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Arrest of Madame Roland



France  was now governed by the Convention. The Convention was governed by the mob of Paris. The
Jacobins were the head of this mob. They roused its rage, and guided its fury, when and
where they listed. The friendship of the mob was secured and retained by ever pandering to
their passions. The Jacobins claimed to be exclusively the friends of the people, and
advocated all those measures which tended to crush the elevated and flatter the degraded.
Robespierre, Danton, Marat, were now the idols of the populace.



On the morning of the 30th of May, 1793, the streets of Paris were darkened with a dismal
storm of low, scudding clouds, and chilling winds, and sleet and rain. Pools of water
stood in the miry streets, and every aspect of nature was cheerless and desolate. But
there was another storm raging in those streets, more terrible than any elemental warfare.
In locust legions, the deformed, the haggard, the brutalized
in form, in features, in mind, in heart—demoniac men, satanic women, boys burly,
sensual, blood-thirsty, like imps of darkness rioted along toward the Convention, an
interminable multitude whom no one could count. Their hideous howlings thrilled upon the
ear, and sent panic to the heart. There was no power to resist them. There was no
protection from their violence. And thousands wished that they might call up even the most
despotic king who ever sat upon the throne of France, from his grave, to drive back that
most terrible of all earthly despotisms, the despotism of a mob. This was the power with
which the Jacobins backed their arguments. This was the gory blade which they waved before
their adversaries, and called the sword of justice.



The Assembly consisted of about eight hundred members. There were twenty-two illustrious
men who were considered the leaders of the Girondist party. The Jacobins had resolved that
they should be accused of treason, arrested, and condemned. The Convention had refused to
submit to the arbitrary and bloody demand. The mob were now assembled to coerce
submission. The melancholy tocsin, and the thunders of the alarm gun, resounded
through the air, as the countless throng came pouring along like ocean billows, with a
resistlessness which no power could stay. They surrounded the Assembly on every side,
forced their way into the hall, filled every vacant space, clambered upon the benches,
crowded the speaker in his chair, brandished their daggers, and mingled their oaths and
imprecations with the fierce debate Even the Jacobins were terrified by the frightful
spirits whom they had evoked. "Down with the Girondists!" "Death to the traitors!" the
assassins shouted. The clamor of the mob silenced the Girondists, and they hardly made an
attempt to speak in their defense. They sat upon their benches, pale with the emotions
which the fearful scenes excited, yet firm and unwavering. As Couthon, a Jacobin orator,
was uttering deep denunciations, he became breathless with the vehemence of his passionate
speech. He turned to a waiter for a glass of water. "Take to Couthon a glass of blood,"
said Vergniaud; "he is thirsting for it."



The decree of accusation was proposed, and carried, without debate, beneath the poniards
of uncounted thousands of assassins. The mob was triumphant. By acclamation it was then
voted that all Paris should be joyfully illuminated, in celebration of the triumph of the
people over those who would arrest the onward career of the Revolution; and every citizen
of Paris well knew the doom which awaited him if brilliant lights were not burning at his
windows. It was then voted, and with enthusiasm, that the Convention should go out and
fraternize with the multitude. Who would have the temerity, in such an hour, to oppose the
affectionate demonstration? The degraded Assembly obeyed the mandate of the mob, and
marched into the streets, where they were hugged in the unclean arms and pressed to the
foul bosoms of beggary, and infamy, and pollution. Louis was avenged. The hours of the day
had now passed; night had come; but it was noonday light in the brilliantly-illuminated
streets of the metropolis. The Convention, surrounded by torch-bearers, and an innumerable
concourse of drunken men and women, rioting in hideous orgies, traversed, in compulsory
procession, the principal streets of the city. The Girondists were led as captives to
grace the triumph. "Which do you prefer," said a Jacobin to Vergniaud, "this ovation or
the scaffold?" "It is all the same to me," replied Vergniaud, with stoical
indifference. "There is no choice between this walk and the guillotine. It conducts us to
it." The twenty-two Girondist were arrested and committed to prison.



During this dreadful day, while these scenes were passing in the Assembly, Madame Roland
and her husband were in their solitary room, oppressed with the most painful suspense. The
cry and the uproar of the insurgent city, the tolling of bells and thundering of cannon,
were borne upon the wailings of the gloomy storm, and sent consternation even to the
stoutest hearts. There was now no room for escape, for the barriers were closed and
carefully watched. Madame Roland knew perfectly well that if her friends fell she must
fall with them. She had shared their principles; she had guided their measures, and she
wished to participate in their doom. It was this honorable feeling which led her to refuse
to provide for her own safety, and which induced her to abide, in the midst of ever
increasing danger, with her associates. No person obnoxious to suspicion could enter the
street without fearful peril, though, through the lingering hours of the day, friends
brought them tidings of the current of events. Nothing remained to be done but to await,
as patiently
as possible, the blow that was inevitably to fall.



The twilight was darkening into night, when six armed men ascended the stairs and burst
into Roland's apartment. The philosopher look. ad calmly upon them as, in the name of the
Convention, they informed him of his arrest. "I do not recognize the authority of your
warrant," said M. Roland, "and shall not voluntarily follow you. I can only oppose the
resistance of my gray hairs, but I will protest against it with my last breath."



The leader of the party replied, "I have no orders to use violence. I will go and report
your answer to the council, leaving, in the mean time, a guard to secure your person."



This was an hour to rouse all the energy and heroic resolution of Madame Roland. She
immediately sat down, and, with the rapidity of action which her highly-disciplined mind
had attained, wrote, in a few moments, a letter to the Convention. Leaving a friend who
was in the house with her husband, she ordered a hackney coach, and drove as fast as
possible to the Tuileries, where the Assembly was in session. The garden of the Tuileries
was filled with the tumultuary concourse. She forced her way
through the crowd till she arrived at the doors of the outer halls. Sentinels were
stationed at all the passages, who would not allow her to enter.



"Citizens," said she, at last adroitly adopting the vernacular of the Jacobins, "in this
day of salvation for our country, in the midst of those traitors who threaten us, you know
not the importance of some notes which I have to transmit to the president."



These words were a talisman. The doors were thrown open, and she entered the petitioners'
hall. "I wish to see one of the messengers of the House," she said to one of the inner
sentinels.



"Wait till one comes out," was the gruff reply.



She waited for a quarter of an hour in burning impatience. Her ear was almost stunned with
the deafening clamor of debate, of applause, of execrations, which now in dying murmurs,
and again in thundering reverberations, awakening responsive echoes along the thronged
streets, swelled upon the night air. Of all human sounds, the uproar of a countless
multitude of maddened human voices is the most-awful.



At last she caught a glimpse of the messenger who had summoned her to appear before the
bar of the Assembly in reply to the accusations of Viard, informed him of their peril, and
implored him to hand her letter to the president. The messenger, M. Raze, took the paper,
and, elbowing his way through the throng, disappeared. An hour elapsed, which seemed an
age. The tumult within continued unabated. At length M. Raze reappeared.



"Well!" said Madame Roland, eagerly, "what has been done with my letter?"



"I have given it to the president," was the reply, "but nothing has been done with it as
yet. Indescribable confusion prevails. The mob demands the accusation of the Girondists. I
have just assisted one to escape by a private way. Others are endeavoring, concealed by
the tumult, to effect their escape. There is no knowing what is to happen."



"Alas!" Madame Roland replied, "my letter will not be read. Do send some deputy to me,
with whom I can speak a few words."



"Whom shall I send?"



"Indeed I have but little acquaintance with any, and but little esteem for any, except
those who are proscribed. Tell Vergniaud that I am inquiring for him."



Vergniaud, notwithstanding the terrific agitations of the hour, immediately attended the
summons of Madame Roland. She implored him to try to get her admission to the bar, that
she might speak in defense of her husband and her friends.



"In the present state of the Assembly," said Vergniaud, "it would be impossible, and if
possible, of no avail. The Convention has lost all power. It has become but the weapon of
the rabble. Your words can do no good."



"They may do much good," replied Madame Roland. "I can venture to say that which you could
not say without exposing yourself to accusation. I fear nothing. If I can not save Roland,
I will utter with energy truths which may be useful to the Republic. An example of courage
may shame the nation."



"Think how unavailing the attempt," replied Vergniaud. "Your letter can not possibly be
read for two or three hours. A crowd of petitioners throng the bar. Noise, and confusion,
and violence fill the House."



Madame Roland paused for a moment, and replied, "I must then hasten home, and ascertain
what has become of my husband. I will immediately return. Tell our friends so."



Vergniaud sadly pressed her hand, as if for a last farewell, and returned, invigorated by
her courage, to encounter the storm which was hailed upon him in the Assembly. She
hastened to her dwelling, and found that her husband had succeeded in eluding the
surveillance of his guards, and, escaping by a back passage, had taken refuge in the house
of a friend. After a short search she found him in his asylum, and, too deeply moved to
weep, threw herself into his arms, informed him of what she had done, rejoiced at his
safety, and heroically returned to the Convention, resolved, if possible, to obtain
admission there. It was now near midnight. The streets were brilliant with illuminations;
but Madame Roland knew not of which party these illuminations celebrated the triumph.



On her arrival at the court of the Tuileries, which had so recently been thronged by a mob
of forty thousand men, she found it silent and deserted. The sitting was ended. The
members, accompanied by the populace with whom they had fraternized, were traversing the
streets. A few sentinels stood shivering in the cold and drizzling rain around the doors
of the national palace. A group of rough-looking men were
gathered before a cannon. Madame Roland approached them.



"Citizens," inquired she, "has every thing gone well to-night?"



"Oh! wonderfully well," was the reply. "The deputies and the people embraced, and sung the
Marseilles Hymn, there, under the tree of liberty."



"And what has become of the twenty-two Girondists?"



"They are all to be arrested."



Madame Roland was almost stunned by the blow. Hastily crossing the court, she arrived at
her hackney-coach. A very pretty dog, which had lost its master, followed her. "Is the
poor little creature yours?" inquired the coachman. The tones of kindness with which he
spoke called up the first tears which had moistened the eyes of Madame Roland that
eventful night.



"I should like him for my little boy," said the coachman.



Madame Roland, gratified to have, at such an hour, for a driver, a father and a man of
feeling, said, "Put him into the coach, and I will take care of him for you. Drive
immediately to the galleries of the Louvre." Madame Roland caressed the affectionate
animal, and,
of the passions of man, longed for retirement from the world, and to seclude herself with
those animals who would repay kindness with gratitude. She sank back in her seat,
exclaiming, "O that we could escape from France, and find a home in the law-governed
republic of America."



Alighting at the Louvre, she called upon a friend, with whom she wished to consult upon
the means of effecting M. Roland's escape from the city. He had just gone to bed, but
arose, conversed about various plans, and made an appointment to meet her at seven o'clock
the next morning. Entirely unmindful of herself, she thought only of the rescue of her
friends. Exhausted with excitement and toil, she returned to her desolated home, bent over
the sleeping form of her child, and gave vent to a mother's gushing love in a flood of
tears. Recovering her fortitude, she sat down and wrote to M. Roland a minute account of
all her proceedings. It would have periled his safety had she attempted to share his
asylum. The gray of a dull and somber morning was just beginning to appear as Madame
Roland threw herself upon a bed for a few moments of repose. Overwhelmed by sorrow and
fatigue, she had just fallen asleep,
when a band of armed men rudely broke into her house, and demanded to be conducted to her
apartment. She knew too well the object of the summons. The order for her arrest was
presented her. She calmly read it, and requested permission to write to a friend. The
request was granted. When the note was finished, the officer informed her that it would be
necessary for him to be made acquainted with its contents. She quietly tore it into
fragments, and cast it into the fire. Then, imprinting her last kiss upon the cheek of her
unconscious child, with the composure which such a catastrophe would naturally produce in
so heroic a mind, she left her home for the prison. Blood had been flowing too freely in
Paris, the guillotine had been too active in its operations, for Madame Roland to
entertain any doubts whither the path she now trod was tending.



It was early in the morning of a bleak and dismal day as Madame Roland accompanied the
officers through the hall of her dwelling, where she had been the object of such
enthusiastic admiration and affection. The servants gathered around her, and filled the
house with their lamentations. Even the hardened soldiers were moved by the scene, and one
of them
exclaimed, "How much you are beloved."  "Madame Roland, who alone was tranquil
in this hour of trial, calmly replied, "Because I love."  As she was led from
the house by the gens d'armes, a vast crowd collected around the door, who, believing her
to be a traitor to her country, and in league with their enemies, shouted, "A la
guillotine!"  Unmoved by their cries, she looked calmly and compassionately upon
the populace, without gesture or reply. One of the officers, to relieve her from the
insults to which she was exposed, asked her if she wished to have the windows of the
carriage closed.



"No!" she replied; "oppressed innocence should not assume the attitude of crime and shame.
I do not fear the looks of honest men, and I brave those of my enemies."



"You have very great resolution," was the reply, "thus calmly to await justice."



"Justice!" she exclaimed; "were justice done I should not be here. But I shall go to the
scaffold as fearlessly as I now proceed to the prison."



"Roland's flight," said one of the officers, brutally, "is a proof of his guilt."



She indignantly replied, "It is so atrocious to persecute a man who has rendered such
services to the cause of liberty. His conduct has been so open and his accounts so clear,
that he is perfectly justifiable in avoiding the last outrages of envy and malice. Just as
Aristides and inflexible as Cato, he is indebted to his virtues for his enemies. Let them
satiate their fury upon me. I defy their power, and devote myself to death. He ought to
save himself for the sake of his country, to which he may yet do good."



