
SCENES FROM THE FIRST FRENCH REVOLUTION.
“ The rule of it mob is the ■worst of tyrannies."—Aristotle.

"TRANCE —and more especially France's capital, | obtain some insight into the horrors of a generation 
l1 Paris—is, according to the late Mr. William Make- I goi.e by, which for brutality, tyranny, cruel cowardice, 
peace Thackeray, anil moral depravity, far exceeded the crimes perpe-
" That la,id of revolution that ffro.es the tri-colour.» trated by any other civilised nation:-

! ^MieSErn! cZlelEi? l.‘E
quarter of a century, and some blood-letting to reduce ceeclings against the queen, and in particular Hebert's 
the plethora of their pride. This is a very sad state of monstrous evidence, with so much vehemence that he 
things ; but still, as history teaches, it «tot. .11'they
cannot quarrel with neighhounng nations they fall and announced more extensive plans of carnage. ‘The 
foul of each other, and belabour themselves until they vessel of the Revolution,’ said he, ‘ cannot be wafted 
desist from pure exhaustion. Such an excitable nation, into port but on waves of blood. We must begin with 
it must be admitted, are not by any means the most the members of the Constituent and Legislative As- 
agreeable neighbours ; and we have much to be thank- eem ^ ia^ rubbish must be swept away, 
ful for that we are separated from them by that little 
strip of silver sea—“our national life”—in which Mr.
Gladstone places so much assurance. The French are 
always shouting out for liberty ; but they forget that 
the first duty of those who desire liberty is to respect 
the law. That lesson the French do not appear to 
take to heart—a fact of which we have of late had such 
terrible testimony.

“ The Duke of Orleans, the early and interested insti­
gator of the Revolution, was its next victim. . . . 
Ho demanded only one favour, which was granted, 
that his execution should he postponed for twenty-four 
hours. In the interval, lie had a repast prepared with 
care, on which lie feasted with more than usual avidity. 
When led out to execution, he gazed for a time, with 
a smile on his countenance, on the Palais Royal, the 
scene of his former orgies. He was detained above a 

It is to be liopcd that when the passions and preju- I nuarter of an hour in front of that palace liy order of
dices «mused hv the recent terrific ■tnnraln on the Robespierre, who had in vam asked his daughters dices aroused by the recent terrine «juggle on tne lmnd in marria6e, and had promised, if lie would relent
C ontinent have subsided, some impartial historian in that extremity, to excite a tumult which would save 
may deem it his duty to give to the world a true narra- hia life. Depraved as he was, he had too much honour- 
tive of the causes and results of the lato war—by what able feeling left to consent to such a sacrifice, and re­
forces and follies it was brought about, and by what mained in expectation of death, without giving the cx-
mtapripfl find mnnutmaiMn* if ma followed (’mild a P®cted, «»K»al of acquiescence, for twenty minutes, miseries and monstrosities it was toiioweu. vouia a w|lcn hu WJia permitted to continue his journey to the
companion picture he found for that wonderful work scaffold. He met his fate with stoical fortitude ; ami 
of Carlyle, descriptive of the first French Revolution, j it is pleasing to have to record one redeeming trait at 
setting forth the horrors of the last, it would prove the close of a life stained by so much selfish passion 
a rare acquisition to the realms of literature. A com- I anil guilty ambition—he preferred death to sacrificing 
parison, too, of the proceedings of the recent Com- j his daughter to the tyrant.
mune under its leaders with those of the Bloody Tri- .. xor wa-- the state the pri80t,9' in pari' nnd' 0Ter 
bune under Robespicire and his fellow fiends would be | France a less extraordinary and memorable monument 

i found pregnant with useful instruction and curious of the Reign of Terror. When the Girondists were 
I information. But cruel, and cowardly, and absurd as overthrown, on the 31st May, 179:t, the number of pii- 

the acts of the Commune have been, they do not bear toners in the different jails of Paris was about 11»0; 
upon their face the stamp of ferocity which brand
those rulers of France towards the close of the last : rose to an average of six, seven, and at last eiaht 1hov- 
eentury. In the recent convulsions, terrible deeds of ! sand, constantly in captivity in the metropolis alone. 
blood and brutality have been committed; but it The whole prisons in the capital being filled by this
= 'n,‘0.t';c ^”rtud.“ in,th« ,Kei6n of Terror, that the ^ttTvitwTo'‘idilhîîSf accommoTt.o'm auTtho 
perpetrators were actuated by personal malice , nor Jacobins boasted it could contain six or seven thousand 
was it ns before, strictly speaking, a war of class more."
against class. The Commune was comparatively mean- Here is a description of the last moments of three 
ingloss in its madness, whilst the Tribune had method of the celebrated leaders in the Revolution—Hérault 
in its madness. It is true that the Archbishop of Paris de S échelles, Camille Desmoulins, and Danton—they 
and some members of the clergy were slaughtered in having been condemned to the guillotine by their for- 
cold blood; hut there was no systematic onslaught mer associates :—
made upon the educated, the beautiful, and the high- "Lucilc, the youthful wife of Camille Desmoulins, 
horn, as was made under the rule of Robespierre and earnestly besought Madame Danton, a young woman 
Bar ère.- (Still there is no excuse for Hie vicious and <lf eighteen, to throw herself at Robespierre's feet, 
heartless men who have laid the most beautiful capital will wïniug'y,>lid^.^tfoflow Dantra
of the world m rums—the iconoclasts and \ andals who to the scaffold, hut I will not degrade his memory be- 
made war upon monuments, destroying the artistic evi- fore his rival. If he owed his life to Robespierre, he 
deuce of their country’s past prowess. would never pardon me. in this world or the next. He

But whatcvcr may be said of the last French Révolu- ^
t ion, its horrors did not cqual-scarecly approached the tried to read ‘ Young's Aight Thoughts,’ hut the hook 
horrors of the first French Revolution ; and those who fell from his hands, and lie could only articulate, * O 
will take the troulde to peruse the following pictures of £iy Lucilc, O my Horace, what will become of you! 
the Reign of Terror, as painted by Km Archibald ! They went to the scaffold with the stoieiem so usual at 
Alisox, in his excellent “History of Europs." will

--------------- ;—---------------- ------------------------------ their former leaders led out to execution. Camille
Barère acquired, from the flowery style when speak- Desmoulins exclaimed, when seated on the fatal chariot 
of the acts of the Republicans, the name of the —‘This, then, is the recompense awarded to the first 
lacreon of the Guillotine.” apostle of libet ty !’ In moving towards the scaffold , he

“he that loves reading has everything within his reach.” LON I)
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