sensation on reading the

recital which Bossuet has called history. Everything is

seen, but nothing is distinguished, and still less felt.

What, then, can be recollected? It may be a geogra-

phical map, but it is not the earth. Bossuet is a geo-

grapher, he is not an historian. But if this book, hitherto

too highly esteemed, is of no value in teaching history,

it is not inferior to its reputation for the philosophy of

u 2
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its pages. By philosophy we mean that true moral and

civilizing deduction which ought to emanate from such

a sublime and diversified narrative, to enlighten the in-

tellect and improve the mind; as light arose from chaos

at the voice of the sovereign Creator of all things, or as

the catastrophe springs from the drama to convey a moral

to the spectator. This profound philosophy almost inva-

riably fails in the picture drawn by Bossuet, as it appears

also to be foreign to the nature of the historian.

Why is this philosophy so completely wanting in the

'Discourse upon Universal History'? It is because Bossuet,

in composing it, instead of writing as a man, endeavoured

to render himself the organ of Divinity. This book is the

offspring of a superhuman pride. Universal history is a

mystery ;
but Bossuet has attempted to reduce it to a

system. He wished to tear the veil from the counte-

nance and thoughts of God, which are incomprehensible

to our limited intelligence. Instead of this, he should have

bowed before the Divine incomprehensibility, which be-

comes the more sublime as it demonstrates our insignifi-

cance ;
he should have retraced, with holy respect, all the

vestiges that time has left us
;
he should have shown on

the one hand the cradles, and on the other, the tombs of

nations, the different races, religious institutions, virtues,

errors, and crimes of mankind, and should thus have said

to us,
" Behold what I know I am, ignorant of all else :

these are the beginnings and boundaries of that horizon

from whence I am trying to collect some steps of humanity
on the route of ages; the more distant traces escape beyond

my feeble vision : to describe all, we must see all. God

alone can accomplish this, and he alone knows from whence

we come and whither we go. Blind under his all-searching

eye, our anterior state of being his is secret ; our future

destination is his mystery. He has given us a light to
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guide us in the dark windings of our path conscience !

This light is brief, but our existence is also short, and it

suffices to illumine our few steps in this world of mud.

As for the universal and eternal light of history, which

ought to enlighten successive centuries, and guide man-

kind where it will and as it will, he has not ordained

nor given it to us, it belongs to himself alone : we

should be blinded by its effulgence, and any attempt to

borrow it from Him would be presumption, while to use

it would be impiety. We are but atoms : He alone is

infinite !"

This, according to our idea, is the language which

Bossuet ought to have adopted, had he written his
'

Dis-

courses upon Universal History
'

in the character of a

man. But, we repeat with grief, he did not compose with

the feelings of a human being : he sought to write under

the inspiration of a prophet. Par from placing himself

for the purposes of examination and recital in the position

of the mere insect, which can only grasp a single point

of time, space, and matter, he has endeavoured to as-

cend to the immeasurable height of the Infinite, whose eye
embraces and sees everything : this pride has obscured

his sight. He forgets that for God, who is unlimited, the

centre is everywhere, and the circumference becomes a

centre. Instead of causing stars, worlds, creations, events,

and things, to circulate round the eternal and ineffable

axis of the universe, which is as ever-enduring and un-

bounded as the Creator himself, he has made all his-

tory revolve round a single people, whose destinies, great
in faith and futurity, are limited in events that have ac-

tually taken place, and occupy but a small space in the

record. Bossuet has endeavoured to invent a plan for

the Creator, and to compel, by the force of his own
human will, heaven and earth, empires and kingdoms,
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the past and the future, to enter together into his his-

torical frame, admirably executed, but conceived with

little philosophy : heaven, earth, empires, men, things,

probability, reason, history, truth, have resisted this co-

ercive impulse of human pride : the Deity has remained

omnipotent, and Bossuet has continued a man. This

Titanic dream has left only a beautiful vestige.

Another ingenious sophism has been added to history,

but the Divine scheme remains hid behind that holy

shadow under which God conceals his thoughts.

Such is the 'Discourse upon Universal History/ the

plaything of a powerful imagination, but still a plaything,

which occupied the mature age of a great mind in writing,

with mortal fingers, upon sand, the immutable and eter-

nal plan of creation.

One point alone is worthy of Bossuet in this catalogue

of nations, bound together by an imaginary thread, and

that exception is the style. Never has the enduring text

of the fickleness of human vanities been expounded with

superior majesty or more expressive regret. No other

human hand has turned with a louder report or more

rapid evolution, that wheel of fortune, which raises or

humbles, supports or abandons, crowns with success or

overthrows men, races, empires, and nations. Bossuet is

the great interpreter of the insignificance of humanity.

He appears to delight, like a child upon the edge of a

well, in precipitating religious institutions, dynasties, and

all that is usually considered fixed and immutable, to the

bottom of the abyss, that he may hear the noise of their

fall, and cause the echoes of eternity to ascend from

thence to the ears of men.

Bossuet wished to complete this work by drawing
also from the Bible, for the instruction of his pupil, a po-

litical theory adapted to the use of kings, which he en-
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titled,
' Sacred Policy/ This treatise is little more than

a learned and dogmatical commentary upon Holy Writ,

to justify the absolute authority of princes over the people,

in their own eyes, a theory of the right of force, in which

the law of violence and conquest is rendered justifiable,

provided it becomes legitimized by the undisturbed pos-

session of what has been originally acquired by robbery.

Bossuet, in this essay, allows no other judge to kings

than God, interpreted through the priesthood. His re-

ligious policy is merely theocracy without appeal to the

conscience, reason, or consent of subjects. All human

liberty is there annihilated by the unquestionable power

assigned to earthly monarchs by the King of kings. Al-

ternately a prophet and a politician, Bossuet, it is true,

professes now and then in this work, some of the brotherly

doctrines of the Gospel, that code of justice, clemency,
and freedom, so directly opposed to his own. He ad-

vises kings to convert tyranny into a paternal but ab-

solute authority, which bestows all as a gift, but owes

nothing as a debt, to humanity.
These two books,

' Sacred Policy
'

and '

Universal

History,' added to instructions of the same nature, by
which the preceptor of the heir of Louis XIV. accom-

panied his texts, were not, as we may readily observe,

calculated to form a king according to the heart of Christ,

or even after the heart of Fenelon : moreover every de-

fect in this mode of education ran contrary to nature.

The pupil, tired of his masters, neglected by his parent,

and kept thus zealously within a wall of etiquette, fears,

and formalities, which gave no scope for the play of his

natural faculties, remained the first slave in his father's

dominions, without taste for literature, ambition, or glory,

without the desire of mounting the throne, or a leading

object in life. Banished from early youth to perfect re-
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tirement at Meudon, the Dauphin only cultivated his ani-

mal passions, resigned himself to inferiority, and died

young, already tired of having lived too long.

Bossuet, in some of his confidential letters, complained

bitterly of this apathy in his pupil ; but he himself may
be accused of an error in his system of education, for the

Dauphin was neither deficient in intelligence nor feeling.

A Fenelon might perhaps have made him a second Mar-

cellus ; but Bossuet, in bringing up the son, occupied
himself much more with the father: the youth and health

of the King promised the tutor long years of personal

influence.

This power was already confirmed by frequent pri-

vate intercourse with the King, and recognized by the

clergy who surrounded him. Bossuet, at Versailles, held

more the rank of a minister than that of a preceptor. His

table was well regulated, and splendid. All were eager to

crowd his apartments, as the source from whence favours

flowed; and when he walked in the gardens, a select

cohort of prelates and ecclesiastics formed an escort

around him, which resembled a court. The alley in the

small park, in which he conversed with them while taking

exercise, was called
c

the Philosophers' Walk/ These

philosophers, disciples, and courtiers of the modern Plato

(amongst whom was a second founder of the Academics),

were Fenelon, Pellisori, the Abbe cle Langeron, the most

tender of friends, who died of grief at the death of his

master, Bruyere, the Moliere of didactic and epigram-
matic character, the Abbe de Longuerue, a studious ora-

tor and writer ; Fleury, the historian of the Church, and

many other priests and laymen, who grouped round Bos-

suet as their centre, and constituted with him the charm,

the might, the freedom, and the influence of these de-

lightful associations.
" What true pleasure there is in
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the society of so great a man!" wrote the Abbe de Choisy,

who had abjured the frivolities of youth for the purer

enjoyments of riper age :

" what equanimity in his tem-

perament ! what fascination in his words ! If the supe-

riority of his genius had not commanded notoriety, his

modesty and simplicity of character would have caused

him to be forgotten."

These conversations often glided from holy to profane

subjects, and the verses of Homer, Virgil, and Horace

echoed from the lips of Bossuet in the alleys of Versailles.

Dissertations and commentaries on the Bible, the pro-

phets, and the sacred poets, were included in the subjects

discussed in these promenades. Bossuet was soon drawn

from them by polemical disputes with a celebrated Pro-

testant minister named Claude. He maintained, in argu-

ment with Claude, his doctrine of rigorous obedience to

authority.
" No individual," said he,

" has ever the right

of separating himself from the church." "
But," replied

the Protestant minister,
" when Jesus Christ appeared at

Jerusalem, the synagogue was the church, and the syna-

gogue did not recognize the truth in Christ. If one per-

son therefore, separating himself from the synagogue, had

then declared that Jesus was the Messiah, would he not

have placed himself in opposition to the church?" Bos-

suet demolished the argument by declaring that
" from

the moment when Jesus appeared, he himself alone be-

came the synagogue and the church !"

These conferences, in which each arrogated to himself

the victory, were useless encounters of argumentative

ability. The King's authority assigned the triumph be-

forehand to his pontiff, and power established principle.

They were subsequently published by Bossuet.

It was not long before the vicissitudes of the King's
attachments called Bossuet to more delicate mediations
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between the ardour, coldness, religious repentance, and

returns of passion in the hearts of the prince and the two

jealous favourites. The King, after having long adored

Mademoiselle de la Valliere, the most interesting victim

of his fascination, began to devote himself to Madame de

Montespan, the most imperious of all his mistresses.

Mademoiselle de la Valliere, alternately hoping and de-

spairing to recover the heart of Louis XIV., fluctuated

between the court and the cloister : the King retained

her more from pride than tenderness. He felt humiliated

at the scandal which the flight of his favourite to a con-

vent might attach to his inconstancy ; he refused to grant

his permission to Mademoiselle de la Valliere, still young
and beautiful, to bury herself in a living tomb

;
he felt

that the indignation of the world would be loudly ex-

pressed at this cruel sacrifice. On the other hand, he

was too much enamoured of Madame de Montespan to

sacrifice her to a propriety or a scruple. These domestic

mysteries, which the modesty of history scarcely ventures

to investigate and lay open in the present day, formed at

that time the common topic of conversation in the court.

Changes in the King's tastes were revolutions in the

State. Louis XIV., as we have seen in the life of Fene-

lon, felt nothing of the personal shame of vice : there was

so great a distance between the monarch and his subjects,

that the morality and religion of the people scarcely dared

to utter complaints at the feet of the King; they re-

spected everything connected with him, even to his in-

trigues, which in their estimation formed a portion of the

right divine. The people lamented and complained, but

did not presume to pronounce a judgment. The strictest

in 'misters of the church lived in this atmosphere of cri-

minal indulgence : they drew a veil over their eyes that

they might not behold such glaring violations of the
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sanctity of their order. The King employed them, some-

times to discuss, and more frequently to extenuate, his

transgressions. To Bossuet was assigned the task of re-

lieving him of Mademoiselle de la Valliere, who began to

be troublesome, and to force this forsaken mistress, with

the energy of his inflexible piety, into a convent ; thus,

without being aware of it, leaving the King to the as-

cendant influence of another goddess, Madame de Mon-

tespan, unimpeded by a dangerous rival. He thus gained
the gratitude of all three : the King owed him his liberty,

Madame de Montespan her undisputed sway, and to

Mademoiselle de la Valliere he had opened the road to

heaven. The details of this negotiation, in which the

apostle, contrary to his own desire, proved himself the

most consummate of courtiers, are too long to be inserted

here. The bishop himself settled with Madame de Mon-

tespan the conditions of her rival's retirement. But the

new favourite refused to consent to the rigorous incar-

ceration of her predecessor ; she considered the example

dangerous for herself, in case her own turn should sub-

sequently arrive.

" Mademoiselle de la Valliere," wrote Bossuet,
" has

compelled me to arrange her future position with Ma-

dame de Montespan. Her retirement is little thought

of, but some objection has been raised to the place. The

Convent of the Carmelites sounds terrible, and the ex-

treme choice has even been made a subject of ridicule.

The King is well aware that I have been spoken to on

the subject, but as he has said nothing, I have held my
peace. My advice to Mademoiselle de la Valliere is to

complete the sacrifice speedily."

He then eulogizes, in the following exclamations, the

courage of the victim :

" Her strength and tranquil-

lity," thus he wrote to the pious Marechal de Bellefonds,
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"
increase in proportion as the moment draws near. I

cannot think of it without beholding the wonderful

workings of grace ! I trace the finger of Heaven in the

composure and humility which pervade all her thoughts,

and with which I am equally delighted and astonished.

I speak, but she acts ; I have exhortations to produce, but

she has works ! When I think of these, I feel inclined

to hide myself and be silent. Miserable channel, through
which heavenly waters flow, while it scarcely retains a

few drops !

"

He then set the seal upon the tomb of Mademoiselle

de la Valliere, by an admirable homily, a funeral sermon

upon a living beauty.

This discourse of Bossuet was a scene rather than -a

simple oration, and so thoroughly dramatic, that Madame
de Sevigne, in the light gossiping style of the time,

wrote, that mere words could not sufficiently character-

ize it. The listeners thought more of the palpitations of

the victim's heart, than of the studied periods of the

preacher ;
for no language can so deeply touch the soul,

or resound so loudly, as the sobs of unrestrained afflic-

tion. This beautiful being, still in the flower of her age,

torn and consumed in the spring-time of life by that fire

which she had herself created, and which she could not

extinguish in her own bosom, tarnished by enjoyment
won at the sacrifice of moral principle, which degraded
while it raised her, betrayed by the inconstancy of her

lover, and thrown by his ingratitude into a tomb with a

still fervent heart, covered by the Queen herself, whom
she had injured, with the mortuary veil which enveloped

her with shame and pardon in the presence of that court,

yesterday the witnesses of her triumph, and today the

spectators of her interment
;

and finally, Eossuet in the

pulpit, to give the weight of oratory to all the wounds
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and silent sufferings of her heart. What more could

Madame de Sevigne desire ? Did she not feel that elo-

quence must be suspended and paralyzed on the lips,

when the faculties of feeling and expression so tho-

roughly absorb the hearts of an auditory? Notwith-

standing which, the eloquence of Bossuet was not even

then arrested.

" The silence," said he, with a visible effort, that

seemed to tear the words from his soul, "which has

lasted for many years, must be broken, and a voice,

which the pulpit no longer recognizes, must be heard.

What have we beheld, and what do we now behold ?

What a change between that which has been and that

which is ! I need not speak, facts declare themselves,"

and he pointed to the kneeling female, clothed in a

shroud, like a corpse. Then, as if interrupting his own

train of thought, he turned towards the Queen, and said,
"
Madam, look there ! behold an object worthy the eyes

of so pious and gracious a sovereign !"

Then resuming his subject, he called the attention of

his deeply-affected listeners from the scene before them,

and transferred it to those exalted considerations which

embody the morality of human tears.
"
Religious sen-

timents/' said he, "are the last to be effaced from the

heart of man; nothing is more commonly excited, and,

at the same time, nothing is so seldom changed. Is this

a prodigy or an enigma in human nature? or is it not

rather, if I may so speak, a remnant of what man once

was, a vestige of his origin, a ruined edifice, which, even

in its destroyed and crumbling walls, retains some of the

beauty and grandeur of its first form? Man has been

overthrown by his own depraved will, the roof has fallen

upon the walls, and the walls upon the foundations ;
but

when the ruins are removed, they find in the remains of
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the upturned edifice the plan of the original design, and

the hand of the architect. The impress of Divinity is

so strong that man cannot lose it entirely, while at the

same time it is so feeble that he cannot follow it : it ap-

pears to be permitted to remain, only to convince him of

his fall, and to render him sensible of the punishment !"

What more majestic or more pathetic philosophy could

be deduced from such a scene, thus commented upon by
a lofty ecclesiastic

;
and what emotion could surpass his

address to the guilty penitent, already half-buried before

his eyes :

" And you, victim of remorse, descend, go
to the altar

;
finish your sacrifice. The fire is lighted,

the incense is ready, the sword is drawn ! the sword is

the vow which you are about to pronounce, the vow

which separates your soul from this world, and unites it

indissolubly and exclusively to God!"

What superhuman efforts were expected of Bossuet, if

words such as these did not reach the measure of public

expectation !