When they arrived at the prison of the Abbaye, Madame Roland was first conducted into a
large, dark, gloomy room, which was occupied by a number of men, who, in attitudes of the
deepest melancholy, were either pacing the floor or reclining upon some miserable pallets.
From this room she ascended a narrow and dirty staircase to the jailer's apartment. The
jailer's wife was a kind woman, and immediately felt the power of the attractions of her
fascinating prisoner. As no cell was yet provided for her, she permitted her to remain in
her room for the rest of the day. The commissioners who had brought her to the prison gave
orders that she should receive no indulgence, but be treated with the utmost rigor. The
instructions, however, being merely verbal, were but
little regarded. She was furnished with comfortable refreshment instead of the repulsive ,
prison fare, and, after breakfast, was permitted to write a letter to the National
Assembly upon her illegal arrest. Thus passed the day.



At ten o'clock in the evening, her cell being prepared, she entered it for the first time.
It was a cold, bare room, with walls blackened by the dust and damp of ages. There was a
small fire-place in the room, and a narrow window, with a double iron grating, which
admitted but a dim twilight even at noon day. In one corner there was a pallet of straw.
The chill night air crept in at the unglazed window, and the dismal tolling of the tocsin
proclaimed that the metropolis was still the scene of tumult and of violence. Madame
Roland threw herself upon her humble bed, and was so overpowered by fatigue and exhaustion
that she woke not from her dreamless slumber until twelve o'clock of the next day.



Eudora, who had been left by her mother in the care of weeping domestics, was taken by a
friend, and watched over and protected with maternal care. Though Madame Roland never saw
her idolized child again, her heart was comforted in the prison by the assurance that she
had found a home with those who, for her mother's sake, would love and cherish her.



The tidings of the arrest and imprisonment of Madame Roland soon reached the ears of her
unfortunate husband in his retreat. His embarrassment was most agonizing. To remain and
participate in her doom, whatever that doom might be, would only diminish her chances of
escape and magnify her peril; and yet it seemed not magnanimous to abandon his noble wife
to encounter her merciless foes alone. The triumphant Jacobins were now, with the
eagerness of bloodhounds, searching every nook and corner in Paris, to drag the fallen
minister from his concealment. It soon became evident that no dark hiding-place in the
metropolis could long conceal him from the vigilant search which was commenced, and that
he must seek safety in precipitate flight. His friends obtained for him the tattered garb
of a peasant. In a dark night, alone and trembling, he stole from his retreat, and
commenced a journey on foot, by a circuitous and unfrequented route, to gain the frontiers
of Switzerland. He hoped to find a temporary refuge by burying himself among the lonely
passes of the Alps. A man can face his foes with a spirit undaunted and unyielding,
but he can not fly from them without trembling as he looks behind. For two or three days,
with blistered feet, and a heart agitated even beyond all his powers of stoical endurance,
he toiled painfully along his dreary journey. As he was entering Moulins, his marked
features were recognized. He was arrested, taken back to Paris, and cast into prison,
where he languished for some time. He subsequently again made his escape, and was
concealed by some friends in the vicinity of Rouen, where he remained in a state of
indescribable suspense and anguish until the death of his wife.



When Madame Roland awoke from her long sleep, instead of yielding to despair and
surrendering herself to useless repinings, she immediately began to arrange her cell as
comfortably as possible, and to look around for such sources of comfort and enjoyment as
might yet be obtained. The course she pursued most beautifully illustrates the power of a
contented and cheerful spirit not only to alleviate the pangs of severest affliction, but
to gild with comfort even the darkest of earthly sorrows. With those smiles of unaffected
affability which won to her all hearts, she obtained the favor of a small table, and then
of a neat white spread
to cover it. This she placed near the window to serve for her writing-desk. To keep this
table, which she prized so highly, unsoiled, she smilingly told her keeper that she should
make a dining-table of her stove. A rusty dining-table indeed it was. Two hair-pins, which
she drew from her own clustering ringlets, she drove into a shelf for pegs to hang her
clothes upon. These arrangements she made as cheerfully as when superintending the
disposition of the gorgeous furniture in the palace over which she had presided with so
much elegance and grace. Having thus provided her study, her next care was to obtain a few
books. She happened to have Thomson's Seasons, a favorite volume of hers, in her pocket.
Through the jailer's wife she succeeded in obtaining Plutarch's Lives and Sheridan's
Dictionary.



The jailer and his wife were both charmed with their prisoner, and invited her to dine
with them that day. In the solitude of her cell she could distinctly hear the rolling of
drums, the tolling of bells, and all those sounds of tumult which announced that the storm
of popular insurrection was still sweeping through the streets One of her faithful
servants called to see her, and, on beholding her mistress in such a situation,
the poor girl burst into tears. Madame Roland was, for a moment, overcome by this
sensibility; she, however, soon again regained her self-command. She endeavored to banish
from her mind all painful thoughts of her husband and her child, and to accommodate
herself as heroically as possible to her situation. The prison regulations were very
severe. The government allowed twenty pence per day for the support of each prisoner. Ten
pence was to be paid to the jailer for the furniture he put into the cell; ten pence only
remained for food. The prisoners were, however, allowed to purchase such food as they
pleased from their own purse. Madame Roland, with that stoicism which enabled her to
triumph over all ordinary ills, resolved to conform to the prison allowance. She took
bread and water alone for breakfast. The dinner was coarse meat and vegetables. The money
she saved by this great frugality she distributed among the poorer prisoners. The only
indulgence she allowed herself was in the purchase of books and flowers. In reading and
with her pen she beguiled the weary days of her imprisonment. And though at times het
spirit was overwhelmed with anguish in view of her desolate home and blighted hopes, she
still
found great solace in the warm affections which sprang up around her, even in the
uncongenial atmosphere of a prison.



Though she had been compelled to abandon ill the enthusiastic dreams of her youth, she
still retained confidence in her faith that these dark storms would ere long disappear
from the political horizon, and that a brighter day would soon dawn upon the nations. No
misfortunes could disturb the serenity of her soul, and no accumulating perils could daunt
her courage. She immediately made a methodical arrangement of her time, so as to
appropriate stated employment to every hour. She cheered herself with the reflection that
her husband was safe in his retreat, with kind friends ready to minister to all his wants.
She felt assured that her daughter was received with maternal love by one who would ever
watch over her with the tenderest care. The agitation of the terrible conflict was over.
She submitted with calmness and quietude to her lot. After having been so long tossed by
storms, she seemed to find a peaceful harbor in her prison cell, and her spirit wandered
back to those days, so serene and happy, which she spent with her books in the little
chamber beneath her father's roof. She
however, made every effort in her power to regain her freedom. She wrote to the Assembly,
protesting against her illegal arrest. She found all these efforts unavailing. Still, she
gave way to no despondency, and uttered no murmurs. Most of her time she employed in
writing historic notices of the scenes through which she had passed. These papers she
intrusted, for preservation, to a friend, who occasionally gained access to her. These
articles, written with great eloquence and feeling, were subsequently published with her
memoirs. Having such resources in her own highly-cultivated mind, even the hours of
imprisonment glided rapidly and happily along. Time had no tardy flight, and there
probably might have been found many a lady in Europe lolling in a sumptuous carriage, or
reclining upon a silken couch, who had far fewer hours of enjoyment.



One day some commissioners called at her cell, hoping to extort from her the secret of her
husband's retreat. She looked them calmly in the face, and said, "Gentlemen, I know
perfectly well where my husband is. I scorn to tell you a lie. I know also my own
strength. And I assure you that there is no earthly power which can induce me to betray
him." The
commissioners withdrew, admiring her heroism, and convinced that she was still able to
wield an influence which might yet bring the guillotine upon their own necks. Her doom was
sealed. Her heroism was her crime. She was too illustrious to live.






The National Assembly



Madame Roland  was thus living at La Platiere, in the enjoyment of all that this world can give of peace
and happiness, when the first portentous mutterings of that terrible moral tempest, the
French Revolution, fell upon her ears. She eagerly caught the sounds, and, believing them
the precursor of the most signal political and social blessings, rejoiced in the assurance
that the hour was approaching when long-oppressed humanity would reassert its rights and
achieve its triumph. Little did she dream of the woes which in surging billows were to
roll over her country, and which were to engulf her, and all whom she loved, in their
resistless tide. She dreamed—a very pardonable dream for a philanthropic
lady—that an ignorant and enslaved people could be led from Egyptian bondage to the
promised land without the weary sufferings of the wilderness and the desert. Her faith in
the regenerative capabilities of human nature was so strong,
that she could foresee no obstacles and no dangers in the way of immediate and universal
disfranchisement from every custom, and from all laws and usages which her judgment
disapproved. Her whole soul was aroused, and she devoted all her affections and every
energy of her mind to the welfare of the human race. It is hardly to be supposed, human
nature being such as it is, but that the mortifications she met in early life from the
arrogance of those above her, and the difficulties she encountered in obtaining
letters-patent of nobility, exerted some influence in animating her zeal. Her enthusiastic
devotion stimulated the ardor of her less excitable spouse; and all her friends, by her
fascinating powers of eloquence both of voice and pen, were gradually inspired by the same
intense emotions which had absorbed her whole being.



Louis XVI. and Maria Antoinette had but recently inherited the throne of the Bourbons.
Louis was benevolent, but destitute of the decision of character requisite to hold the
reins of government in so stormy a period. Maria Antoinette had neither culture of mind
nor knowledge of the world. She was an amiable but spoiled child, with great native
nobleness of
character, but with those defects which are the natural and inevitable consequence of the
frivolous education she had received. She thought never of duty and responsibility; always
and only of pleasure. It was her misfortune rather than her fault, that the idea never
entered her mind that kings and queens had aught else to do than to indulge in luxury. It
would be hardly possible to conceive of two characters less qualified to occupy the throne
in stormy times than were Louis and Maria. The people were slowly, but with resistless
power, rising against the abuses, enormous and hoary with age, of the aristocracy and the
monarchy. Louis, a man of unblemished kindness, integrity, and purity, was made the
scapegoat for the sins of haughty, oppressive, profligate princes, who for centuries had
trodden, with iron hoofs, upon the necks of their subjects. The accumulated hate of ages
was poured upon his devoted head. The irresolute monarch had no conception of his
position.



The king, in pursuance of his system of conciliation, as the clamors of discontent swelled
louder and longer from all parts of France, convened the National Assembly. This body
consisted of the nobility, the higher clergy, and
representatives, chosen by the people from all part, of France. M. Roland, who was quite
an idol with the populace of Lyons and its vicinity, and who now was beginning to lose
caste with the aristocracy, was chosen, by a very strong vote, as the representative to
the Assembly from the city of Lyons. In that busy city the Revolutionary movement had
commenced with great power, and the name of Roland was the rallying point of the people
now struggling to escape from ages of oppression. M. Roland spent some time in his city
residence, drawn thither by the intense interest of the times, and in the saloon of Madame
Roland meetings were every evening held by the most influential gentlemen of the
revolutionary party. Her ardor stimulated their zeal, and her well-stored mind and
fascinating conversational eloquence guided their councils. The impetuous young men of the
city gathered around this impassioned woman, from whose lips words of liberty fell so
enchantingly upon their ears, and with chivalrous devotion surrendered themselves to the
guidance of her mind.



In this rising conflict between plebeian and patrician, between democrat and aristocrat,
the position in which M. Roland and wife were
placed, as most conspicuous and influential members of the revolutionary party, arrayed
against them, with daily increasing animosity; all the aristocratic community of Lyons.
Each day their names were pronounced by the advocates of reform with more enthusiasm, and
by their opponents with deepening hostility. The applause and the censure alike
invigorated Madame Roland, and her whole soul became absorbed in the one idea of popular
liberty. This object became her passion, and she devoted herself to it with the
concentration of every energy of mind and heart.



On the 20th of February, 1791, Madame Roland accompanied her husband to Paris, as he took
his seat, with a name already prominent, in the National Assembly. Five years before, she
had left the metropolis in obscurity and depression. She now returned with wealth, with
elevated rank, with brilliant reputation, and exulting in conscious power. Her persuasive
influence was dictating those measures which were driving the ancient nobility of France
from their chateaux, and her vigorous mind was guiding those blows before which the throne
of the Bourbons trembled. The unblemished and incorruptible integrity of M. Roland, his
simplicity of manners and acknowledged ability, invested him immediately with much
authority among his associates. The brilliance of his wife, and her most fascinating
colloquial powers, also reflected much luster upon his name. Madame Roland, with her
glowing zeal, had just written a pamphlet upon the new order of things, in language so
powerful and impressive that more than sixty thousand copies had been sold—an
enormous number, considering the comparative fewness of readers at that time. She, of
course, was received with the most flattering attention, and great deference was paid to
her opinions. She attended daily the sittings of the Assembly, and listened with the
deepest interest to the debates. The king and queen had already been torn from their
palaces at Versailles, and were virtually prisoners in the Tuileries. Many of the nobles
had fled from the perils which seemed to be gathering around them, and had joined the army
of emigrants at Coblentz. A few, however, of the nobility, and many of the higher clergy,
remained heroically at their posts, and, as members of the Assembly, made valiant but
unavailing efforts to defend the ancient prerogatives of the crown and of the Church.
Madame Roland
witnessed with mortification, which she could neither repress nor conceal, the decided
superiority of the court party in dignity, and polish of manners, and in general
intellectual culture, over those of plebeian origin, who were struggling, with the energy
of an infant Hercules, for the overthrow of despotic power. All her tastes were with the
ancient nobility and their defenders. All her principles were with the people. And as she
contrasted the unrefined exterior and clumsy speech of the democratic leaders with the
courtly bearing and elegant diction of those who rallied around the throne, she was
aroused to a more vehement desire for the social and intellectual elevation of those with
whom she had cast in her lot. The conflict with the nobles was of short continuance. The
energy of rising democracy soon vanquished them. Violence took the place of law. And now
the conflict for power arose between those of the Republicans who were more 
and those who were less  radical in their plans of reform The most moderate
party, consisting of those who would sustain the throne, but limit its powers by a free
constitution, retaining many of the institutions and customs which antiquity had rendered
venerable, was called the Girondist
party. It was so called because their most prominent leaders were from the department of
the Gironde. They would deprive the king of many of his prerogatives, but not of his
crown. They would take from him his despotic power, but not his life. They would raise the
mass of the people to the enjoyment of liberty, but to liberty controlled by vigorous law.
Opposed to them were the Jacobins—far more radical in their views of reform. They
would overthrow both throne and altar, break down all privileged orders, confiscate the
property of the nobles, and place prince and beggar on the footing of equality. These were
the two great parties into which revolutionary France was divided and the conflict between
them was the most fierce and implacable earth has ever witnesses.



