
never cemed to address the people, hoping to iutucst 
them in his favour. ‘ lieuuruus people, uuliuppy people,’ j 
he e.vciaiincd, ‘they inisUad you; save me I 1 am 
Caiiiille Desmoulins, the tir.'t apostle of freedom! It 
was 1 who gave you the national cockade; I called you 
to anus on the Uth July.' It was all in rain; the in- 
veetives of the mob redoubled as they passed under the 
windows of Hol>espierre, who grew pale at the noise. 
The indignation of Camille Desmoulins at this proof of 
their mutiilnlity was so excessive th.at he tore Ins shirt; 
and though his hands were tied behind his back; his 
coat came off in venting his feelings on the people. At 
the Dahns Itoyai he said—'It is here that, four years 
ago, I called the people to arms for the llevulutiou. 
Had .Marat lived, lie would have been beside us.' Dan- 
ton held bis head erect, and cast a c.ilni and intrepid 
lo ik around him. ‘ Du not disipiiet yourself,' said lie,
‘ with that vile mob.' At the foot of the scaflbhl lie 
ailvanced to embrace llCrault de Seehelles, who held 
out his arms to receive him. The executioner inter
posed. ’What!' said he, with a bitter smile,‘are you 
more cruel than death itself'f Begonel you cannot at 
lua-t prevent our lips from soon meeting in that bloody 
basket.' Fur a moment after, he was softened, and 
said—‘Omylieloved! O my wife! 0 my children 1 shall 
I never see you more'!' But immediately cheeking 
himself, he exclaimed—* Danton, recollect yourself; no 
weakness!' I16rault do S£ehelles ascended first, and 
died firmly. Camille Desmoulins regained his firmness 
in the hurt hour. His fingers, with convulsive grasp, 
held a lock of Ladle's hair, the lost relic of this world 
wliicli ho took to the edge of the next. He approached 
tlic fatal spot, looked calmly at the axe, yet red with 
the lilood of his irieud, and said, ‘ Tire monsters who 
assm^siiiate me will not long survive my full. Convey 
my hair to my mother-iu-luw.’

“ Danton ascended with a firm step, and said to the 
executioner—‘You will show iny head to the peoide, 
after my deatli: it is wortli tire pirius.’ These were Iiis 
last words. The executioner olieyeil the injunction 
after the axe had fallen, and carried tire head around 
the scafTold. Tire people clapped their hands 1

“ The wife of Camille Desmoulins, a young woman of 
twenty-three, to whom ho was passionately attached, 
wandered round tire prison of the Luxembourg, in 
wliich her liuslxiud was cuutiueii, night and day during 
his detention. The g.irdens wlicrc she now gave vent 
to her grief liad lieeii the scene of tlicir flist loves; from 
his ueirtviudoivs lier liusbond could seethe siiot where 
they had met iu the days of their happiness. ] ier dis
tracted oppeanruee, witli some hints dropped in the 
jails by tire jirisoners as to their hopes of being deli
vered liy the aid of the people, during the excitement 
produced by the trial of Daiitou and Iris friends, led to 
a fresh prosecution for a ‘conspiracy iu tire prisons,' 
which was made the means of sweeping off twenty-five 
persons of wholly different principles and parties at 
one fell swoop. The apostate uisliop Qoliel, Cnaumette, 
Hie well-known and once formidable prosecutor of the 
municipality, the widow of lICbert, the widow of Ca
mille Desmoulins, Arthur Dillon, a remnant of the 
1 laiitonists, and twenty others of inferior note, were I 
indicted together for the crimes of iiaving ‘ conspired I 
together against the lilierty and security or the French I 
l>eopIe, endeavourctl to trouble tlic state hy civil war, I 
to ann the citixens against each other, and against the , 
lawful authority; iu virtue of which tliey proposed, iu j 
tile present iiioiith, to dissolve the national represen- { 
tation, assassinate its memliers, destroy the republi
can governmeut, gain possession of the sovereignty of 
the people, and give a tyrant to the state.’ . . . They ! 
were all ooiidemned, after a long tiial, and the vital i 
dilfereuce between tlium appeared In tlieir last mo- 
niciits. The infamous Ooliel wept from weakness; the 
atrooious Cliaumette was almost lifeless from terror: 
but the widow of licsmoiilins cxliihited on the .scaffold 
the heroism of Yladame Hulaiid and Charlotte Corday, 
and died rejoicing in the hope of rejoining her lost lius- 
hand. Khediduot appear with the undaunted air of 
tliose heroines, but she showed euual lirmness. Klie 
died not for her country, but for lier liusband; love, 
not patriotism, inspired lier last moments. Her Ireaiity, 
her iiiiioceiicc, the knowledge that she was the victim 
of her huuiauity, pi-oduced universal comiuiscratiou.’’