Mademoiselle de la Valliere entered her living sepul-

chre as he spoke, and passed there nearly forty years in

a melancholy period of transition between two deaths.

But Bossuet had not accomplished his work by placing

the first favourite on the road to heaven by means of the

second. He wished, in addition, to purify the court,

and to tear Madame de Montespan also from the King's
embraces.

Louis XIV. struggled between the passion which he

had long felt for this woman, and the scruples of con-

science excited by Bossuet; and made, or feigned to

make, efforts, which ended in throwing him back more

firmly than ever under the yoke of his idol.

Already several children, raised to the rank of legiti-

mate princes, attested the constancy, and almost the in-
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science, of this passion. The Queen was dead, but

Madame de Montespan's husband still lived. No union,

not even a secret one, could palliate the crime. The

King tried several times to excuse the residence of his

mistress at Versailles by affirming that love, repressed or

extinguished, removed all impropriety from his platonic

attachment to her. Sometimes, on religious anniversa-

ries, he sent her away for a few days, that her presence

in the palace might not provoke the clergy to interdict

him from participating in the sacraments.

On another side, a woman, whose character has re-

mained an enigma, so much self-interest is mingled with

her virtue, and such true piety with her ambition, Madame
de Maintenon, insinuated herself, by the most feminine art,

into the presence, mind, and habits of the King. This

exceedingly clever woman bore still, in her name of the

widow of Scarron, and friend of the courtesan Ninon, the

stigma of her obscurity and recent narrow circumstances.

Madame de Montespan, unsuspecting the ambitious views

of her protegee, but charmed by her wit and touched by
her misfortunes, had placed her close to her own person
and that of the King by entrusting to her the care of

her children. From the situation of confidante, Madame
Scarron became a rival ; her matured beauty, calm sense,

retiring graces, and apparently involuntary attractions;

her placarded piety, although indulgent to the weak-

nesses of her master and protectress ; and lastly, that

unaccountable caprice of passion which seizes men in the

satiety of gratified attachment, and which makes them

perceive unexpected charms in the discovery of beauty
hitherto unacknowledged by themselves and others : all

this began to create vague inclinations in the heart of the

King towards this female, whose position placed her so

far below the throne. Madame de Maintenon appeared
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to him like a delicious repose of the heart after the

tumult of excited passions. Her very reserve and seve-

rity were acceptable to him ; he loved to be respectfully

reprimanded by her upon the irregular emotions of his

soul. She called religion to her aid in urging him, un-

known to Madame de Montespan, to break off for ever

this connection, criminal in the eyes of God, although of

daily recurrence in the ways of men. She gained ground

upon his feeling through his conscience. Retained at

court, by the charge of the King's children, during the

compulsory absences of the mother, the governess pos-

sessed the royal ear at all hours. She was well ac-

quainted with the vexatious bitternesses which accompa-
nied the stormy intercourse of the King and Madame de

Montespan, and she united with the clergy in urging
the monarch to take refuge in devotion

;
he would thus

be delivered up to her without a rival. She knew the

influence that Bossuet possessed over the conscience of

Louis XIV., through the part he had taken in the seclu-

sion of Mademoiselle de la Valliere. She disliked his

superior genius, of which by instinct she dreaded the

haughty severity and imperious control. She was too

acute a politician to admit a second Cardinal Richelieu

for a single day between her and the King. She secretly

and indirectly opposed the presentation of a man to the

Pope, who was so worthy of the Cardinal's robe
; but

for the accomplishment of the scheme she had woven, to

separate Madame de Montespan from the King, she

united herself to Bossuet. She wrote at this time to a

confidential correspondent :

" Bossuet has not a genius

for politics ;
he is ever destined to be the dupe of the

court."

This judgment was erroneous, as are all interested

opinions. The genius of Bossuet was supremely political,



BOSSUET. 305

but his character was not that of an intriguer. Intrigue

is the policy of weakness. Madame de Maintenon her-

self fell into that error, but posterity is not to be de-

ceived. At any rate, Bossuet, the dupe of his own virtue,

and of the interested motives of a woman who was am-

bitious but not hypocritical, took the same part in the

banishment of Madame de Montespan for the benefit of

Madame de Maintenon, which he had already played in

the removal of Mademoiselle de la Valliere for the ad-

vantage of Madame de Montespan. He spoke, wrote,

and acted as an apostle ; he did not fear to offend the

King by pointing out the inflexible rules of the Church ;

he caused the sacramental rites to be refused to Madame
de Montespan, and obtained a pledge from the King that

he would never allow her to return to Versailles.

A look, a word, a tender reproach from Madame de

Montespan, often triumphed over the minister of reli-

gion ;
love tore the royal promises to atoms. Madame de

Montespan regained her empire. Bossuet saw her by the

King's order ; he endeavoured to move her conscience,

but he only succeeded in obtaining outward respect

and secret hate. Madame de Montespan sought every-

where for some weak point in the character of the

bishop, that she might undervalue his rigid virtue in the

King's estimation, but she could find none. His life

was irreproachable, his piety had no fault but excess.

Bossuet felt humiliated by his failure with the haughty

favourite, but he drew consolation from universal respect.

Meanwhile nature, time, satiety, the storms of passion,

and, above all, the slow, assiduous, underhand working of

Madame de Maintenon, who every hour kept watch over

the King's heart and the transient revivals of his affec-

tion ;
all these combined agencies effected what religion

alone was unable to accomplish. Madame de Montespan
VOL. in. x
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was finally subdued, and driven away by one who owed

everything to her, even the opportunity of achieving the

conquest. It seemed outwardly as if her place in the

King's heart had been only occupied by religion : but

she herself was not deceived, she felt that she was sup-

planted by a new favourite. Madame de Montespan
died of grief and mortification.

The silent passion of the King for Madame de Main-

tenon, increased more and more every day. By opposing

it with inflexible virtue, she raised this love to delirium.

The widow of Scarron became the wife of Louis XIV.

Address and piety united, placed her almost on the

throne ;
her superior intellect retained her there, where

she ruled for nearly half a century. Her reign was the

sovereignty of the priesthood, through the agency of a

woman : the sequel is well known. It was necessary

to enter into these details, to render clearly intelligible

the part taken by Bossuet in the court intrigues, which

brought on and followed the dominion of a favourite

chosen by the eyes, but elevated to the rank of a Queen

through scruples of conscience.

After the education of the Dauphin, whose death did

not much distress his father, the King wished to recom-

pense Bossuet for his labour, and perhaps for his unsuc-

cessful endeavours in preparing an heir to the throne.

Louis XIV. desired nothing beyond mediocrity in those

who came nearest to himself, not even in the persons of

his sons. The young prince had asked for the bishopric

of Beauvais, which had recently become vacant, for his

preceptor ; Louis refused it, because this bishopric would

confer upon its possessor the title and rank of duke and

peer, which his pride could not bear to behold associated

with a plebeian name. Genius, in his eyes, might lead

men to greatness, but could never render them noble.
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This want of exalted birth in Bossuet, was the invincible

obstacle to his elevation to the most valuable dioceses and

highest honours of his profession. His family, though

distinguished in the magistracy, had not the eclat of the

hereditary races of soldiers and courtiers : his was the

rank from which the King selected his ministers, but not

his peers.

The archbishopric of Paris, to which he had always

secretly aspired as the French patriarchal throne, and for

which nature seemed to have destined him, was bestowed

on M. de Harlay, a prelate of a servile mind and of

doubtful life, who had no other title than his name.

To Bossuet was given the inferior bishopric of Meaux,

upon which he reflected the rays of his own glory. He
had a mind too ambitious not to feel his ill-treatment,

and the preference which the court showed for their own

class
;
but at the same time he possessed sufficient gran-

deur of soul and solidity of faith, to trample such weak-

ness underfoot : he therefore devoted himself to his church

at Meaux as to a duty assigned by Heaven.

Before taking possession of his episcopal palace, he

went to prepare and strengthen himself with his friend

the Abbe de Ranee, at the monastery of La Trappe in

that abode of self-denial and humiliation. The examples
which he there beheld of voluntary mortification, hardened

him to the disappointments of the world. The Abbe de

Ranee spoke to him as if from beyond the grave: all

worldly thoughts and prospects faded from their view

while engaged in these conversations. Bossuet, during
the time of that visit, and often afterwards in the same

solitude, subjected himself to all the macerations, inter-

ruptions of rest, abandonment of the avocations of life,

or rather to the endurance of lingering death, which

the rigid observances of these cenobites imposed. We
x 2
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cannot doubt the sincerity of the piety which laid aside

the habitual indulgences of the court and the splendours

of the episcopacy, to cover himself with ashes and hair-

cloth.

From this moment, he passed his time between his

palace of Meaux, his country-seat at Germigny, and the

royal palace at Versailles. He was a pontiff at Meaux,

a philosopher at Germigny, and a politician at court.

We arrive now at that period of his life when his cha-

racters of philosopher and pontiff began to be more exclu-

sively absorbed in that of politician. We shall not judge
of his conduct in the great quarrel which he maintained

for the emancipation of the royal power, either in a Gal-

lican or Roman Catholic point of view, but merely as a

question of history.

A stranger to these disputes of the Church with her-

self, we can easily judge with impartiality, as we stand

neuter between the two parties. Let us recapitulate in

a few words this important struggle, which made Bossuet

appear to some as the emancipator of the royal authority

from the power of the Pope ; to others, as a tribune of

the Church, and almost a schismatical patriarch of the

French clergy.

Like all great quarrels, which grow more bitter the

longer they last, this commenced with a trifle, and ended

by dividing and shaking to the very foundations the basis

of the established church in Rome and France. A legal

dispute had been raised between Pope Innocent XL and

the King's government on a question of finance. Gold

is invariably mixed up with every human transaction ;

religions commence by a discussion of opinions, and

end by a clash of interests : creeds are compromised in a

budget of supply. The point under argument was whe-

ther the King had a right, in the interior of his States, to



BOSSUET. 309

claim for the public treasury the revenues of the bishop-

rics in his kingdom, or those of the abbeys and benefices,

which might fall vacant by death. The Church said,
" This is ecclesiastical property belonging to the Church,

to which it is granted by legacies or pious bequests ; of

this the Church alone can dispose, and on no pretext can

it be diverted from its sacred destination." The King
said,

"
It forms part of my dominions, the use of which

undoubtedly belongs to the Church; but the ground is

mine, and I alone have the right to dispose of it when the

Church and I do not agree in naming the same incum-

bent."

This quarrel, already one of long standing, had been

adjudicated many centuries before by the Council of

Lyons under Pope Gregory X. The germ of discord

had been stifled by giving satisfaction to both parties

according to the places under discussion and the esta-

blished custom, by declaring that the Pope should have

possession of those provinces which he had been in the

habit of enjoying, while the King should retain those

in which the Pope had not habitually exercised his right.

This contest, revived during several years by the court

of Rome, had obliged Louis XIV. to convoke an extra-

ordinary assembly of the French clergy, in 1682, to set-

tle the dispute even by authority of the bishops them-

selves. It was a very extreme measure, and an act of

fearful temerity in a monarch who was so much attached

to the Church, to order the convocation of a national and

jealous assembly, armed with authority and language, in

the face of the Roman pontificate and the Catholic clergy

of the whole universe, to discuss the limits of a temporal
and a spiritual power, which had been for so long a time

so indistinctly but intimately confounded. The entire

Church might then divide itself into great factions, of
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which some components would remain in the hands of

the popes, others in those of the kings. The very faith

of the people, attacked by their own pastor, might be-

come weakened in the course of these debates. We can

hardly understand, at the present time, how Louis XIV.

ventured to draw these questions from the mysterious

depths of the diplomacy which had discussed, postponed,
or unravelled them secretly in the chanceries of Rome,
to revive them in open display, and, as we may say,

under the full tide of public excitement, in an assembly
where the most minute proceedings are loudly promul-

gated. Confident in his clergy, whose feelings of inde-

pendence, whether national or episcopal, identified them-

selves with his cause, he ventured on this bold measure,

and approached as near by this unprecedented audacity
to schism, as it is possible to approach with so prudent a

court as that of Rome, which could not precipitate him

into the gulf he had prepared without injury to itself.

He preceded this convocation by a peremptory an-

nouncement which claimed for himself alone the royal

right over the livings of Prance, and the exclusive privi-

lege of nominating all bishops and pastors throughout
the entire kingdom. In this proclamation he also ex-

acted an oath of personal fidelity from all his bishops :

this oath, unanimously taken, guaranteed him the unani-

mous votes of the whole assembly. The Pope replied by
threats, which, although they did not yet actually take the

form of excommunication, caused the report of that thun-

der of the Vatican to be heard approaching from the

distance.

" We shall no longer deal with this affair by letters,"

exclaimed the Pope ;

" but we shall not neglect the more

convincing arms placed in our hands by that Divine

Power with which we are invested. Neither dangers nor
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tempests can shake us. We do not hold our own life

dearer than our salvation, and that of yourself and your
flocks/'

The bishops replied to these menaces of Rome in a

general letter to the King, in which they took his part

against the sovereign pontiff in language which still ac-

knowledged faith, while it stepped beyond the bounds of

respect. The Pope, being thus defied, excommunicated

several dioceses. The clergy assembled in a body at

Paris. Bossuet was chosen by the King as the exponent
of his thoughts before these representatives of the na-

tional church, and the champion of his rights against

the encroachments of Rome. On this occasion the ora-

tor, more in the character of a politician than a bishop,

opened the sittings by a speech such as an ambassador

would deliver in presence of a congress. He began by

naming the Gallican church, a word which, to him

alone, signified at least a threat of destruction in the

unity hitherto universally acknowledged. He pronounced
a eulogium upon this Church, thus nationalized by the

appellation, which flattered the pride of its members.

Then, having shown the reciprocal dangers of a rupture

with Rome, he finished by an invocation to unity, and by
a hymn of 'allegiance to the Church of Rome, which ill

agreed with the spirit of contention of which he was at

that moment the organ, and with the revolt of the royal

power which he had just signified to the sovereign Pontiff.

We are well acquainted with this dithyrambic on Ca-

tholic unity :

"
Oh, Church of Rome ! mother of all churches and

of all believers, Church chosen by God to unite her chil-

dren in one faith and one charity, we cling to thy unity

with every fibre of our hearts ! If I forget thee, holy

Church of Rome, may I forget myself! May my tongue
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become dry, and remain immovable in my mouth, if thou

art not always my first and holiest consideration, and if

I do not ever place thee at the commencement of my
songs of rejoicing !

"

Such was, from the first day of this assembly to the

last, the contradictory language of Bossuet, language
which cut with a double edge, like that of a man who

wished to imply that he was still an apostle after he had

become entirely a politician : it seemed as if he wished

to deafen the Catholic world by his declamations upon

unity, and as if, at the same time, he sought to stifle by
the noise of his hymns on the Romish orthodoxy, the re-

port of those blows which he dealt against Rome and

against the sovereign authority of the Pope.
The members of the assembly, without exception,

decided upon the King's side. The sovereign poutift'

reproached them for their defection in a voice in which

complaint was mingled with objurgation.
" Which of

you," said he to the bishops,
" has dared to speak before

the King in so holy a cause ? Who amongst you has

descended into the arena and opposed himself as a wall

for Israel ? Who has had the courage to do this ? Who
has even uttered a word that savours of ancient liberty ?

Why have you not even deigned to speak for the honour

and interest of Christ ? We shall annul all that you have

done!"

Bossuet replied tartly, and almost seditiously, in the

name of the assembly, in a letter to the bishops of

Prance. Words rose against words, and hearts against

hearts, until finally it came to action. Bossuet proposed
to draw up a series of propositions, accepted and signed

by the members of the assembly, to serve for the future

as an immutable code of maxims and independent opinions

of a Gallican Church, a church conformable to that of
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Rome in faith, but opposed to it in its interior regula-

tions
;
thus establishing an irrevocable formula of what

she wished to believe and what she wished to deny. It

has been generally believed that Bossuet was the author

of these propositions, but he was only the transcriber.

The Government stood behind the bishop, and slipped

these maxims into his hand. The politics of the council

prompted the orator of the proposed Church. Bossuet

was nothing more than the instrument of Colbert.

One day, in one of those conversations of old-age, in

which confidence escapes from the hearts of men as life

ebbs away,
"

I demanded of Bossuet/' says the deposi-

tary of his most intimate thoughts, the Abbe Ledieu,
" who it was that had suggested to him the plan of the

propositions of the clergy with regard to the power of

the Church ? He told me that M. Colbert, then minis-

terial secretary of State, was the true author, and that

it was he alone who had persuaded the King." M. Col-

bert, added Bossuet, pretended that it was the right op-

portunity to remodel the French doctrine as regarded
the power and interference of the sovereign pontiff; that

in a time of peace and concord it could not be attempted,

and that it was necessary to take advantage of open war.