M. Roland and wife, occupying a residence in Paris, which was a convenient place of
rendezvous, by their attractions gathered around, them every evening many of the most
influential members of the Assembly. They attached themselves, with all their zeal and
energy, to the Girondists. Four evenings of every week, the leaders of this party met in
the saloon of Madame Roland, to deliberate respecting their measures. Among them there was
a young
lawyer from the country, with a stupid expression of countenance, sallow complexion, and
ungainly gestures, who had made himself excessively unpopular by the prosy speeches with
which he was ever wearying the Assembly. He had often been floored by argument and coughed
down by contempt, but he seemed alike insensible to sarcasm and to insult. Alone in the
Assembly, without a friend, he attacked all parties alike, and was by all disregarded. But
he possessed an indomitable energy, and unwavering fixedness of purpose, a profound
contempt for luxury and wealth, and a stoical indifference to reputation and to personal
indulgence, which secured to him more and more of an ascendency, until, at the name of
Robespierre, all France trembled. This young man silent and moody, appeared with others in
the saloon of Madame Roland. She was struck with his singularity, and impressed with an
instinctive consciousness of his peculiar genius, He was captivated by those charms of
conversation in which Madame Roland was unrivaled. Silently—for he had no
conversational powers—he lingered around her chair, treasured up her spontaneous
tropes and metaphors, and absorbed her sentiments. He had a clear
perception of the state of the times, was perhaps s sincere patriot, and had no ties of
friendship, no scruples of conscience, no instincts of mercy, to turn him aside from any
measures of blood or woe which might accomplish his plans.



[image: [Illustration]]


ROBESPIERRE



Though the Girondists and the Jacobins were the two great parties now contending in the
tumultuous arena of French revolution, there still remained the enfeebled and broken
remains of the court party, with their insulted and humiliated king at their head, and
also numerous cliques and minor divisions of those struggling for power. At the political
evening reunions in the saloon of Madame Roland, she was invariably present, not as a
prominent actor in the scenes, taking a conspicuous part in the social debates, but as a
quiet and modest lady, of well known intellectual supremacy, whose active mind took the
liveliest interest in the agitations of the hour. The influence she exerted was the
polished, refined, attractive influence of an accomplished woman, who moved in her own
appropriate sphere. She made no Amazonian speeches. She mingled not with men in the clamor
of debate. With an invisible hand she gently and winningly touched the springs of action
in other hearts With feminine
conversational eloquence, she threw out sagacious suggestions, which others eagerly
adopted, and advocated, and carried into vigorous execution. She did no violence to that
delicacy of perception which is woman's tower and strength. She moved not from that sphere
where woman reigns so resistlessly, and dreamed not of laying aside the graceful and
polished weapons of her own sex, to grasp the heavier and coarser armor of man, which no
woman can wield. By such an endeavor, one does but excite the repugnance of all except the
unfortunate few, who can see no peculiar sacredness in woman's person, mind, or heart.



As the gentlemen assembled in the retired parlor, or rather library and study,
appropriated to these confidential interviews, Madame Roland took her seat at a little
work-table, aside from the circle where her husband and his friends were discussing their
political measures. Busy with her needle or with her pen, she listened to every word that
was uttered, and often bit her lips to check the almost irrepressible desire to speak out
in condemnation of some feeble proposal or to urge some bolder action. At the close of the
evening, when frank and social converse ensued, her voice was heard in low,
but sweet and winning tones, as one after another of the members were attracted to her
side. Robespierre, at such times silent and thoughtful, was ever bending over her chair.
He studied Madame Roland with even more of stoical apathy than another man would study a
book which he admires. The next day his companions would smile at the effrontery with
which Robespierre would give utterance, in the Assembly, not only to the sentiments, but
even to the very words and phrases which he had so carefully garnered from the exuberant
diction of his eloquent instructress. Occasionally, every eye would be riveted upon him,
and every ear attentive, as he gave utterance to some lofty sentiment, in impassioned
language, which had been heard before, in sweeter tones, from more persuasive lips.



But the Revolution, like a spirit of destruction, was now careering onward with resistless
power. Liberty was becoming lawlessness. Mobs rioted through the streets, burned chateaux,
demolished convents, hunted, even to death, priests and nobles, sacked the palaces of the
king, and defiled the altars of religion. The Girondists, illustrious, eloquent, patriotic
men, sincerely desirous of breaking the arm of
despotism and of introducing a well-regulated liberty, now began to tremble. They saw that
a spirit was evoked which might trample every thing sacred in the dust. Their opponents,
the Jacobins, rallying the populace around them with the cry, "Kill, burn, destroy," were
for rushing onward in this career of demolition, till every vestige of gradations of rank
and every restraint of religion should be swept from the land. The Girondists paused in
deep embarrassment. They could not retrace their steps and try to re-establish the throne.
The endeavor would not only be utterly unavailing, but would, with certainty, involve them
in speedy and retrieveless ruin. They could not unite with the Jacobins in their reckless
onset upon every thing which time had rendered venerable, and substitute for decency, and
law, and order, the capricious volitions of an insolent, ignorant, and degraded mob. The
only hope that remained for them was to struggle to continue firm in the position which
they had already assumed. It was the only hope for France. The restoration of the monarchy
was impossible. The triumph of the Jacobins was ruin. Which of these two parties in the
Assembly shall array around its banners the millions of the
populace of France, now aroused to the full consciousness of their power? Which can bid
highest for the popular vote? Which can pander most successfully to the popular palate?
The Girondists had talent, and integrity, and incorruptible patriotism. They foresaw their
peril, but they resolved to meet it, and, if they must perish, to perish with their armor
on. No one discerned this danger at an earlier period than Madame Roland. She warned her
friends of its approach, even before they were conscious of the gulf to which they were
tending. She urged the adoption of precautionary measures, by which a retreat might be
effected when their post should be no longer tenable. "I once thought," said Madame
Roland, "that there were no evils worse than regal despotism. I now see that there are
other calamities vastly more to be dreaded."



Robespierre, who had associated with the Girondists with rather a sullen and Ishmaelitish
spirit, holding himself in readiness to go here or there, as events might indicate to be
politic, began now to incline toward the more popular party, of which he subsequently
became the inspiring demon. Though he was daily attracting more attention, he had not yet
risen to
popularity. On one occasion, being accused of advocating some unpopular measure, the
clamors of the multitude were raised against him, and rows of vengeance were uttered, loud
and deep, through the streets of Paris. His enemies in the Assembly took advantage of this
to bring an act of accusation against him, which would relieve them of his presence by the
decisive energy of the ax of the guillotine. Robespierre's danger was most imminent, and
he was obliged to conceal himself. Madame Roland, inspired by those courageous impulses
which ever ennobled her, went at midnight, accompanied by her husband, to his retreat, to
invite him to a more secure asylum in their own house. Madame Roland then hastened to a
very influential friend, M. Busot, allowing no weariness to interrupt her philanthropy,
and entreated him to hasten immediately and endeavor to exculpate Robespierre, before an
act of accusation should be issued against him. M. Busot hesitated, but, unable to resist
the earnest appeal of Madame Roland, replied, "I will do all in my power to save this
unfortunate young man, although I am far from partaking the opinion of many respecting
him. He thinks too much of himself to love liberty; but he serves it, and that is
enough for me. I will defend him." Thus was the life of Robespierre saved. He lived to
reward his benefactors by consigning them all to prison and to death. Says Lamartine
sublimely, "Beneath the dungeons of the Conciergerie, Madame Roland remembered that night
with satisfaction. If Robespierre recalled it in his power, this memory must have fallen
colder upon his heart than the ax of the headsman."



The powerful influence which Madame Roland was thus exerting could not be concealed. Her
husband became more illustrious through that brilliance she was ever anxious to reflect
upon him. She appeared to have no ambition for personal renown. She sought only to elevate
the position and expand the celebrity of her companion. It was whispered from ear to ear,
and now and then openly asserted in the Assembly, that the bold and decisive measures of
the Girondists received their impulse from the youthful and lovely wife of M. Roland.



In September, 1791, the Assembly was dissolved, and M. and Madame Roland returned to the
rural quiet of La Platiere. But in pruning the vines, and feeding the poultry, and
cultivating the flowers which so peacefully bloomed in their garden, they could not forget
the exciting
scenes through which they had passed, and the still more exciting scenes which they
foresaw were to come. She kept up a constant correspondence with Robespierre and Busot,
and furnished many very able articles for a widely-circulated journal, established by the
Girondists for the advocacy of their political views. The question now arose between
herself and her husband whether they should relinquish the agitations and the perils of a
political life in these stormy times, and cloister themselves in rural seclusion, in the
calm luxury of literary and scientific enterprise, or launch forth again upon the
storm-swept ocean of revolution and anarchy. Few who understand the human heart will doubt
of the decision to which they came. The chickens were left in the yard, the rabbits in the
warren, and the flowers were abandoned to bloom in solitude; and before the snows of
December had whitened the hills, they were again installed in tumultuous Paris. A new
Assembly had just been convened, from which all the members of the one but recently
dissolved were by law excluded. Their friends were rapidly assembling in Paris from their
summer retreats, and influential men, from all parts of the empire, were gathering in the
metropolis, to watch the progress of affairs. Clubs were formed to discuss the great
questions of the day, to mold public opinion, and to overawe the Assembly. It was a period
of darkness and of gloom; but there is something so intoxicating in the draughts of homage
and power, that those who have once quaffed them find all milder stimulants stale and
insipid. No sooner were M. and Madame Roland established in their city residence, than
they were involved in all the plots and the counterplots of the Revolution. M. Roland was
grave, taciturn, oracular. He had no brilliance of talent to excite envy. He displayed no
ostentation in dress, or equipage, or manners, to provoke the desire in others to humble
him. His reputation for stoical virtue gave a wide sweep to his influence. His very
silence invested him with a mysterious wisdom. Consequently, no one feared him as a rival,
and he was freely thrust forward as the unobjectionable head of a party by all who hoped
through him to promote their own interests. He was what we call in America an available
candidate. Madame Roland, on the contrary, was animated and brilliant. Her genius was
universally admired. Her bold suggestions, her shrewd counsel, her lively repartee, her
capability of cutting sarcasm, rarely exercised, her deep and impassioned benevolence, her
unvarying cheerfulness, the sincerity and enthusiasm of her philanthropy, and the
unrivaled brilliance of her conversational powers, made her the center of a system around
which the brightest intellects were revolving. Vergniaud, Petion, Brissot, and others,
whose names were then comparatively unknown, but whose fame has since resounded through
the civilized world, loved to do her homage.



The spirit of the Revolution was still advancing with gigantic strides, and the already
shattered throne was reeling beneath the redoubled blows of the insurgent people.
Massacres were rife all over the kingdom. The sky was nightly illumined by conflagrations.
The nobles were abandoning their estates, and escaping from perils and death to take
refuge in the bosom of the little army of emigrants at Coblentz. The king, insulted and a
prisoner, reigned but in name. Under these circumstances, Louis was compelled to dismiss
his ministry and to call in another more acceptable to the people. The king hoped, by the
appointment of a Republican ministry, to pacify the democratic spirit. There was no other
resource left him
but abdication: It was a bitter cup for him to drink. His proud and spirited queen
declared that she would rather die than throw herself into the arms of Republicans for
protection. He yielded to the pressure, dismissed his ministers, and surrendered himself
to the Girondists for the appointment of a new ministry. The Girondists called upon M.
Roland to take the important post of Minister of the Interior. It was a perilous position
to fill, but what danger will not ambition face? In the present posture of affairs, the
Minister of the. Interior was the monarch of France. M. Roland, whose quiet and hidden
ambition had been feeding upon its success, smiled nervously at the power which, thus
unsolicited, was passing into his hands. Madame Roland, whose all-absorbing passion it now
was to elevate her husband to the highest summits of greatness, was gratified in view of
the honor and agitated in view of the peril; but, to her exalted spirit, the greater the
danger, the more heroic the act. "The burden is heavy," she said; "but Roland has a great
consciousness of his own powers, and would derive fresh strength from the feeling of being
useful to liberty and his country."



In March, 1792, he entered upon his arduous
and exalted office. The palace formerly occupied by the Controller General of Finance,
most gorgeously furnished by Madame Necker in the days of her glory, was appropriated to
their use. Madame Roland entered this splendid establishment, and, elevated in social
eminence above the most exalted nobles of France, fulfilled all the complicated duties of
her station with a grace and dignity which have never been surpassed. Thus had Jane risen
from that humble position in which the daughter of the engraver, in solitude, communed
with her books, to be the mistress of a palace of aristocratic grandeur, and the associate
of statesmen and princes.



When M. Roland made his first appearance at court as the minister of his royal master
instead of arraying himself in the court-dress which the customs of the times required, he
affected, in his costume, the simplicity of his principles. He wished to appear in his
exalted station still the man of the people. He had not forgotten the impression produced
in France by Franklin, as in the most republican simplicity of dress he moved among the
glittering throng at Versailles. He accordingly presented himself at the Tuileries in a
plain black coat, with
a round hat, and dusty shoes fastened with ribbons instead of buckles. The courtiers were
indignant. The king was highly displeased at what he considered an act of disrespect. The
master of ceremonies was in consternation, and exclaimed with a look of horror to General
Damuriez, "My dear sir, he has not even buckles in his shoes!" "Mercy upon us!" exclaimed
the old general, with the most laughable expression of affected gravity, "we shall then
all go to ruin together!"



