ARG PEAEY,

AVOLUME DEVOTED TO POLITE LITERATURE,SCIENCE AND RELIGION.

Publishen cverp Frivay evening, at Fifteen K)illings per Knnun, in advbvance,

VOLUME Two.

[r—

A

FRIDAY EVENING, MARCH 16, 1838.

NUMBER ELEVEN.

e

JSOLINE DE VALMONT.

A SCENE IN THE PARIS REVOLUTION oF 1830.
By Mrs. Walker.

1 was resident in Paris during the three days’® Revolution of
July, 1830. When the court aud its cousequences hud been dis-
<ussed in every bearing ; when the shout of triumph, the song of
victory, and the wail of bereavement, were hushing into silence 5
the tale and the anecdote of those who had striven and suflered
succeeded to more exciting and absorbing topics. The journals
teemed with historicttes, and every soiree had its racenfeur,
who appealed to our sympathies, and ¢¢ beguiled us of our tears’’
with some new and tanching nacrative.  Among those which my
fnemory chronicled, the following' arrested my attention forcibly,
iasmuch as I had frequently met the daughter of de Valmont in
sociely ; and possibly it may not be found ultogether deveid of
Interest to others.

In the gay salons of Paris, in the season of 1830, there were
few demoiselles who attracted greater notice than Isoline de Val-
mout. It isa frequent remark that, though beauty is more gene-
rally distributed ameng the women of England than those of
France, yet, when possessed by the latter, it is of a higher and
More unquestionable character ; as if Nature reserved all her
£ilts for her few and special favourites, and lavished her bounty
Upou themn in prodigal profusion.

And certainly Isoline was one of these, The large dark blae
€ye, with itg long silken fringe ; the fair round cheek, to which
€otion only lent a crimsen glow ; the waves of blackest shining
hair ; were combined with a form, taller and more exuberant than
lller countrywomen can usually boast, and features whose expres-
8i0n blended the innocence of intancy with that pure spiritualized
I“Vl’.liness, which expresses the depth and earnestness of the
mind within. The admirution which her beaaty challenged, her!
Manners pluinly confirmed : soft, teader, caressing, #88 gatﬁeﬁ'\ﬂ,
around her the sympathics of ull classes, from her own communi-f
iy Offceling with their joys and sorrows. The circumstances of&;
her birth and present position did not tend to lessen the intevest
Which her appearance excited. Her wother—before marriage |
Mudemoiselie de Montmorency—died in the same hour which
gave her infunt birth. The daughter of one of the proudest and
noblest of the French aristocracy, she had left the convent where
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she had been educated but a few months, when, at the chateau L

of & maternal aunt, in Burguudy, where a large party were as-
sembled to enjoy the vintage, she met with Mousicur de Valmont.
Undistinguished by birth, unendowed with fortune, he yet possess-
ed what to womanly caleulation is of far greater worth——a noble

person, and g(:nllenmnly bearing,  Ilis admiration of Madeuwoi-{

|

De Valmont had loved his wife passionately and profoundly.
i

tis grief at her death was vehement and sincere ; but it was
transient.  With a desperation characteristic of his disposition :md‘a
circumstances, he rushed from the house of mourning into riot:
and revelry, and sought, by plunging into every dissipation thut
olfered, oblivion for his sorrows.

Having from early youth been addicted to gambling, he now
adopted it as a profession. 'The excitement suited him not less
than the possibility of unlaboured competence which it suggested.
le became a systematic gamester, the most unvarying attendant
How
did it revolt the pure nature of Isoline, when ycars brought ca-
pacity to compreliend the degradation, that her father drew sub-
sistence for himself and her from the plunder of the unwary, the
ruin of the thoughtless !  During the period of her education, thef
fact had not reached her ; but, when calied on to preside over
his hearth and home, it was too soon revealed. Sho besought!
him earnestly, passionately, to alandon the path which he had!
chesen. DBut he heard her with a sigh, advanced the fixedness of|
long lhabit and his own inability now to acquire any profession as
pulliatives in her eyes, aud left her to follow again his disgeaceful
career.

at Prascati’s, us well as habitually the most successful,

Isoline wept silently and bitterly ; she loved her father with

Ipassionate fondness, and his love for her was akin to worship.

She resolved to qualify herself for the support of them both, by
the exercise of her musical talents, which were of first-rate
power. ler voice, too, was one of remarkable beauty and com-
pass. It was her intention, when duly prepared, to assist at pri-
vate and public concerts, and seek, by industry und perseverance,
to obtain a reputable, probably awple, livelihood for herself and
her futher.  Wherever her purpose was confided, it met with
ready and enger patronuge and evcouragement.  The cowmisera-
tion which the reckless character of her futher, contrasted with her
own unvarying rectitude excited ; hersingular loveliness, aud the
eontinned estrangement and hostility of her wother’s fuwmily 5 all
contributed to invest her with un extraordinary interest.  With
trath might it be said that she was the adwmiration of every circle,
the idol of her own.