The Chancellor Letellier rejected this idea of Colbert,

as did the Archbishop of Rheims, son of the Chancellor

and a friend of Bossuet : they dreaded the consequences.

The King took part with Colbert, and Bossuet coincided

with the King.
Louis XIV., in his eyes, was invested with the divine

and supernatural power of the throne. He drew up the

propositions in such diplomatic and circumspect terms

that they took from the form all the hidden energy of

the text. He preceded the four propositions by a pre-

amble which redoubled his genuflections before the unity
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of the Romish church, at the very moment when he was

about to strike it with a mortal blow. Then followed

the propositions themselves.

The first proclaimed the independence, already univer-

sally allowed, of the temporal power of kings and princes,

and of the spiritual jurisdiction of the popes.

The second contained only the confirmation of this

temporal independence by the Gallican church.

The third recommended the clergy to respect the limits

of this mutual independence.

The fourth, which alone in its spirit infringed upon
the spiritual power of the sovereign pontiff, declared that,

"although the Pope had the principal voice in matters

of faith, his decrees were nevertheless not irrevocable, at

least if they were not confirmed by the consent of the

Church."

We see that the last line of the last maxim contained

in itself the entire revolution, couched in a few words :

the authority of the pontifical Government, even in mat-

ters of faith, was no longer acknowledged by the Gallican

Church, unless this authority was confirmed by the con-

sent of the Church. Now, where was this Church ? was

it at Rome ? was it at Paris ? It could only exist in

the united councils of the Pope : the Pope convoked no

councils
;
the Church then held no visible part in his

authority or government.
It was anarchy, under the name of the Gallican Church

today, the Spanish Church tomorrow, and the Italian or

German Church on the day after : unity without doubt

existed, but only in theory : differences existed in fact.

Faith and discipline floated at the mercy of national exi-

gencies or opinions, until arrested by the purely meta-

physical solution of a future council. In two words,

unity was the principle, division the consequence. The
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universal Church lost itself in these different interpre-

tations of government and discipline, with the chance of

being again found at the expiration of centuries.

The civil constitution of the French clergy in 1791,

which declared the
"Assemblee Constituante" to be schis-

matic, did not go the length of Bossuet in the doctrine

of the independence of churches.

The "Assemblee Constituante" confined itself to claim-

ing for the nation that which belonged to the nation, >

administration, property, and discipline ;
in fact, all that

related to temporal possessions. Bossuet went so far as

to claim independence in matters of faith : the schism

was deeper, though it was not expressly fulminated

against by Rome.

The circumspection of Louis XIV. in the application

of the new code, and the patience of the Pope in the im-

pending punishment, deadened the blows that these two

temporal and spiritual powers endeavoured to inflict on

each other by the hand of Innocent XI. and that of the

Bishop of Meaux. Both were prompt to threaten, but

neither desired to come to open rupture. The Church

stood in need of Louis to check the advances of Pro-

testantism by the sword of the King of France; Louis

wanted the court of Rome, that it might authorize, in

the name of Heaven, the compulsion, war, and proscrip-

tions, that he meditated in his states in order to bring

them, by unity of faith, to undivided submission to his

royal will. After mutual menaces, they began to nego-
tiate. There were perpetual dissensions, without abso-

lute schism
; but though the schism was not openly de-

clared in words, it did not the less exist in thought.
This holy and sublime factionary, Bossuet, who had

been proclaimed the father of the church at Paris, was

called at Rome, the father of error and revolt. He is



316 BOSSUET.

still so considered in the eyes of the true monarchical

Catholics of the Vatican. The severer advocates of or-

thodoxy, Bellarmine and De Maistre, deal heavily with

his memory; the "Assemblee Constituante" invokes it;

everywhere except in Prance he is denominated the great

agitator of the Church; and whenever a prince desires

to negotiate with Rome through violence, or that an as-

sembly of the people wishes to throw off the yoke of its

spiritual government, the name of Bossuet is ever found

at the bottom of these religious seditions, disturbances,

and discussions.

What is there just, and what unjust, in the glorification

on the part of some, and in the secret maledictions of

others, towards this great man ? According to our con-

viction, all have reason : love and hatred to his memory
may both find room in the estimation of true Christians.

He retrenched with a bold hand and a powerful stroke

of religious policy, the theocratical pretensions which in

the dark ages made the temporal power of the people
subordinate to the spiritual domination of the Popes :

he rendered unto Cresar the things that were Caesar's,

and for this he deserves well both of conscience and

government. But, speaking in a Christian sense, did he

render unto God the things that were God's ? or rather,

did he respect as the head, centre, and unity of the

spiritual authority of the Church, that dogmatical, inde-

fectible, unceasing, and universal authority which consti-

tutes the foundation of Christian government ? No
; he

inflicted on it, respectfully but fearlessly, the severest

blow that this unity has received since the great heresi-

archs. He caused the French clergy to sign, at the dic-

tation of the King, a maxim which transferred authority

in matters of faith from the head to the members. He
federalized the Catholic monarchy; and he substituted
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in the place of a visible, sovereign, overruling arbiter

of the faith at Rome, an ideal, invisible, mute, and

expectant church, to which every national and sub-

ordinate church might appeal if she wished to refuse

obedience to the apparent head, an expectant church,

which could never assemble, speak, or act, without the

incipient and concurrent influence of the Pope, against

whom it was convoked in idea, without being assembled

in fact; and during the absence of which convocation,

every separate state could regulate at pleasure its own

distinct faith, which Bossuet vainly denominated one.

It was in fact a summons to a future council, the real

Greek kalends of Christianity ;
and during the interval

of this indefinite appeal, faith and government devolved

in the name of unity on each national church. Such, in

conclusive analysis, was the work of Bossuet at the as-

sembly of 1682, a high-priest against kings and people

as regarded liberty of conscience, and a grand tribune on

their side against the spiritual power of the sovereign

pontiffs : such was the double part he played during and

after this assembly, proving himself entirely a politician,

while he ceased for the time to be an apostle.

Bossuet had rashly raised this never-ending question,

Is the Catholic church a monarchy, or is it a republic ?

If a republic, it is no longer one, but many, and engaged
in perpetual deliberation. It forms and reforms its sys-

tem incessantly, according to the majority of votes. This

becomes a government of numbers, and in this case there

is no occasion for a head at Rome' the head is every-

where.

If, on the other hand, it is a monarchy, it must have

a head, and this head can only be one : it must neither

be absent, mute, adjourned, nor carried from place to

place, as Bossuet in his last maxim declares.
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In either case, Bossuet, as a Christian, a Catholic, and,

above all, as a bishop holding his authority from Rome,
was standing on the slippery brink of many errors.

But the Catholic church, according to us, is neither a

monarchy nor a republic ;
it is a theocracy, or rather a

government derived from God, which means the inspira-

tion of the Holy Spirit bestowed by him on his church.

To whom does this inspired spirit speak, according to

the Catholic theory? To the General Councils. But

where are these Councils ? Nowhere, until the supreme

pontiff, the executive vicar of the Divine Legislator,

convokes them. To whom then did Bossuet propose to

assign the interpretation of faith and the government of

the Church ? To future times, to the councils which

were expected to assemble, and in the interval to anarchy.

Every ambitious, daring, and eloquent bishop, upheld by
the prince or by the people, might render himself in his

own nation, during this interregnum of the councils,

more a pope than the Pope, and more a church than the

Church. It was the institution of a patriarch in every

Christian state. The patriarch of Prance was already

designated in the person of Bossuet, by genius, piety,

and the favour of the sovereign.

Bossuet, in fact, came forth from this assembly not

with the title, but with the position and authority, of a

patriarch of the Gallican church: it owed its name to

him and decreed to him the supremacy. The grateful

King sanctioned by his deference the magisterial ascen-

dancy over opinions and consciences which Bossuet had

assumed. The Bishop of Meaux became the oracle of

all ecclesiastical matters. The custody and care of con-

sciences, the most important of all ministries, at the

close of a religious war and on the eve of religious pro-

scriptions, then devolved, by universal admission, upon
Bossuet.
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We shall now see him play a very different part to

that which he had just taken against the church of

Rome. The upholder of independence in Kings, was

about to declare himself opposed to independence of

conscience in the people : this comprises the dark stain

on his life. For the honour of humanity and Christian

piety, we wish we could bury it in oblivion
;
but history

is the judge of eminent men, and to that tribunal they

must bow, however holy they may be
;

the conscience

of the human race is holier still. Bossuet began by re-

suming his humble profession of catechist, preacher, and

commentator upon sacred subjects. He wrote ' A trea-

tise on the Communion/ and 'Aspirations on the Mys-
teries.' In these tracts, his mind embraced the different

points of faith, interpreted and coloured them according

to the bias of his own powerful imagination. The poet

is again revealed under the guise of the theologian. We
perceive Pindar standing upon the Christian Calvary.

" Let us not blush for our opinions ;" thus he ex-

presses himself to more timid preachers, who began by

passing over in silence the mysteries of faith, that

they might confine themselves to immutable morality;
"
silence upon points of faith would be positive

cowardice."

He summoned Fenelon, his young and dear disciple,

to preach in his church at Meaux, and in the country
districts of his diocese. Fenelon was at that period the

child after his own heart. Bossuet, in the eyes of this

gentle and pious spirit, possessed all the charms and au-

thority of a father. This Homeric and Platonic attach-

ment, softened by Christian love, carried the Bishop of

Meaux back to those recreations of profane and sacred

antiquity, in which he indulged when his time was not

occupied in the sanctuary. He took Fenelon with him
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to Germigny, his country residence and haven of re-

pose, where he rested from theological controversy, and

sought relaxation in the society of a few select disciples.

Friendship held over this firm mind a powerful and soft-

ening influence. Already arrived at the summit of life,

he looked beneath him with benevolence, and held out

his hand to younger men who mounted after him. He
resumed at the same time his conferences with the Pro-

testant ministers, but these meetings only bore the sem-

blance of discussion. Bossuet submitted impatiently to

that liberty of speech towards the religion of the King,
which he had himself indulged in as regarded the Pope,
and he constantly interposed the royal authority in the

cause of God. "
Sir," said he, rising in indignation

from his seat, to a minister who argued against him with

too much freedom,
"

if you continue this tone, I shall

compel you to leave the pulpit and the assembly. Learn

to speak with proper respect of the religion your sove-

reign professes." He insulted the new converts in his

diocese by recalling to their minds, without himself re-

membering the apostles of the Saviour, the humble con-

dition of their ministers.
" Do you recollect," said he to

them,
"
Pierre Leclerc, the wool-carder, a man who dared,

all on a sudden, to leave his shop and preside in the

temple ? Behold the founder of your pretended re-

formed church of Meaux !

"

His friend and panegyrist, the Abbe Ledieu, confesses

that the severity of his expressions towards Protestants

alienated them more and more from his faith. He was

too much convinced of the truth of his own belief, not to

be imperious ;
he required obedience, or he exercised the

power of proscription ;
he was only gentle towards those

whom he considered the true believers ; his meditations

and his letters to his nuns are worthy of a pastor of
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souls; his polemics are those of a dictator of dogmas.
We omit the greater part of these disputes, now fallen

into oblivion, and confine ourselves to those which form

an era in his life. To understand perfectly his sacerdotal

gravity, and to disentangle it from politics, two different

components always associated in the life of this priest,

who was both oracle and minister, we must here di-

late a little on the closing mysteries of this reign. These

mysteries all verged towards and terminated in the cham-

ber of a woman of fifty years of age, the governess of the

illegitimate children of a king older even in heart than

in years : this female was Madame de Maintenon, who

lived in secrecy under the roof of the palace of Ver-

sailles.

Madame de Maintenon, assisted by Bossuet, had suc-

ceeded in removing her benefactress, Madame de Mon-

tespan .

The principal charm of Madame de Maintenon ma-

ture beauty, preserved by the retirement and chaste re-

gularity of her life from the wasting evaporations of the

world, which soon cause incautious indulgence to fade,

had given additional weight to the King's scruples. In

attaching himself to Madame de Maintenon, he thought
he was reconciling himself to virtue : the charms of

confidential and pious communication, the intercourse

with a mind as delicate as just, the pride of raising to

his own rank a being whom he truly loved
; and finally,

as must be admitted to the King's honour, the secure

reliance which he placed on the advice of this superior

woman, the idea of possessing in her a prime minister

who would never overshadow his glory, and whose for-

tune, identified solely with himself, would assure him a

fidelity almost conjugal ;
all these endowments and at-

tractions all this solicitude for the public good all this

VOL. III. T
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jealousy of the ruling ministers, who unceasingly re-

minded him of Richelieu and Mazarin all this com-

bined pride and tenderness, had increased to an absolute

dominion the feminine and, at the same time, manly

empire of Madame de Maintenon. To step from this

controlling influence to the royal couch, required but a

moment of weakness in the virtue of the woman ;
to en-

able her to mount the throne, there needed only a single

forgetfulness of dignity on the part of the King. The

woman was inflexible, and the monarch yielded.

Bossuet, cherishing the ambition of giving an Esther

to the Church, flattered by the respect which the favourite

lavished on him, and secretly consulted by the King as

to a private marriage, which would at the same time se-

cure his safety and his honour, advised the step which

Louis suggested.

The Archbishop of Paris, De Harlay, a bishop without

scruples, but not destitute of regard for the dignity of

the throne, consented to the marriage, on condition that

it should never be made public. Louvois, son of the

Chancellor, who had for some years past exercised the

office of Minister of War with almost absolute power, and

who for this reason had become necessary to the King's

glory, endeavoured to make his master blush at the in-

tended abasement of his rank. The minister could ob-

tain nothing from the enslaved sovereign, but an oath

that he would never raise to the throne the woman he

was about to elevate to his bed.

The marriage was celebrated at night by the Arch-

bishop of Paris, in the presence of Bossuet, Louvois, and

several intimate friends, as witnesses; some of whom
were well satisfied, and others deeply humiliated, at this

miraculous example of love.

Every evidence implies that Bossuet, who saw in all
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that occurred a means of advancing the interests of reli-

gion, did not here check the ambition or hopes of Ma-

dame de Maintenon, and that the steps of the altar at

which this union was consecrated, appeared to him as

the steps of the throne which the wife of the modern

Ahasuerus would speedily ascend. However this may
be, Madame de Maintenon returned from the ceremony,
if not a queen in name, at least an absolute ruler in

effect. The King gave publicity enough to his marriage

to prevent scandal, and surrounded it with sufficient

mystery to preserve the honour of the throne. A suite

of royal apartments, on the same floor with those of

Louis, at Versailles, received the unacknowledged wife.

The royal family and courtiers attended there to offer

respectful homage to the woman, whom the caprice of

the King had almost crowned; and the King held his

councils of state, in her chamber. The furniture alone

bore evidence of the actual elevation of the favourite to

the rank of queen, in the heart of the sovereign and the

privacy of his palace. This room contained only two

armchairs, of the same fashion, placed on each side of

the fireplace one for Louis XIV., the other for Madame
de Maintenon ;

a table and two low stools occupied the

centre of the apartment ; upon one of these stools the

minister, who came to transact business with the King,
seated himself

;
on the other Madame de Maintenon laid

her book or her needlework. She was present, mute

and apparently inattentive, at all these conferences, usu-

ally preserving a modest and deferential silence before the

mystery of government, but being often urged by the

King to give her opinion, she delivered it with the clear

sense, sound reason, and propriety of language, which

characterized her thoughts and elocution.

The natural instinct of the court, the readiest and

Y 2
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most servile of all instincts under an imperious master,

soon felt that neglect or favour, elevation or disgrace,

empire or fall, depended upon her voice. Madame de

Maintenon held a court in fact ; but happier than an ac-

knowledged queen, who must receive that court accord-

ing to established etiquette, she enjoyed the rare privilege

of choosing her own : she confined it to a learned, pious,

and intimate society, amongst whom were included all

that were most illustrious or most respected in France,

from Racine and Nicole, to Fenelon and Bossuet.

Eenelon, younger, more beloved, and a more constant

attendant at court than Bossuet, from the office he held

as preceptor to the Duke of Burgundy, the King's grand-

son, was not long before he won to himself, as he con-

quered everything, the mind, piety, and admiration of

Madame de Maintenon.

The imagination of this poet, deeply coloured with re-

ligious tints, his inborn nobility of manners and mind,

his refinement, at the same time clear, delicate, and sus-

tained with dignity, his eloquence, flowing and persua-

sive without effort, his natural elegance, revealed exter-

nally in the graceful regularity of his features, and

finally,
his piety, which was gentle rather than dogmatic,

and resembled a transfiguration of evangelical sweetness

into a disciple of the Greek Plato all these combined

attributes completely fascinated Madame de Maintenon
;

she soon began to prefer him to Bossuet, for whom she felt

more fear than attachment : but she could never make

the King participate in this predilection for Fenelon.