The king, however, soon forgot the neglect of etiquette in the momentous questions which
were pressing upon his attention. He felt the importance of securing the confidence and
good will of his ministers, and he approached them with the utmost affability and
conciliation. M. Roland returned from his first interview with the monarch quite enchanted
with his excellent disposition and his patriotic spirit. He assured his wife that the
community had formed a totally erroneous estimate of the king; that he was sincerely a
friend to the reforms which were taking place, and was a hearty supporter of the
Constitution which had been apparently forced upon him. The prompt reply of Madame Roland
displayed even more than her
characteristic sagacity. "If Louis is sincerely a friend of the Constitution, he must be
virtuous beyond the common race of mortals. Mistrust your own virtue, M. Roland. You are
my an honest countryman wandering amid a crowd of courtiers—virtue in danger amid a
myriad of vices. They speak our language; we do not know theirs. No! Louis can not love
the chains that fetter him. He may feign to caress them. He thinks only of how he can
spurn them. Fallen greatness loves not its decadence. No man likes his humiliation. Trust
in human nature; that never deceives. Distrust courts. Your virtue is too elevated to see
the snares which courtiers spread beneath your feet."





Childhood



Many  characters of unusual grandeur were developed by the French Revolution. Among them all,
there are few more illustrious, or more worthy of notice, than that of Madame Roland. The
eventful story of her life contains much to inspire the mind with admiration and with
enthusiasm, and to stimulate one to live worthily of those capabilities with which every
human heart is endowed. No person can read the record of her lofty spirit and of her
heroic acts without a higher appreciation of woman's power, and of the mighty influence
one may wield, who combines the charms of a noble and highly-cultivated mind with the
fascinations of female delicacy and loveliness. To understand the secret of the almost
miraculous influence she exerted, it is necessary to trace her career, with some degree of
minuteness,
from the cradle to the hour of her sublime and heroic death.



In the year 1754, there was living, in an obscure workshop in Paris, on the crowded Quai
des Orfevres, an engraver by the name of Gras den Phlippon. He had married a very
beautiful woman, whose placid temperament and cheerful content contrasted strikingly with
the restlessness and ceaseless repinings of her husband. The comfortable yet humble
apartments of the engraver were over the shop where he plied his daily toil. He was much
dissatisfied with his lowly condition in life, and that his family, in the enjoyment of
frugal competence alone, were debarred from those luxuries which were so profusely
showered upon others. Bitterly and unceasingly he murmured that his lot had been cast in
the ranks of obscurity and of unsparing labor, while others, by a more fortunate, although
no better merited destiny, were born to ease and affluence, and honor and luxury. This
thought of the unjust inequality in man's condition, which soon broke forth with all the
volcanic energy of the French Revolution, already began to ferment in the bosoms of the
laboring classes, and no one pondered these wide diversities with a more restless spirit,
a
murmured more loudly and more incessantly than Phlippon. When the day's toil was ended, he
loved to gather around him associates whose feelings harmonized with his own, and to
descant upon their own grievous oppression and upon the arrogance of aristocratic
greatness. With an eloquence which often deeply moved his sympathizing auditory, and
fanned to greater intensity the fires which were consuming his own heart, he contrasted
their doom of sleepless labor and of comparative penury with the brilliance of the courtly
throng, living in idle luxury, and squandering millions in the amusements at Versailles,
and sweeping in charioted splendor through the Champs Elyse.



Phlippon was a philosopher, not a Christian. Submission was a virtue he had never learned,
and never wished to learn. Christianity, as he saw it developed before him only in the
powerful enginery of the Roman Catholic Church, was, in his view, but a formidable barrier
against the liberty and the elevation of the people—a bulwark, bristling with
superstition and bayonets, behind which nobles and kings were securely intrenched. He
consequently became as hostile to the doctrines of the Church as he was to the
institutions of the state. The
monarch was, in his eye, a tyrant, and God a delusion. The enfranchisement of the people,
in his judgment, required the overthrow of both the earthly and the celestial monarch. In
these ideas, agitating the heart of Phlippon, behold the origin of the French Revolution.
They were diffused in pamphlets and daily papers in theaters and cafes. They were urged by
workmen in their shops, by students in their closets. They became the inspiring spirit of
science in encyclopedias and reviews, and formed the chorus in all the songs of revelry
and libertinism. These sentiments spread from heart to heart, through Paris, through the
provinces, till France rose like a demon in its wrath, and the very globe trembled beneath
its gigantic and indignant tread.



Madame Phlippon was just the reverse of her husband. She was a woman in whom faith, and
trust, and submission predominated. She surrendered her will, without questioning, to all
the teachings of the Church of Rome. She was placid, contented, and cheerful, and, though
an inquiring in her devotion, undoubtedly sincere in her piety. In every event of life she
recognized the overruling hand of Providence, and feeling that the comparatively humble
lot
assigned her was in accordance with the will of God, she indulged in no repinings, and
envied not the more brilliant destiny of lords and ladies. An industrious housewife, she
hummed the hymns of contentment and peace from morning till evening. In the cheerful
performance of her daily toil, she was ever pouring the balm of her peaceful spirit upon
the restless heart of her spouse. Phlippon loved his wife, and often felt the superiority
of her Christian temperament.



Of eight children born to these parents, one only, Jeanne Manon, or Jane Mary,
survived the hour of birth. Her father first received her to his arms in 1754, and she
became the object of his painful and most passionate adoration. Her mother pressed the
coveted treasure to her bosom with maternal love, more calm, and deep, and enduring. And
now Jane became the central star in this domestic system. Both parents lived in her and
for her. She was their earthly all. The mother wished to train her for the Church and for
heaven, that she might become an angel and dwell by the throne of God. These bright hopes
gilded a prayerful mother's hours of toil and care. The father bitterly reigned. Why
should his bright and beautiful
child—who even in these her infantile years was giving indication of the most
brilliant intellect—why should she be doomed to a life of obscurity and toil, while
the garden of the Tuileries and the Elysian Fields were thronged with children, neither so
beautiful nor so intelligent, who were reveling in boundless wealth, and living in a world
of luxury and splendor which, to Phlippon's imagination, seemed more alluring than any
idea he could form of heaven? These thoughts were a consuming fire in the bosom of the
ambitious father. They burned with inextinguishable flame.



The fond parent made the sprightly and fascinating child his daily companion. He led her
by the hand, and confided to her infantile spirit all his thoughts, his illusions, his
day-dreams. To her listening ear he told the story of the arrogance of nobles, of the
pride of kings, and of the oppression by which he deemed himself unjustly doomed to a life
of penury and toil. The light-hearted child was often weary of these complainings, and
turned for relief to the placidity and cheerfulness of her mother's mind. Here she found
repose—a soothing, calm, and holy submission. Still the gloom of her father's spirit
cast a pensive shade over her own feelings,
and infused a tone of melancholy and an air of unnatural reflection into her character. By
nature, Jane was endowed with a soul of unusual delicacy. From early childhood, all that
is beautiful or sublime in nature, in literature, in character, had charms to rivet her
entranced attention. She loved to sit alone at her chamber window in the evening of a
summer's day, to gaze upon the gorgeous hues of sunset. As her imagination roved through
those portals of a brighter world, which seemed thus, through far-reaching vistas of
glory, to be opened to her, she peopled the sun-lit expanse with the creations of her own
fancy, and often wept in uncontrollable emotion through the influence of these gathering
thoughts. Books of impassioned poetry, and descriptions of heroic character and
achievements, were her especial delight. Plutarch's Lives, that book which, more than any
other, appears to be the incentive of early genius, was hid beneath her pillow, and read
and re-read with tireless avidity. Those illustrious heroes of antiquity became the
companions of her solitude and of her hourly thoughts. She adored them and loved them as
her own most intimate personal friends. Her character became insensibly molded is
their forms, and she was inspired with restless enthusiasm to imitate their deeds. When
but twelve years of age, her father found her, one day, weeping that she was not born a
Roman maiden. Little did she then imagine that, by talent, by suffering, and by heroism,
she was to display a character the history of which would eclipse the proudest narratives
in Greek or Roman story.



Jane appears never to have known the frivolity and thoughtlessness of childhood. Before
she had entered the fourth year of her age she knew how to read. From that time her thirst
for reading was so great, that her parents found no little difficulty in furnishing her
with a sufficient supply. She not only read with eagerness every book which met her eye,
but pursued this uninterrupted miscellaneous reading to singular advantage, treasuring up
all important facts in her retentive memory. So entirely absorbed was she in her books,
that the only successful mode of withdrawing her from them was by offering her flowers, of
which she was passionately fond. Books and flowers continued, through all the vicissitudes
of her life, even till the hour of her death, to afford her the most exquisite pleasure.
She had no playmates, and
thought no more of play than did her father and mother, who were her only and her constant
companions. From infancy she was accustomed to the thoughts and the emotions of mature
minds. In personal appearance she was, in earliest childhood and through life, peculiarly
interesting rather than beautiful. As mature years perfected her features and her form,
there was in the contour of her graceful figure, and her intellectual countenance, that
air of thoughtfulness, of pensiveness, of glowing tenderness and delicacy, which gave her
a power of fascination over all hearts. She sought not this power; she thought not of it;
but an almost resistless attraction and persuasion accompanied all her words and actions.



It was, perhaps, the absence of playmates, and the habitual converse with mature minds,
which, at so early an age, inspired Jane with that insatiate thirst for knowledge which
she ever manifested. Books were her only resource in every unoccupied hour. From her walks
with her father, and her domestic employments with her mother, she turned to her little
library and to her chamber window, and lost herself in the limitless realms of thought. It
is often imagined that character is the result of accident—that
there is a native and inherent tendency, which triumphs over circumstances, and works out
its own results. Without denying that there may be different intellectual gifts with which
the soul may be endowed as it comes from the hand of the Creator, it surely is not
difficult to perceive that the peculiar training through which the childhood of Jane was
conducted was calculated to form the peculiar character which she developed.



In a bright summer's afternoon she might be seen sauntering along the Boulevards, led by
her father's hand, gazing upon that scene of gayety with which the eye is never wearied. A
gilded coach, drawn by the most beautiful horses in the richest trappings, sweeps along
the streets—a gorgeous vision. Servants in showy livery, and outriders proudly
mounted, invest the spectacle with a degree of grandeur, beneath which the imagination of
a child sinks exhausted. Phlippon takes his little daughter in his arms to show her the
sight, and, as she gazes in infantile wonder and delight, the discontented father says,
"Look at that lord, and lady, and child, lolling so voluptuously in their coach. They have
no right there. Why must I and my child walk on this hot pavement,
while they repose on velvet cushions and revel in all luxury? Oppressive laws compel me to
pay a portion of my hard earnings to support them in their pride and indolence. But a time
will come when the people will awake to the consciousness of their wrongs, and their
tyrants will tremble before them." He continues his walk in moody silence, brooding over
his sense of injustice. They return to their home. Jane wishes that her father kept a
carriage, and liveried servants and outriders. She thinks of politics, and of the tyranny
of kings and nobles, and of the unjust inequalities of man. She retires to the solitude of
her loved chamber window, and reads of Aristides the Just, of Themistocles with his
Spartan virtues, of Brutus, and of the mother of the Gracchi. Greece and Rome rise before
her in all their ancient renown. She despises the frivolity of Paris, the effeminacy of
the moderns, and her youthful bosom throbs with the desire of being noble in spirit and of
achieving great exploits. Thus, when other children of her age were playing with their
dolls, she was dreaming of the prostration of nobles and of the overthrow of
thrones—of liberty, and fraternity, and equality among
mankind. Strange dreams for a child, but still more strange in their fulfillment.



The infidelity of her father and the piety of her mother contended, like counter currents
of the ocean, in her bosom. Her active intellect and love of freedom sympathized with the
speculations of the so-called philosopher. Her amiable and affectionate disposition and
her pensive meditations led her to seek repose in the sublime conceptions and in the
soul-soothing consolations of the Christian. Her parents were deeply interested in her
education, and were desirous of giving her every advantage for securing the highest
attainments. The education of young ladies, at that time, in France, was conducted almost
exclusively by nuns in convents. The idea of the silence and solitude of the cloister
inspired the highly-imaginative girl with a blaze of enthusiasm. Fondly as she loved her
home, she was impatient for the hour to arrive when, with heroic self-sacrifice, she could
withdraw from the world and its pleasures, and devote her whole soul to devotion, to
meditation, and to study. Her mother's spirit of religion was exerting a powerful
influence over her, and one evening she fell at her feet, and, bursting into tears,
besought that she
might be sent to a convent to prepare to receive her first Christian communion in a
suitable frame of mind.



The convent of the sisterhood of the Congregation in Paris was selected for Jane. In the
review of her life which she subsequently wrote while immured in the dungeons of the
Conciergerie, she says, in relation to this event, "While pressing my dear mother in my
arms, at the moment of parting with her for the first time in my life, I thought my heart
would have broken; but I was acting in obedience to the voice of God, and I passed the
threshold of the cloister, tearfully offering up to him the greatest sacrifice I was
capable of making. This was on the 7th of May, 1765, when I was eleven years and two
months old. In the gloom of a prison, in the midst of political storms which ravage my
country, and sweep away all that is dear to me, how shall I recall to my mind, and how
describe the rapture and tranquillity I enjoyed at this period of my life? What lively
colors can express the soft emotions of a young heart endued with tenderness and
sensibility, greedy of happiness, beginning to be alive to the beauties of nature, and
perceiving the Deity alone? The first night I spent in the convent
was a night of agitation. I was no longer under the paternal roof. I was at a distance
from that kind mother, who was doubtless thinking of me with affectionate emotion. A dim
light diffused itself through the room in which I had been put to bed with four children
of my own age. I stole softly from my couch, and drew near the window, the light of the
moon enabling me to distinguish the garden, which it overlooked. The deepest silence
prevailed around, and I listened to it, if I may use the expression, with a sort of
respect. Lofty trees cast their gigantic shadows along the ground, and promised a secure
asylum to peaceful meditation. I lifted up my eyes to the heavens; they were unclouded and
serene. I imagined that I felt the presence of the Deity smiling upon my sacrifice, and
already offering me a reward in the consolatory hope of a celestial abode. Tears of
delight flowed down my cheeks. I repeated my vows with holy ecstasy, and went to bed again
to taste the slumber of God's chosen children."