It was early in the morning of the ever-memorable 28th of
July, the closing day of the Paris Revolution.  One broad blaze
of suulight flooded the beavens and illumined the earth. It
shonc in on many a chamber of agony end sutiering ; and in every
countenance thut its beams irradiated were stamped in legible
characters traces of anxiety and cure, Few had retived to rest
the two preceding unights ; for, who could sleep while the dreary
monotonous tocsin alirighted the ear with its mournful echoes,

Hand the sharp shril] sound of musketry—for in wany cases night

She listeued |
10 ity expression until the feeling became reciprocal. A few
weeks pagged under the same roof consolidated the attachment 5
and afew months subsequently they were privately married. Fov
A while the sceret obtained not circulation.  But the hour of dis-
“overy came at last, aud brought with it misery and woe.

The obscurity of de Valmout had of itse!f presented a suflicient,
barrier (o forgiveness, but a yet more alienating and vxa:-'peruliugj
cause existed in the fact that he was avowedly of the wildest ve-
sjlxl»lican principles, the descendant of a Regicide ! Without ;\;
frane (or 4 waurriage dowry, with ouly the bitter and awful portion

selle de Mountmoreney was ardent and undisguised.

\

ol a father’y curses, his bride was cast forth from her proud an-,

et . . . . . {
cestral halls to privation and poverty.  But the discipline of ad-

Cversity il aceorded with the geutle nature

Mont: slie lived bLut fo bring her child into a bleak and pizitess]
World, and the first anniversary of the day which bad witnessed

heril-futed, unsanetioned nuptials, beheld her laid in the quiet
grave,

Then it was that the natural disposition of de Valmont fally de-|
?"’l“['ed itself.  Fierce, morose, vindictive, he had been coerced,!
”_'[ may 8o express myself, from his eriginal nature into compara-|
ff\'(% mildness, by the prescuce of his week devoted wife. This’
Iink to goodness and principle wrenched asunder, he stood forthi
At war with himself, his epecies, and his destiny.  Idle by tem-z
Perament, vain, and selfish, he flattered himself thatin an alliance|
With the house of Moutmorency he should fiud at once afilnence!
and aggrandizement, Though thwarted in his expectatious at thel
onset, by the declared hostility of his wife’s parents, he yeti‘
trusted that time would mitigate resentment, and no distant hour
sec her reinstated in the affections and dignities which she had
once enjoyed. This hope was for ever Llasted ; even the infant

she had left they refused to see ; and they rejected with lmug'ht_vl

Beorn every effort ho made towards reconciliation and pardon.

H

;did not avail to separate the combatants—came booming through
the air 2 The dead ou both sides lay yct unburied, and the issue
of the warfire had not arrived to determine under what denomj-
Imuiou the originators and abettors of the conflict sbould be class-
ed—whether mourned as wartyrs to liberty, with a nation’s tears
shed over their graves ; or stigmatized as rebels to their king and

!

jcountry, and consigned to ihe dust, unlumented, unhououred, and

[unsung,

The drepean blane still waved over the turrets of the Tuile-
ries, for Charles X. still sat on a throne which, however, was
now momently sinking from under him. The streets, hroken
up into barricades—ulas ! how mauy siresming with blood —

of Madame de vdl_“»werc, even at this early hour, filled with eager groups buluncing‘
' . .
ithe amount of yesterday’s strife, or speculating ou the eveuts of;

Ithe coming day. Excitement was at its beight s and to those
ithin, every moment brought some veport of victory or defeat,

f‘en framed less in accordance with truth than the politicat Lias

W
o
of the party who uttered it.  But it soon becawme evident that the
time was fast approaching when the force adverse to the existing
monarchy would triamph. It was a day of intense and breathless
anxiety to all, to none more than to lsoline.  With the ardent vi-
vacity of her countrywomen, her every energy was enlisted in
the cause of liberty.? Restrained by her sex from participating in
the contest, ske shared with the Sisters of Charity the task of ad-
ininistering to the necessities of the wounded usud dying uat the
{Hotel-Dieu. And no voice was sweeter in cheering the sutferer,
no band tenderer in presenting the inedicine-cup, or applying the
bandage. She had obeyed the summons of humanity, when the
artillery wgs rearing through the streets, and the path frowm her
home to the hospital wus beset with dangar.