Something warned the confused but certain intelligence

of this prince, that so many graces might hide some

snares, that this vivid imagination might feed itself on

chimeras, and that boldness in religion, or fanciful

schemes of politics, might be conceived and brought to
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light in the mind of this philosopher, who appeared to

believe in, and to be ambitious of attaining perfectibility.

Nevertheless the attraction felt by Madame de Mainte-

non for Fenelon was so powerful, that it even prevailed

over her apprehension of offending the King by this

preference. She hid her admiration in her secret heart,

and admitted Fenelon into the select and limited circle

of pious men and mystified women who discoursed in

her apartments at Versailles, or St. Cyr, on the platonic

refinements of transcendental devotion. She listened to

him with delight during these edifying conversations.

Her mind, naturally clear and solid, but long severed

from the association of human tenderness, gratified itself

in suffering her ever-youthful imagination to indulge in

the ecstasies of divine love.

A woman of enigmatical pretensions, still young and

beautiful, devout and eloquent, and surrounded with an

indescribable cloud of supernatural mystery, had ob-

tained introduction into Madame de Maintenon's circle

at St. Cyr, as a subject of edification. This woman was

named Madame Guyon. We cannot understand how

Madame de Maintenon so lightly admitted amongst the

young neophytes of her oratory, in the royal monastery of

St. Cyr, such an equivocal personage as Madame Guyon,
whose character floated between the adventuress and the

inspired devotee. Devotion has its infatuations and ir-

regularities, like every other passion.

Madame Guyon, the widow of a rich citizen of Paris,

and endowed with an ardent imagination, had, after

the death of her husband, although still young, rushed

precipitately into the exercise of excessive piety. She

followed from town to town, and even to Turin and

Lausanne, the director of her conscience, a visionary

monk, who appeared to exercise over her a supernatural
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influence. She founded in several places female con-

vents, of which she appointed her confessor the head.

Expelled by more than one bishop, on account of this

mysterious connection, Madame Guyon returned to

Paris, to propagate, by concealed preaching, theories of

the pure love of God, and strange inspirations, in which

the miracle of the visions authorized the peril of the doc-

trines. She had published, under the title of
"
Torrents,"

the effusions of a sensual piety, in which the thoughts
were pure, but the expressions were scandalous. Her

beauty, adventures, mystery, and inspirations; her elo-

quence which lost and dissolved itself in ecstasies and

tears
;
and the persecutions she had suffered for the cause

of God, occasioned her to be sought after by all those

who were curious in the search of perfection. She pos-

sessed the charm that pity infuses into generous minds ;

thus she obtained impassioned friends and bitter enemies.

Eenelon became acquainted with her at the house of

Madame de Maintenon. He believed that he had at

last discovered one of those sybils invested by antiquity

with the gift of inspiration on the tripod, and that Cal-

vary might inspire more divinely than Dodoiia. Above

all, he was seduced by the sublime doctrine of the disin-

terested love of God, which only borrows its light from

the passionate contemplation of supreme beauty, and de-

mands from adoration no other recompense than adora-

tion in return ;
but he appeared to glide with Madame

Guyon, his oracle, into one of the many consequences dan-

gerous to the morality of this principle. These were his

expressions :

" Once arrived at this state of perfect and

disinterested love, the soul, completely raised by God
above the infirmities of being, becomes exempt from sin,

and can no longer be sullied by the actions committed

under the influence of the senses, during its absence in

the vile sphere of matter and unrighteousness."
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" The world," said Bossuet, in speaking of this woman
and her doctrines,

"
appears as if it desired to be deli-

vered of some strange novelty!" This novelty was

brooded over for a long time by Madame de Main-

tenon, Madame Guyon, Fenelon, and the pious female

coterie of St. Cyr and Versailles, without bursting into

birth. The education of the Duke of Burgundy was

drawing to a close, and Fenelon, through Madame de

Maintenon, had been appointed Archbishop of Cambray
before the new doctrine broke upon the world.

Bossuet, up to this period, had been silent, in spite of

the strange rumours which from time to time reached

his ears : he loved his pupil Fenelon too much, and had

too firm a belief in his virtue, to suspect him of any aber-

ration of heart or mind, in the track of a visionary and

suspected woman. He was grieved, but he did not yet

thunder forth in indignation. Madame de Maintenon

also enjoined him to silence and reserve. The Bishop of

Meaux feared that his lightnings might rebound from

the head of this Priscilla upon that of her powerful pro-

tectress
;

his conduct, during these unsettled years, was

full of prarence towards the Church, of circumspection

towards Madame de Maintenon, and of enduring pa-

tience towards Fenelon. Controversy alone excited the

zeal of Bossuet to religious anger, and holy rage was the

only impulse that could drive him to injury and perse-

cution.

The publication of the book of
" Maxims of Saints,"

by Fenelon, changed a polemical discussion, which until

then had been domestic, into a theological dispute : this

book was a skilful temerity on the part of the author.

Faithful to his friendship for Madame Guyon and

enchained by her errors, Fenelon wished to avow this

attachment in misfortune, and endeavoured to prove, by
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quotations from the fathers of the Church, that the de-

nounced doctrine of this woman, was in fact the venerated

doctrine of the saints.

The book was dangerous to faith, and more dangerous
still to morality. The shadow even of a schism was re-

pulsive to the King ;
his idea of religion consisted in

obedience ; he feared everything that deviated from the

letter of prescriptive ordinances
;

his dry, barren, and

cold imagination never ascended to contemplation; he

reproached Madame de Maintenon for her tenderness of

heart towards Fenelon, and her mystical regard for a

woman who disturbed consciences and unsettled faith.

Madame de Maintenon did not suffer either of her per-

sonal friendships to weigh against the pleasure of the

King. She abandoned Madame Guyon to her perse-

cutors and Fenelon to his antagonist. Bossuet now,

openly acknowledged by her, broke silence with regret,

but with determined energy; war began between the

defender of established doctrine and the young inno-

vator.

The contest was long, bitter, and inveterate
;
and ended

by the irremediable disgrace of Fenelon at court, and by
his signal condemnation at Rome. Theologians and cour-

tiers ranged themselves on the side of Bossuet
; men of

sensibility, independence, and imagination, on that of

Fenelon. This breaking up of an old friendship between

two pontiffs, one of whom had been the spiritual father

of the other, the denunciations of the Pope, the ana-

themas of Rome, the insinuations against the orthodoxy
and almost against the life of the young archbishop,

the diplomatic intrigues, supporting at Rome the priestly

intrigues of the Abbe Bossuet, an unworthy nephew of

a great man, and the medium of conveying his uncle's

anger to the Pope, thus promoting religion by calumny
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and finally, the implacable triumph of Bossuet himself,

who scarcely treated his victim with common delicacy or

respect ;
all these considerations have cast a just and

indelible stain on the character of Bossuet in the eyes of

posterity. But let us speak the truth, even though against

our inclination : posterity has hitherto been governed by
undue partiality, a tendency which it was unable to resist,

towards such a gentle and attractive spirit as Fenelon.

Posterity has its favourites, as well as princes. No one

merited this predilection of heart in opposition to judg-

ment, more than Fenelon; but in the present day, when the

ashes of his pamphlets are cold, and when time has given

to the winds the heavy or light leaves of his polemical lu-

cubrations, there is no reason why the truth should not

be openly declared
;
and after having placed ourselves on

the side of leniency in excusing the errors of Fenelon,

let us assume the tone of severity in our estimate of Bos-

suet, that we may pronounce an equitable judgment be-

tween these two eminent personages.

Here then we see the two greatest ornaments of the

Church, of politics and government, of the episcopacy

and of the sacred pulpit, united up to this period by the

most paternal attachment on the part of Bossuet, and

by the most filial respect on that of Fenelon ; the one

already old, the other still young ;
the one gliding down,

and the other mounting up the ascent of life, honour,

and professional distinction ;
the one, arrived at the apex

of existence, crowned with white hair, strong in the au-

thority of his elder birthright in the episcopacy and his

antiquity in the faith, as he himself designates his august

pretensions, stretching forth his hand to the other, to raise

him as a successor to that species of grand pontificate

which he himself had long exercised in the church of

France. Bossuet prepared, like Elijah, while ascending
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to heaven, to let his mantle fall upon this second Elisha.

He personally consecrated him Archbishop of Cambray,
with prophetic words, which marked him out to the

world as his natural inheritor in the supreme magistracy

of faith, doctrine, and example. He delighted to exhibit

publicly, in the person of this young and eloquent dis-

ciple, the torch without a shadow, by the light of which

the faithful should walk in a sure and straight path after

God had been pleased to remove his tutor from his earthly

labours. But this was little. The aged churchman was

equally a politician and a pontiff. He had much to re-

deem, by his zeal, in the opinion of that court of Rome
from which he had wrested so much by violent opposi-

tion. He owed to it the superintending control of men's

minds, and the extirpation of rising heresies
;
he owed to

the King, of whom he was the eye and mouth in ecclesi-

astical matters, the calming down of religious troubles,

hardly suppressed, and ready to break out again through-

out the kingdom ;
he owed to the heir presumptive of

the throne, the Duke of Burgundy, who was confided to

teachers chosen by him, not to permit any exaggera-

tion, corruption, or alteration in his faith (destined to re-

present that of a great empire,) by infatuations, insanities,

or hallucinations, for which he was responsible to the

kingdom ;
and finally, he owed to God, whose minister

he was by the episcopacy and by inspiration, not to be-

tray, through feebleness of heart or a cowardly complai-

sance of friendship, what he considered in the light of

divine truth a trust confided by apostolic succession to

the last of the Apostles, represented by himself.

Suddenly, this father of the Church, this instructor of

doctrine, this guardian of the faith, this chief of the

episcopacy, this minister of the King, this exterminator

of heresy, this viceroy of Rome, this religious tutor of
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the soul of the heir to the throne, this sentinel of the king-

dom's peace, this custodian of the purity of the national

religion, awoke up at the report of the strange rumours

spread around him.

He heard that his disciple, his son, his predestined

successor, the preceptor of the heir of the throne, the

Archbishop of a great diocese, Fenelon, in fact, had

given himself up to political dreams and ecstatic visions,

more approaching empty chimeras than rational sanctity.

He ascertained that, in a book still unpublished, but

which had already transpired in the court and in the

city,
'

Telemachus/ Fenelon had written, under the sha-

dow of the palace of Louis XIV., for the instruction of

his grandson, a most deadly satire upon the reign, and

had drawn a most odious portrait, of the grandfather of

his pupil.

He learnt that this book, instead of giving to the in-

heritor of the throne sound lessons in practical govern-

ment, pointed out to him, in clouds and false colouring, a

course of politics, which exhibited no knowledge of man-

kind as they are, without reality, body, or muscles
;

which called all necessary authority, tyranny ;
which shook

the faith of kings in themselves
;
which condemned all the

traditions hitherto handed down by experience, and re-

placed them with his Utopia of Salentum ; with puerilities

or empty high-sounding absurdities, which extol equality

instead of hierarchy, and the multiplicity instead of the

unity of power ; which praises labour and proscribes

luxury j
to sum up all, a book, or rather a dream, in

which the phantasies destroy each other, and the publi-

cation of which, according to Bossuet, could have no

other effect than that of enfeebling the mind of the future

King, and of misleading the people by incoherent illu-

sions.
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Satisfied at the first glance he bestowed upon the

pages of this Utopia, the mind of Bossuet, so imbued

with the spirit of government, was more saddened than

irritated; and when 'Telemachus' was brought to him,

accompanied by an account of the great sensation that

his pupil's book had produced in the world,
"
No," said

he,
"
I shall not read it : at my age, I have no longer

time for fables !

"

From that day, Bossuet did not even speak of Fenelon,

from the fear of having too much to say : he only la-

mented privately that love adventures and voluptuous

images, should be described with evident self-enjoyment

by the pen of a Christian archbishop, and placed before

the delicate imagination of a young man who was soon

to become a king.

But other reports, more alarming, and still more incre-

dible, reached the ears of Bossuet. He learnt that his

disciple, fascinated by the ecstasies, and convinced by
the visions of a young enthusiast, had abandoned the

august and holy established authorities of the faith, to

seek doctrine and salvation in the revelations of a female

adventurer, whose mind and judgment were the sport

of every change of feeling; and whose moral conduct

even, although perhaps chaste, was not exempt from sus-

picion. He imposed on himself the task of perusing the

shameful effusions of piety of this St. Theresa of the

drawing-rooms. He felt as under the influence of a

dream, when he read the
' Torrents ;' an undeniable im-

pulse of delirium, written upon the tripod of the sybils.

He listened to a repetition of those strange scenes of pre-

tended possession by the Divine spirit, scenes in which,

even in the presence of Fenelon, Madame Guyon gave

herself up to heavenly guidance, and which caused Bos-

suet to exclaim, while he blushed for the episcopacy :
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" And thou, O Lord ! if I durst, I would ask thee to

send one of thy seraphim, with the hottest of all thy coals,

to purify my lips from this recital, however necessary it

has been !"

It was at these mysterious meetings, sometimes autho-

rized by the presence of Fenelon, that Madame Guyon
assumed the name of the spouse of Christ, announced

her superiority in the heart of her heavenly husband, even

over the Virgin herself, and declared
"
that in the state

of perfect purification to which she was raised by this

union, she should refuse to pray, considering that it was

for servants to pray, but that the wife should confine her-

self to asking favours."

Bossuet, in his charitable incredulity of such an excess

of mysticism in his disciple, was for a long time silent.

At length he interrogated Fenelon with mild anxiety, upon
the fact of his mental participation in such extravagances
of intellect, propriety, and doctrine.

Fenelon vowed to him that he went no further than to

admire the piety of Madame Guyon, and to endeavour

to ascertain if her inspirations were real
;
but that he held

his judgment in suspense, his faith protected ;
and that

he was ready to ratify with closed eyes every sentence

that Bossuet himself should pronounce against these sus-

picious innovations.

This solemn promise, unceasingly renewed in writing

and in conversation, reassured Bossuet, and induced him

patiently to reserve his impending explosion.

At the request of the Archbishop of Paris, M. de

Noailles, a commission of the most venerable theologians

and bishops of the church of France was appointed to

examine into this delicate affair.

Bossuet desired that Fenelon himself should be invited

to attend, from personal respect and a due regard to im-

partial judgment.
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Fenelon declined being present, but he promised to

sign the decree of his colleagues in the episcopacy.

The examination was long, and interrupted by cir-

cumstances foreign to the matter in question. Madame

Guyon, during these delays, sought to propitiate Bossuet

himself by an apparent deference to his authority. She

came to reside at Meaux, in a convent under his direc-

tion. She submitted to his examination
; she confessed

her rashness
;
she promised him to be governed in all

respects by the decision of the bishops, and to await their

sentence at Meaux under his supervision.

Suddenly, Bossuet ascertained that his wily penitent

had deceived him ; that she had secretly departed from

Meaux, and that, concealed in Paris, undoubtedly by the

supposed connivance of Fenelon, she there continued her

inspired assemblies and preachings. The rage of Bossuet

did not yet burst forth, but it began to murmur.

The decree of the bishops was at length pronounced.

Fenelon, who had promised to ratify it, refused to affix

his signature : he did more ;
he wrote in favour of

Madame Guyon, who had been condemned by his col-

leagues. He published his book, called
' The Maxims

of Saints,' followed by reiterated letters against Bossuet

letters full of insubordination and complaint under the

appearance of deferential submission. Opinion resolved

itself into distinct parties ; religious factions were formed,

which divided the court and the empire.

Bossuet, who had long maintained silence, from grief

and regard for the episcopacy, felt himself obliged to

reply on behalf of the menaced Church and himself. He
answered in a single letter the four accusatory epistles

of Fenelon, and reasoned with the doubts of public

opinion in a treatise entitled
' A Relation of Quietism.'

He refuted, but still with circumspection and respect,
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the arguments set forth by his old pupil ; he remem-

bered his former friendship for Fenelon, the possible

return to truth of the wanderer, the episcopal character,

the favour of Madame de Maintenon, and finally, the

virtue of which he had no suspicion, although he de-

nounced error. It was only at insulated moments, and

when driven by the excess of injustice, that he suffered

the cry of his ulcerated heart to escape, a cry which

was not without a last accent of hope, and an echo of

gentleness and tenderness towards his former friend and

pupil.
"

I have read, Monseigneur," said he at the com-

mencement of his reply,
"
the four letters that you have

addressed to me
;
and I have, in common with all the

world, admired the facility of your genius, the delicacy

of your style of reasoning, the vivacity and gentle per-

suasiveness of your eloquence." He was grieved, and

felt himself called upon to justify the necessity of

speaking.
"
If the author of these innovations," said he,

"
already

condemned by the Church before we can pronounce our

opinion, conceals, disguises, and mitigates them, and by
so doing only renders them more current, more insinu-

ating, and more dangerous, should they be suffered,

for the welfare of humanity, to glide under the grass

and escape the holy severity of theological censure ? If

I have exceeded this, let it be manifested to me
;

if I

have done no more, God will be my protector against

the weakness and vain complaisance of the world."