Her thirst for knowledge was insatiate, and with untiring assiduity she pursued her
studies. Every hour of the day had its appropriate employment, and time flew upon its
swiftest wings. Every book which fell in her way she
eagerly perused, and treasured its knowledge or its literary beauties in her memory.
Heraldry and books of romance, lives of the saints and fairy legends, biography, travels,
history, political philosophy, poetry, and treatises upon morals, were all read and
meditated upon by this young child. She had no taste for any childish amusements; and in
the hours of recreation, when the mirthful girls around her were forgetting study and care
in those games appropriate to their years, she would walk alone in the garden, admiring
the flowers, and gazing upon the fleecy clouds in the sky. In all the beauties of nature
her eye ever recognized the hand of God, and she ever took pleasure in those sublime
thoughts of infinity and eternity which must engross every noble mind. Her teachers had
but little to do. Whatever study she engaged in was pursued with such spontaneous zeal,
that success had crowned her efforts before others had hardly made a beginning.



In music and drawing she made great proficiency. She was even more fond of all that is
beautiful and graceful in the accomplishments of a highly-cultivated mind, than in those
more solid studies which she nevertheless pursued with so much energy and interest.



The scenes which she witnessed in the convent were peculiarly calculated to produce an
indelible impression upon a mind so imaginative. The chapel for prayer, with its somber
twilight and its dimly-burning tapers; the dirges which the organ breathed upon the
trembling ear; the imposing pageant of prayer and praise, with the blended costumes of
monks and hooded nuns; the knell which tolled the requiem of a departed sister, as, in the
gloom of night and by the light of torches, she was conveyed to her burial—all these
concomitants of that system of pageantry, arranged so skillfully to impress the senses of
the young and the imaginative, fanned to the highest elevation the flames of that poetic
temperament she so eminently possessed.



God thus became in Jane's mind a vision of poetic beauty. Religion was the inspiration of
enthusiasm and of sentiment. The worship of the Deity was blended with all that was
ennobling and beautiful. Moved by these glowing fancies, her susceptible spirit, in these
tender years, turned away from atheism, from infidelity, from irreligion, as from that
which was unrefined, revolting, vulgar. The consciousness of the presence of God, the
adoration of his
being, became a passion of her soup. This state of mind was poetry, not religion. It
involved no sense of the spirituality of the Divine Law, no consciousness of unworthiness,
no need of a Savior. It was an emotion sublime and beautiful, yet merely such an emotion
as any one of susceptible temperament might feel when standing in the Vale of Chamouni at
midnight, or when listening to the crash of thunder as the tempest wrecks the sky, or when
one gazes entranced upon the fair face of nature in a mild and lovely morning of June,
when no cloud appears in the blue canopy above us, and no breeze taffies the leaves of the
grove or the glassy surface of the lake, and the songs of birds and the perfume of flowers
fill the air. Many mistake the highly poetic enthusiasm which such scenes excite for the
spirit of piety.



While Jane was an inmate of the convent, a very interesting young lady, from some
disappointment weary of the world, took the veil. When one enters a convent with the
intention of becoming a nun, she first takes the white veil, which is an expression of her
intention, and thus enters the grade of a novice. During the period of her novitiate,
which continues for several months, she is exposed to the severest
discipline of vigils, and fastings, and solitude, and prayer, that she may distinctly
understand the life of weariness and self-denial upon which she has entered. If,
unintimidated by these hardships, she still persists in her determination, she then takes
the black veil, and utters her solemn and irrevocable vows to bury herself in the gloom of
the cloister, never again to emerge. From this step there is no return. The throbbing
heart, which neither cowls nor veils can still, finds in the taper-lighted cell its living
tomb, till it sleeps in death. No one with even an ordinary share of sensibility can
witness a ceremony involving such consequences without the deepest emotion. The scene
produced an effect upon the spirit of Jane which was never effaced. The wreath of flowers
which crowned the beautiful victim; the veil enveloping her person; the solemn and
dirge-like chant, the requiem of her burial to all the pleasures of sense and time; the
pall which overspread her, emblematic of her consignment to a living tomb, all so deeply
affected the impassioned child, that, burying her face in her hands, she wept with
uncontrollable emotion.



The thought of the magnitude of the sacrifice which the young novice was making
appealed irresistibly to her admiration of the morally sublime. There was in that
relinquishment of all the joys of earth a self-surrender to a passionless life of
mortification, and penance, and prayer, an apparent heroism, which reminded Jane of her
much-admired Roman maidens and matrons. She aspired with most romantic ardor to do,
herself, something great and noble. While her sound judgment could not but condemn this
abandonment of life, she was inspired with the loftiest enthusiasm to enter, in some
worthy way, upon a life of endurance, of sacrifice, and of martyrdom. She felt that she
was born for the performance of some great deeds, and she looked down with contempt upon
all the ordinary vocations of every-day life. These were the dreams of a romantic girl.
They were not, however, the fleeting visions of a sickly and sentimental mind, but the
deep, soul-moving aspirations of one of the strongest intellects over which imagination
has ever swayed its scepter. One is reminded by these early developments of character of
the remark of Napoleon, when some one said, in his presence, "It is nothing but
imagination." "Nothing but imagination!" replied this sagacious observer; "imagination
rules the world!"



These dim visions of greatness, these lofty aspirations, not for renown, but for the
inward consciousness of intellectual elevation, of moral sublimity, of heroism, had no
influence, as is ordinarily the case with day-dreams, to give Jane a distaste for life's
energetic duties. They did not enervate her character, or convert her into a mere
visionary; on the contrary, they but roused and invigorated her to alacrity in the
discharge of every duty. They led her to despise ease and luxury, to rejoice in
self-denial, and to cultivate, to the highest possible degree, all her faculties of body
and of mind, that she might be prepared for any possible destiny. Wild as, at times, her
imaginings might have been, her most vivid fancy never could have, pictured a career so
extraordinary as that to which reality introduced her; and in all the annals of ancient
story, she could find no record of sufferings and privations more severe than those which
she was called upon to endure. And neither heroine nor hero of any age has shed greater
luster upon human nature by the cheerful fortitude with which adversity has been braved.
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Trial and Execution of Madame Roland



The  day after Madame Roland was placed in the Conciergerie, she was visited by one of the
notorious officers of the revolutionary patty, and very closely questioned concerning the
friendship she had entertained for the Girondists. She frankly avowed the elevated
affection and esteem with which she cherished their memory, but she declared that she and
they were the cordial friends of republican liberty; that they wished to preserve, not to
destroy, the Constitution. The examination was vexatious and intolerant in the extreme. It
lasted for three hours, and consisted in an incessant torrent of criminations, to which he
was hardly permitted to offer one word in reply. This examination taught her the nature of
the accusations which would be brought against her. She sat down in her cell that very
night, and, with a rapid pen, sketched that defense which has been pronounced one of the
most eloquent and touching monuments of the Revolution. It so beautifully illustrates the
heroism of her character, the serenity of her spirit, and the beauty and energy of her
mental operations, that it will ever be read with the liveliest interest.



"I am accused," she writes, "of being the accomplice of men called conspirators. My
intimacy with a few of these gentlemen is of much older date than the occurrences in
consequence of which they are now deemed rebels. Our correspondence, since they left
Paris, has been entirely foreign to public affairs. Properly speaking, I have been engaged
in no political correspondence whatever, and in that respect I might confine myself to a
simple denial. I certainly can not be called upon to give an account of my particular
affections. I have, however, the right to be proud of these friendships. I glory in them.
I wish to conceal nothing. I acknowledge that, with expressions of regret at my
confinement, I received an intimation that Duperret had two letters for me, whether
written by one or by two of my friends, before or after their leaving Paris, I can not
say. Duperret had delivered them into other hands, and they never came to mine. Another
time I
received a pressing invitation to break my chains, and an offer of services to assist me
in effecting my escape in any way I might think proper, and to convey me whithersoever I
might afterward wish to go. I was dissuaded from listening to such proposals by duty and
by honor: by duty, that I might not endanger the safety of those to whose care I was
confided; and by honor, because I preferred the risk of an unjust trial to exposing myself
to the suspicion of guilt by a flight unworthy of me. When I consented to my arrest, it
was not with the intention of afterward making my escape. Without doubt, if all means of
communication had not been cut off, or if I had not been prevented by confinement, I
should have endeavored to learn what had become of my friends. I know of no law by which
my doing so is forbidden. In what age or in what nation was it ever considered a crime to
be faithful to those sentiments of esteem and brotherly affection which bind man to man?



"I do not pretend to judge of the measures of those who have been proscribed, but I will
never believe in the evil intentions of men of whose probity and patriotism I am
thoroughly convinced. If they erred, it was unintentionally.
They fall without being abased, and I regard them as being unfortunate without being
liable to blame. I am perfectly easy as to their glory, and willingly consent to
participate in the honor of being oppressed by their enemies. They are accused of having
conspired against their country, but I know that they were firm friends of the Republic.
They were, however, humane men, and were persuaded that good laws were necessary to
procure the Republic the good will of persons who doubted whether the Republic could be
maintained. It is more difficult to conciliate than to kill. The history of every age
proves that it requires great talents to lead men to virtue by wise institutions, while
force suffices to oppress them by terror, or to annihilate them by death. I have often
heard them assert that abundance, as well as happiness, can only proceed from an
equitable, protecting, and beneficent government. The omnipotence of the bayonet may
produce fear, but not bread. I have seen them animated by the most lively enthusiasm for
the food of the people, disdaining to flatter them, and resolved rather to fall victims to
their delusion than to be the means of keeping it up. I confess that these principles and
this conduct
appeared to me totally different from the sentiments and proceedings of tyrants, or
ambitious men, who seek to please the people to effect their subjugation. It inspired me
with the highest esteem for those generous men. This error, if an error it be, will
accompany me to the grave, whither I shall be proud of following those whom I was not
permitted to accompany.



"My defense is more important for those who wish for the truth than it is for myself. Calm
and contented in the consciousness of having done my duty, I look forward to futurity with
perfect peace of mind. My serious turn and studious habits have preserved me alike from
the follies of dissipation and from the bustle of intrigue. A friend to liberty, on which
reflection had taught me to set a just value, I beheld the Revolution with delight,
persuaded it was destined to put an end to the arbitrary power I detested, and to the
abuses I had so often lamented, when reflecting with pity upon the indigent classes of
society. I took an interest in the progress of the Revolution, and spoke with warmth of
public affairs, but I did not pass the bounds prescribed by my sex. Some small talents, a
considerable share of philosophy, a
degree of courage more uncommon, and which did not permit me to weaken my husband's energy
in dangerous times—such, perhaps, are the qualities which those who know me may have
indiscreetly extolled, and which may have made me enemies among those to whom I am
unknown. M. Roland sometimes employed me as a secretary, and the famous letter to the
king, for instance, is copied entirely in my handwriting. This would be an excellent item
to add to my indictment, if the Austrians were trying me, and if they should have thought
fit to extend a minister's responsibility to his wife. But M Roland long ago manifested
his knowledge of, and his attachment to, the great principles of political economy. The
proof is to be found in his numerous works published during the last fifteen years His
learning and his probity are all his own. He stood in no need of a wife to make him an
able minister. Never were secret councils held at his house; His colleagues and a few
friends met once a week at his table, and there conversed, in a public manner, on matters
in which every body was concerned. His writings, which breathe throughout a love of order
and peace, and which enforce the best principles of public prosperity and morals, will
forever attest his wisdom. His accounts prove his integrity.



"As to the offense imputed to me, I observe that I never was intimate with Duperret. I saw
him occasionally at the time of M. Roland's administration. He never came to our house
during the six months that my husband was no longer in office. The same remark will apply
to other members, our friends, which surely does not accord with the plots and
conspiracies laid to our charge. It is evident, by my first letter to Duperret, I only
wrote to him because I knew not to whom else to address myself, and because I imagined he
would readily consent to oblige me. My correspondence with him could not, then, be
concerted. It could not be the consequence of any previous intimacy, and could have only
one object in view. It gave me afterward an opportunity of receiving accounts from those
who had just absented themselves, and with whom I was connected by the ties of friendship,
independently of all political considerations. The latter were totally out of the question
in the kind of correspondence I kept up with them during the early part of their absence.
No written memorial bears witness against me in that respect. Those adduced
only lead to the belief that I partook of the opinions and sentiments of the persons
called conspirators. This deduction is well founded. I confess it without reserve. I am
proud of the conformity. But I never manifested my opinion in a way which can be construed
into a crime, or which tended to occasion any disturbance. Now, to become an accomplice in
any plan whatever, it is necessary to give advice, or to furnish means of execution. I
have done neither. There is no law to condemn me.



"I know that, in revolutions, law as well as justice is often forgotten, and the proof of
it is that I am here. I owe my trial to nothing but the prejudices and violent animosities
which arise in times of great agitation, and which are generally directed against those
who have been placed in conspicuous situations, or are known to possess any energy or
spirit. It would have been easy for my courage to put me out of the reach of the sentence
which I foresaw would be pronounced against me. But I thought it rather became me to
undergo that sentence. I thought that I owed the example to my country. I thought that if
I were to be condemned, it must be right to leave to tyranny all the odium of sacrificing
a woman, whose crime is that
of possessing some small talent; which she never misapplied, a zealous desire to promote
the welfare of mankind, and courage enough to acknowledge her friends when in misfortune,
and to do homage to virtue at the risk of life. Minds which have any claim to greatness
are capable of divesting themselves of selfish considerations. They feel that they belong
to the whole human race. Their views are directed to posterity. I am the wife of a
virtuous man exposed to persecution. I was the friend of men who have been proscribed and
immolated by delusion, and the hatred of jealous mediocrity. It is necessary that I should
perish in my turn, because it is a rule with tyranny to sacrifice those whom it has
grievously oppressed, and to annihilate the very witnesses of its misdeeds. I have this
double claim to death at your hands, and I expect it. When innocence walks to the scaffold
at the command of error and perversity, every step she takes is an advance toward glory.
May I be the last victim sacrificed to the furious spirit of party. I shall leave with joy
this unfortunate earth, which swallows up the friends of virtue and drinks the blood of
the just.