" Kiglit tliaiisaiid iirisoncra were roon accumulated 
ill llii! diftereiit places of eoiifiiii'inent ill I’aris; tiio 
iiiiiiilicr tliruuglioiit Frauen exceeded two liundri'd

thousand. The condition of such a multitude of cap
tives was necessarily miserable in the extreme; the 
prisons of tlie Coiioicrgerie, of the Force, and the 
Mairie, were more horrible than any in Europe. All 
the comforts which, duriug the first months of the 
Beign of Terror, were allowed to the captives of for
tune, had of lute been withdrawn. Kucli luxuries, it 
was said, were an insunportalilc indulgence to tlie rich 
aristocrats, while, without tlie prison walls, tlie iioor 
were starving for wont. In conseiiueiicc they estab
lished refectories, wliere the whole prisoners, of what
ever rank or sex, were allowed only tlie coarsest and 
must unwholesome fare. None were permitted to pur
chase better provisions for themselves; and, to prevent 
tlic possibility of their doing so, a rigorous search was 
made for money of every descriiitiuii, which was all 
taken from the c.aptives. Some were even denied tlie 
sad consolation of bearing tlicir misfortunes togctlicr, 
and to the terrors of solitary confiuenieut were added 
those of death, whieli daily Iiecanie more urgent and 
inevitable. 'I'lie prodigious numliers who were thrust 
into the prisons, far exceeding all iiossihle accommo
dation, produced tlie most frightful ultli iu some places, 
the most iusiipportahle crowding in all: and, os the 
iiicttahle result of these, joined to the scanty fare and 
deep depression of these gloomy abodes, contagion made 
rapid progress, and nieruituily relieved many from 
their sufferings. But this oiil.r aggravated tlie suffer
ings of the survivors; the bo lies were overlooked or 
forgotten, and often not removed for days tc^ether. 
Not content witli the real terrors which they presented, 
the ingenuity of the jailers was exerted to pi^uce 
imaginary anxiety; the long nights were frequently 
intenupted liy visits from tlie executioners, solely 
intended te excite alarm; the few liours of sleep al
lowed to the victims were broken by the rattling of 
chains and unbarring of doors, to induce the lieliefuiat 
their fellew-prisouers were alioiit to lie leil to the s^- 
fuld ; and the warnuits for death against eighty per
sons in one place of couSnemeiit, were made (be means 
of keeping six liuudred iu agony."

“From Jic farthest extremities of France crowds of 
prisoners daily aiTived at the gates of the Couciergerie, 
which successively sent fortli its bauds of victims to 
tlie scaffold. Grey hairs and youthful fuims; couii- 
teuaiices blooming witli liealth, and faces worn with 
suffering; bi'auty and talent, rank and virtue. Were iu- 
disurimiuately rolled together to the fatal doors. . . 
iSixty persons often arrived in a day, and as many were 
oil the following morning sent out to execution. Miglit 
and day tlie care incessantly discharged victims iuto 
tlie iirisoiis; weeping mot liers and trembling orphans, 
grey-liaired sires and youthful iuuoceuts, were thiust 
111 without mercy with the brave and the iiowerful: 
the young, the lieaiitiful, the unfortunate, seemed iu a 
peculiar iiiauiier tlie prey of the assassins. N'or were 
the means of emptying tlie prisons augmented in a less 
feariul progression. Fifteen only were at first placed 
on tile chariot, but tlie numliei' w.as soon augmented 
to tlilrty, and gradually rose to seventy or a’^ity per
sons, who didly were sent forth to the place of execu
tion ; wlien tlie fall of Kohespierre put a stop to the 
murders, arrangements had been made fur increasing 
the daily uumlaT to one hundred and fifty. An im
mense aqueduct, to I emovc the gore, had been dug from 
tlie Keiue os far os the I’lace he. Antoine, where latter
ly tlie excoiitiuDS took place: and four men were daily 
employed in emptying the blood of the viotiins Into 
that rcsenoir.

“The female prisonei-s, on entering the jails, and 
fre<|ueutly during the course of their detentiou, were 
subjected to indignities so shocking that they were 
often worse than deatli itself. Viulcrthe lu'etenccof 
searching for concealed articles, money, or jewels, tliey 
were obuged to undress iu presence of tlieir brutal 
jailer*, who, if they were young or handsome, sulijected 
tliem to searches of the mosl rigorous and revolting
description................. A bed of straw alone awaited
the prisoners when they arrived iu their wietclied 
cells: the heat was such, from the multitudes thioist 
into tliem, that they were to he seen crowding to ttie 
windows, w ith pale and cadaverous couiiteuauces, striv
ing through tlic bars to inhale tliu fresh air. Fathers 
and mothers, surrounded by tlieir weeping children, 
long remained lockeil in each otlier's arms, in agonies 
of grief, when the fatal hour of separation anived. 
The parents wore in general ahsurbed iu the solemn ro- 
Hectious which the near approach of death seldom fails