Bossuet ended by resenting, perhaps too keenly, hu-

man injury under the appearance of vindicating faith
;

and he himself, in return, hurled the powers of oratori-

cal insult against his adversary, formerly his son.

"
After this, Monseigneur," continued he,

"
I have
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nothing more to say, and in reply to your four letters I

shall confine myself to this single answer. If there can

be found in all you have written any important point

which I have not here refuted, I shall reply to it by
other means. [He alluded to the pontifical authority of

Rome.] As to letters, you may write as many as you

please ; you may divide the opinions of the court and

city ; you may cause your wit and eloquence to be ad-

mired, and recall the graces of the
'

Provincial Letters'

(recent publications of Pascal, which had charmed the

laity and highly displeased the Church) ;
I no longer

desire to take part in the spectacle that you seem deter-

mined to exhibit to the world/' "A new prophetess," ex-

claimed he elsewhere, "has undertaken in our day to

resuscitate heresy : this is the child she wishes to bring

forth; the work of this woman is not yet completed.

The Archbishop of Cambray, a man of such an elevated

position, has suffered himself to be enticed into this un-

happy mystery : he will not say that he is ignorant of

this ridiculous communication of heavenly grace to an

insane female, nor of her prophecies, nor of her pretended
state of apostolical sinlessness. According to his own

confession, he has allowed her to retain the esteem of

many illustrious persons who were guided by his judg-
ment

;
he has thus suffered an impostor to be respected,

who has only uttered as prophecy the illusions of her

own heart. I have never spoken until after charity and

gentleness had made their last effort. As to what relates

to M. de Cambray, I am only too much justified by facts,

and by the letters he has written. To what do they at-

tribute this jealousy of which I and my colleagues are

accused ? And if it is necessary to justify ourselves from

so base a passion, what is there to cause jealousy in the

new work of this Archbishop ? Should we envy him the
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glory of painting in glowing colours a woman like Madame

Guyon ? If God has willed that the Church should pos-

sess in the person of one of her bishops this living victim

of seduction, and if this Priscilla has found her Montanus

to defend her, may he overrule for there is still time

the judgments of the Church ! As for the King, who

from respect leaves to the Church full liberty of investi-

gation in points of faith, what is there to be astonished

at, if he supports by his authority those ecclesiastics who

walk in the right path?"
We observe that Bossuet in every instance appeals to

force too quickly after an appeal to reason : such is ever

the vice of predominant convictions and despotic cha-

racters.

In this polemical discussion upon Madame Guyon,
with the exception of some severe words which escaped
in the ardour of his faith and the desire to vindicate his

own character, words too much provoked by the more

indirect, but more wounding apostrophes of Fenelon,

Bossuet had hitherto conducted himself as a man of

calm sense and patience, who desired only to discharge

a painful duty. Fenelon, on the other hand, appears

throughout, as one under the influence of an illusion,

without experience, and imbued with a desire to pro-

mote discord : he dreams like a visionary, distresses his

instructor, elevates a few female enthusiasts into a sect,

avoids judgment of the disputes, retracts, and finally,

abuses the patience and silence of the oracle of the

Church to drag him, against his own inclination, into

the lists, and to publish, under the semblance of self-

justification, charges against Bossuet that were equally

unjust and untrue.

Bossuet thinks as an apostle and a politician. He is

patient as a friend, and compassionate as a man older

VOL. III. Z
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than his antagonist ;
he makes superhuman efforts to

soften the reports and confine the scandal to the walls of

the sanctuary ;
and he does not publicly declare his feel-

ings and even then with tears until his silence might
have been construed into a dereliction of his episcopal

duties, a treason against his ministerial office, and a dis-

honourable submission to the insult offered to his cha-

racter.

Up to this point, superiority in reason, circumspec-

tion, respect, tolerance, and in the mode of carrying on

the quarrel, must unquestionably be accorded to Bossuet.

A perusal of the reciprocal replies of the two disputants

elevates his position, while it materially lowers that of

his rival.

These distinguished antagonists no longer appeared
on the same level. Something of feminine inconsistency

showed itself in the attitude and accent of Fenelon, while

Bossuet maintained the deportment of a man, and an

honest one. We can collect this from the following frag-

ments of his last reply to Fenelon
;

his repressed indig-

nation doubles the force of his words, and his reserve is

more powerful than speech.
"
Monseigneur,

"
I have perused four letters which you have addressed

to me, and, in common with the rest of the world, I

admire the fertility of your genius, the delicacy of your

style, the vivacity and gentle insinuations of your elo-

quence. With what a variety of beautiful expressions

do you maintain that people represent you as dreaming
with your eyes open, and that it is neither reasonable

nor just, to accuse you of such gross contradictions, with-

out having legally proved, in a competent court, that

you have lost the use of your reason !

" You urge your complaint so far as to say,
'

If I am
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capable of such folly, of which an example could not be

found, even amongst madmen who are under restraint

and confinement, I am not in a condition to which blame

can be attached, and it is you who are in fault, for hav-

ing written in so serious and energetic a manner against

a lunatic/ What elegance is there in these expressions,

what beauty in these images ! But after all, we feel that

arguments of this nature, in a matter-of-fact view, in

which the question is to discover whether you have con-

tradicted yourself or not, can only dazzle for a moment,

and that we must finally return to truth
"
It would have been much more satisfactory if you

had entered into a precise explanation, and exercised

your abilities in the employment of words which convey
a consistent meaning, rather than in distorting them at

this late period, to escape by any means from, the di-

lemma in which you have plunged yourself.
" But however, these contradictions are inseparable in-

gredients of the disease called error
;

as also of that de-

nominated false and fruitless subtlety ; prejudice receives

one representation, but truth presents another. Artful

and refined arguments are brought forward, incapable of

influencing impartial judgment, which naturally rejects

them. Whoever is attacked by these maladies, whatever

else he may do, can never fail to contradict himself, for

he who is in error must necessarily arrive at a certain

point, from which he is inevitably plunged into this in-

consistent course of reasoning and action. When St.

Paul told the pretended doctors that they did not un-

derstand either what they spoke of, or affirmed so posi-

tively ;
when he said that erroneous doctrine was full

of contradictions, which is one definition of the words

in which he proves the incongruities of falsely-named

science
;
when he declared that the heretic (without in-

z 2
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tending to give this name to him who submits, but ap-

plies it solely to him who suffers his faith to be de-

ceived) is condemned by his own judgment ; and finally,

that all those who oppose themselves to the truth, after

having for some time, by an unhappy perseverance, erred,

and caused others to err, that is to say, after having

dazzled the world by specious reasoning and seductive

eloquence, should cease to advance further, because their

folly would then become manifest to all, the Apostle

did not wish to coerce them in bonds, or prove by law

that they had lost their reason ;
he only desired to point

out to us that there is a light of truth, which makes

itself felt even in error

" But this reputation of high intellectual endowments,

far from excusing those great minds who rush into error,

and drag others with them, is, on the contrary, the

direct ground and source of their condemnation. ' Ex-

alted minds,' says St. Augustine,
'
subtle geniuses, magna

et acuta inyenia, have fallen into the greatest mistakes
;

because, trusting in their own powers, they have walked

with superior boldness : In tanto majores errores ierunt,

quanta prcefidentius tanquam suis viribus cucurrerent.

They must neither be confined nor shut up, as you pro-

pose. Such remedies are only suggested by a false light :

generally speaking, we need only allow them to write

freely and display the brilliancy of their wit, in order to

see them soon lose and bewilder themselves in their own

intricacies, or become entangled in the meshes of their

mistaken dialectics.

"
I say it with grief, as Heaven can witness, you have

endeavoured to refine upon true piety : you have found

nothing worthy of you but God, beautiful and perfect in

himself. The goodness by which he descends to us, and

causes us to ascend again to him, has appeared to you
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a mode of proceeding unsuitable to the perfect ; and you
have denounced even hope, since, under the name of

pure love, you have established despair as the most com-

plete of all sacrifices : at any rate, it is of this error

that you are accused. Whoever wishes to maintain this,

cannot do it himself, for he must run against himself in

a hundred places, either in endeavouring to find defence,

or to cover and conceal his weakness
;
and yet you have

just said,
' Prove that I am a madman ;' and sometimes

you say,
' Prove that I am insincere, otherwise my repu-

tation places me beyond suspicion/ No, Monseigneur,
truth will not permit this : you may be in heart what-

ever you please to assert, but we can only judge by your

words," etc. etc.

The severity of the Bishop of Meaux, in the sequel of

this affair, only showed that he carried right to an ex-

treme point : he pushed justice to the extent of ven-

geance. But it must be admitted, in his defence, that

this error was less his fault than that of his advanced

age. Led away, overruled, and governed by his nephew,
the Abbe Bossuet, a man of limited intellect, vulgar soul,

spiteful disposition, and a character degraded by servility,

the great bishop appeared drawn down by this rela-

tive, to the level of the inquisitors of faith and the per-

secutors of genius. It was this same nephew who be-

sought Rome to hurl the thunders of the Church upon
the head of the Archbishop of Cambray, with as much
ardour as a saint could display in praying for heaven. It

was he who spread abroad the calumnies against the dis-

ciple of his uncle, who pressed the ministers and the

King's ambassadors to extort a condemnation and brand-

ing from the Pope, which struck at all innocence of man-

ners, purity of morals, the episcopacy itself, talent, friend-
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ship, and virtue, and who wrote to several of his corre-

spondents at Paris, in speaking of Fenelon,
" At length

we have chained this ferocious beast!" A true type of

those mistaken zealots of the faith, who strive to add to

the thunders of heaven, insult and defamation, the miser-

able substitutes supplied by human anger. But the cha-

racter of a great man ought not to suffer for the degene-

racy of a relation who disgraced his name. In this in-

stance there is congeniality of blood only, but none of

mind, genius, or disposition.

We should truly rejoice if the character of Bossuet

was stained by no blemish more indelible than the un-

merited one which has been cast upon it from partiality

to Fenelon in the affair of
c

Telemachus/ and of the

treatise on Quietism. But there is unfortunately another,

which indulgence cannot remove, neither can time efface.

He became the oppressor of consciences
;
he wished to

establish by the sword, in the souls of men, that dog-

matic principle which governed his own mind the uni-

formity of faith which prevailed throughout the kingdom.
He was not contented to be the high-priest of the reli-

gion of his God, he desired also to be, and by his prac-

tice became, the high-priest of the religion of his King.

We have seen him, in his arguments with the Re-

formed ministers, profess the impious principle that the

religion of the subject must of necessity conform to that

of the prince a principle which places God subordinate

to man, and enables tyranny to extend its influence even

over the inaccessible dominions of conscience. It must

however be admitted that this opinion, delivered and en-

tertained by Bossuet, was not with him the adulation of

a monarch ;
it was the deification of a dogma : dogma,

in his theological mind, became deity itself. His whole

philosophy was embodied in his catechism.
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Liberty of thought had never penetrated his soul, and

as a natural consequence, toleration had no entrance

there. He was so convinced of the evident reality of his

principles, that he did not admit a doubt of this evidence

striking the convictions of other men as powerfully as it

had impressed his own. He attributed, in perfect con-

viction, to obstinacy, revolt, and impiety, all resistance to

the authority of the Church : a doubter with him was

not merely a free-thinker, he was a positive rebel.

Devoted to theocracy from the bottom of his heart, he

believed firmly that the duty of kings was to cause his

God and their God, to reign upon earth by the same laws

and the same exercise of power which is given to them

to maintain the laws of the kingdom. He had drawn

this implacable theory from the Old Testament : con-

version or extermination was his traditional motto. For-

getting entirely his invectives against the persecutors of

the oppressed Gospel, he admitted that, once triumphant,

the Gospel should, in its turn, persecute. Martyrs for

any other faith than his own, were not martyrs in his

estimation ; they were merely factious and vanquished

opponents.

We analyze this pious injustice of Bossuet, not to

excite admiration, but to demand censure. It takes

from the human mind, however exalted it may be, its

first instinct justice ;
it deprives Christianity of its lead-

ing virtue charity ;
and religion of its highest dignity

independence. It is the bondage most degrading both

to master and slave, transferred from the body to the

soul ; it is the man, delivered up bound to God and the

church, instead of the unfettered spirit, raising his soul

with freedom to heaven, and walking by himself to his

deity and his altar.

Such was the doctrine of Louis XIV., whose mind,
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when fathomed to the bottom, was as docile as it was

imperious. Louis was great, exclusively by his own will ;

beyond himself, he knew nothing; his personal and

royal egotism constituted his entire genius. All liberty

was offensive to him, even liberty in religious belief;

uniformity of faith and worship appeared to him as one

of the prerogatives of monarchy. Policy strengthened
these opinions in his mind. He did not feel himself

sufficiently a king, when the liberal creed of one portion

of his subjects protested insolently against the belief of

the monarch. Independence as to established tenets,

was with him a conspiracy against heaven ;
as he con-

sidered liberty a faction against earthly authority.

The long civil and religious war of the League had

terminated by the recantation of Henry IV. This prince,

having conquered with the aid of the reformers, was

about to reign against them. His faith gave way to his

ambition, and he bartered, with impious jests, his religion

for a throne. We remember his words, which have

since passed into a proverb with the ambitious,
"
Paris is

well worth a mass." Nevertheless, to cement a peace be-

tween his old friends the Protestants and his new sub-

jects the Catholics, this King, tolerant from policy, had

published the Edict of Nantes, which promised perfect

liberty and equality to the two different modes of wor-

ship. This Edict was irksome to the Catholics, for

equality was not victory ; it was equally distasteful to

Louis XIV., for having become a Catholic by the defec-

tion of Henry IV. to the Protestant party, this party

could only see enemies upon the throne in the successors

of the apostate monarch. However, neither Cardinal

Richelieu, who was such an exterminator of the aristo-

cracy, nor Cardinal Mazarin, the pacificator of civil trou-

bles, had dared to revoke the Edict of Nantes : it was
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the grand charter of liberty of faith one-half of the

kingdom lived under its shadow.

During the regency of Anne of Austria, the Govern-

ment confined itself to converting, by means of undue

favour, the influential families of the court and provinces.

They bought consciences one by one ;
and it must be

said, to the shame of the really religious convictions of

France at this period, that they were not sold at a very

high price. The example of Henry IV. had made a

change in religion a mere matter of traffic. None felt

themselves guilty in abjuring for an estate or title that

which the King had forsaken for a throne.

But no sooner had Louis XIV., surrounded by his

mother, Anne of Austria, and by fervid Catholics and

bishops imbued with Spanish traditions, assumed the

reins of power into his own hands, than the plan of ren-

dering the faith of the kingdom uniform, either by bribery,

constraint, or even, if necessary, by extreme violence, be-

came the soul of the Government : everything converged

by degrees and incessant efforts to this great end.

It was not difficult for politicians to persuade the young

monarch, that the last leaven of revolt existed in the he-

terodox worship, and that he would never be really king,

until he held the right of governing his people in the

name of a God, who, properly speaking, could only be

represented by royalty. The bishops easily made him

look upon this great service performed for the church as

an expiation for the thoughtlessness and scandalous pro-

ceedings of his youth. He persuaded himself that God
would pardon every irregularity in a prince who brought
back an entire nation to his service.

Love and war suspended for a considerable time these

ideas
;
but when Louis became satiated at once with

glory and pleasure, and when Madame de Maintenon,
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the Duke de Beauvilliers, the Duke de Montausier, Bos-

suet, the Archbishop of Rheims, the Chancellor Letellier,

and all the religious portion of the court, began to direct

his now unoccupied and scrupulous mind to the interests

of religion, Louis XIV. returned to his plans with re-

newed ardour.

From bribery they proceeded to compulsion. Mission-

aries, escorted by dragoons, spread themselves, at the in-

stigation of Bossuet and even of Fenelon, over the western,

southern, and eastern provinces, and particularly in those

districts, throughout which, Protestantism, more firmly

rooted amongst a more tenacious people, had as yet re-

sisted all attempts at conversion by preaching. The

repetition of these facts is terrible, but indispensable;
to pass over in silence what is wrong, is to encourage,

strengthen, and flatter evil.

Children from above seven years of age were authorized

to abjure legally the religion of their fathers. The houses

of those parents who refused to deliver up their sons and

daughters were invaded and laid under contributions by
the royal troops. The expropriation of their homes and

the tearing asunder of families, compelled the people to

fly from open persecution. The King, uneasy at this

growing depopulation, pronounced the punishment of

the galleys against those who sought liberty in flight :

he also ordered the confiscation of all the lands and

houses which were sold by those proprietors who were

preparing to quit the kingdom.
He placed under one category the consciences of the

nation, excluding from nearly every office, and soon from

every trade, those who persisted in following the pro-

scribed faith, in order that the people might be reduced

to choose between life and abjuration.