"Truth! friendship! my country! sacred objects, sentiments dear to my heart, accept my
last sacrifice. My life was devoted to you, and you will render my death easy and
glorious.



"Just Heaven! enlighten this unfortunate people for whom I desired liberty. Liberty! it is
for noble minds, who despise death, and who know how, upon occasion, to give it to
themselves. It is not for weak beings, who enter into a composition with guilt, and cover
selfishness and cowardice with the name of prudence. It is not for corrupt wretches, who
rise from the bed of debauchery, or from the mire of indigence, to feast their eyes upon
the blood that streams from the scaffold. It is the portion of a people who delight in
humanity, practice justice, despise their flatterers, and respect the truth. While you are
not such a people, O my fellow-citizens! you will talk in vain of liberty. Instead of
liberty you will have licentiousness, to which you will all fall victims in your turn. You
will ask for bread; dead bodies will be given you, and you at last will bow down your own
necks to the yoke.



"I have neither concealed my sentiments not my opinions. I know that a Roman lady was sent
to the scaffold for lamenting the death of her son. I know that, in times of delusion and
party rage, he who dares avow himself the friend
of the condemned or of the proscribed exposes himself to their fate. But I have no fear of
death. I never feared any thing but guilt, and I will not purchase life at the expense of
a base subterfuge. Woe to the times! woe to the people among whom doing homage to
disregarded truth can be attended with danger; and happy is he who, in such circumstances,
is bold enough to brave it.



"It is now your part to see whether it answer your purpose to condemn me without proof
upon mere matter of opinion, and without the support or justification of any law."



Having concluded this magnanimous defense, which she wrote in one evening with the
rapidity which characterized all her mental operations, she retired to rest, and slept
with the serenity of a child. She was called upon several times by committees sent from
the revolutionary tribunal for examination. They were resolved to take her life, but were
anxious to do it, if possible, under the forms of law. She passed through all their
examinations with the most perfect composure and the most dignified self-possession. Her
enemies could not withhold their expressions of admiration as they saw her in her
sepulchral cell of stone and of iron,
cheerful, fascinating, and perfectly at ease. She knew that she was to be led from that
cell to a violent death, and yet no faltering of soul could be detected. Her spirit had
apparently achieved perfect victory over all earthly ills.



The upper part of the door of her cell was an iron grating. The surrounding cells were
filled with the most illustrious ladies and gentlemen of France. As the hour of death drew
near, her courage and animation seemed to increase. Her features glowed with enthusiasm;
her thoughts and expressions were refulgent with sublimity, and her whole aspect assumed
the impress of one appointed to fill some great and lofty destiny. She remained but a few
days in the Conciergerie before she was led to the scaffold. During those few days, by her
example and her encouraging words, she spread among the numerous prisoners there an
enthusiasm and a spirit of heroism which elevated, above the fear of the scaffold, even
the most timid and depressed. This glow of feeling and exhilaration gave a new impress of
sweetness and fascination to her beauty. The length of her captivity, the calmness with
which she contemplated the certain approach of death, gave to her voice that depth of tone
and slight tremulousness of
utterance which sent her eloquent words home with thrilling power to every heart. Those
who were walking in the corridor, or who were the occupants of adjoining cells, often
called for her to speak to them words of encouragement and consolation.



Standing upon a stool at the door of her own cell, she grasped with her hands the iron
grating which separated her from her audience. This was her tribune. The melodious accents
of her voice floated along the labyrinthine avenues of those dismal dungeons, penetrating
cell after cell, and arousing energy in hearts which had been abandoned to despair. It
was, indeed, a strange scene which was thus witnessed in these sepulchral caverns. The
silence, as of the grave, reigned there, while the clear and musical tones of Madame
Roland, as of an angel of consolation, vibrated through the rusty bars, and along the
dark, damp cloisters. One who was at that time an inmate of the prison, and survived those
dreadful scenes, has described, in glowing terms, the almost miraculous effects of her
soul-moving eloquence. She was already past the prime of life, but she was still
fascinating. Combined with the most wonderful power of expression, she possessed a voice
so exquisitely musical, that, long after her lips were silenced in death, its tones
vibrated in lingering strains in the souls of those by whom they had ever been heard. The
prisoners listened with the most profound attention to her glowing words, and regarded her
almost as a celestial spirit, who had come to animate them to heroic deeds. She often
spoke of the Girondists who had already perished upon the guillotine. With perfect
fearlessness she avowed her friendship for them, and ever spoke of them as our friends.
She, however, was careful never to utter a word which would bring tears into the eye. She
wished to avoid herself all the weakness of tender emotions, and to lure the thoughts of
her companions away from every contemplation which could enervate their energies.



Occasionally, in the solitude of her cell, as the image of her husband and of her child
rose before her, and her imagination dwelt upon her desolated home and her blighted
hopes—her husband denounced and pursued by lawless violence, and her child soon to
be an orphan—woman's tenderness would triumph over the heroine's stoicism. Burying,
for a moment, her face in her hands, she would burst into a flood
of tears. Immediately struggling to regain composure, she would brush her tears away, and
dress her countenance in its accustomed smiles. She remained in the Conciergerie but one
week, and during that time so endeared herself to all as to become the prominent object of
attention and love. Her case is one of the most extraordinary the history of the world has
presented, in which the very highest degree of heroism is combined with the most
resistless charms of feminine loveliness. An unfeminine woman can never be
loved  by men. She may be respected for her talents, she may be honored for
her philanthropy, but she can not win the warmer emotions of the heart. But Madame Roland,
with an energy of will, an infallibility of purpose, a firmness of stoical endurance which
no mortal man has ever exceeded, combined that gentleness, and tenderness, and
affection—that instinctive sense of the proprieties of her sex—which gathered
around, her a love as pure and as enthusiastic as woman ever excited. And while her
friends, many of whom were the most illustrious men in France, had enthroned her as an
idol in their hearts, the breath of slander never ventured to intimate that she was guilty
even of an impropriety.



The day before her trial, her advocate, Chauveau de la Garde, visited her to consult
respecting her defense. She, well aware that no one could speak a word in her favor but at
the peril of his own life, and also fully conscious that her doom was already sealed, drew
a ring from her finger, and said to him,



"To-morrow I shall be no more. I know the fate which awaits me. Your kind assistance can
not avail aught for me, and would but endanger you. I pray you, therefore, not to come to
the tribunal, but to accept of this last testimony of my regard."



The next day she was led to her trial. She attired herself in a white robe, as a symbol of
her innocence, and her long dark hair fell in thick curls on her neck and shoulders. She
emerged from her dungeon a vision of unusual loveliness. The prisoners who were walking in
the corridors gathered around her, and with smiles and words of encouragement she infused
energy into their hearts. Calm and invincible she met her judges. She was accused of the
crimes of being the wife of M. Roland and the friend of his friends. Proudly she
acknowledged herself guilty of both those charges. Whenever she attempted to utter a word
in her
defense, she was brow-beaten by the judges, and silenced by the clamors of the mob which
filled the tribunal. The mob now ruled with undisputed sway in both legislative and
executive halls. The serenity of her eye was untroubled, and the composure of her
disciplined spirit unmoved, save by the exaltation of enthusiasm, as she noted the
progress of the trial, which was bearing her rapidly and resistlessly to the scaffold. It
was, however, difficult to bring any accusation against her by which, under the form of
law, she could be condemned. France, even in its darkest hour, was rather ashamed to
behead a woman, upon whom the eyes of all Europe were fixed, simply for being the wife
of her husband and the friend of his friends. At last the president demanded of her
that she should reveal her husband's asylum. She proudly replied,



"I do not know of any law by which I can be obliged to violate the strongest feelings of
nature." This was sufficient, and she was immediately condemned. Her sentence was thus
expressed:



"The public accuser has drawn up the present indictment against Jane Mary Phlippon, the
wife of Roland, late Minister of the Interior
for having wickedly and designedly aided and assisted in the conspiracy which existed
against the unity and indivisibility of the Republic, against the liberty and safety of
the French people, by assembling, at her house, in secret council, the principal chiefs of
that conspiracy, and by keeping up a correspondence tending to facilitate their
treasonable designs. The tribunal, having heard the public accuser deliver his reasons
concerning the application of the law, condemns Jane Mary Phlippon, wife of Roland, to the
punishment of death."



She listened calmly to her sentence, and then, rising, bowed with dignity to her judges,
and, smiling, said,



"I thank you, gentlemen, for thinking me worthy of sharing the fate of the great men whom
you have assassinated. I shall endeavor to imitate their firmness on the scaffold."



With the buoyant step of a child, and with a rapidity which almost betokened joy, she
passed beneath the narrow portal, and descended to her cell, from which she was to be led,
with the morning light, to a bloody death. The prisoners had assembled to greet her on her
return, and anxiously gathered around her. She looked upon them with a smile of perfect
tranquility,
and, drawing her hand across her neck, made a sign expressive of her doom. But a few hours
elapsed between her sentence and her execution. She retired to her cell, wrote a few words
of parting to her friends, played, upon a harp which had found its way into the prison,
her requiem, in tones so wild and mournful, that, floating, in the dark hours of the
night, through those sepulchral caverns, they fell like unearthly music upon the
despairing souls there incarcerated.



The morning of the 10th of November, 1793, dawned gloomily upon Paris. It was one of the
darkest days of that reign of terror which, for so long a period, enveloped France in its
somber shades. The ponderous gates of the courtyard of the Conciergerie opened that
morning to a long procession of carts loaded with victims for the guillotine. Madame
Roland had contemplated her fate too long, and had disciplined her spirit too severely, to
fail of fortitude in this last hour of trial. She came from her cell scrupulously attired
for the bridal of death. A serene smile was upon her cheek, and the glow of joyous
animation lighted up her features as she waved an adieu to the weeping prisoners who
gathered around her. The last cart
was assigned to Madame Roland. She entered it with a step as light and elastic as if it
were a carriage for a pleasant morning's drive. By her side stood an infirm old man, M. La
Marche. He was pale and trembling, and his fainting heart, in view of the approaching
terror, almost ceased to beat. She sustained him by her arm, and addressed to him words of
consolation and encouragement, in cheerful accents and with a benignant smile. The poor
old man felt that God had sent an angel to strengthen him in the dark hour of death. As
the cart heavily rumbled along the pavement, drawing nearer and nearer to the guillotine,
two or three times, by her cheerful words, she even caused a smile faintly to play upon
his pallid lips.



The guillotine was now the principal instrument of amusement for the populace of Paris. It
was so elevated that all could have a good view of the spectacle it presented. To witness
the conduct of nobles and of ladies, of boys and of girls, while passing through the
horrors of a sanguinary death, was far more exciting than the unreal and bombastic
tragedies of the theater, or the conflicts of the cock-pit and the bear garden. A
countless throng flooded the streets, men, women, and children, shouting, laughing,
execrating. The celebrity of Madame Roland, her extraordinary grace and beauty, and her
aspect, not only of heroic fearlessness, but of joyous exhilaration, made her the
prominent object of the public gaze. A white robe gracefully enveloped her perfect form,
and her black and glossy hair, which for some reason the executioners had neglected to
out, fell in rich profusion to her waist. A keen November blast swept the streets, under
the influence of which, and the excitement of the scene, her animated countenance glowed
with all the ruddy bloom of youth. She stood firmly in the cart, looking with a serene eye
upon the crowds which lined the streets, and listening with unruffled serenity to the
clamor which filled the air. A large crowd surrounded the cart in which Madame Roland
stood, shouting, "To the guillotine! to the guillotine!" She looked kindly upon them, and,
bending over the railing of the cart, said to them, in tones as placid as if she were
addressing her own child, "My friends, I am going to the guillotine. In a few moments I
shall be there. They who send me thither will era long follow me. I go innocent. They will
come stained with blood. You who now applaud our execution will then applaud theirs with
equal zeal"



Madame Roland had continued writing her memoirs until the hour in which she left her cell
for the scaffold. When the cart had almost arrived at the foot of the guillotine, her
spirit was so deeply moved by the tragic scene—such emotions came rushing in upon
her soul from departing time and opening eternity, that she could not repress the desire
to pen down her glowing thoughts. She entreated an officer to furnish her for a moment
with pen and paper. The request was refused. It is much to be regretted that we are thus
deprived of that unwritten chapter of her life. It can not be doubted that the words she
would then have written would have long vibrated upon the ear of a listening world.
Soul-utterances will force their way over mountains, and valleys, and oceans. Despotism
can not arrest them. Time can not enfeeble them.