The evening of the 29th had arrived. Vixhausted by the fatigne
(of the duy, sickened with the sights of hoerror which everywhere

T

"met her view, Isoline felt overpowered and fuint. Her pule cheek

f\und tottering frame attracting the notice of one of the physicians
in attendance at the hospital, who wasa personal friend, he warm-
?ly urged her to leave a scene where Death’s darkening shadows,
‘gathering over hundreds of victims, flung a gloom over the spirits
lof all, and to return to her home.

Yielding to his intreaties, she left the Hotel-Dieu. By taking an
\obscure and circuitons route, she had reached in safety the Rue
St. Honore. It was blocked up by the contending parties. To es-
‘cape the balls whizzing around her, she turned into a retired street.
Even thither did the assailants come. The air was rent with
shouts of defiance, and thickened with the smoke of discharged
muskewry. 'I'hough thus prevented by the shadesof evening and
‘clouds of vapour from discerning objects very distinetly, she yet
iobserved two combatants, who fought with a savage desperation,
iwhich told indeed that *¢ true foes once met part but in death.”’
;She crept under a wall, and watched the contest with a sort of
fascinated earnestness.
fnezirer view of their fuces. She looked again with a gaze which
:seemed to stretch her eye-balls to bursting, and recognized in

By a sudden movement she obtained a

i
tone of the combatants—her father ! opposed to, as she fatally
ifaneied, a young offieer in the garde du corps to whom she was

isecretly betrothed.

Without waiting to ascertain if' her fears were correct, she
rushed forward with frantic eagerness. At that moment her fu-
ither’s pistol was levelled at the heart of his adversary. 8he
;strove to wrest the weapon from his grasp. He turned sharply
jround ; the pistol, by the suddeaness of the movement, swerved
ifrmn its aim, and exploded. Its contents lodged in the heart of
Jsoline ! One deep groan, one low gasping sob, and with the
Jife-blood welling from her innocent breust, she reeled towards
her Cihier, and tell dead at his feet! ’
| Those“@tio swere near declare that the shrick was searcely ha-
;m:m, which rent the air when the wretched parent diseovered
that she, whose warm blood crimisoued his garmeuts, whom he
fhad been accessory in forcing from time into eternity, was his
;:\dored and gentie child. e refused at first to believe in her
sidentity—then denied assent to the fuct of her death.
aside the clustering ringlets from her fuce—lovely even

Pushing
in the
ashy aspect of death—he knelt by her side, kissed her, vehement-
ly calling ou her to cdme back to his arms and love. Bat, when
silence was the only answer to his passionate intresties—when
compelled to believe that she was dead iudecd—with a shrill
fpiercing cry, which seemed to condense all hutan agony, he feil
ton lier body in merciful unconsciousness.

The beautiful cemetry of Pere la Chaise seldom fails to obtain
row strangers who sejourn in the French capital early inspection -
aud ungualified admirution. "The serious and the contemplative
visit it, and find in the unbroken stillness of s verdant paths, in
the wmouldering deeay of its eonsecrated sepulchres, foed for
tvolemu and boly meditation.  The young and the sensitive visit it.
(They from whose lips bursts the Toudest laugh of joyousness—
yet who weep the readiest and the bitterest tears—they go thither
tw commune with the spivits of ihe gified and lovely, wio lie
Fven the gay, the thoughtiess, nud the

cruibling at their feet.
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happy, on whom the touch of saduess never yei hath Gllen t
even they, the ulluent in bliss—visit it to adwire the tastefulness
of its design, the splendour of its mausoleuwns, and to peruse its
tender sud afiecting epitaphs, the offerings of lavish love to the
Jco!d dust, now deaf alike to the ban of consure and (o the voe

tof praise.  Why is it that persons difiering in e, sex, and tem-
jperanient, yot so generally unite in deriving a mysterious plea-
isere from o rawble in a éhurchynrd? Is it that they hope to
dive into the scerets of another world, by hovering over the tost
‘resting-places of perished humanity 2 Whatever the nntive that
teads us thither, the churchyard is usvally the first otject of a
traveller’s visit, the one in which he lingers longest.

The Sondey succeeding the terminstion of the Revolution was
appointed for the obsequies of many of its victims,  ‘the nhabi-
ftants of Paris, oheying their national impulse, which bas so justly
3\v(\n for them the appellation of a sight-suc!\'ing populmiml,
thronged the Boutevards, through which the eavalcade was w
pass, in countless wasses, And it would not have lmeu. very
easy for a stranger at first sight to decide whether an oceasion of
joy or sorsow bad congregated themy wogether. So alien are any
fixed Labits of melancholy from the character of the French, thet
their grief, extravagant in its first outbreak oves the death-bed of
‘,(heir kindred, frequently has expended hself and settled down =

Jto comparative inditfference before the grave hing closed over 2