Perpetual banishment was pronounced against those
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clergymen who maintained and propagated their creed

by their words. This harsh treatment caused the people
to murmur, and seditions to arise in the provinces thus

cruelly treated, which were punished by torture.

The grandson of the state-councillor of Henry IV.,

who had drawn up the text of the Edict of Nantes, was

broken on the wheel at Grenoble for having claimed the

privilege of the royal act. Many other individuals were

also similarly executed, or hanged at Toulouse.
" France

resembles a sick man, whose legs and arms are cut off to

cure him," wrote Queen Christina of Sweden, who hap-

pened to visit the kingdom at this period. Very soon

the proscription was organized en masse : all the cavalry

in the kingdom, who on account of the peace were un-

employed, were placed at the disposal of the preachers

and bishops, to uphold their missions with the sabre.
" The King wishes," thus wrote the minister Louvois,

son of Letellier, the friend of Bossuet,
"
that the utmost

severity should be shown to all who refuse to embrace

his religion, and this severity must be pushed to extre-

mity against those who desire the foolish glory of being
the last to be converted."

Bossuet approved of these persecutions. Religious and

political faith in his eyes justified their necessity. His

correspondence is full of evidence, while his actions prove
that he was an accomplice : even his eloquence, as we
shall see, overflowed with approbation of, and enthusiasm

for these oppressions of the soul and terrors of heresy.

At length, when the proscriptions had left scarcely any

surviving voices to murmur, the King ventured upon the

great coup d'etat against liberty of conscience. The formal

revocation of the Edict of Nantes was pronounced by a

counter-edict emanating from the royal authority.

Bossuet's party and that of the Court, blending mil-
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tually in the same satisfaction, had only one common cry
with which to applaud the triumph of violence. Perse-

cution, which up to this time had been illegal and dis-

guised, now became the open law of the state. The

country was all at once deprived of nearly a quarter of

her children. It became necessary to abandon either the

name of Frenchman, or to abjure the faith dictated by
conscience.

" You have doubtless seen," wrote Madame de Sevigne
on the 31st of October, "the new decree by which the

King revokes the Edict of Nantes. Nothing is to be

compared to this exercise of royal authority; and no

monarch has ever done, or will ever do, anything so truly

memorable/'

Thus, according to place and time, there will ever be

found approbation and praise for persecutors as well as

for the oppressed. Party spirit extinguishes the instincts

of justice and pity even in the hearts of women
; history

alone espouses, without any difference of opinion, the side

of the victims.

The legalized persecutions which followed the revo-

cation of the Edict of Nantes, recalled the most cele-

brated proscriptions that had occurred in the annals of

the human race. It was even proposed to imprison in a

body, and without exception, all who declared themselves

opposed to the religion of the King. The clergymen of

the reformed faith were allowed fifteen days, during which

they were either to abjure their creed, or expatriate them-

selves from the kingdom.
Thousands of families who had been rooted out and

expelled from their residences, fled by every frontier and

every sea-port. Colonies of these proscribed people

spread over Germany, England, Piedmont, the mountains

of the Vaudois, and even to the extremities of Africa and
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America. The orders of the King, who condemned them

to banishment, at the same time forbade flight : the pri-

sons were not large enough to contain the people, and

the galleys were filled to overflowing with those criminals

who preferred martyrdom to apostasy.

Everything was considered a crime in those who were

allowed to remain in France : they were forbidden to

employ Catholic servants or workmen, lest the religion of

the master should corrupt the household ; they were not

permitted to have Protestant servants, lest their houses

should become asylums for those who secretly professed

the same faith ; they were compelled to be present at the

ceremonies, and to partake of the sacraments of a worship
which in their hearts they repudiated. We have before

our eyes the letters of Bossuet, in which these measures

are gravely discussed, and which decide by what signs

they might discover the sincerity and punish the hypo-

crisy of these compulsory attendances at the ceremonies

of the Church. Those who, when dying, refused to fulfil

the Catholic rites, were dragged upon a hurdle and

thrown upon the dunghill, like some denounced and un-

clean animal.

Terror kindled fanaticism. The Cevennes, a rude and

religious district in the south, broke out into open insur-

rection ; this rebellion was stifled in blood. Reciprocal

assassinations threw the provinces into consternation. A
priest of frenzied zeal, the Abbe du Chaila, after having

been himself mutilated when a missionary in India, re-

turned to inflict torture upon his Protestant countrymen
in the Cevennes. A martyr himself before long, he was

immolated on the dead bodies of those he had sacrificed.

Each was by turns, or at once, the executioner and the

victim. Catholic priests and Protestant ministers were,

according to the vicissitudes of the contest, followed,
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tracked, and shot down without mercy or distinction in

the caverns of the rocks and mountains. Three of the

King's armies, commanded by marshals of France, could

hardly extinguish this La Vendee in its own blood :

everybody died, took flight, or abjured their faith. The

eye and hand of Government were only occupied under

the sometimes paternal, but more frequently barbarous

directions of theologians, in perpetuating a domestic

purification which tore children from fathers and mothers

who were suspected or obstinate, in order to sever them

from their faith, and shut them up in convents under the

institutions of a different creed. Fenelon himself was

only distinguished in this political apostleship by more

gentle means of persuasion ;
but he approves, in two let-

ters, of the employment of troops and salutary intimida-

tion to enforce change of faith by fear.

As for Bossuet, he triumphed openly, and boldly as-

sumed the responsibility of the proscription over the

coffin of the Chancellor Letellier, the minister, contriver,

author, and executor of these barbarities. In the funeral

sermon which he preached on his friend, he dismissed

him to the presence of his Creator with his proscriptions

as a title to salvation and glory.
" Our fathers/' said he in this panegyric,

"
did not see,

as we see, an inveterate heresy fall suddenly upon the

universe, astonished at witnessing in such a novel event

the most assured proof of the noblest use of authority ;

and the personal merit of the prince more recognized and

revered than even his power."
Then bursting into lyric poetry, he began a song of

triumph upon France, which had been purged of millions

of proscribed heretics by the hand of these purifiers of

the faith.

" Do not let us, however," cries he,
"
pass lightly over
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this miracle of our days : let us hand down the recital

to future ages ! Take your sacredpens, you who compose

the annals of the Church. . . . Nimble instruments of a

prompt writer and a diligent hand! Hasten to place

Louis XIV. in the position of Constantine or Theodosius.

Before the reign of these emperors, whose laws forbade

assemblies of heretics, sects remained united and linked

together for a long series of years. But since God has

stirred up Christian princes to interdict these erroneous

forms of worship to heretics, and that the clergy who

watched over them have prevented their being exercised

in private, these inveterate enthusiasts have died without

posterity, because they could not freely propagate their

mischievous dogmas. Thus fell heresy, with its venom."

And after having celebrated a more recent, and, ac-

cording to him, a more marvellous persecution, he con-

tinues :

" Let our acclamations resound to heaven, and

let us proclaim to this new Constantine, this new Theo-

dosius, this new Marcian, this new Charlemagne, what

the six hundred fathers of the Church declared of old in

the council of Chalcedon. You have established the

faith ; you have exterminated heresy : behold a work

worthy of your reign ! King of heaven, preserve the

king of the earth ! Such is the prayer of the Church,

and the invocation of her bishops."
" When the pious chancellor affixed his seal to the re-

vocation of the celebrated Edict of Nantes, he exclaimed,

after witnessing this triumph of faith, this magnificent
monument of the King's piety, that nothing now remained

for him but to die ! These were the last words that he

uttered in his office as minister."

After such expressions, it is impossible to think that

Bossuet was not implicated in this foul blot upon the

reign of Louis XIV. His theological implacability
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changed in his own mouth oppression of conscience into

virtue. We lament this false conviction of right, which

compels the historian to inscribe after the name of such

an exalted genius and such a zealous partisan, the title of

proscriber.

But truth renders this inevitable. When zeal becomes

a passion, it readily merges into violence
; and when it

guides the hand of political power, the apostle becomes

responsible for the executioner. Let us hasten to throw

a veil over this portion of Bossuet's ecclesiastical ministry.

It was not his soul, but his logic that was cruel. He did

not seek to avenge himself, but his excessive pride blinded

him until he believed that he was the avenger of God : a

terrible lesson to every excess of zeal, to every extreme

opinion, and to all future times.

The death of the Prince de Conde recalled the bishop
to an eloquence more worthy of himself. It appeared
as if his genius acquired added solemnity from his own

near approach to the tomb : the decease of his first pro-

tector and most constant admirer, told him that all fame

must perish.

These two pre-eminent glories of the age, the one in

war, and the other in literature and religion, appeared as if

they were mutually drawn towards each other. Bossuet

felt the warning in his heart, and he reflected it in his

voice. The peroration of this discourse reaches the apex
of modern eloquence, the ancients possessed not such

power of language. The similarity in advanced age, the

contemporaneous career and equality of position between

the orator and the hero who reposed in the sleep of death

at his feet, carried his flow of words to the loftiest eleva-

tion : the scene was worthy of the discourse.

" Cast your eyes around, on every side," said Bossuet ;

" behold all that magnificence and piety could do to pay
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honour to a hero! Titles, inscriptions vain marks of

what exist no longer figures which seem to weep round

a tomb, and fragile images of a grief which, like every-

thing else, is obliterated by time ; columns which appear
as if they wished to bear to heaven a mighty witness of

our insignificance ;
and nothing is wanting in all these

honours, except the object to whom they are paid.
"
Weep then over these feeble remains of human life !

Weep over this sad immortality which we assign to our

heroes ! But above all things, be impressed, O you
warlike and undaunted spirits, who race with so much
ardour in the career of glory ! Who was ever more

worthy to command you, and where have you found a

more honest leader ?

"
Weep then for this great captain, and say amidst

your sighs,
' This is he who led us in danger, under

whom so many renowned chieftains have been found, who

by his example have risen to the highest honours of the

military profession. His shadow may still gain battles,

and even in silence his name animates us, and at the

same time warns us, that in order to find in death some

rest from our labours, and not to reach our eternal abode

without some sure reliance or resource, we must serve

the King in heaven as faithfully as our king on earth.

"
Serve, then, this immortal Sovereign who overflows

with mercy, and who will estimate more highly a sigh

or a glass of water offered in his name, than all other

monarchs would deem of all your blood spilt in their

cause
;
and begin to date your useful services from that

day when you devote yourselves to a master of such un-

bounded beneficence.

"And you, will you not approach this monument? you,

I say, whom he fondly classed in the rank of his friends ?

All of you, in whatever degree of confidential intercourse

VOL. III. '2 A
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you have stood with him, surround this tomb together,

mingle tears with your prayers, and while admiring in so

great a prince a friendship so disinterested, and an inter-

course so sweet, preserve the remembrance of a hero whose

virtue equalled his courage. Thus may he always be to

you a dear subject of conversation
; thus may you profit

by his perfections, and thus may his death that you de-

plore, be to you at the same time a consolation and an

example.
" As for me, if I may be permitted after all others to

render the last services at this tomb, O prince, worthy

object of our praises and regrets, you will live eternally

in my memory ; your image will be traced there, not re-

presenting that commanding image which promised vic-

tory, for I wish to behold nothing in you that death can

efface. But it will be stamped with immortality. I shall

there look upon you such as you were at that last day
under the hand of God, when his glory had already begun
to shine upon you. It is there that I see you more tri-

umphant than at Eribourg and Rocroi
;
and transported

by so great a victory, I shall say in returning thanks, in

the words of the beloved disciple, Et htec est victoria

qua vincit mundum, fides nostra. The true victory which

conquers the whole world, and places it under our feet,

is the victory of faith.

"
Enjoy, prince, this sublime conquest ; enjoy it eter-

nally by the immortal virtue of this sacrifice. Accept
the last efforts of a voice which was known to you, and

whose last discourse will be dedicated to your memory.
Instead of deploring the death of others henceforth, great

prince, I shall learn from you to render my own, holy.

Happy if warned by these white hairs of the account that

I must shortly give of my ministry, I shall reserve for

the flock that I ought to nourish with the word of life, the
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remains of a voice which is broken, and an ardour that

will soon be extinguished."

Bossuet retired from public life, looking upon death

with the same cairn majesty of demeanour which he had

exhibited in withdrawing from the pulpit. He entered

more and more into the solitude of his twilight, as a

priest who buries himself in the shadow of the cloisters.

His appearance at court became much more rare, his

visits to Meaux and his country retreat longer and more

frequent ;
he had finished his task, he had by the

word, and, unfortunately for himself, by the sword,

achieved the unity of faith, which, with the despotic

unity of the throne subservient only to the Church, had

constituted the Utopian dream of his life.

As a pontiff, he had no longer anything to desire ;
as

a man, he resigned himself to the disappointment of not

having attained the double end of his ecclesiastical being

the archbishopric of Paris and the dignity of Cardinal :

the King had found him too plebeian, the Pope too much

of a Frenchman, to aggrandise still more in his person

the great tribune of the Gallican church.

It cannot be doubted that he often felt a secret bitter-

ness of heart at this ingratitude of the King and resent-

ment on the part of Rome. His was one of those minds

which cannot separate moral grandeur from grandeur of

situation : an inferior bishopric appeared to him to con-

trast unjustly with the eminence of his services and the

superiority of his genius.

We see, from time to time, a certain air of humility
and indistinct reproach run through his letters. The

archbishopric of Paris and the cardinal's robe were

wanting in his eyes to complete the lustre of his name.

But these two regrets, softened by so much respect
from the court and the church, never palpably escaped
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his lips. If he murmured to himself respecting services

ill requited, the words of Stafford "
Nolite fidem prin-

cipibus et Jiliis hominis, quia non est solus in illis, (Put

not your trust in princes or in any child of man, for

there is no help in them,)" at least he never uttered

these sentiments in the hearing of others : faith and

piety closed silently and holily these wounds of his

heart.

He placed his glory in his faith, and his faith in his

glory. He did not sadden his old-age or his friends by

dwelling upon the ingratitude of man and his deceived

hopes, which form a leading consolation of little minds,

while they excite the contempt of great ones. He grew
old with God, as he had lived in constant intercourse

with him.

These vexations detached him from the world, which

had perhaps exercised too great a hold upon his thoughts.

Study, and above all, sacred poetry, became more and

more the occupation and charm of his leisure. Poetry is

the eloquence of ease and contemplation.

He composed many verses, which he allowed his friends

to read, but which he destroyed as soon almost as they

were written, either because he looked upon them as in-

ferior to his prose, or that he considered them as a play

of words too light for his sacred character. But private

prayer, the perusal of his breviary, his presence at the

cathedral ceremonies, polemical discussions upon theolo-

gical questions of the day, the correction of his literary

works and his already published harangues, and the pre-

paration of some familiar sermons for his humble auditory

at Meaux, completely occupied the residue of his life.

His soul reposed itself in a continual but regular acti-

vity of imagination. He slept little, like those old men

whose vigils appear as if they wished to gain a few hours
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more of thought from the eternal sleep which rapidly ap-

proaches. A lamp burnt continually in his chamber ;
it

could be seen from a distance shilling through the win-

dows of his apartment, between the trees of the garden,

at the side of the hill commanded by his palace, and by
the massive shadows of his cathedral. This lamp was a

symbol of his reflections to the inhabitants of Meaux.

The poor workmen of the suburb, and the gardeners,

whose cottages were spread over the opposite eminence,

recognized this morning light, and called it, the star of

my lord the Bishop.

He rose several times during the night to write down

the thoughts which visited his wakeful hours.

"
Enveloped," says his secretary,

"
in the skin of a

bear, with the hair turned inside, his feet often unco-

vered, his head whitened by the snows of age, and his

tall and meagre figure, he resembled the prophets whose

verses he was continually employed in commenting on

and repeating.
" He chanted before daybreak, in a low voice, those old

liturgies which the Church has called
'

Matins,' in allusion

to the divisions of the night during which its ministers

are compelled to recite them. He laboured afterwards

for two or three hours at his historical compositions, at

the preparation of his sermons, and in writing poetry.

The swiftness of his hand in writing, which was hardly

perceptible while crossing the paper with a continual

and regular movement, recalled
'

those nimble pens,

the rapid instruments of the mind/ which he had in*

voked in the funeral sermon of the chancellor. Like

all writers who suffer from a long exercise of thought,

he threw down the implement as soon as it no longer

moved quickly between his fingers : he knew that genius

consisted in a youthfulness and freshness of ideas, and
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that inspiration stops when lassitude begins. He re-

turned to his couch at the break of dawn, and reposed
his mind in a second and short sleep. The rest of the

day was given to the world, to business, to his cathedral,

to a frugal table, to leisure, to conversation, to read-

ing, and to familiar intercourse with his friends.