The long procession arrived at the guillotine, and the bloody work commenced. The victims
were dragged from the carts, and the ax rose and fell with unceasing rapidity. Head after
head fell into the basket, and the pile of bleeding trunks rapidly increased in size. The
executioners approached the cart where Madame Roland stood by the side of her fainting
companion. With an animated countenance and a cheerful smile, she was all engrossed in
endeavoring to infuse fortitude into his soul. The executioner grasped her by the arm.
"Stay," said she, slightly resisting his grasp; "I have one favor to ask, and that is not
for myself. I beseech you grant it me." Then turning to the old man, she said, "Do you
precede me to the scaffold. To see my blood flow would make you suffer the bitterness of
death twice over. I must spare you the pain of witnessing my execution." The stern officer
gave a surly refusal, replying, "My orders are to take you first." With that winning smile
and that fascinating grace which were almost resistless, she rejoined, "You can not,
surely, refuse a woman her last request." The hard-hearted executor of the law was brought
within the influence of her enchantment. He paused, looked at her for a moment in slight
bewilderment, and yielded. The poor old man, more dead than alive, was conducted upon the
scaffold and placed beneath the fatal ax. Madame Roland, without the slightest change of
color, or the apparent tremor of a nerve, saw the ponderous instrument, with its
glittering edge, glide upon its deadly mission, and the decapitated trunk of her friend
was
thrown aside to give place for her. With a placid countenance and a buoyant step, she
ascended the platform. The guillotine was erected upon the vacant spot between the gardens
of the Tuileries and the Elysian Fields, then known as the Place de la Revolution. This
spot is now called the Place de la Concorde. It is unsurpassed by any other place in
Europe. Two marble fountains now embellish the spot. The blood-stained guillotine, from
which crimson rivulets were ever flowing, then occupied the space upon which one of these
fountains has been erected; and a clay statue to Liberty reared its hypocritical front
where the Egyptian obelisk now rises. Madame Roland stood for a moment upon the elevated
platform, looked calmly around upon the vast concourse, and then bowing before the
colossal statue, exclaimed, "O Liberty! Liberty! how many crimes are committed in thy
name." She surrendered herself to the executioner, and was bound to the plank. The plank
fell to its horizontal position, bringing her head under the fatal ax. The glittering
steel glided through the groove, and the head of Madame Roland was severed from her body.
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EXECUTION OF MADAM ROLAND



Thus died Madame Roland, in the 
thirty-ninth year of her age. Her death oppressed all who had known her with the deepest grief.
Her intimate friend Buzot, who was then a fugitive, on hearing the tidings, was thrown
into a state of perfect delirium, from which he did not recover for many days. Her
faithful female servant was so overwhelmed with grief, that she presented herself before
the tribunal, and implored them to let her die upon the same scaffold where her beloved
mistress had perished. The tribunal, amazed at such transports of attachment, declared
that she was mad, and ordered her to be removed from their presence. A man-servant made
the same application, and was sent to the guillotine.



The grief of M. Roland, when apprised of the event, was unbounded. For a time he entirely
lost his senses. Life to him was no longer endurable. He knew not of any consolations of
religion. Philosophy could only nerve him to stoicism. Privately he left, by night, the
kind friends who had hospitably concealed him for six months, and wandered to such a
distance from his asylum as to secure his protectors from any danger on his account.
Through the long hours of the winter's night he continued his dreary walk, till the first
gray of the morning
appeared in the east. Drawing a long stiletto from the inside of his walking-stink, he
placed the head of it against the trunk of a tree, and threw himself upon the sharp
weapon. The point pierced his heart, and he fell lifeless upon the frozen ground. Some
peasants passing by discovered his body. A piece of paper was pinned to the breast of his
coat, upon which there were written these words: "whoever thou art that findest these
remains, respect them as those of a virtuous man. After hearing of my wife's death, I
would not stay another day in a world so stained with crime."



The daughter of Madame Roland succeeded in escaping the fury of the tyrants of the
Revolution. She lived surrounded by kind protectors, and in subsequent years was married
to M. Champoneaux, the son of one of her mother's intimate friends.



Such was the wonderful career of Madame Roland It is a history full of instruction, and
ever reminds us that truth is stranger than fiction.




THE END.
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Fate of the Girondists



As  the fate of the Girondist party, of which Madame Roland was the soul, is so intimately
connected with her history, we must leave her in the prison, while we turn aside to
contemplate the doom of her companions. The portentous thunders of the approaching storm
had given such warning to the Girondists, that many had effected their escape from Paris,
and in various disguises, in friendlessness and poverty, were wandering over Europe.
Others, however, were too proud to fly. Conscious of the most elevated patriotic
sentiments, and with no criminations of conscience, except for sacrificing too much in
love for their country, they resolved to remain firm at their post, and to face their
foes. Calmly and sternly they awaited the onset. This heroic courage did but arouse and
invigorate their foes. Mercy had long since died in France.



Immediately after the tumult of that dreadful night in which the Convention was inundated
with assassins clamoring for blood, twenty-one of the Girondists were arrested and thrown
into the dungeons of the Conciergerie. Imprisoned together, and fully conscious that their
trial would be but a mockery, and that their doom was already sealed, they fortified one
another with all the consolations which philosophy and the pride of magnanimity could
administer. In those gloomy cells, beneath the level of the street, into whose deep and
grated windows the rays of the noonday sun could but feebly penetrate, their faces soon
grew wan, and wasted, and haggard, from confinement, the foul prison air, and woe.



There is no sight more deplorable than that of an accomplished man of intellectual tastes,
accustomed to all the refinements of polished life, plunged into those depths of misery
from which the decencies even of our social being are excluded. These illustrious
statesmen and eloquent orators, whose words had vibrated upon the ear of Europe, were
transformed into the most revolting aspect of beggared and haggard misery. Their clothes,
ruined by the humid filth of their dungeons, moldered to decay. Unwashed, unshorn, in the
loss almost of the aspect of humanity, they became repulsive to
each other. Unsupported by any of those consolations which religion affords, many hours of
the blackest gloom must have enveloped them.



Not a few of the deputies were young men, in the morning of their energetic being, their
bosoms glowing with all the passions of this tumultuous world, buoyant with hope,
stimulated by love, invigorated by perfect health. And they found themselves thus suddenly
plunged from the heights of honor and power to the dismal darkness of the dungeon, from
whence they could emerge only to be led to the scaffold. All the bright hopes of life had
gone down amid the gloom of midnight darkness. Several months lingered slowly away while
these men were awaiting their trial. Day after day they heard the tolling of the tocsin,
the reverberations of the alarm gun, and the beating of the insurrection drum, as the
demon of lawless violence rioted through the streets of the blood-stained metropolis. The
execrations of the mob, loud and fiend-like, accompanied the cart of the condemned, as it
rumbled upon the pavements above their heads, bearing the victims of popular fury to the
guillotine; and still, most stoically, they struggled to nerve their souls with fortitude
to meet their fate.



From these massive stone walls, guarded by triple doors of iron and watched by numerous
sentinels, answerable for the safe custody of their prisoners with their lives, there was
no possibility of escape. The rigor of their imprisonment was, consequently, somewhat
softened as weeks passed on, and they were occasionally permitted to see their friends
through the iron wicket. Books, also, aided to relieve the tedium of confinement. The
brother-in-law of Vergniaud came to visit him, and brought with him his son, a child ten
years of age. The features of the fair boy reminded Vergniaud of his beloved sister, and
awoke mournfully in his heart the remembrance of departed joys. When the child saw his
uncle imprisoned like a malefactor, his cheeks haggard and sunken, his matted hair
straggling over his forehead, his long beard disfiguring his face, and his clothes hanging
in tatters, he clung to his father, affrighted by the sad sight, and burst into tears.



"My child," said Vergniaud, kindly, taking him in his arms, "look well at me. When you are
a man, you can say that you saw Vergniaud, the founder of the Republic, at the most
glorious period, and in the most splendid costume he ever wore—that in which he
suffered
unmerited persecution, and in which he prepared to die for liberty." These words produced
a deep impression upon the mind of the child. He remembered them to repeat them after the
lapse of half a century.



The cells in which they were imprisoned still remain as they were left on the morning in
which these illustrious men were led to their execution. On the dingy walls of stone are
still recorded those sentiments which they had inscribed there, and which indicate the
nature of those emotions which animated and sustained them. These proverbial maxims and
heroic expressions, gleaned from French tragedies or the classic page, were written with
the blood which they had drawn from their own veins. In one place is carefully, written,





	"Quand d n'a pu sauver is liberté de Rome,


	Caton est libre encore et suit mourir en homme."



	"When he no longer had the power to preserve the liberty of Rome,


	Cato still was free, and knew how to die for man."








Again,





	"Cui virtus non deest


	Ille nunquam omnino miser."



	"He who retains his integrity


	Can never be wholly miserable."








In another place,





	"La vraie liberté est celle de l'ame."



	"True liberty is that of the soul."








On a beam was written,





	"Dignum certe Deo spectaculum 


	fortem virum cum calamitate colluctantem."



	"Even God may look with pleasure 


	upon a brave man struggling against adversity."








Again,





	"Quels solides appui dans le malheur supreme!


	J'ai pour moi ma vertu, l'équité, Dieu meme."



	"How substantial the consolation in the greatest calamity


	I have for mine, my virtue, justice, God himself."








Beneath this was written,





	"Le jour n'est pas plus pur que le fond de mon coeur."



	"The day is not more pure than the depths of my heart."








In large letters of blood there was inscribed, in the hand-writing of Vergniaud,





	"Potius mori quam foedari."



	"Death is preferable to dishonor."








But one sentence is recorded there which could be considered strictly of a religious
character. It was taken from the "Imitation of Christ."





	"Remember that you are not called to a life of indulgence


	 and pleasure, but to toil and to suffer."


	








La Source and Sillery, two very devoted friends, occupied a cell together. La Source was a
devoted Christian, and found, in the consolations of piety, an unfailing support. Sillery
possessed a feeling heart, and was soothed and comforted by the devotion of his friend. La
Source composed a beautiful hymn, adapted to a sweet and solemn air, which they called
their evening service. Night after night this mournful dirge was heard gently issuing from
the darkness of their cell, in tones so melodious and plaintive that they never died away
from the memory of those who heard them. It is difficult to conceive of any thing more
affecting than this knell, so softly uttered at midnight in those dark and dismal
dungeons.





	"Calm all the tumults that invade


	Our souls, and lend thy powerful aid. 


	Oh! source of mercy! soothe our pains, 


	And break, O break our cruel, chains! 


	To Thee the captive pours his cry, 


	To Thee the mourner loves to fly. 


	The incense of our tears receive—


	'Tis all the incense we can give.



	"Eternal Power! our cause defend, 


	O God! of innocence the friend. 


	Near Thee forever she resides, 


	In Thee forever she confides.


	Thou know'st the secrets of the breasts


	Thou know'st the oppressor and the oppress'd


	Do thou our wrongs with pity see, 


	Avert a doom offending thee.



	"But should the murderer's arm prevail; 


	Should tyranny our lives assail;


	Unmoved, triumphant, scorning death, 


	We'll bless Thee with our latest breath. 


	The hour, the glorious hour will come, 


	That consecrates the patriots' tomb; 


	And with the pang our memory claims, 


	Our country will avenge our names."









Summer had come and gone while these distinguished prisoners were awaiting their doom.
World-weary and sick at heart, they still struggled to sustain each other, and to meet
their dreadful fate with heroic constancy. The day for their trial at length arrived. It
was the 20th of October, 1793. They had long been held up before the mob, by placards and
impassioned harangues, as traitors to their country, and the populace of Paris were
clamorous for their consignment to the guillotine. They were led from the dungeons of the
Conciergerie to the misnamed Halls of Justice. A vast concourse of angry men surrounded
the tribunal, and filled the air with execrations. Paris that day presented the aspect of
a camp. The Jacobins, conscious that there were still thousands of the most influential of
the citizens who regarded this Girondists with veneration as
incorruptible patriots, determined to prevent the possibility of a rescue. They had some
cause to apprehend a counter revolution. They therefore gathered around the scene of trial
all that imposing military array which they had at their disposal. Cavalry, with plumes,
and helmets, and naked sabers, were sweeping the streets, that no accumulations of the
multitude might gather force. The pavements trembled beneath the rumbling wheels of heavy
artillery, ready to belch forth their storm of grape-shot upon any opposing foe. Long
lines of infantry, with loaded muskets and glittering bayonets, guarded all the avenues to
the tribunal, where rancorous passion sat enthroned in mockery upon the seat of justice.



The prisoners had nerved themselves sternly to meet this crisis of their doom. Two by two,
in solemn procession, they marched to the bar of judgment, and took their seat upon
benches surrounded by gene d'armes and a frowning populace, and arraigned before judges
already determined upon their doom. The eyes of the world were, however, upon them. The
accused were illustrious in integrity, in rank, in talent. In the distant provinces there
were thousands who were their friends. It was necessary
to go through the formality of a trial. A few of the accused still clung to the hope of
life. They vainly dreamed it possible that, by silence, and the abandonment of themselves
to the resistless power by which they were crushed, some mercy might be elicited. It was a
weakness unworthy of these great men. But there are few minds which can remain firm while
immured for months in the wasting misery of a dungeon. In those glooms the sinews of
mental energy wither with dying hope. The trial continued for a week. On the 30th of
October, at eleven o'clock at night, the verdict was brought in. They were all declared
guilty of having conspired against the Republic, and were condemned to death. With the
light of the next morning's sun they were to be led to the guillotine.



As the sentence was pronounced, one of the accused, M. Valaze, made a motion with his
hand, as if to tear his garment, and fell from his seat upon the floor. "What, Valaze,"
said Brissot, striving to support him, "are you losing your courage?" "No," replied
Valaze, faintly, "I am dying;" and he expired, with his hand still grasping the hilt of
the dagger with which he had pierced his heart. For a
moment it was a scene of unutterable horror The condemned gathered sadly around the
remains of their lifeless companion. Some, who had confidently expected acquittal,
overcome by the near approach of death, yielded to momentary weakness, and gave utterance
to reproaches and lamentations. Others, pale and stupefied, gazed around in moody silence.
One, in the delirium of enthusiasm, throwing his arms above his head, shouted, "This is
the most glorious day of my life!" Vergniaud, seated upon the highest bench, with the
composure of philosophy and piety combined, looked upon the scene, exulting in the victory
his own spirit had achieved over peril and death.



The weakness which a few displayed was but momentary. They raffled their energies boldly
to meet their inevitable doom. They gathered for a moment around the corpse of their
lifeless companion, and were then formed in procession, to march back to their cells. It
was midnight as the condemned Girondists were led from the bar of the Palace of Justice
back to the dungeons of the Conciergerie, there to wait till the swift-winged hours should
bring the dawn which was to guide their steps to the guillotine. Their presence of mind
had now
returned, and their bosoms glowed with the loftiest enthusiasm. In fulfillment of a
promise they had made their fellow-prisoners, to inform them of their fate by the echoes
of their voices, they burst into the Marseillaise Hymn. The vaults of the Conciergerie
rang with the song as they shouted, in tones of exultant energy.