His opulence permitted him to neglect entirely all do-

mestic affairs. He himself confessed his inaptitude for

the economical management of a large establishment.

The Church arid the King had taken these cares upon
themselves. He suffered the overplus of his savings to

flow in moderate indulgence, in relieving the poor, and

in assisting his friends and relations. He held quite a

court of intimate associates, composed of the leading men
of the age.

Besides Fenelon, whose regard he had lost, not

without waiting seven years in the hope of its return,

he reckoned amongst his acknowledged friends, the great

Conde, the minister
;
M. de Malezieu

;
M. de Valincourt,

whose reputation, in general esteem, stood above that

of all their contemporaries ;
M. D'Ormesson, an eminent

administrator; D'Herbelot, the Orientalist, who taught

him, at seventy-two years of age, the Hebrew language ;

Pellisson, the immediate predecessor of Boileau
;
La Bru-

yere, the forerunner of Moliere
;
Boileau himself, who de-

dicated to him his 'Epistle upon the Love of God ;' Ra-

cine, who submitted
'

Athalie
'

for his approbation ;
San-

teuil, who allowed him to correct his hymns, and who

denominated him " Per queui reliyio manet inconcussa,

sacerdos ! (A priest through whose firm hand, the im-

mutable faith resists all the convulsions of the times !)"

The list included others of less celebrity : the Abbe de

Fleury, who wrote history under his inspection and su-

perintendence with the modesty of a disciple ;
the Abbe
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Ledieu, who was his select table-companion, secretary,

and chosen confidant at every period of life
; Bourdalotie

and the young Massillon, who came to Germigny and

Meaux to repeat their sermons before the great master

of elocution.

His conversation was calm, gentle, indulgent to the

influence of natural feeling, and equally removed from

prudery and license : he loved the ease, but never the in-

decency, of familiar conversation.
" Be cheerful, but do

not descend to facetiousness," said he, in a letter to one

of his intimate friends
;

"
light jests, when they are per-

sonal, approach too near to raillery, and raillery is often

either insipid or offensive/'

He did not approve of laughter, which almost invari-

ably outrages either dignity or charity; a mind full of

solemn thought could not give utterance to such a hollow

sound. Jesus Christ, his master, had never laughed

during his life : but Bossuet loved a smile, which indi-

cates only the relaxation of the higher faculties and the

kind participation of the heart.

For a long time, inward suffering, produced by his un-

remitting sedentary occupations, induced his friends to

fear that he was threatened with the stone.

He did not attempt to disguise his increasing weak-

ness to himself: he had a presentiment that his end

was approaching, and took leave of his clergy in 1702, in

a discourse addressed to the ecclesiastical synod of the

diocese ;
a sermon in which he involuntarily recalled his

pathetic peroration at the funeral oration of the Prince de

Conde.

"These white hairs, my dear brethren," said he to

them,
" warn me that soon I must render an account to

God of my ministry, and that today will perhaps be the

last time that I shall be permitted to address you."
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He employed his closing days in translating the Psalms

into French verse, the only poetry which he considered

worthy of his pen, and which, as he said,
" he hoped to

hear sung in heaven, and with the prospect of which con-

summation he consoled himself beforehand on earth."

Nevertheless he still doubted whether his malady was

incurable
;
and the positive assurance of this, that he re-

ceived from the mouth of Pagon, the great physician of

the day, accelerated the stroke of death even more than

the disease itself.

The dread of an operation, which it became necessary

for him to submit to, prevailed over the firmness of the

philosopher and the virtue of the Christian : a fever of

terror seized him, his voice became inaudible, his pen
fell from his hand he could not himself write the note

which summoned his confessor to prepare his soul for

the doubtful result of this dangerous operation : he fal-

tered at the idea of the torture to which art was about

to submit him under the vague chance of recovery. His

robust health and continual good fortune had ill pre-

pared him for this punishment. He compassionated

his own body, he who had felt too little pity for the

tears and tortures endured by so many proscribed Pro-

testants : he wept not at the thought of death, but he

shed tears at the anticipation of physical pain.

His nephew, the Abbe Bossuet, profited by this weak-

ness to induce him to solicit the King to bestow upon
him the reversion of the bishopric of Meaux, an inherit-

ance which would thus be consigned to an unworthy
heir.

Madame de Maintenon and the Cardinal de Noailles,

who had no wish to comply with this blamable nepo-

tism in Bossuet, or to sadden his last days by a denial,

advised the King to defer the favour, and neither to grant
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or refuse it to this illustrious supplicant. Bossuet, du-

ring an interval of his malady, dragged himself to the

court to solicit the King personally on his nephew's be-

half. Louis XIV. received him as his spiritual father,

but told him that the hour had not come for the disposal

of his benefices. Fatigue and fever detained him several

days at Versailles ;
and he there received the sacraments

of the Church, and dictated his will.

The enormous amount of debt which he had contracted

by his negligence of domestic affairs and bis prodigality,

threw him into consternation. A mortal, but slow lan-

gour, succeeded to this increase of his disease ; advantage

was taken of this to convey him back to Paris. His sleep

during the night was broken by deep sighs and delirious

wanderings ;
he was heard to lament and resign himself

in a loud voice. During the day he constantly directed

the Gospels to be read to him, as the promises of which

he had need to fortify himself against the dread of death.

"
I frequently read, at his request, the same Gospel five

or six times over," says the friend who watched beside

his couch.

A train, perpetually renewed, of courtiers, friends, and

ecclesiastics besieged his door. They felt that the re-

splendent glory of the age was about to be extinguished,

and were desirous of gathering the last beams. The

closing hours of great men present a spectacle which the

world loves to witness and remember. Bossuet had re-

gained his serenity and hope of prolonged existence.
"

I

can perceive plainly," said he,
"
that God has determined

to preserve me."

The ardour of sacred controversy again lit up within

him. He looked over his treatises against the Jansen-

ists, and dictated corrections in his
' Sacred Policy.' His

genius had not faded : he still wrote with the nerve of

VOL. in. 2 B
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his most vigorous days.
"
Faith," said he,

"
is a torch,

but a torch shining in an obscure place, the darkness of

which it cannot wholly dissipate. If all was obscure, we
should grope in profound night, in danger at each step,

and without the power of ever arriving at conviction.

But at the same time, if all was too clear, we should

fancy ourselves already in the country and light of truth.

Everything establishes our want of teaching and guid-

ance, inwardly by the Divine Spirit, outwardly by the

authority of the Church. He often repeated this passage
in the Gospel, which he doubtless intended as an epitaph
for himself ' This child is set for the fall and rising of

many/"*
The fire of a mortal fever rapidly consumed him.

" Cease to deceive me," said he to his friends
;

"
may

the will of God with regard to me be done
;

I feel my
insignificance. Let us pray together ;

I feel that the

machine is worn out. Let us pray but little at a time,

on account of the great pain I suffer."

The week had arrived during which the Church com-

memorates by prayer, lamentation, and rejoicing, the

crucifixion and resurrection of Christ. He joined in

heart with the sacred ceremonies. His friends spoke to

him of his mission so magnificently accomplished, of his

writings, his virtues, his sanctity, and his glory ;
at this

last word glory, which perhaps had been his besetting

weakness, he felt angry with himself.
" Cease such dis-

course," cried he
;

"
speak of pardon alone, the only word

that man ought to use !"

Cold shiverings ascended from his limbs to his heart,

but he was still sensible, and continued to pray. He
was heard to murmur in Latin,

" Vim patior, sed scio cui

credidi !" (I suffer the violence of pain and death, but I

know in whom I have believed !)

* St. Luke, ii. 3-1,
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His faith outlived his mortal existence. After these

words he became drowsy, and slept tranquilly until

morning : at break of day the attendants heard a breath

more deeply drawn than usual
;

it proved to be the last.

Bossuet was no more
; judgment was about to be pro-

nounced on him from above
;

his memory was all that

remained to us below.

That memory is august, but not without reproach.

There were two distinct elements in the composition of

Bossuet, the man and his talent. The latter was incom-

parable, but the mortal was inferior to his endowments :

he had a correct but violent will, a great but tyrannic

genius ; his absolute, imperious character was not only
that of an exalted apostle, but also of an inexorable

judge. There are tears in history which bear eternal

witness against him
;
he brought war into the world,

and not peace ;
a never-ending contest is linked with his

memory, and will disturb it even in the tomb. He did

some good to religion, none to humanity; but he re-

flected immeasurable glory on his country : the reputa-

tion of his talent followed and increased amongst the

admirers of human intellect : it belongs not to his works,

but to the man himself.

His natural philosophy was limited by the dogmatic

spirit with which he systematically contemplated the

universe. He was more of a theologian than a philo-

sopher. The religious quarrels in which he consumed

his life, have grown old, and distance makes them gra-

dually fade from the eyes of posterity. His '

Universal

History' is only a play of genius ; his controversies, no-

thing but an outburst of language, of which, after the

lapse of two centuries, we can no longer understand the

meaning. Quietism and Jansenism, those subtleties of

the maxims of the Gallican church, are reduced to cold
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ashes, which no words of the prophet can ever again re-

kindle.

The letters to his nuns, the conferences with the sy-

nods of Meaux, the sermons preached upon retirements

to the cloister, the funeral orations of several queens,

princesses, or of courtly friends, more or less worthy
of this overpowering voice, are no longer, from their

subject, anything beyond high-sounding witnesses of the

insignificence of those names which have died with their

panegyrist. All is momentary and accidental in the

occupations of this long life, and nothing except the elo-

quence is born of nature, and calculated to survive as an

enduring monument to future ages.

But Bossuet is in fact his own monument. His nature

was so exalted that it has survived, and will eternally

survive, his works : it was the reflected grandeur of God,

not his own . His was the most flowing, the most imagina-

tive, the loftiest, and the most persuasive eloquence with

which Providence has ever gifted the lips of man.

The glory of Bossuet is so incorporated with that of

his country, that to diminish it would be to deduct some-

thing from the majesty of French genius.

His name resembles the summits of the Alps or the

Himalaya, enveloped with snows or storms, uninhabit-

able by man, but which constitute the renown and pride

of the countries overshadowed by these lofty ridges, and

which serve to demonstrate how nearly earth can ap-

proach to the elevation of heaven.

THE END.

JOHN EDWARD TAYLOR, PIUNTICK,

LITTLE QUEEN STREET, LINCOLN'S INN FIELDS.
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SLAVE LIFE IN EUROPE.
WITH A PREFACE

BY SIR ARCHIBALD ALISON, BART.

In Three Vols., post 8vo.

SERMONS IN STONES;
OR,

SCRIPTURE CONFIRMED BY GEOLOGY.

BY DR. M'CAUSLAND.

THE ART OF REASONING:

A DELINEATION OF ITS PRIMARY PRINCIPLES.

BY THE REV. R. KIDD, M.A.

BEVISED AND APPROVED BY THE ARCHBISHOP OF DUBLIN.



MK. BENTLEY'S LITEKAKY ANNOUNCEMENTS.

LIVES OF THE GOVERNORS-GENERAL

OF INDIA.

BY JOHN WILLIAM KAYE,

Author of "
History of the War in Afghanistan," &c.

In 8vo.

THE ONE PRIMEVAL LANGUAGE.

BY THE REV. CHARLES FORSTER,

Rector of Stisted.

Part IV. will shortly be published.

Parts I
, II., and III., are now ready, in 8vo., 21s. each.

THE LADDER OF GOLD.

BY ROBERT BELL.

Forming a New Volume of BENTLEY'S STANDARD NOVELS and ROMANCES

Price 3s. 6d. bound, with an Illustration.

WO M A N'S LIFE.
BY EMILIE CARLEN.

Forming a New Volume of BENTLEY'S STANDARD NOVELS and ROMANCES.

Price 3s. 6d. bound, with an Illustration.



MR. BENTLEY'S LITERARY ANNOUNCEMENTS.

THE RISE AND PROGRESS OF THE ENGLISH

CONSTITUTION.

BY PROFESSOR CREASY,

Author of " The Fifteen Decisive Battles of the World."

A New and Cheaper Edition, thoroughly revised, and with much new matter.

In post 8vo, 7s. 6d.

DEDICATED BY PERMISSION TO THE GOVERNOR AND CORPORATION
OF THE BANK OF ENGLAND.

HISTORY OF BANKING.
With a comprehensive account of the Rise and Progress of the Banks of England,

Ireland, and Scotland.

BY WILLIAM JOHN LAWSON.

New and Cheaper Edition, to which is now first added an account of Joint Stock
Banks and Companies.

In 8vo, with Portraits of ABRAHAM NEWLAND and N. M. ROTHSCHILD, 7s. 6d.

ORIGIN AND PROGRESS OF THE STEAM-ENGINE.

BY ROBERT STUART.

Completely rewritten, with an account of the latest Improvements, and the applica-
tion to Railroads.

In one volume, post 8vo, with Twenty-Four Portraits, and numerous Wood Engravings.

HISTORY OF THE CHURCH OF ENGLAND

FROM THE REFORMATION TO THE PRESENT TIME.

BY THE REV. EDWARD ARTHUR LITTON,

PRINCIPAL OF ST. EDMUND'S HALL, OXFORD.



NEW WORKS JUST PUBLISHED.

LIVES OF THE QUEENS OF ENGLAND

OF THE HOUSE OF HANOVER.
BY DR. DORAN.

2 vols, post 8vo, Portraits, 21s.

" Dr. Doran is once more amongst us with a wallet of anecdote and illustration as

inexhaustible as the purse of Fortunattis." Athenaeum.

MISS SINCLAIR'S CROSS PURPOSES.
3 vols. post 8vo.

" There is great delineation of character in this novel. O'Hara, the Irish factor, is

a striking portrait. The. scene on the scaffold, too, is admirably drawn, and, unfor-

tunately, but too true." Press.

YONGE'S PHRASEOLOGICAL ENGLISH-LATIN

DICTIONARY,
FOR THE USE OF

ETON, WINCHESTER, RUGBY, AND HARROW SCHOOLS.

Post 8vo, 9s. 6d.

4k The slightest comparison of this with any similar work will show how great an

advance Mr. Yonge has made." John Bull.

SIMPLICITY AND FASCINATION;
OE, GUAKDIANS AND WAEDS.

BY ANNIE BEALE,

AUTHOR or "THE VALE OF FOWEY," &c.

3 vols., post 8vo.

"The place of this novel is midway between the works of Miss Austen and Miss

Bremer, combining much of the extreme reality and close observation of the one,

with the tenderness, pathos, and emotional feeling of the other." Press.



NEW WORKS JUST PUBLISHED.

HISTORY OF MODEM ITALY,
FROM THE FIRST FRENCH REVOLUTION TO THE YEAR 1850.

BY RICHARD HEBER WRICHTSON.
Post 8vo. 10s. 6d.

"A useful book at this moment. It is a worthy, seasonable production. The
narrative is plain and unpretending, displaying adequate proofs of discriminative

skill, good sense, and candour." Times.

ASPEN COURT:
A TALE OF OUR OWN TIME.

BY SHIRLEY BROOKS,
3 vols. post 8vo.

" Remarkable for its skilful sketches of society, its hits at flying follies, as they are
embodied in manners, and especially its delineations of character." Press.

NARRATIVE OF THE FIRST CAMPAIGN IN

THE CRIMEA;
INCLUDING AN ACCOUNT OF T1IE BATTLES OF ALMA, BALAKLAVA, AND

INKERMAN.

BY CAPTAIN PEARD.

Post 8vo, 6s.

" The most authentic book upon the war." Morning Herald.
"The first systematic history of the campaign." Critic.

WORLDS BEYOND THE EARTH.
BY MONTAGU LYON PHILLIPS.

Small 8vo, with an Illustration, 6s.

" The great question of '

Plurality of Worlds' is here handled with great boldness
and originality." John Bull.

THE DRUSES OF THE LEBANON.
BY GEORGE CHASSEAUD.

8vo, Map, 14s.

" The remarkable people, whose manners and customs are delineated in the volume
before us, have long been objects of interest and curiosity to European nations."

Morning Chronicle.



NEW WORKS JUST PUBLISHED.

HISTORY OF THE COURT OF ENGLAND UNDER
THE STUARTS.

BY J. HENEAGE JESSE.
New Edition with Portraits, in 3 vols. small 8vo, 18s.

" A book without which no library in the kingdom can be called complete." Times.

HISTORY OF THE OTTOMAN TURKS.
BY PROFESSOR CREASY.

Vol. I., 8vo, with Maps, Plans, &c., 14s.

u Of all the books upon Turkey, Professor Creasy's is almost alone in permanent
value and authenticity of information." The Press.

OUR CAMP IN TURKEY AND THE WAY TO IT.

BY MRS. YOUNG.

(LATE MRS. p o s T A N s.)

Post 8vo, 7s. 6d.

"Gay, graphic, and entertaining." Morning Post.

MATRIMONIAL SPECULATIONS.
BY MRS. MOODIE.

Author of "
Roughing it in the Bush."

"A book of great merit, written in an easy, fluent, and vigorous style." Morning
Post.

HAPS AND MISHAPS OF A TOUR IN EUROPE,
BY GRACE GREENWOOD.

Post 8vo, 7s. 6d.

" This record of '

Haps and Mishaps' is lively, varied, and agreeable." Weekly News.

LITERARY CHARACTERS AND CELEBRATED
PLACES.

BY MRS. KATHERINE THOMSON.
Author of "The Life of Henry the Vlllth." 2 vols. post 8vo, 16s.

"Here are anecdotes of Coleridge, Macintosh, Maginn, Blanco White, Campbell,
Gait, Mrs. Siddons, Wilkie, Chaiitrey. Allan Cunningham, and L.E.L." John Bull.



WORKS USED IN COLLEGES & SCHOOLS.

A NEW PHRASEOLOGICAL ENGLISH-LATIN

DICTIONARY

FOR THE USE OF ETON, WINCHESTER, HARROW, & RUGBY SCHOOLS.

BY C. D. YONCE,
Author of " The English-Greek Lexicon," &c.

Post 8vo, 9s. 6d.

SPECTATOR.

" A very capital book, either for the somewhat advanced pupil, the student who
aims at acquiring an idiomatic Latin style, or the adult with a knowledge of the

language, who wishes to examine the differences between the structure and expressions
of the English and Latin tongues by a short and ready mode. It is the best we
were going to say the only really useful Anglo-Latin Dictionary we ever met with."

A HISTORY OF GREEK CLASSICAL LITERATURE.
BY THE REV. R. W. BROWNE,

Professor of Classics at King's College, London.

8vo, 12s.

TIMES.
" Mr. Browne's 'History of Greek Literature' is just one of those books that will

extend the circle of Greek knowledge far beyond the limits which comprise those per-
sons with whom classical studies are for a certain period of life a sort of profession,
and will also serve to present those who have learnt the facts elsewhere with a com-

pact and very readable recapitulation of their knowledge. In other words, it is a

good book for private reading, and a good
' class-book

'

likewise."

A HISTORY OF LATIN CLASSICAL LITERATURE.
BY THE REV. R. W. BROWNE,

Professor of Classics at King's College, London.

8vo, 12s.

MORNING POST.
" We esteem very highly the value of a work like this. It is the result of great

research and profound study ;
but it is also popular and entertaining. It is designed

for readers of every class, and cannot fail to be attractive to all. Even the classical

scholar may derive from its enlightened criticisms a more familiar or more accurate

acquaintance with the literature of the Roman world ; and the more unlettered reader

will certainly draw from its eloquent pages a very lively and faithful impression of

those literary treasures which have survived the ruin of ages."

[See also next page.
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THE RISE AND PROGRESS OF THE ENGLISH

CONSTITUTION.

BY PROFESSOR CREASY.

A New and Cheaper Edition, in post 8vo, completely revised, 7s. 6d.

LITERARY GAZETTE.

" An admirable summary of knowledge which every well-educated Englishman

ought to possess."

THE FIFTEEN DECISIVE BATTLES OF THE

WORLD.
FROM MARATHON TO WATERLOO.

BY E. S. CREASY, ESQ., M.A.

SPECTATOR.

"It was a happy idea of Professor Creasy to select for military description those

few battles of which, in the words of Hallam,
' a contrary event would have essentially

varied the drama of the world in all its subsequent scenes.' The decisive features of

the battles are well and clearly brought out, the reader's mind is attracted to the

world-wide importance of the event he is considering, while their succession carries him

over the whole stream of European history,"

LECTURES ON PHYSICAL GEOGRAPHY;

OR, EARTH AND MAK

BY PROFESSOR GUYOT.

In post 8vo, with Coloured Frontispiece, 4s. bound.

THE ANDROMACHE OF EURIPIDES.

With Suggestions and Questions at the foot of each page, together with copious

Grammatical and Critical Notes, placed at the end of the Play : also, with a brief in-

troductory account of the Greek Drama, &c.

By the Rev. J. EDWARDS, M.A., Trinity College, Cambridge, and the

Rev. C. HAWKINS, B.C.L., Christ Church, Oxon.

Post 8vo, 4s. 6d.



12 NEW WORKS NOW READY.

THE REV. J. B. MAESDEN'S

HISTORY OF

CHRISTIAN CHURCHES AND SECTS;
FROM THE EARLIEST AGES OF CHRISTIANITY.

Complete in Eight Parts, or One Volume.

CONTENTS :

PART I. CHURCH OF ABYSSINIA. I PART IV. FREE CHURCH OF SCOT-
THE ALBIGENSES. LAND.
EPISCOPAL CHURCH OF THE FRENCH PROTESTANT
AMERICA. CHURCH.

ANGLO-CATHOLICS.
ARIANS,
ARMENIAN CHURCH.
ARMENIANS.
BAPTISTS.
UNITED BRETHREN.

&c. &c.

PART II.-UNITED BRETHREN.
THE BROWNISTS.
THE CALVINISTS.
THE COVENANTERS.
THE DONATISTS.

F

THE SOCIETY OF FRIENDS.
PARTY. THE GREEK CHURCH.

GNOSTICS.
LADY HUNTINGDON'S CON-
NEXION.

INDEPENDENTS.
CHURCH OF IRELAND.
IRVINGITES.

PART VI.-LUTHERANS.
MORMONITES.
NESTORIANS.
PRESBYTERIANS.
PURITANS.
CHURCH OF ROME.

PART VII CHURCH OF ROMK.
PAETlIL-THE CHURCH OF ENG-

J

CHURCH OF RUSSIA.
LAND. CHURCH OF SCOTLAND.

MORNING CHRONICLE.
" Possesses the essential quality of accuracy, and the style is smooth and clear.

It is a most useful book of reference on all subjects connected with ecclesiastical

history."
LITERARY GAZETTE.

"
Full, accurate, and impartial."

MORNING POST.
"
Supplies a want lon^ felt by the clerical student."

BRITANNIA.

"The fourth part of this excellent 'History of Christian Churches and Sects' is

rendered doubly interesting by the original and accurate account it gives of the three

great sections of the Church of England High Church, Low Church, and Broad

Church. The High Church party, which, at the beginning of the century, possessed,

with scarcely an exception, every post of emolument or honour, is now almost identical

with the Tractarian, or Anglo-Catholic party. The Low Church, or Evangelical party,
are in a minority in the Church of England. Their influence, however, is great, espe-

cially in manufacturing towns. The late Dr. Arnold, of Rugby, may be considered as

the founder of the Broad Church party. The sketch of the Free Church of Scotland

and of the French Protestant Church is highly instructive."

EDINBURGH GUARDIAN.
" Mr. Marsden's history has a fair chance of becoming widely known in England,

and also in Scotland. The Work exhibits high literary power and a thorough appre-
ciation of the elements requisite for popularising a theme which all the dulness of the

many who have written on it can never render wholly uninteresting."

DERBY MERCURY.
A work that fully merits all success. Mr. Marsden seems well qualified for the

difficult task he has undertaken both by knowledge and impartiality of mind.'
1
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PRESCOTT'S HISTORICAL WORKS.

NEW EDITIONS, NOW READY.

i.

HISTOET OF PHILIP THE SECOND OF SPAIN. In post
8vo, bound, 5s.

THE EEIGN OF FEEDINAND AND ISABELLA. In post
8vo, bound, 5s.

THE CONQUEST OF MEXICO. In post 8vo, bound, 5s.

THE CONQUEST OF PERU. In post 8vo, bound, 5s.

II.

HISTOET OF PHILIP THE SECOND OF SPAIN. 2 Vola.,

crown 8vo, with Portraits, bound, 12s.

THE EEIGN OF FEEDINAND AND ISABELLA. 3 Vols.,

crown 8vo, with Plates, bound, 4s. each Volume.

THE CONQUEST OF MEXICO. 3 Vols., crown 8vo, with

Plates, bound, 4s. each Volume.

THE CONQUEST OF PEEU. 3 Vols., crown 8vo, with

Plates, bound, 4s. each Volume.

HISTOEICAL AND CEITICAL ESSAYS. In One Volume,
crown 8vo, with Plate, bound, 4s.

III.

HISTOET OF PHILIP THE SECOND OF SPAIN. 2 Vols.,

demy 8vo, with Portraits, handsomely bound, 28s.

THE EEIGN OF FEEDINAND AND ISABELLA. In 2 Vols.,

demy 8vo, handsomely bound, with Plates, 21s.

THE CONQUEST OF MEXICO. In 2 Vols., demy 8vo, hand-

somely bound, with Plates, 21s.

THE CONQUEST OF PEEU. In 2 Vols., demy 8vo, handsomely
bound, with Plates, 21s.

HISTOEICAL AND CEITICAL ESSATS. 1 Volume, demy 8vo,

handsomely bound, with Plate, 10s. 6d.



BENTLEY'S RAILWAY LIBRARY.

Is. Vols.

THE COMIC ENGLISH GEAMMAE.
TUEF CHAEACTEES. BY MARTINGALE.
CEEAST'S BATTLE OF WATEELOO.

Is. 6d. Vols.
BEOAD GEINS FEOM CHINA.
THE EUBBEE OF LIFE.

CAELEN'S BEILLIANT MAEEIAGE.
CUNYNGHAME'S AMEEICAN EEPUBLIC.
COOPEE'S NED MTEES; OB, LIFE BEFOEE THE MAST.
GOEE'S SKETCHES OF ENGLISH CHAEACTEE.
MAXWELL'S TALES OF THE BOEDEE.
MEEIMEE'S COLOMBA.
MOEIEE'S MAETIN TOUTEOND

; OB, THE FEENCHMAN
IN LONDON.

NIGHTS AT SEA. BY THE OLD SAILOR.

NOTES ON NOSES.
SINCLAIE'S LOED AND LADY HAECOUET.
ALBEET SMITH'S COMIC TALES.

PICTUEES OF LIFE.

THE TWO BEOTHEES.

2s, Vols.

JOHN DEATTON.
STELLA AND VANESSA. A Eomance of the Days of Dean

Swift.

STANLEY THOEN. By the Author of "Valentine Vox.'

BASIL. BY W. WILKIE COLLINS.

MEEIMEE'S CHAELES IX.



BENTLEY'S STAIDARD NOVELS

AND ROMANCES.

Three Shillings and Sixpence each Volume.

29. The Smuggler Banim.

31. Stories of Waterloo Maxwell.

35. Maxwell Theodore Hook.

37. Mothers and Daughters Mrs. Gore.

39. The Heiress of Bruges Grattan.

44. Hajji Baba Morier.

45. Hajji Baba in England Morier.

46. The Parson's Daughter Theodore

Hook.

48. The Younger Son Capt. Trelawney.
54. Zohrab Morier.

58. Trevelyan The Author of "A Mar-

riage in, High Life."

62. Peter Simple Marryat.
63. Jacob Faithful Marryat.
64. Japhet in Search of a Father Mar-

ryat.

65. King's Own Marryat.
66. Mr. Midshipman Easy Marryat.
67. Newton Forster Marryat.

*

68. The Pacha of Many Tales Marryat.
69. Rattlin the Reefer Marryat.
70. CaptainBlake; or,MyLife Maxwell.

71. Helen Miss Edgeworth.
73. The Bivouac Maxwell.

75. Jack Brag Theodore Hook.

78. The Vicar ofWf^^Mrs.Trollope.
79. The Buccaneer Mrs. S. C. Hall.

80. Tylney Hall Thomas Hood.

81. The Widow Barnaby Mrs. Trollope.

82. The Soldier of Lyons Mrs. Gore.

83. Marriage The Author of
" The In-

heritance" and "Destiny."
84. The Inheritance.

85. Destiny.
86. Gilbert Gurney Theodore Hook.

87. The Widow and the Marquis Theo-

dore Hook.

88. All in the Wrong ; or, Births, Deaths,
and Marriages Theodore Hook.

92. Jacqueline of Holland Grattan.

94. The Ladder of Gold Robert Bell.

96. Richard Savage Whitehead.

97. Cecil Mr*. Gore.

98. The Prairie Bird The Hon. C. A.

Murray.
100. Ayesha Morier.

101. Marchioness of Brinvilliers Albert

Smith.

102. Belford Eegis Miss Mitford.
104. The Poacher Marryat.
105. The Outlaw-Mr*. S. C. Hall.

106. The Phantom Ship Marryat.
107. The Dog-Fiend Marryat.
108. Adventures of Mr. Ledbury Albert

Smith.

109. Agnes de Mansfeldt Grattan.

110. The Improvisatore Andersen.

111. Romance and Reality Miss L. E.
Landon.

112. Catherine de' Medicis Miss L. S.

Costello.

113. Percival Keene Marryat.
114. Recollections of a Chaperone Lady

Dacre.

115. Experiences of a Gaol Chaplain
The Author of

" The Coroner's

Clerk."

116. Legends of the Rhine Grattan.

117. Tales of the Peerage and Peasantry

Lady Dacre.

118. Sir Ralph Esher Leigh Hunt.

119. The Hamiltons Mrs. Gore.

120. Life of a Sailor Capt. Chamier, R.N.

122. The Scattergood Family Albert

Smith.

123. The Leycesters.

5s. each Volume.

34. Eugene Aram Bulwer.

47. Paul Clifford Bulwer.

72. Last Days of Pompeii Bulwer.



BENTLEY'S STANDARD NOVELS
AND ROMANCES.

Two Shillings and Sixpence each Volume.

1. The Pilot Cooper.

2. Caleb Williams Godwin.

3. The Spy Cooper.

4. Thaddeus of Warsaw Miss Jane
Porter.

5. St. Leon Godwin.

6. Last of the Mohicans Cooper.

7. The Scottish Chiefs. Vol. I. Miss
Jane Porter.

8. The Scottish Chiefs. Vol. II. Miss

Jane Porter.

9. Frankenstein Mrs. Shelley; and

Ghost-Seer, Vol. I. Schiller.

10. Edgar Huntly Brockden Brown;
and Conclusion of Ghost-Seer.

11. Hungarian Brothers Miss A. M.
Porter.

12. Canterbury Tales. Vol. I. The

Misses Lee.

13. Canterbury Tales. Vol. II. The

Misses Lee.

14. . The Pioneers Cooper.

15. Self-Control Mrs. Brunton.

16. Discipline Mrs. Brunton.

17. The Prairie Cooper.

18. The Pastor's Fireside. Vol. I. MM
Jane Porter.

19. The Pastor's Fireside. Vol.11. Miss

Jane Porter.

20. Lionel Lincoln Cooper.

21. Lawrie Todd Gait.

22. Fleetwood Godwin.

23. Sense and Sensibility. Miss Austen.

24. Corinne Madame de Stael.

25. Emma Miss Austen.

26. Simple Story, and Nature and Art
Mrs. Inchbald.

27. Mansfield Park Mits Austen.

28. Northanger Abbey, and Persuasion

Miss Austen.

30. Pride and Prejudice Miss Austen.

32. The Hunchback of Notre Dame
Victor Hugo.

33. The Borderers Cooper.

36. Water Witch Cooper.

38. The Bravo Cooper.

40. Red Rover Cooper.

41. Vathek Beckford ; Castle of

Otranto Horace Walpole ; and
Bravo of Venice M. G. Lewis.

42. The Country Curate Gkig.
43. The Betrothed Manzoni.

49. The Alhambra Washington Irving;
The Last of the Abencerrages
Chateaubriand; and the Involun-

tary Prophet Horace Smith.

50. The Headsman Cooper.

51. Anastasius. Vol. I. Hope.
52. Anastasius. Vol. II. Hope.
53. Darnley James.

55. Heidenmauer Cooper.

56. De L'Orme James.

57. Headlong Hall Nightmare Abbey
Maid Marian, mid Crotchet

Castle Peacock.

59. Philip Augustus James.

60. Rookwood Ainsworth.

61. Henry Masterton James.

74. Precaution Cooper.

76. Rory O'More Lover.

77. Ben Brace Captain Chamier.

89. Homeward Bound Cooper.

90. The Pathfinder Cooper.

91. The Deerslayer Cooper.

93. The Man-at-Arms James.

95. The Two Admirals Cooper.

99. Jack o' Lantern Cooper.

103. My Cousin Nicholas Ingoldsby.

121. Uncle Tom's Cabin Mrs. H. B.
Stowe.

124. Afloat and Ashore Cooper.

125. Lucy Hardinge Cooper.

126. Wyandotte Cooper.







PLEASE DO NOT REMOVE

CARDS OR SLIPS FROM THIS POCKET

UNIVERSITY OF TORONTO LIBRARY