	"Allow, enfans de la patrie,


	Le jour de glorie est arrive,


	Contre none de In tyrannie 


	L'etendard sanglant est lave.



	"Come! children of your country, come! 


	The day of glory dawns on high, 


	And tyranny has wide unfurl'd 


	Her blood-stain'd banner in the sky."









It was their death-knell. As they were slowly led along through the gloomy corridors of
their prison to the cells, these dirge-like wailings of a triumphant song penetrated the
remotest dungeons of that dismal abode, and roused every wretched head from its pallet.
The arms of the guard clattered along the stone floor of the subterranean caverns, and the
unhappy victims of the Revolution, roused from the temporary oblivion of sleep, or from
dreams of the homes of refinement and luxury from which they had been torn, glared through
the iron grating
upon the melancholy procession, and uttered last words of adieu to those whose fate they
almost envied. The acquittal of the Girondists would have given them some little hope that
they also might find mercy. Now they sunk back upon their pillows in despair, and
lamentations and wailings filled the prison.



The condemned, now that their fate was sealed, had laid aside all weakness, and, mutually
encouraging one another, prepared as martyrs to encounter the last stern trial. They were
all placed in one large room opening into several cells, and the lifeless body of their
companion was deposited in one of the corners. By a decree of the tribunal, the still warm
and bleeding remains of Valaze were to be carried back to the cell, and to be conveyed the
next morning, in the same cart with the prisoners, to the guillotine. The ax was to sever
the head from the lifeless body, and all the headless trunks were to be interred together.



A wealthy friend, who had escaped proscription, and was concealed in Paris, had agreed to
send them a sumptuous banquet the night after their trial, which banquet was to prove to
them a funeral repast or a triumphant feast, according to the verdict of acquittal or
condemnation.



Their friend kept his word. Soon after the prisoners were remanded to their cell, a table
was spread, and preparations were made for their last supper. There was a large oaken
table in the prison, where those awaiting their trial, and those awaiting their execution,
met for their coarse prison fare. A rich cloth was spread upon that table. Servants
entered, bearing brilliant lamps, which illuminated the dismal vault with an unnatural
luster, and spread the glare of noon-day light upon the miserable pallets of straw, the
rusty iron gratings and chains, and the stone walls weeping with moisture, which no ray of
the sun or warmth of fire ever dried away. It was a strange scene, that brilliant
festival, in the midst of the gloomy of the most dismal dungeon, with one dead body lying
upon the floor, and those for whom the feast was prepared waiting only for the early dawn
to light them to their death and burial. The richest viands of meats and wines were
brought in and placed before the condemned. Vases of flowers diffused their fragrance and
expanded their beauty where flowers were never seen to bloom before. Wan and haggard
faces, unwashed and unshorn, gazed upon the unwonted spectacle, as dazzling flambeaux, and
rich table furniture,
and bouquets, and costly dishes appeared, one after another, until the board was covered
with luxury and splendor.



In silence the condemned took their places at the table. They were men of brilliant
intellects, of enthusiastic eloquence, thrown suddenly from the heights of power to the
foot of the scaffold. A priest, the Abbe Lambert, the intimate personal friend of several
of the most eminent of 'the Girondists, had obtained admittance into the prison to
accompany his friends to the guillotine, and to administer to them the last consolations
of religion. He stood in the corridor, looking through the open door upon those assembled
around the table, and, with his pencil in his hand, noted down their words, their
gestures, their sighs—their weakness and their strength. It is to him that we are
indebted for all knowledge of the sublime scenes enacted at the last supper of the
Girondists. The repast was prolonged until the dawn of morning began to steal faintly in
at the grated windows of the prison and the gathering tumult without announced the
preparations to conduct them to their execution.



Vergniaud, the most prominent and the most eloquent of their number, presided at the
feast.
He had little, save the love of glory, to bind him to life, for he had neither father nor
mother, wife nor child; and he doubted not that posterity would do him justice, and that
his death would be the most glorious act of his life. No one could imagine, from the calm
and subdued conversation, and the quiet appetite with which these distinguished men
partook of the entertainment, that this was their last repast, and but the prelude to a
violent death. But when the cloth was removed, and the fruits, the wines and the flowers
alone remained, the conversation became animated, gay, and at times rose to hilarity.
Several of the youngest men of the party, in sallies of wit and outbursts of laughter,
endeavored to repel the gloom which darkened their spirits in view of death on the morrow.
It was unnatural gayety, unreal, unworthy of the men. Death is not a jest, and no one can
honor himself by trying to make it so. A spirit truly noble can encounter this king of
terrors with fortitude, but never with levity. Still, now and then, shouts of laughter and
songs of merriment burst from the lips of these young men, as they endeavored, with a kind
of hysterical energy, to nerve themselves to show to their enemies their contempt of life
and of death.
Others were more thoughtful, serene, and truly brave.



"What shall we be doing to-morrow at this time?" said Ducos.



All paused. Religion had its hopes, philosophy its dreams, infidelity its dreary blank.
Each answered according to his faith. "We shall sleep after the fatigues of the day," said
some, "to wake no more." Atheism had darkened their minds. "Death is an eternal sleep,"
had become their gloomy creed. They looked forward to the slide of the guillotine as
ending all thought, and consigning them back to that non-existence from which they had
emerged at their creation. "No!" replied Fauchet, Carra, and others; "annihilation is not
our destiny. We are immortal. These bodies may perish. These living thoughts, these
boundless aspirations, can never die. To-morrow, far away in other worlds, we shall think,
and feel, and act and solve the problems of the immaterial destiny of the human mind."
Immortality was the theme. The song was hushed upon these dying lips. The forced laughter
fainted away. Standing upon the brink of that dread abyss from whence no one has returned
with tidings, every soul felt a longing for immortality. They
turned to Vergniaud, whose brilliant intellect, whose soul-moving eloquence, whose
spotless life commanded their reverence, and appealed to him for light, and truth, and
consolation. His words are lost. The effect of his discourse alone is described. "Never,"
said the abbe "had his look, his gesture, his language, and his voice more profoundly
affected his hearers." In the conclusion of a discourse which is described as one of
almost superhuman eloquence, during which some were aroused to the most exalted
enthusiasm, all were deeply moved, and many wept, Vergniaud exclaimed,



"Death is but the greatest act of life, since it gives birth to a higher state of
existence. Were it not thus there would be something greater than God. It would be the
just man immolating himself uselessly and hopelessly for his country. This supposition is
a folly of blasphemy, and I repel it with contempt and horror. No! Vergniaud is not
greater than God, but God is more just than Vergniaud; and He will not to-morrow suffer
him to ascend a scaffold but to justify and avenge him in future ages."



And now the light of day began to stream in at the windows. "Let us go to bed," said one,
"and sleep until we are called to go forth to our last sleep. Life is a thing so trifling
that it is not worth the hour of sleep we lose in regretting it."



"Let us rather watch," said another, "during the few moments which remain to us. Eternity
is so certain and so terrible that a thousand lives would not suffice to prepare for it."



They rose from the table, and most of them retired to their cells and threw themselves
upon their beds for a few moments of bodily repose and meditation. Thirteen, however,
remained in the larger apartment, finding a certain kind of support in society. In a low
tone of voice they conversed with each other. They were worn out with excitement, fatigue,
and want of sleep. Some wept. Sleep kindly came to some, and lulled their spirits into
momentary oblivion.



At ten o'clock the iron doors grated on their hinges, and the tramp of the gens d'armes,
with the clattering of their sabers, was heard reverberating through the gloomy corridors
and vaults of their dungeon, as they came, with the executioners, to lead the condemned to
the scaffold. Their long hair was out from their necks, that the ax, with unobstructed
edge, might do its
work. Each one left some simple and affecting souvenir to friends. Gensonné picked up a
lock of his black hair, and gave it to the Abbe Lambert to give to his wife "Tell her,"
said he, "that it is the only memorial of my love which I can transmit to her, and that my
last thoughts in death were hers." Vergniaud drew from his pocket his watch, and, with his
knife, scratched upon the case a few lines of tender remembrance, and sent the token to a
young lady to whom he was devotedly attached, and to whom he was ere long to have been
married. Each gave to the abbe some legacy of affection to be conveyed to loved ones who
were to be left behind. Few emotions are stronger in the hour of death that the desire to
be embalmed in the affections of those who are dear to us.



All being ready, the gens d'armes marched the condemned, in a column, into the prison
yard, where five rude carts were awaiting them, to convey them to the scaffold. The
countless thousands of Paris were swarming around the prison, filling the court, and
rolling, like ocean tides, into every adjacent avenue. Each cart contained five persons,
with the exception of the last, into which the dead body of Valaze had been cast with four
of his living companions.



And now came to the Girondists their hour of triumph. Heroism rose exultant over all ills.
The brilliant sun and the elastic air of an October morning invigorated their bodies, and
the scene of sublimity through which they were passing stimulated their spirits to the
highest pitch of enthusiasm. As the carts moved from the court-yard, with one simultaneous
voice, clear and sonorous, the Girondists burst into the Marseillaise Hymn. The crowd
gazed in silence as this funereal chant, not like the wailings of a dirge, but like the
strains of an exultant song, swelled and died away upon the air. Here and there some
friendly voice among the populace ventured to swell the volume of sound as the significant
words were uttered,





	"Contre none de la tyrannie


	L'étendard sanglat est levé."



	"And tyranny has wide unfurl'd


	Her blood-stain'd banner in the sky."








At the end of each verse their voices sank for a moment into silence. The strain was then
again renewed, loud and sonorous. On arriving at the scaffold, they all embraced in one
long, last adieu. It was a token of their communion in death as in life. They then, in
concert, loudly and firmly resumed their funereal
chant. One ascended the scaffold, continuing the song with his companions. He was bound to
the plank. Still his voice was heard full and strong. The plank slowly fell. Still his
voice, without a tremor, joined in the triumphant chorus. The glittering ax glided like
lightning down the groove. His head fell into the basket, and one voice was hushed
forever. Another ascended, and another, and another, each with the song bursting loudly
from his lips, till death ended the strain. There was no weakness. No step trembled, no
cheek paled, no voice faltered. But each succeeding moment the song grew more faint as
head after head fell, and the bleeding bodies were piled side by side. At last one voice
alone continued the song. It was that of Vergniaud, the most illustrious of them all. Long
confinement had spread deathly pallor over his intellectual features, but firm and
dauntless, and with a voice of surpassing richness, he continued the solo into which the
chorus had now died away. Without the tremor of a nerve, he mounted the scaffold. For a
moment he stood in silence, as he looked down upon the lifeless bodies of his friends, and
around upon the overawed multitude gazing in silent admiration upon this heroic
enthusiasm. As he then
surrendered himself to the executioner, he commended anew the strain,





	"Allons! enfans de la patrie,


	Le jour de gloire est arrivé"



	"Come! children of your country, come!


	The day of glory dawns on high."








In the midst of the exultant tones, the ax glided on its bloody mission, and those lips,
which had guided the storm of revolution, and whose patriotic appeals had thrilled upon
the ear of France, were silent in death. Thus perished the Girondists, the founders of the
Republic and its victims. Their votes consigned Louis and Maria to the guillotine, and
they were the first to follow them. One cart conveyed the twenty-one bodies away, and they
were thrown into one pit, by the side of the grave of Louis XVI.
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EXECUTION OF THE GIRONDISTS.

  

They committed many errors. Few minds could discern distinctly the path of truth and duty
through the clouds and vapors of those stormy times. But they were most sincerely devoted
to the liberties of France. They overthrew the monarchy, and established the Republic.
They died because they refused to open those sluice-ways of blood which the people
demanded. A few of the Girondists had made their escape. Petion, Buzot, Barbaroux, and
Gaudet wandered in disguise, and hid them selves in the caves of wild and unfrequented
mountains. La Fayette, who was one of the most noble and illustrious apostles of this
creed, was saved from the guillotine by weary years of imprisonment in the dungeons of
Olmutz. Madame Roland lingered in her cell, striving to maintain serenity, while her soul
was tortured with the tidings of carnage and woe which every morning's dawn brought to her
ears.



The Jacobins were now more and more clamorous for blood. They strove to tear La Fayette
from his dungeon, that they might triumph in his death. They pursued, with implacable
vigilance, the Girondists who had escaped from their fury. They trained bloodhounds to
scent them out in their wild retreats, where they were suffering, from cold and
starvation, all that human nature can possibly endure. For a time, five of them lived
together in a cavern, thirty feet in depth This cavern had a secret communication with the
cellar of a house. Their generous hostess, periling her own life for them, daily supplied
them with food. She could furnish them only with the most scanty fare, lest she should be
betrayed by the purchase of provisions necessary far so many mouths. It was
mid-winter. No fire warmed them in their damp and gloomy vault, and this living burial
must have been worse than death. The search became so rigid that it was necessary for
then; to disperse. One directed his steps toward the Pyrenees. He was arrested and
executed. Three toiled along by night, through cold, and snow, and rain, the keen wind
piercing their tattered garments, till their sufferings made them reckless of life. They
were arrested, and found, in the blade of the guillotine, a refuge from their woes. At
last all were taken and executed but Petion and Buzot. Their fate is involved in mystery.
None can tell what their sufferings were during the days and the nights of their weary
wanderings, when no eye but that of God could see them. Some peasants found among the
mountains, where they had taken refuge, human remains rent in pieces by the wolves. The
tattered garments were scattered around where the teeth of the ferocious animals had left
them. They were all that was left of the noble Petion and Buzot. But how did they die?
Worn out by suffering and abandoned to despair, did they fall by their own hands? Did they
perish from exposure to hunger and exhaustion, and the freezing blasts of
winter? Or, in their weakness, were they attacked by the famished wolves of the mountains?
The dying scene of Petion and Buzot is involved in impenetrable obscurity. Its tragic
accompaniments can only be revealed when all mysteries shall be unfolded.




